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Beneath  an  awful  gloom,  a  night  of  fliade, 

By  filent  darknefs  more  majeftic  made, 

I  place  thy  volume,  YOUNG,  with  reverence  place; 

Thy  volume,  worthy  of  a  faint's  embrace  '. 

What  gofpel-truths  thy  heavenly  lines  convey, 

And  fteal  us  from  mortality  away  ! 

Full  on  the  foul  thy  tides  of  rapture  flow, 

Kindling  we  hear,  and,  while  we  read,  we  glow ! 

Exalted  by  thy  theme,  we  mount  on  high, 

We  fpurn  at  earth,  we  claim  our  native  iky. 

Now  let  the  unlettcr'd,  or  the  letter'd  man, 

Deny  the  foul  immortal,  if  he  can : 

A  foul  immortal  in  thy  works  we  fee ; 

Can  duft  and  afhcs  think  and  write  like  thee  ? 
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THE  LIFE  OF  TOUNG. 


FOR  the  life  of  YOUNG,  the  world  is  obliged  to  Mr.  Herbert  Croft,  the  Englifh  lexicographer,  for 
merly  a  barrifter  of  Lincoln's-Inn,  now  a  clergyman,  who  was  the  friend  of  his  fon,  and  wifhed 
to  vindicate  him  from  fome  very  miflaken  remarks  to  his  prejudice.  Mr.  Croft's  narrative,  which 
exhibits  a  fuccefsful  imitation  of  Dr.  Johnfon's  ftyle,  was  fubje£ed  to  the  revifion  of  our  great  po 
etical  biographer,  who  adopted  it  as  an  introduction  to  his  critical  examination  of  the  genius  and 
writings  of  Young. 

The  fa<Ss  ftated  in  the  prefent  account  are  chiefly  taken  from  Mr.  Croft's  narrative,  with  the 
addition  of  fuch  particulars  as  fubfequent  refearches,  or  cafual  infonvalior,  have  fupplied. 

Edward  Young  was  born  at  Upham,  near  Winchefter,  in  June  1681.  He  was  the  fon  of  Dr, 
Edward  Young,  at  that  time  Fellow  of  Winchefter  College,  and  Re&or  of  Upham.  In  i68a,  he 
was  collated  to  the  prebend  of  Gillingham-Minor,  in  the  church  of  Salifbury,  by  Bifhop  Ward, 
He  was  afterwards,  in  confequence  of  his  merit  and  reputation,  or  of  the  inreieft  of  kord  BradT 
ford,  to  whom,  in  1702,  he  dedicated  two  volumes  of  fermons,  appointed  Chaplain  to  King  Wil 
liam  and  Queen  Mary,  and  preferred  to  the  deanery  of  Salifbury.  Jacob,  who  wrote  in  1740,  fayg, 
"  he  was  Chaplain  and  Clerk  of  the  Clofet  to  the  late  Queen,  who  honoured  him,  by  funding 
godmother  to  the  poet."  He  died  at  Salifbury,  in  1/05.  Burnet  preached  his  funeral  fermon, 
and  beftawed  upon  him  a  handfome  eulogium. 

He  was  placed  on  the  foundation  at  Winchefter  College,  where  he  remained  till  the  election  af- 
ter  his  eighteenth  birth-day,  the  period  at  which,  thofe  upon  the  foundation  are  fuperannuated; 
V'hen,  npt  being  chofen  to  New  College,  Oxford,  he,  qn  the  i^th  of  OxSpber  1703,  was  entered 
an  independent  member  of  that  fociety,  that  he  rqight  live  at  little  expence  at  the  lodgings  of  the 
Warden,  who  was  a  particular  friend  of  his  father.  In  a  few  months,  the  Warden  of  New  College 
died.  He  then  removed  to  Corpus  College.  The  president  of  this  fociety,  from  a  regard,  alfo  to 
his  father,  invited  him  thither,  in  order  to  lefjfen  his  academical  expences.  In  1708,  he  was  norni? 
nated  to  a  law-fellowfhip  at  All  Souls,  by  Archbifhop  Tenifon  ;  into  whole  hands  it  came  by  devolu 
tion.  Such  repeated  patronages,  while  it  jufcifies  Burnet's  praife  cf  the  father,  reflects  credit  on  the 
condudt  of  the  fon.  The  manner  in  which  it  was  exerted,  fecms  to  prove,  that  the  father  did  not 
leave  behind  him  much  wealth. 

It  is  reported,  that  when  he  firft  found  himfclf  independent,  and  his  own  matter,  at  All  Souls, 
he  was  not  the  ornament  to  religion  and  morality  which  he  afterwards  became. 

Pope  is  faid,  by  Ruffhead,  to  have  told  Warburton,  that  "  Young  had  pafftd  a  foofr/b  youth,  tie. 
ffort  of  peers ;  but  his  having  a  very  good  heart,  enabled  him  to  fuppcrt  the  clerical  character,  when, 
he  affumed  it,  with  decency,  and  afterwards  with  honour." 

The  authority  of  his  father,  indeed,  had  ceafed  fome  time  before  by  his  death  ;  and  he  was  cer 
tainly  not  afhamed  to  be  patronized  by  the  Duke  of  Wharton,  "  the  fcorn  and  wonder  of  his  days." 
His  father  had  been  well  acquainted  with  Mrs.  Anne  Wharton,  the  firft  wife  of  Thomas  Wlur- 
ton,  Efq.  afterwards  Marquis  of  Wharton,  a  lady  celebrated  for  her  poetical  talents,  by  Burnet  and 
by  Waller.  The  father  of  the  Duke  of  Wharton,  had  been  the  friend  of  his  father;  and,  after  he  be 
came  ennobled,  did  not  drop  the  fon  of  his  old  friend  :  In  him,  during  the  fhort  tim,e  he  lived,  Young 
found  a  patron,  and  in  his  eccentric  and  diffolute  defcendent,  a  friend  and  a  companion.  But  the 
duke,  it  is  to  be  fuppofed,  did  not  at  once  fink  into  the  depth?  of  profligacy.  That  he  had  great 
and  fhining  abilities,  was  acknowledged  by.  his  contemporaries,  who  entertained  the  grcateft  hopes 
of  his  becoming  an  honour  to  his  country.  It  is  not  unreafonable  to  imagine,  that  the  bare  ac 
quaintance  with  fuch  a  man  as  Wharton  proved  to  be,  might  give  rife  to  the  report  of  his  having 
relaxed,  in  early  youth,  from  the  flridl  and  rigid  rules  of  virtue ;  of  the  truth  of  which,  there  is 
not  fufficient  evidence. 

The  teftimony  of  Tindal,  who  fpent  much  of  his  time  at  All  Souls,  is  an  unqueflional  le  autho 
rity  in  favour  of  Young's  warmth  and  ability  in  the  caufe  cf  religion,  in  the  early  part  of  hi*  life. 
"  The  other  boys,"  faid  he,  "  I  can  always  anfwer,  becaufe  I  always  know  whence  they  have  their, 
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arguments,  which  I  have  read  a  hundred  times;  but  that  fellow  Young,  is  continually  peftering  me 
•with  fomething  of  his  own." 

In  1712,  when  Queen  Anne  called  up  tqthe  lioufe  of  Lords  the  fons  of  the  Earls  of  Northamp 
ton  and  Aylefoury,  and  added,  in  one  day,  ten  others  to  the  number  of  peers,  he  publifhed  An  Epif- 
ileto  the  Right  Honourable  George  Lord Lanfdoiun ;  in  order  to  reconcile  the  people  to  one,  at  ieaft,  of 
the  new  lords.  It  feems  intended  alfo  to  reconcile  the  public  to  the  late  peace. 

The  afoclionate  mention  of  the  death  of  his  friend  Hairifon,of  New  College,  at  the  clofe  of  the 
jpoem,  is  an  inftance  of  his  art,  whicji  difplayed  itfelf  fo  wonderfully  afterwards  in  the  Night 
*Tbc,ughtst  rf  making  the  public  a  party  in  his  private  forrow. 

Of  this  poem,  there  is  no  appearance  in  his  own  edition  of  his  works,  in  4  vols,  8vo  ;  and  prefixed  to 
an  edition  by  Curll  and  Tonfon,  in  1741,  is  a  letter  from  Young  to  Curll,  in  which  he  advifes  its 
omifiion.  *•  I  think,"  fays  he,  in  the  preface  to  the  Works  of  the  Author  of  the  Night  Thoughts  "  the 
following  pieces,  in/car  volumes,  to  be  'the  moft  excufabls  of  all  that  I  have  written  ;  and  I  wifh  Lfi 
*fol*gy  was  needful  for  thcfe.  As  there  is  nc  recalling  what  is  got  abroad,  the  pieces  here  rcpu- 
blifhed  1  have  rcvifed  and  corre&ed,  and  rendered  them  *s  pardonable  as  it  was  in  my  power  to  do." 
It  is  but  juflice  to  dift  ingmfii  what  the  author  of  the  Night  'Thoughts  deliberately  rejected. 

When  Addifon  published  «  Cato,"  in  1713,  Young  prefixed  to  it  a  recommendatory  copy  of  ver- 
fcs.  This  is  one  of  the  pieces  which  he  did  not  repiibliih. 

The  Lajl  Day  was  published  the  fame  year.  The  Vice-Chancellor's  Imprimatur  :  for  it  was  £rft 
printed  at  Oxford,  is  dated  May  19.  1713-  From  the  exordium,  he  appears  to  have  fpent  fome 
time  in  the  competition  of  it.  While  other  bards  with  Britain  s  herofd  their  fouls  on  Jlre,  he  draws, 
he  fays,  a  deeper fcenc.  This  ferious  poem  was  finifhed  by  him  as  early  as  1710;  for  part  of  it  is 
printed  in  the  "  Tatler."  The  "  Englishman"  of  O&ober  29.  1713,  which  was  probably  writ 
ten  by  Addifon,  fpeaks  handfomely  of  it.  It  was  infcribed  to  the  queen  in  a  dedication;  which,  for 
ibme  reafon,  he  did  not  admit  into  his  works.  It  tells  her,  that  the  only  title  to  the  great  honour 
he  now  does  himfelf,  is  the  obligation  which  he  formerly  received  from  her  royal  indulgence. 

Of  this  obligation  nothing  is  now  known,  unlefs  he  alluded  to  her  being  his  godmother.  He 
is  faid,  indeed,  to  have  been  engaged  at  a  fettled  ftipend,  as  a  writer  for  the  court.  In  Swift's 
"  Rhapfody  on  Poetry,"  are  thefe  lines,  fpeaking  of  the  court  ; 

Whence  Gay  was  banifh'd  in  difgrace, 
Where  Pope  will  never  mow  his  face, 

"Where  Y niuft  torture  his  invention, 

To  flatter  knaves,  or  lofe  his  penfion. 

That  Y means  Young,  feems  clear  from  four  other  lines  in  the  fame  poem  ; 

Attend,  ye  Popes,  and  Youngs,  and  Gays, 
And  tune  your  harps,  and  ftrew  your  bays  j 
Your  panegyrics  here  provide  ; 
You  cannot  err  on  flattery's  tide. 

Of  the  dedication,  the  cemplexion  is  clearly  political.  It  fpeaks  in  the  higheft  terms,  of  the  peac^ 
of  Utrecht.  Mr.  Croft  doubts  whether  he  had  a  right  to  withdraw  the  praife  he  had  once  given, 
and  alks,  "  Was  he  confcious  of  the  exaggeration  of  party  ?  Then  he  fhould  not  have  written  it. 
If  it  contained  only  the  praife  of  truth,  he  fhould  not  have  omitted  it  in  his  works."  Surely  this  is 
denying  a  man  the  privilege  of  becoming  wifer  by  his  own  experience !  Young,  in  the  warmth  of 
party  zeal,  might  very  honeftly  and  fmcerely  write  a  panegyric,  which  time,  and  a  clearer  know 
ledge  of  characters,  might  convince  him  was  undeferved  all  he  could  then  do,  was  filently  to  fup- 
prefs,  as  far  as  he  was  able,  thofe  errors  into  which  an  upright  heart  had  betrayed  his  judgment. 

The  poem  itfelf,  is  not  without  a  glance  towards  politics,  notwithstanding  the  fubjecl;.  The 
cry,  that  the  church  was  in  danger,  had  not  yet  fubfided.  The  Lajl  Day,  written  by  a  layman^ 
was  much  approved  by  the  Tory  miniftry,  and  their  friends. 

*Tae  Force  of  Religion,  or  fan/jut/hed  Love,  was  publifhed  before  the  queeu's  death.  This  poem  is 
founded  on  the  execution  of  Lady  Jane  Gray,  and  her  hufband,  Lord  Guildford  Dudley,  1554;  a 
flory  chofen  for  the  fubjedl  of  an  epiftlc  by  Cawthorn,  a  tragedy  by  Smithj  and  wrought  into  a 
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tragedy  by  Rowe.    The  flattering  dedication  of  it  to  the  Countefs  of  Salifbury,  does  not  appear  in 
his  own  edition. 

On  the  a3d  of  April  1714,  he  took  his  degree  of  Bachelor  of  Civil  Law ;  and,  the  fame  year,  he 
publiflied  a  poem  on  the  Queen's  death,  and  his  Majefty's  acceflion  to  the  throne.  It  is  infcribed 
to  Addifon,  then  Secretary  to  the  Lords  Juftices.  This  poem  he  did  not  admit  into  his  works. 

In  1716,  when  the  foundation  of  the  Codrington  Library  was  laid,  he  was  appointed  to  fpeak 
the  Latin  Oration.  In  his  letter  to  Curl!,  he  Say?,  "  If  you  will  take  my  advice,  1  would  have  you 
omit  the  Oration  on  Codrington.  I  think  the  collection  will  fell  better  without  it."  This  oration  he 
did  not  admit  into  his  works. 

In  1717,  when  Wharton,  after  hi»  return  from  his  travels,  went  to  Ireland,  It  is  not  unlikely  that 
Young  accompanied  his  avowed  friend  and  patron.  From  a  paflage  relating  to  Swift,  in  his  letter: 
Co  Richardfon,  wrorlgina!  £t}mpyitiont  it  is  clear  he  was,  at  fome  period  of  his  life,  in  thar  country. 

In  17191  he  was  received  into  the  Earl  of  Exeter's  family,  as  tutor  to  Lord  Burlei^h;  which 
he  foon  quirted,  upon  the  preffing  felicitations  of  Wharton,  and  his  promifes  of  ferving  and  ad- 
Vancing  him  in  the  world. 

The  fame  year,  his  Bufiris,  King  *f  Egypt,  was  aded  at  the  theatre  in  Drury-Lane,  and  met  with 
fuccefs.  The  plot  is  of  his  own  contrivance.  The  haughty  mefiage  fent  by  Biiftris  to  the  Perftan 
jltnlajfador,  is  copied  from  that  returned  by  the  Ethiopian  Prince  to  Cambyfes,  in  the  third  book 
of  Herodotus.  The  dialogue  contains  many  ftriking  beauties  of  fentiment  and  dcfHption,  but  it  is 
written  in  a  glaring  ambitious  ftyle;  the  pride  of  Bufiris  is  fuch  as  no  other  man  can  have  ;  and  the 
whole  is  too  remote  from  human  life,  to  raife  either  grief,  horror,  or  indignation.  It  was  infcribed 
to  the  Duke  of  Newcaftle,  "  becaufe  the  late  inftances  he  had  received  of  his  Grace's  undeferved 
and  uncommon  favour,  in  an  affair  of  fome  confeqnence,  foreign  to  the  theatre,  had  taken  from 
him  the  privilege  of  choofing  a  patron."  The  dedication  he  afterwards  fuppreffcd. 

He  took  the  degree  of  Dodor  of  Laws  on  the  loth  of  June  1719.  The  fame  year,  he  lament 
ed  the  death  of  Addifon,  in  a  letter  addrefled  to  their  common  friend,  Tickell.  According  to 
Spence's  MSS,  they  ufed  to  "  communicate  to  each  other  whatever  verfes  they  wrote,  even  to  the 
kaft  things." 

The  fame  year  appeared  A  Paraflrafe  on  part  of  tit:  Book  ofJ'J),  which  he  dedicated,  in  no  com 
mon  ftrain  of  flattery,  to  Lord  Chancellor  Parker.  Of  this  work,  his  opinion  may  be  known  from 
his  letter  to  Curll : — "  You  feem,  in  the  collection  yon  propofe,  to  have  omitted  what  I  think  may- 
claim  the  firft  place  in  it ;  I  mean,  "  A  Tranflation  from  part  of  Job,  printed  by  Mr.  Tonfon." 
The  dedication  was  only  fuffered  to  appear  in  Tonfon's  edition. 

In  1721,  The  Revenge,  a  tragedy,  was  a<£ted  at  the  theatre  in  Drnry-Lane,  and  met  wkh  very 
great  iuccefs.  This  is  his  beft  dramatic  performance.  It  approaches  much  nearer  to  human  prac 
tices  and  manners  than  Bu/trit,  and  therefore  keeps  poffeflion  of  the  ftage.  The  firft  defign  feems 
fuggefted  by '"  Ochello"  and  "  Alxlelazar ;"  but  he  has,  in  fome  refpecSls,  greatly  improved  oh  both. 
The  refledions,  the  incidents,  and  the  didion,  are  original.  The  moral  obfervations  are  fo  intro 
duced  and  fo  exprefied,  as  to  have  all  the  novelty  that  can  be  required. 

lie  dedicated  this  famous  tragedy  fo  Wharton.  "  Your  Grace,"  fays  the  dedication,  "  has  been 
pkafed  to  make  yourfrlt  acceflary  to  the  following  fcenes,  not  only  by  fuggefting-  th^rnofl  brauti- 
ful  incident  in  them,  but.by  making  all  pc-ffible  proviiion  for  the  fuccefs  of  the  whole."  That  Whar 
ton  ihouid  have  fuggefted  the  incident  to  which  he  alludes,  is  not  unlikely,  as  his  laft  mental  exer 
tion,  in  bi.s  quarters  at  Lerida  in  Spain,  was  fome  fcenes  of  a  tragedy,  on  the  ftory  of"  Mary  Qneen 
of  Swots;"  to  which  Lady  Alary.  Wortley  Montague  wrote  a-n  epilogue,  which  fs  preferred  in  Doaf- 
ley's  "  Colledlion." 

He  concludes  his  add. reft  to  Wharton,  whom  he  acknowledges  not  cmly  as  the  defender  of  hi* 
poetry,  but  as  the  promoter  of  his  fortune,  thns  :  '*  My  present  fortune  is  his  bounty,  and  my  future 
Jus  care;  which,  I  will  venture  to  iay, \vill  be  always  remembered  to  hfs  honcur  ;  fince  he,  I  know, 
intended  his,ge;ierofity  as  an.-  encouragement  to  merit  ;  though,  through  hii  very  pani  nable  parti 
ality  to  f:c  v.-ho  benrs  him  fo.fincere.a  dury  cud  refpad,  I  happen  ta  receivt  the  benefit  of  it.*'  He 
excluded  this  dedication  from  his  own  ed;ti«n  of  his  work*- 
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To  the  patronage  of  this  unhappy  character,  he  was  certainly,  however,  indebted  for  fomething 
material.  Wharton's  regard  for  Young,  added  to  his  "  luft  of  praife,"  procured  to  All  Souls  Col 
lege  a  donation,  which  was  not  forgotten  when  he  dedicated  The  Revenge. 

Two  annuities  were  alfo  granted  by  the  Duke  to  Young  ;  one  of  which  was  dated  March  ^^. 
I  Jig,  and  accounted  for  his  Grace's  bounty  in  a  ftyle  princely  and  commendable,  if  not  legal : — 
"  Confidering  that  the  public  good  is  advanced  by  the  enouragemcent  of  learning,  and  the  polite  arts, 
and  being  pleafed  therein  with  the  attempts  of  Dr.  Young;  in  conlideration  thereof,  and  of  the  love 
I  bear  him,  &c."  The  other  was  dated  July  10.  i;az. 

When  Lord  Chancellor  Hardwickc  was  to  determine,  March  14.  1740,  whether  thefe  annuities 
were  for  legal  confideratioas,  Young,  on  his  examination,  fwore,  that  he  quitted  the  Exeter  family, 
and  refufed  an  annuity  of  iool.,  which  had  been  offered  him  for  life,  if  he  would  continue  tutor  to 
.Lord  Burleigh,  upon  the  folicitations  of  the  Duke  of  Wharton,  and  his  Grace's  affurances  of  pro 
viding  for  him  in  a  much  more  ample  manner. 

It  alfo  appeared,  that  the  Duke  had  given  him  a  bond  for  600 1.,  dated  March  15.  1721,  in  con 
federation  of  his  taking  feveral  journeys,  and  being  at  great  expences,  in  order  to  be  chofcn  Member  of 
Parliament,  at  the  Duke's  defire;  and  in  confideration  of  his  not  taking  two  livings  of  200 1.  and  400!., 
in  the  gift  of  All  Souls  College,  on  his  Grace's  promifesof  ferving  and  advancing  him  in  the  world. 

The  attempt  to  get  into  Parliament  was  at  Cirencefter,  where  Young  ftood  a  contefted  election, 
about  I7ZI,  in  which  he  was  unfuccefsful. 

His  Satires  were  originally  publiftied  feparately,  under  the  title  of  The  Love  of  Fame,  or  'The  Unl- 
verfal  PaJJion.  The  firft  appeared  in  1725.  The  fifth  was  not  publifhed  till  1727,  and  the  fixth 
not  till  1728;  when  he  gathered  them  into  one  publication,  "  corrected  and  enlarged,"  and  pre 
fixed  a  preface,  dedfive  in  favour  of  laughing  at  the  world ;  which  he  preferved,  without  any  pallia 
tion,  in  the  colle&ion  of  his  works.  They  were  infciibed  to  the  Duke  of  Dorfet,  Mr.  Dcdington, 
afterwards  Lord  Mclcombe,  Mr.  Spencer  Compton,  afterwards  Lord  Wilmington,  Lady  Elizabeth 
Germain,  Sir  Robert  Walpole,  &c. 

By  the  Univerfal  Pajlon,  according  to  Mr.  Croft,  he  acquired  more  than  three  thoufand  pounds. 
His  ion  informed  Dr.  Johnfon  and  Mr.  Bofwell,  in  1781,  "  that  his  father  had  received  feveral 
thoufand  pounds  of  fubfcriptioi, -money  for  his  Univerfal  Pajjlon,  but  had  loft  it  in  the  South  Sea. 
Dr.  Johnfon  thought  this  muft  be  a  miftake  ;  for  he  had  never  feen  a  fubfcription-book." 

It  is  related  by  Spence,  in  his  MSS.,  on  the  authority  of  Mr.  Rawlinlbn,  that  Young,  upon  the 
publication  of  his  Uaiverfal Pafficn,  received  from  the  Duke  of  Grafton  two  thoufand  pounds;  and 
that,  when  one  of  his  friends  exclaimed  "  two  thoufand  pounds  for  a  poem,"  he  faid  it  was  the  beft 
bargain  he  ever  made  in  his  life ;  for  the  poem  was  worth  four  thoufand.  This  (lory  may  be  true  • 
but  it  feems  to  have  been  raifed  from  the  two  anfwers  of  Sidney  and  Lord  Burleigh,  refpedling-  the 
"  Faery  Qucene." 

In  1726,  he  addrefled  a  poem,  called  Tie  Injlallmcnt ,  to  Sir  Robert  Walpole,  of  which  the  title 
fufficiently  explains  the  intention.  It  is  among  the  pieces  he  did  not  admit  into  the  number  of  his 
pardonable  writings. 

At  the  acceflion  i>f  George  II.,  he  publifhed  Ocean,  An  Ode,  concluding  with  a  Wlfa.  The  hint  of 
it  was  taken  from  the  Royal  Speech  which  recommended  the  increafe  and  the  encouragement  of 
the  feamen;  that  they  might  be  invited,  rather  than  compelled  by  force  and  violence,  to  enter  in 
to  the  fervice  of  their  country  ;  a  plan  which  humanity  muft  lament  that  policy  ha»  not  even  yet 
been  able  or  willing  to  carry  into  execution.  Prefixed  to  the  original  publication,  were  An  Ode 
to  the  King,  Pater  Patrr*,  and  an  f./uy  on  Lyric  Poetry.  He  prefervtd  neither  of  them  in  his  own 
edition.  The  Ode  itlelf,  which  in  the  firit  edition,  and  in  the  laft,  confifts  of  feventy-three  ftanzas, 
in  his  own  edition  is  reduced  to  fifty-nine,  Among  the  omitted  paffages,  is  the  Wljb.  The  E/ay* 
M  Lyric  Poetry  is  fo  juft  and  impartial,  a.s  to  condemn  himfelf. 

S..on  after  the  appearance  of  Ocean,  when  he  was  almoft  fifty,  he  entered  into  orders;  and,  in 
April  1728,  not  Ions,-. after  he  put  on  the  gown,  he  was  appointed  Chaplain  to  the  King. 

The  tragedy  of  The  B  f.vtber,t  which  was  already  in  rdwarfal,  he  immediately  withdrew  from  tht 
ftage,  as  unbecoming  his  new  profeffion. 
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It  is  related  by  Ruff  head,  that,  when  he  determined  on  the  church,  he  addrciTed  himfclf  to  Pope, 
for  inftru&ions  in  theology ;  who,  in  a  frolic,  advifcd  the  diligent  perufal  of  Thomas  Aquinas.  With 
this  treafure,  he  retired  from  interruption,  to  an  obfcure  place  in  the  fuburbs.  _  Pope  hearing  nothing 
of  him  during  half  a  year,  and  apprehending  he  might  have  carried  the  jeft  too  far,  fought  after 
him,  and  found  hirn  juft  in  time  to  prevent  what  Ruffhead  calls  "  an  irretrieveable  derangement." 

Not  long  after  he  took  orders,  he  publilhed,  in  profe,  A  True  Ejllmaie  of  Human  Life,  1728,  dedi- 
cated  to  the  Queen  ;  and  a  Sermon,  preached  befote  the  Hdiife  of  Commons,  January  30  1729,  in 
tituled,  An  Apology  for  Princes,  or  tbe  Reverence  due  to  Government.  The  True  Ef.'unate  of  Hunan  Life, 
exhibits  only  the  dark  fide.  Being  aflced,  why  he  did  not  give,  as  he  promifed,  the  bright  reprefen- 
tation ;  he  isfaid  to  have  replied,  that  he  could  not.  By  others  it  has  been  laid,  that  this  was  finiih- 
id  ;  but  that,  before  there  exifted  any  copy,  it  was  torn  in  pieces  by  a  lady's  monkey. 

In  1730,  he  relapfed  to  poetry,  and  published  Imper'ium  Pelagi,  a  Naval  Lyric ;  written  In  Iml'tat't-aii. 
tf  Pindar*  i  Spirit,  otcajloned  by  Hi  Majejty's  return  from  Hanover,  September  i  729,  and  tbe  faccecding  Peace. 
It  is  infcribed  to  the  Duke  of  Chandos.  In  the  preface  he  obferves,  that  the  ode  is  the  moil  ipirited 
kind  of  poetry,  and  that  the  Pindaric  is  the  moft  fpirited  kind  of  ode.  "  This  I  fp-ak,"  he  adds* 
with  fufficient  candour,  "  at  my  owh  very  great  peril.  But  truth  has  an  eternal  title  to  our  cor.Fefiicnj 
though  we  are  fure  to  fufFer  by  it."  It  wa§  one  of  the  pieces  which  he  deliberately  refuted  to  own. 
It  was  ridiculed  in  Fielding's  "  Tom  Thumb." 

Not  long  after  this  Pindaric  attempt)  he  publiflied  Two  Epijlles  to  Mr.  A/<?,  concerning  tie  Authort 
of  the  Age,  1730.  In  July  the  fame  year,  he  was  presented,  by  his  college,  to  the  re&ory  of  Welwynj 
in  Hertfordshire,  worth  above  500!.  a-year. 

In  May  1731,  he  married  Lady  Elizabeth  Lee,  daughter  of  the  Earl  of  Litchfield,  and  widow  of 
Colonel  Lee,  who  left  a  fon  and  two  daughters.  His  connection  with  this  lady,  arofe  from  his  fa-» 
ther's  acquaintance  with  Mrs.  Anne  Wharton,  who  was  the  daughter  and  co-heirefs  of  Sir  Henry 
Lee  of  Ditchley,  in  OxfordfhirCj  and  fifter  of  the  Countefs  of  Abingdont  celebrated  by  Dryden  in  a 
funeral  panegyric,  intituled,  "  Eleanora." 

His  next  publication  was  Tbe  Sea-Piece,  in  two  odes,  with  a  poetical  dedication,  to  Voltaire,  whom, 
he  had  feen  when  he  was  in  England,  at  Eaftbury,  the  feat  of  Mr.  Dodington,  in  Dorfetfhire^ 
which  Thomfon,  in  his  "  Autumn,"  calls  the  "  Seat  of  the  Mufes," 
Where  in  the  fecret  bower,  and  winding  Walk, 
For  virtuous  Young  and  thee  they  twine  the  bay. 

He  enjoys  the  credit  of  an  extempore  Epigram  on  the  French  poetj  who  ridiculed^  in  the  compa 
ny  of  the  jealous  Englifh  poet,  Milton's  "  Allegory  of  Sin  and  Death." 
You  are  fo  witty,  profligate,  and  thin, 
At  once  we  think  thee  Milton,  Death,  and  Sin. 

From  the  following  paflage  in  the  poetical  dedication  of  The  Sea-Piece,  It  feemd  that  this  extempo* 
raucous  reproof  was  fomething  more  gentle  than  the  d'.flich  now  quoted. 
No  ftranger,  Sir,  though  born  in  foreign  climes  ; 
In  Dorfet  downs,  when  Milton's  page 
With  Sin  and  Death  provok'd  thy  rage, 
Thy  rage  provok'd,  who  footh'd  with  gentle  rhymes. 

In  t734,  he  publiflied  The  Foreign  Addrefs,  or  tie  btjl  Argument  for  Peace,  occajioned  by  tiie  Eritlja 
fleet,  nnd  tbe  Poftvre  of  Affairs,  written  in' the  cLarafter  ofafallor.  ft  is  not  to  be  Found  in  hisbwn  edition 
cf  his  works. 

In  1741,  he  was  deprived  of  his  wife.  She  brought  him  one  child,  Frederick,  now  living,  to 
whom  the  Prince  of  Wales  vvas  godfather.  The  Night  TLouglis,  a  fpecies  of  poetry  altogether  his 
own,  were  begun  immediately  after  the  mournful  event  of  1741.  '  The  Srft  Niglt  appears  in  the 
books  of  the  Company  of  Stationers,  as  the  property  of  Dodfley,  in  1744.  The  preface  to  Ni>-bf. 
fcventh,  is  dated  July  7.  1744. 

In  the  fliort  preface  to  the  Complaint,  he  tells  us,  "  that  the  occafion  of"  the  poem  v/as  real,  not 
fiditious;  and  that  the  fafts  mentioned  did  naturally  pour  thefe -reflediDns  on  the  thought  of  the 
writer." 

Whatever  names  belong  to  tnefe  facfts,  or  If  tHe  name's  be  thofe  generally  fuppofec ;  whatever 
heightening  a  poet's  ibrrowiway  have  given  the'fJc^Sj  it  is  generally  up.derftcod,  that  h» 
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cataflrpphe.  This  latter  defed  is  acknowledged  in  his  own  epilogue,  which  was  never  ufed  ;  the 
place  of  it  being  fupplied  by  one  furnifhed  by  Mallet,  at  the  inftigation  of  Garrick.  Some  indeli 
cate  allufions  in  it  to  the  author's  charity,  gave  juft  offence.  Young  was  much  offended  by  it ;  nor 
would  he  fufferit  to  be  printed  at  the  end  of  his  piece. 

The  profits  of  the  Brother*^  he  hoped,  would  amount  to  a  thoufand  pounds.  Tn  his  calculation 
he  was  deceived ;  but,  by  the  bad  fuccefs  of  his  play,  the  fociety  jwas  not  a  lofer.  He  made  up  the 
fum  he  originally  intended,  from  his  own  pocket.  While  it  failed  to  increafe  his  reputation  for  geni 
us,  it  added  to  the  character  of  his  humanity. 

His  next  publication  was,  The  Centaur  not  fabulous,  Infix  Letters  to  a  Friend,  on  the  Life  In  fogue.  In 
the  third  letter,  is  defcribed  the  death-bed  of  the  "  gay,  young,  noble,  ingenious,  accomplished, 
and  n-.oft  wretched  dltamont."  His  laft  words  were  :  "  My  principles  have  poifoned  my  friend,  my 
extravagance  has  beggared  my  boy,  and  my  unkindnefs  has  murdered  my  wife."  The  character  of 
Ahamont  bears  no  little  refemblance,  in  the  perfection  of  wickednefs,  to  the  Lorenzo  of  the  Night 
Thoughts.  Report  has  been  accuftomed  to  call  Altament  Lord  Eufton. 

In  1756,  Dr.  Warton  dedicated  the  firfl  volume  of  his  admirable  "  EfTay  on  the  Writings  and  Ge 
nius  of  Pope,"  to  Young ;  who  "  appears,"  fays  Mr.  Croft, '"  in  his  old  age,  to  have  bartered  for 
a  dedication  an  opinion  entertained  of  his  friend,  through  all  that  part  of  life,  when  he  mud  have 
been  beft  able  to  form  opinions.'' 

*'  I  know  not,"  fays  an  rnttlligent  writer  in  the  "  Gentleman's  Magazine,"  Vol.  LTF.  p  71., 
"  -why  it  fhould  be  fuppofed,  becaufe  Dr.  Warton  dedicated  his  "  EiTay"  to  Young,  that,  there 
fore,  he  muft  either  have  changed  his  opinion  of  Pope,  or  have  bartered  his  opinion  for  a  dedication. 
He  was  neither  greedy  of  praiie,  nor  was  he  reduced  to  the  neceflity  of  bartering  any  thing  to  pro 
cure  it.  The  compliment  paid  him,  I  have  no  doubt,  was  a.  voluntary  compliment." 

In  1758,  he  again  became  a  dedicator,  and  published  X  Sermon,  preached  before  their  Majejlies  at  Ken- 
Jington,  addrefTcd  to  the  King.  If  he  compofed  many  fermons,  he  did  not  oblige  the  public  with  many. 
The  following  letter,  from  Seeker  to  Young,  dated  July  8.  1758.,  given  by  Mr.  Croft,  ferves  to 
fhow  at  what  a  late  period  of  life  the  author  of  the  Night  Thoughts  folicited  preferment. 

"  I  have  long  wondered,  that  more  fuitable  notice  of  your  great  merit  hath  not  been  taken  by 
perfons  in  power.  But  how  ro  remedy  the  ofnifllon,  I  fee  net.  No  encouragement  hath  ever  been 
given  me  to  mention  things  of  this  nature  to  his  Majefty ;  and,  therefore,  in  all  likelihood,  the  on 
ly  confequence  of  doing  it,  would  be  weakening  the  little  influence,  which  elfe  I  may  pofiibly  have 
on  fome  other  occafions.  Your  fortune  and  your  reputation,  fet  you  above  the  need  of  advance 
ment  ;  and  your  fentiments  above  that  concern  for  it,  on  your  own  account,  which,  on  that  of  the 
public,  is  fincerely  felt  by  your,  &c." 

The  neglecl  of  Young  is,  by  fome,  afcribed  to  his  having  attached  himfelf  to  the  Prince  of  Wales, 
and  to  his  having  preached  an'offenfive  fermou  at  St.  James's.  It  is  faid,  however,  that  he  had  two 
hundred  a-year  in  the  late  reign,  by  the  paijonage  of  Walpole ;  and  that  whenever  any  one  re 
minded  the  King  of  Yourg,  his  only  anfwer  was,  "  he  has  a  penfion." 

One  obflacle  muft  have  flood  not  a  little  in  the  way  of  that  preferment,  after  which  his  whole 
life  feems  to  have  panted.  Though  he  took  orders,  he  never  entirely  fhook  off  politics.  By  this 
conduct,  if  he  gained  fome  friends,  he  made  many  enemies.  Bcfides,  in  the  latter  part  of  his  life, 
he  was  fond  of  holding  himfelf  out  for  a  man  retired  from  the  world.  He  who  retires  from  the 
world,  will  find  himfelf  in  reality  deferted  as  faft,  if  not  faftcr,  by  the  world.  Young  feems  to 
have  been  taken  at  his"  word.  Notwithftandintr  his  frequent  cortiplaints  of  being  negledled,  no  hand 
was  reached  out  to  pull  him  from  that  retirement,  of  vvr,';h  he  declared  himfelf  enamoured. 

1°  !759>  he  employed  his  pious  p(rr Tor  almoft  the  !a(l  time,  in  doing  juftice  to  the  death-bed 
of  Addifon,  in  a  Letter,  on  Original  Cw^-fiiicui^  acdrcfkd  to  Richardibn,  the  author  of  "  Cla- 
riffa."  His  chief  inducement  to- write  it,  was,  as  he'  conft fits,  that  he  might  "  efe<5l  a  mo'numental 
marble  to  the  memory  of  an  old  friend.'1*  In  this  lively  letter,  Pope  is  feirerely  "cenfured  for  his 
"  fall  from  Homer's  numbers,  free  as  air,  lofty  and"hanno:aoiu  as  the  fpheres,  into  ehiMilh  fhack- 
les  and  tinkling  founds  ;  for  putting  Achilles  irrto  pettict>ut9-a-fcC(5nd  time."  But  we  are  told,  that 
«ur  Erglifh  Roarer  talked  over  an  epic  plan  wkh-Yoiwg'a  i"«i\v  weeks  before  his  death.  In  th« 

* 


THE  LIFE   OF  YOUNG,  xi 

poftfcript,  he  writes  to  Richardfou,  that  he  will  fee,  in  ii*«.  next,  how  far  Addifon  is  an  original. 
But  no  other  letter  appears. 

In  1761,  his  friend  Lord  Melcombe,  not  long  before  ias  death,  fent  him  an  "  Ode  "  which  he 
called  "  The  Mufe's  Lateft  Spark,"  accompanied  by  a  letter  ,  i.i  which  he  (ays,  '•  if  yuu  are  wil 
ling  that  our  friendftiip  fhould  be  known  when  we  are  gone,  you  will  be  pleafed  to  leave  this  among 
thofe  of  your  papers  that  may  poflibly  fee  the  light  by  a  poilhumous  publication." 

At  the  acctflion  of  his  prefent  Majefty,  his  name  was  ftruck  out  from  the  lift  of  Court-Chap 
lains  ;  but  he  was  almoft  immediately  after,  upon  the  death  of  Dr.  Hales,  appointed  Clerk  of  the 
Clofet  to  the  Princefs-Dowager  of  Wales. 

In  1762,  he  publifhed  Reftgnation,  in  two  parts,  and  A  P'ojlfcript  to  Mrs.  B ,  4to.     It  was 

written  at  the  requeft  of  Mrs.  Montague,  the  famous  champion  of  Shakfpeare,  and  is  addrcffed  to 
the  Hon.  Mrs.  Bofcawcn,  the  Admiral's  widow,  to  teach  her  refignation  under  the  affliction  c*ufed 
by  the  deathVof  her  hufband.  Notwithftanding  he  adminiftered  correlation  to  his  own  grief  in 
blank  verfe— "  verfe  unfallen,  uncurft  ;  verfe  reclaimed,  re-inthroned  in  the  true  language  of  the 
gods;"  he  comforted  Mrs.  Bofcawen  in  rhyme. 

While  the  poet  and  the  Chriftian  were  applying  this  comfort,  Young  had  himfelf  occafion  for 
comfort,  in  confequence  of  the  fudden  death  of  Richardfon,  who  was  engaged  in  printing  the  firft 
edition  of  the  poem.  He  laments  him  as  a  friend,  and  has  given  fome  iketches  of  his  genius. 

To  touch  our  pafiions'  fecret  fprings, 

Was  his  peculiar  care  ; 
And  deep  his  happy  genius  div'd 

In  bofoms  of  the  |&ir 
Nature,  which  favours  to  the  few, 

All  art  beyond  imparts, 
To  him  prefentcd,  at  his  birth, 

The  key  of  human  hearts. 

To  Refignation  was  prefixed  an  apology  for  its  appearance  ;  to  which  more  credit  is  due,  than  to 
the  generality  of  fuch  apologies,  from  Young's  unufual  anxiety,  that  no  more  productions  of  his  old 
age  fhould  difgrace  his  former  fame. 

"  This  was  not  intended  for  the  public  :  there  were  many  ard  ftrong  reaforjs  againft  it,  and  are 
fo  ftill ;  but  fome  extracts  of  it,  from  the  few  copies  which  were  given  away  (a  few  copies  were 
printed,  and  given  to  the  author's  friends),  being  got  into  the  printed  papers ;  it  was  thought  ne- 
ceflary  to  publifli  fomething*  left  a  copy  fliil  more  imperfect  than  this  Ihould  fall  into  the  prefs :  and, 
it  is  hoped,  that  this  unwelcome  occafion  of  publication  may  be  fome  excufe  for  it." 

It  muft  be  owned,  that  the  reafons  were  fufficient  for  reprinting  the  poem ;  but  then  it  may  be 
aiked,  why  did  he  ever  fuffer  fo  imperfect  a  performance  to  pafs  through  the.prcfs?  Hefliouldhave 
confidered  that  true  obfervation  of  Horace  : 

Semel  emiffum,  volat  irrevocabile  verbum. 

With  great  propriety,  too,  he  might  have  anfwered  the  importunity  of  his  friends,  in  the  Ian- 
guage  of  the  fame  poet,  who  had  not  then  fecn  many  more  than  half  the  years  of  Young  : 

Spectatum  fatis,  et  donatum  jam  rude,  quseris 

Maecenas  iterum  antiquo  me  includere  ludo  ? 

Non  eadem  eft  stas,  non  mens 

The  Refignation  was  the  laft  publication  which  Young  gave  to  the  world..  From  this  time,  the 
infirmities  of  age  rendered  him  incapable  of  performing  any  duty;  and  he  fuficred  himfelf  to  be 
in  pupilage  to  his  houfekeeper  Mrs.  Mallows,  whofe  afcendency  in  his  family  is  ridiculed  with 
more  ill-nature  than  wit,  in  a  novel  publiflied  by  Kidgell,  in  1755,  called  "  The  Card,"  under  the 
name  of  Mrs.  Fufty.  Young  is  characterifed  undtjr  the  name  of  Dr.  F.lwes. 

Of  Mrs.  Hallows,  the  writer  in  the  «*  Gentleman's  Magazine,"  above  quoted,  tells  us,  that 
fhe  was  the  daughter  of  a  Re&or  of  All-Hallows,  Hertford;  and  that,  upon  the  marriage  of  Mifs 
Caroline  Lee,  (he  was  invited  by  Young,  who  knew  her  family,  to  his  houfe ;  that  fhe  had  fome 
fortune  of  her  own,  perhaps  very  final!,  as  her  father  left  many  children;  that  fhe  was  advanced  in 
years,  and  was  a  woman  of  piety,  improved  by  reading ;  and  that  fhe  was  always  treated  by  him 
and  by  his  guefts,  even  thofe  of  the  higheft  rank,  with  the  polijerjefs  and  refpect  due  to  a  gentle 
woman, 
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"  Of  the  domeftic  manners,  and  petty  habits  of  the  author  of  the  N'^Lt  Tbougks"  Mr.  Crofc 
writes  Dr.  johnfon,  September  1780. :  "  I  hoped  to  have  given  you  an  account  from  the  beft  au 
thority;  but  who  fhall  dare  to  fay,  to-morrow  I  will  be  wife  pr  virtuous;  or,  to-morrow  I  will  do 
a  particular  thing  ?  Upon  inquiring  for  his  houfekeeper,  I  learned  that  fhe  was  buried  two  days  be 
fore  I  reached  the  town  of  her  abode." 

It  appears  from  the  epiftolary  correfpondence  of  Mr.  Jones,  his  curate,  and  executor,  pri-nted  in 
the  Gentleman's  Magazine,  Vol.  Jii.  p.  283.  that  the  laft  years  of  his  life  were  embittered  by  the 
unhappy  economy  of  his  family.  The  letters  are  well  authenticated,  and  not  incurious.  !f  they 
difcover  the  foibles  of  a  great  man,  they  illuftrate  a  part  of  his  perfonal  hiftory ;  and  Mr.  Croft 
has  well  remarked  that  we  ought  to  fay  D:  mortals  nil  nijl  vcrum — Ds  vivis  nil  /;///  bonum. 

"  The  old  gentleman  here,"  fays  Mr.  Jones,  in  a  letter  to  his  friend  in  London,  dated  Welwyn, 
July  33.  1762.,  "  feems  to  me  to  be  in  a  pretty  odd  way  of  late,  moping,  dejected,  fclf- willed,  and 
as  if  furrounded  with  fome  perplexing  circumftances.  There  is  much  myftery  in  almoft  all  his 
temporal  affairs,  as  well  as  in  many  other  of  his  fpeculative  opinions.  There  is  thooght  to  be  an 
irremoveable  obftruction  to  his  happinefe  within  his  walla,  as  well  as  another  without  them;  but 
the  former  is  the  more  powerful,  and  likely  to  continue  fo.  He  has  this  day  been  trying  anew  to 
engage  me  to  (lay  with  him.  No  lucrative  views  can  tempt  me  to  facrifice  my  liberty  or  my 
health  to  fuch  meafures  as  are  propofed  here." 

"  You  remember,"  he  writes  his  friend,  St.  Neots,  Hunts,  Auguft  28.  176"*.,  "  what  I  fug- 
gefted  to  you  about  my  refolution  of  leaving  Welwyn,  of  which  I  had  given  very  early  notice  to 
the  worthy  Doctor,  that  he  might  have  fufficient  time  to  provide.  After  repeated  trials,  and  re 
peated  difappointments,  though  feven  or  eight  offered,  he  thought  proper  to  apply  to  me  anew; 
and  though  lucrative  motives  could  not,  earneft  importunities  did  prevail  with  me  at  laft  to  cheer 
up  his  dejected  heart,  by  promifmg  to  continue  with  him  for  fome  time  longer  at  leaft.  By  the 
way,  I  privately  intimated  to  you,  the  Doctor  is,  in  various  refpc&s,  a  very  unhappy  man.  Few- 
know  fo  much  of  him  as  I  do  in  thefe  refpects,  and  have  often  obferved  with  concern.  If  he  would 
be  advifed  by  fome  who  wifh  him  well,  he  might  be  happy,  though  his  ftate  of  health  is  lately  much 
altered  for  the  worfe." 

"  The  mifmanagement  too  well  known,"  he  writes  his  friend,  Welwyn,  January  I.  1763.,  "  un 
happily  continues,  and,  ftill  more  unhappily,  feems  to  be  increaftng,  to  the  grief  of  friends,  and,  I 
need  not  fay,  to  the  ridicule  of  others,  who  are  not  a  few.  Penurioufnefs  and  obftinacy  are  two 
bad  things ;  and  a  difregard  to  the  general  judgment  and  friendly  whiles  of  the  wifer  part  of  man- 
kind,  another.  There  feems  to  be  no  hope,  fo  long  as  the  afcendency  is  fo  great." 

"  My  ancient  gentleman  here,"  he  writes  hi*  friend,  Welwyn,  September  4.  1/64.,  "  is  ftill  full 
of  troubles,  which  moves  my  concern,  though  it  moves  only  the  fecret  laughter  of  many,  and  fome 
•untoward  furmifes  in  disfavour  oj[  hirn  and!  his  houfehold.  The  lofs  of  a  very  large  fum  of  money, 
a«Q  l.,"is  talked  of,  whereof  this  vill  and  neighbourhood  are  full.  Some  difbelieve,  othert  fay  it  is 
no  wonder,  where  about  eighteen,  or  more  fervants,  are  fometimes  taken  and  difmiffed  in  the  courfe 
of  a  year.  The  gentleman  himfelf,  is  allowed  by  all  to  be  far  more  harmlefs  and  eafy  in  his  family 
than  fome  one  elfe,  who  hath  too  much  the. lead  in  it." 

Of  his  laft  illnefs,  the  following  account  is  given  by  Mr.  Jones,  in  ti  letter  to  his  friend,  dated 
Welvtfyn,'  April  2.  1765.  :  "  As  foori  as  \  got  home,  I  inquired  after.Dr.  Young,  and  found  tha?  he 
had  gone  through  very  great  pains  fmce  I  left  him  ;  and  rhe  pains  return  pretty  frequently.  Dr. 
Cotton  of  St.  Albans,  and  Dr.  Yates  of  Hertford,  meet  at  his  honfe  every  day,  on  confutation.  I 
find  that  opiates  are  frequently  admimftered  to  him,  1  ftinpofe  to  render1  him  lefs  fenfible  of-his  pain. 
His  intellects,  1  am  told,  are  ftill  clear;  though  what  effect  the  frequent  ufe  of  opiate's  may  by  de 
grees  trave  upon  him,  I  know  not.  I  am 'pretty  much  of  his  foii's  fetitirrrcnts  as  to  this,  viz.  that 
thofe  ingredients,  if  For  fome  time  longer  ctmtinued,  may  hare rhi  ill  effect  upon  the- brain.  Having 
mentioned  this  young  gentleman,  I  wcu'Id-acquatnt  you  ncrrt,  -that  hcVnme  hither  this-mdrnirig, 
having  been  fent  for,  as  f  ani  told,  by  the1  (iire&iorrof  Mrs.  Hallows. r  Tridhxi,  flic  intimated  to  me 
as  much 
could  have  done, 

4 


,  , 

herfelf. :   And,  if  this  be  fo,  I  rnuft  fay  ft  is  one  of 'the  ifcbft 'prudent'  a(ffs'(he"ever  did,  o? 
a've  done;  in  fuch  a  caf<5"  as'this,-  as  I:  ^iny  provtf  a  means'rtf  'preventing  mSch  confufibn.'"    I 
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have  had  Come  little  difcourfc  with  the  fon.  He  feems  much  affeded,  and,  I  believe,  really  is  fo. 
He  earneftly  wifhes  his  father  may  be  pleafed  to  afk  after  him.  For,  you  muft  know,  he  has  not 
yet  done  this,  nor  is,  in  my  opinion,  likely  to  do  it.  And  it  has  been  faid  farther,  upon  a  very  late 
application  made  to  him  on  the  behalf  of  his  fon,  he  defined  that  no  more  might  be  faid  to  him 
about  it.  Mrs.  H.  has  fitted  up  a  fuitable  apartment  in  the  houie  for  Mr.  Young,  where,  I  fuppofe, 
he  will  continue  till  fome  farther  event.  I  heartily  wifh  the  ancient  man's  heart  may  grow  tender 
towards  his  fan  •,. though,  knowing  him,  fo  well,  I  can  fcarce  hope  to  hear  fuch  deiirable  news.  He 
took  to  his  bed  yefterday,  about  eleven  in  the  forenoon,  and  has  not  been  up  fbce.  I  called  foon  af 
ter  my  coming  home,  but  did  not  iee  him  :  he  was  then  in  a  dofe." 

Of  his  death,  which  happened  April  5.  1765.,  in  the  eighty-fourth  year  of.  his  age,  the  follow 
ing  account  is  given  by  Mr.  Jones,  in  a  letter  to  his  friend,  dated  Welwyn,  April  13.  1765.:  "  I 
have  now.the.pleafure  to  acquaint  you,  that  the  late  Dr.  Young,  though  he  had  for  many  years  kept 
his  fon  at  a  diftance,  yet  has  now,  at  laft,  left  him  all  his  pofiVIftons,  after  the  payment  of  certain 
legacies.  So  that  the  young  gentleman,  who  bears  a  fair  chara&er,  and  behaves  well,  as  far  as  1  can 
hear  or  fee>  will,  I  hope,  foon  enjoy,  and  make  a  prudent  ufe  of  a  very  handfome  fortune.  The  fa. 
ther,  on  his  death-bed,  and  fince  my  return  from  London,  was  applied  to,  in  the  tendered  manner, 
by  one  of  his  phyficians,  and  by  another  perfon,  to  admit  the  fon  into  his  prefence,  to  make  fuburif- 
fion,  entreat  forgivenefs,  and  obtain  his  blcffing.  As  to  an  interview  with  his  fon,  he  intimated,  he 
chofe  to  decline  it,  as  his  fpirits  were  then  low,  and  his  nerves  weak  :  with  regard  to  the  next  par 
ticular,  he  faid,  4*  I  heartily  forgive  him  ;"  and,  upon  mention  of  the  laft,  he  gently  lifted  up  his 
hand,  and  gently  letting  it  fall,  pronounced  thefe  words — "  God  blefs  him!"  After  about  a  fort 
night's  illnei";-,  and  bearing  exeeffive  pains,  he  expired  a  little  before  eleven  of  the  clock,  in  the  night 
of  Good  Friday  laft,  the  jth  inftant,  and  was  decently  buried  yetlerday,  about  fix  in  the  afternoon, 
in  the  chancel  of  this  church,  clofe  by  the  remains  of  his  lady,  under  the  communion-table.  The 
clergy,  who  are  the  truftees  for  his  charity-fchool,  and  one  or  two  more,  attending  the  funeral,  the 
laft  office  at  interment  being  performed  by  me. 

"  I  know  it  will  give  you  pleafure  t«  be  farther  informed,  that  he  was  pleafed  to  make  refpect- 
ful  mention  of  me  in  his  will,  expreffing  his  fatisfaction  in  my  care  of  his  parifh,  bequeathing  to  me 
a  haudfome  legacy,  and  appointing  me  one  of  his  executors,  next  after  his  fitter's  fon  [Mr.  Harris],  a 
clergyman  of  Hampfhire,  who  thii  morning  fet  out  for  London,  in  order  to  prove  the  will  in  Doc 
tor's  Commons.  So  that,  much  according  to  my  wifhes,  I  fhall  have  little  or  nothing  to  do,  in  re- 
fpe&  of  executorfhip." 

In  his  will,  dated  February  1760.,  he  defires  of  his  executors,  in  a  particular  manner,  that  all  his 
manufcript- books,  and  writings  whatever,  might  be  burned,  except  his  book  of  accounts.  In  a  co 
dicil,  dated  September  1764.,  he  made  it  his  dying  entreaty  to  his  houfekeeper,  to  whom  he  left 
icccl.,  "  that  all  his  manufcripts  might  be  deftroyed  as  foon  as  he  was  dead,,  which  would  greatly 
oblige  her  deceafed/K<W."  The  legacy  was  not  more  than  might  be  due  to  one  whom  he  had  ne 
ver  degraded  by  paying  her  wages.  She  did  not,  however,  ftrictly  comply  with  his  laft  injunctions, 
in  deftroying  his  manufcripts.  He  left  alfo  a  legacy  to  his  "friend  Henry  Stephens,  a  hatter  at  the 
Temple-Gate,"  who  went  before  him. 

The  fame  humility  which  had  marked  a  hatter  and  a  houfekeeper  for  his  friends,  had  before  be- 
ftowed  the  fame  title  on  his  footman,  in  an  Epitaph  in  Wclwyn  Cburcl-yard,  upon  James  Barker  t 
dated  1749. 

The  author  of  that  Epitaph  is  not  without  a  ftone  to  mark  the  place  of  his  duft.  Though  he  in- 
fcribed  no  monument  to  the  memory  of  his  lamented  wife,  yet  the  piety  of  his  fon  has  erected  a 
monument,  in  Welwyn  church,  to  the  memory  of  his  parents,  with  the  following  infcription  ; 
which  «*  contains,"  fays  Mr.  Croft, "  none  of  that  praife,  which  no  marble  can  make  the  bad  or  the. 
foolilh  merit ;  which,  without,  the  direction  of  a  ftone  or  a  turf,  will  find  its  way,  fooner  or  later, 
to  the  defer  ving  :" 

M.  S. 

Gptimi  parentes, 
P.DWAKDI  YOUNG,  LL.  D, 

Hnjus  ccclefise  red. 
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'  Et  Elizabeths*  *:1 

Fsem.  praenob. 

Conjugjs  ejus  amantifiimas. 

Pio  et  gratiffimo  animo 

.Hoc  marmor  pofuit 

F  Y. 

Filius  fuperftes. 

In  the  edition  of  Young's  works,  publifhed  during  his  life,  in  4  vols,  larrio,  feveral  pieces,  "which 
he  judged  to  be  of  a  temporary  nature,  or  of  inferior  merit,  were  omitted.  After  his  death,  a  fifth 
volume  was  publifhed,  with  the  defign  of  completing  his  works.  But  feveral  pieces,  and  fome  of 
confiderable  length,  were  omitted.  Thefe  were  collected  in  an  additional  volume,  making  the  fixth, 
101778.  The -contents  are — EpiJHe  to  Lord  Lanfdo-wne,  I7I2;  ImperiumPelagi,  a  Naval  Lyric,  173©; 
'Tie  Yoreign  Addrefs,  1734;  Rcfleti'tons  on  the  Pullic  Situation  of  the -Kingdom ,  1745  ;  Mtfcellamcs  [in 
vcrfe],  viz.  on  Michael  Angela's  famous  piece  of  the  Crucifixion  ;  To  Mr.  Addifon,  on  the  Tragedy  of 
C*to;  A  Letter  to  Mr.  Tickell,  on  the  Dcalh  of  Mr.  Addifon,  IJK)  ;  Epitaph  on  Lord  Aubrey  Beauclerc, 
tilled  at  Carfhagena^  1740;  Mifcellanies  in  Profe,  viz.  Epitaph  on  Mr.  James  Barker,  1749;  0 ratio  dg 
JBibliotheca  Codringttmtana,  babita  in  Sacello  Coll.  -Qmn.  Amn.  Ijl6\  A  Difcovrfe  on  Lyric  Poetry  ;  A  Ser^ 
won  preached  before  tic  King  at  Kenfwgtsn,  June  1758  ;  Preface  to  "  Mrs.  Rowe's  Friendfliip  on  Death;'* 
Dedications  to  the  Lafi  Day,  to  Vanquiji ed  Love,  to  the  Parabbrafe  on  Job,  to  Bujiris,  and  the  Rtfenge. 
The  Merchant,  an  Ode  on  the  Britijb  Trade  and  Navigation,  is  mentioned  alfo  in  the  contents  as  a  fepa- 
rate  poem,  though  it  feems  only  a  fecond  title  to  the  Lyric,  or,  perhaps,  only  a  part  of  it;  and  that 
snore  was  intended,  feems  probable  from  its  being  ftylcd  Ode  the  Firft.  The  Epitaph  on  Lord  Aubrey 
Beauclerc,  is  improperly  dated  1740.  Lord  Aubrey  was  killed  at  Carthagena,  March  24.  1740-1. 
The  epitaph,  therefore,  could  not  be  written,  at  fooneft,  till  the  year  after.  The  fecond  line  of 
the  fecond  couplet  is,  on  the  monument,  expreiTed  thus — O'er'  dauntlefs  loyal.,  &c.  The  volume  con 
cludes  with  "  fome  thoughts  on  reading  Mr.  Young's  Lajl  Day,'"  in  a  letter  to  Mrs.  Rowe,  by  Dr. 
3owden,  a  worthy  phyfician  and  ingenious  poet  of  Frome,  the  friend  of  Mrs.  Rowe,  Lord  Orrery,  &c. 

His  Poetical  Works  have  been  frequently  reprinted  in  4  vols  lamo,  and  in  3  vols  8vor  1792.  Of 
the  Night  Thoughts,  the  editions  are  too  numerous  to  be  fpecified.  The  edition  in  8vo  1794,  is  or- 
lamented  with  engravings,  and  illuftrated  with  notes  by  Mr.  de  Coetlogon.  A  French  .tranflation 
of  the  Night  Thoughts,  by  M.  le  Tourneur,  was  publifhed  in  2  vols  8vo,  1769.  "  Obfervations  on 
the  Night  Thoughts,"  by  Mr.  Pratt,  appeared  in  8vo,  1776. 

Of  the  private  habits,  and  domeftic  manners  of  Young,  whofe  great  genius,,  abilities,  and  piety, 
placed  him  in  the  foremoft  rank  of  literature  for  almoft  half  a  century,  curiofhy  will  require  more 
ample  information  than  is  to  be  found  in  the  few  fcattercd  notices  which  the  diligence  of  his  bio 
graphers  has  colle&etf,  or  the  zeal  and  veneration  of  his  friends  have  fupplied. 

Singularity  h  fafa'to^have  predominated' in  his  moft  juvenile-pradices.  The  late  Dr.  Ridley  re 
membered  a  report  "current  at  Oxford,  that,  when  he  was  compofing,  he  would  feut  up  his  windows-, 
and  fit  by  a  lamp,  even  at  mid-day ;  and  that  ficulls,  bones,  and  inftruments  of  death,  were  among- 
the  ornaments  of  his  fludy.  Thus  encouraging  the  habitual  gloom  that  hung  over  his  imagination, 
it  foon  became  peopled  with  the  phantoms  of  difcontent.  He  indulged  an  early  luxury  in  defcrib- 
ing  the  miferies  of  a  world,  that  did  not  immediately  forward  his  defigns  and  gratify  his  expecta 
tions.  It  has  been  faidt  that  if  he  had  been  a  biftiop,  he  would  never  have  written  the  Night 
Thoughts.  But  he  was  far  advanced  in  the  pathethic  ftrains  of  complaint,  at  a  time  when  hope  is 
warm  in  the  bofom  of  other  men  ;  and  had  he  attained  the  mitre,  a  difappointment  in  the  primacy 
might  have  produced  the  fame  effects  on  a  mind  which  f.ems  to  have  been  endued  with  much  fen. 
fibility,  and  to  have  been  deprefied  with  temporary  obftru<5Hons  of  his  profpe&s,  which  every  man 
ftruggling  through  life  naturally  expects  to  meet  with ;  and,  if  he  cannot  furmount  them,  does  not 
think  himfelf  juftified  in  retiring  to  the  cloifler,  or  the  hermitage.  It  cannot  be  fuppofed,  that  his 
difp«fition  brightened  up  when  he  had  fafiefed  from  real  difappointments,  and  the  weight  of  years 
fat  heavier  upon  him.  His  difcourfe,  even  to  the  laft,  it  is  faid,  was  rather  expreffive  of  a  reftlefs 
than  a  fettled  mind.  In  the  character  of  Young,  much  of  that  melancholy  caft  of  mind  may  be  ob- 
ferved  which  is  ever  attendant  upon  genius,  but  at  the  Tame  time  fo  tempered  by  the  fober  tints  of 
fcience  and  philofophy,  that  it  feldom  breaks  in  upon  the  province  of  judgment  and  right  ratioci- 
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nation.  The  melancholy  of  Young  was  fo  reprefled  by  the  chaftening  hand  of  reafon  and  educa 
tion,  as  never  to  infringe  upon  the  duties  of  life.  The  fpirit,  the  energy  of  his  foul,  his  rational  an3 
fublime  piety,  powerfully  with-held  the  acceffion  of  a  ftate  of  mind  fo  inimical  to  the  rights  of 

f    • 
Jociety. 

It  is  generally  known  that  Young,  after  his  firft  fleep,  fpent  the  greateft  part  of  the  night  in  me 
ditation,  and  in  the  compofition  of  his  works  ;  and  that  he  had  only  to  tranfcrlb:  them  when  he  rofe, 
which  was  at  an  early  hour.  Every  night  he  read  prayers  to  his  family,  and  every  morning  when 
there  was  no  public  fervice. 

While  his  health  permitted  him  to  walk  abroad,  he  preferred  a  folitary  ramble  in  his  church 
yard,  to  exercife  with  a  companion  on  a  more  cheerful  fpot-  He  was  moderate  in  his  meals,  and 
rarely  drank  wine,  except  when  he  was  ill ;  being  (as  he  faid)  unwilling  to  wafte  the  fuccours  of 
ficknefs  on  the  {lability  of  health. 

After  a  flight  refrefhment,  he  retired  to  bed  at  eight  in  the  evening,  although  he  might  have 
guefts  in  his  houfc,  who  wifhed  to  prolong  his  fta.y  among  them  to  a  later  hour.  He  lived  at  a  mo 
derate  expence,  rather  inclining  to  parfimoriy  than  profufion,  and  yet  continued  anxious  forincreafe 
of  preferment,  after  it  could  have  added  nothing  to  his  enjoyments;  for  he  expended  annually  little 
jxiorc  than  half  of  his  income. 

"  He  appeared,"  fays  the  writer  in  the  "  Gentleman's  Magazine,"  above  quoted,  Vol.  LII,  p.  72. 
"  neither  as  a  man  of  forrow,"  nor  yet  35  "  a  fellow  of  infinite  jeft."  The  dignity  of  a  great  and  a 
good  man  appeared  in  all  his  actions  and  in  all  his  words.  He  converfed  on  rc'igJous  fubje&s  with 
the  cheerfulnefs  of  virtue.  His  piety  was  undcbafed  by  gloom  or  enthufiafm;  he  was  r..t  ar  in  the 
performance  of  all  its  duties,  both  in  public  and  in  private.  I  have  been  told  that,  before  his  time, 
divine  fervice  was  performed  only  on  Sunday  morning,  but  he  likewife  read  prayers  in  the  afternoon, 
and  on  Wednefdays,  Fridays,  and  all  holidays." 

"  In  hisdomeftic  character,  he  was  as  amiable  as  he  was  venerable  in  the  Chriftian.  His  polite- 
nefs  was  fuch  as  I  never  faw  equalled;  it  was  invariable-,  to  his  fuperiorsin  rank,  to  his  equals,  and 
to  his  inferiors,  it  differed  only  in  the  degrees  of  elegance.  I  never  heard  him  fpeak  with  rough- 
nefs  to  his  meaneft  fervant ;  jnet  he  well  knew  how  to  keep  up  his  dignity,  and,  with  all  the  ma- 
Jefty  of  fuperior  worth,  to  reprefs  the  bold  and  the  forward.  In  converfation  upon  lively  fubjeds, 
he  had  a  brilliancy  of  wit  which  was  peculiar  to  himfelf.  I  know  not  how  to  defcribe  it,  but  by 
faying,  that  it  was  both  heightened  and  foftened  by  the  great  and  the  amiable  qualities  of  his  fouL 
I  have  feen  him  ill,  and  in  pain,  yet  the  ferenity  of  his  mind  remained  unruffled  :  I  never  heard  a 
peevifh  expreflion  fall  from  his  lips ;  nor  was  he,  at  fuch  times,  lefs  kindly  and  politely  attentive  to 
thofe  around  him,  than  when  in  the  company  of  ftrangcrs,  who  &me  only  to  vifit  him  for  the  firft 
time." 

"  Dr.  Young,"  fays  Dr.  Warton,  who  knew  him  well,  "  was  one  of  the  moft  amiable  and  bene 
volent  of  men ;  moft  exemplary  in  his  life,  and  fincere  in  his  religion  :  nobody  ever  laid  more  bril 
liant  things  in  converfation.  The  late  Lord  Melcombe  informed  me,  that  when  he  and  Voltaire 
were  on  a  vifit  to  his  Lordfhip  at  Eaftbury,  the  Engliih  ppet  was  far  fuperior  to  the  French,  in  the 
variety  and  novelty  of  his  bon-mats  and  repartees,:  and  Lord  Melcombe  was  himfelf  a  good  judge  of 
wit  and  humour,  of  which  he  h^id  a  large  portion." 

Tfcharner,  a  noble  foreigner,  in  a  letter  to  Count  Haller,  fays,  he  has  lately  fpent  four  days  with 
Young  atWelwyn,  where  he  taftes  all  the  eafe  and  pleafure  man  can  defire.  "  Every  thing  about 
him  fhows  the  man ;  each  individual  being  placed  by  rule.  All  is  neat  without  art.  He  is  very 
pleafant  in  converfation,  and  extremely  polite." 

"  That  domeftic  grief,"  fays  Mr.  Croft,  "  is,  in  the  firft  inftance,  to  be  thanked  for  thefe  or 
naments  to  our  language  [The  Night  Thoughts],  it  is  impoffible  to  deny.  Nor  would  it  be  common 
hardinefs  to  contend,  that  worldly  difcontent  had  no  hand  in  thefe  joint  productions  of  poetry  and 
piety.  Yet  I  am  by  no  means  fure  that,  at  any  rate,  we  fhould  not  have  had  fomething  of  the 
fame  colour  from  Young's  pencil,  notwithstanding  the  livelinefs  of  his  fatires.  In  fo  long  a  life, 
caufes  for  difcontent,  and  occafions  for  gtief, .  muft  have  occurred.  It  is  not  clear  to  me  that  his 
mufe  was  not  fitting  upon  the  watch  for  the  firft  which  happened.  Night  Thoughts  were  not  un 
common  to  her,  even  when  firft  fhc  vifited  the  poet ;  and,  at  a  time  when  he  himfoif  was  remarkable, 
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neither  for  gravity  nor  gloominefs.     In  his  Lajl  Dayy  almoft  his  earlicft  poem,  he  calls  her  tie  me!<t»> 
tboly  maid  { 


whom  difmal  fcene«  delight 


Frequent  at  tombs,  and  in  the  realms  of  night. 

**  When  Young  was  writing  a  tragedy,  Grafton  is  faid  by  Spence  to  have  fent  him  a  human  Ikull 
with  a  candle  in  it  as  a  lamp ;  and  the  poet  is  reported  to  have  ufed  it. 

*  Still,  is  it  altogether  fair  to  dreis  up  the  poet  for  the  man,  and  to  bring  the  gloominefs  of  the 
Night  Thoughts  to  prove  the  gloominefs  of  Young  ;  and,  to  fliow  that  his  genius,  like  the  genius  of 
Swift,  was,  in  fome  meafure,  the  fuUen  infpiration  of  difconteqt  ? 

*'  From  them  who  anfwer  in  the  affirmative,  it  fhould  not  be  concealed,  that,  though  Inyiftbilia 
ntn  declpiunt  appeared  upon  a  deception  in  Young's  grounds,  and >  ambulant es  in  hortt  audicrunt  vocem 
D«,in  a  building  in  his  garden,  his  pari(h  was  indebted  *o  the  good  humour  of  the  author  of  the 
ffigbt  Thoughts,  for  an  affembly  and  a  bowling-green. 

"  Of  Young,  an  anecdote  which  wanders  among  readers,  it  is  not  true,  that  he  was  Fielding's 
Parfon  Adams.  The  original  of  that  famous  painting  was  William  Young,  who  was  a  clergyman, 
[author  of  the  Latin  and  Englifh  Dictionary.]  Yet,  the  facility  with  which  this  report  has  gained 
belief  in  the  world,  argues,  were  it  not  fufficiently  known,  that  the  author  of  the  Night  Thoughts^ 
bore  fome  refemblance  to  Adams,.  It  is  known,  that,  during  fome  part  of  his  life,  Young  was  abroad; 
and,  that  he  once  wandered  into  the  camp,  with  a  claffic  in  his  hand,  which  he  was  reading  intenfely, 
and  had  fome  difficulty  to  prove  that  he  was  only  an  abfent  poet,  and  not  a  fpy. 

"  The  mention  which  Young  beftowed  upon  the  perufal  of  books,  is  not  unworthy  imitation* 
When  any  paflage  pleafed  him,  he  appears  to  have  folded  down  the  leaf.  On  thofe  paflages  be  be 
ftowed  a  fecond  reading.  But  the  labours  of  man  are  too  frequently  vain.  Before  he  returned  to 
much  of  what  he  once  approved,  he  died.  Many  of  his  books  which  I  have  feen,  are,  by  thofe  notes 
of  approbation,  fo  fwelied  beyond  their  real  bulk,  that  they  would  hardly  (hut." 

His  extemporaneous  wit  and  colloquial  talents,  have  been  much  extolled ;  but,  from  the  few  fpe- 
cimens  of  his  unpremeditated  acutenefs,  and  fuccefsful  pleafantry  which  are  preferved,  it  would  feem, 
that  his  powers  of  delighting  were,  in  great  meafure,  confined  to  his  pen.  The  following  anecdotes 
are  diftinguiihed  by  their  novelty  and  importance. 

Young,  walking  in  his  garden  at  Welwyn,  in  company  with  two  ladies  (one  of  whom  was  Lady 
Elifabeth  Lee),  a  fervant  came  to  toll  him  a  gentleman  wifhed  to  fpeak  with  him,  "  Tell  him,"  fays 
Young,  "  I  am  too  happily  engaged  to  change  my  fituation."  The  ladies  infifted  upon  it  that  he 
Ihouldgo,  as  his  vifitor  was  a  man  of  rank,  his  patron,  his  friend;  and, as  perfuafion  had  no  effee^, 
one  took  him  by  the  right  arm,  and*the  other  by  the  left,  and  led  him  to  the  garden-gate,  when,  find 
ing  refinance  was  vain,  he  bowed,  laid  his  hand  upon  his  heart,  and  in  that  exprefiive  manner  for 
which  he  was  fo  remarkable,  fpoke  the  following  lines  : 

Thus  Adam  look'd,  when  from  the  garden  driven, 
And  thus  difputed  orders  fent  from  heaven  : 
Like  him  I  go,  and  yet  to  go  am  loth  ; 
Like  him  I  go,  for  angels  drove  us  both. 
Hard  was  his  fate,  but  mine  ftill  more  unkind, 
His  Eve  went  with  him,  but  mine  flays  behind. 

Young,  in  the  early  part  of  his  life,  was  fond  of  mufic,  and  touched  the  German  flute  with  much 
tafte.  Being  once  on  the  Thames  with  fome  ladies,  he  played  them  feveral  tunes,  and  then  put  the 
flute  in  his  pe-cket.  Some  officers  rowing  by  juft  as  he  ceafed  playing,  one  of  them  rudely  afked  why 
he  left  off,  "  For  the  fame  reafon  that  I  began ;"  replied  Yt -ing,  "  to  pleafe  myfelf."  One  of  them  im 
mediately  told  him,  that  if  he  did  not  continue  playing,  he  would  directly  throw  him  into  the  river. 
His  female  friends  began  to  be  much  alarmed  ;  and  Young,  on  their  account,  played  till  they  reached 
Vauxhall,  where  both  parties  fpent  the  evening.  Young  had  marked  his  man,  and  took  an  opportu 
nity,  in  one  of  the  dark  walks,  to  tell  the  officer,  that  he  expected  him  to  meet  him  at  fuch  a  place  in 
the  morning,  to  give  him  a  gentleman's  fatisfaclion ;  and,  that  he  chofefwords  for  the  weapons.  The 
officer  was  furprifed  on  their  meeting,  to  fee  Young  advance  towards  him  with  a  large  horfe  piftol, 
with  which  he  told  him  he  would  inflantly  ihoot  him  through  the  head  if  he  did  not  dance  a  minuet* 
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After  fome  difficulties,  he  complied;  the  officer  felt  how  impertinent  he  had  been, and  acknowledged 
the  jufticc  of  the  treatment  he  had  met  with. 

One  Sunday,  preaching  in  office  at  St.  James's,  he  found,  that  though  he  drove  to  make  his  au 
dience  attentive,  he  could  not  prevail ;  upon  which  his  pity  for  their  folly  gut  the  better  of  all  de 
corum,  and  he  fat  back  in  the  pulpit,  and  huril  into  a  flood  of  tears. 

The  writings  of  Young  may  be  diftinctly  confidered,  as  comprifmg  eflays,  plays,  and  poems.  As 
an  effayift,  his  Centaur  not  Fulul-aus  and  his  ConjeSiuret  on  Original  Comftftjon,  are  his  moft  confidef- 
able  productions.  Of  the  one,  it  mud  be  confeffed,  that  though  its  general  tendency  is  favourable 
to  religion  and  morality,  the  pictures  it  exhibits  of  the  lift  in  vague,  are  often  overcharged,  and  the 
diction,  tho>  gh  fometimes  animated  and  energetic,  is  commonly  inflated  and  afftcted,  or  haifh  and 
fevere  Of  the  other,  though  the  ftyle  is  vitiated  by  affectation,  and  the  exprcfuon  is  f:imrtimes 
hyperbolical,  the  fentiments  are  frequency  bold,  original,  penetrating,  brilliant,  and  fublime. 
Though  he  defpair  "  of  breaking  through  the  frozen  ocean  of  age  and  care's  incumbent  cloud, 
into  ? hat  flow  of  thought  aad  brightnefs  of  exprefllon,  which  fuhjccts  fo  polite  require  ;'  yet  it 
Ihows  no  marks  of  exhaufted  genius.  It  is  more  like  the  production  of  untamed,  unbridled  youth, 
than  of  jaded  fourfcore. 

As  a  dramatift,  he  has  not  been  fuccefsful  in  imitating  the  beauties  of  art,  with  the  energies  of 
natural  fire  and  fpirit.  He  is,  without  doubt,  fuperior  to  his  contemporaries,  Rowe  and  Congreve, 
in  ftrength  and  warmth  of  conception  ;  but  he  is  inferior  to  them  in  elegance  and  neatnef?  of 
diction,  beauty  of  cadence,  correctness,  chaftity,  and  regularity.  None  of  hi*  dramas,  except 
3"be  Revenge^  are  in  poffefiion  of  the  ftage.  Though  they  are  animated,  brilliant,  and  clafli- 
cal ;  though  they  paint,  in  glowing  language,  the  fury  of  rage  and  revenue,  and  the  agonies  of 
jealoufy,  love,  and  defpair;  yet,  it  muft  be  confcifed,  their  beauties  are  difgraced  by  puerile 
rant  and  conceit,  and,  occasionally,  by  fuftian  and  bombaft.  In  Carey's  "  Chrononhoton- 
thologos,"  his  dramatical  eccentricities  arc  pourtrayed  in  caricature,  particularly  the  violent 
fpeech  on  the  blow,  which  furnifhed  a  plot  to  Tbt.  Revenge.  Bombardinian,  the  general,  on, 
receiving  a  box  on  the  ear  from  his  royal  mailer,  breaks  out  into  the  moft  furious  hyperbole  ;  calls 
on  the  fun  and  moon  to  put  themfelves  into  eclipfe ;  bids  hills,  dales,  fcas,  and  cities,  run  together, 
and  into  chaos  pulverize  the  world,  becaufe  Borabardinian  hath  received  a  blow. 

.  As  a  poet,  his  compofitions  difcover  more  fancy  than  judgment,  more  originality  and  invention, 
than  correctnefs  of  tafle  and  variety  and  extent  of  knowledge.  He  pcfTcfied,  as  Addifon  fays  of 
Lee,  true  poetic  fire,  though  clouded  and  obfcured  by  thick  volumes  of  fmoke.  But  he  has  merit  of 
the  higheft  kind.  He  is  an  original,  though  an  unequal  writer.  It  would  be  difficult  to  point  out 
a  {ingle  line  or  expreflion  that  he  has  borrowed  from  any  other  Englifh  writer.  His  defects 
and  beauties  are  alike  his  own.  Of  the  epigrammatic  tenor  of  hi?  Satires,  there  id  no  ex-  * 
ample ;  nor  was  he  indebted  to  any  poet,  ancient  or  modern,  for  the  plan  of  his  Nigbt  Thoughts. 
The  lyric  mufe  has  always  been  peculiarly  unfavourable  to  him.  He  has  f*me  of,thc  greateft  beau 
ties,  and  ioaie  of  the  greateft  abfurdities  which  Englifti  poetry  affords.  The  general  character  of  his 
verfification  is  that  of  harfhnefs  and  ruggednefs,  though  many  paffagesmay  be  produced  as  exceptions. 

Of  his  earlier  poetical  productions,  his  Lajl  Z^v,  Vanquijked  Love,  and  Paraphrafe  on  Jot>t  have  de>- 
fervedly  obtained  the  greateft  popularity.  They  Lave  all  their  brighter  paflages.  In  the'Z,o/?  Lay,  and 
the  Parapbrafe  in  particular,  there  are  fome  admirable  lines.  But  they  are  in  general  ftiff,  unpleafinj, 
and  incorrt  ct.  Inftead  of  endeavouring  to  fupport  the  glow  of  imagery,  he  feems  rtther  fedulous 
to  gather  the  ornaments  of  wit ;  and  thus,  while  he  aiais  at  the  fancy,  he  miffes  the  heart. 

His  Vnhcrjal  Pajjion  was  publifhed  before  Pope's  Satirical  Epiftle*  made  their  appearance ;  and 
has  therefore  the  merit  of  giving  the  lead  to  that  kind  of  writing.  It  contains  ir.uch  juft  fatire, 
good  verfe,  and  laughable  humour.  The  country  'fquire,  who  welcomes  his  friend  with  a  thump 
upon  the  back;  the  coffee -houfe  beau,  who  values  himfelf  upon  the  learning  of  his  heels;  and  the 
lady  on  horfeback,  who  whittles  fw6et  her  diuretic  ftrains,  arc  juftly  conceived,  and  happily  exprelfed. 
But  its  character  is  debility — it  wants  point  and  terfenefs.  The  fatirift,  as  Swift  has  ju illy  faid, 
fhould  have  either  been  more  angry  or  more  merry.  He  has  the  fault  cf  Seneca,  of  Ovid,  of  Cow- 
ley;  a  profufion  and  an  unfeafonable  application  of  wit.  A  lover  of  originality,  he  did  not  regard 
models.  Had  he  endeavoured  to  imitate  JuTenal  and  Perfius,  he  would  have  avoided  this  fault. 

VOL.  X, 
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Thofe  gre^t  matters  were  too  much  engrofied  by  the  importance  of  their  fubjefis,  to  fall  into  the 
puerility  of  witticifm.  There  is  fomething  in  the  verfification,  which  a  good  ear  does  not  approve. 
For  his  Night  Thoughts,  that  fpccics  of  compofition  which  he  may  he  faid  to  have  created  that 
mafs  of  the  grandeft  and  richeft  poetry  which  human  genius  has  ever  produced,  the  applaufe 
which  he  has  received  is  unbounded  "  The  unhappy  bard,  whofe  griefs  in  melting  numbers 
flow,  and  melancholy  joys  diffufe  around,"  has  been  fung  by  the  profane,  as  well  at  the  pious.  It  if 

to  this  work,  begun  when 

He  long  had  buried  what  gives  life  to  live, 
Firmnefs  of  nerve,  and  energy  of  thought, 

that  he  deferves,  and  will  continue  to  ueferve  his  reputation  He  appears  to  have  been  confcious 
of  its  merit,  when  he  called  his  collected  compofitions  The  Worts  of  the  Author  of  the  Nigbt  Thoughts. 
It  may  not  improperly  be  confidered  as  a  good  poetical  contrail  to  fhomfon  s  "  Seafons.''  One  de 
lighted  as  much  to  exhibit  the  gloomy,  as  the  other  the  cheerful  face  of  things.  In  the  article  of 
fublimity,  it  may  vie  with  "  1-aradife  Loft  itfelf,"  though  in  every  other  refped  it  would  be  abfurd 
to  attempt  a  comparifon  between  them-  The  beauties  of  the  Night  Thoughts  are  numerous,  and  its 
blemifhes  are  not  few.  Among  its  diftinguiftang  excellencies,  are  the  fpirit  of  fublime  piety  and 
ftrid:  morality,  which  breathes  through  the  whole;  dignity  of  thought  and  language,  bold  and  live 
ly  defcriptions,  proper  and  well  fupported  fimiles,  and  ftriking  repetitions,  or  breaks  in  the  expref- 
fion.  Among  its  principal  faults,  are  the  unneceflary  repetition  of  the  famt  ideas  and  image*,  re 
dundancy  of  metaphor,  bombaft,  and  extravagant  ideas  and  expreflions .  crowded  and  iil-chofen  epi 
thets,  allufions  drawn  out  beyond  their  proper  bounds;  a  puerile  play  on  words,  the  ufe  <f  grof» 
and  inelegant  images  or  terms,  and  negligence  in  the  harmony  of  verfification.  Its  principal  excel 
lence,  the  prefent  writer  apprehends  to  be — elevation  and  dignity  of  thought  and  expreflion ;  its 
capital  defect — elevation  and  dignity  purfued  into  extravagance  or  bombaft.  It  abounds  in  unna 
tural  flights  of  fancy,  is  often  obfcure,  and  fometimes  unintelligible ;  and  the  poet,  occafionally, 
perplexes  both  himfelf  and  the  reader,  in  a  piayfome  purfuit  of  trifling  figures,  allegories,  and  al 
lufions,  not  always  apt.  Yet,  with  all  its  faults,  it  irrefiftibly  feizes  the  mind  of  the  reader,  ar- 
refts  his  attention,  and  powerfully  interefts  him  in  the  midnight  forrows  of  the  plaintive  bard;  it 
has  a  merit  which  no  production,  but  thofe  of  real  genius,  ever  poflVffes;  with  fcarce  any  fa&s  or 
incidents  to  awaken  curiofity,  it  fpeaks  to  the  heart  through  the  medium  of  the  imagination ;  it 
inftru&s,  but  does  not  fatigue  us;  it  amufes,  but  never  is  languid. 

The  pathetic  and  fublime  pafiages  in  the  Nigbt  tougttt,  are  familiar  to  the  general  readers  of  po 
etry.  Amidft  the  profufion  of  beauties  which  may  be  produced,  his  defcription  of  Death  from  hit 
fecret  ftand,  noting  down  the  follies  of  a  Bacchanalian  facie ty,  the  epitaph  upon  the  departed  world ; 
the  ifluing  of  Satan  from  his  dungeon  on  the  day  of  judgment,  are  diflinguilhcd  by  great  ftrength 
and  boldnefs  of  invention,  and  rife,  in  many  parts,  to  the  terrible  and  fublime.  The  fimile  of  the 
traveller,  with  which  The  Confutation  opens,  is  highly  pleafing,  ftriking,  and  beautiful.  His  view  of 
the  nature  and  faculties  of  an  immortal  foul,  */  different  nature^  marvelloujly  mixed,  clogged  by  the 
finite  and  perifhable  materials  of  its  houfe  of  clay,  is  profound,  ftriking,  comprehenfive,  and,  what 
in  him  is  rare,  clofely  comprehenfive.  His  arguments  in  favour  of  infinite  duration  in  a  future  ftate, 
though  not  logically  conclufive,  arc  beautifully  poetic. 

O  ye  bleft  fcenes  of  permanent  delight, 

Could  ye  fo  rich  in  rapture  fear  an  end ; 

That  ghaftly  thought  would  drink  up  all  your  joy, 

And  quite  unparadife  the  realms  of  light. 

Who  does  not  regret,  that  ,fuch  a  powerful  though  gloomy  advocate  for  religion  and  morality, 
fhould  degrade  himfelf  by  proftituting  his  poetry  to  th  fervile  purpofes  of  adulation ;  or  that  his 
addiction  to  licentious  flattery  fhould  have  induced  him  to  dreft  up  his  patron  in  the  attributes  of 
a  Being,  whofe  greatnefs  and  whofe  goodnefs  admit  of  no  approximation  ! 

Wits  fpare  not  heaven,  O  Wilmington  I  nor  thee. 

Hia  Rejignation  was  reprefented  on  its  firft  appearance,  as  a  ftriking  inftance  of  the  fenefcence  of 
genius.  It  has  Hever  obtained  much  popularity  ;  though  the  fentiments  are  ftrongly  chara&eriftic 
of  their  author,  and  many  of  them  are  beautiful  and  new.  The  ftyle  alfo  is  like  that  of  the 
author  of  the  Night  Thoughts,  but  the  refemblance  is  rather  in  its  blemifhes  than  its  beauties.  Here 
is  the  fame  fondnefs  for  antithefes,  the  fame  hunting  down  of  figures,  and  lownefs  of  metaphors, 
that  *rc  to  be  found  in  his  other  poems,  but  little  of  their  ftrength  or  harmony  remains.  His  ex- 
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changing  the  folemn  plaintive  fpecies  of  verfe,  peculiar  to  himfelf,  for  the  eafy  meafure  of  lyric  poe 
try,  was  an  unfortunate  determination.  Of  his  fmaller  poems,  the  F.pijilcs  to  Pope,  and  the  Epitapb 
m  Lord  Aubry  Beauclerc,  are  entitled  to  particular  commendation.  Of  thofe  puerile  trifles,  his  Odest 
Sea-Piece,  We.  in  which  words  over-power  ideas,  and  loyalty  triumphs  at  the  expcnce  of  imagina 
tion,  the  prefent.  writer  is  no  admirtr. 

Yet,  excepting  his  licentiousflattery,  which  appears  in  the  body  of  his  works,  as  well  as  In  his  fulfome 
dedications,  a  few  of  his  tragical  rants,  his  poetical  flights  into  the  obfcure,  and  the  imbecilities  of 
his  age,  which  his  friends  ought  to  have  fuppreffed,  Young  is  entitled  to  the  rare  but  important 
praifc  of  not  having  left  a  line,  which,  for  moral  or  religious  reafons,  on  his  death-bed,  he  could 
wifli  to  have  erafed. 

**  If  the  friendlhip.  with  which  Dr.  Young  honoured  me,"  fays  Dr.  Warton,  "  does  not  miflcad 
me,  I  think  I  may  nfErm,  that  many  high  ftrokes  of  character  in  his  Zanga,  many  fentiments  and 
images  in  his  Night  Thoughts,  and  many  ftrong  and  forcible  defcriptions  in  his  Paraphrafe  on  <Je6t 
mark  him  for  a  fablime  and  original  genius.  Though,  at  the  fame  time,  I  am  ready  to  confefs, 
that  he  is  not  a  correct  and  equal  writer,  and  .was  too  often  turgid  and  hyperbolical." 
•  ««  Among  moral  and  didactic  poets,  Dr\  Young  is  of  too  great  eminence,"  fays  Dr.  Blair,  "  to 
be  pafled  over  without  notice.  In  all  his  works,  the  marks  of  ftrong  genius  appear.  His  Un'ntrfal 
PaQion  poffeffe*  the  full  merit  of  that  animated  conciftnefs  of  ftyle,  and  lively  deicription  of  cha 
rade  rs,  which  I  mentioned,  as  particularly  requifite  in  fatirical  and  didactic  comptikions.  Though 
his  wit  may  often  be  thought  too  fparkling,  and  his  fentences  too  pointed,  yet  the  vivacity  of  his 
fancy  is  fo  great  as  to  entertain  every  reader.  In  his  Night  Thoughts,  there  is  much  energy  of  cx- 
prefiion ;  in  the  three  firft  there  are  feveral  pathetic  paffages,  and  fcattered  through  them,  all  happy 
images  and  allufions,  as  well  as  pious  reflections  occur  ;  but  the  fentiments  are  frequently  over- 
ilrained  and  turgid,  and  the  ftyle  is  too  harfh  and  obfcure  to  be  pleafing." 

"  There  is  in  the  Night  Thoughts"  fays  Mr.  Bofwell,  "  a  power  of  £he  pathetic  beyond  almoftany 
example  that  I  have  feen.  He  who  does  not  feel  his  nerves  (haken,  and  his  heart  moved  by  many 
pafiages  in  this  extraordinary  work,  particularly  by  that  moft  affecting  one,  which  defcribes  the 
gradual  torment  fuffercd  by  the  contemplation  of  an  object  of  affectionate  attachment,  vifibly  and 
certainly  decaying  into  diiTolution,  muft  be  of  a  hard  and  obftinate  frame. 

"  To  all  the  other  excellencies  of  the  Night  Thoughts,  let  me  add  the  great  and  peculiar  one.  that 
they  contain  not  only  the  nobleft  fentiments  of  virtue  and  the  immortality  of  the  foul ;  but  the 
Cbrijlian  faoifice,  the  divine  frtpitiaticn,  with  all  its  intereftir/g  circumftances  and  confolations  to 
"  .a  wounded  fpirit,"  folemnly  and  poetically  difplayed  in  fuch  imagery  and  language,  as  cannot  fail 
to  exalt,  animate,  and  footh  the  truly  pious.  No  book  whatever  can  be  recommended  to  young 
perfons,  with  better  hopes  of  feafoning  their  minds  with  vital  religion,  thon  Young's  Nigbi 
Thoughts." 

Hi-  poetical  character  is  delineated  by  Dr.  Johnfon  with  impartiality  and  precifion. 
*'  Of  Young's  poems  it  is  difficult  to  give  any  general  character;  for  he  has  no  uniformity  of  man 
ner  :  one  of  his  pieces  has  no  great  refemblance  to  another.  He  began  to  write  early,  and  continued 
long  and  at  different  times  had  different  modes  of  poetical  excellence  in  view.  His  numbers  are  fome- 
times  fmooth,  and  fometimes  rugged ;  his  ftyle  is  fometimes  concatenated,  and  fometimcs  abrupt ; 
fometimes  diffufive,and  fometimes  concife.  His  plan  feems  to  have  ftarted  in  his  mind  at  the  prefent 
moment,  and  his  thoughts  appear  the  effect  of  chance,  fometimes  adverfe,  and  fometimes  lucky, 
with  very  Ihtle  operation  of  judgment. 

"  He  was  not  one  of  the  writers  whom  experience  improves,  and  who  obferving  their  own  faults 
become  gradually  correct.  His  poem  on  the  Loft  Day,  his  firft  great  performance,  lias  an 
equability  and  propriety,  which  he  afterwards  either  never  endeavoured  or  never  attained.  Many 
paragraphs  are  noble,  and  few  are  mean,  yet  the  whole  is  languid  ;  the  plan  is  too  much  extended, 
and  a  fucceffion  of  images  divides  and  weakens  the  general  conception;  but  the  great  reafon  why 
the  reader  is  difappointed,  is,  that  the  Laft  Day  makes  every  man  more  than  poetical,  by  fpread- 
ing  over  his  mind  a  general  obfcurity  of  (acred  horror,  that  opprefles  diflinction,  and  difdains  ex- 
preflion. 

"  His  ftory  of  Jane  Cray  was  never  popular,  It  it  writtea  with  elegance  enough,  but  Jane  is  too 
heroic  to  be  pitied. 
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The  Vnlverfal  Pajficn  is  indeed  a  very  great  performance.  It  is  faid  to  be  a  feries  of  epigrams : 
but  if  it  be,  it  is  what  the  author  intended  :  his  endeavour  was  at  the  production  of  ftriking 
diftichs  and  pointed  fentences ;  and  his  diftichs  have  the  weight  of  folid  fentiment,  and  his  points 
the  fharpnefs  of  rdiftlefs  truth 

"  His  characters  are  often  felected  with  difcernment,  and  drawn  with  nicety;  his  illuftratlons  are' 
often  happy,  and  his  reflections  often  juft.  His  fpedies  of  fatire  is  between  thofe  of  Horace  and 
Juvenal ;  and  he  has  the  gaiety,  of  Horace  without  his  laxity  of  numbers,  and  the  morality  of  Ju- 
'venal  with  greater  variation  of  images.  He  plays,  indeed,  only  on  the  furface  of  life ;  he  never 
penetrates  the  recefles  of  the  mind,  and  therefore  the  whole  power  of  his  poetry  is  cxhaufted  by  a 
fingle  perufal ;  his  conceits  pleafe  only  when  they  furprife. 

"  To  tranflate  he  never  condefcended,  unlefs  his  Paraphrafc  en  Job  may  be  confidered  as  a  verfion  ; 
in  which  he  has  not,  I  think,  been  unfuccefsful ;  he  indeed  favoured  himfelf,  by  choofing  thofe  parts 
•which  moft  eafily  admit  the  ornaments  of  Englilh  poetry. 

"  He  had  lead  fuccefs  in  his  lyric  attempts,  in  which  he  feems  to  have  been  under  fome  malignant 
influence  :  he  is  always  labouring  to  be  great,  and  at  laft  is  only  turgid. 

"  In  his  Night  Thoughts  he  has  exhibited  a  very  wide  difplay  of  original  poetry,  variegated 
with  deep  reflections  and  ftriking  allufions ;  a  wildernefs  of  thought,  in  which  the  fertility  of  fancy 
fcatters  flowers  of  every  hue  and  of  every  odour.  This  is  one  of  the  few  poems  in  which  blank 
verfe  could  not  be  changed  for  rhyme  but  with  difadvantage.  The  wild  diffufion  of  the  fcntiments, 
and  the  digreflive  fallies  of  imagination,  would  hare  been  compreffed  and  reftrained  by  confine 
ment  to  rhyme.  The  excellence  of  this  work  is  not  exactness  but  copioufnefs;  particular  lines  are 
not  to  be  regarded  ;  the  power  is  in  the  whole,  and  in  the  whole  there  is  a  magnificence  like  that 
afcribed  to  Chinefe  plantation,  the  magnifience  of  vaft  extent  and  endlefs  diverfity. 

"  His  laft  poem  was  the  Refignation  ;  in  which  he  made,  as  he  was  accuftomed,  an  experiment 
of  a  new  mode  qf  writing,   and  fucceeded  better  than  in   his  Ocean  or  his  Merchant.     It  was 
very  falfely  repfefented  as  a  proof    of  decaying  faculties.    There  is  Young  in  e*  ery  ftanza,  fuch 
as  he  often  was  in  his  higheft  vigour. 

"  It  muft  be  allowed  of  Young's  poetry,  that  it  abounds  in  thought,  but  without  much  accuracy  or 
felection.  When  he  lays  hold  of  an  illuftration,  he  purfues  it  beyond  expectation,  fometimes  hap 
pily,  as  in  his  parallel  of  Quickfilver  with  P/cefun,  which  is  very  ingenious,  very  fubtle,  and  almofb 
exact;  but  fometimes  he  is  lefs  lucky,  as  when,  in  his  Night  Thoughts,  having  dropped  it  into  hii 
mind,  that  the  orbs, 'floating  in  fpace,  might  be  called  the  clutter  of  creation,  he  thinks  on  a  clufter 
of  grapes,  and  fays,  that  they  all  hang  on  the  great  vine,  drinking  the  u  nectareoks  juice  of  im- 
"  mortal  life."  ) 

"  His  conceits  are  fometimes  yet  lefs  valuable.  In  the  Loft  Day,  he  hopes  to  illuftrate  the  re-afferri- 
bling  of  the  atoms  that  compofe  the  human  body  at  the  "  Trump  of  Doom,"  by  the 'collection  of 
tees  into  a  fwarm  at  the  tinkling  of  a  pan. 

"  The  Prophet  fays  of  Tyre,  that  "  her  Merchants  are  Princea."  Young  fays  in  his  Merchant 

Her  Merchants  Princes,  and  each  did  a  Throne. 

iet  burlefque  try  to  go  beyond  him. 

"  He  has  the  trick  of  joining  the  turgid  and  familiar  :  to  buy  the  alliance  of  Britain,  tf  Climes 
cl  were  paid  down."  Antithefis  is  his  favourite.  '*  They  "for  kindnefs  hate  i"  and  "  becaufe  fhe'f 
"  right  fhe'g  ever  in  the  wrong." 

"  His  verfjfication  is  his  own  ;  neither  hisbjankno"  his  rhyming  lines  have  fany  rcfemblance  to 
thofe  of  former  writers;  he  picks  up  no  hemiftichs,  he  copies  no  favourite  expreffions  ;  he  feems  to 
have  laid  up  no  ftores  of  thought  or  diction,  but  to  owe  all  to  the  fortuitous,  fuggeftions  of  the  pre- 
fent.  moment.  Yet  I  have  reafon  to  believe  that,  when  once  he  had  formed  a  new  defign,  he  then 
laboured  it  with  very  patiejn  induftry,  and  that  he  compofed  with  great  labour,  and  frequent  re- 
vifions. 

"  His  verfes  are-  formed  by  no  certain  model :  for  he  is  no  more  like  himfelf  in  his  different  pro 
ductions  than  he  is  like,  others.  He  feems  never  to  have  fludied  profody,  nor  to  have  had  any  di- 
b«t  from  his  own.ear.  But  with  all  his  defers,  he  wr.s  a  man  of  genius  and  a  poet.1'- 
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ow  let  the  Athiefl  tremble ;  thou  alone 
Can  bid  his  confcious  heart  the  Godhead  own, 

hom  (halt  thou  not  reform  ?  O  thou  haft:  feen, 
How  God  delcends  to  judge  the  fouls  of  men. 
Thou  heard'ft  the  fentence  how  the  guilty  mourn, 
iDriven  out  from  God,  and  never  muft  return. 

Yet  more,  behold  ten  thoufand  thnnders  fall/ 
And  fudden  vengeance  wrap  the  flaming  ball: 
'When  nature  funk,  when  every  Wit  was  hurl'd, 
Thou  faw'ft  the  boundlefs  ruins  of  the  world. 

When  guilty  Sodom  felt  the  burning  rain, 
And  fulphur  fell  on  the  devoted  plain  ; 
The  patriarch  thus,  the  fiery  tempeft  paft, 
With  pious  horror  view'd  the  defert  wafte; 
The  reftlefsfmoke  dill  wav'd  its  curls  around, 
For  ever  riftng  from  the  glowing  ground. 

But  tell  me,  oh  !  what  heavenly  pleafure  tell, 
To  think  fo  greatly,  and  defcribe  fo  well ! 
How  waft  thou  pleas'd  the  wondrous  theme  to  try, 
And  find  the  thought  of  man  could  rife  fo  high  ? 
Beyond  this  world  the  labour  to  purfue, 
And  open  all  eternity  to  view  ? 

But  thou  art  beft  delighted  to  rehearfe 
Heaven's  holy  dictates  in  exalted  verfe  : 
O  thou  haft  power  the  harden'd  heart,  to  warm, 
TO  grieve,"  to  raife,  to  terrify,  to  charm  ; 
To -fix  .the  foul  on  God  ;  to  teach  the  mind 
To  know  the  dignity  of  human  kind  ; 
By  ftricter  rules  well-govern'd  life  to  fcan, 
And  praflife  o'er  the  angel  in  the  man. 
(Magd.  Coll.  1 


T.  WARTGN. 


TO  A 


N     WITH  THE    LAST   .DAT. 

MADAM,  I 

HERE,  facred  truths,  In  lofty  numbers  told, 
The  profpect  of  a  future  ftate  unfold  : 
The  realms  of  night  to  mortal  view  difplay, 
And  the  glad  regions  of  eternal  day. 
This  daring/author  fcofnsfby  vulgsr  ways 
Of  guilty  wit,  to  merit  worchkfs  pruife. 
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Full  of  her  glorious  theme,  his  towering  mufe, 
With  gen'rous  zeal,  a  nobler  fame  purfues : 
Religion's  caufe  her  ravifli'd  heart  infpires, 
And  with  a  thoufand  bright  ideas  fires ; 
Tranfports  her  quick,  impatient,  piercing  eye, 
O'er  the  ftrait  limits  of  mortality, 
To  boundlefs  orbs,  and  bids  her  fearlefs  foar, 
Where  only  Milton  gain'd  renown  before  ; 
Where  various<fcenes  alternately  excite 
Amazement,  pity,  terror,  and  delight. 

Thus  did  the  mufes  fing  in  earty  times, 
Ere  fkill'd  to  flatter  vice  and  varnifh  crimes  : 
Their  lyres  were  tun'd  to  virtuous  fongs  alone. 
And  the  chafte  poet,  and  the  prieft,  were  one. 
But  now,  forgetful  of  their  infant  ftate, 
They  foothe  the  wanton  pleafures  of  the  great : 
And  from  the  prefs,  and  the  licentious  ftage, 
With  lufcious  poifon  taint  the  thoughtlefs  age  ; 
Deceitful  charms  attract  our  wondering  eyes 
And  fpecious  ruin  unfufpected  lies. 
So  the  rich  foil  of  India's  blooming  mores, 
Adorn'd  with  lavifh  nature's  choiceft  ftores,  [fighfj 
Where  ferpents  lurk,  by  flowers  conceal'd  from, 
Hides  fatal  danger  under  gay  delight. 

Thefe  purer  thoughts  from  grofs  alloys  refin"d, 
With  heavenly  raptures  elevate  the  mind  : 
Not  fram'd  to  saife  a  giddy  fhort-liv'd  joy, 
Whofe  falfe  allurements,  wljile  they  pleafe  deftroy; 
But  blifj  refembling  that  of  faints  above, 
Sprung  from  the  vifion  of  th'  Almighty  love  : 
Firm,  iblid  blifs,  for  ever  great  and  new, 
The  more  'tis  known,  the  more  admir'd,  like  yoiv 
Like  you,  fair  nymph,  in  whom  united  meec 
Endearing  fwettnefs,  unaffected  wit, 
And  all  the  glories  of  your  fparkling  race, 
While  inward  virtues  heighten  every  grace. 
By  thefe  fecur'd,  you  will  with  pleafure  read 
"  Of  future  judgment,  and  the  fifing  dead;  [thrown 
"  Of  time's  grand  period,  heaven  and  earth  o'er° 
"  And  galping  nature's  laft  tremendous  groan." 
Thefe,  when  the  ftars  and  fun  {hall  be  no  more, 
Shall  beauty  to  your  ravag'd  form  reftore, 
Then  (hall,  you  fhine  with  an  immortal  ray, 
Improv'd  by  death,  and  brightcn'd  by  decay. 
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TO  THE  AUTHOR, 

pjl  HIS  LAST  DAT  AND  UNIVERSAL  PASSION. 

AND  muft  it  be  as  thou  haft  fung, 
Celeftial  bard,  fcraphic  Young  ? 
"Will  there  no  trace,  no  point  be  found 
Of  all  this  fpacious  glorious  round  ? 
Yon  lamps  of  light/ muft  they  decay  ? 
On  nature's  felf  deftru<5Uon  prey  ? 
Then  fame,  the  mofl  immortal  thing 
Bv'n  thou  canft  hope,  is  on  the  wing. 
Shall  Newton's  fyftem  be  admir'd, 
"When  time  and  motion  are  expir'd  ? 
iShall  fouls  be  curious  to  -explore 
y/ho  rul'd  an  orb  that  is  no  mere  ? 


Or  (hall  they  quote  the  pidtur'd  age, 
From  Pope's  and  thy  corrective  page. 
When  vice  and  virtue  lofc  their  name 
In  deathlefs  joy,  or  endlefs  fhame  ? 
While  wears  away  the  grand  machine, 
The  works  of  genius  lhall  be  feen  : 
Beyond,  what  laurels  can  there  be, 
For  Homer,  Horace,  Pope,  or  thee  ? 
Through  life  we  chafe,  with  fgnd  purfuit, 
What  mocks  our  hope,  like  Sodom's  fruit  ; 
And  fure,  thy  plan  was  well  defign'd, 
To  cure  this  madnefs  of  the  mind; 
Firft,  beyond  time  our  thoughts  to  raife; 
Then  lafli  our  love  of  tranfient  praife. 
In  both,  we  own  thy  doctrinje  juft ; 
And  fame's  a  breath,  and  men  are  duft. 
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TPIE  LAST  DAT. 

IN  THREE  BOOKS. 

"  Venitfumma  dies." Vine. 


BOOK  I. 

**  Ipfe  pater,  media  nimborum  in  no£e,  corufca 
Fulmina  molitur  dextra.  O^uo  maxima  motu 

"  Terra  tremit  :  fugeVe  fene  !  et  mortalia  corda 
Per  gentes  humilis  ftravit  pavor."  VIRG. 


others  fing  the  Fortune  of  the  great  ; 
Empire  and  arms,  and  all  the  pomp  of  flate  ; 
With  Britain's  hero  *  fet  their  fouls  on  fire, 
And  grow  immortal  as  his  deeds  infpire  ; 
!  draw  a  deeper  fcene  :  a  fcene  that  yields 
A  louder  trumpet,  and  more  dreadful  fields; 
The  world  alarm'd,  both  earth  and  heav'n  o'er- 

thrown, 

And  gafping  nature's  laft  tremendous  groan  ; 
Death's  ancient  fceptre  broke,  the  teeming  tomb, 
The  righteous  Judge,  and  man's  eternal  doom. 
Twixt  joy  and  pain  I  view  the  bold  defign, 
And  aflc  my  anxious  heart,  if  it  be  mine. 
Whatever  great  or  dreadful  has  been  done 
Within  the  fight  of  confcious  ftars  or  fun, 
Is  far  beneath  my  daring  :   I  look  down 
On  all  the  fplendours  of  the  Britifh  crown. 
This  globe  is  for  my  verfe  a  narrow  bound  ; 
Attend  me,  all  ye  glorious  worlds  around  '. 
'O  !  all  ye  angels,  howfoe'er  disjoin'd, 
Of  every  various  order,  place,  and  kind, 
Hear,  and  aflilt,  a  feeble  mortal's  lays  ; 
'  Tis  our  Eternal  King  I  (irive  to  praife. 

But  chiefly  Thou,  great  Ruler!  Lord  of  all  ! 
Before  whofe  throne  archangels  proftrate  fall  ; 
If  at  thy  nod,  from  difcord,  and  from  night, 
Sprang  beauty,  and  yon  fparkling  worlds  of  light, 
Exalt  e'en  me;  all  inward  tumults  quell; 
The  clouds  and  darknefs  ef  my  mind  difpcl; 
To  my  great  fubje6h  thou  my  breaft  infpire, 
And  raife  my  labouring  foul  with  equal  fire. 

*      bt  Bukeo 


Man,  bear  thy  brow  aloft,  view  every  grace 
In  God's  great  offspring,  beauteous  nature's  face  : 
See  fpring's  gay  bloom  ;    fee  golden  autumn's 

ftore; 

See  how  earth  fmiles,  and  hear  old  ocean  roar. 
Leviathans  but  heave  their  cumberous  mail, 
It  makes  a  tide,  and  wind-bound  navies  fail. 
Here  forefts  rife,  the  mountain's  awful  pride  ; 
Here,  rivers  meafure  climes,  and  worlds  divide  ; 
There,   vallies   fraught   with   gold's   refplendenj 

feeds, 

Hold  kings,  and  kingdom's  fortunes,  in  their  beds: 
There,  to  the  (kie?,  afpiring  hills  afcend, 
And  into  diftant  lands  their  fhades  extend. 
View  cities,  armies,  fleets ;  of  fleets  the  pride, 
See  Europe's  law,  in  Albion's  channel  ride. 
View  the  whole  earth's  vaft  landfkip  uncbnfiu'cf, 
Or  view  in  Britain  all  her  glories  join'd. 

Then  let  the  firmament  thy  wonder  raife  ; 
'Twill  raife  thy  wonder,  but  tranfcend  thy  praif?. 
How  far  from  eaft  to  weft  ?  The  labouring  eye 
Can  fcarce  the  diftant  azure  bounds  defcry  : 
Wide  theatre  !  where  tempefts  play  at  large, 
And  God's  right  hand  can  all  its  wrath  difchargc, 
Mark  how  thofe  radiant  lamps  inflame  the  pole, 
Call  forth  the  feafons,  and  the  year  controul  t 
They  fhine  throughtime,  withannnalter'd  ray: 
See  this  grand  period  rife,  and  that  decay  : 
So  vaft,  this  world's  a  grain  ;  yet  myriads  grace, 
With  golden  pomp,  the  throng'd  ethereal  fpace  ; 
So  bright,  with  fuch  a  wealth  of  glory  ftor'd, 
'Twtre  fin  in  heathens  not  to  have  ador*d. 

How  great,  how  firm,  how  facred  all  appears ! 
How  worthy  an  immortal  round  of  years  ; 
Yet  all  muft  drop,  as  autumn's  ficklieft  grain, 
And  earth  and  firmament  be  fought  in  vain  : 
The  tra&  forgot  Where  conftellations  {hone, 
Or  where  the  Stuarts  fill'd  an  awful  throne  j 
Time  {hall  be  flain,  all  nature  be  deftroy'dj 
Nor  leave  an  atom  in  the  mighty  void, 
Aij 
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Sooner,  or  later,  in  Tome  future  date, 
(A  dreadful  fecret  in  the  book  of  fate  !) 
This  hour,  for  aught  all  human  wifdom  knows, 
Or  when  ten  thoufand  harvefts  more  have  rofe ; 
"When  fcenes  are  chang'd  on  this  revolving  earth, 
Old  empires  fall,  and  give  new  empires  birth  ; 
"While  other  Bourbons  rule  in  other  lands, 
And  (if  man's  fins  forbid  not)  other  Annes ; 
While  the  ft  ill  bufy  world  is  treading  o'er 
The  paths  they  trod  five  thoufand  years  before, 
ThougKtlefs  as  thofe  who  neiv  life's  mazes  run, 
Of  earth  diffolv'd,  or  an  extinguifh'd  fun  j 
(Ye  fubluuary  worlds,  awake,  awake  ! 
Ye  rulers  of  the  nation,  hear,  and  (hake) 
Thick  clouds  of  darknefs  fhall  arife  on  day ; 
In  fudden  night  all  earth's  dominions  lay; 
Impetuous  winds  the  fcatter'd  forefts  rend ; 
Eternal  mountains,  like  their  cedars  bend  ; 
The  valiies  yawn,  the  troubled  ocean  roar, 
And  brtak  the  bondage  of  his  wonted  fhore  ; 
A  fanguine  {lain  the  filver  moon  o'erfpread  ; 
Darknefs  the  circle  of  the  fun  invade ; 
Prom  inmoft  heaven  inctffant  thunders  roll, 
And  the  ftrong  echo  bound  from  pole  to  pole. 

When,  lo,  a  mighty  trump,  one  half  conceal'd 
In  clouds,  one  half  to  mortal  eye  reveal'd, 
Shall  pour  a  dreadful  note  ;  the  piercing  call 
Shall  rattle  in  the  ceutre  of  the  ball; 
Th'  extended  circuit  cf  creation  {hake, 
The  living  die  with  fear,  the  dead  awake. 

Oh  powerful  blaft  !  to  which  no  equal  found 
Did  eVr  the  frighted  ear  of  nature  wound. 
Though  rival  clarions  have  been  ftrain'd  on  high, 
And  kindled  wars  immortal  through  the  fky, 
Though  God's  whole' enginery  difcharg'd,  and  all 
The  rebel  angels  bellcyw'd  in  their  fall. 

Have  angels  finn'd?  and  fhall  not  man  beware? 
How  fhall  a  fun  of  earth  decline  the  fnare  ? 
Not  folded  arms,  and  flacknefs  of  the  mind, 
Can  promife  for  the  fufety  of  mankind  : 
None  arefupincly  good  :  through  care  and  pain, 
And  various  arts,  the  fteep  afcent  we  gain. 
This  is  the  fcene  of  combat,  not  of  reft, 
Man's  is  laborious  happinefs  at  befl ; 
On  this  fide  death  his  dangers  never  ceafe, 
His  joys  are  joys  of  conqueft,  not  of  peace. 

If  then,  pbfequious  to  the  will  of  fate, 
And  bending  to  the  terms  cf  human  ftate, 
When  guilty  joys  invite  us  to  their  arms, 
"When  beauty  fmiles,  or  grandeur  fpreads   her 

charms, 

The  confcious  foul  would  this  great  fcene  difplay 
Call  down  th'  immortal  hotts  in  dread  array, 
The  trumpet  found,  the  Chriftian  banner  fpread, 
And  raife  from  filent  graves  the  trembling  dead 
Such  deep  impreffion  would  the  pi&ure  make, 
&c   power  on  earth  her  firm  refolve  could  fhake 
Ergzg'd  with  angels  fhe  would  greatly  ftand, 
Arid  look  regardlefs  down  on  fea  and  land  ; 
Mot  rrcifFer'd  worlds  her  ardour  could  reftrain, 
An«J  death  might  fhakehis  threatening  lance invain 
Her  certain  conqueft  would  endear  the  fight, 
And  <?an$rer  ferve  but  to  exalt  delight. 

Inftrutfed  thus  to  fhun  the  fatal  fpring, 
Whence  flows  ihe  'terrors  of  that  day  I  fing ; 


vlore  boldly  we  our  labours  may  purfue, 
And  all  the  dreadful  image  fet  to  view. 

The  fparkling  eye,  the  fleek  and  painted  breaft,. 
The  burnifh'd  icale,  curPd  train,  and  rifing  creft, 
All  that  is  lovely  in  the  noxious  fnake, 
Provokes  our  fear,  and  bids  us  flee  the  brake  : 
The  fting  once  drawn,  his  guiltlefs  beauties  rife 
n  pleafing  luftre,  and  detain  our  eyes  ; 
We  view  with  joy,  what  once  did  horror  move, 
And  ftrong  ?.verfion  foftens  into  love. 

Say  then,  my  mufe,  whom  difmal  fcenes  delight, 
Frequent  at  tombs,  and  in  the  realms  of  night ; 
Say,  melancholy  maid,  if  bold  to  dare 
'i  he  laft  extremes  of  terror  and  defpair  ; 
Oh  fay,  what  change  on  earth,  what  heart  in  maw, 
This  blackeft  moment  Cnce  the  world  began. 

Ah  mournful  turn  !  the  blifsful  earth,  who  late 
At  leifure  on  her  axle  roll'd  in  ftate  ; 
While  thoufand  golden  planets  knew  no  reft, 
Still  onward  in  their  circling  journey  preft ; 
A  grateful  change  of  feafons  fome  to  bring, 
And  fweet  viciffitude  of  fall  and  fpring  : 
Some  through  vaft  oceans  to  conduct  the  keel, 
And  fome  thofe  watery  worlds  to  fink,  or  fwell : 
Around  her  fome  their  fplehdours  to  difplay, 
And  gild  her  globe  with  tributary  day  : 
This  world  fo  great,  of  joy  the  bright  abode, 
Heaven's  darling  child,  and  favourite  of  her  God, 
Now  looks  an  exile  from  her  Father's  care, 
Deliver'd  o'er  to  darknefs  and  defpair. 
No  fun  in  radiant  glory  fhines  on  high  ; 
No  light,  but  from  the  terrors  of  the  fky  : 
Fall'n  are  her  mountains,  her  fam'd  rivers  loft, 
And  all  into  a  fecond  chaos  toft  : 
One  univerfal  ruin  fpreads  abroad ; 
Nothing  is  fafe  beneath  the  throne  of  God. 

Such,  earth,  thy  fate :  what  then  canft  thoq. 

afford 

To  comfort  a;?d  fupport  thy  guilty  lord  ? 
Man,  haughty  lord  of  all  beneath  the  moon, 
How  muft  he  bend  his  foul's  ambition  down  ? 
Proftrate,  the  reptile  own,  and  difavow 
His  boafted  flature,  and  affuming  brow  ? 
Claim  kindred  with  the  clay,  and  curfe  his  form, 
That  fpeaks  diftinction  from  his  fifter  worm  ? 
What  dreadful  pangs  the  trembling  heart  invade  ! 
Lord,  why  dolt  thou  forfake  whom  thou  haft  madci 
Who  can  fuftain  thy  anger  ?    Who  can  ftand 
Beneath  the  terrors  of  thy  lifted  hand  ? 
It  flies  the  reach  of  thought ;  oh  fave  me,  Power 
Of  powers  fupreme,  in  that  tremendous  hour  ! 
Thou  who  beneath  the  frown  of  fate  haft  flood, 
And  in  thy  dreadful  agony  fvveat  blood  ; 
Thou,  who  for  me,  through  every  throbbing  vein, 
Haft  felt  fhe  keeneft  edge  of  mortal  pain  ; 
Whom  death  led  captive  through  the  realms  below. 
And  taught  thofe  horrid  myfteiics  of  woe; 
Defend  me,  O  my  God^  Oh  fave  me,  Power 
Of  powers  fupreme,  in  that  tremendous  hour! 

From  eaft  to  weft  they  fly,  from  pole  to  line, 
Imploring  {helter  from  the  wrath  divine  ; 
Beg  flames  to  wrap,  or  whelming  fea  f to  fweepa 
Or  rocks  to  yawn,  compafiionately  deep  : 
Seas  caft  the  monfter  forth  to  meet  his  doom, 
And  rocks  but  prifon  up  for  wrath  to  com?, 
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£o  feres  a  traitor  to  an  earthly  crown  ; 
While  death  fits  threatening  in  his  prince's  frown, 
His  heart's  difmay'd ;  and  now  his  fears  command, 
To  change  his  native  for  a  diftant  land  : 
Swift  orders  fly,  the  king's  fevere  decree 
Stands  in  the  channel,  and  locks  up  the  fea  ; 
The  port  he  feeks,  obedient  to  her  lord, 
Hurls  back  the  rebel  to  his  lifted  fword. 

But  why  this  idle  toil  to  paint  that  day  ? 
This  time  elaborately  thrown  away  ? 
Words  all  in  vain  pant  after  the  diftrefs, 
The  height  of  eloquence  would  make  it  lefs  ; 
Heavens !  how  the  good  man  trembles ! — 

And  is  there  a  Laft  Day  ?  and  muft  there  come 
A  fure,  a  fix'd,  inexorable  doom  ! 
Ambition  fwell,  and,  thy  proud  fails  to  fnow, 
Take  all  the  winds  that  vanity  can  blow  : 
Wealth  on  a  golden  mountain  blazing  {land, 
And  reach  an  India  forth  in  either  hand  ; 
Spread  all  thy  purple  clufters,  tempting  vine, 
And  thou,  more  dreaded  foe,  bright  beauty,  {nine ; 
Shine  all ;  in  all  your  charms  together  rife, 
That  all,  in  all  your  charms,  I  may  defpife, 
While  I  mount  upward  on  a  ftrong  deiire, 
Borne,  like  Elijah,  in  a  car  of  fire. 

In  hopes  of  glory  to  be  quite  involv'd  ! 
To  fmile  at  death  !  to  long  to  be  difiolv'd  ! 
From  our  decays  a  pleafure  to  receive  ! 
And  kindle  into  tranfport  at  a  grave  ! 
What  equals  this  ?  And  fhall  the  vi&or  now 
Boaft  the  proud  laurels  on  his  loaded  brow  ? 
Religion  !  Oh  thou  cherub,  heavenly  bright ! 
Oh  joys  unmix'd,  and  fathomlefs  delight  1 
Thou,  thcu  art  all ;  nor  find  I  in  the  whole 
Creation  aught,  but  God  and  my  own  foul. 

Tor  ever  then  my  foul,  thy  God  adore, 
Nor  let  the  brute  creation  praife  him  more. 
Shall  things  inanimate  my  conducl  blame, 
Andflufli  my  confcious  cheek  with  fpreadingfliame? 
They  all  for  him  purfue,  or  quit  their  end ; 
The  mounting  flames  their  burning  power  fufpend; 
In  folid  heaps  th*  unfrozen  billows  (land, 
To  reft  and  filence  aw'd  by  his  command : 
Nay,  the  dire  monflers  that  infeft  the  flood, 
By  nature  dreadful,  and  athirft  for  blood, 
His  will  can  calm,  their  favage  tempers  bind, 
And  turn  to  mild  protectors  of  mankind. 
Did  not  the  prophet  this  great  truth  maintain 
In  the  deep  chambers  of  the  gloomy  main  ; 
When  darknefs  round  him  all  her  horrors  fpread, 
And  the  loud  ocean  bellow'd  o'er  his  head  ? 

When  now  the  thunder  roars,  the  lightning  flies, 
And  all  the  warring  winds  tumultuous  rife ; 
When  now  the  foaming  furges,  toll  on  high, 
Difclofe  the  farids  beneath*  and  touch  the  Iky ; 
When  death  draws  near,  the  mariners  aghaft 
Look  back  with  terror  on  their  actions  pafi; 
Their  courage  fickens  into  deep  difmay, 
Their  hearts,  through  fear  and  anguifti,  melt 

away; 

Nor  tears,  nor  prayers,  the  tempeft  can  appeafe  ; 
Now  they  devote  their  treafure  to  the  fcas ; 
Unload   their   fhatter'd    barque,    though    richly 

fraught, 
And  thish  the  hopes  of  life  are  cheaply  bought 


With  gems  and  gold  ;  but  oh,  the  ftorm  fo  high  ! 
Nor  gems  nor  gold  the  hopes  of  life  can  bay. 

The  trembling  prophet  then3  themfelves  to  fave, 
They  headlong  plunge  into  the  briny  wave  ; 
Down  he  defcends,  and,  booming  o'er  his  head, 
The  billows  clofe  ;  he's  numbered  with  the  dead, 
(Hear,  O  ye  juft  !  attend,  ye.  virtuous  few  ! 
And  the  bright  paths  of  piety  purfue) 
Lo  !  the  great  Ruler  of  the  worM,  from  high. 
Looks  fmiling  down  with  a  propitious  eye, 
Covers  his  fervant  With  his  gracious  hand, 
And  bids  tempeftuous  nature  filent  ftand  j 
Commands  the  peaceful  waters  to  give  place, 
Or  kindly  fold  him  in  a  foft  embrace  : 
He  bridles  in  the  monflers  of  the  deep  : 
The  bridled  monflers  awful  diftance  keep  I 
Forget  their  hunger,  while  they  view  their  prey  5 
And  guiltlefs  gaze,  and  round  the  ftranger  play.  ' 

But  ftill  arife  new  wonders  ;  nature's  Lord 
Sends  forth  into  the  deep  his  powerful  word, 
And  calls  the  great  leviathan  :  the  great 
Leviathan  attends  in  all  his  ftate  ; 
Exalts  for  j^y,  and,  with  a  mighty  hound,  [found  ; 
Makes  the  fea  fhake,  and  hcav'n  and  earth  re- 
Blackens  the  waters  with  the  rifing  fand, 
And  drives  vaft  billows  to  the  dlflant  land. 

As  yawns  an  earthquake,  when  imprifon'd  ale 
Struggles  for  vent,  and  lays  the  centre  bare, 
The  whale  expands  his  jaws  enormous  fize  ; 
The  prophet  views  the  cavern  with  furprife  ; 
Meafures  his  fnonftrous  teeth,  afar  defcry'd, 
And  rolls  his  wondering  eyes  from  fide  to  fide  : 
Then  takes  poltefllon  of  the  fpacious  feat, 
And  fails  fecure  within  the  dark  retreat. 

Now  is  he  pleas'd  the  northern  blaft  to  hear* 
And  hangs  on  liquid  mountains,  void  of  fear  J 
Or  falls  immers'd  into  the  depths  below; 
Where  the  dead  filent  waters  never  flow; 
To  the  foundations  of  the  hills  convey'd, 
Dwells  in  the  fhelving  mountain's  dreadful  fllade: 
Where  plummet  never  reach'd,he  drawshisbreathj 
And  glides  ferenely  through  the  paths  of  death. 

Two  wondrous  days  and  nights  through  coral 

groves, 

Through  labyrinths  of  rocks  and  fands  he  roves  : 
When  the  third  morning  with  its  level  rays 
The  mountains  gilds,  and  on  the  billows  plays, 
It  fees  the  king  of  waters  rife,  and  pour 
His  facred  gueil  uninjur'd  on  the  ftiore  : 
A  type  of  that  great  blefiing,  which 
In  her  next  labour  ardently  purfues. 

BOOK  II. 
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"  —  —  -  We  hope,  that  the  departed  will  nf« 
"  again  from  the  duft  :  after  which,  like 
"  the  gods,  they  will  be  immortal." 

Now  man  awakes,  and  from  his  filent  bed, 
Where  he  ha*  flept  for  ages,  Hfcs  his  head  $ 
A  ii] 
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Shakes  off  the  {lumber  of  ten  thoufand  years, 

And  on  the  borders  of  new  worlds  appears. 

Whate'er  the  bold,  the  rafn,  adventure  coft, 

In  wide  eternity  1  dare  be  loft. 

The  mufe  is  wont  in  narrow  bounds  to  fing, 

*S*O  teach  the  fivaln^  or  celebrate  the  king. 

1  grafp  the  whole,  nojmore  to  parts  confin'd, 

I  lift  my  voice,  and  fing  to  human  kind : 

I  flag  to  men  and  angels ;  angels  join,         [mine 

While  fuch  the  theme,  their  lacred  fongs  with 

Again  the  trumpet's  intermitted  found 

Rolls  the  wide  circuit  of  creation  round, 

An  univerfal  concourfe  to  prepare 

Of  all  that  ever  breath'd  the  vital  air  : 

In  fome  wick  field,  which  adtive  whirlwinds  fweep 

Drive  cities,  forefts,  mountains,  to  the  deep, 

To  fmooth  and  lengthen  out  th'  unbounded  fpace, 

And  fpread  an  area  for  all  human  race. 

Now  monuments  prove  faithful  to  their  truft, 
And  render  back  their  long-committed  duft. 
Now  charnels  rattle  ;  fcatter'd  limbs,  and  all 
The  various  bones,  obfequious  to  the  call, 
fielf-mov'd,  advance ;  the  neck  perhaps  to  meet 
The  diftant  head,  the  diftant  legs  the  feet. 
Dreadful  to  view,  fee  through  the  duflcy  fky 
Fragments  of  bodies  in  confufion  fly, 
To  diftant  regions  journeying,  there  to  claim 
Deferted  members,  and  complete  the  frame. 
When  the  world  bow'd  to  Rome's  almighty 

fword, 

Rome  bow'd  to  Pompey,  and  confefs'd  her  lord. 
Yet  one  day  loft,  this  deity  below 
Became  the  fcorn  and  pity  of  his  foe. 
His  blood  a  traitor's  facrifice  was  made, 
And  fmok'd  indignant  on  a  ruffian's  blade. 
No  trumpet's  found,  no  gafping  army's  yell, 
JBid,  with  due  horror,  his  great  foul  farewell. 
Obfcure  his  fall !  all  weltering  in  his  gore, 
His  trunk  was  caft  to  perifh  on  the  fhore ! 
While  Julius  frown'd  the  bloody  monfter  dead, 
Who  brought  the  world  in  his  great  rival's  head. 
This  fever'd  head  and  trunk  fhall  join  r-nce  more, 
Though  realms  now  rife  between,  and  oceans  roar. 
The  trumpet's  found  each  fragrant  moteihall  hear, 
Or  fix'd  in  earth,  or  if  afloat  in  air, 
Obey  the  fignal  wafted  in  the  wind, 
And  not  one  fleeping  atom  lag  behind. 

So  fwarming  bees,  that  on  a  fumnaer's  day 
In  airy  rings  and  wild  meanders  play,  [end, 

Charm'd  with  the  brazen  found,  their  wanderings 
And,  gently  circling,  on  a  bough  defcend. 

The  body  thus  renew'd,  the  confcious  foul, 
Which  has  perhaps  been  fluttering  near  the  pole, 
Or  'midft  the  burning  planets  wondering  ftray'd, 
Or  hover'd  e'er  where  her  pale  corpfe  was  laid  : 
Or  rather  coafted  on  her  final  flate, 
And  fear'd,  or  wifh'd  for,  her  appointed  fate ; 
This  foul,  returning  with  a  conftant  flame, 
Now  weds  for  ever  her  immortal  frame. 
Life,  which  ran  down  before,  fo  high  is  wound, 
The  fprings  maintain  an  everlatting  round. 
Thus  a  frail  model  of  the  work  defign'd 
Firft  takes  a  copy  of  the  builder's  mind, 
Before  the  ftru&ure  firm  with  lading  oak, 
And  marble  bowels  of  the  fclid  rock, 


Turns  the  ftrong  arch,  and  bids  the  colamns  rife- 
And  bear  the  lofty  palace  to  the  flcies; 
The  wrongs  of  time  enabled  to  furpafs, 
With  bars  of  adamant,  and  ribs  of  brafs. 

That  ancient,  facred,  and  illuftrious  *  dome, 
Where  foon  or  late  fair  Albion's  heroes  come, 
From  camps,  and  courts,  though  great,  or  wife,  01 
To  feed  the  worm,  and  moulder  into  duft;     [juft 
That  folemn  manfion  of  the  royal  dead, 
Where  palling  flaves  o'er  fleeping  monarch's  tread 
Now  populous  o'erflows  :  a  numerous  race 
Of  rifing  kings  fill  all  th'  extended  fpace  : 
A  life  well  fpent,  not  the  victorious  fword, 
Awards  the  crown,  and  ftyles  the  greater  lord. 

Nor  monuments  alone,  and  burial-earth, 
Labours  with  man  to  this  his  fccond  birtbr; 
But  where  gay  palaces  in  pomp  arife, 
And  gilded  threatres  invade  the  fkics, 
Nations  fhall  wake,  whofe  unrefpe&ed  bone* 
Support  the  pride  of  their  luxurious  fons. 
The  moft  magnificent  and  coftly  dome 
Is  but  an  upper  chamber  to  a  tomb. 
No  fpot  on  earth  but  has  fupply'd  a  grave, 
And  human  flculls  the  fpacious  ocean  pave. 
All's  full  of  man  ;  and,  at  this  dreadful  turn, 
The  fwarm  fhall  ifTue,  and  the  hive  fhall  burn. 

Not  all  at  once,  nor  in  like  manner,  rife  : 
Some  lift  with  pain  their  flow  unwilling  eyes ; 
Shrink  backward  from  the  terror  of  the  light, 
And  blefs  the  grave,  and  call  for  lafting  night. 
Others,  whofe  long-attempted  virtue  ftood 
Fix'd  as  a  rock*,  and  broke  the  rufhing  flood, 
Whofe  firm  refolve  nor  beauty  could  melt  downy 
Nor  raging  tyrants  from  their  pofture  frown ; 
Such,  in  this  day  of  horrors,  fhall  be  feen 
To  face  the  thunders  with  a  godlike-mien; 
The  planets  drop,  their  thoughts  are  fix'd  above; 
The  centre  fhakes,  their  hearts  difdain  to  move : 
An  earth  diffolving,  and  a  heaven  thrown  wide, 
A  yawning  gulf,  and  fiends  on  every  fide, 
Serene  they  view,  impatient  of  delay, 
And  blefs  the  dawn  of  everlalling  day. 

Here  greatnefs  proftrate  falls,  there  ftrength 

gives  place, 

Here  lazars  fmik,  there  beauty  hides  her  face. 
Chriftians,  and  Jews,  and  Turks,  and  Pagans  ftand 
A  blended  throng,  one  undiftinguifh'd  band. 
Some  who,  perhaps,  by  mutual  wounds  expir'd, 
With  zeal  for  their  diftiR<5t  perfuafions  fir'd, 
In  mutual  friendship  their  long  flumber  break, 
And  hand  in  hand  their  Saviour's  love  partake. 

But  none  are  flufli'd  with  brighter  joy,  or  warm 
With  jufter  confidence,  enjoy  the  florm, 
Than  thole  whofe  pious  bounties  unconfin'd 
Have  made  them  public  fathers  of  mankind, 
tn  that  illuftrious  rank,  what  fliining  light 
With  fuch  diftinguifh'd  glory  fills  my  fight  ? 
Bend  down,  my  grateful  mufe,  that  homage  fhow 
Which  to  fuch  worthies  thou  art  proud  to  owe. 
Wickham!  Foxl  Chichiey!  hail,  illuftrious  *  names, 
Who  to  far  diflant  times  difpenfe  your  beams; 

*   Wtfminjler  Alley. 
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tK  your  (Hades,  and  near  your  cryftal  fprings, 
1  firft  prefum'd  to  touch  the  trembling  firings. 
All  hail,  thrice  honour'd  !    Twas  your  great  re- 
To  hlefs  a  people,  and  oblige  a  crown.  [nowii 

And  now  you  rife,  eternally  to  fhine, 
Eternally  to  drink  the  rays  divine. 

Indulgent  God  !  Oh,  how  fhall  mortal  raife 
His  foul  to  due  returns  of  grateful  praife, 
For  bounty  fo  profufe  to  human  kind, 
Thy  wondrous  gift  of  an  eternal  mind  ? 
Shall  I,  who  fome  few  years  ago  was  lefs 
Than  worm,  or  mite,  or  fhadow,  can  exprefs, 
Was  nothing ;  fhall  1  live,  when  every  fire 
And  every  ftar  fhall  languifh  and  expire  ? 
When  earth's  no  more,  fhall  I  furvive  above, 
And  through  the  radiant  files  of  angels  move  ? 
Or,  as  before  the  throne  of  God  1  ftand, 
See  new  worlds  rolling  from  his  fpacious  hand, 
Where  our  adventures  fhall  perhaps  be  taught, 
As  we  now  tell  how  Michael  fung  or  fought ; 
All  that  has  being  in  full  concert  join, 
And  celebrate  the  depths  of  love  divine. 

But  oh  !  before  this  blifsful  ftate,  before 
Th'  afpiring  foul  this  wondrous  height  can  foar, 
The  Judge,  defccnding,  thunders  from  afar, 
And  all  mankind  is  fummon'd  to  the  bar. 

This  mighty  fcene  I  next  prefume  to  draw : 
Attend,  great  Anna,  with  religious  awe. 
Expect  not  here  the  known  fuccefsful  arts 
To  win  attention,  and  command  our  hearts  : 
Fiction^  be  far  away ;  let  no  machine 
Defcending  here,  no  fabled  God,  be  feen  ; 
Behold  the  God  of  Gods  indeed  defcend, 
And  worlds  unnumber'd  his  approach  attend  ! 

L,o  !  the  wide  theatre,  whofe  ample  fpace 
Muft  entertain  the  whole  of  human  race, 
At  heaven's  all-powerful  edict  ts  prepar'd, 
And  fenc'd  around  with  an  immortal  guard. 
Tribes,  provinces,  dominions,  worlds,  o'erflow 
The  mighty  plain,  and  deluge  all  below  :    , 
And  every  age  and  nation  pours  along ; 
Mrmrod  and  Bourbon  mingle  in  the  throng : 
Adam  falutes  his  youngeft  fon ;  no  fign 
Of  all  thofe  ages  which  their  births  disjoin. 

How  empty  learning,  and  how  vain  is  art, 
Bat  as  it  mends  the  life,  and  guides  the  heart ! 
What  volumes  have  been  fweli'd,  what  time  been 

fpent, 

To  fix  a  hero's  birth-day  or  defcent ••! 
What  joy  mud  it  now  yield,  what  rapture  raife, 
To  fee  the  glorious  race  of  ancient  days; 
To  greet  thofe  worthies,  who  perhaps  have  flood 
llluftrious  on  record  before  the  flood  1 
Alas  !  a  nearer  care  your  foul  demands. 
Csefar  unnoted  in  your  prefence  ftands. 

How  vaft  the  concourfe  !  not  in  number  more 
The  waves  that  break  on  the  refounding  fhore, 
The  leaves  that  tremble  in  the  fhady  grove, 
The  lamps  that  gild  the  fpangled  vaults  above : 
Thofe  overwhelming  armies,  whofe  command 
Said  to  one  empire,/*?//,  another,  fiand ; 
Whole  rear  lay  wrapt  in  night,  while  breaking 

dawn 

Rous'd  the  broad  front,  and  call'd  the  battle  on : 
Greac  Xerxes'  world  in  arms,  proud  Cannae's  field, 
Where  Carthage  taught  vi<ifcuriyu«  Rome  to  yield, 


(Another  blow  had  broke  the  fate's  decree. 
And  earth  had  wanted  her  fourth  monarchy) 
Immortal  Blenheim,  fam'd  Ramillia's  hoft, 
They  all  are  here,  and  here  they  all  are  loft : 
Their  millions  iwell  to  be  difcern'd  in  vain, 
Loll  as  a  billow  in  th'  unbounded  main. 

"This  echoing  voice  now  rends  the  yielding  air, 
"  For  judgment,  judgment,  fons  of  men  prepare  !" 
Earth  fhakes  anew ;  I  hear  her  groans  profound  ; 
And  hell  through  all  her  trembling  realms  refound. 

Whoe'er  thou  art,  chou  greatest  power  of  earth, 
Bleft  with  mnft  equal  planets  at  thy  birth  ; 
Whofe  valour  drew  the  riioft  fuccefsful  fword, 
Moft  realms  united  in  one  common  lord ; 
Who,  on  the  day  of  triumph,  faidft,  Be  thine 
The  fkies,  Jehovah,  all  this  world  is  mine  : 
Dare  not  to  lift  thine  eye — Alas  !  my  mufe, 
How  art  thou  loft!  what  numbers  canft  thouchoofe? 
A  fu'dden  blufh  inflames  the  waving  fky, 
And  now  the  crimfon  curtains  open  fly  ; 
Lo  !  far  within,  and  far  above  all  height, 
Where  heaven's  great  Sovereign  reigns  in  worldV 

of  light, 

Whence  nature  He  inform",  and  with  one  ray 
Shot  from  his  eye,  does  all  her  works  furvey, 
Greats, fupports,  confounds!  Where  time  and //*/r  *  3 
Matter,  and  form,  and  fortune,  life,  and  grace, 
Wait  humbly  at  the  fogtflool  of  their  God, 
And  move  obedient  at  his  awful  nod; 
Whence  he  beholds  us  vagrant  emmets  crawl 
At  random  on  this  air  fufpended  ball 
(Speck  of  creation)  >  if  he  pour  one  breath, 
The  bubble  breaks,  and  'tis  eternal  death. 

Thence  iffuing  I  behold  (but  mortal  fight 
Suflains  not  fuch  a  rufhing  fea  of  light) 
I  fee,  on  an  empyreal  flying  thr6ne 
Sublimely  rais'd,  Heaven's  everlafting  SON  • 
Crown'd  with  that  majefty  that  form'd  the  world. 
And  the  grand  rebel  flaming  downward  hurl'd, 
Virtue^  dominion,  praife,  omnipotence, 
Support  the  train  of  their  triumphant  prince. 
A  zone,  beyond  the  thought  of  angels  bright, 
Around  him,  like  the  zodiac,  winds  its  light. 
Night  fhades  the  folemn  arches  of  his  brows,, 
And  in  his  cheek  the  purple  morning  glows. 
Where'er  ferene  he  turns  propitious  eyes, 
Or  we  expect,  or  find,  a  paradjfe  : 
But  if  refentment  reddens  their  mild  beams,? 
The  Eden  kindles,  and  the  world's  in  flames. 
On  one  hand,  Knowledge  fhines  in  pureft  light* 
On  one,  the  fword  of  Juftice,  fiercely  bright. 
NOTV  bend  the  knee  in  iport,  prefent  the  reed  ; 
Now  tell  the  fcourg'd  Impdftor  he  fha,li  bleed  ! 

Thus  glorious  through  the  courts  of  heaven,  the" 

iource 

Of  life  and  death  eternal  bends  his  ccmrfe ; 
Loud  thunders  round  him  roll,  and  lightning?  play- 
Th'  angelic  hoft  is  rang'd  in  bright  array  :    [fhell. 
Some  touch  the  firing,  fome  ftrike  the  founding 
And  mingling  voices  in  rich  concert  fvvell  j 
Voices  feraphic  ;  blefl  with  fuch  a  ftrain, 
Could  Satan  hear,  he  were  a  god  again. 

Triumphant  King  of  Glory  :  Soul  of  Blifs' 
What  a  ftupcndous  tarn  of  fate  is  this? 
O  !  whither  art  thou  rais'd  above  the  fcorja 
And  indigence  of  him  in  Beth'km  bui.u  ; 
A  ii.ij 
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A  needlefs,  helplefs,  unaccounted,  gueft, 

And  but  a  fecond  to  the  fodder 'd  bead  ? 

How  chang'd  from  him,  who  meekly  proftrate  laid, 

Vouchfaf 'd  to  wafh  the  feet  himfelf  had  made  ? 

From  bim  who  was  betray'd,  forfook,  deny'd, 

Wept,  languifh'd,  pray'd,  bled,  thirflcd,  groan'd, 

and  dy'd ; 

Hung  pierc'd  and  bare,  infulted  by  the  foe,  [low  ? 
All  heaven  in  tears  above,  earth  unconcern'd  be- 

And  was't  enough  to  bid  the  fun  retire  ? 
Why  did  not  nature  at  thy  groan  expire  ? 
I  fee,  I  hear,  I  feel,  the  pangs  divine  ; 
The  world  is  vanifh'd — I  am  wholly  thine, 

Miftaken  Caiaphas  !  Ah  !  which  blafphem'd ; 
Thou,  or  thy  prifoner  ?  which  fhall  be  condemn'd  ? 
Well  might'ft  thou  rend  thy  garments,  well  ex 
claim  } 

Deep  are  the  horrors  of  eternal  flame  ! 
But  God  is  good  !  *  Tis  wond'rous  all !  Ev'n  he 
Thou  gav'ft  to  death,  fhame,  torture,  dy'd  for  thee. 
Now  the  defcending  triumph  flops  its  flight,     ' 
7rom  earth  full  twice  a  planetary  height. 
There  all  the  clouds  condens'd,  two  columns  raife, 
Diftind:  with  orient  veins  and  golden  blaze. 
One  fix'd  on  earth,  and  one  in  fea,  and  round 
Its  ample  foot  the  fwelling  billows  found. 
Thefe  an  immeafurable  arch  fupport, 
7'he  grand  tribunal  of  this  awful  court. 
Sheets  of  bright  azure,  from  the  pureft  flcy, 
Stream  from  the  crydal  arch,  and  round  the  co 
lumns  fly. 

Death,  wrapt  in  chains,  low  at  the  bafis  lies, 
And  on  the  point  of  his  own  arrow  dies. 

Here  high  enthron'd  th*  Eternal  Judge  is  plac'd, 
With  all  the  grandeur  of  his  godhead  grac'd  ; 
Stars  on  his  robes  in  beauteous  order  meet, 
And  the  fun  burns  beneath  his  awful  feet. 

Now  an  archangel  eminently  bright, 
From  off  his  filver  ftaff  of  wond'rous  height, 
tJnfurl&  the  Chriftian  flag,  which  waving  flies, 
And  fhuts  and  opens  more  than  half  the  fkies  : 
The  crofs  fo  ftrong  a  red,  it  fheds  a  ftain, 
Where'er  it  floats,  on  earth,  in  air,  or  main; 
Flushes  the  hill,  and  fets  on  fire  the  wood, 
And  turns  the  decp-dy'd  ocean  into  blood. 
Oh,  formidable  glory  !   dreadful  bright  ! 
Refulgent  torture  to  the  guilty  fight. 
Ah  turn  !   unwary  mufe,  nor  dare  reveal 
What  horrid  thoughts  with  the  polluted  dwell. 
Say,  (not  to  make  the  _/!/;»  fhrink  in  his  beam) 
Dare  not  affirm,  they  wifh  it  all  a  dream  j 
Wifh,  or  their  fouls  may  with  their  limbs  decay, 
Or  God  be  fpoil'd  of  his  eternal  fway. 
But  rather,  if  thou  know'ft  the  means,  unfold 
How  thty  with  tranfport  might  the  fcene  behold. 

Ah  how!  but  by  repentance,  by  a  mind 
Quick,  and  fevere  its  own  offence  to  find  ? 
By  tears,  and  groans,  and  never-ceafing  care, 
And  all  the  pious  violence  of  prayer  ? 
Thus  then,  with  fervency  till  now  unknown, 
I  cad  my  heart  before  th'  eternal  throne, 
In  this  great  temple,  which  the  Ikies  furround, 
For  homage  Jo  its  Lord,  a  narrow  boucd. 

"  O  thou  !  whofe  balance  does  the  mountains 

"  weigh, 
Whofe  will  the  wild  tumultuous  few  obey, 


"  Whofe  breath  can  turn  thofe  watery  worlds  t* 

"  flame, 

'*  That  flame  to  temped,  and  that  temped  tame ; 
"  Earth's  meanefl  fon,all  trembling,  proflrate  falls, 
"  And  on  the  boundlefs  of  thy  goodnefs  calls. 

*'  Oh  !  give  the  winds  all  pad  offence  to  fweep, 
"  To  fcatter  wide,  or  bury  in  the  deep : 
"  Thy  power,  my  weaknefs,  may  1  ever  fee, 
"  And  wholly  dedicate  my  foul  to  thee  : 
"  Reign'd  o'er  my  will ;  my  paifions  ebb  and  flow 
u  At  thy  command,  nor  human  motive  know  ! 
"  If  anger  boil,  let  anger  be  my  praife, 
"  And  fin  the  graceful  indignation  raife. 
"  My  love  be  warm  to  fuccour  the  diftrefs'd, 
"  And  lift  the  burden  from  the  foul  opprefs'd. 
"  Oh,  may  my  underdanding  ever  read 
"  This  glorious  volume,  which  thy  wifdom  made ! 
"  Who  decks  the  maiden  fpring  with  flowery  pride? 
"  Who  calls  forth  fummer,  like  a  fparkling  bride  ? 
"  Who  joys  the  mother  autumn's  bed  to  crown  I 
"  And  bids  old  winter  lay  her  honours  down  ! 
"  Not  the  great  Ottoman,  or  greater  Czar, 
"  Not  Europe's  al)itrefs  of  peace  and  war. 
'*  May  fea  and  land,  and  earth  and  heaven  be  join'd, 
"  To  bring  th'  Eternal  Author  to  my  mind  1 
f<  When  oceans  roar,  or  awful  thunders  roll, 
"  May  thoughts  of  thy  dread  vengeance  fhake  my 

foul! 

"  When  earth's  in  bloom,  or  planets  proudly  fliinc, 
"  Adore,  my  heart,  the  Majefty  Divine  ! 

"  Through  every  fcene  of  life,  or  peace,  or  war, 
"  Plenty,  cr  want,  thy  glory  be  my  care  ! 
"  Shine  we  in  arms  ?  or  fin g  beneach  our  vine  ? 
"  Thine  is  the  vintage,  and  the  conqued  thine  : 
"  Thy  pleafure  points  the  fhaft,  and  bends  the  bowj 
"  The  clufter  bla{ls,,cr  bids  it  brightly  glow: 
"  Tis  thou  that  lead'd  cur  powerful  armies  forth, 
"  And  giv'd  great  Anne  thy  fceptre  o'er  the  north. 

"  Grant  I  may  ever,  at  the  morning-ray, 
"  Open  with  prayer  the  confecrated  day ; 
"  Tune  thy  great  praife,  and  bid  my  foul  arife, 
"  And  with  the  mounting  fun  afcend  the  ikies : 
"  As  that  advances,  let  my  zeal  improve, 
"  And  glow  with  ardour  of  confummate  love  ; 
"  Nor  ceafe  at  eve,  but  with  the  fetting  fun 
"  My  endlefs  worfhip  (hall  be  dill  begun. 

And,  oh  !  permit  the  gloom  of  folemn  night 
"  To  facred  thought  may  forcibly  irrvite. 
"  When  this  world's  fhut,  and  awful  planets  rife, 
"  Call  on  our  minds,  and  raife  them  to  the  fkies ; 
"  Compofe  our  fouls  with  a  ieis  dazzling  fight, 
"  And  fliow  all  nature  in  a  milder  light ; 
"  How  every  boifterous  thought  in  calms  fubfides! 
"  How  the  fmooth'd  fpirit  into  goodnefs  glides  ! 
*'  O  how  divine  !  to  tread  the  mitky  way, 
"   i  o  the  bright  palace  of  the  .Lord  of  Day  ; 
"  His  court  admire,  or  for  his  favour  fue, 
"  Or  leagues  of  friendfhip  with  his  faints  renew  ; 
"  Pleas'd  to  look  down,  and  fee  the  world  afleep, 
"  While  I  long  vigils  to  its  founder  keep  ! 

"  Cand  thou  not  fhake  the  centre?  Oh  1  controul 
"  Subdue 'by  force,  the  rebel  in  my  foul  : 
"  Thou,  who  cand  dill  the  raging  of  the  flood, 
"  Redrain  the  various  tumults  of  my  blood  ; 
"  Teach  me  with  equal  firnonefs  to  fudain 
"  Alluring  pleafure,  and  afiaulting  paia, 
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'  0  may  T  pant  for  thce  in  each  defire  ! 

f  And  with  ftrong  faith  foment  the  holy  fire  ! 

'  Stretch  out  my  foul  in  hope,  and  grafp  the  prize, 

'  Which  in  eternity's  deep  bofom  lies ! 

1  At  the  great  day  of  recompence  behold, 

'  Devoid  of  fear,  the  fatal  book  unfold  ! 

'  Then  wafted  upward  to  the  blifsful  feat, 

[  From  age  to  age,  my  grateful  fong  repeat ; 

c  My  light,  my  life,  my  God,  my  Saviour  fee, 

;  And  rival  angels  in  the  praife  of  thee." 


BOOK  III. 

"  Efle  quoque  in  fatis  reminifcitur,  affore  tempus, 
'*  Quo  mare,  quo  tellus,  correptaque  regia  cceli 
"  Ardeat ;  et  mundi  moles  opcrofa  laboret." 

OVID.  MET. 

THE  book  unfolding;  the  refplendent  feat 
Of  faint?  and  angels ;  the  tremendous  fate 
Of  guilty  fouls;  the  gloomy  realms  of  woe  ; 
And  all  the  horrors  of  the  world  below ; 
I  next  preiume  to  fing :   What  yet  remains 
Demands  my  laft,  but  moft  exalted  ftrains. 
And  let  the  mufe  br  now  affcd  the  iky, 
Or  in  inglorious  (hades  for  ever  lie'. 
She  kindles,  {he's  inflam'd  fo  near  the  goal ; 
She  mounts,  fhe  gains  upon  the  ftarry  pole; 
The  world  grows  lefs  as  ihe  purfues  her  flight, 
And  the  fun  darkens  to  her  diftant  fight. 
Heaven  opening,  all  its  facred  pomp  difplays, 
And  overwhelms  her  with  the  rufhing  blaz-e  ! 
The  triumph  rings  1  archangels  fhout  around  ! 
And  echoing  nature  lengthens  out  the  found  ! 

Ten  thoufand  trumpets  no-w  at  once  advance; 
Noiv  deepeft  filence  lulls  the  vaft  expanfe  : 
So  deep  the  filence,  and  fo  ftrong  the  blaft, 
As  nature  dy'd,  when  (he  had  groan'd  her  laft. 
Nor  man,  nor  angel,  moves ;  the  Judge  on  high 
Looks  round,  and  with  his  glory  fills  the  fky  : 
Then  on  the  fatal  book  his  hand  he  lays, 
Which  high  to  view  fupportmg  feraphs  raife ; 
In  folemn  form  the  rituals  are  prepar'd, 
The  feal  is  broken,  and  a  groan  is  heard. 
And  thou,  my  foul,  (oh  fall  to  fi?dden  prayer, 
And  let  the   thought  fink  deep  !)   {halt  thuu  be 
there  ? 

See  on  the  left  (for  by  the  great  command 
The  throng  divided  falls  on  either  hand;) 
How  weak,  how  pale,  how  haggard, how  obfcene, 
What  more  than  death  in  every  face  and  mien  ? 
With  what  diftrefs,  and  glarings  of  affright, 
They  fhock  the  heart,  and  turn  away  the  fight  ? 
In  gloomy  orbs  their  trembling  eye-balls  roll, 
And  tell  the  horrid  fecrets  of  the  foul. 
Each  gefture  mourns,  each  look  is  black  with  care, 
And  every  groan  is  ioaden  with  defpair. 
Reader,  if  guilty,  fpare  the  mufe,  and  find 
A  truer  image  piclur'd  in  thy  mind. 

Shouldft  thou  behold  thy  brother,  father,  wife, 
And  all  the  foft  companions  of  thy  life, 
Whofe  blended  interefls  levelFd  at  one  aim, 
Whofe  mix'd  defires  fcnt  up  one  common  flame, 
Divided  far  ;  thy  wretched  felf  alone 
Caft  on  the  left,  of  all  whom  thou  haft  known ; 


How  would  it  wound  ?    What  millions  wouldik 

thou  give 

For  one  more  trial,  one  more  day  to  live  ? 
Flung  back  in  time  an  hpur,  a  moment's  fpace, 
To  grafp  with  eagernefs  the  means  of  grace ; 
Contend  for  mercy  with  a  pious  rage, 
And  in  that  moment  to  redeem  an  age  ? 
Drive  back  the  tide,  fufpend  a  ftorm  in  air, 
Arreft  the  fun  ;  but  ftill  of  this  defpair. 

Mark,  on  the  right,  how  amiable  a  grace  ! 
Their  Maker's  image  frelh  in  every  face! 
What  purple  bloom  my  ravifh'd  foul  admires, 
And  their  eyes  fparkling  with  immortal  fires  I 
Triumphant  beauty  !  charms  that  rife  above 
This  world,  and  in  bleft  angels  kindle  love  ! 
To  the  Great  Judge  with  holy  pride  they  turn3 
And  dare  behold  th'  Almighty's  anger  barn  ; 
Its  flafh  fuftain,  againft  its  terror  rile, 
And  on  the  dread  tribunal  fix  their  eyes. 
Are  thefe  the  forms  that  moulder'd  in  the  duft  I 
Oh  the  tranfcendent  glory  of  the  juft  ! 
Yet  ftill  fome  thin  remains  of  fear  and  doubt, 
Th'  infected  brightnefs  of  their  joy  pollute. 

Thus  the  chatle  bridegroom,  when  the  prleft 

draws  nigh, 

Beholds  his  blefiing  with  a  trembling  eye, 
Feels  doubtful  paflions  throb  in  every  vein, 
And  in  his  cheeks  are  mingled  joy  and  pain, 
Left  ftill  fome  intervening  chance  fliould  rife, 
Leap  forth  at  once,  and  fnatch  the  golden  prize] 
Inflame  his  woe,  by  bringing  it  fo  late, 
And  ftab  him  in  the  crifis  of  his  fate. 

Since  Adam's  family,  from  firft  to  laft, 
Now  into  one  diftinct  furvey  is  caft ; 
Lork  round,  vain-glorious  mufe,  and  you  whoe'er 
Devote  yourfelves  to  fame,  and  think  her  fair  ; 
Look  round,  and  feck  the  lights  of  human  race, 
Whofe  {hining  a£s  time's  brighteft  annals  grace  ; 
Who  founded  fe&s ;  crowns  conquer'd,  or  refipn'd; 
Gave  names  to  nations  ;  or  faru'd  empires  join'd  ; 
Who  rais'd  the  vale,  and  laid  the  mountain  low  9 
And  taught  obedient  rivers  where  to  flow  ; 
Who  with  vaft  fleets,  as  with  a  mighty  chain, 
Could  bind  the  madnefs  of  the  roaring  main  : 
All  loft?  all  undiftingtiifh'd  ?  no-where  found? 
How  will  this  truth  in  Bourbon's  palace  found  ? 
That  hour,    on  which    th'  Almighty  King  on 

high 

From  all  eternity  has  fix'd  his  eye, 
Whether  hia  right-hand  favour'd,  or  annoy'd, 
Continued,  alter'd,  threaten'd,or  deftroy'd  ; 
Southern  or  eaftern  fceptre  downward  hurl'd, 
Gave  north  or  weft  dominion  o'er  the  world  ; 
The  point  of  time,  for  which  the  world  was  bulks, 
For  which  the  blood  of  God  himfelf  was  fpilt, 
That  dreadful  moment  is  arriv'd — 

Aloft,  the  feats  of  blifs  their  pomp  clifplay 
Brighter  than  brightnefs,  this  diftinguifh'd  day ; 
Lcfs  glorious,  when  of  old  th'  eternal  Son 
From  realms  of  night  return'd  with  trophies  won; 
Through  heaven's  high  gates,  when  he  triumph 
ant  rode, 

And  (homing  angels  hail'd  the  victor  God. 
Horrors,  beneath,  darknefs  in  darknefs,  hell 
Of  hell,  where  toraients  behind  tormeuts  dw-;i" . ; 


;• 
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A  furnace  formidable,  deep,  and  wide, 
O'er-boiling  with  a  mail  fulphureous  tide, 
^Expands  its  jaws,  mo  2.  dreadful  tofurvey, 
And  roars  outrageous  for  the  tleftin'd  prey. 
The  fons  of  light  fcarce  unappall'd  look  down, 
And  nearer  prefs  heaven's  everlafting  throne. 

Such  is  the  fcene  ;  and  one  ftiort  moment's  fpace 
Concludes  the  hopes  and  fears  of  human  race. 
Proceed  \vhodares  '  —  I  tremble  as  1  write  ; 
The  whole  creation  fwims  before  my  fight  : 
I  fet,  I  fee,  the  Judge's  frowning  brow  ; 
Say  not,  'tis  diftant  ;   I  behold  it  now  ; 
I  faint,  my  tardy  blood  forgets  to  flow, 
My  foul  recoils  at  the  ftupendous  woe  ; 
That   woe,   thofe  pangs,    which  from  the  guilty 

breaft, 
In  thefe,  or  words  like  thefe,  fliall  be  expreft. 

"   Who  btirft  the  barriers  of  my  peaceful  grave? 
**  Ah  !  cruel  death,  that  would  no  longer  fave, 
"  But  grudg'd  me  e'en  that  narrow  dark  abode, 
*'  And  catl  me  out  into  the  wrath  of  God  ; 
*'  Where  ihrieks,  the  roaring  flame,  the  rattling 

"  chain, 

*'  And  all  the  dreadful  eloquence  of  pain, 
4£  Our  only  fong  ;  black  fire's  malignanr  light, 
*c  The  fole  refrefhmtnt  of  the  blafted  fight. 
«'  Muft  all  thofe  powers,  heaven  gave  me  to  fupply 
«e  My  foul  with  pleafurc,  and  bring  in  my  joy, 
*'  Rife  up  in  arms  againll  me,  join  the  foe, 
<*   Senfe^  revfon,  memery,  increafe  my  woe  ? 
*•  And  fhail  my  voice,  ordain'd  on  hymns  to  dwell, 
*'  Corrupt  to  groans,  and  blow  the  firts  of  hell  ? 
«'  Oh  1  muft  1  look  with  terror  on  my  gain, 
"  A.rxl  with  exijlence  only  meafure/a/w  ? 
**  What  !  no  reprieve,  no  leait  indulgence  given, 
•«  No  beam  of  hope,  from  any  point  of  heaven! 
"  Ah  Mercy  !   Mercy  !  art  tiiou  dead  above  ? 
*{  Is  love  extinguifh'd  in  the  fource  of  love  ? 
*'  Bold  that   I  am,  did  heaven  iloop  down  to 


Th'  expiring  Lord  of  life  my  ranfom  feal? 
Have  I  not  Been  inuuftrious  to  provoke? 
From  his  embraces  obftinately  broke  ? 
Purfued,  and  panted  for  his  mortal  hate, 
Earn'd  my  deftrudlion,  labour'd  out  my  fate  ? 
And  dare  I  on  .extinguifh'd  love  exclaim  ? 
Take,  take  full  vengeauce,  roufc  the  flackcning 

"  flame; 

Juft  is  my  lot  —  but  oh  !  muft  it  tranfcsr.d 
The  reach  of  time,  defpair  a  diflant  end  ? 
With  dreadful  growth  fhoot  forward,  and  arife, 
Where  thought   can't  follow,  and  bold  fancy 

"  dies  1  [found? 

'•  NEt/ER  !  where  falls  the  foul  at  that  dread 
Down  an  abyfs  how  dark,  and  how  profound  ? 
Down,  down,  (I  ilill  am  failing,  horrid  pain  l) 
Ten  thoufand  thoufand  fathoms  ftili  remain  ; 
My  plunge  but  Itill  begun  —  And  this  for  iin  ! 
Could  I  offend,  if  I  had  never  been, 
But  ftill  increas'd  the  lenielefs  happy  mafs, 
Flow'd  in  the  ftream,  or  fliiver'd  in  the  grafs  ? 
"   Father  of  mercies  !  why  from  fiient  earth 
Didft  thou  awake,  and  curfe  me  into  birth, 
Tear  me  from  quiet,  raviih  me  from  night, 
And  make  a  fhaiikleis  prcfsnt  of  thy  light  ? 


"  Pufh  into  being  a  reverfe  of  thee, 
"  And  animate  a  clod  with  mifcry  ! 

"  The  beads  are  happy  ;  they  come  forth,  and 
"  Short  watch  on  earth,  and  then  lie  down  to  fleep. 
"  Pain  is  for  man  ;  and  oh  '.  how  vaft  a  pain 
"  For  crimes,  which  made  the  Godhead  bleed  ii* 

"  vain  ? 

"  Annull'd  his  groans,  as  far  as  in  them  lay, 
"   And  flung  his  agonies,  and  death,  away  ? 
"  As  our  dire  puniihment  lor  ever  ftrong, 
"  Our  conftitution  too  for  ever  young. 
"  Curs'd  with  returns  of  vigour,  ftili  the  fame 
"  Powerful  to  bear,  and  fatisfy  the  flame  : 
"  Still  to  be  caught,  and  ftill  to  be  purfued  ! 
"  To  perifli  ftill,  and  ftill  to  be  renew'd ! 

"  And  this,  my  Help  !  my  God  !  at  thy  decree  ? 
"  Nature  is  chang'd,  and  bell  fhouldfuttour  me. 
"  And  canft  thou  then  look  down  from  i>erfe<5fc 

"  blifs, 

"  And  fee  me  plunging  in  the  dark  abyfs  ^ 
"  Calling  thee  Father,  in  a  fea  of  fire  ? 
"  Or  pouring  blafphernies  at  thy  deftre  ? 
"  With  mortals  anguiih  wilt  thou  raife  thy  nam«, 
"  And  by  my  pangs  omnipotence  proclaim  ? 

"  Thou,  who  canft  tofs  the  planets  to  and  fro, 
"  Contradt  not  thy  great  vengeance  to  my  woe  ; 
"  Crufti  worlds  ;  in  hotter  flames  fall'n  angelt 

«  lay; 

"  On  me  Almighty  wrath  is  caft  away. 
"  Call  back  thy  thunders,  Lord,  hold  in  thy  rage, 
"   Nor  with  a  Ipeck  of  wrttchednefs  engage  : 
"  Forget  me  quite,  nor  ftoop  a  worm  to  blame  s- 
"   But  lofe  me  in  the  greatntfs  of  thy  name. 
"  Thou  art  all  love,  ah  mercy,  ail  divine, 
"  And  fhall  I  make  thofe  glories  ceafe  to  fliine  ? 

Shall  finfiul  man  grow  great  by  his  offence, 
"   And  from  its  courfe  turn  back  Omnipotence  ? 

'•   Forbid  it !   and  oh  :  grant,  great  &W,  at  ieuft 
'  This  one,  this  (lender,  almoft  no  requeft  ; 
"  When  1  have  wept  a  thoufand  lives  away, 
"   When  torment  is  grown  weary  of  its  prty, 
"  When  I  have  rav'd  ten  thoufand  years  in  fire, 
"  Ten  thoufand  thoufand,  let  me  then  expire." 

Deep  anguifh  !   but  too  late  ;  the  hopeiefs  foul 
Bound  to  the  bottom  of  the  burning  pool, 
fhoi-gh  loth,  and  ever  loud  blafpherning,  owns 
He's  juftly  doom'd  to  pour  eternal  groans; 
iinclos'd  with  horrors,  and  transfix'd  with  pai^, 
Rolling  in  vengeance,  ftruggling  with  his  chain  ; 

o  talk  to  fiery  tempefts  ;  to  implore 
The  raging  flame  to  give  its  burnings  o'er  ; 
o  tofs,  to  writhe,  to  pant  beneath  his  load, 
And  bear  the  weight  of  an  offended  God. 

The  t'avour'd  of  their  Judge  in  triumph  move, 
To  take  poffefiion  of  their  thrones  above; 
Satan's  accurs'd  defercion  to  fupply, 
And  fill  the  vacant  ftations  of  the  flcy  ; 
Again  to  kindle  long-extinguifn'd  rays, 
And  with  new  lights  dilate  tlse  heavenly  blazej 
I'd- crop  the  roles  of  immortal  youth, 
And  drink  the  fountain-head  of  facrc'd  truth  ; 
To  fvvim  in  feas  of  bhi's,  to  ilrike  the  ttring, 
And  Hit  the  voice  to  thetr  Almighty  King;' 
To  lofe  eternity  in  grateful  lays, 
A.ud  iiil  heavsii's  Wide  circumference  with  praifs. 
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But  1  attempt  the  wondrous  height  in  vain, 
And  leave  unfinifh'd  the  too  lofty  ftrain : 
"What  boldly  I  begin,  let  others  end  ; 
My  ftrength  exhaufted,  fainting  I  defcend, 
And  choofe  a  lefs,  but  no  ignoble  theme, 
Diflblving  elements,  and  worlds,  in  flame. 

The  fatal  period,  the  great  hour,  is  come, 
And  nature  /brinks  at  her  approaching  doom  ; 
Loud  peals  of  thunder  give  the  fignj  and  all 
Heaven's  terrors  in  array  furround  the  ball ; 
Sharp  lightnings  with  the  meteors  blaze  confpire 
And,  darted  downward,  fet  the  world  on  fire  ; 
Black  rifing  clouds  the  thicken'd  ether  choke, 
And  fpiry  flames  dart  through  the  rolling  fmoke, 
"With  keen  vibrations  cut  the  fullen  night, 
And  ftrike  the  darken'd  iky  with  dreadful  light ; 
From  heaven's  four  regions,  with  immortal  force, 
Angels  drive  on  the  wind's  impetuous  courfe, 
T'  enrage  the  flame  :  It  fpreads,  it  foars  on  high, 
Swells  in  the  ftorm,  and  billows  through  the  Iky  : 
Here  winding  pyramids  of  fire  afcend, 
Cities  and  defarts  in  one  ruin  blend; 
Here  blazing  volumes  wafted,  overwhelm 
The  fpacious  face  of  a  far  diftant  realm  ; 
There,  undermin'd,  down  rufh  eternal  hills, 
The  neighbouring  vales  the  vaft  deftru&ion  fills. 
Hear'ft   thou  that   dreadful  crack  ?    that   found 

which  broke 

Like  peals  of  thunder,  and  the  centre  fhook  ? 
"What  wonders  muft  that  groan  of  nature  tell ! 
Olympus  there,  and  mightier  Atlas,  fell ; 
"Which  feem'd  above  the  reach  of  fate  to  {land, 
A  towering  monument  of  God's  right  hand  ; 
Now  duft  and  fmoke,  whofe  brow  Ib  lately  fpread 
O'er  flielter'd  countries  its  difFufive  fhade. 

Show  me  that  celebrated  fpot,  where  all 
The  various  rulers  of  the  fever'd  ball 
Have  humbiy  fought  wealth,  honour,  and  redrefs, 
That  land  which  heaven  feem'd  diligent  to  blefs, 
Once  call'd  Britannia  ;  Can  her  glories  end  ? 
And  can't  furrounding  feas  her  realms  defend  ? 
Alas  1  in  flames  behold  furrounding  feas ! 
Like  oil,  their  waters  but  augment  the  blaze. 

Some  angel,  fay  where  ran  proud  Aila's  bound? 
Or  where  with  fruits  was  fair  Europa  crown'd  ? 
Where  ftretch'd  wafte  Libya  ?  Where  did  India's 

(lore 

Sparkle  in  diamonds,  and  her  golden  ore  ? 
Each  loft  in  each,  their  mingling  kingdoms  glow, 
And  all  diffolv'd,  one  fiery  deluge  flow  : 
Thus  earth's  contending  monarchies  are  join'd, 
And  a  full  period  of  ambition  find, 


And  now  whate'er  or  fwims,  er  walks,  or 

flies, 

Inhabitants  of  fea,  or  earth,  or  ikies; 
All  on  whom  Adam's  wifdom  fix'd  a  name, 
All  plunge,  and  periih  in  the  conquering  flame. 

This  globe  alone  would  but  defraud  the  fire, 
Starve  its  devouring  rage  :  the  flakes  afpire, 
And  catch  the  clouds,  and  make  the  heavens  their, 

prey ; 

The  fun,  the  moon,  the  flars,  all  melt  away ; 
All,  all  is  loft  ;  no  monument,  no  fign, 
Where  once  fo  proudly  blaz'd  the  gay  machine. 
So  bubble?  on  the  foaming  ftream  expire, 
So  fparks  that  fcatter  from  the  kindling  fire ; 
The  devaftations  of  one  dreadful  hour 
The  great  Creator's  fix  days  work  devour. 
A  mighty,  mighty  ruin  !  yet  one  foul 
Has  more  to  boaft,  and  far  outweighs  the  whole; 
Exalted  in  fuperior  excellence, 
Cafts  down  to  nothing,  fuch  a  vaft  expence. 
Have  you  not  ieen  th'  eternal  mountains  nod, 
An  earth  difiblving,  a  defcending  God  ? 
What  ftrange  furprifes  through  all  nature  ran  ? 
For  whom  thefe  revolutions,  but  for  man  ? 
For  him,  Omnipotence  new  meafures  takes, 
For  him,  through  all  eternity,  awakes ; 
Pours  on  him  gifts  fufficient  to  fupply 
Heaven's  lofs,  and  with  frefli  glories  fill  the  fky*. 

Think  deeply  then,  O  man,  hew  great  thou 

art; 

Pay  thyfelf  homage  with  a  trembling  heart ; 
What  angels  guard,  no  longer  dare  neglect, 
Slighting  thyfelf,  affront  not  God's  refpedt. 
Enter  the  facred  temple  of  thy  breaft, 
And  gaze,  and  wander  there,  a  raviih  d  gueft; 
Gaze  on  thofe  hidden  treafures  thou  flialt  find, 
Wander  through  all  the  glories  of  thy  mind. 
Of  perfect  knowledge,  fee,  the  dawning  light 
Foretels  a  noon  moft  exquifitely  bright! 
Here,  fprings  of  endlefs  joy  are  breaking  forth ! 
There,  buds  the  promife  of  celeftial  worth  ! 
Worth,  which  muft  ripen  in  a  happier  clime, 
And  brighteryw»,  beyond  the  bounds  of  time. 
Thou,  minor,  canft  not  guefs  thy  vaft  eftate, 
What  ftores,  on  foreign  coafts,  thy  landing  wait ; 
Lofe  not  thy  claim>  let  virtue's  path  be  trod ; 
Thus  glad  all  heaven,  and  pleafe  that  bounteous 

God, 

Who,  to  light  thee  to  pleafures,  hung  on  high 
Yon  radiant  orb,  proud  regent  of  the  iky  : 
That  fervice  done,  its  beams  {hall  fade  away. 
And  God  fliine  forth  in  one  eternal  day. 
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THE  FORCE  OF  RELIGION ;  OR,  VANQUISHED  LOVE; 


IN  TWO   BOOKS, 


rt  Gratior  ct  pulchro  veniens  in  corpore  virtus." 


Vine. 


BOOK  I. 

«  — — Ad  cesium  ardentia  lumina  tollcns, 
"  JLumina ;  nam  teneras  arcebant  vincula  pal- 
"  mas." 

VIRO. 

FROM  lofty  themes,  from  thoughts  that  foar'd  on 

high, 

And  open'd  wondrous  fcencs  ahove  the  iky, 
My  mufe  defcend  :  indulge  my  fond  defire  ; 
With  fofter  thoughts  my  melting  foul  infpire, 
And  fmooth  my  numbers  to  a  female's  praife : 
A  partial  world  will  liften  to  my  lays, 
"While  Anna  reigns,  and  fets  a  female  name 
Unrival'd  in  the  glorious  lifts  of  fame. 

Hear,  ye  fair  daughters  of  this  happy  land, 
Whofe  radiant  eyes  the  vanquifh'd  world  com 
mand, 

Firtue  is  beauty  :  but  when  charms  of  mind 
With  elegance  of  out  ward  form  are  join'd; 
When  youth  makes  fuch  bright  objects  ftill  more 

bright, 

And  fortune  fets  them  in  the  ftrongeft  light : 
'Tis  all  of  heaven  that  we  below  may  view, 
And  all,  but  adoration,  is  your  due. 

Fam'd  female  virtue,  did  this  ifle  adorn, 
Ere  Ormond,  or  her  glorious  queen  was  born  : 
When  now  Maria's  powerful  arms  prevail'd, 
And  haughty  Dudley's  bold  ambition  fail'd, 
The  beauteous  daughter  of  great  Suffolk's  race, 
In  blooming  youth  adorn'd  with  every  grace ; 
Who  gain'd  a  crown  by  treafon  not  her  own, 
And  innocently  fili'd  another's  throne ; 
Hurl'd  from  the  fummit  of  imperial  ftate, 
With  equal  mind  fuftain'd  the  ftroke  of  fate. 

But  how  will  Guilford,  her  far  dearer  part, 
With  manly  reafon  fortify  his  heart  ? 
At  once  flie  longs,  and  is  afraid  to  Inoiv : 
Now  fwift  ihe  moves,  and  now  advances  flow, 


To  find  her  lord  ;  and  finding  paffes  by, 
Silent  with  fear,  nor  dares  fhe  meet  his  eye; 
Left  that  unmaflc'd,  in  fpeechlefs  grief,  difclofe 
The  mournful  fecret  of  his  inward  woes. 
Thus  after  ficknefs  doubtful  of  her  face, 
The  melancholy  virgin  ihuns  the  glafs. 

At  length   with  troubled  thought,   but  look 

fcrene, 

And  forrow  foften'd  by  her  heavenly  mien, 
She  clafps  her  lord,  brave,  beautiful,  and  young, 
While  tender  accents  melt  upon  her  tongue  ; 
Gentle  and  fvveet,  as  vernal  zephyr  blows, 
Fanning  the  lily  or  the  blooming  rofe. 

"  Grieve  not,  my  loid  ;   a  crown   indeed  is 

loft; 

"  What  far  outfhines  a  crown,  we  ftill  may  boaft; 
"  A  mind  compos'd ;  a  mind  that  can  difdain 
"  A  fruitlefs  forrow  for  a  lofs  fo  vain. 
"  Nothing  is  lofs  that  virtue  can  improve 
"  To  wealth  eternal;  and  return  above; 
"  Above,  where  no  diftinclion  mail  be  known 
"  'Twixt  him  whom  ftorms  have  fliakcn  from  a 

"  throne, 

"  And  him  xvlio  bafking  in  the  fmiles  of  fate, 
"  Shone  forth  in  all  the  fplendor  of  the  great : 
"  Nor  can  1  find  the  difference  here  below ; 
"  I  lately  was  a  queen  ;  I  ftill  am  fo, 
"  While  Guiiford's  wife :  thee  rather  I  otty, 
"  Than  o'er  mankind  extend  imperial  fway. 
"  When  we  lie  down  in  fome  obfcure  retreat, 
"   'ncens'd  Maria  may  her  rage  forget ; 
"  And  I  to  death  my  duty  will  improve, 
"  And  what  you  mifs  in  empire,  add  in  love— 
"  Your  god-like  foul  is  open'd  in  your  look, 
"  And  I  have  faintly  your  great  meaning  fpoke, 
"  For  this  alone  I'm  pleas 'd  I  wore  the  crown, 
"  To  find  with  what  content  we  lay  it  down. 
"  Heroes  may  win,  but  'tis  a  heavenly  race 
"  Can  quit  a  throne  with  a  becoming  grace." 

Thus  fpoke  the  faireft  of  her  fex,  and  cheer'd 
Her  drooping  lord ;  whole  boding  bofom  fear'tf 
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A  darker  cloud  of  ills  would  burft,  and  fhed 
Severer  vengeance  on  her  guiltlef*  head  : 
Too  juft,  alas,  the  terrors  which  he  felt  ! 
For,  lo  !  a  guard  ! — forgive  him,  if  he  melt — 
How  (harp  her  pangs,  when  fever'd  from  his  iidc, 
The  moft  fincerely  lov'd,  and  loving  bride, 
In  fyace  confin'd,  the  mufe  forbears  to  tell ; 
Deep  was  her  anguifh,  but  (he  bore  it  well. 
His  pain  was  equal,  but  his  virtue  lefs ; 
He  thought  in  grief  there  could  be  no  excels. 
Penfivehe  fat,  o'ercaft  with  gloomy  care, 
And  often  fondly  clafp'd  his  abfent  fair  ; 
Now  filent  wander'd  through  his  rooms  of  ftate, 
And  ficken'd  at  their  pomp,  and  tax'd  his  fate  ; 
Which  thus  adorn'd,  in  all  her  ftiining  ftore, 
A  fplendid  wretch,  magnificently  poor. 
Now  on  the  bridal-bed  his  eyes  were  caft, 
And  anguifti  fed  on  his  enjoyments  },aft  ; 
Each  recollected  plesfure  made  him  fmart, 
And  every  tranfport  ftabb'd  him  to  the  heart. 

That  happy  moon,  which  fummon'd  to  delight, 
That  moon  which  flione  on  his  dear  nuptial  night, 
Which  faw  him  fold  her  yet  untafted  charms 
(l)cny'd  to  princes)  in  his  longing  arms; 
Now  fees  the  transient  bleffing  fleet  away, 
Empire  and  love  '.  the  vifion  of  a  day. 

Thus,  in  the  Britifti  clime,  a  fummer-ftorrn 
Will  oft  the  fmiling  face  of  heaven  deform  ; 
The  winds  with  violence  at  once  defcend,    [bend; 
Sweep  flowers  and  fruits,   and  make  the   foreft 
A  fudden  winter,  while  the  fun  is  near, 
O'ercomes  the  feafon  and  inverts  the  year. 

But  whither  is  the  captive  borne  away, 
The  beauteous  captive,  from  the  cheerful  day  ? 
The  fcene  is  chang'd  indeed ;  before  her  eyes 
Ill-boding  looks  and  unknown  horrors  rife  : 
For  pomp  and  .fplendor,  for  her  guard  and  crown, 
A  gloomy  dungeon,  and  a  keepers  frown  : 
Black   thoughts  each    morn   invade   the   lover's 

breait, 
Each  night,  a  ruffian  locks  the  queen  to  reft. 

Ah  mournful  change,  if  judg'd  by  vulgar  minds '. 
But  Suffolk's  daughter  its  advantage  finds. 
Religion's  force  divine  is  beft  dilplay'd 
In  deep  defertion  of  all  human  aid  : 
To  fuccour  in  extremes,  is  her  delight, 
And  cheer  the  heart,  when  terror  ftrikesthe  fight. 
We,  difbelieving  our  own  fenfes,  gaze, 
And  wonder  what  a  mortal's  heart  can  raife 
To  triumph  o'er  misfortune's,  fmile  in  grief, 
And  comfort  thofe  who  come  to  bring  relief : 
.We  gaze;  and  as  we  gaze,  wealth,  fame,  decay, 
And  all  the  world's  vain  glories  fade  away. 
Againft  her  cares  fherais'd  a  dauntlefs  mind, 
And  with  an  ardent  heart,  but  moft  refign'd, 
Deep  in  the  dreadful  gloom  with  pious  heat, 
Amid  the  file  nee  of  her  dark  retreat, 
Addrefs'd  her  God — "  Almighty  power  divine ! 
u  'Tis  thine  to  raife,  and  to  deprefs  is  thine  ; 
•*  With  honour  to  light  up  the  name  unknown, 
"  Or  to  put  out  the  luftre  of  a  throne. 
*'  In  my  ihort  fpan  both  fortunes  I  have  prov'd, 
11  And  though  with  ill  frail  nature  will  be  mov'd, 
"  I'll  bear  it  well :  (O  ftrengthcn  me  to  bear  !) 
"  And  if  my  piety  may  claim  thy  cire  j 
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"  If  I  remernber'd,  in  youth's  giddy  heat, 

"  And  tumult  of  a  court,  a  future  ftate  ; 

"  O  favour,  when  thy  mercy  I  implore 

"  For  one  who  never  guilty  fceptre  bore  ! 

"  'Twas  I  receiv'd  the  crown  ;  my  lord  is  free  ! 

"   If  it  muft  fall,  let  vengeance  fall  on  me. 

"  Let  him  furvive,  his  country's  name  to  raife, 

"  And  in  a  guilty  land  to  fpeak  thy  praife  1 

"  O  may  th'  indulgence  of  a  father's  love, 

"  Pour'd  forth  on  me,  be  doubled  from  above  ! 

"  If  tlefc  are  fafe,  I'll  think  my  prayers  fucceed, 

"  And  blefs  thy  tender  mercies,  whilft  I  bleed.'* 

'Twas  now  the  mournful  eve  before  that  day 
In  which  the  queen  to  her  full  wrath  gave  way  ; 
Through  rigid  juflice,  rufti'd  into  offence, 
And  drank  in  zeal  the  blood  of  innocence  : 
The  fun  went  down   in  clouds,  and  feem'd   to 

mourn 

The  fad  neceflity  of  his  return  ; 
The  hollow  wind,  and  melancholy  rain, 
Or  did,  or  was  imagiri'd  to  complain  : 
The  tapers  caft  an  inaufpicious  light ; 
Stars  there  were  none,  and  doubly  dark  the  night. 

Sweet  innocence  in  chains  can  take  her  reft  ; 
Soft  flumber  gently  creeping  through  her  brcaft, 
She  finks ;  and  in  her  fleep  is  re-enthron'd, 
Mock'd  by  a  gaudy  dream,  and  vainly  crown'd. 
She  views  her  fleets  and  armies,  fc-as  and  land, 
And  ftretches  wide  her  fhadew  of  command  : 
With  royal  purple  is  her  vifion  hung; 
By  phantom  hofis  are  fhouts  of  conquefts  rung; 
Low  at  her  feet  the  fuppliant  rival  lies ; 
Our  prifoner  mourns  her  fate,  and  bids  her  rife. 

Now  level  beams  upon  the  waters  play'd, 
Glanc'd  on  the  hills,  and  wcftward  caft  the  {hade; 
The  bufy  trades  in  ciries  had  began 
To  found,  and  fpeak  the  painful  life  of  man. 
In  tyrants  breads  the  thoughts  of  vengeance  roufe, 
And  the  fond  bridegroom  turns  him  to  his  fpoufe. 
At  this  firft  birth  of  light,  while  morning  breaks, 
Our  fpoufelefs  bride,  our  widow'd  wife  awakes; 
Awakes,  andfmiles;  nor  night's  impofture  blames ; 
Her  real  pomps  were  little  more  than  dreams; 
A  fhort-Iiv'd  blaze,  a  lightning  quickly  o'er, 
That  dy'd  in  birth,  that  (hone,  and  was  no  more  : 
She  turns  her  fide,  and  foon  refumes  a  llate 
Of  mind,  well  fuited  to  her  alter'd  fate, 
Serene,  though  ferious;  when  dread  tidings  come 
(Ah  wretched  Guilford  !)  of  her  inftant  doom. 
Sun,  hide  thy  beams  :  in  clouds  as  black  as  night 
Thy  face  involve;  be  guiltlefs  of  the  fight; 
Or  hafte  more  fwiftly  to  the  weftern  main; 
Nor  let  her  blood  the  confcious  day-light  ftain  ! 

Oh  !  how  fevere  !  to  fall  fo  new  a  bride, 
Yet  blufhing  from  the  prieft,  in  youthful  pride ; 
When  time  had  juft  matur'd  each  perfect  grace, 
And  open'd  all  the  wonders  of  her  face ! 
I'o  leave  her  Guilford  dead  to  all  relief, 
Fond  of  his  woe,  and  oblinate  in  grief. 
Unhappy  fair  !  whatever  fancy  drew, 
(Vain  prorrus'd  bleffings)  vanilh  from  her  view; 
No  train  of  cheerful  days,  endearing  nights, 
No  fweet  domeftic  joys,  and  cliafte  delights; 
Pleafures  that  bloffom  ev'n  from  doubts  and  fears^ 
And  blifs  and  rapture  rifing  out  of  cares  f- 
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No  little  Guilford,  with  paternal  grace, 
JLulI'd  on  her  knee,  or  fmiling  in  her  face  ; 
Who,  when  her  dearejl  father  fhall  return, 
From  pouring  tears  on  her  untimely  urn, 
Iviight  comfort  to  his  filver  hairs  impart, 
And  fill  her  place  in  his  indulgent  heart : 
As  where  fruits  fall,  quick-rifmg  bloffoms  fmile, 
And  the  bleft  Indian  of  his  care  beguile. 

In  vain  thefe  various  reafons  jointly  prefs, 
To  blacken  death,  and  heighten  her  diftrefs  ; 
She,  through  th'  encircling  terrors,  darts  her  fighi 
To  the  blefi'd  regions  of  eternal  light, 
And  fills  her  foul  with  peace  :  to  weeping  friends 
"Her  father,  and  her  lord,  fhe  recommends ; 
Unmov'd  herfelf :  her  foes  her  air  furvey, 
And  rage  to  fee  their  malice  thrown  away. 
She  foars ;  now  nought  on  earth  detains  her  care- 
But  Guilford;  who  ftill  ftruggles  for  his  fhare. 
Still  will  his  form  importunately  rife, 
Clog  and  retard  her  tranfport  to  the  fkies ; 
As  trembling  flames  now  take  a  feeble  flight, 
Now  catch  the  brand  with  a  returning  light, 
Thus  her  foul  onward  from  the  feats  above 
Falls  fondly  back,  and  kindles  into  love  : 
At  length  fhe  conquers  in  the  doubtful  field ; 
That  heaven  fhe  feeks  will  be  her  Guilford's  fhield 
Now  death  is  welcome  ;  hie  approach  is  flow ; 
Tis  tedious  longer  to  expect  the  blow. 

Oh  '  mortals,  fhort  of  fight,  who  think  the  paft 

O'erblown  misfortune  ftill  fhall  prove  the  laft : 
Alas  !  misfortunes  travel  in  a  train, 
And  oft  in  life  form  one  perpetual  chain ; 
Fear  buries  fear,  and  ills  on  ills  attend, 

Till  life  and  forrow  meet  one  common  end. 

She  thinks  that  fhe  has  nought  but  death  te  fear, 

And  death  is  conquer'd.     Worfe  than  death  is 
near: 

Her  rigid  trials  are  not  yet  complete ; 

The  news  arrives  of  her  great  father's  fate. 

She  fees  his  hoary  head,  all  white  with  age, 

A  victim  to  th'  offended  monarch's  rage. 

How  great  the  mercy,  had  fhe  breath'd  her  laft, 

Ere  the  dire  fentence  on  her  father  paft  ! 
A  fonder  parent  nature  never  knew; 

And  as  his  age  increas'd,  his  fondnefs  grew. 

A  parent's  love  ne'er  better  was  beftow'd ; 

The  pious  daughter  in  her  heart  o'erflow'd. 

And  can  fhe  from  all  weaknefs  ftill  refrain  ? 

And  frill  the  firmnefs  of  her  foul  maintain  ? 

Impofllble  !  a  figh  will  force  its  way ; 

Ooe  patient  tear  her  mortal  birth  betray; 

She  fighs  and  weeps !  but  fo  fhe  weeps  and  fighs, 

As  filent  dews  defcend,  and  vapours  rife. 
Celeftial  patience  !  how  doft  thou  defeat 

The  fee's  proud  menace,  and  elude  his  hate  ? 

While  paffion  takes  his  part,  betrays  our  peace  ; 

To  death  and  torture  fvvells  each  flight  difgrace ; 

By  not  oppofing,  thou  doft  ills  deftroy, 

And  wear  thy  conquer'd  forrows  into  joy. 

Nowy£<?  revolves  within  her  anxious  mind, 

What  woe  ftill  lingers  in  referve  behind. 

Griefs  rife  on  griefs,  and  fhe  can  fee  no  bound, 

While  nature  lafts,  and  can  receive  a  wound. 

The  fword  is  drawn  :  The  queen  to  rage  inclin'd, 

By  mercy,  nor  by  piety,  confin'd. 


What  mercy  can  the  zealot's  heart  affuagff, 

Whofe  piety  itfelf  converts  to  rage  ? 

She  thought,  and  figh'd,   And  now  the  blood  begafl 

To  leave  her  beauteous  cheek  all  cold  and  wan. 

New  forrow  dimm'd  the  luftre  of  her  eye, 

And  on  her  cheek  the  fading  rofes  die. 

Alas  !  fhould  Guilford  too  —  when  now  fhe's  brought 

To  that  dire  view,  that  precipice  of  thought, 

While  there  fhe  trembling  ftands,  nor  dares  look 

down, 

Nor  can  recede,  till  heaven's  decrees  are  known  ; 
Care  of  all  ills,  till  now  her  lord  appears  — 
But  not  to  cheer  her  heart  and  dry  her  tears  ! 
Not  now,  as  ufual,  like  the  riling  day, 
To  chafe  the  fhadows  and  the  damps  away  ; 
But,  like  a  gloomy  ftorm  at  once  to  fweep 
And  plunge  her  to  the  bottom  of  the  deep. 
Black  were  his  robes,  dejected  was  his  air, 
His  voice  was  frozen  by  his  cold  defpair  : 
Slow,  like  a  ghoft,  he  mov'd  with  folemn  pace; 
A  dying  palenefs  fat  upon  his  face. 
Back  fhe  recoil'd,  fhe  fmote  her  lovely  breaft, 
Her  eyes  the  anguifh  of  her  heart  confefs'd  ; 
Struck  to  the  foul,  fhe  ftagger'd  with  the  wound, 
And  funk,  a  breathlefs  image,  to  the  ground. 
Thus  the  fair  lily,  when  the  fky's  o'ercaft, 
At  firft  but  fhudders  in  the  feeble  blaft  ; 
But  when  the  winds  and  weighty  rains  defcend, 
The  fair  and  upright  ftem  is  forc'd  to  bend  ; 
Till  broke  at  length,  its  fnowy  leaves  are  flied, 
And  ftrew  with  dying  fweets  their  native  bed. 
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HER  Guilford  clafps  her,  beautiful  in  death, 
And  with  a  kifs  recalls  her  fleeting  breath, 
To  tapers  thus,  which  by  a  blaft  expire, 
A  lighted  taper,  touch'd,  reftores  the  fire  : 
She  rcar'd  her  fwimming  eye,  and  faw-the  light, 
And  Guilford  too,  or  fhe  had  loath'd  the  fight  : 
Her  father's  death  fhe  bore,  defpis'd  her  own, 
But  now  flie  muft,  fhe  will,  have  leave  to  groan  : 
Ah  !  Guilford,  fhe  began,  and  would  have  fpoke; 
But  fobs  rufh'd  in,  and  every  accent  broke  : 
Rleafon  itfelf,  as  gufts  of  paffion  blew, 
Was  ruffled  hi  the  tempeft,  and  withdrew. 

So  the  youth  loft  his  image  in  the  well, 
When  tears  upon  the  yielding  furface  fell  : 
The  fcatter'd  features  ilid  into  decay, 
And  fpreading  circles  drove  his  face  away. 

To  touch  the  foft  affections,  and  controul 
The  manly  temper  of  the  braveft  foul, 
What  with  afHiCled  beauty  can  compare, 
And  drops  of  love  diftilling  from  the  fair  ? 
t  melts  us  down  ;  our  pains  delight  beftow  ; 
A.nd  we  with  fondnefs  languifh  o'er  our  woe. 

This  Guilford  prov'd  ;  and,  with  excefs  of  pain4 
And  pleafure  too,  did  to  his  bofom  ftrain 
"he  weeping  fair  :  funk  deep  in  foft  defire, 
ndulg'd  his  love,  and  nurs'd  the  raging  fire  : 
Then  tore  himfelf  away  ;  and,  ftanding  wid.» 
As  fearing  a  relspfe  of  fpndaefs,  cry'd, 
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With  ill-diffen&led  grief ;  "  My  life,  forbear! 
"  You  wound  your  Guilford  with  each  cruel  tear ; 
"  Did  you  not  chide  my  grief?  Reprefs  your  own  : 
««  Nor  want  compaffion  for  yourfelf  alone  : 
«'  Have  you  beheld,  how,  from  the  diftant  main, 
"  The  thronging  waves  roll  on,  a  numerous  train, 
"  And  foam,  and  bellow,  till  they  reach  the  fhore ; 
"  There  burft  their  noify  pride, and  are  no  more; 
"  Thus  the  fucccflive  flows  of  human  race, 
"  Chas'd  by  the  coming,  the  preceding  chafe  ; 
"  They  found,  and  fwell,  their  haughty  heads  they 

rear  ; 

"  Then  fall,  and  flatten,  break,  and  difappear. 
"  Life  is  a  forfeit  we  muft  fhortlypay; 
««  And  where's  the  mighty  lucre  of  a  day  ? 
«f  Whyfhouldyou  mourn  wyfate  ?  'Tis  moil  unkind ; 
**  Your  o'wn  you  bore  with  an  unfhaken  mind : 
N*c  And  which,  can  you  imagine,  was  the  dart 
•'  That  drank  moft  blood,  funk  deepeft  in  my  heart  ? 
V  I  cannot  live  without  you  ;  and  my  doom 
"  I  meet  with  joy,  to  (hare  one  common  tomb. — 
*  And  are  again  your  tears  profufely  fpilt ! 
"  Oh  !  then,  my  kindnefs  blackens  to  my  guilt ; 
"  It  foils  itfelf,  if  it  recall  your  pain  ; 
"  Life  of  my  life,  I  beg  you  to  refrain  ! 
"  -The  load  which  fate  impofes,  you  increafe  ; 
"  And  help  Maria  to  deftroy  my  peace." 

But,  oh  !  againft  himfelf  his  labour  turn'd  ; 
The  more  he  comforted,  the  more  fhe  mourn'd  : 
Compafiion  fwells  our'grief ;  words  foft  and  kind 
But  foothe  our  weaknefs,  and  diflblve  the  mind  : 
Her  forrow  flow'd  in  ftreams ;  nor  her's  alone, 
While  that  he  blam'd,  ha  yielded  to  his  own. 
"Where  are  the  fmiles  fhe  wore,  when  fhe,  fo  late, 
Hail'd  him  great  partner  of  the  regal  ftate  ; 
When  orient  gems  around  her  temples  blaz'd, 
And  bending  nations  on  the  glory  gaz'd  ?     [treat, 

*Tis  now  the  queen's  command,  they  both  re- 
So  weep  with  dignity,  and  mourn  in  ftate  : 
The  forms  the  decent  mifery  with  joy, 
And  loads  with  pomp  the  wretch  {he  would  deftroy, 
A  fpacious  hall  is  hung  with  black  ;  all  light 
Shut  out,  and  noon-day  darken'd  into  night. 
From  the  mid-roof  a  lamp  depends  on  high, 
"Like  a  dim  crefcent  in  a  clouded  iky  : 
It  fheds  a  quivering  melancholy  gloom, 
Which  only  Ihows  the  darknefs  of  the  room, 
A  fhining  ax  is  on  the  tab.le  laid ; 
A  dreadful  fight!  and  glitters  through  the  fhade. 

In  this  fad  fcene  the  lovers  are  confin'd; 
A  fcene  of  terrors,  to  a  guilty  mind  ! 
A  fcene  that  would  have  damp'd  with  rifing  cares, 
And  quite  extinguiih'd  every  love  but  theirs. 
What  can  they  do  ?   They  fix  their  mournful  eyes — 
Then  Guilford,  thus  abruptly  ;  "  I  defpife 
tl  An  empire  loft;  I  fling  away  the  crown  ; 
"  Numbers  have  laid  that  bright  delufion  down; 
"  But  where's  the  Charles,  or  Dioclefian  where, 
"  Could  quit  the  blooming,  wedded,  weeping  fair  ? 
"  Oh  1  to  dwell  ever  on  thy  lip  !  to  ftand 
"  In  full  poflefiion  of  thy  fnowy  hand  '. 
14  And,  through  th'  unclouded  cryftal  of  thine  eye, 
'*  The  heavenly  treafures  of  the  mind  to  fpy  ! 
Jf  Till  rapture  rcafon  happily  deftroys, 
J<  And  rny  foul  wandera  through  immortal  joys ! 


;  OR,  VANQUISHED  LOVE.  Jj 

"  Give  me  the  world,  and  afk  me,  Where's  my 

"  blifs? 

"  I  clafp  thee  to  my  breaft,  and  anfvver,  This. 
"  And  (hall  the  grave" — He  groans,  and  can  n<* 

more; 

But  all  her  charms  in  filence  traces  o'er  ; 
Her  lip,  her  cheek,  and  eye,  to  wonder  wrought  j 
And,  wondering,  fees,  in  fad prtfeging  thought, 
From  that  fair  neck,  that  world  of  beauty  fall, 
And  roll  along  the  duft,  a  ghaftly  ball ! 

Oh  !   let  thofe  tremble,  who  are  greatly  blefs'd  ! 
For  who,  but  Guilford,  could  be  thus  diftrefs'd? 
Come  hither,  all  you  happy,  all  you  great, 
From  flowery  meadows,  and  from  rooms  of  ftate $ 
Nor  think  I  call,  your  pleafures  to  deftroy, 
But  to  refine,  and  to  exalt  your  joy  : 
Weep  not ;  but,  fmiling,  fix  your  ardent  care 
On  nobler  titles  than  the  brave  or  fair. 

Was  ever  fuch  a  mournful,  moving  fight  ? 
See,  if  you  can,  by  that  dull,  trembling  light : 
Now  they  embrace  ;  and,  mix'd  with  bitter  woe, 
Like  Ifis  and  her  Thames,  one  dream  they  flow  ; 
Now  they  ftart  wide;  fix'd  in  benumbing  care, 
They  ftiffen  into  ftatues  of  defpair  : 
Now,  tenderly  fevere,  and  fiercely  kind, 
They  rufh  at  once  ;  they  fling  their  cares  behind, 
And  clafp,  as  if  to  death  ;  new  vows  repeat ; 
And,  quite  wrapp'd  up  in  love,  forget  their  fate. 
A  fhort  delufion  !  for  the  raging  pain 
Returns  ;  and  their  poor  hearts  muft  bleed  again," 

Meantime,  the  queen  new  cruelty  decreed  ; 
But,  ill  content  that  they  fhould  only  bleed, 
A  pricft  is  fent ;  who,  with  infidious  art, 
Inftills  his  poifon  into  Suffolk's  heart ; 
And  Guilford  drank  it :  Hanging  on  the  breaft, 
He  from  his  childhood  was  with  Rome  pofleft. 
When  now  the  minifters  of  death  draw  nigh, 
And  in  her  deareft  lord  fhe  firft  muft  die, 
The  fubtle  prieft,  who  long  had  watch'd  to  find 
The  moft  unguarded  pafles  of  her  mind, 
Befpoke  her  thus :    "  Grieve  not ;    'tis  in  your 

"  power 

"  Your  lord  to  refcue  From  this  fatal  hour." 
Her  bofom  pants ;  fhe  draws  her  breath  with  pain  j 
A  fudden  horror  thrills  through  every  vein  ; 
Life  feems  fufpended,  on  his  words  intent ; 
And  her  foul  trembles  for  the  great  event- 

The  prieft  proceeds  :  "  Embrace  the  faith  of 

"  Rome, 
'*  And  ward  your  owfl,  your  lord's,  and  father's 

doom. 

Ye  blefled  fpirits !  notv  your  charge  fuftain  ; 
The  paft  was  eafe  ;  nowJ£r/2  fhe  fuffers  pain. 
Muft  fhe  pronounce  her  father's  death  ?  muft  fhq 
Bid  Guilford  bleed  ?— »-!t  muft  not,  cannot,  be. 
It  canpct  be  !  But  'tis  the  Chriftian's  praife, 
Above  impoffibilities  to  raife 
i  he  weaknefs  of  our  nature ;  and  deride 
Of  vain  philoibphy  the  boafted  pride. 
What  though  our  feeble  fmews  fcarce  impart 
A  moment's  fwiftnefs  to  the  feather'd  dart ; 
Though  tainted  air  our  vigorous  youth  can  break, 
And  a  chill  blaft  the  hardy  ivarrior  fhake, 
Yet  are  we  ftrong  :   Hear  the  loud  temped  roar: 
From  eaft  to  weft,  and  »JJ  us  weak  no  more  5 
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The  lightning's  unrefifted  force  proclaims 
Our  might;  and  thunders  raife  our  humble  names  ; 
*Tis  our  Jehovah  fills  the  heavens  ;  as  long 
As  he  (hall  reign  Almighty,  we  are  ftrong  : 
"We,  by  devotion,  borrow  from  his  throne  ; 
And  almoft  make  Omnipotence  our  own  : 
We  force  the  gates  of  heaven,  by  fervtnt  prayer  ; 
And  call  forth  triumph  out  of  wan's  defpair. 

Our  lovely  mourner,  kneeling,  lifts  her  eyes 
And  bleeding  heart,  in  filence,  to  the  fkies, 
Devoutly  fad — Then,  brightening,  like  the  day, 
When  fuddcii  winds  fweep  Icatter'd  clouds  away, 
Shining  in  majefty,  till  now  unkown  ; 
-And  breathing  life  and  ipirit  fcarce  her  own  ; 

She,  rifmg,  fpeaks  :  "   If  thefe  the  terms " 

Here,   Guilford,    cruel    Guilford,    (barbarous 

man ! 

5s  this  thy  love  ?)  as  fwift  as  lightning  ran  ; 
CTerwhelm'd  hrr  with  tempeftuous  forrow  fraught, 
And  ftifled,  in  its  birth,  the  mighty  thought ; 
Then  burfting.frtfh  into  a  flood  of  tears, 
Fierce,  refolute,  delirious  with  his  fears; 
His  fears  for  her  ahnu  :  he  beat  his  breaft, 
And  thus  the  fervour  of  his  foul  expreft  : 
K  Oh !  let  thy  thought  o'er   our  paft   converfe 

«  rove, 

ct  And  fhow  one  moment  uninflam'd  with  love  ! 
8<  Oh  '.  if  thy  ki-ulnefs  can  no  longer  laft, 
**  In  pity  to  thyfelf,  forget  the  paft  ! 
**  Elfe  wilt  thou  never,  void  of  fhame  and  fear, 
•'  Pronounce  his  doom,  whvm  thou   haft  held  fo 

"  dear  : 

**  Thou  who  hafl  took  me  to  thy  arms,  and  fwore 
**  Empires  were  vile,  and  fate  could  give  no  more; 
*'  That  to  continue,  was  its  ut.moft  power, 
"  And  make  the  future  like  the  prefent  hour, 
**  Now  call  a  ruffian ;  bid  his  cruel  fword 
*'  Lay  wide  the  bofom  of  thy  worthlefs  lord  ; 
fc  Transfix  his  heart  (fince  you  its  love  difclairn), 
*'  And  (lain  his  honour  with  a  traitor's  name. 
«*   Tins  might  perhaps  be  borne  without  remorfe ; 
*'  But  fure  a  father's  pangs  will  have  their  force  ! 
«*    Shall  his  good  age,  fo  n-.'ar  its  journey's  end, 
**  Through  cruel  torment  to  the  grave  defcend? 

*  His  fhallow  blood  all  iffne  at  a  wound, 

*'  Walh  a  flave's  feet,  and  fmoka  upon  the  ground  ? 

"  But  he  to  you  has  ever  been  fevere  ; 

**  Then  take  your  vengeance" — Suffolk  now  drew 
near; 

Bending  beneath  the  burden  of  his  care  ; 

His  robes  neglected,  and  his  head  was  bare; 

Decrepit  winter,  in  the  yearly  ring, 

Thusilowly  creeps,  to  meet  the  blooming  fpring  : 

Downward  he  call  a  melancholy  look ; 

Thrice  turn'd,to  hide  his  grief;  thai  faintly  fpoke, 

<c  Now  deep  in  years,  and  forward  in  decay, 

"  That  ax  can  only  rob  me  of  a  day ; 

*«  For  tbee,  my  foul's  defire!  I  can't  refrain; 

**  And   fhall    my    tears,  my   lajl   tears,   flow  in 
"  vain  ? 

c<  When  you  fhall  know  a  mother's  tender  name, 

c<  My  heart's  diftrefs  no  longer  will  you  blame." 

At  this,  afar  his  burfting  groans  were  heard  ; 

The  tears  ran  trickling  down  his  filver  beard  : 
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He  fnatch'd  her  hand,  which  to  his  lips  he  preft, 
And  bid  her  plant  a  dagger  in  his  breaft  ; 
Then,  finking,  call'd  her  piety  unjuft, 
And  foil'd  his  hoary  temples  in  the  duft. 

Hard-hearted  men  !  will  you  no  mercy  know  \ 
Has  the  queen  brib'dyou  to  diftrefs  her  foe  ? 
O  weak  deferters  to  misfortune's  part, 
By  talfe  affection  thus  to  pierce  her  heart ! 
When  fhe  had  foar'd,  to  let  your  arrows  fly, 
And  fetch  her  bleeding  from  the  middle  fky  ! 
And  can  her  virtue,  fpringing  from  the  ground, 
Her  flight  recover,  and  difdain  the  wound, 
When  cleaving  love  and  human  intereft  bind 
The  broken  force  of  her  afpiring  mind; 
As  round  the  generous  eagle,  which  in  vain 
Exerts  her   ftrength,  the   ferpent  wreathes  his 

train, 

Her  ftruggling  wings  entangles,  curling  plies 
His  poifonous  tail,  and  ftings  her  as  fhe  flies  ! 

While  yet  the  blow's  firft  dreadful  weight  fhe 

feels, 

And  with  its  force  her  refolution  reels; 
Large  doors,  unfolding  with  a  mournful  found, 
To  view  difcover,  weltering  on  the  ground, 
Three  heedlefs  trunks,  of  thofe  whofe  arms  main- 

tain'd, 

And  in  her  wars  immortal  glory  gain'd  ; 
The  lifted  ax  affur'd  her  ready  doom, 
And  filent  mourners  faclden'd  all  the  room. 
Shall  I  proceed ;  or  here  break  off  my  tale  ? 
Nor  truths,  to  ftagger  human  faith,  reveal. 

She  met  this  utmoft  malice  of  her  fate 
With  Chriftian  dignity,  and  pious  ftate  : 
The  beating  ftorm's  propitious  rage  fhe  bleft, 
And  all  the  martyr  triumph'd  in  her  breaft  : 
Her  lord  and  father,  for  a  moment's  fpace, 
She  ftridlly  folded  in  her  foft  embrace! 
Then  thus  fhe  fpoke,  while  angels  heard  on  high, 
And  fudden  gladnefs  fmil'd  along  the  fky  : 

"  Your  over-fondnefs  has  not  mov'd  my  hate ; 
"  I  am  well  pleas'd  you  make  my  death  fo  great ; 
"  I  joy  I  cannot  fave  you ;  and  have  given 
"  Two  lives,  much  dearer  than  my  own  to  heaven, 
"  If  fo  the  queen  decrees*  : — But  I  have  caufc 
"  To  hope  my  blood  will  fatisfy  the  laws  j 
"  And  there  is  mercy  ftill,  for  you,  in  ftore  : 
"  With  me  the  bitternefs  of  death  is  o'er. 
"  He  fhot  his  fting  in  that  farewell  embrace; 
"  And  all,  that  is  to  come,  is  joy  and  peace. 
"  Then  let  miftaken  forrow  be  fuppreft, 
"  Nor  feem  to  envy  my  approaching  reft." 
Then,  turning  to  the  minillers  of  fate, 
She,  fmiling,  fays,  '*  My  victory's  complete  : 
"  And  tell  your  queen,  I  thank  her  for  the  blow, 
"  Ad  grieve  my  gratitude  I  cannot  fhow  : 
"  A  poor  return  I  leave  in  England's  crown, 
"  For  everlafting  pleafure  and  renown  : 
"  Her  guilt  alone  allays  this  happy  hour ; 
"  Her  guilt — the  only  vengeance  in  her  power.'* 

Not  Rome,  untouch'd  with  forrow,  heard  her 

fate; 
And  fierce  Maria  pity'd  her  too  late* 

*  Here  fas  embrace:  tkw, 
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LOVE  OF  FAME,  THE  UNIVERSAL  PASSION, 

IN  SEVEN  CHARACTERISTICAL  SATIRES. 


Fulgente  trahit  conftriftos  gloria  curru 

Non  minus  ignotos  gcnerofis." Ho  a. 


PREFACE. 


J.  KESE  fatlres  have  been  favourably  received  at 
ionic  and  abroad.  I  am  not  confcious  of  the  lead 
nalevolence  to  any  particular  perfon  through  all 
the  characters ;  though  feme  pcrfons  may  be  fo 
felfilh  as  to  engrofs  a  general  application  to  them-, 
felvcs.  A  writer  in  polite  Setters  fhoulci  be  content 
with  reputation ;  the  private  arnufement  he  finds 
n  his  competitions;  the  good  influence  they  hive 
on  his  feverer  ftudies;  that  admiinon  they  gi've 
lim  to  his  fuperiors ;  and  the  pofiible  good  efledt 
they  may  have  on  the  public  ;  or  elic  he  fliould 
join  to  his  politenefs  forne  more  lucrative  qualifi 
cation. 

But  it  is  poflible,  that  fatire  may  not  do  much 
men  may  rife  in  their  affections  to  their 
Follies,  as  they  do  to  their  friends,  when  they  are 
abufed  by  others  :  It  is  much  to  be  feared,  that 
mifcondudl  will  never  be  chafed  nut  of  the  world 
by  fatire  ;  all  therefore  that  is  to  be  faid  for  it  is, 
that  mifcondu&  will  certainly  be  never  chafed  out 
of  the  world  by  fatire,  if  no  fatires  are  written  : 
nor  is  that  term  unapplicable  to  graver  compofi- 
tions.  Ethics,  Heathen  and  Chriltian,  and  the 
Scriptures  themfdves,  are  in  a  great  meafure  a  fa- 
tire  on  the  weaknefs  and  iniquity  of  men  ;  and 
fome  part  of  that  fatire  is  in  verfe  too  :  nay,  in  the 
firft  ages,  philofophy  and  poetry  were  the  fame 
thing;  wifdom  wore  no  other  drefs  :  fo  that  I 
hope  thefe  fatires  will  be  the  more  eafily  pardoned 
that  misfortune  by  the  fevtre.  If  they  like  not  the 
fafluon,  let  them  take  them  by  the  weight;  for 
fi/me  weight  they  have,  or  the  author  has  failed  in 
his  aim.  Nay,  hiftorkins  themfdves  may  be  confi- 
dered  as  fatirifts,  and  fatirifts  inoft  fever e ;  fince 
Juch  are  moft  human  acHous,  that  to  relate  is  to  e>;- 
pofc  them. 

No  man  can  converfe  much  in  the  world,  but  at 
\vhat  lie  meets  with,  he  muft  either  be  infenfible, 
or  grieve,  or  be  angry,  or  fmile.  Some  paffion 
(if  we  are  not  impaflive)  muft  be  moved ;  for  the 
general  conduct  of  mankind  is  by  no  means  a  thing 
indifferurt  to  a  reafonable  and  virtuous  man.  Now 
to  imile  at  it,  and  turn  it  into  ridicule,  I  think  mi-ft 
eligible  ;  as  it  hurts  ourfelves  lead,  and  gives  vice 
and  folly  the  greateft  offence  :  and  that  for  this  rea< 
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fon  ;  becaufe  what  men  aim  at  by  them,  is  gene 
rally  public  opinion  and  efteem  ;  which  truth  is 
the  Aibjtct  of  the  following  fatires  ;  and  joins  them 
together,  as  feveral  branches  from  the  fame  root  : 
an  unity  of  defign,  which  has  not,  I  think,  in  a  fct' 
f  fatires,  been  attempted  before. 

Laughing  at  the  mifcondud  of  the  world,  will 
in  a  great  meafure  eafe  ns  of  any  more  difa*ree- 
able  paffion  about  it.  One  pafiion  is  more  effec 
tually  driven  out  by  another,  than  by  realbrf; 
whatever  fome  may  teach  :  For  to  reafon  we  owe 
our  pafllons  :  had  we  not  reafon,  we  fhould  not  be 
offended  at  what  we  find  amifs  :  and  the  caufe  fecms 
not  to  be  the  natural  cure  of  any  rjfeft. 

Moreover,  laughing  fatire  bids  the  fiireft  for 
fuccefs  :  the  world  is  too  proud  to  be  fond  of  a  fe- 
rious  tutor  ;  and  when  the  author  is  in  a  paffion, 
the  laugh  generally,  as  in  conveifation,  turns  againil 
him,.  This  kind  of  fatire  only  has  any  delicacy  in 
it.  Of  this  delicacy,  Horace  is  the  beft  mafter  :  he 
appears  in  good  humour  while  he  cenfures;  and 
therefore  his  ceniure  has  the  more  weight,  as  fup- 
pofed  to  proceed  from  judgment,  not  from  paffion. 
Juvenal  is  ever  in  a  paffion  :  He  has  little  valuable 
but  his  eloquence  and  morality  :  The  laft  of  which 
I  have  had  in  my  eye  ;  but  rather  for  emulation 
than  imitation,  through  my  whole  work. 

But  though  I  comparatively  condemn  Juvenal  in 
part  of  the  fixth  fatire  (where  the  occafion  mofk 
required  it),  I  endeavoured  to  touch  on  his  man 
ner  ;  but  was  forced  to  quit  it  foon,  as  difagrecable 
to  the  writer,  and  reader  too.  Boileau  has  joined 
b-jth  the  Roman  fatirifts  with  great  fuccefs ;  but 
has  too  much  of  Juvenal  in  his  very  ferious  Satire 
on  Woman,  which  {hould  have  been  the  gayeft  of 
all.  An  excellent  critic  of  our  own,  commends 
Buiufau's  clofenefs,  or,  as  hs  calls  it,  frffiefs,  par 
ticularly  ;  whereas,  it  appears  to  me,  that  repeti 
tion  is  his  fault,  if  any  fault  Ihould  be  imputed  to 
him. 

There  are  fome  profe  fatirifts  of  the  greateft  de 
licacy  and  wit.;  the  lafl  of  -which  can  never,  or 
{hould  never,  fucceed  withput  the  former.  An 
author  without  it,  betrays  too  great  a  contempt 
for  mankind,  r.nd  opinion  of  himfelf ;  which  are 
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bad  advocate*  for  reputation  and  fuccefs.  What  a 
difference  is  there  between  the  merit ,  if  not  the  wit, 
cfc  Cervantes  and  Rabelais  !  The  laft  has  a  particu 
lar  art  of  throwing  a  great  deal  of  genius  and 
learning  into  frolic  and  jeft;  but  the  genius  and 
the  fcholar  is  all  you  can  adaiire ;  you  want  the 
gentleman 'to  converfc  with  in  him:  he  is  like  a 
criminal  who  receives  his  life  for  fome  fervices ; 
you  commend,  hut  you  pardon  too.  Indecency 
offends  our  pride,  as  men ;  and  our  unaffected 
tafte,  as  judges  of  compofltion  :  Nature  has  wifely 
formed  us  with  an  averfion  to  it ;  and  he  that  fuc- 
ceeds  in  fpite  of  it,  is  *  "  aliena  venia,  quam  iua 
'*  providentia  tutior." 

Such  wits,  like  falfe  oracles  of  old  (which  were 
^wits  and  cheats),  fhould  fet  up  for  reputation 
among  the  wea*,  in  iome  Bceotja,  which  v/as  the 
land  of  oracles ;  for  the  -wife  will  hold  them  in  con 
tempt.  Some  wits  too,  like  oracles,  deal  in.  ambi 
guities  ;  hut  not  with  equal  iuccefs :  for  though 
ambiguities'  are  the^/y?  excellence  of  an  impoflor, 
4hey  arc  i\\s.JeJl  of  a  wit. 

Some  fatiiical  wits  and  hunjiourifts,  like  their  fa- 
ther  Luciaii,  laugh  at  every  thing  indiicriminate- 
ly  ;  which  betrays  fuch  a  poverty  of  wit,  as  can 
not  afford  to  part  v.'ith  any  thing;  and  fuch  n 
want  of  virtue,  :.A  to  pcfiponc  it  to  a  jt-fl.  Such 
•writers  en,  •  and  folly,  which  they  pre 

tend  to  conihat,  by  -fettiug  theni.  on  an  equal  toot 
with  better  thing,-, :  a:;d  while  they  labour  to  bring 
every  thing  into  contempt,  how]  csn  they  cxptCl 

*  Val.  M&x. 


their  own  parts  fhould  efcape  ?    Some  FrenJ}  vvri 
ters  particularly,  are  guilty  of  this  in  matters  o  I 
the  laft  confequence ;  and  fome  of  our  own.  The^  t 
that  are  for  leffening  the  true  dignity  of  mankind 
are  not  fure  of  being  fuccefsful,  but  with  rcgar< 
to  one  individual  in  it.     It  is  this  conduct  that  juil 
ly  makes  a  wit  a  term  of  reproach. 

Which  puts  me  in  mind  of  Plato's  fable  of  tha 
Birth  of  Love  :  one  of  the  prettied  fables  of  all  an 
tiquity ;  which  will  hold  likewife  with  regard  t< 
modern  poetry.  Love,  fays  he,  is  the  fon  of  th< 
Goddefs  of  Poverty,  and  the  God  of  Riches:  h<, 
has  fent  from  his  father  his  daring  genius ;  his  ele 
vation  of  thought;  his  building  caftles  in  the  air:j 
•his  prodigality ;  his  neglecT:  of  things  ferious  and 
ufeful ;  his  vain  opinion  of  his  own  merit:  ancl 
his  affectation  of  preference  and  diftinction  :  frorni 
his  mother  he  inherits  his  indigence,  which  maken 
him  a  corjftant  begger  of  favours ;  that  importuni 
ty  with  which  he  begs;  his  flattery;  his  fervility;, 
his  fear  of  being  defpifed,  which  is  infeparab^e, 
from  him.  This  addition  rr.ay  be  made,  w'z.That 
poetry,  like  love,  is  a  little  fubjedl  to  bimdneft. 
which  makes  her  miflake  her  way  to  preferments 
and  honours ;  that  fhe  has  her  fatirical  quiver ;  and 
laflly,  that  fte  retains  a  dutiful  admiration  oi 
her  father*  s  family ;  but  divides  her  favours,  and 
generally  lives  with  her  mother's  relations. 

However,  this  is  not  necejjity,  but  choice  :  were 
wifdoui  her  governefs,  file  might  have  much  more 
of  the  father  than  the  mother;  efpeciaily  in  iucb 
an  age  as  this,  which  fhows  a  due  paffion  for 
charms. 


SATIRE  I. 

TO   KIS  GRACE  THE  D-OKE  OF  DORSET. 

*;  - —  Tanto  major  Famas  fitjs  eft,  quani 

-"  Virtutis." Juv.  Sat.  x. 

My  verfe  is  fatire  ;  Dorfet,  lend  your  ear, 

j:\ndfatrotiijl'  3.  mufc  you  cannot  f.cr. 

To  poets  facred  is  a  Dcrlet's  name  : 

Their  wonted  paffport  through  the  gates  of  fame  ; 

It  bribes  the  partial  reader  info  praife, 

And  throws  a  glory  round  the  'fhelrer'd  lays  : 

The  dazzled  judgment  fewer  faults  can  fee, 

And  gives  applaufe  to  Blackmore,  or  to  me. 

But  you  decline  the  'mtjlrtf*  we  purfue  ; 

Others  are  fond  of  fame,  but  fame  of  you. 

Inftru&ive  fatire,  true  to  virtue's  caufe  ! 
Thou  ihiningfvpp/emtni  o'f  public  /ati-j  / 
"WhenfattcSd  crimes  of  a  licentious  age 
Reproach  ourfilence,  and  demand  onr  rage; 
"When  pur cbaid follies ^  from  each  difrant  land, 
Like  arts,  improve  in  Britain's  Ikilful  hand; 
When  the  la-w  fhows  her  teeth, :but  dares  not  bite, 
And  South-fea  treafures  arc  not  brought  to  light; 
When  churchmen  Scripture  for  the  claffics  quit, 
Polite  apouateB  from  God's  grace  to  wit ; 
When  men  grow  great  from  their  revenue  fytnf, 
/uid  fly  frgm  bailiffs  into  parliament  j 


When  dying  finners,  to  blot  out  their  fcore, 
Bequeath  the  church  the  leavings  of  a  tvbore ; 
To  chafe  our  fpleen,  when  themes  like  thefc 

crcafe, 
Shall  panegyric  reign,  and  cenfurs  ceafe  ? 

Shall  poefy,  like  law,  turn  wrong  to  right, 
And  dedications  warn  an  *5£thiop  white, 
Set  up  each  fenfelefs  wretch  for  nature's  boaft, 
On  whom  praife  ihines,  as  trophies  on  a  ftjl 
Shall  funeral  eloquence  her  colours  fpread, 
And  fcatter  rofes  on  the  wealthy  dead  ? 
Shall  authors  fmile  on  fuch  illuftrious  days, 
Andfatirife  with  nothing— but  their  praife  ? 

Why  flumbers  Pope,  who  l^ads  the  tuneful  train, 
Nor  hears  that  virtue,  which  he  loves,  complain  T' 
Donne,  Dorfet,  Dryden,  Rochefler,  are  dead, 
And  guilt's  chief  foe,  in  Addifon,  is  fled  ; 
Congreve,  who  crown'd  with  laurels,  fairly  won,  ' 
Sits  fmiling  at  the  goal,  while  others  run, 
Ke  will  not  write;  and  (more  provoking  flil!)- 
Ye  gods  !  he  will  not  write,  and  Maevius  wilL 

Doubly  diftreft,  what  author  fhall  we  find, 
Difcrectly  daring,  and  feverely  kind, 
The  courtly  *  Roman's  mining  path  to 
And  fharply  fmile  prevailing  folly  dead  ? 

•  Horace, 
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Arill  no  fupenqr  genius  (hatch  the  quill, 
^.nd  fave  me,  on  the  brink,  from  writing  ill  ? 
Though  vain  the  ftrife,  I'll  ftrive  my  voice  to  raife. 
,Vhat  will  not  men  attempt  ttifjacfed praife  ? 
The  love  of  pra\l~e,  howe'er  cbrtccal'd  by  art, 
leigns,  more. or  lefs,  and  glows,  in  every  heart : 
The  proud,  to  gain  it,  toils  on  toils  endure ; 
ic  mode/I  fhun  it,  bat  to  make  it  fure. 
er  globes,  andfceptres,  now  on  thronesit  fwells; 
)W,  trims  the  midnight  lamp  in  college  cells  : 
is  Tory,  Whig  ;  it  plots,  prays,  preaches,  pleads, 
aranguesin  fenates,  fqueaks  in  mafquerades. 
ere,  to-Steelc's  humpur  makes  a  bold  pretence; 
iere,  bolder,  aims  at  Pukeney's  eloquence. 
aids  the  dancer's  heeL,  the  iijrt£tr'ls  head, 
id  heaps  the  plain  with  'mountain's  of  the  dead; 
)r  ends  with  life;  but  nods  in  fab'e  plumes, 
lorns  our  berfe,  and  flatters  on  our  iw.bs. 
What  is  not  proud?   The  pinf  is  proud  to  fee 
many  like  himfelf  in  high  'degree  : 
ie  w'l'ore  is  proud  her  beauties  are  the  dread 
'"peevifh  virtue  and  the  marriage-bed  ; 
id  the  brib'd  cuclald,  like  crownM  vidliais  borne 
i  ilaughter3  glories  in  his  gilded  horn. 
S,om,e  go'to  church, pr::sdt  humbly  to  recent, 
td  come  back  much  more  guilty  than  rhey  went':, 
:e  way  they  lr.nk,  another  way  thsy^-;-, 
ay  to  tlic  gods,  but  woul-Thave  mortnls  ' 
id  when'their  fins  th«)v  fet  finccrely'down, 
ley'K  find  ihat  their  religion  has  been  one. 
Others  with  wifhful  eyes  on  ^-/Vv  look, 
hen  they  have  got  their  j  !rds  a  book  :' 

pompous  title,  like  a  gaudy  f    o', 
eant  to  betray  dull  fots  t6  \vrcfched  wine. 

at  his  title  T had  drop'd  his  quill, 

might  have  pafs'd  for  a  great  genius  flill. 

^— — • —  alas!  (excufe  him,  if  you  can) 
now  zfcribbler,  who  was  once  a  man. 
perious  fome^  clalRc  fame  demand, 
r  heaping  up,  with  a  laborious  hand, 
waggon-load  of  meanings  for  cm  word, 
hile  A's  deposed,  and  B  with  pomp  ref.or^J. 
Some,  for  renoiun,  on  fcraps  of  learning  doat, 
id  think  they  grow  immortal  as  they  quote. 
patch-work  learn'd  quotations  are  ally'd; 
th  ftrive  to  make  our  joverty  our  pride* 
On  glafs  how  witty  is  a  noble  peer  ' 
d  ever  diamond  coft  a  man  fo  dear  ? 
Polite  difeafes  make  fome  ideots  vain  ; 
tiich,  if  unfortunately  well,  they  feign. 
(!>f  folly,  vice,  difeafe,  men  proud  we  fee; 
id  (ilranger  frill !)  of  blockheads'  flattery  ; 
iofe  praife  defames;  as  if  a  fool  mould  mean, 
fpitting  en  your  face,  to  make  it  clean. 
STor  is't  enough  all  hearts  are  fwoln  with  pride, 
r  poiver  is  mighty,  as  her  realm  is  wide. 
iat  can  (he  not  perform  ?  The  love  of  fame 
ide  bold  Alphonfus  his  Creator  blame  : 
ipedbcles  hurl'd  down  the  burning  fteep  : 
d  (ftronger  ftill  !)  made  Alexander  weep. 
y,  it  holds  Delia  from  a  fecdiid  b..-d, 
ough  her  lov'd  lord  has  four  half-months  been 

bed. 

This  paffion  with  a  pimple  have  I  feen 
urd  a  caufe,  and  give  a  judge  the  fpleen, 


By  tils  infpir'd  (O  ne'er  to  be  forgot !) 

Some  lords  have  karn'd  to  fall,  and  fome  to  &.'ofj 

It  makes  Globofe  a  fpeaker  in  the  houfe  ; 

He  hems,  and  is  deliver'd  of  his  moufe. 

It  makes  dearfelfon  well-bred  tongues  prevail, 

And  /  the  little  hero  of  each  tale. 

Sick  with,  the  love  of  fame,  what  throngs  pour  in, 

Unpeople  .court,  and  leave  thcfenate  thin  ? 

My  growing  fubjedl  feems  but  jurt  begun, 

And,  chariot-like,  I  kindle  as  I  run. 

Aid  me,  great  Homer!  with  thy  epic  rules, 
To  take  a  catalogue  of  Britifh  fools. 
Satire  !  had  I  thy  Dorfet's  force  divine, 
A  knave  or  fool  fhouid  perifli  in  each  line; 
Though  for  the  firft  all  Weftminfter  fhouid  plead. 
And  for  the  laft  all  Grcfham  intercede. 

Begin.     Who  firft  the  catalogue  ihall  grace  ? 
To  quality  belongs  the  higheft  place. 
My  lord  comes  forward;  forward  let  him  come  ! 
Ye  vulgar!  at  your  peril,  give  him  room  : 
lie  ftalidsfor/m-<?  on  his  forefathers'  feet, 
By  heraldry,  prov'd  •valiant  or  difcnet, 
V/hh  What  a  decent  pride  he  throws  his  eyes 
Above  the  man  by  thrse  def cents  lefs  wife  ! 
If  virtues  at  his  noble  hands  you  crave, 
You  bid  him  raife  his  father's  from  the  grave. 
Men  fhould  prefs  forward  in  fame's  glorious  chafe; 
Npbles  look  backward,  and  fo  Iofe  the  race. 

.Let  h'igh  birta  triumph  !  'What  can  be  more 

great  ? 

Nothing — but  merit  in  a  low  e'ftafcc. 
To  virtue's  hiirnbleft  fon  let  none  prefer 
Vice,  though  defcenikd  from  the  conqueror, 
Shall  men,  like^i/.-w,  pafs  for  high,  or  bafe, 
Slight,  or  important,  only  by  their  place  ? 
Titles  are  marks  oihoncji  men,  and  ivife; 
The  foci,  or  knave,  that  wears  a  title,  lies. 

They  that  on  glorious  anceftors  enlarge, 
Produce  their  debt,  inftead  of  their  difibarve. 
Dorfet,  let  thole  who  proudly  boaft  their  line, 
Like  thee,  in  worth  hereditary,  fhine. 

Vain  as  fa'lfe  grcatnefs  is,  tlve  mufe  muft  o'.vn 
We  want  not  fools  to  buy  that  Briftol  ftone. 
Mean  fons  of  earth,  who,  on  a  South-fea  tide 
Of  full  fuccefs,  (warn  into  ii'taltb  and^r/Vfc. 
Knock  with  a  purfe  of  gold  at  Anftis*  gate, 
And  beg  ,to  be 'descended  from  the  great. 

When  men  of  infamy  to  grandeur  ibar, 
They  light  a  torch  to  fhow  their  fliame  the  more, 
Thofe  governments  which  cv/b  not  evils,  caufs  ! 
And  a  rich  knave's  a  llbzl  on  our  taws. 

Belus  with  folid  glory  will  be  crowu'd  ; 
He  buys  no  phantom,  no  vain  empty  found  j 
But  builds  himfelf  a  name  ;  and,  to  be  great, 
Sinks  in  a  quarry  an  immenfe  eftate  1 
In  coft  and  grandeur,  Chanrios  he'll  out-  do  'j 
And,  Burlington,  thy  tafte  is  not  fp  true. 
The  pile  is  finifh'd ;  every  toil  is  paft ; 
And  full  perfection  is  arriv'd  at  laft  ; 
When,  lo  !  my  lord  to  fome  imall  corner  runs, 
And  leaves  ftate-rooms  tojlra.ngers  and  to  duns. 

The  man  who  builds,  and  wants  wherewith  to 
Provides  a  home  from  which  to  run  away.     [j*aj 
In  Britain,  what  is  many  a  lordly  feat, 
But  a  clifcharg?  in  full  tor -an  elUfe  * 
Bii 
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In  fmaller  compafs  lies  Pygmalion's  fame  ; 
Not  domes,  but  antique  fhitues,  are  his  fl;ime  : 
Not   Fcuntaine's   feif  more   Parian   charms    has 

known  ; 

Nor  is  good  Pembroke  more  in  love  with  ftone. 
The  bailiffs  come  (rude  men  profanely  bold  !) 
And  bid  him  turn  his  Venus  into  gold. 
"  No,  firs,  he  cries  ;  I'll  fooner  rot  in  jail  : 
f  Shall  Grecian  arts  be  truck'd  forEnglifh  bail  ?" 
Such  heads  might  make  their  very  bi'.flo's  lan^h  : 
His  daughter  ftarves;   but  *  Cleopat'-a's  fafe. 

Men,  overloaded  with  a  large  eflatc, 
May  fpill  their  treafure  in  a  nice  conceit : 
The  rich  may  be  polite  ;   but,  oh  !   'tis  fad 
To  fay  you're  curious,  when  we  fwear  you're  mad. 
3By  your  revenue  meafure  your  expence  ; 
And  to  your  funds  and  seres  join  yourfetifi. 
No  man  is  ble&'d  by  accident  or  guefs  ; 
True  ivifdom  is  the  price  of  kappinefs  : 
Yet  few  without  long  difcipline  are  fage  ; 
And  our  youth  only  lays  up  fighs  for  age. 
But  how,  my  mufe,  canft  thou  refill  fo  long 
The  bright  temptation  of  the  courtly  throng. 
Thy  moft  inviting  theme  :  The  court  affords 
Much  food  for  fatirc  : — it  abounds  in  lords. 
*'  What  lords  are  thofe  fainting  with  a  grin  ?" 
One  is  jufl  <?z/f,  and  one  as  lately  in. 
".  How  comes  it  then  to  pafs  we  fee  prefide 
?{  On  both  their  brows  an  equal  fhare  of  pride  f" 
Pride,  that  impartial  paflion,  reigns  through  all, 
Attends  our  glory,  nor  deferts  our  fall. 
As  in  its  home  it  triumphs  in  high  place , 
And  frowns  a  haughty  exile  in  diferace. 
Some  lords  it  bids  admire  their  wands  fo  white, 
"Which  bloom,  like  Aaron's,  to  their  ravifh'd  fight: 
Some  lords  it  liidsrrjign ;  and  turns  their  wands, 
Like  Mofes',  into  ferpents  in  their  hand-. 
Thefe  fink,  as  divers,  for  renown;  and  boaft, 
"With  pride  inverted^  of  their  honours  loft. 
But  againft  reafon  fure  'tis  equal  fin, 
The  boaft  of  merely  being  out,  or  in. 

What  numbers  here,    through    odd    ambition, 

fbrive 

To  feeni  the  moft  tranfported  things  alive  ? 
As  if  byy'oy,  defert  was  imderftood  : 
And  all  the  fortunate  were  ivijt  z:\dgood. 
Jience  aching  bofoms  wear  avifage  gay. 
And  (lifted  groans  frequent  the  ball  and  play. 
Completely  dreft  by  -f  Monteuil  and  grimace. 
They  take  their  lirib-day  fuit.  and  public  face  : 
Their  fmilesare  only  part  of  what  they  ivear, 

Put  off  at  night,  with  Lady  B 'shair. 

"What  bodily  fatigue  is  half  fo  bad  ? 
With  anxious  care  they  labour  to  be^W. 

What  numbers,  here,  would  into  fame  advance, 
Confcioug  of  merit,  in  the  coxcomb's  dancs  ; 
The  tavern,  park,  alTemblyj  mafk,  and  play, 
Thofe  de?.r  cleftroyers  of  the  tedious  day  ! 
That  xvheel  of  fo:;s !  that  faunter  of  the  town  ! 
Call  it  divsrfMiy  and  the  pill  goes  down. 
Fools  grin  on  fools,  and,_/?<w-like  fuppoifr, 
Without  one  figh,  the  pleafurci  of  a  courr, 


Courts  can  give  nothing,  <o  the  •u-itc  *uugao?t 
But  fcoru  of  pomp,  and  love  of  folitude. 
High  ftations  tumult,  but  not  ////},  create  : 
None  think  the  great  unhappy,  but  the 'great  : 
Fools  gaze,  ond  envy  ;  envy  darts  a  fting, 
Which  makes  a  fwain  as  wretched  as  a  king, 

I  envy  none  their  pageantry  and  fhow ; 
I  envy  none  the  gilding  of  their  woe. 
Give  me,  indulgent  gods  !  with  rnind  ferene, 
And  guiltlefs  heart,  to  range  the  fylvan  fccrie; 
No  fplendi'd  poverty,  no  fmilingicare, 
No  weil-bred  hate,  cr  fervile  grandeur,  there  : 
There  plcafing  objects  ufeful  thoughts  fuggcft  ; " 
Thtjtnfe  I;  ravifH'd,  and  the  foul  is  bicft  j 
On  every  thorn  delightful  wifdom  grows; 
In  every  rill  a  fvveet  inftru6iion  flows. 
But  fome,  untaught,  o'erhear  the  whifpcring  rill, 
In  f'pite  of  lacred  leifure,  blockheads  tiill  : 
Nor  fhoots  up  folly  to  a  nobler  bloom 
hi  her  own  native  foil,  the  dratvwv'-roQwtt 

Tfydjijtiire  is  proud  to  fee  his  couriers  ftra'in, 
Or  well- breath'd  beagles  fweep  along  the  plain, 
Say,  dear  Hippolytus  (whofe  drink  is  ale, 
Whofe  erudition  is  a  Chriftmas-U'le, 
Whofe  miftrefs  is  faluted  with  a  fn 
And  friend  receiv'd  with  thumps  upon  the  back) 
When  thy  fleck  gelding  nimbly  leaps,  the  mound., 
And  Ringwooci  opens  on  the  tainted  ground, 
Is  that  ttky  praife  ?  Let  Ringwood's-.fame  alone; 
Juft  Kingwood  leaves  each  animal  his  own  ;• 
Nor  envies,  -when  a  g-ypfy  yw  commit, 
And  fhake  the  clumfy  bench  with  country  wit ; 
When  you  the  dulleft  «f  dull  things  l;->  vt.  {:\\-\} 
And  then  afk  pardon  for  the  jejl  you  .made. 

Here  breathe,  my  mufe  :   and  then  thy  talk  re 

new  ! 

Ten  thoufand  fools  unfung  are  ft  ill  in  view. 
Fewer  lay-atheifts  made  by  church  debates  ; 
Fewer  great  beggars  fam'd  for  large  eftates  ; 
Ladies,  whofc  love  is  tonftant  as  the  wind ; 
Cits,  who  prefer  a.  gui»;ea  to  mankind  ; 
Fewer  grave  lords  to  Scrope  clifcreetiy  bend; 
And  fewcTjbacfas  a  ftatefnian  gives  bisj'riend. 

Is  there  a  man  of  an  eternal  vein, 
Who  lulls  the  town  in  -winter  with  his  frrnin, 
At  Bath,  inftimmer,  chants  the  reigning  iais, 
And  fweetly  ivbijlles  as  the  -waters  pafs? 
Is  there  a  tongue,  like  Delia's  o'er  her  cup, 
That  runs  for  ages  without  winding-up  ? 
Is  there,  whom  his  tenth  epic  mounts  to  fame  ? 
Such,  and  fuch  only,  might  exhauft  my  theme  : 
Nur  \veuld  thefe  heroes  of  the  taik  be  glad. 
For  who  can  ivrite  fo  faft  as  men  run  mad? 


SATIRE  II. 

MY  rhufe,  proceed,  and  reach  thy  deftin'd  end 
Though  toils  and  danger  the  bold  tafk  attend. 
Heroes  and  God;  make  other  poems  fine  ; 
Plain  iatire  calls  torferfi  in  every  line  : 
Then,  to  what  fwarms  thy  faults  I  dare  expofc  i 
All  friends  to  vice  and/j/{y  are  tny  foes. 
When/fc<r6  the  foe,  a  war  eternal  wage  ; 
'Tis  moft  ill-nature  to  repref;  thy  rng^ } 
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lr,d  If  thcfc  ft  rains  fome  nobler  mufe  excite, 
11  glory  in  the  veffe  1  did  not  write. 

So  weak  are  human-kind  by  nature  made, 
}r  to  fuch  weaknefs  by  their  vice  bctray'd. 
\lmighty  vanity!  to  thee  they  owe 
Their  zeft  of  pleafure,  and  their  balm  of  woe. 
Thou,  like  the  fun,  all  colours  doft  contain, 
v'arying,  like  rays  of  light,  on  drops  of  rain. 
•or  every  foul  finds  reafons  to  be  proud, 
Though  hifs'd  and  hooted  by  the  pointing  crowd. 

Warm  in  purfuit  of  foxes  and  renown, 
'  Hippolytus  demands  ihcfihan  crown  ; 
3ut  Florio's  fame  the  product  of  a  fhower, 
irows  in  his  garden,  an  iihlftrious  flower  ! 
iVhy  teems  the  earth  ?  Why  melt  the  vernal  fkies? 
A'hy  fhines  the  fun  ?  Tc  make  Paulf  Diack  rife. 
•Tom  morn  to  night  has  Florio  gazing  flood, 
\nd  wonder'd  how  the  gods  could  be  fo  good ; 
tVhat  fhape  !  What  hue  !  Was  ever  nymph  fo  fair? 
.is  doats  !  he  dies  !   he  too  is  ruled  there. 
D  folid  bh'fs !  which  nothing  can  deflroy, 
Except  a  cat,  bird,  fnail,  or  idle  boy. 
n  fame's  full  bloom  lies  Florio  down  at  night, 
\nd  wakes  next  day  a  moil  inglorious  wight; 
The  tulip's  dead  !   See  thy  fair  fiber's  fate 
')  C !  and  be  kind  ere  'tis  too  late. 

Nor  are  thofe  enemies  I  mention'd,  all; 
3eware,  O  Florid,  thy  ambition's  fall. 
\  friend  of  mine  indnlg'd  this  noble  flame ; 
\  Quaker  ferv'd  him,  Adam  was  his  name; 
To  one  lov'd  tulip  oft  the  mafter  went, 
•rlung  o'er  it,  and  whole  days  in  rapture  fpent ; 
3ut  came  and  mifs'd  it  one  ill-fated  hour  : 
IQ  rag'd  !  he  roar'd  !  "  What  deemon  crept  my 

flower  ?" 

'erene,  quoth  Adam,  "  Lo  !  'twas  crufh'd  by  me; 
•  Fall'n  is  the   Baal  to  which  thou  bow'dfl  thy 
knee." 

But  all  men  want  amu/ebrtnt;  and  what  crime 
n  iuch  a  paradife  to  fool  their  time  ? 
•Jone  :  but  why  proud  of  this  ?  To  fame  they  foar ; 
»Ve  grant  they* re  idle,  if  they'll  ail:  no  more. 

We  fmiie  at  florifts,  we  defpife  their  joy, 
Vnd  think  their  hearts  enamour'd  of  a  toy  ; 
But  are  thofe  wifer  whom  we  mofh  admire, 
Jurvey  with  envy,  and  purfue  with  fire  ? 
<Arhat's  he  who  fighs  for  wealth, or  fame, or  power  ? 
other  Florio  doating  on  a  flower  ! 

ihort-liv'd  flower  ;  and  which  has  often  fprung 
"rom  fordid  arts,  as  Florio's  out  of  dung. 

With  what,  O  Codrus !   is  thy  fancy  fmit  ? 

ejfnmwr  of  learning,  and  the  bloom  of  wit. 
The  gaudy  fhdves  with  crimfon  bindings  glov**, 
Vnd  Epictetus  is  a  periVcT:  beau, 
iow  fit  for  thee,  bound  up  in  crinifon  too, 
Jilt,  and,  like  them,  devoted  to  the  view  ! 
t'hy  books  are  furniture.     Methinks  'tis  hard 
That  fcience  fhould  be  purchas'd  by  the  yaru  ; 
i.nd   i'onfon,  turn'd  upholfterer,  fenJ  home 
The  gilded  leather  toff  up  thy  room. 

If  not  to  fome  peculiar  end  defign'd, 
'tudy's  the  fpecio'us  trifling  of  the  mind;- 

*    This  refers  to  fie  firji  fclirc.- 
t  The  name  of  a  tis'iff. 


Or  is  at  bed  a  fecondary  aim, 
A  chafe  (orffort  alone,  and  not  for  game; 
If  fo,  fure  they  who  the  msre  volume  prize, 
But  love  the  thicket  where  the  quarry  lies. 

On  buying  books  Lorenzo  long  was  bent, 
But  found  at  length  that  it  reduc'd  his  rent  ; 
His  farms  were  flown;  when,  lo!  a  fale  comes  on,1 
A  choice  collection  !  what  is  to  be  done  ? 
He  fells  his  Ijji  ;  for  he  the  whole  will  buy  ; 
Sells  ev'n  his  houfe  ;  nay,  wants  whereon  to  lie  : 
So  high  the  generous  ardour  of  the  man 
For  Romans,  Greeks,  and  Orientals  ran. 
When  terms  were  drawn,  and  brought  him  by  th6 

clerk, 

Lorenzo  fign'd  the  bargain  —  with  his  mark. 
Unlearned  men  of  books  affume  the  care, 
As  eunuch's  are  the  guardians  of  the  fair. 

Not  in  his  authors'  liveries  alone 
Is  Codrus'  erudite  ambition  fhown  : 
Editions  various,  at  high  prices  bought, 
Inform  the  world  what  Codrus  would  be  thoaghi  f 
And  to  this  coft  another  muft  fucceed, 
To  pay  a  fags,  who//yj  that  he  can  read  ; 
Who  titles  knows,  and  indcxet  has  feen  ; 
But  leaves  to  Chefterfield  what  lies  between  ; 
Of  pompous  books  who  fhuns  the  proud  expence, 
And  humbly  is  contented  with  their  fenfe. 

O  Stanhope,  whofe  accomplifhments  make  goo3 
Thtfreafye  of  a  Iong-illul;rious  blood, 
In  arts  and  manners  eminently  grac'd, 
The  ftri&efl  honour.'  and  the  fineft  tajlel 
Accept  this  verfe  ;  if  fafire  can  agree 
With  fo  confurnmatc  an  humanity. 

By  your  example  would  Hihrio  mend  ; 
How  would  i:  grace  the  talents  of  my  friend, 
Who,  with  the  charm>  of  his  own  genius  fmitj 
Conceives  all  virtues  are  compris'd  in  wit  ! 
But  time  his  fervent  petulence  may  cool  ; 
For  though  he  is  a  tult^  he  is  no  fool. 
Tn  time  he'll  learn  to  nfe,  not  ivo/lt,  his  fcnfe; 
Nor  make  a  frailty  of  an  excclhnct. 
He  fpates  nor  friend  nor  foe  ;  but  calls  to  mind, 
Like  doom's-day,  all  the  faults  of  rvll  mankind. 

\Vhat  though  tvlt  tickles  ?  tickling  is  unfafe, 
If  ftill  *t\3  painful  while  it  makes  us  laugh. 
Who,  for  the  poor  renown  of  beingy/»tfr£, 
Would  leave  a  fting  within  a  brother's  heart  ? 

Farts  may  be  prais'd,  goid-nature  is  ador'd  ; 
Then  draw  your  *wit  as  feldom  as  yovirfivord; 
And  never  on  the  ti-tzi  ;  or  you'll  appear 
As  there  no  hero,  no  great  genius  here. 
As  in  fmooth  oil  the  razor  heft  is  whet, 
So  •wit  is  by  politeneft  fharpefl  fet  : 
Their  want  of  edge  from  their  offence  is  fecn  3 
Both  pain  us  leaf,  when  exquifitcly  keen. 
The  fume  men  give  is  for  the  joy  they  find  ; 
Dull  is  thej-V/iW-,  when  the  joke's  unkind. 

Since  Marcus,  dou'oilefj,  thinks  hirnfclf  a  wif3 
To  pay  my  compli  r.ent,  wluu  place  fo  fit  ? 
His  moft  facetious  *  letters  came  to  hand, 
Which  my  firft  latire  fweetly  reprimand  : 
Ff  that  *juf  ofT;;;.-^  tn  Alarcus  gave, 
Say,  Marcus,  which  art  thou,  dfoo/, 


*  Letters  fcnt  'o  ilj  author 
•B  iij 
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For  all  but  fuch  with  caution -I  forbore; 
That  thou  was  cither,  I  ne'er  knew  before  : 
I  knew  thee  now,  both  what  thou  art,  and  ti-lo ; 
No  mafic  fo  good,  but  Marcus  muft  fnir.e  through  : 
Falfe  names  are  vain,  thy  lines  their  author  tell ; 
Thy  beft  concealment  had  been  writing  tisll-: 
But  thou  a  brave  negled:  of  fame  haft  fhown, 
Of  others'  fame,  great  genius !  and  thy  civn. 
Write  on  unheeded  ;  and  this  maxim  know, 
The  man  who  pardons,  difap feints  his  foe. 

In  malice  to  proud  -wits,  feme  proudly  lull 
Their  peevijb  reafon  ;&ain  of  being  dull ; 
When  fome  home  joke  haf  flung  their  folemn  fouls, 
In  vengeance  they  determine — to  befools; 
Through  fpleen,  that  little  nature  gave,  make  hfs, 
iQiiite  zealous  in  the  ways  of  heavinefs; 
To  lumps  inanimate  a  fondnefs  take  ; 
And  difinherit  fons  that  are  awake. 
Thefe,  when  their  utmofl  venom  they  would  fpit, 
Mofl  barbaroufly  tell  you — "  His  a  •wit."1" 
Poor  negroes i  thus,  to  fhow  their  burning  fpite 
To  cacodemons,  fay,  they'n  dcviiijh  white. 

Lampridius,  from  the  bottom  of  his  breaft, 
Sigt>s  o'er  one  child;  but  triumphs  in  the  reft. 
How  juft  bis  grief  /  one  carries  in  his  head 
A  kfs  proportion  of  the  father's  lead; 
And  is  in  danger,  without  fpecial  grace, 
To  rife  abrvc  a  juftice  of  the  peace. 
The  dunghill -breed  of  men  a  diamond  (corn, 
And  feel  a  pafiion  for  a  grain  of  corn  ; 
Some  ftupid,  plodding,  money-loving  wiglit, 
Who  wins  their  hearts  by  knowing  black  from 

white, 

Who  with  much  pains,  exerting  all  his  fenfe, 
Can  range  aright  his  fhillings,  pounds,  and  pence. 

The  booby  father  craves  a  booby  fen  ; 
And  by  heaven's  blefjing  thinks  himieU  undone, 

Wants  of  all  kinds  are  made  to  fame  a  plea  ; 
One  learns  to  lifp;  anocher,  not  to  fee  : 

JVTifs  D ,  tottering,  catches  at  your  hand  : 

Wai  ever  thing  To  pretty  born  to  ftand  ?      [pride, 
Whilft  thefe,  what  nature  gave,  difown,  through 
Others  affed  what  nature  has  deny'd  ; 
What  nature  has  deny'd,  fools  will  purfue  : 
As  a:es  are  ever  walking  upon  two. 

'Craffus  a  grateful  fage,  our  awe  and  fport ! 
'Supports  grave  forms;  for  forms  the  fage  fupport. 
Ke  hern';  and  cries,  with  an  important  air, 
u  If  yonder  clouds  withdraw,  it  will  be  fair  :" 
Then  quotes  the  Stagy  rite,  to  prove  it  true  ; 
And  adds,  "The  Jcarn'd  delight  in  fomething  neiu ." 
Is't  not  enough  the  blackhead  fcarce  can  read, 
JBut  niufl  he  •wifely  look,   and  gravely  plead  ? 
As  far  zformalijl  from  wifdom  fits, 
In  judging  eyes,  as  libertines  from  wits. 

Thefe  fubtle  wight^  (fo  blind  are  mortal  men, 
Though  fatire  conch  them  with  her  keeneft  pen) 
For  ever  will  hang  out  a  foiemn  face, 
To  put  oK  no-ifenfe  with  a  better  grace  : 
As  pedlars  with  fome  hero's  head  make  bold, 
IlUiftricus  mark  !  where  pint  are  to  be  fold. 
What's  the  bent  brow,  or  neck  in  thought  reclin'd? 
The  body's  wifdom  to  conceal  the  mind. 
A  man  of  fenfe  can  artifice  difdain ; 
As  p:ea  cf  wealth  may  venture  to  go  plain  ^ 
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And  be  this  truth  eternal  ne'er  forge*, 
'oletanily's  a  cover  hr-zfoi. 
find  the  fool,  when  I  behold  \hejkreen; 
?or  'tis  the  wife  man's  intereft  to  be-  feen. 

Hence,  Chefterfield,  that  opennefs  of  heart, 
And  juft  difdain  for  that  poor  mimic  art; 
-lence  (manly  praife!)  that  manner  nobly  free, 
Which  all  admire,  and  I  commend,  in  thee. 

With  generous  fcorn  how  oft  haft  thou  furvey'c 
Of  court  and  toivn  the  noontide  mafquerade  ; 
Where  fwarms  of  knaves  the  vizor  quite  difgrace, 
And  hide  fecure  behind  a  naked  face? 
Where  nature's  end  of  language  is  declin'd, 
And  men  talk  only  to  conceal  the  mind ; 
Where  generous  hearts  the  greateft  hazard  run, 
And  he  who  trufts  a  brother,  is  undone  ? 

Thefe  all  their  care  expend  on  outward  fhow 
For  wealth  a  fame;  for  fame  alone,  the  beau. 
Of  late  at  White's  was  young  Florello  feen: 
How  blank  his  look!  how  difccmpos'd  his  mien! 
So  hard  it  proves  in  grief  fmcere  to  feign  1 
Sunk  were  hisfpirits;  for  his  coat  vrss plain* 

Next  day  his  breaft  regain'd  its  wonted  peace; 
His  health  was  mended  with  •z.fd'litr  lace. 
A  curious  artift,  long  ir.ur'd  to  toils 
Of  gender  fort,  with  combs,  and  fragrant  oils, 
Whether  by  chance,  or  by  fome  god  infpir'd, 
So  touch'd  his  curls,  his  mighty  foul  was  nr'd. 
The  well-fwoln  ties  an  equal  homage  claim, 
And  either  fhoulder  has  its  fhare  of  fame; 
His  fumptuous  'watch  cafe,  though  conceaFd  it  lie« 
Like  a  good  confcience,  folid  joy  fupplie?. 
He  only  thinks  hinafelf  (fo  far  frem  vain  !) 
Stanhope  in  wit,  in  breeding  Deloraine. 
Whene'er,  oj  feeanng  chance,  he  throws  his  eye 
On  mirrors  that  reflecl;  his  Tyrian  dye, 
With  how  fublime  a  tranfport  leaps  his  heart '. 
But  fate  ordains  that  deareft  friends  mull  part. 
In  active    mcafurcs,  brought   from  France,  he 

wheels, 
And  triumphs,  confcious  of  his  learned  bee's. 

So  have  I  feen,  on  fome  bright  fummer's  day, 
A  calf  of  genius,  debonnair  and  gay, 
Dance  on  the  bank,  as  if  infpir'd  by  fame, 
Fond  of  \he  pretty  fellow  in  the  ftream. 

Morofe  is  funk  with  fhame,  whene'er  furpris'd 
In  linen  clean,  or  peruke  undifguis'd. 
No  fublunary  chance  his  veftments  fear; 
Valued,  like  leopards,  as  their fpots  appear. 
A  fam'd  furtout  he  wears,  which  once  was  blue, 
And  hii  foot  fwims  in  a  capacious  Ihoe; 
One  day  his  wife  (for  who  can  wives  reclaim  ?) 
Level1  d  her  barbarous  needle  at  his  fame  : 
But  open  force  was  vain  ;  by  night  fhe  went, 
And,  while  he  flept,  furpris'd  the  darling  rent : 
Where  yawn'd  the  frieze  is  now  become  a  doubt 
"  And  glory,  atone  entrance,  quite  {hut  out*." 

He  fcorns  Florello,  and  Florello  him; 
Thi?  hates  thcjittby  creature,  that  the / rim: 
Thus  in  each  other  both  thefe  fools  defpife 
Their  own  dear  felves,  with  undifcerning  eyes; 
Their  methods  various,  but  alike  their  aim  j 
The  fiovsn  and  the  f opting  are  the  fame, 
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Ye  wliigs  and  tories  !  thus  it  fares  with  you, 
;Vhsn  party-rage  too  warmly  you  purfue ; 
Then  both  club  rtonfenfe.and  impetuous  pride, 
^nd  folly  joins  vrhom  fentiments  divide, 
k'ou  vent  your  fpleen  as  monkies  when  they  pafs, 
kratch  at  the  mimic  monkey  in  the  glais; 
While  both  are  one:  and  henceforth  be  it  known, 
fools  of  both  fides  mail  (land  for  fools  alone. 

"  But  who  art  thou  ?"  methinks  Florello  cries  : 
'  Of  all  thy  fpecies  art  thou  only  wife  ?" 
Miice  fmallcfi  things  can  give  our  fins  a  twitch, 
As  croffmg  ftraws  retard  a  paffing  witch, 
Florello,  thou  my  monitor  fhalt  be; 
'11  conjure  thus  forne  profit  out  of  thee. 
J  thou  myl'elf  1  abroad  our  counfels  roam, 
And,  like  ill  hufbands,  take  no  care  at  home : 
Thou  too  art  wounded  with  the  common  dart, 
And  love  of  fame  lies  throbbing  at  thy  heart ;       ; 
And  what  wile  means  to  gain  it  haft  thou  chofe  ? 
(\no\\  fame  ^nd  fortune  both  are  made  of  prole. 
!;  thy  ambition  fweating  for  a  rhyme, 
Thou  unambitious  fool,  at  this  late,  time  ? 
While  I  a  moment  name,  a  moment's  j>aft  ; 
i'm  nearer  death  in  tils  verfe  than  the  lajl  : 

hat  then  is  to  be  done  ?  Be  wife  with  fpeed; 
A  fool  at  forty  is  a  fool  indeed. 

And  what  fo  foolifh  as  the  chafe  of  fame  ? 
Mow  vain  the  prize  !  how  impotent  our  afrn ! 
For  what  are  men  who  grafp  at  praife  fublime, 
&\\t -.bubbles  on  the  rapid  ftream  of  time, 
That  rile,  and  fall,  that  fwell,  and  are.no  more, 
Born,  and  forgot,  ten  thoufand  in  an  hour? 

SATIRE  III. 

TO  THE  RIGHT   HON.  MR.  DODINGTON. 

LONG,  Dodlngton,  in  debt,  I  long  have  fought 
To  eafe  the  burden  of  my  grateful  thought; 
And  now  a  poet's  gratitude  you  fee ; 
Grant  him  itvo  favours,  and  he'll  afk  for  three: 
For  whofe  the  prefent  glory  or  the  gain  ? 
You  give  protection,  I  a  worthlefs  ftrain. 
You  love  and  feel  the  poet's  facred  flame, 
And  know  the  bafis  of  a  folid  fame  ; 
Though  prone  to  like,  yet  cautious  to  commend, 
You  read  with  all  the  malice  of  a.  friend; 
Nor  favour  my  attempts  that  way  alone, 
But,  more  to  raife  my  verfe,  conceal  your  own. 

An  ill-tim'd  modefty  !  turn  ages  o'er, 
\Vhen  wanted  Britain  bright  examples  more  ? 
Her  learning^  and  her  genius  too,  decays; 
And  dark  and  cold  are  her  declining  days ; 
A^  if  men  now  were  of  another  caft^ 
They  meanly  live  on  alms  of  ages  paft. 
Men  ftill  are  men  ;  and  they  who  boldly  dare, 
Shall  triumph  o'er  the  fonsof  cold  defpair; 
Or,  if  they  i'ail,  they  juftly  ftill  take  place 
'•Of  fuch  who  run  in  debt  for  their  difgrace; 
Who  borrow  much,  then  fairly  make  it  kno\vn, 
And  damn  it  with  improvements  of  their  own. 
We  bring  fome  new  materials,  and  what's  old 
New  caOt  with  care,  and  in  no  borrcivjd  mould; 
Late  times  the  verfe  may  read,  if  thefe  refufe; 
Aed  from  four  critics  viodiwi?  the  uvvfe- 


"  Your  work  is  long,"  the  critics  cry.     'Tis  true, 
And  lengthens  ftill,  to  take  in  fools  like  you  : 
Shorten  my  labour,  if  its  length  you  blame; 
For,  grow  but  wife,  you  rob  me  of  my  game ; 
As  hunted  tags,  who,  while  the  dogs  puri'ue, 
Renounce  their  four  legs,  and  fUrt  up  on  two. 

Like  the  bold  bird  upon  the  banks  of  Nile, 
That  picks  the  teeth  of  the  dire  crcccdile, 
Will  f  enjoy  (dread  feaft  I)  the  critic's  rage, 
And  with  the  fell  deflrayer  feed  my  page. 
For  what  ambitious  fools  are  more  to  blame 
Than  thqfe  who  thunder  in  the  critic's  ftaineT 
Good  authors  damn'd,  have  their  revenge  in  thitt 
To  fie  what  wretches  gain  the  praife  they  mifs. 

Balbutius,  muffled  in  his  fable  cloak, 
Like  an  old  druid  from  his  hollow  oak, 
As  ravens  folemn,  and  as  fafftg,  cries, 
"  Ten  thoufand  worlds  for  the  three  unities!" 
Ye  doctors  fage,  who  through  ParnaiTus  teachj 
Or  quit  the  tub,  or  praclife  what  you  preach. 

One  judges  as  the  weather  dictates;  right 
The  poem  is  at  noon,  and  wrong  at  night : 
.Another  judges  by  a  furer  gauge, 
An  author ^  principle  f  t  or  •parentage; 
Since  his  great  anceftors  in  Flanders  fell, 
The  poem  doubdefs  muft  be  written  well. 
Another  judges  by  the  writer's  look  ; 
Another  judges,  for  he  bought  the  book ; 
Some  judge,  their  knack  ol  judging  wrong  to  keepj 
Some  judge,  becaufe  it  is  too  foon  tojleep. 

Thus  ail  will  judge,  and  with  one  iingle  aim, 
To  gain  themfelves,  not  give  the  writer,  fame. 
The  very  belt  a.-nb':thi.Jly  advife, 
Half  to  ferve  you,  and  half  to  pafs  for  -wife. 

Critics  on  verfe,  zsfquibs  on  triumphs  wait, 
Proclaim  the  glory,  and  augment  the  ftate  ; 
Hot,  envious,  noify,  proud,  the  fcribbling  fry 
Burn,  hifs,  and  bounce,  wafte  paper,  ftink,  and  die. 
Rail  on,  my  friends  •  what  more  my  verfe  can 

crown 
Than  Compton's  fmile,  and  your  obliging  frown-? 

Not  all  on  loots  their  criticifm  wafte  : 
The  genius  of  a  dift  fome  juftly  tafte^ 
And  eat  their  way  tofime;  with  anxious  thought 
Thefalmon  is  refus'd,  the  turbot  bought. 
Impatient  art  rebukes  the  fun's  delay, 
And  bids  December  yield  the  fruits  of  May  : 
Their  various  cares  in  one  great  point  combine 
The  bufmefs  of  their  lives,  that  is — to  dine. 
Half  of  their  precious  day  they  give  the  fea/lj 
And  to  a  kind  tigeftion  fpare  the  reft. 
Apicius,  here,  the  tafter  of  the  town, 
Feeds  twice  a  week,  to  fettle  their  renown. 

Thefe  worthies  of  the  palate  guard  with  car« 
The  facred  annals  of  their  bills  cffare; 
In  thofe  choice  bopks  t\\z\r panegyrics  read, 
And  fcorn  the  creatures  that  for  hunger  feed. 
If  man  by  feeding  ivell  commences  g'ezt, 
Much  more  the  worm  to  whom  that  man  ismsatt 

To  glory  fome  advance  a  lying  claim, 
Thieves  of  renown,  and  pilferers  of  fame  ; 
Their  front  fupplies  what  their  ambition  lacks  ; 
They  know  a  thoufand  Ion's,  behind  their  backs. 
.Cottil  is  apt  to  wink,  upon  a  peer, 
"•Hrbtn  turn "d away ,  with  a  familiar  her  ; 
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And  Harvey's  eyer,  unmercifully  keen, 

Have  murder'd  fops,  by  whom  fhe  ne'er  was  feen. 

Niger  adopts  (tray  libels;  wifely  prone 

To  covet  fhanie  ftill  greater  than  his  ov,  n. 

Bathyllus,  in  the  winter  of  threescore, 

Belies  his  innocence,  and  keeps  a  whore. 

Abfence  of  mind  Brabantio  turns  to  fame, 

Learns  to  mijlake,  nor  knows  his  brother's  name; 

Has  words  and  thoughts  in  nice  d/forder  fet, 

And  takes  a  memorandum  to  forget. 

1  hus  vain,  not  knowing  what  adorns  or  blots, 

Men  forge  the  patents  that  create  them  fots. 

As  love  of  pleafure  into  pain  betrays, 
So  moft  grow  infamous  through  love  of  praife. 
But  whence  for  praife  can  fuch  an  ardour  rife, 
When  thofe,.who  bring  that  incenfe,  we  defpife  ? 
For  fuch  the  vanity  of  great  and  fmall, 
Contempt  goes  round,  and  all  men  laugh  at  all. 
Nor  can  even  Satire  blame  them  ;  for  'tis  true, 
They  have  moft  ample  caufe  for  what  they  do. 
O  fruitful  Britain  1  doubtlefs  thou  waft  meant 
A  nurfe  offooh,  to  ftock  the  continent. 
Though  Phoebus  and  the  Nine  for  ever  mow, 
Rank  folly  underneath  the  fcythe  will  grow. 
The  plenteous  harvefl  calls  me  forward  ftill, 
Till  I  furpafs  in  length  my  lawyer's  bill ; 
A  Welfh  defcent,  which  well-paid  heialds  damn 
Or,  longer  ftill,  a  Dutchman's  epigram, 
When  cloy'd,  in  fury  1  throw  down  my  pen, 
In  comes  a  coxcomb,  and  I  write  again. 
See,  1  ityrus,  with  merriment  pcffeft, 
Is  burft  with  laughter,  ere  he  hears  the  jeft  : 
What  need  he  flay  ?  for  when  the  joke  is  o'er, 
His  teeth  will  be  no  whiter  than  before. 
Is  there  oitLefe,  ye  fair  !  fo  great  a  dearth, 
That  you  need  purchafe  mcnkies  for  your  mirth  ? 
Some,  vain  of  paintings,  bid  the  world  admire  ; 
Of  koufes  fome  ;  nay,  houfes  that  they  hire  : 
Some  (perfect  wifdom  !)  of  a  beauteous  wife; 
And  boaft,  like  Cordeliers,  a  fcourge  for  hie. 
Sometimes,  through  pride,  the  fexcs  change  thei 

airs ; 

.My  lord"  has  -vapours^  and  my  lady/zr^rrj  ; 
Then,  ftranger  ftill  !  on  turning  of  the  wind, 
My  lord  ivears  breeches,  and  my  lady's  kind. 

To  fhow  the  ftrength,  and  infamy  of  pride t 
By  all  'tisfollow'd,  and  by  all  deny'd. 
What  numbers  are  there,  which  at  once  purfue 
Praife,  and  the  glory  to  contemn  it,  too  ? 
Vincenna  "know  sf elf -praife  betrays  \.oframet 
And  therefore  lays  a  ftratagem  for  fame; 
Makes  his  approach  in  modefty's  difguife, 
To  win  applaufe  ;  and  takes  it  by  furprife. 
"  To  err,"  fays  he,  "  in  fir.all  tilings,  is  my  fate. 
You  know  your  anfwer,  "  he's  exacl:  in  great." 
"  Myjtyk,"  fays  he,  "  is  rude  and  full  of  faults. 
"  But  oh!  whatfenfe  !  what  energy  of  thoughts! 
That  he  wants  algebra,  he  muft  confefs; 
".But  not  a  foul  to  give  our  arms  foccefs." 
"  Ah  !  That's  an  hit  indeed,"  Vince«na  cries ; 
1  But  who  in  heat  of  blood  was  ever  wife  ?  [back 
*'  I  own  'twas  wrong,  when  thoufands  call'd  n 
"  To  make  that  hopelefs,  ill-advis'd,  attack  ; 
"  All  fay,  'twas  madnefs ;  nor-<rare  I  deny; 
"  Sure  never  fool  fo  well  dderv'd  to  die." 


ould  this  deceive  in  others,  to  be  free, 
ne'er,  Vincer.na,  could  deceive  in  thee ; 

Vhofe  conducl:  is  a  comment  to  thy  tongue, 
o  clear,  the  dulleft  cannot  take  thee  wrong, 
'hou  on  orejleeve  wilt  thy  revenues  wear  ; 

And  haunt  the  court,  without  a  profpecJ  there. 

Are  thefe  expedients  for  renown  ?  Confefs 
hy  little  felj\  that  I  may  fcorn  thee  lefs. 
Be  wife,  Vincenna,  arid  the  court  forfake; 

Our  fortunes  there,  nor  ilou,  nor  7,  fhall  make. 

Even  men  of  merit,  ere  their  point  they  gain, 
n  hardy  fervice  make  a  long  campaign  ; 

vloft  manfully  beficge  the  patron's  gate, 

And  oft  repulsM,  as  off  attack  the  great 

With  painful  art,  and  application  warm, 

And  take,  at  laft,  fome  Unit  place  by  ftorm  ; 

Enough  to  keep  two  flees  on  Sunday  clean, 
y?ar-w  upon  difcrtetly,  in  Sheer-Lane. 

Already  this  thy  fortune  can  afford  ; 
Then  ftarve  without  the  favour  of  my  lord. 
Tis  true,  great  fortunes  feme  great  men  confer  i 
3ut  often,  even  in  doing  right,  they  err  : 
From  caprice^  not  from  choice y  their  favours  come  : 

They  give,  but  think  it  toil  to  know  to  whom  : 
The  man  that's  neareft,  yawning,  they  advance  : 
'Tis  inhumanity  to  bhfs  by  chance, 
[f  merit  futs,  and  greatnefs  is  fo  loth 
To  break  its  downy  trance,  I  pity  both. 

I  grant  at  court,  Philander,  at  his  need, 
(Thanks  to  his  lovely  wife)  finds  friends  indeed* 
Of  every  charm  and  virtue  flic's  p<  ffeft  : 
Philander  !  thou  art  exquifitely  Weft  ; 
The  public  envy  !  now  then,  'tis  allow'd, 
The  man  is  found,  who  may  fojvjlly  proud  : 
But,  fee  1  how  fickly  is  ambition's  tnile  ! 
Ambition  feeds  on  traili,  and  lothes  a  feaft ; 
For,  !o,!   Philander,  of  reproach  afraid, 
In/echd  loves  his  wife,  but  keeps  her  maid. 

Some  nymphs  fell  reputation  ;  others  buy ; 
And  love  a  market  where  the  rates  run  high  : 
Italian  mulic's  fweet,  becaufe  'tis  dear; 
Their  "vanity  is  tickled,  not  their  ear  : 
Their  taftes  would  leffen  if  the  prices  fell, 
And    Shakfpeare's   wretched   fluff  do    quite  as 

well ; 

Away  the  difenchanted  fair  would  throng, 
And  oivn,  that  Englifh  is  their  mother  tongue. 

To  fhow  how  much  our  northern  taftes  refine,f 
Imported  nymphs  our  peereffes  outfhine  ; 
"While  tradefmen  ftarve,  thefe  Philomels  are  gay; 
For  generous  lords  had  rather  give  than  pay. 
Behold  the  mafquerade's  fantaftic  fcene  ! 
The  legiflature  join'd  with  Drury-Lane  ! 
When  Britain  calls,  th'  embroider'd  patriots  run, 
And  ferve  their  country — if  the  dance  is  done. 
"  Arc  we  not  then  allow'd  to  be  polite  ?" 
Yes,  doubtlefs;  but  firftfet  your  notions  right. 
W orth  of  politertffs  is  the  needful  ground  ; 
Where  that  is  wanting,  this  can  ne'er  be  found. 
Triflers  not  ev'n  in  trifles  can  excel ; 
Tis/o/A/ bodies  only  polifi  well. 
Great,  cholen  prophet  1  for  thefe  latter  days, 
To  turn  a  willing  world/row  righteous  ways  I 
WeH,  Heydegger,  doft  thou  thy  mafer  ferve  ; 
Well  has  he  fccn  kh/crwn*  fbould  not  ftarv.e, 
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Thou  to  his  name  haft  fpldid  temple*  rais'd ; 

In  various  forms  of  luorfblfen  him  prais'd, 

Gaudy  devotion,  like  a  Rtan,  fhown, 

And  fung  fweet  anthems  ft  tongue  unJsnfion. 

Inferior  offerings  to  thy  g<of  vice 

Are  duly  paid,  injiddles,  ch,  and  dice ; 

Thy  facrifice  fupreme,  an  ndred  maids  f 

That  folemn  rite  of  midnit  mafquerades  ! 

If  maids  the  quite  exhauft  town  denies, 

An  hundred  head  of  cvcko  may  fuffice. 

Thou  fmil'ft,  well  pleas'cvith  the  converted  land, 

To  fee  thcjifty  churches  a  ftand. 

And  that  thy  nunifter  m  never  fail, 

But  what  thy  hand  has  inted  flill  prevail, 

Of  minor  prophets  a  fuccefn  fure 

The  propagation  of  thy  il  fecure. 

See  commons,  peers,  a  minifters  of  ftate, 

In  folomn  council  met,  i  deep  debate  ! 

What  godlike  enter prifc  taking  birth  ? 

What  wonder  opens  on  •  expecting  earth  ? 

'Tis  done  !  with  loud  ajaufe  the  council  rings  ! 

Fix'd  is  the  fate  of  ivbotiuiAjiddle-flrings  / 

Though  bold  thefe  tru>,  thou,  mufe,  with  truths 
like  thefe, 

Wilt  none  offend,  whortis  a  praife  to  pleafe  : 

Let  others  flatter  to  be  tter'd,  thou, 
Like  juft  tribunals,  bend    awful  brow, 
How  terrible  it  were  tommon  fenfe, 
To  write  a  Satire  which  ye  none  offence  f 
And,  fmce  from  life  \  takhc  draughts  you  fee, 
If  men  diflike  them,  do  ty  cenfure  me  / 
The  fool  and  knave,  'tis  g-Jous  to  offend, 
And  godlike  an  attempt  t  world  to  mend ; 
The  world,  where  lucky  tUvs  to  blockheads  fall, 
Knaves  know  the  game,  z\honejl  men  pay  all. 

How  hard  for  real  worto  gain  its  price  ! 
A  man  fhall  make  his  fortv  in  a  trice, 
If  bleft  with  pliant,  though^  {lender,  fenfe, 
Feign'd  medefty,  and  real  ibudcnce  : 
A  fupple  knee,  fmooth  tonjt,  an  eafy  grace, 
A  curie  within,  a  fmile  upoiis  face  ; 
A  beauteous  fifter,  or  convent  wife, 
Arc  frizes  in  the  lottery  ofl  ; 
Genius  and  virtue  they  will  in  defeat, 
And  lodge  you  in  the  bofom  the  great. 
To  merlt^  is  but  to  provide  a  ?« 
For  men's  refufing  what  youight  to  ^ain. 
May,  Dodington,  this  max  fail  in  you, 
Whom  my  prefaging  thoughaiready  view 
By  Walpole's  conduct  fir'd,  a  friendfhip  .grac'd 
Still  higher  in  your  prince's  four  plac'd  ; 
And  lending,  here,  thofe  awfubunciis  aid, 
Which  you,  abroad,  with  fuch  reefs  obey 'd  ! 
Bear  this  from  one,  who  holds  ^r  friendihip  dear 
What  mod  we  wifh,  with  eafoe  fancy  near. 

SATIRE  IV 

TO  THE  RIGHT  HON.  SIR  SPE;ER  COMPTON. 

ROUND   fome  fair  tree  th'   anltious  woodbin 

grows, 

And  breathes  her  fweets  on  the  porting  boughs 
So  fweet  the  verfe,  th'  ambitiousWfe  fhould  be, 
(O  !  pardon  mine)  that  hopes  fuA>rt  from  thec 


Thee,  Compton,  l*orn  o'er  fenatcs  to  prefide, 
Their  dignity  to  raife,  their  councils  guide  ; 

>eep  to  difcern,  and  widely  to  furvey, 
And  kingdoms  fates  without  ambition  weigh; 
Of  diflant  virtues  nice  extremes  to  blerrd. 
The  crown's  afferter,  and  the  people's  friend  : 
Nor  doft  thou  fcorn,  amid  fublimer  views, 
To  liflen  to  the  labours  of  the  mule  ; 
'hy  i miles  protect  her,  while  thy  talents  fire\ 
And  'tis  but  half  thy  glory  to  infpirc. 
Vex'd  at  a  public  fame,  fo  juftly  won, 

he  jealous  Chremes  is  with  fplcen  undone  ; 
Chremes,  for  airy  penfions  of  rensiun, 
Devotes  his  fervice  to  the  ftate  and  crown  ; 
All  fchemes  he  knows,   and,   knowing,  all  im 
proves, 

Though  Britain's  thanklefs,  ft  ill  this  patriot  loves  £ 
3ut  patriots  differ;  fome  may  fhed  their  blood, 
-Ie  drinks  his  coffle,  for  the  public  good ; 
Confults  the  facred  fleam,  and  there  forefees 
What  ftorms,  or  fun-fhine,  providence  decrees  ; 
Knows,  for  each  day,  the  -weather  of  our  fate  ; 
A  Quidnunc  is  an  almanack  of  ftate. 

You  fmile,  and  think  this  ftatefman  void  of  ufe; 
Why  may  not  time  his  fecret  worth  produce  ; 
Since  apes  can  roaft  the  choice  Caftanian  Nut, 
Since  feeds  of  genius  are  expert  at  Put ; 
Since  ball  the  fenate  "  Not  content"  can  fay, 
Gecfe  nations  fave,  and  puppies  plots  betray. 

What  makes  him  model  realms,  and  counfel 

kings  ? 

An  incapacity  for  fmaller  things  : 
Poor  Chremeg  can't  conduct  his  own  ejlate, 
And  thence  has  undertaken  Europe's  fate. 
Gchenno  leaves  the  realm  to  Chremes'  fkill, 
And  boldly  claims  a  province  higher  ftill : 
To  raife  a  name,  th'  ambitious  boy  has  got, 
At  once,  a  Bible,  and  zfeouIJer-jnott 
Deep  in  the  fecret,  he  looks  through  the  whole, 
And  pities  the  dull  rogue  that/z-^^  his  foul ; 
To  talk  with  reverence  you  muft  take  good  heed,, 
Nor  fhock  his  tender  reafin  with  the  Creed  : 
Howe'er  well-bred,  in  public  he  complies, 
Obliging  friends  alone  with  blafpbemies. 

Peerage  is  poifon,  good  eftate&  are  bad 
For  this  difeafe  ;  poor  rogues  run  feldom  mad. 
Have  not  attainders  brought  unhop'd  relief, 
&.n&  f  ailing  Jlocks  quite  cur'd  an  unbelief? 
While  the  fun  fhines,  Blunt  talks  with  wondrou* 

force ;  > 

But  thunder  mzrsffnall  leer,  and  -weal  difcourfe* 
Such  ufeful  injiruments  the  weather  {how, 
Juft  as  their  mercury  is  high  or  low : 
Health  chiefly  keeps  an  Atheift  in  the  dark  : 
A  fever  argues  better  than  a  Clarke  : 
Let  but  the  logic  in  hhfulfe  decay, 
The  Grecian  he'll  renounce,  and  learn  to  pray ; 

While  C mourns,  with  an  unfeigned  zeala 

Th'  apoftate  youth,  who  reafon'd  once  fo  well. 

C ,  who  makes  merry  with  the  Creed, 

He-almoft  thinks  he  disbelieves  indeed; 
But  only  thinks  fo  ;  to  give  both  their  due, 
Satan,  and  he,  believe,  and  tremble  too. 
Of  fome  for  glory  fuch  the  boundlefs  rage, 
That  they're  the  khdazftfcandal  of  their  age. 
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Narciffus  the  Tartarian  cJul  difclaims; 
Nay,  a  free-mafon,  with  fome  terror,  names ; 
Omits  no  duty  ;  nor  can  envy  fay, 
He  mifs'd,  thefe  many  years,  the  church,  o/  play : 
He  makes  no  noife  in  parliament,  'tis  true  ; 
But  pays  his  debts,  and  .vijit,  when  'tis  due  ; 
His  character  and  gloves  are  ever  clean, 
And  then,  he  can  out-bow  the  lowing  dean  ; 
A  fmile  eternal  on  his  lip  he  wears, 
Which  equally  the  wife  and  worthlefs  (hares. 
In  gay  fatigues,  this  moft  undaunted  chief, 
Patient  of  idlcnefs  beyond  belief, 
Moft  charitably  lends  the  town  his  face, 
For  ornament,  in  every  public  place  j 
As  fure  as  cards ^  he  to  th'  affemlly  comes, 
And  is  Q& 'furniture  of  drawing-rooms  : 
When  ombre  calls,  his  hand  and  heart  are  free, 
And,  join'd  to  two,  he  fails  not — to  make  three  : 
Narciffus  is  the  glory  of  his  race  ; 
For  who  does  nothing  with  a  better  grace  ? 

To  deck  my  lift,  by  nature  were  defign'd 
Such  fhining  expletives  of  human  kind, 
Who  want,  while  through  blank  life  they  dream 

along, 
Senfe  to  be  right,  and  pajjion  to  be  wrong. 

To  counterpoife  this  hero  of  the  mode, 
Some  for  renown  are  fmgnlar  and  odd; 
What  other  men  difiike,  is  furc  to  pleafe, 
Of  all  mankind,  thefe  dear  antipodes ; 
Through  pride,  not  malice,  they  run  counter  {till, 
And  birtb-'days  are  their  days  of  dreffing  ill. 

Arbuthnot  is  a  fool,  and  F a  fage, 

S — ly  will  fright  you,  E engage  ; 

By  nature  ftreams  run  backward,  flame  defcends, 
Stones  mount,  and  SufTcx  is  the  word  of  friends ; 
They  take  their  reft  by  day,  and  wake  by  night, 
And  blufh,  if  you  furprife  them  in  the  tight ; 
If  they  by  change  blurt  out,  ere  well  aware, 
A  fwan  is  white,  or^Queenfberry  is  fair. 
Nothing  exceeds  in  riuicure,  no  doubt, 
A  fool  in  fafhion,  but  a  fool  that's  out. 
His  paflion  for  abfur  dity's  fo  ftrong, 
He  cannot  bear  a  rival  in  the  wrong  ; 
Though  wrong  the  mode,  comply  ;  more  fenfe  is 

fhown 

In  wearing  others'  follies,  than  your  oivn. 
If  \viiEt  is  out  of  fafhion  moft  you  prize, 
Methinks  you  fhouid  endeavour  to  be  wife. 
But  what  in  oddnefs  can  be  more  fublime 
Than  Sloane  the  foremoft  toyman  of  his  time  ? 
His  nice  ambition  iies  in  curious  fancies, 
His  daughter's  portion  a  richyZv/7  enhances, 
And  Afhrnole's  baby-houfe  is,  in  his  view, 
Britannia's  golden  mine,  a.  rich  Peru  ! 
Jlow  his  eyes  languifh  !  how  his  thoughts  adore 
That  painted  coat,  which  Jofeph  never  wore  1 
He  (hows,  on  holidays,  a  facred  pin, 
That  touch'd  the  ruff,  that  touch'd  Qneen  Befs's 

chin. 

"  Since  that  great  Hearth  our  chronicles  deplore, 
"  Since  that  great  plague  that  fwept  as  many  more, 
"  Was  ever  year  unbleft  as  tbis  ?  he'll  cry, 
*  It  has  not  brought  us  one  new  butterfly  /" 
In  times  that  fuffer  fuch  learn'd  men  zstbefe, 
Unhappy  t— y  !  fcow  came  -on 


Not  gaudy  butterfll  afe  L'ico'59  game  f 
But,  in  effect,  his  chais  much  the  fame  : 
Warm  in  purfuit,  he  I'es  all  the  great, 
Staunch  to  the  foot  of  le  and  ejlate  : 
Where'er  their  lordjbifco,  they  never  find 
Or  Lico,  or.theiry&a</or,  lag  behind  j 
Hcfets  them  fure,  whe'er  their  lordjhips  run5 
Clofe  at  their  elbows,  ;a  morning-dun  ; 
As  if  their  grandeur,  Icontagion  wrought, 
And  fame  was  like  zfeit  to  be  caught : 
But  after  feven  years  dice,  from  place  to  place, 
The  *  Dane  is  more  faniar  with  his  grace. 

Who'd  be  a  crutch  to  :>p  a  rotten  peer ; 
Or  living  fiffldaat  danglii  at  his  ear, 
For  ever  whifpering  fees,  which  were  blown 
For  months  before,  by  tnpets,. through  the  town? 
Who'd  be  a  g!afs,  with  ttering  grimace, 
Still  to  refledt  the  tempc/f  his  face ; 
Or  happy  fin  to  flick  up  his  fleeve, 
When  my  lord's  gracioiand  vouchfafes/V  leave  ; 
Or  cujbicn,  when  Iiis  hea)efs  fliall  pleafe 
To  loll,  or  thump  it,  for  ;  better  eafe ; 
Or  a  vile  butt,  for  noon,  night,  befpoke, 
When  the  peer  rajkly  fvu's  he'll  club  his  joke? 
Who'd  (hake  with  laugh*,  though  he  could  not 

find 

His  lor  dfhip's  jeft  ;  or,  iis  nofe  broke  wind, 
For  blcflings  to  the  gockofoundly  bow, 
That  can  cry,"  Chimneweep,"  or  drive  &  plough? 
With  termslike  thefe,  h<  mean  the  tribe  that  clofe! 
Scarce  meaner  they,  wJterms  like  thefe  impofe. 

But  what's  the  tribtfoft  likely  to  comply  ? 
The  men  of  ink,  or  ar^nt  authors  lie ; 
The  writing  tribe,  wHhamelefs  auctions  hold 
Of  praife,  by  inch  of  idle  to  be  fold  : 
All  men  they  flatter,  t  themfelves  the  moft, 
With  deathiefsfame,2ir  everlafling  boaft  : 
For  fame  no  cully  m-sfo  much  her  jeft, 
As  her  old  conftant  f  k,  the  bard  profeft. 
"  Boyle  fliines  in  covil,  Mordaunt  in  the  fight, 
"  Peiliam's  magnifict ;  but  I  can  write, 
"  And  what  to  my  szt  foul  like  glory  dear  ?" 
Till  fome  god  whifjs  in  his  tingling  ear, 
Thztfame"s  unwho^me  taken  without  meat, 
And  life  is  beft  fufti'd  by  what  is  eat : 
Grown  lean,  and  w  be  curfes  what  he  writ, 
And  wifhes  all  his  >nts  were  in  his  ivit. 

Ah  !  what  avail:,  when  his  dinner's  loft, 
That  his  tnumphainame  adorns  a  pojl  ? 
Or  that  his  fhiningige  (provoking fate!) 
Defends  firloins,  w:h  fons  of  dulnefs  eat  ? 

What  foe  to  verwithout  compaflion  hears/ 
What  cruel  profe-»  can  refrain  from  tears, 
When  the  poor  rrt,  for  lefs  than  half  a  crowns 
A  projlitute  on  eve  bulk  in  town, 
With  other  whonundone,  though  not  in  print, 
Clut    credit  for  Geva  in  the  Mint  ? 

Ye  bards !  whyill  you  fing,  though  uninfpir'd  I 
Ye  bards  !  why  \1  youjlarve,  to  be  admired  ? 

ur.a  by  PhoeV  laws  beyond  redrcfs, 
Why  will  yourjHres  haunt  the  frighted  prefs  ? 
Bad  metre,  tiaA&irefcence  of  the  head, 
Like  hair,  will  lout,  although  the  poet's  djad, 

*  4  Dwifo  d  of  the  Duke  of  Jrgy!/. 
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All  other  trades  fctnanct,  verfe  makers  leg', 
A  dedication  is  a  wooden  leg ; 
A  barren  Labco,  the  true  mumptr's  fafhion, 
Expofes  borrow' J  brats  to  move  compa/jion. 
Though  fuch  myielf,  vile  barus  I  diicommend ; 
Kay  more,  though  gentle  Damon  is  my  friend. 
"  Is  't  then  a  crime  to  -write  ?" — If  talent  rare 
Proclaim  the  god,  the  crime  is  to  forbear  : 
For  fome,  though  few,there  are. large-minded  men, 
Who  watch  unfcen  the  labours  of  the  pen; 
Who  know  ,the  mufe's  worth,  and  therefore  court, 
Their  deeds  her  theme,  their  bounty  her  fupport  ; 
Who  fervc,  unafk'd,  the  leajl  pretence  to  wit;. 
My  fole  excuic,  alas !  for  having  writ. 
Argyll  true  wit  is  ftudious  to  reftore  ; 
And  Dorfet  (miles,  if  Phoebus  fmiPd  before  ; 
Pembroke  in  years  the  long-lov'd  arts  admires, 
And  Henrietta  like  a  mufe  infpires. 

But,  ah  !  not  infyiration  can  obtain 
That  fame,  which  poets  languilh  for  in  vain. 
How  mad  their  aim,  who  thirft  for  glory,  ftrive 
To  grafp,  what  no  man  csn  pofiefs  alive  ! 
Fame's  reverfion,  in  which  men  take  place 
(O  late  reveitfon  !)  at  their  own  deceafe. 
This  truth  fagacious  Lintot  knows  fo  well, 
He/arwj  his  authors,  that  their  works  mayy*//. 

I'h&tfame  is  wealth,  fantaftic  poets  cry  ; 
That  "wealth  isfiime,  another  clan  reply  ; 
Who  know  no  guilt,  no  fcandal,  but  in  rags  ; 
And  five  fl  In  juft  proportion  to  their  ba®s, 
Not  only  the  low  born,  deform'd,  and  old, 
Think  glory  nothing  but  the  learns  of  gold  ; 
The   firft   young   lord,  which  in  the  Mall  you 

meet, 

Shall  match  the  verieft  hunks  in  Lombard-ftreet, 
From  refcued  candles'  ends,  who  rais'd  a  Cum, 
And  ftarves,  to  join  a  penny  to  a  plumb. 
A  teardlffs  mifer  1  'Tis  a  guilt  unknown 
To  former  times,,  a  fcandal  all  our  own. 

Of  ardent  lovers,  the  true  modern  band 
Will  mortgage  Celia  to  redeem  their  land. 
For  love,  young,  noble,  rich,  Caftalio  dies; 
Name  but  the  fair,  love  fwells  into  his  eyes. 
Divine  Monimia,  thy  fond  fears  lay  down; 
No  rival  can  prevail — but  half  a  crown. 

He  glories  to  late  times  to  be  convey 'd, 
Not  for  the  poor  he  has  relieved,  but  made  : 
Not  fuch  ambition  his  great  fathers  fir'd, 
When  Harry  conquer'd,  and  half  France  expir'd : 
He'd  be  a  Have,  a  pimp,  a  dog,  for  gain  : 
Nay,  a  dvUJJHrjfflof  his  golden  chain. 

"Who'd  be  a  flave  ?"  the  gallant  Colonel  cries, 
While  love  of  glory  fparkles  from  his  eyes  : 
To  deathlefs  fame  he  loudly  pleads  his  right — 
Juji  is  his  title — for  he  will  nctfy.bt  : 
All  foldiers  valour,  all  divines  have  grace, 
As  maids  of  honour  beauty — by  their  place  : 
But,  when  indulging  on  the  laft  campaign, 
his  lofty  terms  climb  o'er  the  hills  of  fiain  } 
V  He  gives  the  foes  he  flew,  at  each  vain  word, 
A  fweet  revenge,  and  half  abfolves  his  fwcrd. 

Of  boajling  more  than  of  a  bsmb  afraid, 
Afoldier  ftiould  be  mod  eft  as  a  maid: 
Fame  is  a  bubble  the  referv'd  enjoy  ; 

o  ftriye  \o  grafp  if,  as  they  /«/<•£,  dejlroy ; 


'Tis  the  world's  debt  to  deeds  of  mgh  degree ; 
But  if  you  pay  yourfelf,  the  world  19  free. 

Were  there  no  tongue  to  fpeakthem  but^iis  own.3'. 
Auguftus'  deeds  in  arms  had  ne'er  been  known, 
Auguftus'  deeds  !  if  that  ambiguous  name 
Confounds  my  reader,  and  mifguides  his  aim,, 
Such  is  the  prince's  worth,  of  rvhom  I  fpeak  j, 
The  Roman  would  not  blufh  at  the  miftake, 

SATIRE    V. 

ON   WOMEN. 

"  O-  faireft  of  creation  !  lad  and  bed  J       [cellM,. 
"  Of  all  God's  works '.   Creature  in  whom  CH-" 
"  Whatever  can  to  fight,  or  thought,  be  furm'd 
"  Holy,  divine,  good,  amiable,  or  fweet! 
"  How  art  thou  loft  !" —  MiLTorr, 

NOR  reigns  ambition  in  bold  man  alone  ; 

Soft  female  hearts  the  rude  invader  own  : 

But  tLere,  indeed,  it  d:'als  in  nicer  things, 

Than  routing  arn:iss>  and  dethroning  tings  : 

Attend,  and  you  difcern  it  in  the  fair 

Conduct  zjinger,  or  reclaim  a  hair  ; 

Or  roll  the  lucid  jorbit  of  an  eye; 

Or,  in  fall  jay,  elaborate  a/^.  [blame; 

The  fex  we  honour,  though  their  faults  we 
Nay,"  thank  their  faults  for  fuch  a  fruitful  theme  : 

A  theme,  fair !  doubly  kind  to  me, 

Since'  fatirizing  thofe  is  praifing  thee  ; 

Who  wouldft  not  bear,  top  modeftly  refih'cl, 

A  panegyric  of  a  grofier  kind. 

Britannia's  daughters,  much  more  fair,  than  nlttl 
Too  fond  of  admiration,  lofe  their  price  ; 
Worn  in  the  public  eye,  give  cheap  delight 
To  throngs,  and  tarnifli  to  the  fated  fight : 
As  unreferv"d,  and  beauteous  as  the  fun, 
Through  everyjign  of  vanity  they  run  ; 
Aflemblies,  parks,  coarfe  feafts  in  city  halls, 
Lectures,  and  trials,  plays,  committees,  balls, 
Wells,  bedlams,  executions,  Smithfield  fcenes. 
And  fortune-tellers  caves,  and  lions  dens, 
Taverns,  exchanges,  bridewells,  drawing-room:?;, 
Inftallment«,  pillories,  coronations,  tombs, 
Tumblers,  and  funerals,  puppet-fliows,  reviews, 
Sales,  races,  rabbits,  (and,  ftill  flranger  !)  pews. 

Clarinda's  bofom  burns,  but  burns  for  fame  ; 
And  love  lies  vanquifh'd  in  a  nobler  flame; 
Warm  gleams  of  hope  fhe,  no-w ,  difpenfe3  j  theti^ 
Like  April  funs,  dives  into  clouds  again  : 
With  all  her  luftre,  noiv^  h«r  lover  warms ; 
Then,  out  of  Oj!erttatien>  hides  her  charms  : 
'Tis,  next,  her  pleafure  fweetly  to  complain,  - 
And  to  be  taken  with  a  fudden  pain  ; 
Then,  fbe  ftarts  up,  all  ecftafy  and  blifs, 
And  is,  fweet  foul !  juft  as  fincere  in  this : 
O  hotv  flae  rolls  her  charming  eyes  infpigfjt  f 
And  looks  delightfully  with  all  her  might ! 
But,  like  our  heroes,  much  more  brave  than  wife, 
She  conquers  for  the  triumph,  not  the  prize. 

Zara  refembles  JEtna  crown'd  with  fnows; 
Without  fhe  freezes,  and  within  fhe  glows: 
Twice  ere  the  fun  defcends,  with  zeal  infpir*d5 
From  the  vain  converfc  of  ths  world  rctir'd, 
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She  reads  the  pfalms  snd  chapters  for  the  day, 
jn  —  Cleopatra,  or  the  laft  new  play. 
Thus  gloomy  Zara,  with  a  folemn  grace, 
Deceives  mankind,  and  bides  behind  her  face. 

Nor  far  beneath  her  in  renown  is  (lie, 
Who  through  good-breeding  is  ill  company ; 
Whofe  manners  will  not  let  her  larum  ceaie, 
Who  thinks  you  are  unhappy,  when  at  peace ; 
To  find  you  news,  who  racks  her  fubtle  head, 
And  vows — u  that  her  great-grandfather  is  dead." 

A  dearth  of  words  a  woman  need  not  fear  ; 
But  'tis  a  tafk  indeed  to  learn — to  bear  : 
In  that  the  flcill  of  conversation  lies ; 
That  j&oii'j,  or  makes  you  both  polite  an<a  wife. 

Xantippe  cries,  "  Let  nymphs  who  nought  can 

"  fay 

"  Be  loft  in  filence  and  refign  the  day  ; 
*'  And  let  the  guilty  wife  her  guilt  confefc, 
"  By  tame  behaviour,  and  a  loft  addrefsl" 
Through  -virtue,  Jbe  refufes  to  comply 
With,  all  the  dictates  of  humanity  ; 
Through  wifdoni,^^  refufes  to  fubmit 
To  wifdom's  rules,  and  raves  to  prove  her  ivit ; 
Then,  her  unblemifh'd  honour  to  maintain, 
Rejecis  her  hufband's  kindnefs  with  difdain  : 
But  if  by  chance  an  ill-adapted  word 
Drops  from  the  lip  of  her  unwary  lord, 
Her  darling  china,  in  a  whirlwind  fent, 
Juft  intimates  the  lady's  difcontenr. 
,  Wine  may  indeed  excite  the  meekeft  dame ; 
But  keen  Xantippe,  fcorning  borrow  d  flame, 
Can  vent  her  thunders,  a^d  her  lightnings  play, 
O'er  cooling  gruel,  an  J  compofing  tea  : 
Nor  refts  by  night,  but,  more  fincere  than  nice, 
Shey&a&;s  the  curtain*,  with  her  kind  advice  : 
Doubly  like  echo,  found  is  her  delight, 
And  the  lajl  word  is  her  eternal  right. 
Is 't  not  enough  plagues,  wars,  and  famines,  rife 
To  lafh  our  crimes,  but  muft  our  wives  be  wife ? 

Famine, .phgue,  war,  and  an  unnumber'd  throng 
Of  guilt-avenging  ills,  to  man  belong  : 
What  black,  what  ceafelefs  cares  befiege  our  ftatc  ! 
What  ftrokes  we  feel  from  fancy,  and  from/i/.v  / 
If  fate  forbears  us,  fancy  ftrikes  the  blow; 
We  make  misfortune;  fuicidet  in  woe. 
Superfluous  aid  !  unneceffary  flcill  ! 
Is  natute  backward  to  torment,  or  kill  ? 
Ho-flfoft  the  noot(,  how  oft  the  midnight  bell, 
(That  iron  tongue  of  death  !)  with  iblemn  knell, 
On  folly's  errands  as  we  vainly  roam,  [home  ? 

Knocks  at  our  hearts,  and  finds  our  thoughts  from 
Men  drop  fo  faft,  ere  life's  mid  ftage  we  tread, 
Few  know  fo  many  friends  alive,  as  dead. 
Yet,  as  immortal,  in  our  up-hill  chafe, 
We  prefs  coy  fortune  with  unflacken'd  pace  ; 
Our  ardent  labours  for  the  toys  wefeek, 
Join  night  to  day,  ancl  Sunday  to  the  week  : 
Our  very  joys  are  anxious,  and  expire 
BetweenyifrWj  andy?  rce  defire. 
JNow  what  reward  for  all  this  grief  and  toil  ? 
But  one ;  a  female  friend's  endearing  fmile ; 
A  tender  fmile,  our  forrows'  only  balm, 
And,  in  life's- tempeft,  the  fadfailor's  calm. 

How  have  I  feen  a  gentle  nymph  draw  r.lgh, 
Peace  in  her  air.  perfuaficn  in  hsr  eye; 


Vi&orious  tenderncfs  !  it  all  o'ercame, 
Hifiand;  iuok'd  miid,  an&favagjs  grew  tame, 

Thejyhan  race  our  a&ive  nymphs  purfue  ; 
Man  is  not  all  the  game  they  have  in  view  : 
In  woods  and  fields  their  glory  they  complete  ; 
There  Majler  Betty  leaps  a  nve-barr'd  gate  ; 
While  fair  M>fs  Charles  to  toilets  is  confin'd, 
Nor  rafhly  tempts  the  barbarous  fun  and  wind. 
Some  nymphs  affedt  a  more  heroic  breed, 
And  volt  from  hunters  to  the  managl'djlced  ; 
Command  his  prancings  with  a  onartiai  air, 
And  Fobert  has  the  forming  of  the  fair. 

More  than  »nc  need  muft  Delia's  empire  feel, 
Who  fits  triumphant  o'er  the  flying  wheel ; 
And  as  fhc  guides  it  through  th1  admiring  throng; 
With  what  an  air  fhe  fmacks  thtfilken  thong  1 
Graceful  as  John,  fhe  moderates  the  reins, 
And  whiftlesfweet  her  diuretic  ftrains: 
Sefoftris  like,  fuch  charioteers  as  tbsfe 
May  drive  fix  harnefs'd  monarch*,  if  they  pleafe  3 
They  drive,  roiv,  run,  with  love  of  glory  fmit, 
Leaf},f<wim,JlootJiying,  and  pronounce  on  wit. 

O'er  the  belle-lettres  lovely  Daphne  reigns; 
Again  the  god  Apollo  wears  her  chains  : 
With  legs  tofs'd  high,  on  her  fophee  fhe  fits, 
Vouchsafing  audience  to  contending  wits : 
Of  each  performance  (he's  the  final  tefl ; 
One  act  read  o'er,  fhe  prophefies  the  reft ; 
And  then,  pronouncing  with  decifive  air, 
Fully  convinces  all  the  town— •JbisfaJr. 
Had  lovely  Daphne  HecatefTa's  face, 
How  would  her  elegance  of  tafte  decreafe  : 
Some  \3.&\^->'  judgment  in  \hc\T  features  lies, 
And  all  their  venius  fparkles  from  their  eyes. 

But  hold,  {he  cries,  lampooner  !  have  a  care  *, 
Muft  I  want  common  fenfe,  becaufe  I'm  fair  '. 
O  no  :  fee  Stella  :  her  eyes  fhine  as  bright, 
As  if  lier  tongue  was  never  in  the  right ; 
And  yet  what  real  learning,  judgment,  fire  I 
She  feems  infpir'd,  and  can  herfelf  inlpire  : 
How  then  (if  malice  rul'd  not  all  the  fair) 
Could  Daphne  publifh,  and  could  fhe  forbear? 
We  grant  that  beauty  is  no  bar  to  fenjet 
Nor  is  't  a  fan  &  ion  for  impertinence. 

Sempronia  lik'd  her  man;  and  well  fhe  might 
The  youth  in  perfon,  and  in  parts,  was  bright ; 
Poffefs'd  of  every  of  virtue,  grace,  and  art, 
That  claims  juft  empire  o'er  the  female  heart  ; 
He  met  her  paffion,  all  her  fighs  return'd, 
And,  in  full  rage  of  youthful  ardour  bui  n'd  : 
Large  his  poffeffions,  and  beyond  her  own ; 
Their  blifs  the  theme  and  envy  of  the  town  : 
The  day  vras  fix'd,  when,  with  one  acre  more, 
In    flepp'd   deform'd,  debauch'd,   difeas'd,   three* 

fcorc. 

The  fatal  fequel  I,  through  fhame,  forbear: 
Of  pride  and  avarice  who  can  cure  the  fair  ? 

Man's  rich  with  little,  were  his  judgment  true ; 
Nature  is  frugal,  and  her  wants  are  few ; 
Thofe  few  wants anfwer'd,  bring  fincere  delights;, 
But  fools  create  themfelvcs  new  appetites : 
Fancy  and  pride  feek  things  at  vaft  expenfer 
Which  reliih  not  to  reaftn,  rior  tofinfe. 
\Vhcnfurfi-if,  or  untbanlftilnefs,  dcfhoys, 
In  nature's  narrow  Iphere,  our  folid  joys, 
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-{Infancy's  airy  land  of  noife  and  (how, 

Where  nought  but  dreams,  no  real  pleafures  grow  ; 

tike  cats  in  air-pumps,  to  fubfift  we  ftrive 

On  joys  too  thin  to  keep  the  foul  alive. 

Lemira's  fick ;  makehafte;  the  do&or  call  : 

He  conies;  but  whore's  his  patient  ?  At  the  ball. 

The  doctor  ftares;   her  woman  curt'fies  low, 

And  cries,  "  My  Lady,  Sir,  is  always  fo  : 

"  Diverfions  put  h?r  maladies  to  flight ; 

"  True,  the  can't^W,  but  fha  can  dimce  all  night  : 

"  I've  known  my  lady  (for  {he  loves  a  tune) 

•*'  Icorfivsrs  take  an  opera  in  June  : 

"  And,  though  pethap-i  you'll  think  the  practice 

«  bom, 

"   A  -rk  is  fovereign  for  a  cold: 

*'  With  colics i  breaMiifts  r.f  green  fruit  agree  ; 
"   Wi;h  indbcft'onsi  flipper  juft  at  three." 
A  ftrange  alternative,  :  -plies  Sir  Hans, 
Mull  women  have  a  (factor,  or  a  dance  f 
Though  fick  to  death,  abroad  they  fafeiy  roam, 
But  droop  and  die,  in  perfect  health,  at  home: 
For  want — -but  not  of  health',  arc  ladies  iil ; 
And  //V/rf/cure^beyprid  i\\t  doclur  s  &>!. 

Alas,  my  heart  !  hew  languifhingiy  fair 
Ynn  lady  lolls  !  with  \vhnt  a  ten  do; 
Pale  as  a  young  dramatic  author,  when,, 
O'er  darling  luics,  fell  Cior<  r  waves  las  pen. 
Is  her  lord  angry,  or  has  *  Veny  'chid  ? 
Dead  i«  her  father,  or  the  maik  forbid  ? 
"   Late  fitting- up  has  turrvd  her  rotes  white."    . 
Why  went  ihe  not  to  bed  ?  "  Eecaufe  'twa-  right" 
Did   flie  then   dance,   or  play?  "  Nor  this,   nor 

"  that." 

Well  night  foop  fteals  away  in  plcafing  chat. 
"  No,  all  alone,  her  prayers  (TK  rather  chofe  ; 
"  Than  be  that  lurctcb  to  ileep  till  morning  rofe." 
Then  Lady  Cynthia,  nv.ftrefs  of  the  fru'.de, 
Goes  with  \.\\e.  fafoionalle  owls,  to  bed  : 
This  her  pride  covets,  this  her  health  denies; 
Her  foul  is  filly,  but  her  body's  wife. 

Others,  with  curious  arts,  dim  charms  revive, 
And  triumph  in  the  bloom  ofjifty-five. 
You,  in  the  morning,  a.  fair  nymph  invite  ; 
Tp  keep  her  word,  a  brown  one  comes  at  night : 
ISkxt  day  fhe  {nines  in  glofly  black ;  and  then 
Revolves  into  her  native  red  again  : 
Like  a  dove's  neck,  fhe  fhitts  her  tranfient  charms, 
And  is  her  own  dear  rival  in  your  arms. 

But  one  admirer  has  the  painted  lafs  ; 
Nor  finds  that  one,  but  in  her  looking-glafs : 
Vet  Laura's  beautiful  to  fuch  excels, 
That  all  her  art  fcarce  makes  her  pleafe  us  Itfs. 
To  deck  the  female  cheek,  he  only  knows, 
Who  paints  lefs  fair  the  lily  and  the  rofe. 

How    gay    they    fmile !    fuch    bleflings    nature 

pours, 

O'erftock'd  mankind  enjoy  but  half  her  ftores  : 
In  diftant  wilds,  by  human  eyes  unfcen, 
bhe  rears  her  flowers,  and  fpreads  her  velvet  green  : 
Pure  gurgling  rills  the  lonely  defert  trace, 
And  loajle  their  mufic  on  the  favage  race. 
-  Is  nature  then  a  niggard  of  her  blifs  ? 
Sy'j'ine  we  guuiLfs  in  a  world  like  this  ? 


But  our  lewd  taflee  her  lawful  charms  refufe, 
And  painted  art's  deprav'd  allurements  chooi'e. 
Such  Ful  via' s  paffion  for  the  town  ;  frefh  air 
(An  odd  effect  !)  gives  vapours  to  the  fair  ; 
Greenfields,  and  fhady  groves,  and  cryftal  fpringa, 
And  larks,  and  nightingales,  are  odious  things ; 
But  fmoke,  and  dud,  and  noife,  and  crowds,  de 
light  : 
And  to  be  prefs'd  to  death,  tranfport*  her  quite  ; 

•e  filver  rivulets  play  through  flow  ery  meads, 
And  woodbines  give  their  fweets,  and  limes  theif 

fhades, 

fennels'  abfent  odours  (he  regrets, 
And  (lopi  lu-r  nofe  at  beds  of  violets. 

h  flormy  life  preferr'd  -to  tbe  ferene  ? 
Or  is  the  public  to  the  private  fcene  ? 
jfonW,  we  tread  a  fmooth  and  open  way ;  [ftray  ; 
Through    briars   and  brambles  in   the  ivorld  we 
^//^oppoficion,  and  perpleJd  debate, 
And  thorny  care,  and  rank  "!cn&. flinging  hate, 
Which  choke  our  pafTage,  our  career  controuli 
And  wound  the  firmeft  temper  of  our  foul. 
O  facred  folitude  !  divine  retreat ! 
Choice  of  the  prudent  I  envy  of  the  great ! 
Ey  thy  pure  ftream,  or  in  thy  waving  (hade, 
We  court  fair  wifdom,  that  celeftlal  maid  : 
The  genuine  offspring  of  her  lov'd  embrace, 
(Strangers  on  earth  !)  are  innocence  and  peace  : 
TLerg,  from  the  ways  of  men  hid  fafe  afhore, 
We  fmile  to  hear  the  diftant  tempeft  roar  ;     • 
There t  blcfs'd  wirh  health,  with  bufmefs  unper* 

plex'd, 

This  life  we  relifh,  and  infure  the  next ; 
Th^-t  ton  the  mufes  fport ;  thefe  numbers  free, 
Pi-.1 -ha  Eafthury !   I  owe  to  thee. 

There  fport  the  mufes;  but  not  there  alone: 
Their  facred  force  Amelia  feeb  in  town. 
Nought  but  a  genius  can  a  genius  fit ; 
A  wit  herfeif,  Amelia  weds  a  wit : 
Both  wits  !  though  miracles  are  faid  to  ceafe. 
Three  days,  three  wondrous  days '.  they  liv'd  i 

peace ; 

With  the  fourth  fun  a  warm  difpute  arofe, 
On  Durfey's  poeiy,  and  Bunyan's  profe  : 
The  learned  war  both  wage  with  equal  force, 
And  the  fifth  morn  concluded  the  divorce. 

Phcebe,  though  (he  poflefies  nothing  lefs, 
Is  proud  of  being  rich  in  happinefs  : 
Laborioufly  'purfues  dclufive  toys, 
Content  with  pains,  fince  they're  reputed  joys. 
With  what  well-acted  tranfport  will  flic  fay, 
"   Well,  fure,  we  were  fo  happy  y^Jlerd^y  ! 
"  And  then  that  charming  party  tor  to-Morrow!] 
Though,  well  {he  knows,  'twill  languiib.  into  fa 

row  : 

But  fhe  dares  never  boafl  the  prefent  hour  ; 
So  grofs  that  cheat,  it  is  beyond  her  power  : 
For  fuch  is  or  our  weaknefs,  or  our  curfe, 
Or  rather  fuch  our  crime,  which  flill  is  worfe, 
The  prefent  moment,  like  a  wife,  \\*e  fliun, 
And  ne'er  enjoy,  becaufe  it  is  our  oivn. 

Pleafurrs  are  few,  and  fewer  we  enjoy; 
Pieafure,  like  yjlcljilvtr,  is  bright  and  coy  ; 
We  ftrive  to  grafp  it  with  our  utmoft 
Still  it  eludes  us,  and  it  gliuers  ftill ; 
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?.f  Liz\\  at  laft,  compute  your  mighty  gains  ; 
What  is  it,  but  rank  poifon  in  your  veins? 

As  Flavia  in  her  glafs  an  angel  fpies, 
Pride  whifpers  in  her  ear  pernicious  lies; 
Tells  her,  while  flie  furveys  a  face  fo  fine, 
There's  no  fatiety  of  charms  div.ine  : 
Hence,  if  her  lover  yawns,  all  chang'd  appears 
Her  temper,  and  .fhe  melts  (fweet  foul !)  in  tears.: 
She,  fond  and  young,  laft  week  her  wifh  enjoy'd, 
In  foft  anmfement  all  the  night  employ'd ; 
The  morning  came,  when  Strephon,  waking, found 
(Surprifing  fight!)  his  hride  in  forrow  drown'd. 
*'  What  miracle  (fays  Strephon)  makes  thee  weep  ? 
**  Ah,  barbarous  man  !   ((he  cries)  how  could  you 
«  — fleep  ?" 

Men  love  a  mlflrefs,  as  they  love  ifeajl ; 
How  grateful  one  to  touch,  and  one  to  tojle  ! 
Yet  fure  there  is  a  certain  time  of  day, 
We  wifh  our  miflreA.  and  our  meat  away  : 
But  foon  the  fated  a-ppetites  return, 
.Agafa  our  ftor.rachs  crave,  our  bofoms  burn  : 
Eternal  love  let  man  then  never  fwear; 
Let  women  never  tri;tmtb,  nor  defpair  ; 
Nor  praife,  nor  blame  too. much  the  warm  or  chill ; 
Hunger  and  love  are  foreign  to  the  it .-'//. 

There  is  indeed  a  paffion  more  refin'd, 
For  thoic  few  nymphs  whofe  charms  are  of  the 

mind  : 

But  not  of  that  unfafhionable  fet 
Is  Phyllis;  Phyllis  and  her  Damon  met. 
jp.terna'1  love  exactly  hits  her  tafte  ; 
Phyllis  demands  eternal  love  at  leaf. 
Embracing  Phyllis  with  foft-fmiiing  eyes, 
£.tet*nal  love  1  vow,  the  fwafn  replies : 
But  fay,  my  all,  my  miftrefsy  and  my  fr lend  ! 
What  day  next  week  th'  eternity  fhall  end? 

Some  nymphs  prefer  ajlronomy  to  love  ; 
Elope  from  mortal  man,  and  range  above. 
The  fair  philofopher  to  Rowley  flies, 
Where  in  a  lox  the  whole  creation  lies : 
?he  fees  the  planets  in  their  turns  advance, 
•\ndfcorns,  Puitier,  thy  fublunary  dance  : 
}f  Defagulkrs  fhe  befneaks  frefh  air ; 
^nd  Whifton  has  engagements  with  the  fair. 
.Vhat  vain  experiments  Sophronia  tries  ! 
I'is  not  in  air-pumps  the  gay  colonel  dies. 
Jut  though  to-day  this  rage  of  fcience  reigns, 

0  fickle  fex!)  foon  end  her  learned  pains. 
&  \   Pug  from  Jupiter  her  heart  has  got, 
'urns  out  the.  ftars,  and  Newton  is  a  fot. 

To turn  ;  fhe  never  took  the  height 

)f  Saturn,  yet  is  ever  in  the  right. 

he  ftrikes  each  point  with  native  force  of  mind, 

Vlnle  puzzled  learning  blunders  far  behind, 

raceful  to  fight,  and  elegant  to  thought, 
'he  great  are  vanquiiVd,  and  the  ivife  are  taught. 
!er  breeding  finifh'd.and  her  temper  fweet, 
/her.  ferious,  eafy ;  and  when  gay,  difcreet ; 
:  glittering  fcenes  o'er  her  own  heart  fevere ; 

1  crowds,  collected  ;  and  in  courts,  fincere  ; 
iiicere  and  warm,  with  2eal  well  underftocd, 
ie  takes  a  noble  pride  in  doing  good  ; 

et  not  fuperior  to  her  fex's  cares, 

he  modes  fhe  fixes  by  the  gown  fhe  wfars ; 

f  fitts  and  cilia  {he's  the  laft  appeal ;    • 

•.  thcle  great  points  fhe  leads  the  commonweal  ; 


And  if  difputes  of  empire  rife  between 
Mechlin  the  queen  of  lace,  and  Colberteen, 
' Tis  doubt !  'tis  darknefs  f  till  fufpended  fate 
Affumes  her  nod,  to  clofe  the  grand  debate. 
When  fuch  her  mind,  why  will  the  fair  exprefs 
Their  emulation  only  in  their  drefs  ? 

But  oh  !  the  nymph  that  mounts  above  the^/«4 
And  grafts  clears  religious  myfteries, 
Refolv'd  the  church""*  welfare  to  enfure, 
And  make  her  family  a  fine-cure  : 
The  theme  divine  at  cards  fhe'll  not  forget, 
But  takes  in  texts  of  Scripture  ztficquet  ; 
In  thofe  licentious  meetings  ails  the  prude, 
And  thanks  her  Maker  that  her  cards  are  good. 
What  angels  would  thofe  be,  who  thus  excel 
In  theologies,  could  theyy^ry  as  well  ! 
Yet  why  fhoiild  not  the  fair  her  text  purfue  ? 
Can  fhe  more  decently  the  doctor  woo  ? 
'Tis  hard,  too,  fhe  who  makes  no  ufe  but  chat 
Of  her  religion,  Ihould  be  barr'd  in  that. 
Ifaac,  a  brother  of  the  canting  ftrain, 
When  he  has  knock'd  at  his  own  flcull  in  vain, 
To  beauteous  Marcia  often  will  repair 
With  a  dark  text,  to  light  it  at  the  fair. 
O  !  how  his  pious  foul  exult^  to  find 
Such  love  for  holy  men  in  womankind  ! 
CharmM  with  her  learning,  with  what  rapture  he 
Hangs  on  her  bloom,  like  an  induilrious  bee  ; 
Hums,  round  about  her,  and  with  all  his  power 
Extrafls  fweet  wifdora  from  fo  fair  a  Jloivsr  i 

The  young  and^oy  declining,  Appro  flies 
At  nobler  game,  the  mighty  and  the  ivlfe  : 
By  nature  more  an  eagle  than  a  dwe> 
She  impioufly  prefers  the  'world  to  love. 

Can  wealth  give  happinefs  ?  look  round,  and  fee 
What  gay  diflrefs  !  what  fplendid  mifery  1 
Whatever  fortune  lavifhly  can  pour, 

The  mind  annihilates,  and  calls  for  more. 
Wealth  is  a  cheat ;  believe  not  what  it  fays ; 

Like  any  lord  it  fromzfes — and  pays. 

How  will  the  mifer  ftartle,  to  be  told 

Of  fuch  a  wonder,  as  infol-vent  gold  ! 

What  nature  wants  has  an  intrinfic  weight ; 

All  more  is  but  the  fafhion  of  the  plate, 

Which,  for  one  moment,  charms  the  fickle  viswi 

It  charms  us  no-w ;  anon  we  caft  anew ; 

Tofome  frefh  birth  of  fancy  more  inclined  : 

Then  wed  not  acres,  but  a  noble  mind. 

Miftaken  lovers,  who  make  ivorth  their  care. 

And  think  accomplishments  will  win  the  fair  : 

The  fair,  'tis  true,  by  genius  fhould  be  won, 
fowers  unfold  their  beauties  to  the  fun ; 

And  yet  in  female  fcales  a  fop  out-weighs, 

And  wit  muft  wear  the  -wi/lo-w  and  the  bays. 

Nought  fhines  fo  bright  in  vain  Liberia^  eye 

As-  riot,  impudence,  and  perfidy; 

The  youth  of  fire,  that  has  drunk  deep,  andplay'd, 

And  kili'd  his  man,  and  triumph'd  o'er  his  maid ; 

For  him,  as  yet  unhang' d,  (he  fpreads  her  charms, 

Snatches  the  dear  defcroyer  to  her  arms ; 

And  amply  gives  (though  treated  long  amifs) 

The  man  of  we  r  it  his  revenge  in  this. 

If  you  refent,  and  wiih  a  "woman  ill,'*" 

But  turn  her  o'er  one  moment  to  her  ivill. 
The  languid  lady  next  appears  in  ftate, 

Who  was  not  born  to  carry  her  own  weight  j 
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Bhe  lolls,  reels,  ftaggers,  tilj  foe  foreign  aid 
To  her  own  ftature  lifts  the  f61e  maid. 
Then,  if  ordain'd  to  fofevere  doom, 
She,  by  juft  Rages,  journeys  roid  the  room  : 
Buf,  knowing  her  own  weakrfs,  fhe  defpairs 
To  fcale  the  Alps — that  is,  afoid  the  fairs. 
My  fan  !  let  others  fay,  who-  ugh  at  toil ; 
Fan  !  hood  !  glove  !  fcarf !  is  h-  laconic  ftyle ; 
And  that  is  fpoke  with  fuch  a  ying  fall, 
That  Betty  rather  fees,  than  be**  the  call  : 
The  motion  of  her  lips,  and  mining  eye, 
Piece  out  th'  idea  her  faint  wols  deny. 
O  liften  with  attention  moft  prfound  ! 
Her  voice  is  but  the  fhadow  oh  found. 
And  help,  oh  help  !  her  fpiritsire  fo  dead, 
One  hand  fcarce  lifts  the  other  o  her  head, 
If  there  a  ftubborn  pin  it  triunpha  o'er, 
She  pants  !  fhe  finks  away  !  and  is  no  more. 
Let  the  robuft  and  the  gigank  carve, 
Life  is  not  worth  fo  much,  fhed  rather  jlar-ve  : 
But  chew  fhe  muft  herfelf !  al  cruel  fute  ! 
That  Rofalinda  can't  by  proxy  at. 

An  antidote  in  female  caprice  ies 
(Kind  heaven  !)  againft  the  pofa  of  their  eyes. 

Thaleftris  triumphs  in  a  manh  mien ; 
Loud  is  her  accent,  and  her  phras  obfcene. 
In  fair  and  open  dealing  where's  he  fhame  ? 
What  nature  dares  to^/wr,  file  dars  to  name. 
This  bonejl  felleiu  is  fincere  and  plan, 
And  juftly  gives  the  jealous  hufbaid  pain. 
(Vain  is  the  talk  to  petticoats  affi^'d, 
If  wanton  language  fhows  a  taiedbmd.) 
And  now  and  then,  to  grace  lier  el«quence, 
An  oath  fupplies  the  vacancies  of  fenfe. 
Hark  !  the  fhrill  notes  tranfpierce  tie  yielding  air, 
And  teach  the  neighbouring  echoes  iiow  to  fwear. 
By  Jove,  is  faint,  and  for  the  fimple  f wain  ; 
She,  on  the  the  Chriftian  fyftem,  is  profane. 
But  though  the  volley  rattles  in  your  ear, 
Believe  her  Jrefs,  fhe's  not  a  grenadier. 
If  thunder's  awful,  how  much  more  our  dread, 
When  Jove  deputes  a  lady  in  his  ftead  ? 
.A  lady  ?  pardon  my  miftaken  pen, 
A  fhamelefs  woman  is  the  worft  of  men. 

Few  to  good-breeding  make  a  juft  pretence  ; 
Good-breeding  is  the  bloffom  of  good-fenje  ; 
The  laft  refult  of  an  accomplifh'd  mind. 
With  outward  grace,  the  body's  virtue,  join'd. 
A,  violated  decency  now  reigns; 
And  nymphs  for  failings  take  peculiar  pains. 
With  Chinefe  painters  modern  too/is  agree, 
The  point  they  aim  at  is  deformity  : 
They  throw  their  perfons  with  a  hoyden  air 
Acrofs  the  room,  and  tofs  into  the  chair. 
So  far  their  commerce  with  mankind  is  gone, 
They,  for  our  manners,  have  exchang'd  their  own. 
The  modeft  look,  the  caftigated  grace, 
The  gentle  movement,  and  flow-meafur'd  pace, 
For  which  her  lovers  dyd>  her  parent s/ayV, 
Are  indecorums  with  the  modern  maid. 
Stiff  forms  are  bad  ;  but  let  not  worfe  intrude, 
Nor  conquer  art  and  nature,  to  be  rude. 
Modern  good-breeding  carry  to  its  height, 
And  Lady  D— 's  felf  will  be  polite. 

Ye  rifing  fair  !  ye. -bloom  of  Britain's  ifle  ! 
When  high-born  Anna,  with  a  foftco'd  faiile3 


Leads  on  your  train,  and  fparkles  at  yonr  head, 
What  feems  moft  hard, 'is  not  to  be  well-bred. 
Her  bright  example  with  fuccefs  purfue, 
And  all,  but  adoration,  is  your  due. 

But  adoration  !  give  me  fomething  moret 
Cries  Lyce,  on  the  borders  of  three/core  .- 
Nought  treads  fa  filent  as  the  foot  of  time  ; 
Hence  we  miftake  our  autumn  for  our  prime  ; 
'Tis  greatly  wile  to  know,  before  we're  told, 
The  melancholy  news,  that  \ve  grow  old. 
Autumnal  Lyce  carries  in  her  face 
Me?r.etiio  mor'i  to  each  public  place. 
O  !  how  your  beating  breaft  a  miftrefs  warms, 
Who  looks  through  fpectacles  to  fee  your  charms! 
While  rival  undertakirs  hover  round, 
•And  with  his  fpade  thcfexton  marks  the  ground, 
Intent  not  on  her  own,  but  others'  doom, 
She  plans  new  ccnquefb,  and  defrauds  the  tomb. 
In  vain  the  cock  has  fummon'dyV?V«  away, 
She  walks  at  noon,  and  bhfts  the  bloom  of  day. 
£ray  rainbow  filks  her  mello\v  charms  infold, 
And  nought  of  Lyce  but  bcrfelfis  old. 
Her  grizzled  locks  affume  ^ fmirking  grace, 
And  art  has  /*w//Vher  deep  furrow'd  face. 
Her  ftrange  demand  no  mortal  can  approvef 
We'll  afk  her  blejjing,  but  can't  afk  her  love. 
She  grants,  indeed,  a  lady  may  decline 
(All  ladies  but  herfelf)  at  mne1y-*i«e. 

O  !  how  unlike  her  was  the  facred  age 
Of  prudent  Portia  !   Her  gray  hairs  engage: 
Whofe  thoughts  are  fuited  to  her  life's  decline  :     j 
Virtue's  the  paint  that  can  with  lurink'es  ihine. 
That,  and  that  only,  can  old  age  fuftain  ; 
Which  yet  all  wiih,  nor  know  they  wiih  for  pain* 
Not  numerous  are  our  joys,  when  life  is  new  ; 
And  yearly  fome  are  falling  of  thefeiu  ; 
But  when  we  conquer  life's  meridian  ftage, 
And  downward  tend  into  the  vale  of  age, 
They  drop  apace ;  by  nature  fome  decay, 
And  fome  the  blafts  of  fortune  fweep  away ; 
Till,  naked  quite  of  happinefs,  aloud 
We  call  for  death,  andftcJUr  in  a  fhroud. 
Where's  Portia  now  ? — But  Portia  left  behind 
Two  lovely  copies  of  her  form  and  mind. 
What  hearc  untouch'd  their  early  grief  can  view, 
Like  blufhing  rofe-buds  dipp'd  in  morning  dew?     ; 
Who  into  flicker  takes  their  tender  bloom, 
And  forms  their  minds  to  flee  from  ills  to  come  ? 
The  mind,  when  tuqi'd  adrift,  no  rules  to  guidea 
Drives  at  the  mercy  of  the  wind  and  tide  ; 
Fancy  and  ptffiin  tofs  it  to  and  fro  ; 
A  while  torment,  and  then  quirey£«£  in  woe. 
Ye  beauteous  orphans,  fince  in  filent  duft 
Your  bed  example  lies,  my  precepts  truft. 
Life  (warms  with  ills ;  the  bddejl  are  afraid  ; 
Where  then  is  fafety  for  a  tendsr  maid? 
Unfit  for  conflict,  round  belet  with  woes, 
And  man,  t/hom  leaft  fhe  fears,  her  worft  of  foes  I 
When  kind,  moft  cruel;  when  oblig'd  the  moft, 
i  he  leaft  obliging  ;  and  by  favours  loft. 
Cruel  by  nature,  they  for  kindnefs  hate  ; 
And  fcorn  you  for  thole  ills  tkemfdyts  create- 
If  on  your  fame  our  fex  a  blot  has  thrown, 
'Twill  ever  (lick,  through  malice  of  your  oivn. 
Moft  hard  !  in  pleafiug  your  chief  glory  lies; 
And  yet  from  pleafing  your  chief  dangers  rife  : 
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Then  pleafe  the  Bejl ;  and  know,  for  men  of  fenfe, 
Your  ftrongeft  charms  are  native  innocence. 
Arts  on  the  mind,  like  paint  upon  the  face, 
Fright  him,  that's  worth  your  love,  from  your 

embrace. 

Inftmple  manners  all  the  fecret  lies ; 
Be  kind  and  virtuous,  you'll  be  bleft  and  wife. 
VainyZ>07t;  and  noi/e  intoxicate  the  brain, 
Begin  \vithgiddinefs,  and  end  in  pain. 
AfFe&  not  empty  fame,  and  idle  praife, 
Which,  all  thole  wretches  I  defcribe,  betrays. 
Tour  fex's  glory  'tis,  to  fhine  unknown  ; 
Of  all  applaufe,  be  fondeft  of  your  otun, 
Beware  the  fever  of  the  mind  !  that  third 
With  which  the  age  is  eminently  curfl : 
To  drink  of  p 'cafure,  but  inflames  defire  ; 
And  abftinence  alone  can  quench  the  fire  ; 
Take  pain  from  life,  and  terror  from  the  tomb; 
Give  peace  in  hand ;  and  promife  blifs  to  come. 

SATIRE  VI. 

ON  WOMEN. 

*  Infcribcdto  the  Right  Honour  alls 

THE  LADY  ELIZABETH  GERMAIN. 

"  Interdum  tamen  &  tollit  comcedia  vocem." 

HOR. 

I  SOUGHT  a  patronefs,  but  fought  in  vain. 
Apollo  whifper'd  in  my  ear — "  Germain." — 
I  know  her  not. — "  Your  reafon's  fomewhat  odd  ; 
"  Who  knows  his  patron,  now  ?'*  reply'd  the  god. 
"  Men  write,  to  me,  and  to  the  world,  unknown ; 
"  Then  fteal  great  names,  to  fhield  them  from  the 

"  town  : 

"  Detected  worth,  like  beauty  difarray'd, 
"  To  covert  flies,  of  pra-fe  itfelf  afraid  : 
*'  Should  Jbe  refufe  to  patronize  your  lays, 
"  In  vengeance  write  a  volume  in  far  praife. 
"  Nor  think  it  hard  fo  great  a  length  to  run  ; 
"  When  fuch  the  theme,  'twill  eafily  be  done." 

Ye  fair!  to  draw  your  excellence  at  length, 
Exceeds  the  narrow  bounds  of  human  ftrength ; 
You,  here,  in  miniature  your  picture  fee  ; 
Nor  hope  from  Zinck  more  jufticethan  from  me. 
My  portraits  grace  your  mind,  as  his  your  fide ; 
His  portraits  will  inflame,  mine  quench,  your  pride  : 
He's  dear,  you  frugal ;  choofe  my  cheaper  lay  ; 
And  be  your  reformation  all  ryy  pay. 

Lavinia  is  polite,  but  not  profane  ; 
To  church  asconftant  as  to  Drury-lane. 
She  decently,  inform,  pays  heaven  its  due; 
And  makes  a  civil  vifit  to  her  pew. 
Her  lifted  fan,  to  give  a  folemn  air, 
Conceals  her  face,  which  fajfcs  for  sprayer  : 
Curt'fies  to  curt'fies,  then,  with  grace,  fucceed; 
Not  one  the  fair  omits,  but  at  the  Creed. 
Or  if  fhe  joins  the  fervice,  'tis  tofpcat  ; 
Through  dreadf u\filence  the  pent  heart  mightbreak; 
Untaught  to  bear  it,  women  talk  away 
To  God  himfelf,  and  fondly  think  they  pray. 
J$\itJ~iveet  their  accent,  and  their  air  refind ; 
For  they're  before  their  Maker — and  mankind : 
When  ladies  once  are  proud  of  praying  well, 
Sa.tap  himfelf  will  coll  the  parifh  bell, 


Acquainted  withhe  world,  and  quite  wellbrci 
Drufa  receives  her  fitants  in  bed  ; 
But,  chafte  as  ice,  t|s  Vefta,  to  defy      » 
The  very  blacked  tigue  of  calumny. 
When  from  the  fh<ts  her  lovely  form  (he  lifts, 
She  begs  youjtift  v«ild  turn  you,  while  fiiefoifts. 

Thpfe  charms  «  greateft  which   decline  the 

fight, 

*That  makes  the  baquet  poignant  and  polite. 
There  is  no  tuomanfvhere  there's  no  referve  ; 
And  'tis  on  plenty  imr  poor  lovers  frat-ve. 
But  with  a  moderrfair,  meridian  merit 
Is  a  fierce  thing,  tey  call  a  nymph  offpirit. 
Mark  well  the  roings  of  her  flaming  eye ; 
And  tread  on  tipte,  if  you  dare  draw  nigh, 
"  Or  if  you  take  alion  by  the  beard  *, 
"  Or  dare  defy  thifcll  Hyrcanian  bard, 
"  Or  arm'd  rhinoceros,  or  rough  Ruffian  bear;** 
Firft  make  your  TO/"/, and  then  con-verfe  with  her. 
Thi*  lady  glories  ii  profufe  expence; 
And  thinks  djftrafttn  is  magnificence. 
To  beggar  her  galant,  is  fame  delight ; 
To  be  more  fatal/Hll,  is  exqnifite ; 
Had  ever  nymphfuch  reafon  to  be  glad  ? 
In  dud  fell  two  livers;  one  run  mad. 
Her  foes  their  hmeft  execrations  pour; 
Her  Iwtrs  only  hould  dctejl  her  more. 

JFlavia  is  contant  to  her  old  gallant, 
And  generouflyfupports  him  in  his  want. 
But  marriage  ii  a  fetter,  is  a  fnare, 
A  hell,  no  lad'  fo  polite  can  bear. 
She's  faithful, flie's  obfervant,  and  with  pains 
Her  angel- brcod  of  baflards  Ihe  maintains. 
Nor  lead  advantage  has  the  fair  to  plead, 
But;  that  of  gtilt,  above  the  marriage-bed. 

Aniafia  ha:es  a  prude,  and  fcorns  refhraint ; 
Whate'cr  fhe  is,  fhe'll  not  appear  a  faint  : 
Her  foul  iuperior  flies  formality  ; 
So  gay  her  air,  her  conduct  is  fo  free, 
Some  might  fufped:  the  nymph  not  over'good— 
Nor  would  they  be  miflaken,  if  they  fliould. 

Unmarried  Abra  puts  on  formal  airs ;          [ers. 
Her  cufliion's  threadbare  with  herconftant  piay- 
Her  only  grief  is,  that  flic  cannot  be 
At  once  engaged  in  prayer  and  clarity. 
And  this,  to  do  her  juftice,  muft  be  faid, 
"  Who  would  not  think  that  Abra  was  a  maid  ?" 

Some  ladies  are  too  beauteous  to  be  wed  ; 
For  where's  the  man  that's  worthy  of  their  bed  ? 
If  no  difeafe  reduce  her  pride  before, 
Lavinia  will  be  ravifh'd  at  threefcore. 
Then  fhe  futmits  to  venture  in  the  dark  ; 
And  nothing  now  is  wanting — but  her  fpark. 

Lucia  thinks  happinefs  confifts  in  (late  ; 
She  weds  an  idiot,  but  {he  ears  in  plate. 

The  goods  of  fortune,  which  her  foul  poffefsj 
Are  but  ihegrovnd  of  unmade  happinefs; 
The  rude  material :   ivifdom  add  to  tbist 
Wifdom,  the  fole  artificer  of  blifs  ; 
She  from  herfelf,  if  fo  compell'd  by  need, 
Of  thin  content  can  draw  the  fubtie  thread ; 
But  (no  detraction  to  her  facred  frill) 
If  fhe  can  work  in  gold,  'tis  better  fUll. 

*  £batfpear:> 
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if  Tullia  had  been  bleft  with  half  her  fenfe, 
could  too  much  admire  her  excellence : 
But  Cnce  (he  can  make  error  mine  fo  bright, 
She  thinks  it  vulgar  tn  defend  the  right 
With  underftanding  flie  is  quite  o'er-run  ; 
And  by  too  great  accomplifhments  undone  : 
With  {kill  file  vibrates  her  eternal  tongue, 
For  ever  moft  divinely  in  the  "wrong. 

Naked  in  nothing  Ihould  a  woman  be; 
But  veil  her  very  ivit  with  mo  lefty  : 
Let  man  difcover,  let  not  her  difplayt 
But  yield  her  charms  of  mind  with  fweet  delay. 

For  pleafure  form'd,  perverfely  fome  believe, 
To  make  themfelves  important ,  men  mud  grieve. 
Lefbia  the  fair,  to  fire  her  jealous  lord, 
Pretends,  the  fop  (he  laughs  at,  is  ador'd. 
In  .vain  flic's  fraud  of  iecret  innocence  ; 
The  fa£  ihe  feigns  were  fcarce  a  worfe  offence. 

Mira  endow'd  with  every  charm  to  bid's, 
lias  no  defign,  bur  on  her  hufband's^><r<2<;f  : 
He  lov'd  her  much  ;  and  greatly  was  he  mov'd 
At  fniall  inquietudes  in  her  he  lov'd. 
"  How   charming    this!" — The   pleafure    lafted 

long ; 

Now  every  day  the  fits  come  thick  and  ftrong  : 
At  laft  he  found  the  charmer  only  feign  d; 
And  was  diverted  when  hejbouid  be  pain'd. 
What  greater  vengeance  have  the  gods  in  ftore  ! 
How  tedious  life,  now  flie  can  plague  no  more  ! 
She  tries  a  thoiuand  arts;  but  aone  fucceed  : 
She's  forc'd  a  fever  to  procure  indeed  ; 
Thus  flridtly  prov'd  this  virtuous,  loving  ivife, 
Her  hufband's/<z;«  was  dearer  than  her  life. 

Anxious  Melania  rifes  to  my  view, 
Who  never  thinks  her  lover  pays  his  due : 
Vifit,  prefent,  treat,  flatter,  and  adore  ; 
Her  majefty,  to-morrow,  calls  for  more. 
His  wounded  ears  complaints  eternal  fill, 
As  unoil'd  hinges,  querulouily  flwill. 

You  went  laft  night  with  Celia  to  the  ball." 
You  prove  it  falfe.  "  Not  go  !  that's  worft  of  all." 
Nothing  can  pleafe  her,  nothing  not  inflame ; 
And  arrant  contradfilions  are  ihe  fame. 
Her  lover  muft  be  fad,  to  pleafe  her  fpleen; 
His  mirth  is  an  inexpiable  fin  : 
For  of  all  rivals  that  can  pain  her  breaft, 
There's  one,  that  wounds  far  deeper  than  the  reft  ; 
To  wreck  her  quiet,  the  moft  dreadful  fhelf 
Is  if  her  lover  dares  enjoy  himfelf. 

And  this,  becaufe  {he's  exquifitely  fair : 
Should  I  diipute  her  beauty,  how  (he'd  ftare  ? 
How  would  Melania  be  furpria'd  to  hear 
She's  quite  deform'd  ?  And  yet  the  cafe  is  clear ; 
What's  female  beauty,  but  an  air  divine, 
Through  which  the  mind's  all-gentle  graces  Ihine  ? 
They,  Lke  the  fun,  irradiate  all  between  ; 
The  body  charms  becaufe  the  foul  hfeen, 
Hence,  men  are  often  captives  of  a  face, 
They  know  not  why,  of  no  peculiar  grace  :  [bear  ; 
Some  forms,   though  bright,  no  monal  man  can 
Some,  none  rejijl  though  not  exceeding  fair. 

Arpafia's  highly  barn,  and  nicely  bred, 
Of  tafte  refin'd,  in  life  and  manners  read  ; 
Yet  reaps  no  fruit  from  her  fuperior  fenfc. 
But  to  be  teatd  by  her  awn  excellence. 
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"  Folks  are  fo  awkward !  things  fo  impolite  !" 
She's  elegantly  pain'd  from  morn  till  night. 
Her  dciicdcy's  ftiock'd  where'er  fhe  goes; 
Each  creature  s  imperfetlions  are  her  ivots. 
Heaven  by  its  favour  has  the  fair  dillreft, 
And  pour'dfuch  bleflings— that  {he  can't  be  bleft. 

Ah  !    why   fj  vain,  though   blooming  in  thy 

fpring  ? 

Thou  JLi/ii.:2gt  frail,  adored,  and  wretched  thing; 
Old  age  •«;///  co.ue  ;  difeafe  may  come  before  ; 
Fifteen  is  full  as  mortal  as  three/lore. 
Thy  fortune,  and  thy  charms,  may  foon  decay  : 
But  grant  ihck  fugitives  prolong  their  {lay, 
Their  bafis  totters,  their  foundation  (hakes; 
Life,  that  fupports  them,  in  a  moment  breaks ; 
'J'hen  -wrought  into  the  foul  let  virtues  fhinc  ; 
The  ground  eternal,  as  the  ivork  divine. 

Julia's  a  manager  ;  {he's  born  for  rule  ; 
And  knows  her  -wifer  huiband  is  a/W; 
Affemblies  holds,  and  fpins  the  fubtU  thread 
That  guides  the  lover  to  his  fair-one's  bed  : 
For  difficult  amours  can  fmooth  the  way, 
And  tender  letters  diftate,  or  convey. 
But,  if  depriv'd  of  fuch  important  cares, 
Her  wifdom  condefcends  to  lefs  affairs. 
For  her  own  breakfaft  ftie'll  projett  afeLeme, 
Nor  take  her  tea  without  zftratagem  ; 
Prefides  o'er  trijtes  with  zferious  face  ; 
Important,  by  the  virtue  of  grimace. 
Ladies  fupreme  among  amufements  reign  ; 
By  nature  born  tofootie^  and  entertain. 
Their  prudence  in  a  fhare  of  folly  lies : 
Why  will  they  be  fo  tveai,  as  to  be  ivife  ? 

Syrena  is  for  ever  in  extremes.    / 
And  with  a  vengeance  fhe  commends,  or  blames, 
Co.nfcious  of  her  difcernmeut,  which  is  good, 
She  ftrains  too  much.to  make  it  underftood. 
Her  judgment  juft,  hnr  fentence  is  too  ftrong  ; 
Becaufe  {he's, right,  fhe's  ever  in  the  wrong. 

Brunetta's  wife  in  aftions,  great,  and  rare: 
But  fcorns  on  trifes  to  beftow  her  care. 
Thus  every  hour  Brunetta  is  to  blame, 
Becaufe  th'  occafion  is  beneath  her  aim.  , 
Think  nought  a  trijle,  though  it  fmall  appear  ; 
Small  fands  the  mountain,  moments  make  the  year? 
And  trifles  life.     Your  care  to  trifles  give, 
Or  you  may  die,  before  you  truly  live. 

Go  breakfaft  with  Alicia,  there  you'll  fee, 
Simplex  munditiis^  to  the  laft  degree  : 
Unlac'd  her  ftays,  her  night-gown  is  unty'd, 
And  what  fhe  has  of  head  drefs,  is  aiide. 
She  draws  her  words,  and  waddles  in  her  pace;    , 
Unwafti'd  her  hands,  and  much  befnuff 'd  her  face, 
A  nail  uncut,  and  head  uncomb'd  flic  loves; 
And  would  draw  on  jack-boots,  as  foon  as  gloves. 
Gloves  by  queen  Befs's  maidens  might  be  mift  ; 
Her  blefled  eyes  ne'er  faw  a  female^?. 
Lovers,  beware  !  to  ivovnd  how  can  {he  fail 
With  fcarlet  finger,  and  long  jetty  nail? 
For  Harvey,  the  firft  talt  {he  cannot  be, 
Nor,  cruel  Richmond,  the  firft  tcajl,  for  thee. 
Since  full  each  other  ftation  of  r«i0«>»,       .  > 

Who  would  not  be  the  greateft  trapet  in  town  * 
Women  were  made  to  give  our  eyes  delight  j. 
A.femaltjlwin  is  an  odioui  figh?. 
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Fair  Tfabelk.  is  fo  fond  of/^w/, 
That  her  dear  felj 'is  her  eternal  theme  ; 
Through  hopes  of  contradiction,  oft  fhe'll  fay, 
"  Methinks  I  look  fo  wretchedly  to  day  !" 
When  moft  the  wr.rld  applauds  you,  moil  beware  ; 
*Tis  often  lefs  a  llejflng  than  zfnare. 
Diftruft  maniind j  with  your  own  heart  confer; 
And  dread  even  there  to  find  a  flatterer. 
The  breath  of  others  raifes  our  renown ; 
Our  oivn  as  furely  blows  the  pageant  down. 
Take  up  no  more  than  you  by  worth  can  claim, 
Left  Toon  you  prove  a  bankrupt  in  your  fame. 

But  own  I  muffc,  in  this  perverted  age, 
Who  mod  defervt,  can't  always  mofl  engage. 
So  far  is  worth  from  making  glory  fure, 
It  often  hinders  what  hJoou/J  procure.          [wife  £ 
Whom  praife  we  me/I?  the  virtuous,  brave,  and 
3SJo ;  wretches  whom  in  fecret  we  defpife. 

And  who  fo  blind,  as  not  to  fee  the  caufe  ? 
3^0  rivals  rais'd  by  fuch  difcreet  applaufe  ; 

And  yet,  of  credit  it  lays  in  a  ftore,  [mere-. 

By  which  our  fpleen  may  wound  true  worth  ths 
Ladies  there  are  who  think  one  crime  is  all  : 

Can  women,  then,  no  way  but  backward  fa\\  I 
So  fweet  is  that  one  crime  they  don't  parfue, 

To  pay  its  lofs,  they  think  all  others  ^w. 

Who  hold  that  crime  fo  dear,  muft  never  claim 

Of  injured  modejly  the  facred  name. 

But  Clio  thug  :  *'  What  I  railing  without  end  ? 

C{  Mcan-taik  !  how  much  more  generous  to  corn- 
«  mend!" 

Yes,  to  commend  as.you  are  wont  to  do, 

IVIy  kind  inijlru£lor ,  and  example  too. 

**  Daphnis,"  fiys  Clio,  "  has  a  charming  eye  : 

4t  What  pity  'tis  her  fhoulder  is  awry  ! 

**  Afpafia's  fhape  indeed — But  then  her  air — 

"  The  man  has  parts  who  finds  deftru&ion  there. 

"  Almeria's  wit  has  fomething  that's  divine  ; 

••'  And  wit's  enotigh — how  few  in  all  thing-  fhine  ! 

**  Selina  ferves  her  friends,  relieves  the  poor — 

'*  Who  was  it  faid  Selina's  near  thrsefcore  ? 

"  At  Lucia's  match  I  from  my  foul  rejoice ; 

*'  The  world  congratulates  fo  wife  a  choice; 

"  His  lordfhip's  rent-roll  is  exceeding  great—- 

"  But  mortgages  will  fap  the  bed  eftate. 

*{  In  Shirley's  form  might  cherubims  appear ; 

*'  But  then — (he  has  ^freckle  on  her  ear.''' 

Without  a  but)  Hortenfia  ihe  commends, 

The  firft  of  women,  and  the  bell  of  friends  ; 

Owns  her  in  perfon,  wit,  fame,  virtue,  bright ; 

Btft  how  comes  this  to  pafs-?— bhe  dy'd  laifc  night. 
Thus  nymphs  commend,  who  yet  at  fatire  rail : 

Indeed  that's  needlefs,  \ifucb  fraije  prevail. 

And  whence  fuch  praife  ?  our  virulence  is  thrown 

Qja  Giber'1*  fame,  through  fondnefs  for  our  civn. 
Of  rank  and  riches  proud,  Cleora  frowns; 

For  are  not  coronets  a-kin  to  crowns  ? 

Her  greedy  eye,  and  her  fublime  addrefs, 

The  height  of  avarice  and/r/dr  confefs. 

You  feek  perfections  worthy  of  her  rank ; 

Go,  feek  for  her  perfections  at  the  bank. 

By  wealth  unquench'd,  by  reafon  uncontroul'd, 

For  ever  burns  her  facred  thirfk  of  gold. 

As  fond  of  five-pence,  as  the  verieft  clt ; 

AK&  tuiitc  as  much  detefkd  as  a  vuii. 


Can  gold  calm  f^Jjion,  or  make  reafon  fiirni  ? 
Can  we  digj&f^f^,  or  luifJom^  from  the  mine? 
Wifdom  to  gold  prefer ;  for  'tis  much  lefs 
To  make  onrfortunt^  than  our  bappincfs. 
That  happinels  which  great  ones  often  fee. 
With  rage  and  wonder,  in  a  low  degree  : 
Themielves  unbleft.     The  poor  are  enly  poor  ; 
But  what  are  they  who  droop  amid  their  ftore  ? 
Nothing  is  meancf  than  a  wretch  ofjlate; 
The  happy  only  are  the  truly  great. 
Peafants  enjoy  like  appetites  with  kings  ; 
And  thofe  belt  fitisfied  with  cheapeft  things. 
Could  bvib  our  Indies  buy  but  one  new  fenfey 
Our  envy  would  be  due  to  large  expenfe. 
Since  not,  thofe  pomps  which  to  the  great  belong, 
Are  but  ppor  arts  to  mark  them  from  the  throng.. 
See  how  they  beg  an  alms  of  flattery  ! 
They  languifh  !  oh  fupport  thera  with  a  lie  ! 
A  decent  competence  we  fully  tafte; 
It  frrikes  oury^/t-,  and  gives  a  conftant  feaft  : 
More,  we  perceive  by  dint  of  thought  alone  ; 
The  rich  muft  labour  to  poffefs  their  o-wn. 
To  feel  their  great  abundance ;  and  requeft 
Their  humble  friends  to  help  them  to  be  bleft ; 
Tofie  their  treafures,  bear  their  glory  told, 
And  aid  the  wretched  impotence  of  gold,    [divine^ 

But  fome,  great  iouls !  and  touch'd  with  warmth 
G'rfQ  gold  a  price,  and  teach  its  teams  tofoine. 
All  hoarded  treafures  they  repute  a  load; 
Nor  think  their  wealth  tleir  own,  till  well  befiow'd* 
Grand  refcrvoirs  of  public  happinefs, 
Through  fecret  ftrearws  diflfufively  they  blefs; 
And,  while  their  bounties  glide,  conceal'd  front 

view, 

Believe  our  wants,  zndfyare  our  llujbet  too. 
But  fatire  is  my  talk ;  aftd  thefe  deftroy 
Her  gloomy  province,  and  malignant  joy. 
Help  me,  ye  mifers!  help  me  to  complain, 
And  blaft  our  corr.-mon  enemy,  Germain  : 
But  our  invectives  muft  defpair  fuccefs; 
For,  next  to  praife,  {he  values  nothing  left. 

What  picture's  yonder,  loofen'd  from  its  frame? 
Or  is  't  Atturia,  that  afiecled  dame  ? 
The  brighteft  forms,  through  affectation,  fade 
To  ftrange  neiv  things,  which  nature  never  made. 
Frown  not,  ye  fair!  fo  much  your  fex  we  prize, 
We  hate  thofe  arts  that  take  you  from  our  eye.*. 
In  Albucinda's  nativs  grace  is  feen 
What  you,  who  labour  at  pcrfe&ion  mean. 
Short  is  the  rule,  and  to  be  learn'd  with  cafe, 
Retain  your  gentle  felves,  and  you  mujl  pleafe. 
Here  might  \  fing  of  Memmia's  mincing  mien, 
And  all  the  movements  of  the  foft  machine  : 
How  two  red  lips  affected  zephyrs  blow, 
To  cocl  the  bohea,  and  inflame  the  beau  : 
While  one  white jfo^r  and  a  thumb  confpire 
To  lift  the  cup,  and  make  the  world  admire. 
Tea !  how  1  tremble  at  thy  fatal  ftrearn ! 
As  Lethe,  dreadful  to  the  love  of  fame. 
What  devastations  on  thy  banks  are  Teen  ! 
Wj(iatj!W«  of  mighty  names  which  once  have  been \ 
An  hecatomb  of  characters  fupplies 
Thy  painted  altars  daily  facrifice. 

H ,  P ,  B ,  afpers'd  by  thee,  decay v 

As  grains  of  fuieft  fugars  melt  away, 
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/-. . ;  recommend  th-  ?no?e  to  mortal  tafte ; 
IcandaVa  the  fweet'ner  of  *  female  feaft. 

But  this  inhuman  triumph  fhall  decline, 
And  thy  revolting  naiads  call  tor  ivine  ; 
Spirits  no  longer  Jlv.H  ferve  under  thee  ; 
But  reign  in  thy  own  cup,  exploded  tea  I 
Citronia"*s  nofe  declares  thy  ruin  nigh, 
And  who  dares  give  Citronia's  nofe  the  lie  ! 

The  ladies  long  at  men  of  drink  exclaim'd, 
And  what  impair'd  both  health  and  virtue,  blaai'd ; 
At  length,  to  refcue  ma'n,  the  generous  lafs, 
Stole  from  her  confort  the  pernicious  glafs. 
As  glorious  as  th«  Britifh  queen  ren->wr.'d, 
Who  fuck'd  the  poifoa  from  he:'"Tiufband's  wound. 

Nor  to  the  glaft  alone  are  nymphs  inclin'd, 
But  every  bolder  vice  of  bold  mankind. 

O  Juvenal !  for  thy  fever cr  rage, 
To  lafh  the  ranker  follies  of  our  age. 

Are  there,  among  the  females  of  our  hie, 
Such  fault*,  at  which  it  is  a  fault  tojafik  ? 
There  afc.  Vice,  once  by  modift  nature  chain'd 
And  legal  ties,  expatiates  unreftrajn'd  ; 
Without  thin  decency  held  up  to  view, 
Naked  fhe  fLJ.ks  o'er  tow  and  gofpel  too. 
Our  matrons  lead  fuch  exemplary  lives, 
Men  figh  in  vain  for  none  but  for  their  ivhes  ; 
Who  marry  to  be  free,  to  range  the  mi. re, 
And  wed  one  man,  to  wanton  with  a  icore. 
Abroad  too  kind,  at  home  'tis  ftedfaft  hate, 
And  one  eternal  temped  of  debate. 
What  foul  eruptions,  from  a  look  mod  meek  f 
\Yh.it  thunder*  burlting,  from  a  dimpled  cheek  ! 
Their  pajjlons  bear  it  with  a  lofty  hand  ! 
But  then,  their  reafun  is  at  due  command. 
Is  there  whom  you  deteft,  and  i'eek  his  life  ? 
Trad  no  foul  with  the  fedTet— but  his  wife. 
Wives  wonder  that  their  conduct  1  condemn, 
And  aflc,  what  kir.dred  \safpoufe  to  them  ? 

What  f warms  of  amorous  grandmothers  I  fee  ! 
And  rniffes,  ancient  in  iniquity  ! 
What  blafting  whifpers,  and  what  loud  declaiming  ' 
What  lying,  drinking,  bawding,  fweuiiug,  gam 
ing: 

Friendfhip  fb  cold,  fuch  warm  incontinence  j 
Such  griping  avarice,  fuch  profufe.  expence  ; 
Such  dead  devotion,  fuch  u  zeal  for  crimes; 
Such  licens'd  ill,  fuch  mafquerading  times; 
Siich  venal  faith,  fuch  mifapply'd  appiaafe; 
Such  flatter'd  guilt,  and  fuch  inverted  laws; 
Such  diffoiuriou  through  the  whole  I  find, 
'I'is  not  a  \vbrld,  but  chaos  of  mankind. 

Since  Sundays  have  no  b»lis,  the  well-drefe'd  biJle 
Shines  in  the  pew,  but  fmiles  to  hear  of  Idl  -, 
And  cafts  an  c-ye  of  fweet  difdain  on  all, 
Who  lifteft  iefs  to  Collins  tnan  S;.  I 
Atheiffs  have  been  but  rare;  fince  nature's  birth, 
Till  now,  fhe-atheifts  ne'er  opptar'd  on  earth. 
Ye  men  of  deep  refearcnes,  lay,  whence  fpiings 
This  carhig  chara«5ler,  in  ti.nor.-rs  things  ? 
Who  it  art  at/^f/x-rj,  from  an  irfcl  fly, 
A  ma'ch  for  nothing — but  the  Dehy. 
But,  not  to  wrung  the  fair,  the  nuifo  mttft  own, 
In  ifiis' purfuit  they  court  not  fame  alor.e ; 
Biu  join  to  (Hat  a -more  fubftantial  view, 
JFfcra  thinking  free,,  to  be  IV:  c  a^/.-ijj.s  too." 


They  ftrive  with  their  own  riearts,.and  keep 
thdm  down, 

In  complaifance  to  all  the  fools  in  town. 

O,  how  they  tremble  at  the  name  of  prude  ! 

And  die  with  fliante  at  thought  of  bring  good! 

For  whut  will  Artimis,  the  rich  and  gay, 

\Vhat  will  the  whs,  that  is,  the  coxcombs,  fay  ? 

They  heaven  defy,  to  earth's  vile  dregs  a  flavc; 

Through  cowardice,  moil  execrably  brave. 

With  our  own  judgments  du'rft  we  to  comply, 

In  virtue  fhould  we  live,  in  glory  die. 

R.ife  fheri,  my  muie,  in  horielt  ftfry  rife  ; 

They  dread  a  fatire,  ivho  defy  the  fit  it. ^ 

Atheifts  are  few  :  mod  nymphs  a  godhead  owli  5 

And  nothing  but  his  attributes  dethrone. 

From  Athrifti  fai1,  they  ftedfaftly  believe 

God  is,  and  is  Almighty— to  forgive. 

His  other  excellence  they'll  not  difpute  ; 

But  mercy,  fure,  is  his  chief  attribute. 

Shall  plea/ufes  of  a  fhort  duration  chain 

A  laJ'is  foul  in  everlafting  pain  ? 

Will  the  great  author  u?  poor  worths  deftroy. 

For  now  and  then  zfip  of  tranfient  joy  ? 

No,  he's  for  ever  in  a  fir.fling'  mood; 

He's  lilie  themfelves ;  or  how  could  he  be  good? 

And  they  bhfpherhc,  who  blacker  fcheri^es  fup 
pofe  — 

Devoutly  thus  Jehovah  they  depofe, 

The  pure  !  iMcjifl  !  and  fe£  up  in  hiV  ftead 

A  deity  that's,  perfectly  -well  bred. 

"  D>-ar  Tillotfon  !   be  fure  the  bed  of  men  ; 
"  Nor  thought  he  more, than  thought  great Ofigeri* 
"  Though  once  upon  a  tim£  he  mifbehav'd ; 
"  Poor  saJan  !  d'.ubtlefs  lie'll  at  length  be  fav'd. 
"  i>et  prieds  do  fomething  for  their  one  in  ten; 
"  It  h  their  trade ;  fo  far  they're  honed  men. 
"  Let  them  cant  on,  fince  they  have  got  the  knacfc, 
"  And  drefs  their  notions,  like  themfelves,  in  black; 
"  Fright  us  \vi-th  terrors  of  a  world  ur known, 
"  From  foys  of  this,  to  fceep  them  all  rheir  oiun. 
"  Of  earth's  fair  fruits,  indeed,  they  claim  a  fee  ; 
"  But  th<?n  they  kave  <'ur  untiWJ  virtue  free. 
«  1/iriues  a  pntty  fling  to  vtaee  ajhow  : 
^  Did  fver  mortal  wtite  like  a  Kochefoucault  ?r> 
Thus  pleads  th'e  devil's  fair  apblogid, 
Arfd,  pTea'drng,  fafely  enters  on  his  lift. 

Let  angel-forms  angt-'ic  truths  maintain; 
Nature  disjoins  fhe  k-at:ifous  imft  profane. 
For  what's  true  beauty,  but  'air  virtue's/^  > 
Virtue  made  v'-ftjle  in  outward  grace  ? 
bhe  then  th'at's  haunted  wifli  an  impious  mind, 
The'  niore  {he  charms,  rhe  more  (heflocls  mankind. 
But  charms  de-chine  :  th'e  fair  long  vigils  keep  : 
They  fleep   no  more  1  C^uadfi'He  has  *•  niurder'd^ 

ileep. 

"  Poor  K — p  !  cries  Livia!    Thavc  not  "been  thcrdf 
"'  "1'htfe  two  nighcs;  the  poor  crtatufe  wilt  dcfpair, 
"  I  hate  a  crowd — "but  to  cTo  good,  you  know— 
"  And  pfccple  of  condition  ihouM  BeiloW." 
Coiivinc'rt,o'ercojne,  fo  K—p's  grave  matrons  run ^ 
Now^  a  daughter,  and  no\fj^afe  a  f  n  ; 
Let  health,  fame,  tcn.ptr,  beauty,  fortune,  flyj 
And  brggar  liaif  thtir  ra'ce — through  charity 
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Immortal  were  we,  or  elfe  mortal  quite, 
I  lefs  (hould  blame  this  criminal  delight : 
But  fince  the  gay  alTembly's  gayeft  room 
Is  but  an  upper  ftory  to  fome  tomb, 
Methiuks,  we  need  not  ourfari  being  fhun, 
And,  thought  to  fly,  contend  to  be  undone. 
We  need  not  buy  our  ruin  with  our  crime, 
And  give  eternity  to  murder  time. 

The  love  of  gaming  is  the  word  of  ills ; 
With  ceafelefs  ftorms  the  blacken'd  foul  it  fills ; 
Inveighs  at  Heaven,  neglects  the  ties  of  blood; 
Deftroys  the  povver  and  will  of  doing  good  ; 
Kills  health,  pawns  honour,  plunges  in  difgrace, 
And  what  is  ftill  more  dreadful — fpoils  your  face. 

See  yonder  fet  of  thieves  that  live  on  fpoil, 
The  feandal  and  the  ruin  of  our  ifle  \ 
And  fee  (ftrange  fight !),  amid  that  ruffian  band, 
A  form  divine  high  wave  her  fnowy  hand  ; 
That  rattles  loud  a  finall  enchanted  box, 
Which,  loud  as  thunder,  on  the  board  fhe  knocks. 
And  as  fierce   ftorms,  which   earth's  foundation 

fhook, 

From  bolus's  cave  impetuous  broke, 
From  this  fmall  cavern  a  mix'd  tcmpeft  flies, 
Fear,  rage,  convulfion,  tears,  oaths,  blafphemies  1 
For  men,  I  mean — the  fair  difcharges  none  ; 
She  (guiltlefs  creature  !)  f wears  to  Heaven  alone. 

See  her  eyes  ftart  1  cheeks  glow  !  and  mufcles 

fweli! 

Like  the  mad  maid  in  the  Cumean  cell. 
Thus  that  divine  one  hcrfcft  n-ghts  employs ! 
Thus  tunes  her  foul  to  tender  nuptial  joys  1 
And  when  the  cruel  morning  calls  to  bed, 
And  on  her  pillow  lays  her  aching  head, 
With  the  dear  images  her  dreams  are  crown'd, 
The  die  fpins  lovely,  or  the  cards  go  round ; 
Imaginary  ruin  charms  her  ftill ; 
Her  happy  lord  is  cuckoll'd  \>j  fpadille  : 
And  if  flic's  brought  to  bed,  'tis  ten  to  one, 
He  marks  the  forehead  of  her  darling  fon. 

O  !  fcene  of  horror,  and  of  wild  defpatr, 
Why  is  the  rich  Atrides'  fplendid  heir 
Conftrain'd  to  quit  his  ancient  lordly  feat, 
And  hide  his  glories  in  a  mean  retreat  ? 

Why  that  drawn  fword  ?  and  whence  that  dif- 

mal  cry  ? 

Why  pale  diftra<5tion  through  the  family  ? 
See  my  lord  threaten,  and  my  lady  weep, 
And  trembling  fervants  from  the  tempeil  creep. 
Why  that  gayywr  to  diftant  regions  fcnt  ? 
What  fiends  that  daughter's  deilin'd  match  prevent  ? 
Why  the  whole  houfe  in  fudden  ruin  laid  ? 
O  nothing,  but  laft  night— my  lady  plajd. 

But  wanders  not  my  fatire  from  her  theme  ! 
Is  this  too  owing  to  the  love  of  fume  ? 
Though  now  your  hearts  on  lucre  are  beftow'd, 
'Twas  firft  a  •vain  -devotion  to  the  nude  ; 
Nor  ceafe  we  here,  fincc  'tis  a  vice  ib  ftrong  ; 
The  torrent  fweeps  all  womankind  along. 
This  may  be  faid,  in  honour  of  our  times, 
That  none  now  {land  difTutguiftfd  by  their  crimes. 

If  fin  you  muft,  take  nature  for  your  guide  ; 
Love  has  fome  foft  excufe  to  foothe  your 
Ye  fair  apoftates  from  love's  ancient  power  ! 
Can  nothing  rawjh^  but  a  goldinfiou-er  ,<* 


Can  cards  alone  your  glowing  fancy  fei'/c  ; 
Muft  Cupid  learn  to  punt,  e'er  he  can  pleafe  f 
When  you're  enamour'd  of  a  lift  or  cajl, 
What  can  the  preacher  more,  to  make  us  chajle  ? 
Why  muft  frror.g  youths  unmarry'd  pine  away  ? 
They  find  no  woman  difen^ag'd — from  play- 
Why  pine  the  marry  d? — O  feverer  fate  ! 
They  find  from  play  no  difenga  ;'d — ejlate. 
Fiavia,  at  lovers  falfe,  tintoucb  d,  and  hard, 
Turns  pale,  and  trembles  at  a  cruel  card. 
Nor  Arria's  Bible  can  feCure  her  age  ; 
Her  thrcefcore  years  are  fhuffiing  with  her  page. 
While  death  (land*  by,  but  till  the  game  is  done, 
To  fwecp  that  Jlake,  in  juftice,  long  his  own  ; 
.Like  old  cards  tiug'd  with  fulphur,  fhc  takes  fire; 
Or,  like  (huffs  funk  in  fockcts,  blazes  higher. 
Ye  gods  !   with  rie-w  delights  infpire  the  fair  ; 
Or  give  us/w,  and  fave  us  from  defpair. 

Sons,  brothers,  fathers.  hu{ba.nds,traJefmen,  clofb' 
In  my  complaint,  and  brand  your  fins  in  frofe; 
Yet  I  believe,  as  firmly  as  my  creed, 
In  fpite  of  all  our  wifdom,  you'll  proceed : 
Our  pride  fo  great,  our  paffi'.m  is  fo  ftrong, 
Advice  to  right  confirms  us  in  the  "wrong. 
I  hear  you  cry,  lt  This  fellow's  very  o^dd." 
When  you  chaftife,  who  would  not  kifs  the  rod  ? 
But  I've  a  charm  your  anger  (hall  controul, 
And  turn  your  eyes  with  coldnefs  on  the  vole. 

The  charm  begins  1  to  yonder  flood  of  light, 
That  burfts  o'er  gloomy  Britain,  turn  your  fight. 
What  guardian  power  overwhelms  your  fouls  witk' 

awe  ? 

Her  deeds  are  precepts,  her  example  law ; 
'Alidd  empire's  charms,  how  Carolina's  heart 
Glows  with  the  love  of  virtue,  and  of  art  ! 
Her  favour  is  diffus'd  to  that  degree, 
Excefs  of  goodnefs !   it  has  dawn'd  on  me  : 
When  in  my  page,  to  balance  numerous  faults, 
Or  godlike  decdswere  fhown,  or  generous  thoughts, 
She  fmii'd,  indujlrious  to  be  pleas'd,  nor  knew 
From  whom  my  pen  the  ^rro-rvVluftre  drew. 

Thus  *  the  majeftic  mother  of  mankind, 
To  her  own  charms  moft  amiably  blind, 
On  the  green  margin  innocently  ftood, 
And  gaz'd  indulgent  on  the  cryftal  fi.iod  ; 
Survcy'd  the  ftranger  in  the  painted  wave, 
And,  fmiling,  prais'd  the  beauties  which  fhe  gare, 

SATIRE  VII. 

TO   THE   RIGHT   HON.  SIR  BOBERT  WALPOLE. 

"  Carmina  turn  melius,cum  venerit  Ipfe,  caHemus.** 

VIRC. 

ON  this  laft  labour,  this  my  dlofing  ftrain, 
Smile,  Walpole,  or  the  Nine  infpire  in  vain  : 
To  ibce,  'tis  doe  ;  that  verfe  how  juftly  thine, 
Wh^-e  Brunfwick's  glory  crowns  the  whole  defigh? 
That  glory,  which  thy  counfels  make  fo  bright  i 
That  glory,  which  on  thee  rcfle&s  a  light. 
Illuilrious  commerce,  and  but  rarely  known  ; 
To  givey  and  take,  a  lull  re  from  the  throne. 
'   Nor  think  that  thou  art  foreign  to  my  theme j 
The  fountain  is  not  foreign  to  the  Ji lream. 
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How  all  mankind  will  be  furpris'd  to  fee 

This  flood  of  Britiih  folly  charg'd  on  thee .' 

Siy,  Britain !   whence  this  caprice  of  thy  ,fon.«, 

Which  through  their  various  ranks  with  fury  runs.? 

The  caufe  is  plain,  a  caufe  which  we  muft  bleis; 

For  caprice  is  the  daughter  rffuccefs, 

(A  bad  effecl,  but  from  a  pleafing  caufe  ') 

And  gives  our  rulers  undengn'd  applaufe  ; 

Tells  how  their  conduct  bids  our  -wealth  increase, 

And  lulls  us  in  the  downy  lap  of  peace. 

While  I  furvey  r he  bleffings  of  our  ifle, 

Her  arts  triumphant  in  the  royal  fmile, 

Her  public  wounds  bound  up,  her  credit  high, 

Her  commerce  fpreading  fails  in  every  Iky, 

The  pleafing  fcene  recalls  my  theme  again, 

And  {hows  the  madnefs  of  ambitious  men, 

Who,  fond  of  bloodfhed,  draw  the   murdering 

fword, 
And  burn  to  give  mankind  a  flngle  lord. 

The  follies  pad  are  of  9,  private  kind  ; 
Their  fphere  is  fmall ;  their  mifchief  is  confin'd  : 
But  daring  men  there  are  (awake,  my  mufe, 
And  raife  thy  verfe  !)  who  bolder  phrenzy  choofe  -, 
Who,  ftung  by  glory,  rave,  and  bound  away  ; 
The  ivorld  their  field,  and  humankind  their  prey. 
The  Grecian  chief,  th'  enthufiaft  of  hisfriJe, 
With  rage  and  terror  {talking  by  his  fide, 
Raves  round  the  globe  ;  he  foars  into  a  god ! 
Stand  faft,  Olympus!  and  fuftain  his  nod. 
The  peft  divine  in  horrid  grandeur  reigns, 
And  thrives  on  mankind's  miferies  and  pains. 
What  flaughter'd  bofts  t  what  cities  in  a  blaze  ! 
What  wafted  countries  !  and  what  crimfcnfeas  J 
With  orphans  tears  his  impious  bowl  o'erflovvs, 
And  cries  of  kingdoms  lull  him  to  repofe. 

And  cannot  thrice  ten  hundred  years  unpraife 
The  boifterous  boy,  and  blaft  his  guilty  bays  ? 
Why  want  we  then  encomiums  on  the^orw, 
Or  famine,  or  -volcant  ?  They  perform 
Their  mighty  deeds;  they,  hero  like,  can  flay, 
And  fpread  their  ample  defarts  in  a  day. 
O  great  alliance  1  O  divine  renown  ! 
With  dearth,  and  pejiilence,  to  fhare  the  crown. 
When  men  extol  a  wild  deftroyer's  name, 
JEarth's  Builder  and  Preferver  they  blafpheme. 

One  to,de{lroy,  is  murder  by  the  law  ; 
And  gibbets  keep  the  lifted  hand  in  awe ; 
To  murder  tloufads,  takes  a  fpecious  name, 
War's  glorious  art,  and  gives  immortal  fame. 

When  after  battle,  I  the  field  have  feen   [men  ; 
Spread  o'er  with  ghaflly  fhapes,  which  once  were 
A  nation  crufh'd,  a  nation  of  the  brave  ! 
A  realm  of  death !  and  on  this  fide  the  grave  ! 
Are  there,  faid  I,  who  from  this  fad  furvey, 
This  human  Jjtios,  carry  fmiles  away  ? 
How  did  my  heart  with  indignation  rife  ! 
How  honeft  nature  fwell'd  into  my  eyes  ! 
How  was  I  fht.ck'd  to  think  the  hero's  trade 
Of  fuch  materials,yii7»f  and  triumph,  made  1 

How  guilty  thei'e  !  yet  not  lei's  guilty  they, 
Who  reach  falfe  glory  by  a  fmoother  way  : 
Who  wrap  definition  up  in  gentle  words, 
And  bows,  and  fmiles,  more  fatal  than  their  fwords 
Who  ftifle  nature,  and  fubflft  on  art ; 
Who  coin  thsfaef,  and  petrify  the  heart  ; 


All  real  kindnefs  for  the  (how  difcard, 

As  marble  polifh'd,  and  as  marble  hard ; 

Who  do  for  gold  what  Chriftians  do  through  grace, 

"   With  open  arms  their  enemies  embrace;'* 

Who  give  a  nod  when  broken  hearts  repine ; 

"  The  thinneft  food  on  which  a  wretch  can  dine  :**. 

Or,  if  they  ferve  you,  ferve  you  difinclin'd, 

And,  in  their  height  of  kindnefs,  are  unkind. 

Such  courtiers  were,  and  fuch  again  may  be, 

Walpole,  when  men  forget  to  copy  thee. 

Here  ceafe,  my  mufe  \  the  catalogue  is  writ ; 
Nor  one  more  candidate  {or  fame  admit, 
Though  difappointed  thoufands  juftly  blame 
Thy  partial  pen,  and  boaft  an  equal  claim  : 
Be  this  their  comfort,  fools,  omitted  here, 
May  furnifh  laught-er  for  another  year. 
Then  let  Crifpino,  who  was  ne'er  refus'd 
Theju/lice  yet  of  being  well  abus'd, 
With  patience  wait ;  and  be  content  to  reign 
The  pink  of  puppies  in  fome  future  ftrain. 

Some  future  ftrain,  in  which  the  mufe  {ball  tell 
Howfdenc:  dwindles,  and  how  volumes  fwell. 

How  commentators  each  dark  paflage  fhun, 
And  hold  their  farthing  candle  to  the  fun. 

How  tortur'd  texts  to  fpeak  our  ftnfe  are  made, 
And  every  vice  is  to  the  fcripture  laid. 

How  mifers  fqueeze  a  young  voluptuous  peer  ; 
His  fins  to  Lucifer  not  half  fo  dear. 

How  Verfus  is  lefs  qualify'd  to  fleal 
With  f;vord  and  piftol,  than  with  wax  and  feal. 

How  lawyers  fees  to  fuch  excefs  are  run, 
That  clients  are  redrefs'd  till  they're  undone. 
How  one  man's  anguifh  is  another's  fport; 
And  ev'n  denials  coft  us  dear  at  court. 

How  man  eternally  falfe  judgments  makes, 
And  all  his  joys  and  forrows  are  mijiakes. 

This  fwarm  of  themes  that  fettles  on  my  pen, 
Which  I,  like  fummer  flies,  frnke  off  again, 
Let  others  fing  ;  to  whom  my  weak  effay 
But  founds  a  prelude,  and  points  out  their  prey: 
That  di;ty  done,  I  haften  to  complete 
My  own  defign ;  for  Tonfon's  at  the  gate. 

The  love  of  fame  in  its  ^-//furvey'd, 
The  mui<;  has  fung  !  be  now  the  caufe  difplay'd : 
Since  fo  diffufiye,  and  fo  wide  its  fway, 
V/hat  is  this  power,  whom  all  mankind  obey  ? 

Shot  from  above,  by  heaven's  indulgence,  came 
This  generous  ardour,  this  uutonquer'd  flame, 
To  warm,  to  raife,  to  deify,  mankind, 
Still  burning  brighteft  in  the  nobleft  mind. 
By  Iarg-e-foul'd  men,  for  thirft  of  fame  renown'd, 
Wife  laws   were   fra:n'd,   and   facred  arts  were 

found ; 

Defire  of  praife  firft  broke  the  patriofs  reft ; 
And  made  a  bulwark  of  the  warrior' 's  bread; 
It  bids  Argyll  in  fields  and  fenate  Ihine. 
What  more  can  prove  its  origin  divine  ? 

But,  oh  !  this  paffion  planted  in  the  foul, 
On  eagle's  wings  to  mount  her  to  the  pole, 
The  flaming  minifter  of  virtue  meant, 
Set  up  falfe  gods,  and  wrong'd  her  hi^h  defcent. 

Ambition,  hence,  exerts  a  doubtful  force, 
Of  blors,  and  beauties,  an  alternate  fource  ; 
Hence  G'i'don  rails,  that  raven  of  the  pit, 
Who  thrives  upon  the  carcafes  of  wit ; 
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And  In  art-loving  Scarborough  is  feen 
Hew  kind  a  pattern  Pollia  might  have  been. 
Purfuit  of  fame  with  pedants  fills  our  fchools, 
And  into  coxcombs  burnifhes  our  fools  ; 
Purfuit  of  fame  makes  folid  learning  bright, 
And  Newton  lifts  above  a  mortal  height; 
That  key  of  nature,  by  yvhofe  wit  fhc  clears 
Her  long,  long  fecrets  of  five  thoufand  years. 

Would  yon  then  fully  comprehend  the  whole, 
JVby,  and  in  what  degrees,  pride  fways  the  foul  ? 
(For,  though  in  all  not  equally,  flie  reigns) 
Awake  to  knowledge,  and  attend  my  ttrains. 

Yc  do&ors !  hear  the  do&rine  I  difclofe, 
As  true,  as  if  'twere  writ  in  dulleft  profe; 
As  if  a  letter'd  dunce  had  faid,  "  '  Hs  right," 
And  imprimatur  ufher'd  it  to  light. 

Ambition  in  the  truly  nobls  mind, 
With  filter- virtue  is  for  ever  join'd; 
As  in  fam'd  Lucrece,  who,  with  equal  dread, 
Frpm  guilt  ar.djbame,  by  her  laft  conduct,  fled  : 
jHer  virtue  long  rebelled  in  firm  difdain, 
And  the  fword  pointed  at  her  heart  in  vain  ; 
But,  when  the  Have  was  threaten'd  to  be  Iai4 
pead  by  her  fide,  her  love  of  fame  obey'd. 

In  meaner  mind)  ambition  works  alone  ; 
But  with  fuch  art  ^uts  virtue's  afpedl  on, 
That  not  more  like  in  feature  and  in  mien, 
The  God  and  mortal  in  the  comic  fcene  *. 
lalfe  Julius,  ambufliM  in  this  fair  difguife, 
Soon  made  the  Roman  liberties  his  prize. 

No  mafk  in  bafejl  minds  ambition  wears, 
But  in  full  light  pricks  up  her  afs's  ears  : 
All  I  havefung  are  inftances  of  this, 
And  prove  my  theme  unfolded  not  amifs. 

Ye  vain  !  defift  from  your  erroneous  ftrifs  ; 
Be  wife,  and  quit  \kefalfe  fublime  of  life. 
The  true  ambition  thete  alone  refides, 
Where  jujlice  vindicates,  and  tvifdom  guides; 
"Where  inward  dignity  joins  outward  ftate; 
Q\\v  purflofe  good,  as  our  aicbievement  great; 
Where  public  'bleflings.  public  praifn  attend  j 
Where  glQry  is  our  mtrfivc,  not  our  end. 
Would'ft  thou  bcfam't!  ?  Have  thofe  high  deeds  in 

view 
|Jraye  men  would  a<5t,  though  feandal  fhould  enfue, 

Behold  a  prince!   whom  no  fwohi  thoughts,  in 
flame  ; 

JJo  pride  of  thrones  no  fever  after/aw?  .• 
3ut  when  the  welfare  of  mankind  ihfpircs, 
And  death  in  view  to  dear-bought  glory  fires, 


P/oud  conquefks  then,  then  regal  pomps  delight ; 

l'hr;n  crowns,  then  triumph?,  fparkle  in  his  fight  ; 

Tunult  and  noife  are  dear,  which  wi  h  them  bring 

Hi*  people's  bleflings  to  their  ardent  king  : 

But,  when  thofe  ^reat  heroic  motives  ceate, 

His  fvveiling  foul  fubfides  to  native  peace  ; 

From  tedious  grandeur's  faded  charms  withdraws, 

f^fuddsn  foe  to  fplendor  and  applaufe  ; 

Greatly  deferring  his  arrears  of  fame, 

Till  men  and  angels  jointly  (bout  his  name. 

O  pride  celeftial !  which  can  pride  difdain  ; 

O  blcft  ambition  !  which  can  ne'er  be  vain,    [llty, 

From  one  fam'd  Alpine  hill,  which  props  the 
In  whole  deep  womb  unfathom'd  water*  lie, 
Here  burft  the  Rhone  and  founding  Po;  there  fhine, 
In  infant  rills,  the  Danube  and  the  Rhine  ; 
prom  the  rich  ftore  one  fruitful  urn  fupplies, 
Whole  kingdoms  ftru'le,  a  thoufand  harvefts  rife. 

In  Braniwick  fuch  a  fource  the  mufe  adores, 
Which  public  bleffings  through  half  Europe  pour^. 
When  his  heart  burns  with  fuch  a  godlike  aim, 
•Angels  and  George  are  rivals  for  the  fame  ; 
George,  who  in  foes  can  foft  affections  raife, 
And  charm  envenom'd  fatire  into  praife. 

Nor  human  rage  alone  his  power  perceives, 
But  the  mad  winds,  ai.d  the  tumultuous  -uaves  *. 
Ev'n  (lorms  (death  s  fierceft  minifters  ')  forbear, 
And,  in  their  own  wild  empire,  learn  to  fpare. 
Thus,  nature1  sfelf,  fupportirg  mans  decree, 
Styles  Britain's  ibvereign,  fovereign  ofthey^d'. 

While y^a  and  air,  great  Bruqfwick  !  fliook  oux1 

ftate, 

And  fported  with  a  king's  and  kingdom's  fate, 
Depriv'd  of  what  fhe  Jov'd,  and  prefs'd  by  fear 
Of  ever  lofing  what  fhe  held  moft  dear, 
How  did  Briransia,  like  Achilles,  weep, 
And  tell  her  forrows  to  the  kindred  de .p  f 
Hang  o'er  the  floods,  and,  in  devotion  warm, 
Strive,   for  thee,  with  the   furge,  and  fight  the 
ftorm  ! 

What  felt  thy  Walpole,  pilot  of  the  realm  ! 
Our  Palinurus  flept  not  at  the  helm; 
fiis  eye  ne'er  clos'd  ;  long  fince  inurM  to  wake. 
And  out-watch  every  ftar  for  Brunfwick's  fake  ; 
By  thwarting  paffions  tofs'd,  by  cares  opprcil, 
He  found  the  tempeft  picftur'd  in  his  brealt  : 
But,  noiv,  what  joys  that  gloom  of  heart  defpel, 
No  powers  of  language- — but  his  own,  can  tell,; 
His  own,  which  nature  and  the  graces  form, 
At  will,  to  raife,  or  hufh,  the  civil  ftorm. 

*    Tke  ki*?  in  danger  ly  ffa. 
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OCCASIONED  BY  HIS  MAJESTY'S  ROYAL  ENCOURAGEMENT  OF  THE  SEA  SERVICE. 

TO  WHICH  IS  PREFIXED 

AN  ODE  TO  THE  KING  j  AND  A  DISCOURSE  ON  ODE. 

I  THINK  tnyfelf  obliged  to  recommend  to  you  a  confideration  of  the  greateft  importance ;  and  I  fhonldl 
look  upon  it  as  a  great  happinefa,  if,  at  the  beginning  of  my  feign,  I  could  fee  the  foundation  luid  of 
lb  great  and  neceffary  a  wort,  as  the  increafe  and  encouragement  of  our  feamen  in  general ;  that 
they  may  be  invited,  rather  than  compelled  by  force  and  Violence,  to  enter  into  the  fervice  of  their 
country,  as  oft  as  occafion  (hall  require  it  :  A  confideration  worthy  the  reprelentatives  of  a  people 
great  and  flourifhing  in  trade  and  navigation.  This  leads  me  to  mention  to  you  the  cafe  of 
Greenwich  Hofpital,  that  care  may  be  taken,  by  fome  addition  to  that  fund,  to  render  comfortable 
and  effectual  thar  charitable  provifion  for  the  fupport  and  maintenance  of  our  feamen,  worn  out, 
and  become  decrepit  by  age  and  infirmities,  in  the  iervice  of  their  country. 

[SPEECH,  Jan.  57.  1727-?-] 


TO  THE  KING. 

OLD  Ocean's  praife 

Demands  my  lays ; 
A  Iruly-Britifti  theme  I  fing  ; 

A  theme  fo  great, 

I  dare  complete, 
Aud  join  with  Ocean,  Ocean's  king. 

To  gods  and  kings, 

The  poet  fings ; 
To  kings  and  gods  the  mufe  is  dear  ; 

The  m«fe  infpires 

With  all  her  fires; 
Begin,  my  foul !  thy  bold  career. 

From  awful  ftate, 

From  high  debate, 
From  morning-iplendors  of  a  crown, 

From  homage  pay'd, 

From  empires  weigh'd 
From  plans  of  bleffings  and  renown; 

Great  monarch  !  bow 
Thy  beaming  brow ; 
ethce  I  ftrike  the  founding  lyre, 
With  proud  defign 
In  verfe  to  fhine  ; 
To  rival  Greek  and  Roman  fire. 

The  Roman  ode 

Majeftic  flow'd ; 
Its  ftream  divinely  clear  and  ftrong ; 

In  fenfe,  and  found, 

Thebes  roll'd  profound  ; 
Tke  torrent  roar'J,  and  foaia'd  along. 


Let  Thebes,  nor  R®me, 

So  fam'd,  prefume 
To  triumph  o'er  a  northern  iflc; 

Late  time  fhall  know 

The  north  can  glow, 
If  dread  Auguftus  deign  to  fmrte. 

The  work  is  done ! 

The  diftantfun 
His  frnile  fupplies  !  exalts  my  voice  I 

Through  earth's  wide  bound 

Shall  George  refound, 
My  theme,  by  duty,  and  by  choice. 

The  naval  crown 

Is  all  his  own  ! 
Our  fleet,  if  war  or  commerce  cal!4 

His  will  performs 

Through  waves  and  {terms, 
And  rides  in  triumph  round  the  ball. 

Since  then  the  main 

Sublimes  my  flrain, 
To  whom  fhould  J  addrefs  my  fong  ? 

To  whom  but  thee? 

The  boundlefs/«7, 
And  grateful  mufe  to  George  belong. 

Hail,  mighty  theme  1 

Rich  mine  of  fame  ! 
If  gods  invok'd  extend  their  aidj 

Hail  iubjecT:  new  1 

As  Britain's  due 
Referv'd  by  the  Pierian  maid. 
C  liij 


THE   WORKS    OF  YOUNG. 


purft  Homer's  mufe, 

Or  Pindar'*,  choofe 
To  pour  the  billows  on  his  firing  ? 

No,  both  defraud 

The  tuneful  god ; 
Scarce  more  fublime,  when  Jove  they  fing. 

No  former  race, 

With  ftrohg  embrace, 
This  theme  to  ravi{h  durft  afpire  ; 

With  virgin  charms 

My  foul  it  warms, 
And  melts  melodious  on  my  lyre. 

Now  low,  now  high, 

My  fingers  fly, 
Now  paufe,and  now  frefh  mufic  fpring ; 

Now  dance,  now  creep, 

Now  dive,  now  fweep, 
And  fetch  the  found  from  every  firing. 

Now  numbers  rife, 

Like  virgin's  fighs; 
The  foft  Favonians  melt  away; 

As  from  the  north 

Now  ruftes  forth 
A  blaft,  that  thunders  in  my  lay. 

My  lays  I  file 

With  curious  toil ; 
Ye  graces !  turn  the  glowing  lines ; 

On  anvils  neat 

Your  ftrokes  repeat; 
At  every  ftroke  the  work  refines  ! 

How  mufic  charms ! 

How  metre  warms ! 
Parent  of  actions  good  and  brave ! 

How  vice  it  tames ! 

And  worth  inflames ! 
And  holds  proud  empire  o'er  the  grave  1 

Jove  mark'd  for  man 

A  fcanty  fpan, 
Eat  lent  him  wingl  to  fly  his  doom ; 

Wit  fcorns  the  grave  j 

To  wit  he  gave 
The  life  of  gods !  immortal  bloom ! 

Since  years  will  fly, 

And  pleafures  die, 
Day  after  day,  as  years  advance ; 

Since,  while  life  lafts, 

Joy  iuffers  blafts 
From  frowning  fate,  and  fickle  chance ; 

Nor  life  is  long  ; 

But  foon  we  throng, 
Like  autumn  leaves,  death's  pallid  fliore  5 

We  make,  at  leaft, 

Of  bad  the  bejii 
If  in  life's  phantom,  fame,  we  foar. 

Our  ftrains  divide 

The  laurel's  pride; 
With  thofe  we  lift  to  life,  we  live ; 

By  fame  enroll'd 

With  heroes  bold, 
And  {hare  the  bleflings  which  we  give. 


What  hero's  praife 
Can  fire  my  lays, 
jike  his,  with  whom  my  lay  begun  ? 
"  Juftice  fincere, 
"  And  courage  clear, 
Rife  the  two  columns  of  his  throne.        ; 

"  How  form'd  for  fway  ! 

"  Who  look,  obey  ; 
They  read  the  monarch  in  his  port. 

"  Their  love  and  awe 

"  Supply  the  law ; 
And  his  own  luftre  makes  the  court ; 

"  But  {nines  fupreme, 
"  Where  heroes  flame ; 
In  war's  high-hearted  pomp  he  prides  } 
"  By  godlike  arts 
"  Enthron'd  in  hearts, 
*  Our  bofom-lord  o'er  wills  prefides." 

Our  factions  end! 
The  nations  bend ! 
'or  when  Britannia's  fons,  combin'd 
In  fair  array, 
All  march  one  way  ; 
They  march  the  terror  of  mankind. 

If  equal  all 

Who  tread  the  ball, 
Our  bounded  profpeft,  here,  would  end  ; 

But  heroes  prove 

As  fteps  to  Jove, 
By  which  our  thoughts,  with  eafe,  afcend. 

From  what  we  view 

We  take  the  clue, 
Which  leads  from  great,  to  greater  things ; 

Men  doubt  no  more, 

But  gods  adore, 
When  fuch  refemblance  {hines  in  kings. 

On  yonder  height, 

What  golden  light 
Triumphant  fhines,  and  fhines  alene  ? 

Unrivall'd  blaze  f 

The  nations  gaze ! 
'Tis  not  the  fun,  'tis  Britain's  throne. 

Our  monarch,  there, 

Rear'd  high  in  air, 
Should  tempefts  rife,  difdains  to  bend ; 

Like  Britifh  oak, 

Derides  the  ftroke ; 
His  blooming  honours  far  extend  1 

Beneath  them  lies, 

With  lifted  eyes, 
Fair  Albion,  like  an  amorous  maid ; 

While  intereft  wings 

Bold  foreign  kings 
To  fly,  like  eagles,  to  his  {hade. 

At  his  proud  foot 

The  fea  pour'd  out, 
Immortal  nouriftiment  fupplies ; 

Thence  wealth  and  ftate, 

And  power,  and — Fate, 
Which  Europe  reads  in  George's  eye:.- 
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41 


ON  -LYRIC  POETRY. 

How  imperfect  foever  my  own  competition  may 
fie,  yet  am  I  willing  to  fpeak  a  word  or  two  of  the 
nature  of  Lyric  Poetry ;  to  {how  that  I  have,  at 
leaft,  fome  idea  of  perfection  in  that  kind  of  poem 
in  which  I  am  engaged ;  and  that  I  do  not  think 
myfelf  poet  enough  entirely  to  rely  on  infpiration 
for  my  fuccefs  in  it. 

To  our  having,  or  not  having  this  idea  of  per 
fection  in  the  poem  we  undertake,  is  chiefly  owing 
the  merit  or  demerit  of  our  performances,  as  alfo 
the  modefty  or  vanity  of  our  opinions  concerning 
.them.  And  in  freaking  of  it  I  fhall  (how  how  it 
unavoidably  comes  to  pafs,  that  lad  poets,  that  is, 
poets  in  general,  are  efteemed,  and  really  are,  the 
moft  vain,  the  moft  irritable,  and  moft  ridiculous 
fet  of  men  upon  earth.  But  poetry  in  its  own  na 
ture  is  certainly 

«  ;— Non  hos  qusefitum  munus  in  ufus." 

VIRG. 

He  that  has  an  idea  of  perfection  in  the  work  he 
Ktidertakes  may  fail  in  it ;  he  that  has  not,  mufl  : 
and  yet  he  will  be  vain.  For  every  little  degree 
of  beauty,  how  fhort  or  improper  foever,  will  be 
looked  on  fondly  by  him  ;  becaufe  it  is  all  pure 
gains,  and  more  than  he  promifed  to  himie'f ;  and 


to  that  idea,  which  he  propofcd  for  his  model,  is 
ahnoft,  if  not  abfolutely,  impoflible. 

Thefe  two  observations  account  for  what  may 
feem  as  ftrange,  as  it  is  infallibly  true ;  I  mean, 
they  fhow  us  why  good  writers  have  the  loweft, 
and  bad  writers  the  higheft,  opinion  of  their  own 
performances.  They  who  have  only  a  partial  idea 
of  this  perfection,  as  their  proportionable; degrees 
of  modefty  or  conceit. 

Nor,  though  naiural  good  underftanding  makes 
a  tolerably  juft  judgment  in  things  of  this  nature, 
will  the  reader  judge  the  worfe,  for  forming  to 
himfelf  a  notion  of  what  he  ought  to  expect  from 
the  piece  he  has  in  hand,  before  he  begins  his 
perufal  of  it. 

The  ode,  as  it  is  the  eldeft  kind  of  poetry,  fo  it 
is  more  fpitituous,  and  more  remote  from  profe 
than  any  other,  in  fenfe,  found,  expreffion,  and 
conduct.  Its  thoughts  ihould  be  uncommon,  fub* 
lime,  and  moral ;  its  numbers  full,  eafy,  and  moft 
harmonious;  its  expreffion  pure,  ftrong,  delicatcu 
yet  unaffected;  and  of  a  curious  felicity  beyond  o^ 
ther  poems  ;  its  conduct  ihould  be  rapturous,  ibme- 
what  abrupt,  and  immethodical  to  a  vulgar  eye. 
That  apparen*  order,  and  connection^  which  gives 
form  and  life  to  fome  competitions,  takes  away  the 
very  foul  of  this.  Fire, elevation,  and  feleet  thoughtf 
are  indifyenfable ;  an  humble,  tame,  and  vulgar 


becaufe  he  has  no  teft,  or  itandard  in  his  judgment 
with  which  to  chaftife  his  opinion  of  h. 

Now  this  idea  of  perfection  is,  in  poetry,  more 
refined  than  in  other  kinds  of  writing ;  and  be 
caufe  more  refined,  therefore  more  difficult,  and 
becaufe  more  difficult,  therefore  more  rarely  at 
tained  ;  and  the  non-attainment  of  it  is,  as  I  have 
faid,  the  fource  of  our  vanity.  Hence  the  poetic 
clan  are  more  obnoxious  to  vanity  than  others. 
And  from  vanity  confequentially  flows  that  great 
fenfibility  of  difrefpect,  that  quick  refentment,  that 
tinder  of  the  mind  that  kindles  at  every  fpark,  and 
juftly  marks  them  out  for  the  "  genus  irritabile1' 
among  mankind.  And  from  this  combuftible  tem 
per,  this  ferious  aRger  for  no  very  ferious  things, 
things  looked  on  by  moft  as  foreign  to  the  impor 
tant  points  of  life,  as  confequentiaily  flows  that  in 
heritance  of  ridicule,  which  devolves  on  them, 
from  generation  to  generation.  As  fuon  as  they 
become  authors,  they  become  like  Ben  Jonfon's 
angry  boy,  and  learn  the  art  of  quarrel. 

"  — Concordes  animx — dum  noctc  prementur; 
Heu  •  quantum  inter  fe  bellum,  fi  lumina  vitae 
Attigennt,  quantas  acies,  ftragemque  ciebunt ! 
Qui  Juvenes  1  quantas  oftentant,  afpice,  vires. 
Ne,  pueri !  ne  tanta  animis  affuefcite  bella. 
Tuque  prior,  tu  parce,  genus  qui  ducis  Olympo, 
Syderio  flagrans  clypeo,  et  cceleftibus  armis> 
Projice  tela  manu,  fanguis  meus ! 
Nee  te  ullat  facies,  non  terruit  ipfe  Typhceus 
Arduus,  arma  tenens;  non  te  Meffapus  et  Ufens, 

•*  Contemptorque  Deum  Mezentius."          VIRG. 

But  to  return.  He  that  Las  this  idea  of  per 
fection  in  the  work  he  undertakes,  however  iuc- 
cefsful  he  is,  will  yet  be  modejl;  becaufe  to  rife  up 


ode  is  the  moft  pitiful  error  a  pen  can  commit. 


'*  Mufa  dedit  Fidibus  divos,  puerofque  Deortim." 

And  as  its  fubjects  are  fublime,  its  writer*s  ge 
nius  ihould  be  fo  too ;  otherwife  it  becomes  the 
meaneft  thing  in  writing,  viz.  an  involuntary  bur- 
lefque. 

It  is  the  genuine  character,  and  true  merit  of  the 
ode,  a  little  to  ftartle  fome  apprehenfions.  Men  of 
cold  complexions  are  very  apt  to  raiftake  a  want  of 
vigour  in  their  imagination's,  for  a  delicacy  of  tafte 
in  their  judgments;  and,  like  perfons  of  a  tender 
fight,  they  look  on  bright  ebjects,  in  their  natural 
luftrc,  as  too  glaring;  what  is  moft  delightful  to 
a  ftmnger  eye,  is  painful  to  them.  Thus  Pindar, 
who  has  as  much  logic  at  the  bottom  as  Ariftotle 
or  Euclid,  to  fome  critics  has  appeared  as  mad;  and 
muft  appear  fo  to  all  who  enjoy  no  portion  of  his 
own  divine  fpirit.  Dwarf-underftandings,  mea- 
furing  others  by  their  own  ftandard,  are  apt  to 
think  they  fee  a  raonfter,  when  they  fee  a  man. 

And  indeed  it  feems  to  be  the  amends  which 
nature  makes  to  thofe  whom  fhe  has  not  bleffed 
with  an  elevation  of  mind,  to  indulge  them  in  the 
comfortable  miftake,  that  all  is  wrong,  which  falls 
not  within  the  narrow  limits  of  their  own  compre- 
henfions  and  relifh. 

Judgment,  indeed,  that  mafculine  power  of  the 
mind,  in  ode,  as  in  all  compofitions,  ihould  bear 
the  fupreme  fway  ;  and  a  beautiful  imagination,  as 
its  miftrefs,  fhould  be  fubdued  to  its  dominion. 
Hence,  and  hence  only,  can  proceed  the  faireft  off- 
fpring  of  the  human  mind. 

But  then  in  ode,  there  is  this  difference  from 
other  kinds  of  poetry;  that,  there,  the  imagina 
tion,  like  a  very  beautiful  miftrefs,  is  indulged  in 
the  appearance  of  domineering ;  though  the  judg- 
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ment,  like  an  artful  lover,  in  reality  carries  its 
point ;  and  the  lefs  it  is  fufpected  of  it,  it  fhows 
the  more  mafterly  conduct,  and  deferves  the 
greater  commendation. 

It  holds  true  in  this  province  of  writing,  as  in 
war,  "  The  more  danger,  the  more  honour."  It 
muft  be  very  enterpriiing ;  it  mu.ft,  in  Shakfpeare's 
ilyle,  have  hair-breadth  'fcapes  ;*  and  often  tread 
the  very  brink  of  error  :  nor  can  it  ever  deferve 
the  applaufe  of  the  real  judge,  vmlefs  it  renders 
itfelf  obnoxious  to  the  mifapprehenftons  of  the 
contrary. 

Such  is  Cafimire's  ftrain  among  the  moderns, 
whofe  lively  wit,  and  happy  fire,  is  an  honour  to 
them.  And  Buchanan  might  juilly  be  much  ad 
mired,  if  any  thing  more  than  the  fweetnefs  of 
his  numbers,  and  the  purity  of  his  diction,  were 
his  own  :  his  original,  from  which  I  have  taken 
my  motto,  through  all  the  difadvantages  of  a  nor 
thern  profe  tranflation,  is  ftili  admirable ;  and, 
Cowley  fays,  as  preferable  in  beauty  to  Buchanan, 
as  Judasa  is  to  Scotland. 

Pindar,  Anacreon,  Sappho,  and  Horace,  are  the 
great  matters  of  Lyric  poetry  among  Heathen 
writers.  Pindar's  mufe,  like  Sachariffa,  is  a  ftately, 
imperious,  and  accompliftied  beauty ;  equally  dif- 
daining  the  ufe  of  art,  and  the  fear  of  any  rival ; 
fo  intoxicating  that  it  was  the  higheft  commenda 
tion  that  could  be  given  an  ancient,  that  he  was 
not  afraid  to  taile  of  her  charms ; 


"  Pindaric}  fontis  qui  non  expalluit  hauflus;" 

3,  danger  which  Horace  delares  he  durft  not  run 

Anacreon's  niufe  is  like  Amoret,  moft  fweet, 
natural,  and  delicate  ;  all  over  flowers,  graces,  and 
charms ;  infpiring  complacency,  not  awe  ;  and  flie 
feems  to  have  good-nature  enough  to  #<//»#  a  rival, 
which  fhe  cannot^./. 

Sappho's  mufe,  like  Lady ,  is  paffionately 

tender,  and  glowing ;  like  oil  fet  on  fire,  {he  is 
Joft,  and  ivarm^  in  exccfs.  Sappho  has  left  us  a  few 
fragments  only  ;  time  has  fwallowed  the  reft ;  but 
that  little  which  remains,  like  the  remaining  jewel 
of  Cleopatra,  after  the  other  was  diflblved  at  her 
banquet,  may  be  efteemed  (as  was  that  jewel)  a 
fufficierit  ornament  for  the  goddefs  of  beauty  her 
fclf. 

Horace's  mufe  (like  one  I  fhall  not  prefume  to 
name)  is  correct,  folid,  and  moral ;  (he  joins  all 
the  former,  in  the  jufteft  proportions  and  degrees  ; 
fuperadding  a  felicity  of  drefs  entirely  her  own. 
She  moreover  is  diftinguifliable  by  this  particu 
larity,  That  fhe  abounds  in  hidden  graces,  andfecret 
charms,  which  none  but  the  difcerning  can  difco- 
ver;  nor  are  any  capable  of  doing  full  juftice,  in 
their  opinion,  to  her  excellencies,  without  giving 
the  world,  at  the  fame  time,  an  inconteftable  proof 
of  refinement  in  their  own  underftandings. 

But,  after  all,  to  the  honour  of  our  own  country 
I  muft  add,  that  I  think  Mr.  Dryden's  Ode  on  St. 
Cecilia's  Day  inferior  to  nocompofition  of  this  kind. 
Us  ch^f  beauty  confifts  in  adapting  the  numbers 
nioft  happily  to  the  variety  of  the  occafion.  Thofe 
fy  which  he  has  chofen  to  cxiprefs  Majefty,  (viz.) 


AfTumes  the  (So<J, 
Affects  to  hod, 
And  feems  to  fliake  the  fphcres, 

are  chofen  in  the  following  Ode,  becaufe  the  fub- 
ject  of  it  is  great. 

For  the  more  harmony  Hkewife,  I  chofe  the  fre 
quent  return  of  rhyme  ;  which  laid  me  under  great 
difficulties.  But  difficulties  overcome  give  grace 
and  pleafure.  Nor  can  I  account  for  the  pleafure 
of  rhyme  in  general  (of  which  the  moderns  arc 
too  fond)  but  from  this  truth. 

But  then  the  writer  muft  take  care  that  the. 
difficulty  //  overcome.  That  is,  he  muft  make 
rhyme  confiftent  with  as  perfect  fenfe,  and  ex> 
prelfion,  as  could  be  expected  if  he  was  free  from 
that  fhackle.  Otherwife,  it  gives  neither  grace  to 
the  work,  nor  pleafure  to  the  reader,  nor,  confc- 
quently,  reputation  to  the  poec. 

To  turn  the  whole  :  Ode  fhouM  be  peculiar,  bat 
not  ftrained  ;  moral,  but  not  flat ;  natural,  but  not 
obvious ;  delicate,  but  not  affected ;  noble,  uut  not 
ambitious;  full,  but  not  obfcure;  fiery,  but  not 
mad  ;  thick,  but  not  loaded  in  its  numbers,  which 
fhould  be  moft  harmonious,  without  the  leaft  fa- 
crifice  of  expreffton,or  of  fenfe.  Above  all,  in  this, 
as  in  every  work  of  genius,  fomewhat  of  an  ori 
ginal  fpirit  fhould  be,  at  leaft,  attempted  ;   other- 
wife  the  poet,  whofe  character  difclaims  medio 
crity,  makes  a  fecondary  praife  his  ultimate  ambi 
tion  ;  which  has  fomcthing  of  a  contradiction  ia 
it.     Originals  only  have  true  life,  and  differ  as 
much  from  the  beft  Imitations,  as  men  from  the 
animated  pictures  of  them.     Nor  is  what  I 
fay  at  all  inconfiftent  with  a  due  deference  for  the 
great  ftandards  of  antiquity ;  nay,  that  very  de 
ference  is  an  argument  for  it;  for  doubtlefs  their 
example  is  on  rny  fide  in  this  matter.     And  we 
fhould  rather  imitate  their  example  in  the  general 
motives  and  fundamental  methods  of  their  work 
ing,  than   in  their  works  themfelves.     This  is  a 
diftinction,  I  think,  not  hitherto  made,  and  a  dif 
tinction  of  confequence.     For  the  firft  may  make 
us  their  equals;  the  fecond  muft  pronounce  us 
their  inferiors  even  in  our  utmoft  fucccfs.    Bat  the 
firft  of  thefe  prizes  is  not  fo  readily  taken  by  the 
moderns ;  as  valuables  too  mafTy  for  eafy  carriage 
are  not  fo  liable  to  the  thief. 

The  ancients  had  a  particular  regard  to  the 
choice  of  their  fubjects ;  which  were  generally 
national  and  great.  My  fubject  is,  in  its  own. 
nature,  noble ;  moft  proper  for  an  Englifhman ; 
never  more  proper  than  on  this  occafion ;  and 
(what  is  ftrange)  hitherto unfung. 

If  I  ftand  not  abfolutely  condemned  by  my  own 
rules  ;  if  I  have  hit  the  fpirit  of  ode  in  general ; 
if  I  cannot  think  with  Mr.  Cowley,  that  "  Mufic 
alone,  fometimes,  makes  an  excellent  ode," 

"  Verfus  inopes  rcrum,  nugseque  canorz  ;" 

if  there  is  any  thought,  enthufiafm,  and  picture, 
which  are  as  the  body,  f.  ui,  and  robe  of  poetry ;  • 
in  a  word,  if  in  any  degree  I  have  provided  rather 
food  for  men,  than  air  for  wits;   I  hope  fmaller 
faults  will  meet  indulgence  for  the  fake  of  the  dc* 
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figfi,  which  is  the  glory  of  my  country  and  my 

ling- 

And  indeed,  this  may  be  faid,  in  general,  that 
great  fubjecls  are  above  being  nice ;  that  dignity 
and  fpirit  ever  fuffer  from  fcrupulous  exadlnefs ; 
and  that  the  rr.inuter  cares  effeminate  a  compofi- 
tion.  Great  matters  of  poetry,  painting,  and  fta- 
tuary,  in  their  nobler  works,  have  even  affected 
the  contrary  .  and  juftly  ;  for  a  truly-mafculine 
air  partakes  more  of  the  negligent,  than  of  the 
seat,  both  in  writings,  and  in  life — 

«4  Grandis  oratio  haberet  rnajeftatis  fuae  pondus." 

PETRON. 

A  poem,  like  a  criminal,  under  too  fevere  cor- 
fetSu'-i,  may  Jof'e  all  its  fpirit,  and  expire.  We 
know  it  was  Faber  imus,  that  was  fuch  an  artill 
at  a  hair  or  a  nail.  And  we  know  the  caufe  was 


*'  Qnia  ponere  totum 
"  Nefcius." 


HCR. 


To  clofe;  If  a  piece  of  this  nature  wants  an 
apology,  I  muft  own,  that  thofe  who  have  ftrength 
of  mind  fufficient  profitably  to  devote  the  whole 
of  their  time  to  thefeyerer  ftudies,  1  defpair  of  imi 
tating,  I  can  only  envy  and  admire.  The  mind  is 
relieved  and  (lengthened  by  variety  ;  and  he  that 
fometimes  is  fporting  with  his  pen,  ie  only  taking 
the  moft  effectual  means  of  giving  a  general  im 
portance  to  it.  This  truth  is  clear  from  the  know 
ledge  of  human  nature,  and  of  hihory  ;  from  which 
\  could  cite  very  celebrated  inftances,  did  I  net 
fear  that,  by  citing  them,  I  fhould  condemn  my- 
ielf,  who  am  fo  little  qualified  to  follow  their  ex- 
le  in  its  full  extent. 


OCEAN; 

AN   ODE. 
CONCLUDING  WITH  A  WISH. 

*'  Let  the  fea  make  a  nqife,  let  the  floods  clap  their 
"  hands.  *  PSAL.  xcviii. 

SWEET  rural  fcene  ! 

Of  flocks  and  green  ! 
At  carelejs  eaie  my  limbs  are  fpread^ 

All  nature  itill, 

But  yonder  rill ; 
And  lifteniug  pines  nod  o'er  my  head  : 

In  profpect  wide, 

The  bo'undiefs  tide  ! 
Waves  ceafe  to  foam,  and  winds  to  roar; 

Without  a  breeze^ 

The  curling  feas 
pance  on,  in  meafure,  to  the  fhore. 

Who  fings  the  fource 

Of  wealth  and  force  ? 
field  of  commerce  and  big  war  '. 

Where  wonders  dwell  1 

Where  terrors  Iwell  1 
Neptune  thysdersfrwn  #t  caj? 


Wher§  ?  where  are  they, 

Whom  PERU'S  ray 
Has  touch 'd,  and  bid  divinely  rave  ? 

What,  none  afpire  ? 

I  fnatch  the  lyre, 
And  plunge  into  the  foaming  wave. 

The  wave  refounds  ! 

The  rock  rebounds ! 
The  Nereids  to  my  fong  reply  ! 

I  lead  the  choir, 

And  they  confpire 
With  voice  and  (bell  to  lift  it  high ; 

They  fpread  in  air 

Their  bofoms  fair ; 
Their  verdant  treffes  pour  behind. 

The  billows  beat 

With  nimble  feet, 
With  notes  triumphant  fwell  the  wind. 

Who  love  the  fhore, 

Let  thofe  adore 
The  god  Apollo,  and  his  Nine, 

Parnaffus'  hill, 

And  Orpheus'  flcill} 
But  let  Arion'sharp  be  mine. 

The  main  !  the  main  ! 

Is  Britain's  reign  ; 
Her  ftrength,  her  glory,  is  her  fleet; 

The  main  :  the  main  ! 

Be  Britons'  ftrain  ; 
As  Tritons'  ftrong,  as  Syrens'  fweet. 

Through  nature  wide, 

Is  nought  defcry'd 
So  rich  in  pleafure,  or  furprife ; 

When  all  ferene, 

How  fvveet  the  fcene ! 
How  dreadful,  when  the  billows  rife. 

And  ftorms  deface 

The  fluid  glafs 
In  which  ere-while  Britannia  fair 

Look  d  down  with  pride, 

Like  Ocean's  bride, 
Adjufting  her  majcftic  air. 

When  tempefts  ceafe, 

And  hufh'd  in  peace 
The  flatten'd  furges  fmoothly  fpread, 

Deep  filence  keep, 

And  feem  to  fleep 
Recumbent  on  their  oozy  bed; 

With  what  a  trance 

The  level  glance, 
Unbroken,  {hoots  along  the  feas ! 

Whidvtempt  from  fhoie 

The  painted  oar ; 
And  every  canvas  courts  the  breeze  '. 

When  rufhes  forth 

The  frowning  North 
On  blackening  billows,  with  what  drea4 

My  ihuddcring  foul 

Beholds  them  roll, 
And  hears  their  roarings  o'er  my  head  | 

With  terror  mark 

Yon  flying  baik  ! 
N.OW,  centre-deep  defcecd 
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Now,  tofsM  on  high 
It  takes  the  iky, 
A  feather  on  the  towering  wave  ! 

Now,  fpins  around 

In  whirls  profound; 
Now,  whelm'd ;  now,  pendant  near  the  clouds ; 

Now,  dunn'd,  it  reels 

Midd  thunder's  peals ; 
And,  now,  fierce  lightning  fires  the  flirouds. 

All  ether  burns! 

Chaos  returns  ! 
And  blends  once  more  the  fcas  and  Ikies; 

No  fpace  between 

Thy  bofom  green, 
O  deep  1  and  the  blue  concave,  lies. 

The  northern  blad, 

The  Ihatter'd  mad, 
The  fyrt,  the  whirlpool,  and  the  rock, 

The  breaking  fpout, 

The  dars  gone  out, 
The  boiling  dreight,  the  monders  (hock. 

Let  others  fear; 

To  Britain  dear 
Whatever  promotes  her  daring  claim ; 

Thofe  terrors  charm, 

Which  keep  her  warm 
In  chafe  of  honed  gain  or  fame. 

The  ftars  are  bright 

To  cheer  the  night, 
And  flied,  through  fhadows  temper'd  fire  j 

And  Phoebus  flames 

With  burnifli'd  beams, 
Whkh  fome  adore,  and  all  admire. 

Are  then  the  feas 

Outmone  by  thefe  ? 
Bright  Thetis !  thou  art  not  outflione  ; 

With  kinder  beams, 

And  fofter  gleams, 
Thy  bofom  wears  them  as  thy  own. 

There,  fet  in  green, 

Gold-ftars  are  feen, 
A  mantle  rich  !  thy  charms  to  wrap ; 

And  when  the  fun 

His  race  has  run, 
He  falls  enamour'd  in  thy  lap. 

Thofe  clouds,  whofe  dyes 

Adorn  the  fkies, 
That  filver  fnow,  that  pearly  rain ; 

Has  Phoebus  dole 

To  grace  the  pole, 
The  plunder  of  th1  invaded  main  ! 

The  gaudy  bow, 

Whofe  colours  glow, 
Whofe  arch  with  fo  much  fkiil  is  bent, 

To  Phoebus'  ray, 

Which  paints  fo  gay, 
By  thee  the  watery  woof  was  lent. 

In  chambers  deep, 
Where  waters  deep, 
What  unknown  treafures  pave  the  floor  ! 


The  pearl  in  rows 
Pale  luftre  throws  ; 
The  wealth  immenie,  which  dorms  devour 

From  Indian  mines, 

With  proud  defigns, 
The  merchant,  fwoln,  digs  golden  ore. 

The  tempefts  rife, 

And  feize  the  prize, 
And  tofs  him  breathlefs  on  the  fliore. 

His  fon  complains 

In  pious  drains 
"  Ah  !  cruel  third  of  gold  !"  he  cries  ; 

Then  ploughs  the  main, 

In  zeal  for  gain, 
The  tears  yet  fwelling  in  his  eyes. 

Thou  watery  vad 

What  mounds  are  cad 
To  bar  thy  dreadful  flowings-o'er? 

Thy  prouded  foam 

Jktfuft  know  its  home  ; 
But  rage  of  gold  difdains  a  fhorc, 

Gold  pleafure  buys ; 

But  pleafure  dies, 
Too  foon  the  grofs  fruition  cloys  : 

Though  raptures  court, 

The  fenfe  is  fhort ; 
But  virtue  kindles  living  joys ; 

Joys  felt  alone  ! 

Joys  aflc'd  of  none! 
Which  time  and  fortune's  arrows  tnifa; 

Joys  that  fubfift, 

Though  fates  refid, 
And  unprecarious  cndlefs  blifs ! 

The  foul  refin'd 

Is  mod  inclinVl 
To  every  moral  excellence; 

All  vice  is  dull, 

A  knave's  a  fool ; 
And  virtue  is  the  child  of  fenfe. 

The  virtuous  mind 

Nor  wave,  nor  wind, 
Nor  civil  rage,  nor  tyrant's  frown, 

The  fhaken  ball, 

Nor  planets  fall, 
From  its  firm  bafis  can  dethrone. 

This  Britain  knows, 

And  therefore  glows 
With  generous  paflions,  and  expends 

Her  wealth  and  zeal 

On  public  weal, 
And  brightens  both  by  godlike  ends; 

What  end  fo  great, 

As  that  which  late 
Awoke  the  genius  of  the  main, 

Which  towering  rofe 

With  George  to  clofe, 
And  rival  great  Eliza's  reign  ? 

A  voice  has  flown 
From  Britain's  throne 
To  reinflame  a  grand  dcfign  ; 
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Tkat  voice  fhall  rear 

Yon  *  fabric  fair, 
As  nature's  rofe  at  the  divine. 

When  nature  fprung, 

Bleft  angels  fung, 
And  fhouted  o'er  the  rifing  ball; 

For  drains  as  high 

As  man's  can  fly, 
Thcfe  fea-devoted  honours  call. 

From  boifterous  feas, 

The  lap  of  eafe 
Receives  our  wounded  and  our  old  ; 

High  domes  afcend  ! 

Stretch'd  arches  bend ! 
Proud  columns  fwell !  wide  gates  unfold! 

So  fleeps  the  grain, 

In  foftering  rain, 
And  vital  beams,  till  Jove  defcend ; 

Then  burfts  the  root ! 

The  verdures  fhoot ! 
And  earth  enrich,  adorn,  defend  ! 

Here,  foft-recliu'd 

From  wave,  from  wind, 
And  fortune's  tempeft  fafe  aihore, 

To  cheat  their  care, 

Of  former  war 
They  talk  the  pleafing  ftiadows  o'er. 

In  lengthen'd  tales, 

Our  fleet  prevails ; 
In  tales  the  lenitives  of  age  ! 

And,  o'er  the  bowl, 

They  fire  the  foul 
Of  liftening  youth  to  martial  ra'ge. 

The  ftory  done, 

Their  fetting  fun, 
Serenely  fmiling  down  the  weft, 

In  foft  decay, 

They  drop  away ; 
And  honour  leads  them  to  their  reft. 

Unhappy  they  ! 

And  falfely  gay  ! 
Who  balk  for  ever  in  fucccfs; 

A  conftant  feaft 

Quite  palls  the  tafte, 
And  long  enjoyment  is  diftrefs. 

What  charms  us  moft, 

Our  joy,  our  boaft, 
Familiar,  lofes  all  its  glofs ; 

And  gold  refin'd 

The  fated  mind 
Faftidious  turns  to  perfeA  drofs. 

When,  after  toil, 

His  native  foil 
The  painting  mariner  regains, 

What  tranfport  flows 

From  bare  repofe ! 
We  reap  our  pleafure  from  our  pains. 

Ye  warlike  Haiti  ! 
Btneath  the  main, 

*  Grft*iivi(b, 


Wrapt  in  a  watery  winding  fheet; 

Who  bought  with  blood 

Your  country's  good, 
Your  country's  full-blown  glory  greet. 

What  powerful  charm 

Can  death  difarm  ? 
Your  long,  your  iron  flumbers  break  I 

By  Jove,  by  Fame, 

By  George's  name, 
Awake  !  awake  !  awake  1 

Our  joy  fo  proud, 

Our  fhout  fo  loud, 
Without  a  charm  the  dead  might  hear : 

And  fee,  they  roufe  1 

Their  awful  brows, 
Deep-fcar'd,  from  oozy  pillows  rear  ! 

With  fpiral  (hell, 

Full-Wafted,  tell 
That  all  your  watery  realms  fhould  ring; 

Your  pearl  alcoves, 

Your  coral  groves, 
Should  echo  theirs  and  Britain's  king. 

As  long  as  ftars 

Guide  mariners, 
As  Carolina's  virtues  pieafe, 

Or  funs  invite 

The  ravifh'd  fight, 
The  Britifh  flag  (hall  fweep  the  feas, 

Peculiar  both  ! 

Our  foil's  flrong  growth, 
And  our  bold  natives  hardy  mind  : 

Sure  Heaven  befpoke 

Our  hearts,  and  oak, 
To  give  a  mafler  to  mankind. 

That  nobkft  birth 

Of  teeming  earth, 
Of  forefls  fair  that  daughter  proud, 

To  foreign  coafts 

Our  grandeur  boafts, 
And  Britain's  pleafure  fpeaks  aloud. 

Now  big  with  war 

Sends  fate  from  far, 
If  rebel  realms  their  fate  demand ; 

Now  fumptuous  fpoils 

Of  foreign  foils 
Pours  in  the  bofom  of  our  land. 

Hence  Britain  lays 

In  fcales,  and  weighs 
The  fates  of  kingdoms  and  of  kings ; 

And  as  (he  frowns 

Or  fmiles,  on  crowns 
A  night  or  day  of  glory  fprings. 

Thus  Ocean  fwells 

The  ftreams  and  rills, 
And  to  their  borders  lifts  them  high ; 

Or  elfe  withdraws 

The  mighty  caufe, 
And  leaves  their  famifh'd  channels  dry. 

How  mix'd,  how  frail, 
How  furc  to  fejl, 
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Is  every  plcafure  of  mankind  ! 

A  damp  deftroys 

My  blooming:  joys, 
While  Britain's  glory  tires  my  mind 

For  who  can  gaze 

On  rcftlcis  feas, 
Uflftruck  with  life's  more  reftlefs  Hate  ? 

Where  all  are  tofs'd, 

And  moft  are  loft, 
By  tides  of  paffion,  blafts  of  fate  ? 

The  world's  <-he  ir;ain, 

How  vex'd  !  how  vain  ! 
Ambition  f wells,  and  anger  foams; 

May  good  men  find, 

Beneath  the  wind, 
A  noifelefs  fhore,  unruffled  homes  ! 

The  public  fcene     • 

Of  harden'd  men 
Teach  me,  O  teach  me  to  defpife  I 

The  world  few  know, 

But  to  their  woe, 
Our  crimes  with  our  experience  rife. 

All  tender  fenfe 

Is  banifh'd  thence, 
All  maiden  nature's  firfl  alarms. 

What  fhock'd  before 

Difgufls.no  more, 
And  what  difgufted  has  its  charms. 

In  'landfcapes  green 

True  blifs  is  fecn, 
With  innocence,  in  fhades,  fhe  fports ; 

In  wealthy  towns 

Proud  labour  frowns, 
And  painted  forrow  fmiles  in  courts. 

Thefe  fcenes  untry'd 

Seduc'd  my  pride, 
To  fortune's  arrows  bar'd  my  breaft, 

Till  wifdom  came, 

A  hoary  dame  ! 
And  told  me  pleafure  was  in  reft. 

"  O  may  I  fteal 

"  Along  the  vale 
"  Of  humble  life,  fecure  from  foes  ! 

"  My  friend  fincere, 

"  My  judgment  clear, 
"  And  gentle  bufme'fs  my  repofe. 

"  My  mind  be  ftrong 

"  To  combat  wrong  ! 
"  Grateful,  O  King  !  for  favours  fhown  ! 

"  Soft  to  complain 

"  For  others'  pain, 
"  And  bold  to  triumph  o'er  my  own! 

"  (When  Fortune's  kind) 

"  Acute  to  find, 
**  And  warm  to  relifh  every  boor, 

"  And  wife  to  ftill 

"  Fantaftic  ill, 
«  Whofe  frightful  fpe<Stres  ftalk  at  nooa, 

"  No  fruitlefs .toils, 
"  No  br-aislefs  broils, 


"  Each  moment  levcll'd  al  the  mam  f 

"  Our  day  fo  fhort 

'"  Invites  no  fport; 
i*  Be  fad  and  folemn  when  'tis  dark. 

'*  Yet  prudence  ftill 

"  Rein  tht-u  my  will ! 
"  What's  moft  important  make  mod  dear 

"  For  'tis  in  this 

"  Refides  true  blifs; 
"  True  blifs,  a  deity  fevere  ( 

"  When  temper  leans 

"  To  gayer  fcenes, 
"  And  ferious  life  void  moments  fpares, 

"  The  fylvan  chace 

"  My  finews  brace  ! 
"  Or  fong  unbend  my  mind  from  cares ! 

"  Nor  fhun,  my  foul ! 

"  The  genial  bowl, 
"  Where  mirth,  good-nature,  fpirit,  flow  ! 

"  Ingredients  thefe 

"  Above  to  pleafe 
"  The  laughing  gods,  the  wife  below. 

"  Though  rich  the  vine, 

"  More  wit  than  wine, 
"  More  fenfe  than  wit,  good-will  than  arf^ 

"  May  I  provide ! 

"  Fair  truth,  my  pride  ! 
"  My  joy,  the  converfe  of  the  heart  * 

"  The  gloomy  brow 
"  The  broken  vow,     , 
"  To  diftant  climes,  ye  gods,  remove  ! 
"  The  nobly-fourd 
"  Their  commerce  hold 
With  words  of  truth,  and  looks  of  love  - 

"  O  glorious  aim  ! 

"  O  wealth  fupreme  ! 
Divine  benevolence  of  foul  ! 

"  That  greatly  glows, 

'*  And  freely  flows, 
And  in  one  bleffing  grafpsthe  whole  i 

"  Prophetic  fchemes, 

"  And  golden  dreams, 
'  May  I  unfanguine  caft  away  I. 

"  Have  what  I  have, 

"  And  live,  not  leave, 
'  Enamour'd  of  the  prefent  day ! 

"  My  hours  my  own, 

"  My  faults  unknown, 
My  chief  revenue  in  content  I 

"  Then  leave  one  beam 

"  Of  honeft  fame, 
Anrlfcorn  the  labour'd  monument! 

"  Unhurt  my  urn, 

'*  Till  that  great  turn 
When  mighty  nature's  felf  fhali  die  j- 

'*  Time  ceaie  to  gliue, 

*'  With  huihan  pride, 
Sur.k  in  the  ocean  of  eteniity," 
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A  PARAPHRASE  ON  PART  OF  THE  BOOK  OF  JOB. 

To  the  Right  Honourable 
THOMAS  LORD  PARKER,  BARON  OF  MACCLESFIELD, 

LORD   HIGH  CHANCELLOR  OF   GREAT-BRITAIN.  &C.  &C. 


My  LORD, 

THOUGH  I  have  net  the  honour  of  being  known 
to  your  Lordfhip,  I  prefume  to  take  a  privilege 
which  men  of  retirement  are  apt  to  think  them- 
felves  in  poffeffion  of,  as  being  the  only  method 
they  have  of  making  their  way  to  perfons  of  your 
Lordfhip'shigh  ftation,  without  ftruggling  through 
multitudes  for  accefs.  I  may  poflibly  fail  in  my 
refpe&  to  your  Lordfliip,  even  while  I  endeavour 
ro  (how  it  mod ;  but  if  I  err,  it  is  becaufe  I  ima 
gined  I  ought  not  to  make  my  firft  approach  to 
one  of  your  Lordfhip'-s  exalted  character  with  lefs 
ceremony  than  that  of  a  dedication.  It  is  annexed 
to  the  condition  of  eminent  merit,  not  to  fufFer 
more  from  the  malice  of  its  enemies  than  from 
the  importunity  of  its  admirers ;  and  perhaps  it 
would  be  unjuft  that  your  Lordlhip  fhould  hope 
to  be  exempted  frcm  the  troubles,  when  you  pof- 
fcfs  all  the  talents,  of  a  patron. 

I  have  here  a  fair  occafion  to  celebrate  thofe 
fuhlime  qualities,  of  which  a  whole  nation  is  fen- 
fible,  were  it  not  inconfiftent  with  the  defign  of 
my  prefent  application.  By  the  jufl  difcharge  of 
your  great  employments,  your  Lordfhip  may  well 
deferve  the  prayers  of  the  diflreffed,  the  thanks  of 
your  country,  and  the  approbation  of  your  Royal 
Matter.  This  indeed  is  a  reafon  why  every  good 
Briton  fhould  applaud  your  Lordfhip ;  but  it  is 
equally  a  reafon  why  none  fhould  diflurb  you  in 
the  execution  of  your  important  affairs  by  worlyj 


of  fancy  and  amufement.  I  was  therefore  indnce* 
to  make  this  addrefs  to  your  Lordfhip,  by  confi- 
dering  you  rather  in  the  amiable  light  of  a  perfort 
diflinguifhed  for  a  refined  tafte  cf  the  polite  arts,, 
and  the  candour  that  ufually  attends  it,  than  in 
the  dignity  of  your  public  character. 

The  greatnefs  and  folemnity  of  the  fubje&s 
treared  of  in  the  following  work,  cannot  fail  in 
fome  meafure  to  recommend  it  to  a  perfon  who 
holds  In  the  utmoft  veneration  thofe  facred  books 
from  which  it  is  taken ;  and  would  at  the  fame 
time  juftify  to  the  world  my  choice  of  the  great 
name  prefixed  to  it,  could  I  be  aflured  that  the 
undertaking  had  not  fuffered  in  my  hands.  Tha* 
much  I  think  myfelf  obliged  to  fay,  that  if  thi» 
little  performance  had  not  been  very  indulgently 
fpoken  of  by  fome,  whofe  judgment  is  univerfally 
allowed  in  writings  of  this  nature,  I  had  not  dared 
to  gratify  my  ambition  in  offering  it  to  your  Lord 
fhip.  I  am  fcnfible  that  I  am  endeavouring  to  ex- 
cufe  one  vanity  by  another;  hut  I  hope  I  fhall 
meet  with  pardon  for  it,  fince  it  is  vifibly  intend 
ed  to  fhow  the  great  fubmiflion  and  refpe&  with 
which  I  am, 

My  Lord, 

Your  Lordfhip's  moft  obedient 

and  moft  humble  fervant, 

EDWARD.  YOUN«, 


THRICE  happy  Job  Jong  liv'd  in  regal  flare, 
Nor  faw  the  fumptuous  eaft  a  prince  fo  great ; 
Whofe  worldly  (lores  in  fuch  abundance  flow'd, 
Whofe  heart  with  fuch  exalted  virtue  glow'cL 
At  length  misfortunes  take  their  turn  to  reign, 
And  ills  on  ills  fucceed ;  a  dreadful  train  ! 
What  now  but  deaths,  and  poverty,  and  wrong, 
The  fword  wide-walling,  the  reproachful  tongue, 


And  fpotted  plagues,  that  mark'd  his  limbs  all  o'er 
So  thick  with  pains,  they  wanted  room  for  more  !: 
A  change  fo  fad  what  mortal  here  could  bear  ? 
Exhaufted  woe  had  left  him  nought  to  fear ; 
But  gave  him  all  to  grief.     Low  earth  he  preft, 
Wept  in  the  duft,  and  forely  fmnte  his  breaft. 
His  friends  around  the  deep  afili&ion  mourn'd, 
Fcl:  all  his  pangs,  and  groan  for  groan  return'd; 
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In  anguifli  of  their  hearts  their  mantles  rent, 
And  fcven  long  days  in  folemn  filence  {pent ; 
A  debt  of  reverence  to  diftrefs  fo  great ! 
Then  Job   contain'd  no   more ;   but   curs' d  his 

fate. 

His  day  of  birth,  irs  inaufpicious  light, 
He  wi&cs  funk  in  {hades  of  endlefs  night, 
And  blotted  from  rhe  year ;  nor  fears  to  crave 
Death,  inftant  death  ;  impatient  for  the  grave, 
That  feat  of  peace,  that  manfion  of  repofe, 
"Where  reft  and  mortals  are  no  longer  fots ; 
"Where  counfellors  are  hufh'd,  and  mighty  kings 
{O  happy  turn  I)  no  more  are  wretched  things 

His  words  were   daring,  and   difpleas'd    his 

friends ; 

His  conduft  they  reprove,  and  he  defends ; 
And  now  they  kindled  into  warm  debate, 
And  fentiments  opposed  with  equal  heat  i 
Jix'd  in  opinion,  both  rcfufe  to  yield, 
And  fummon  all  their  reafcn  to  the  field  : 
2>o  high  at  length  their  arguments  were  wrought, 
They  reach'd  the  laft  extent  of  human  thought  : 
A  paufe  enfucd. — When,  lo  !  heaven  interpcs'd, 
And  awfully  the  long  contention  clos'd. 
Foil  o'er  their  heads,  with  terrible  furprife, 
A  fudden  whirlwind  blacken'd  all  the  ikies : 
(They   faw,  and  trembled !)  from  the  darknefs 

broke 
A  dreadful  voice,  and  thus  th'  Almighty  fpoke  : 

Who  gives  his  tongue  a  loofe  fo  bold  and  win, 
Cer.fures  my  conduct,  and  reproves  my  reign ; 
Ufts  up  his  thought  againft  me  from  the  duft, 
And  tells  the  world's  Creator  what  is  jaft  ? 
Of  late  fo  brave,  now  lift  a  dauntlefs  eye; 
Jace  my  demand,  and  give  it  a  reply  : 
"Where  didft  thou  dwell  at  nature's  early  birth  ? 
"Who  laid  foundations  for  the  fpacious  ^z/fi  /* 
"Who  on  its  furface  did  extend  the  line, 
Its  form  determine,  and  its  bulk  confine  ? 
"Who  fix'd  the  corner-ftone  ?  What  hand,  declare, 
Hung  it  on  nought,  and  faften'd  it  on  air ; 
When  the  bright  morning  ftars  in  concert  fung, 
t?.rhen  heaven's  high  arch  with  loud  hofannahs 

rung, 

V/hen  {homing  fens  of  God  the  triumph  crown'd, 
And  the  wide  concave  thunder'd  with  the  found  ? 
Earth's  numerous  tittgdomsthz&.  thou  view'd  them 

all? 

And  can  thy  fpan  of  knowledge  grafp  the  ball  ? 
Who  heav'd  the  mountain^  which  fublimely  ftands, 
And  cafts  its  ftiadow  into  diftant  lands  ? 

Who,  ftretchir.g  forth  his  iccptre  o'er  the  deeft 
Can  that  wide  world  in  due  i'ubjrdion  keep  ? 
1  broke  the  globe,  1  fcoop'd  its  hollow  fide, 
And  did  a  bafbn  for  the  floods  provide ; 
I  chain'd  them  with  my  word  ;  the  boiling  fea, 
"Work'd  up  in  tempefts,  hears  my  great  decree  ; 
«*  Thus  far,  thy  floating  tide  (hall  be  convey'd ; 
*'  And  here,  O  main,  be  thy  proud  billows  ftay'd." 

Haft  thou  explor'd  thefecrets  of  the  deep, 
Where,  {hut  from  ufe,  unnumber'd  treafures  fleep  ? 
Where,  down  a  thoufar.d  fathoms  from  the  day, 
Springs  the  great  fountain,  mother  cf  the  fea  ? 
Thofe  gloomy  paths  did  thy  bold  foot  e  er  tread, 
Whole  worlds  of  waters  rolling  o'er  thy- head.? 


Hath  the  cleft  centre  openM  wide  to  thee  f 
Death's  inmoft  chambers  didft  thou  ever  fee  ? 
E'er  knock  at  his  tremendous  gate,  and  wade 
To  the  black  portal  through  th'  incumbent  (bade? 
Deep  are  thofelhades;  but  {hades  ftill  deeper  hide 
My  counfels  from  the  ken  of  human  pride. 

Where  dwells  the  ligbtt  In  what  refulgent  dome  ? 
And  where  has  dmknefs  made  her  difmal  home  ? 
Thou  know'ft,  no  doubt,  fmce  thy  large  heart  is 

fraught 

With  ripen'd  wifdbm,  through  long  ages  brought; 
Since  nature  was  call'd  forth  when  thou  was  by, 
And  into  being  rofe  beneath  thine  eye  ! 

-Arc  mijls  begotten  ?  Who  their  father  knew  ? 
From  whom  defcend  the  pearly  drops  of  dew  ? 
To  bind  the  ftream  by  night  what  hand  can  boaft, 
Or  whiten  morning  with  the  hoaryyVc/?? 
Whofe  powerful  breath,  from  northern  regiona 

blown, 

Touches  the  fea,  and  turns  it  into  ftone  ? 
A  fudden  defart  fpreads  o'er  realms  defac'd, 
And  lays  one  half  of  the  creation  wafte  ? 

Thou  know'ft  me  not ;  thy  blindnefs  cannot  fee 
How  vaft  a  diftance  parts  thy  God  from  thee. 
Canft  thou  in  whirlwinds  mount  aloft  ?  Canft  thou 
In  clouds  and  darknefs  wrap  thy  awful  brow ; 
And,  when  day  triumphs  in  meridian  light, 
Put  forth  thy  hand,  and  made  the  world  with 
night  ? 

Who  launch'd  the  clouds  in  air,  and  bid  them  roll 
Sufpended  feas  aloft,  from  pole  to  pole  ? 
Who  can  refrefli  the  burning  fandy  plain, 
And  quench  the  fummer  with  a  wafte  of  rain  ? 
Who,  in  rough  defarts, far  from  human  toij, 
Made  rocks  bring  forth,  and  defolation  fmile  ? 
There  blooms  the  rofc,  where  human  face  ne'er 

{hone, 
And  fpreads  its  beauties  to  the  fun  alone. 

To  check  the  {bower,  who  lifts  his  hand  on  high,' 
And  flints  the  flukes  of  th1  exhaufted  &y, 
When  earth  no  longer  mourns  her  gaping  veins, 
Her  naked. mountains,  and  her  ruffct  plains; 
But,  new  in  life,  a  cheerful  profp'eA  yields 
Of  {hining  rivers,  and  of  verdant  fields; 
When  groves  and  forefts  lavifh  all  their  bloom, 
And  earth  and  heaven  are  fill'd  with  rich  perfunse  ? 

Haft  thcu  e'er  fcai'd  my  wintery  fides,  and  feeo 
Of  tail  zndfnoius  my  northern  magazine  ? 
Thefe  the  dread  treafures  of  mine  anger  are, 
My  funds  of  vengeance  for  the  day  of  war, 
When  clouds  rain  death,  and  ftorms  at  my  com- 

mand 
Rage  through  the  world,  or  wafte  a  guilty  land. 

Who  taught  the  rapid  winds  to  fly  fo  faft, 
Or  {hakes  the  centre  with  his  eaftern  blaft  ? 
Who  from,  the  fides  can  a  whole  deluge  pour  ? 
Who  ftrikes  through  nature  with  the  folemn  roar 
Of  dreadful  thunder,  points  it  where  to  fall, 
And  in  fierce  lightning  wraps  the  flying  ball? 
Not  he  who  trembles  at  the  darted  fires, 
Falls  at  the  found,  and  in  the  fla{h  expires. 

Who  drew  the  comet  out  to  fuch  a  fize, 
And  pour'd  his  flaming  train  o'er  half  the  flcics  J 
Did  thy  refentment  hang  him  out  ?  Does  he 
Glare  on  the  nation,  and  denounce,  ft oxa  thce? 
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Who  on  low  earth  can  moderate  the  rein, 
That  guides  thrfars  along  th'  ethereal  plain  ? 
Appoint  their  feafons,  and  direct  their  courfe, 
Their  luftre  brighten,  and  fuppiy  their  force  ?  140 
Canft  tho-.i  the  fkies  Ijenevolence  reftrain, 
And  caufe  the  Pleiades  to  fhine  in  vain  ; 
Or,  when  Orion  fparkles  from  his  fphere, 
Thaw  the  cold  feafon,  and  unbind  the  year; 
Bid  Mazzaroth  his  deftin'd  {ration  know, 
And  teach  the  bright  Arcfturus  where  to  glow? 
Mine  is  the  night,  with  all  her  ftars ;  I  pour 
Myriads,  and  myriads  I  referve  in  {lore. 

Doft  thou  pronounce  where  day -light  {hall  be 

born, 

And  draw  the  purple  curtain  of  the  morn  ;       150 
Awake  the  fun,  and  bid  hini  come  away, 
And  glad  thy  world  with  his  obiequious  ray? 
Haft  thou,  enthron'd  in  flaming  glory,  driven 
Triumphant  round  the  fpacious  ring  of  heaven  ? 
That  pomp  of  li^ht,  what  hand  fo  far  difplays, 
That  diftant  earth  lies  balking  in  the  blaze  ? 

Who  did  the  foul  with  her  rich  powers  inveft, 
And  light  up  reafon  in  the  human  breaft  ? 
To  {hine,  with  frefli  increafe  of  laftre  bright, 
"When  ftars  and  fun  are  fet  in  endlefs  night  ?     160 
To  thefe  my  various  queftions  make  reply. 
Th'  Almighty  fpoke ;  and,  fpeaking,  (hook  the  fky. 

What  then,  Chaldean  fire,  was  thy  furprife  ! 
Thus  thou,  wkh  trembling  heart  and  down-caft 

eyes: 

*l  Once  and  again,  which  I  in  groans  deplore, 
"  My  tongue  has  err'd;  but  (hall  prefume  no  more. 
"  My  voice  is  in  eternal  filence  bound, 
'*  And  all  my  foul  falls  proftrate  to  the  ground." 

He  ceas'd;  when,  lo!  again  th'  Almighty  fpoke; 

The  fame  dread  voice  from  the  black  whirlwind 

broke.  1 70 

Can  that  arm  meafure  with  an  arm  divine  ? 
And  canft  thou  thunder  with  a  voice  like  mine ; 
Or  in  the  hollow  of  thy  hand  contain 
The  bulk  of  waters,  the  wide-fpreading  main, 
When,  mad  with  tempefts,  all  the  billows  rife 
In  all  their  rage,  and  dalh  the  diftant  ikies? 

Come  forth,  in  beauty's  excellence  array'd  ; 
And  be  the  grandeur  of  thy  power  difplay'd  ; 
Put  on  omnipotence,  and,  frowning,  make 
The  fpacious  round  of  the  creation  fhake ;         180 
Difpatch  thy  vengeance,  bid  it  overthrow 
Triumphant  vice,  lay  lofty  tyrants  low, 
And  crumble  them  to  duft.     When  this  is  done, 
1  grant  thy  fafety  lodg'd  in  thee  alone  ; 
Of  thee  thou  art,  and  may 'ft' undaunted  ftand, 
Behind  the  buckler  of  thine  own  right-hand. 

Fond  man  !  the  vifion  of  a  moment  made  ! 
Bream  of  a  dream  !  and  fhadow  of  a  fhade  1 
What  worlds  haft  thou  produc'd,  what  creatures 

fram'd ; 

What  infects  chefifu'd, that  thy  God  isblam'd?  190 
When  pain'd  with  hunger,  the  wild  raven's  brood 
Loud  calls  on  God,  importunate  for  food  : 
Who  hears  their  cry,   who  grants  their  hoarfe 

recmeft, 
And  ftills  the  clamour  of  the  craving  neft  ? 

Who  in  the  ftupid  oftrich  has  fubdued 
A  parent's  care,  and  fond  inouietude  1 

Vot.  X. 


While  far  {he  flies,  her  fcatter'd  eggs  are  found, 

Without  an  owner,  on  the  fandy  ground; 

Caft  out  on  fortune,  they  at  mercy  lie, 

And  borrow  life  from  atn  indulgent  iky:  JtcCf 

Adopted  by  the  fun,  in  blaze  of  day, 

They  ripen  under  his  prolific  ray. 

Unmindful  ftie,  that  fome  unhappy  tread 

May  crufli  her  young  in  their  neglected  bed 

What  time  fhe  {kirns  along  the  field  with  fpeeJ, 

She  fcorns  the  rider,  and  purfuing  fteed. 

How  rich  the  peacock  !  what  bright  glories  rurf 
From  plume  to  plume,  and  vary  in  the  fun  ! 
He  proudly  fpreads  them  to  the  golden  ray, 
Gives  all  his  colours,  and  adorns  the  day  ;         SIC? 
With  confciousftate  the  fpacious  round  difplays, 
And  {lowly  moves  amid  the  waving  blaze. 

Who  taught  the  hawk  to  find,  in  feafons  wife, 
Perpetual  fummer,  and  a  change  of  feies  ? 
When  clouds  deform  the  year.ftie  mounts  the  wind! 
Shoots  to  the  fouth,  nor  fears  the  ftorm  behind  ; 
The  fun  returning,  fhe  returns  again, 
Lives  in  his  beams,  and  leaves  ill  days  to  men. 

Though  ftrong  the  hawk,  though  pra&is'd  well 

to  fly, 

An  eagle  drops  her  in  a  lower  flcy  ;  22Ci 

An  eagle,  when,  deferting  human  fight, 
She  feeks  the  fun  in  her  unweary'd  flight : 
Did  thy  command  her  yellow  pinion  lift, 
So  high  in  air,  and  fet  her  on  the  clift, 
Where  far  above  thy  world  fhe  dwells  alone, 
And  proudly  makes  the  ftrength  of  rocks  her  own; 
Thence  wide  o'er  nature  takes  her  dread  furvey, 
And  with  a  glanee  predeftinates  her  prey  ?     [o'er 
She  fcafts  her  young  with  blood ;  and,  hovering 
TL*  unilaughter'd  hoft,  enjoys  the  promts' J  gore.  230 

Know'ft  thou  how  many  moons,  by  me  affign'd, 
Roll  o'er  the  mountain  goat,  and  foreft  hind, 
While  pregnant  they  a  mother's  load  fuftain  ? 
They  bend  in  anguifh,  and  caft  forth  their  pain. 
Hale  are  their  young,  from  human  frailties  freed; 
Walk  unftiftauVd,  and  tfnaffifted  feed ; 
They  live  at  once  ;  forfake  the  dam's  warm  fide  ; 
Take  the  wide  world,  with  nature  for  their  guides 
Bound  o'er  the  lawn,  or  feek  the  diftanc  glade ; 
And  find  a  home  in  each  delightful  fhade.        240 

Will  th'  tall  reem,  which  knows  no  lord  but  me# 
Low  at  the  crib,  and  aflc  an  alms  of  thee  ? 
Submit  his  unworn  fhoelder  to  the  yoke, 
Break  the  ft  iff  clod,  and  o'er  thy  furrow  fmoke  ? 
Since  great  his  ilrength,  go  truft  him,  void  of  care  j 
Lay  oh  his  neck  the  toil  of  all  the  year ; 
Bid  him  bring  home  the  feafons  to  thy  doors, 
And  caft  his  load  among  thy  gatKer'd  {lores. 

Didft  thou  from  fervice  the  wild-afs  difcharge, 
And  break  his  bonds,  and  bid  him  live  at  large,  25*2 
Through  the  wide  wafte,  his  ample  manfion,  roam$ 
And  lofe  himlelf  in  his  unbounded  home  ? 
By  nature's  hand  magnificently  fed, 
His  meal  is  on  the  range  of  mountains  fpread ; 
As  in  pure  air  aloft  he  bounds  along, 
He  fee*  in  diftant  fmoke  the  city  throng ; 
Confcious  of  freedom,  fcorns  the  fmother'd  train-, 
The  threatening  driver,  and  the  ftrVile  rein. 

Survey  the  warlike  horfe  !  didft  thou  inveft 
With  thunder  his  robuft  diftended  cheil  ?        $60 
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No  fenfe  of  fear  his  ciauntlefs  foul  allays ; 
Tis  dreadful  to  behold  hisnoftrils  blaze  ; 
To  paw  the  vale  he  proudly  takes  delight, 
And  triumphs  in  the  fulncfs  of  his  might ; 
High-rais'cl  he  fntiffs  the  battle  from  afar, 
And  burns  to  plunge  amid  the  raging  war; 
And  mocks  at  death,  and  throws  his  foam  around, 
And  in  a  ftorm  of  fury  {hakes  the  ground. 
How  does  his  firm,  his  rifing  heart,  advance     269 
Tull  on  the  brandidYd  fword,  and  maken  lance ; 
While  his  fix'd  eye-balls  meet  the  dazzling  {hield, 
Gaze,  and  return  the  lightning  of  the  field  ! 
He  finks  the  fenfe  of  pain  in  generous  pride, 
Nor  feels  the  {haft  that  trembles  in  his  fide  ; 
But  neighs  to  the  farill  trumpet's  dreadful  blaft 
Till  death;  and  when  he  groans,  he   groans  his 
But,  fiercer  dill,  the  lordly  lion  {talks*        [laft. 
Grimly  majeftic  in  his  lonely  walks ; 
When  round  he  glares,  all  living  creatures  fly  ; 
He  clears  the  deiart  with  his  rolling  eye.          280 
Say,  mortal,  does  he  roufe  at  thy  command, 
And  roar  to  thee,and  live  upon  thy  hand  ? 
Dod  thou  for  him  in  forefts  bend  thy  bow, 
And  to  his  gloomy  den  the  morfel  throw. 
Where  bent  on  death  lie  hid  his  tawny  brood, 
And,  couch'd  in  dreadful  ambuih,  pant  for  blood  ; 
Or,  ftretch'd  on  broken  limbs,  confume  the  day, 
In  darknefs  wrapt,  and  flumber  o'er  their  prey  ? 
By  the  pale  moon  they  take  their  dedin'd  round, 
And  lafh  their  fides,  and  furious  tear  the  ground. 
Now  fhrieks  and  dying  groans  the  defart  fill;   291 
They  rage,  they  rend  ;  their  ravenous  jaws  didil 
With  crimfon  foam ;  and;  when   the  banquet's 

o'er, 

They  ftride  away,  and  paint  their  fteps  with  gore; 
In  flight  alone  the  fhepherd  puts  his  truft, 
And  fhudders  at  the  talon  in  the  dud. 

Mild  is  my  Behemoth,  though  large  his  frame  ; 
Smooth  is  hie  temper,  and  repreft  his  flame, 
While  unprovok'd.     This  native  of  the  flood 
Lifts  his  broad  foot,  and  puts  afnore  for  food  ;  300 
Earth  finks  beneath  him,  as  he  moves  along 
To  feek-  the  herbs,  and  mingle  with  the  throng. 
See  with   what  ftrength  his  hardened   loins  are 

bound, 

All  over  proof  and  ihut  againd  a  wound. 
How  like  a  mountain  cedar  moves  his  tail  I 
Nor  can  his  complicated  finews  fail. 
•  Built  high  and  wide,  his  folid  bones  furpafs 
The  bars  of  fteel ;  his  ribs  are  ribs  of  brafs ; 
His  port  majeftic  and  his  armed  jaw 
Give  the  wide  foreft,  and  the  mountain,  law.  310 
The  mountains  feed  him ;  there  the  beads  admire 
The  mighty  ftranger,  and  in  dread  retire, 
At  length  his  greatnefs  nearer,  they  furvey, 
Graze  in  his  ftiadow,and  his  eye  obey. 
The  fens  and  marfhes  are  his  cool  retreat, 
His  noontide  flicker  from  the  burning  heat; 
Their  fedgy  bofoms  his  wide  couch  are  made, 
And  groves  of  willows  give  him  all  their  {hade. 
His  eye  drinks  Jordan  up,  when   fir'd  with 

drought, 

He  truds  to  turn  its  current  down  his  throat ;  320 
In  lefien'd  waves  it  creeps  along  the  plain: 
He  fiaks  a  river,  and  he  thirds  again. 


Go  to  the  Nile,  and,  from  its  fruitful  ficftfj 
Cad  forth  thy  line  into  the  f  welling  tide  : 
With  ilender  hair  Leviathan  command, 
And  dretch  his  vadnels  on  the  loaded  ftrand. 
Will  he  become  thy  fervant ?  Will  he  own 
Thy  lordly  nod,  and  tremble  at  thy  frown  ? 
Or  with  hisfport  amufe  thy  leifnre  day,  32$ 

And,  beund  in  fiik,  with  thy  foft  maidens  play  ? 

Shall  pompous  banquets  fweH  with  fuch  a  prize? 
And  the  bowl  journey  round  his  ample  fize  ? 
Or  the  debating  merchants  {hare  the  prey, 
And  various  limbs  to  various  marts  convey  ? 
Through  his  firm  flcull  what  deei  its  way  can  win? 
What  forceful  engine  can  fubdue  his  {kin  ? 
Fly  far,  and  live;  tempt  not  his  matchlefs  might : 
The  braved  fhrink  to  cowards  in  his  fight ; 
The  raflied  dare  not  loufe  him  up  :   Who  then 
Shall  turn  on  me,  among  the  fons  of  men  ?       343 

Am  I  a  debtor  ?  Had  thou  ever  heard 
Whence  come  the  gifts  that  are  on  me  conferr'd  ! 
My  lavifli  fruit  a  tbonfand  valleys  fills, 
And  mine  the  herds  that  graze  a  thoufand  hills  : 
Earth,  fca,  and  air,  all  nature  is  my  own ; 
And  dars  and  fun  are  dud  beneath  my  throne. 
And  dar'd  thou  with  the  world's  great  Father  vie, 
Thou,  who  dod  tremble  at  my  creature's  eye  ? 

At  full  my  large  Leviathan  {hall  rife,  349 

Boad  all  his  ftrength,  and  fpread  his  wondrous  fize. 
Who,  great  in  arms,  e'er  dripp'd  his  {hir.ing  mail, 
Or  crown'd  his  triumph  with  a  fingle  fcale  ! 
Whofe  heart  fudains  him  to  draw  near  ?  Behold, 
Dedruction  yawns;  his  fpacious  jaws  nnfold, 
And,  marfliall'd  round  the  wide  expanfe,  difclofe 
Teeth  edg'd  with  death,  and  crowding  rows -on 

rows : 

What  hideous  fangs  on  either  fide  arife  ! 
And  what  a  deep  abyfs  between  them  lies  ! 
Mete  with  thy  lance,  and  with  thy  plumbet -firaiuf, 
The  one  how  long,  the  other  how  profound.    360 
His  bulk  is  charged  with  fuch  a  furious  foul, 
That  clouds  of  fmoke  from  his  fpread  nodrils  roll< 
As  from  a  furnace;  and  when  rous'd  his  ire, 
Fate  iflues  from  his  jaws  in  dreams  of  fire. 
The  rage  of  tempeds-,  and  the  roar  of  feas, 
Thy  terror,  this  thy  great  fuperior  pleafe  ; 
Strength  on  his  ample  flioulder  fits  in  date; 
His  well-join'd  limbs  are  dreadfully  complete ; 
His  flakes  of  folid  flefh  are  flow  to  part ; 
As  deel  his  nerves,  as  adamant  his  heart.  3  jc 

When,  late  awak'd,he  rears  him  from  the  floods 
And  dretching  foyrth  his  ftature  to  the  clouds, 
Wrfthes  in  the  fun  aloft  his  fcaly  height, 
And  drikes  the  didant  hills  with  tranfient  light, 
Far  round  are  fatal  damps  of  terror  fpread, 
The  mighty  fear,  nor  blufii  to  own  their  dread. 

Large  is  his  front ;  and  when  his  burnidi'd  eyea. 
Lift  their  broad  lids,  the  morning  feems  to  rife. 

In  vain  may  death  in  various  {hapes  invade, 
The  fwift-wing'd  arrow,  the  defcending  blade  ; 
His  naked  bread  their  impotence  defies ;  381 

The  dart  rebounds,  the  brittle  faulchion  flies. 
Shut  in  himfelf,  the  war  without  he  hears, 
Safe  in  the  temped  of  their  rattling  fpears ; 
The  cumber'd  drand  their  waded  vollies  ftrowj. 
His  fportj  the  rage  and  labour  of  the  foe. 
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«"  •  paiiii^fs  litre  a  cauldron  boil  the  flood, 
And  blacken  ocean  with  the  riling  mud; 
The  billows  feel  him.  as  he  works  his  way  ;       389 
His  hoary  footileps  fliine  along  the  fea  ;       [green, 
The  foanl  high-wrought  with  white  divides  the 
And  diftant  failors  point  where  death  has  been. 

His  liki  earth  bears  not  on  her  fpacious  face ; 
Alone  in  nature  ftanda  his  dauntlefs  race, 
For  utter  ignorance  of  fear  renown'd, 
in  wrath  he  rolls  his  baleful  eye  around  : 
Makes  every  fwoll'n,  difdainful  heart,  iubfide, 
And  holds  dominion  o'er  the  Tons  of  pride. 

Then  the  Chaldean  eas'd  his  labouring  bread, 
With  full  conviction  of  his  crime  opprefl.         400 

"  Thou   cauft   accoruplifti  ail  things,  Lord  of 

Might: 

a  And  every  thought  is  naked  to  thy  fight. 
"  But%  oh  !  thy  ways  are  wonderful,  and  lie 
"  Beyond  the  deepeft  reach  of  mortal  eye. 
te  Ofc  have  I  heard  of  thine  almighty  power ; 
"  But  never  faw  thee  till  this  dreadful  hour. 
"  Overwhelm  d  with  fhame,  the  Lord  of  Life  [fee, 
"  Abhor  myielf,  and  give  my  foul  to  thte. 
"  Nor  lhall  my  weaknefs  tempt  thine  anger  more  : 
*'  Man  is  not  made  to  queftiut,  hut  adore,"         410 


NOTES  ON  THE  PARAPHRASE. 

JjQQK  of  Job.]  It  is  difputed  amongft  the  critics 
who  "\va-  the  author  of  the  Book  of  Job ;  fame. 
give  it  to  Mofca,  fome  to  others.  As  1  was  en 
gaged  in  this  little  performance,  fome  arguments 
Occurred  to  me  which  favour  the  former  of  thofe 
opinions ;  and  becaufe  I  do  not  find  them  men 
tioned  by  any  one  elfe,  I  have  flung  them  into  the 
following  notes,  where  little  elfe  is  to  be  expected. 

Ver.  I.]  The  Almighty's fpeech,  chapter  xxxviii, 
&c.  which  is  what  I  paraphrafein  this  little  work, 
is  by  much  the  fiiieft  part  of  the  nobleft  and  moft 
ancient  poem  in  the  world.  Bifhop  Patrick  fays, 
its  grandeur  is  as  much  above  all  other  poetry,  as 
thunder  is  louder  than  a  whifper.  In  order  to  let 
this  diKifiguifh'd  part  of  the  poem  in  a  fuller  light, 
and  give  the  reader  a  clearer  conception  of  it,  I 
have  abridged  the  preceding  and  fubfcquent  parts 
.t>f  the  poem,  and  joined  them  to  it ;  fo  that  this 
piece  is  a  fort  of  epitome  of  the  whole  Book  of  Job. 

I  ufe  the  word  parapbrafe^zcxuk  {  want  another 
xvhich  might  bettor  anfwef  to  the  uncommon  li 
berties  1  have  taken.  I  have  omitted,  added,  and 
tranfpofcd.  The  mountain,  the  comet,  the  fun,  and 
other  parts,  are  entirely  added  :  thofe  upon  the 
peacod,  the  lion,  &c.  are  much  enlarged  ;  and  I  have 
thrown  the  whole  into  a  method  more  fuitable  to 
dur  notions  of  regularity.  The  judicious,  if  they 
Compare  this  piece  with  the  original,  will,  I  flatter 
myfelf,  find  tile  rtafons  for  the  great  liberties  1 
have  indulged  myfelf  in  through  the  whole. 

Longinus  has  a  chapter  on  interrogations,  which 
fhows  that  they  contribute  much  to  the  fublime. 
This  fpeech  of  the  Almighty  is  made  up  of  them. 
Interrogations  fc-ems,  irtdeed,  the  proper  ffyle  of 
majefty  incenJed.  It  differs  frorn  other  manner  of 
as  bidding  a  peiion  execute  hiruielf,  does 


from  a  common  execution,;  for  he  that  aflfs  the 
guilty  a  proper  queftion,  makes  him,  in  effedt,  pals 
fentence  on  himfelf. 

Ver.  41.]  The  Book  of  Job  is  weii  known  to  be 
dramatic,  arid  like  the  tragedies  of  old  Greece,  is 
fiction  built  on  truth.  Probably  this  mbft  noble 
part  of  it,  the  Almighty  fpeaking  out  of  the  whirl 
wind  (fo  fiiitable  to  the  after-praftice  of  the  Greek 
ftage,  when  there  happened  "  dignus  vindice  no- 
"  dus"),  is  fidlitious ;  but  is  fidion  more  agree- 
agble  to  the  time  in  which  Job  lived,  than  to  any 
fince.  Frequent  before  the  Law  were  the  appear- 
ances  of  the  Almighty  after  this  manner,  Exod. 
chap,  xix  Ezek  chap.  i.  &c.  Hence  is  he  faid  to 
"  dwell  in  thick  darknefe  :  and  have  his  Way  in  the 
*'  whirlwind." 

Ver.  69  ]  There  •*  a  very  great  air  in  all  that 
precede*,  but  this  is  fignally  fnblime.  We  are  flruck 
wi'.h  admiration  to  fee  the  vaft  and  ungdvernable 
ocean  receiving  commands,  and  punctually  obey 
ing  them  ;  to  find  it  like  a  managed  horfe,  raging, 
to'fling,  aiid  foaming,  but  by  the  rule  and  direction 
of  its  matter.  This  paffage  yields  in  fubliaiity  to 
tha*  of  "  Let  there  he  light,'  &c.  fo  much  only, 
as  the  abfolute  government  of  nature  yields  to  the 
credtion  of  it. 

The  like  fpirit  in  thefe  two  paffages  is  no  bad 
concurrent  argument,  that  Mofes  is  author  of  the 
Book  of  Job. 

Ver.  191  ]  Another  argument'  that  Mofes  was 
the  author  is,  that  PI  ill  of  the  creatures  here  are 
Egyptian.  The  reafon  given  why  the  raven  is  par 
ticularly  rilentioned  3s  an  objcdl  of  the  care  of 
Providence  is,  becaufe  by  her  clamorous  and  im^ 
portunate  voice,  (he  particularly  feems  always  call 
ing  upon  it ;  thtrnce  x^«5-ira»,  £  *fy«|,  J^Slian,  1.  ii. 
c.  48,  is  "  to  alk  earneitly."  And  lince  there  were 
ravens  on  the  bank  of  the  Nile  more  clamorou  » 
than  the  reft  of  that  fpecies,  thofe  probably  are 
meant  in  that  place. 

Ver.  195.]  There  are  many  inflances  of  this 
bird's  ftupidity  :  let  two  fuffice.  Firfl,  it  covers  it? 
head  rn  the  reeds,  and  thiuks  itfelt  all  out  of  light: 

"  Stat  lumine  claufo 

"  Ridendum'  revoluta  caput,  crt^itque  latere 
"  Quas  non  ipfa  videt."  CLABB. 

Secondly,  They  that  go  in  purfuit  of  them,  draw 
the  Ikin  of  an  (tftrich's  neck  ori  one  hand,  which 
proves  a'  fufficient  lure  to  take  them  with  the  other. 

They  have  fo  little  brain,  that  Heliogabulus  had 
fii  hu!)drtd  heads  for  his  fupper. 

Here  we  may  ooferve,  that  our  judicious,  as  well 
a«  fublime  author,  jaft  touches  the  great  points  of 
diftincl;ion  in  each  creature,  and  then  haftefis  to 
another,  A  defcrfption  is  exadt  wh^n  you  cannot 
add,  but  what  is  Common  to  anotksf  thing ;  nor 
T.vithdf-aio,  but  fonicthing  peculiar'y  belonging  to 
the  thing  described."  A  iiktntfs  is  lot!  in  too  much 
defcriptioo,  as  at  meaning  of:^:i  in  too  much  iiluf- 
tration. 

Ver  205.]  Here  is  maiked  another  ffiuliz)-  qua 
lity  of   this  creature,  which  neither  fties  nor  riui3 
diredtiy,  but  has  a  motion  compofed  of  both,  *P«t 
ufing  us  vvirgs  as  fails,  makes  great 
.Oij 
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"  Vafta  vclut  Liby*  venantfcm  vocibus  ales 
"  Cumprcmitur,  calidascurfutranfmittit  arenas, 
dc  Inque  m<-«lum  veil  finuatis  flamine  pennis 
"  Pulverulenta  volat."  CLAUD,  in  Eutr. 

Ver.  ao6.]  Xenophou  fays,  Cyrus  had  horfes 
that  could  overtake  the  goat  and  the  wild  afs ;  but 
none  that  could  reach  this  creature.  A  thoufand 
golden  ducats,  or  a  hundred  camels,  was  the  ftated 
price  of  a  horfe  that  could  equal  their  fpeed. 

Ver.  207.]  Though  this  bird  is  but  juft  men 
tioned  in  my  author,  I  could  not  forbear  going  a 
little  farther,  and  fpreading  thofe  beautiful  plumes 
(which  are  there  fhut  up)  in  half  a  dozen  lines. 
The  circumftance  I  have  marked  of  his  opening  his 
plumes  to  the  fun,  is  true  :  "  Expandit  colores  ad- 
"  vcrfo  maxime  fole,  quia  fie  fulgentius  radiant." 

PLIN.  1.x.  c.  20. 

Ver.  219.]  Thuanus  (de  Re  Accip.)  mentions  a 
hawk  that  flew  from  Paris  to  London  in  a  night. 

And  the  Egyptians,  in  regard  to  its  fwiftnefs, 
made  it  their  fymbol  for  the  wind ;  for  which  rea- 
lon  we  may  fuppofe  the  hawk,  as  well  as  the  crow 
above-mentioned,  to  have  been  a  bird  of  KOts  in 
Egypt. 

Ver.  227.]  The  eagle  is  faid  to  be  of  fo  acute 
a  fight,  that  when  fhe  is  fo  high  in  air  that  man 
cannot  fee  her,  fhe  can  difcern  the  fmalleft  fifh 
tinder  water.  My  author  accurately  underftood 
*he  nature  of  the  creature  he  defcribes,  and  feems 
to  have  been  a  naturalift  as  well  as  a  poet,  which 
the  next  note  will  confirm. 

Ver.  231.]  The  meaning  of  tfcis  queftion  is, 
^Knoweft  thou  the  time  and  circumjlances  of  their 
bringing  forth  ?  For  to  know  the  time  only  was 
cafy,  and  had  nothing  extraordinary  in  it ;  but 
the  circumftances  had  fcmething  peculiarly  expref- 
five  of  God's  providence,  which  makes  the  quef 
tion  proper  in  this  place.  Pliny  obferves,  that  the 
Jhind  with  young  is  by  inftinfl  directed  to  a  cer 
tain  herb  called  fefelis,  which  facilitates  the  birth. 
Thunder  alfo  (which  looks  like  the  more  immedi 
ate  hand  of  Providence)  has  the  fame  effect.  Pf. 
axix.  In  fo  early  an  age  to  obferve  thefe  things, 
may  ftyle  our  author  a  naturalift. 

Ver.  259-]  The  description  of  the  horfe  is  the 
xnoft  celebrated  of  any  in  the  poem.  There  is  an 
excellent  critic  op  it  in  the  Guardian.  I  fhall  there 
fore  only  obferve,  that  in  this  defcription,  as  in 
other  parts  of  this  fpeech,  our  vulgar  tr (inflation  has 
much  more  fpirit  than  the  Septuagint ;  it  always 
takes  the  original  in  the  moft  poetic  and  exalted 
lenfe,  fo  that  moft  commentators,  even  CD  the  He 
brew  itfelf,  fall  beneath  it. 

Ver.  289.]  Purfuing  their  prey  by  night,  is  true 
of  moft  wild  beafls,  particularly  the  lion.  Pf.  cvi. 
SO.  The  Arabians  have  one  among  their  jco 
names  for  the  lion,  which  fignifies  "  the  hunter  by 
**  moon-fhine." 

Ver.  322.] 

"  Cephefi  glaciale  caput  quo  fuetos  anhelam 

*'  Ferre  fitim  Python,  amnemque  avertere  pon- 
11  to."  SFAT.  Theb.  v.  349. 

"  Qni  fpiris  tegeret  montes,  hauriret  hiatu 

«  Jlumina,"  &c,  CIAUD.  Prct.  in  Ruf. 


Let  not  then  this  hyperbole  feem  too  much  for 
an  eaftern  poet,  though  fome  commentators  o£ 
name  flrain  hard  in  this  place  for  a  new  conftruc- 
tion,  through  fear  of  it. 

"V*er.  323.]  The  taking  of  the  crocodile  is  moft 
difficult.  Diodorus  fays,  they  are  not  to  be  taken 
but  by  iron  nets.  When  Auguftus  conquered  Egypt, 
he  ftruck  a  medal,  the  imprefs  of  which  was  a  cro 
codile  chained  to  a  palm-tree,  with  this  infcription, 
"  Nemo  antea  religavit." 

Ver.  339.]  This  alludes  to  a  cuftom  of  this  crea 
ture,  which  is,  when  fated'with  fifh,  to  come  afhore 
and  fleep  among  the  reeds. 

Ver.  353.]  The  crocodile's  mouth  is  exceedingly 
wide.  When  he  gapes,  fays  Pliny,  "  fit  totum  os." 
Martial  fays  to  his  old  woman, 

"  Cum  comparata  rictibus  tuis  ora 
"  Niliacus  habet  crocodilus  angufta." 

fo  that  the  expreflion  here  is  barely  juft. 

Ver.  364.]  This  too  is  nearer  truth  than  that  at 
firft  view  may  be  imagined.  The  crocodile,  fay 
the  naturalifts,  lying  long  under  water,  and  being 
there  forced  to  hold  its  breath,  when  it  emerges^ 
the  breath  long  repreft  is  hot,  and  burfts  out  fo 
violently,  that  it  refembles  fire  and  fmokc.  The 
horfe  fuppreffes  not  his  breath  by  any  means  fo 
long,  neither  is  he  fo  fierce  and  animated  ;  yet  the 
moft  correct  of  poets  venture  to  ufe  the  fame  me 
taphor  concerning  him  : 

"  CollecUumque  premens  volvit  fub  naribus  ig- 
"  nem.". 

By  this  and  the  foregoing  note,  I  would  caution 
againft  a  falfe  opinion  of  the  eaftern  boldnefs,  from 
pafTagcs  in  them  ill  underftood. 

Ver-  377-]  "  His  eyes  are  like  the  eye-lids  of 
"  the  morning."  I  think  this  gives  us  as  great  an 
image  of  the  thing  it  would  exprefs,  as  can  enter 
the  thought  of  man.  It  is  not  improbable  that  the 
Egyptians  dole  their  hieroglyphic  for  the  morning, 
which  is  the  crocodile's  eye,  from  this  pafiage, 
though  no  commentator  I  have  feen  mentions  it. 
It  is  eafy  to  conceive  how  the  Egyptians  fhould  be 
both  readers  and  admirers  of  the  writings  of  Mo 
les,  whom  I  fuppofe  the  author  of  this  poem. 

I  have  obferved  already,  that  three  or  four  of 
the  creatures  here  defcribed  are  Egyptian  ;  the  two 
laft  are  notorioufly  fo;  they  are  the  river-horfe 
and  the  crocodile,  thofe  celebrated  inhabitants  of 
the  Nile  ;  and  on  thefe  two  it  is  that  our  author 
chiefly  dwell?.  It  would  have  been  expected  from 
an  author  more  remote  from  that  river  than  Mo- 
fcs,  in  a  catalogue  of  creatures  produced  to  mag 
nify  their  Creator,  to  have  dwelt  on  the  two  largeft 
works  of  his  hand,  viz.  the  ck-phant  and  the  whale. 
This  is  fo  natural  an  expectation,  that  fome  com 
mentators  have  rendered  behemoth  and  leviathan, 
the  elephant  and  the  whale,  though  the  defcriptions 
in  our  author  will  not  admit  of  it  :  but  Moles  be 
ing/  as  we  may  well  fuppofe,  under  an  immediate 
terror  of  the  hippopotamus  and  crocodile,  from 
their  daily  mifchief's  and  ravages  around  him  ;  it 
is  very  accountable  why  he  fhould  permit  them  t» 
take  place. 
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ON  DR.  YOUNG'S  TRANSLATION  OF  PART  or  JOB. 

By  Dr.  Cobden. 

TIIE  poem,  which  originally  great, 
Had  long  fuftain'd  poor  Job's  unhappy  fate, 


Fallen  from  its  grandeur,  clad  in  mean  array, 
And  in  the  duft  of  profe  inglorious  lay  ; 
Like  him  now  fhincs,  with  former  greatnefa 
And  in  its  native  majefty  confefs'd. 


MICELLANIES. 


•  JJ  MICHAEL  ANGE«t>'s  FAMOUS    PIECE  OF  THE 

CRUCIFIXION. 

Wlo  is  f aid  to  have  flailed  a  Perfon  that  be  might  draw 
it  more  naturally  *. 

WHILST  his  Redeemer  on  his  canvas  diet, 

Subb'd  at  his  feet  his  brother  weltering  lies  : 

The  daring  artift  cruelly  ferene, 

Views  the  pale  cheek  and  the  diftorted  mien ; 

He  drains  off  life  by  drops,  and  deaf  to  cries, 

Examines  every  fpirit  as  it  flies : 

He  ftudics  torment,  dives  in  mortal  woe, 

To  roufe  up  every  pang  repears  his  blow; 

Each  rifing  agony,  each  dreadful  grace, 

Yet  warm  tranfplanting  to  his  Saviour's  face. 

Oh  glorious  theft !  oh  nobly  wicked  draught ! 

With  its  full  charge  of  death  each  feature  fraught : 

Such  wondrous  force  the  magic  colours  boaft, 

From  his  owu  fkill  he  ftarts  in  horror  loft. 

TO  MR.  ADDISON, 

ON    THE  TRAGEDY  OF  CATO. 

WHAT  do  we  fee  is  Cato  then  become 
A  greater  name  in  Britain  than  in  Rome  ? 
Does  mankind  now  admire  his  virtues  more, 
Though  Lucan,  Horace,  Virgil  wrote  before  ? 
How  will  pofterity  this  truth  explain  ? 
"  Cat*  begins  to  live  in  Anna's  reign." 
The  world's  great  chiefs,  in  council  or  in  arms, 
Rife  in  yaur  lines  with  more  exalted  charms; 
Illuftrious  deeds  in  diftant  nations  wrought, 
And  virtues  by  departed  heroes  taught, 
Raife  in  your  foul  a  pure  immortal  flame, 
Adorn  your  life,  and  confecrate  your  fame ; 
To  your  renown  all  ages  you  fubdue, 
And  Csfar  fought,  and  Cato  bled  for  you. 
All  Soul^  Cell.  OMH. 

HISTORICAL  EPILOGUE  TO  THE 
BROTHERS. 

A  TRAGEDY. 

AN  Epilogue,  through  cuftom,is  your  right, 
But  ne'er  perhaps  was  needful  till  this  night : 

*  Though  the  report  ivas propagated  without  the  leafl 
truth,  it  may  be  jitfficimt  ground  to  jifofy  a  poetical 
fancy's  enlarging  on  if, 


To  night  the  virtuous  falls,  the  guilty  flies, 
Guilt's  dreadful  clofe  our  narrow  fcene  denies. 
In  hiftory's  authentic  record  read 
What  ample  vengeance  gluts  Demetrius'  made ; 
Vengeance  fo  great,  that  when  his  tale  is  told, 
With  pity  fome  ev'n  Perfeus  may  behold. 

Perfeus  furviv'd  indeed,  and  fill'd  the  throne, 
But  ceafelefs  cares  in  conqueft  made  him  groan  : 
Nor  reign'd  he  long ;  from,  Rome  fwift  thunder 

flew, 

And  headlong  from  his  throne  the  tyrant  threw  : 
Thrown  headlong  down,  by  Rome  in  triumph  led, 
For  this  night's  deed  his  perjur'd  bofom  bled  : 
His  brother's  ghoft  each  moment  made  him  ftart, 
And  all  his  father's  anguifh  rent  his  heart,  [hung-, 

When,  robb'd  in  black,  his  children  round  him, 
And  their  rais'd  arms  in  early  forrow  wrung  ; 
The  younger  fmil'd,  unconfcious  of  their  woe  ; 
At  which  thy  tears,  O  Rome  !  began  to  flow  ; 
So  fad  the  fcene  !  what  then  muft  Perieus  feel, 
To  fee  Jove's  race  attend  the  viilor's  wheel : 
To  fee  the  flaves  of  his  worft  foes  increafe, 
From  fuch  afource  ! — An  emperor's  embrace! 
He  ficken'd  focn  to  death ;  and,  what  is  worfe, 
He  well  dcfervd  and/<fft,  the  coward's  curfe  ; 
Unyity'd,  fcorn'd,  infulted  his  laft  hour, 
Far,  far  from  home,  and  in  a  vaffal's  power  : 
His  pale  cheek  refted  on  his  fhameful  chain, 
No  friend  to  mourn,  no  flatterer  to  feign  ; 
No  fuit  retards,  no  comfort  foothes  his  doom, 
And  not  one  tear  bedews  a  monarch's  tomb. 
Nor  ends  it  thus — dire  vengeance  to  complete, 
His  ancient  empire  falling  iharei  his  fate  : 
His  throne  forgot !  his  weeping  country  chain'd  ( 
And  nations  alk — where  Alexander  reign'd. 
As  public  woes  a  prince's  crime  purfue, 
So  public  blefiings  are  his  virtue's  due. 
Shout,  Britons,  fhout — aufpicious  fortune  blefs  ? 
And  cry,  Long  live — Our  title  tofuccefi  .' 

EPITAPH 

ON  LORD   AUBREY   BEAUCLCRK  *» 
In  Weftmiajler- Abbey ,  17  40. 

WHILST  Britain  boafts  her  empire  o'er  the  deep, 
This  marble  (hall  compel  the  brave  to  weep  : 

*   Lord  Aubrey  Scantier k  -was  the   eight  fin  of  the 
Duke  of  St,  AlbanS)  •wLo  ivas  one  of  tb: fans 


THE    WORKS    OF   YOUNG. 


As  men,  as  Britnrts,  and  as  foldiers,  mourn  ; 
'Tis  dauntlefs,  loyal,  virtuous  Beaticlerk's  urn. 
Sweet  were  his  manners,  as  his  foul  was  great ,. 
And  ripe  his  worth,  though  immature  his  fate  j 
Each  tender  g'ace  that  joy  and  love  infpires, 
Living,  he  mingled  with  his  martial  fires  : 
Dying,  he  bid  Britannia's  thunders  roar; 
Aid  Spain  ftill  felt  him,  when  he  brcath'd  no  more. 

EPITAPH 

AT  WF.LWTN,    HERTFORDSHIRE. 

IF  fond  of  what  is  rare,  attend  I 
Here  lies  an  bsnejl  mant 

Of  perfect  piety, 

Of  lamblike  patience, 

My  friend,  James  Barker  ; 

To  whom  I  pay  this  mean  memorial, 

For  what  deferves  the  greateft. 

A"  example 
Which  fhone  through  all  the  clouds  of  fortune, 

Induttricus  in  low  eftate, 

The  leffon  and  reproach  of  thofe  above  him. 

To  lay  this  little  ftone 

Is  my  ambition; 

While    others    rear 

The  polifii'd  marbles  of  the  great '. 

Vain  pomp ! 
A  turf  o'er  virtue  charms  us  more. 

E.  y.  1749- 

A  LETTER  TO  MR.  TICKELL. 

$ccij\onEd  ly  the  Death   of  the  Right   Eonotirabls  Jo~ 
fepb  Slddi:ion,  £fy.  1719. 

«  —  Tu  nunc  eris  alter  ab  illo."  VIRG. 

P  LONG  with  me  in  Oxford  groves  confin'd, 
In  focial  arts  and.  facred  friendfhip  join'd  ; 
Fai;;  Ills'  forrow,and  fair  Ids'  boaft, 
Loft  from  her  fide,  but.  fortunately  loft ; 
Thy  wonted  aid,  my  dear  companion  !  bring, 
A"d  teach  me  thy  departed  friend  to  ling  : 
A  darling  theme  !  once  powerful  to  infpire, 
And  now  to  melt,  the  mules'  mournful  choir: 
Kow,  a'nd  now  firft,  we  freely  dare  commend 
Jiis  modeft  worth,  nor  (ball  our  praiie  offend. 

Early  he  bioc-m'-d  amid  the  learned  train., 
And  ravifh'd  Ifis  liften'd  to  his  iVrain. 
See,  fee,  {he  cry'd,  old  Maro's  mule  appears, 
"Wak'd  from,  her  fluniber  of  two  choufand  years  : 

Charles  the  Zefond.  He  was  born  in  tie  )  ear  LJ.ll  ; 
and,  btin%  regularly  bred  to  the  feafirvfci-y  in  173!  he. 
*uas  appointed  to  the  command  of  his  majfjly' s  Jbiy.  t'ue 
Jjudlatu  Cafile  ;  and  he  commanded  tie  Prince  Frede 
rick  at  *IT  attack  of  the  harbour  of  Cartbagena,  March 
This  young  nobleman  ivas  one  of  the  mojl 
cwnmanders  in  the  king* s  fir-vice.  Wb:n  on 
'be  defperaie  attack  of  the  cajlls  of  BQCCCL  Cbica,  at  ihe 
entrance  of  the  faitl  harbour,  he  lojt  his  life,  bt-th  his  k'gs 
bei"gSyfl  Jbot  cjf*  T.heprofffartoftJ^e  Jnfcrifctitn  en 
j^is  monument,  -u-as  tie  production  of.  Airs.  Mary  ^fcncs 
of  Oxford  i  'who  alfo  ivrote  a  pae-in  on  his  death,  frint- 
<ii  in  icr  Mifoeljaamr,  Sfy,  1  75 1, 


Her  finiih'd  charms  to  Addifon  fiie  bring.*, 
Thinks  in  his  thought,  and  in  his  numbers  (ings 
All  read  tranfported  his  pure  claffic  page; 
Read,  and  forget  their  climate  and  their  age. 

The  ftate,  when  now  his  rifing  fame  was  known, 
Th'  unrivall'd  genius  challeng'd  for  her  own, 
Nor  would  that  one,  for  fcenes  of  action  ftrong, 
Should  let  a  life  evaporate  in  fong. 
As  health  and  ftrength  the  brighteft  charms  dif- 

penfe, 

Wit  is  the  bloffom  of  the  foundeft  fenfe  : 
Yet  few,  how 'few,  with  lofty  thoughts  infpir'd. 
With  quicknefs  pointed,  and  with  rapture  fir'd, 
In  conlcious  pride  their  own  importance  find, 
Blind  to  themfelves,  as  rhe  hard  world  is  blind  I 
Wit  they  efteem  a  gay  but  worthlefs  power, 
The  ilight  amufement  of  a  leiiure  hour ; 
Unmindful  that,  conceal'd  from  vulgar  eyes, 
Majefiic  wifdom  wears  the  bright  dif^uife. 

Poor  Dido  fondled  thus,  with  idle  joy, 
Dread  Cupid,  lurking  in  the  Trojan  boy  ; 
Lightly  fhe  toy'd  and  trifled  with  his  charms, 
And  kne,w  not  that  a  gcd  was  in  her  arms. 

Who  greateft  excellence  of  thought,  could  boaft, 
In  action,  too,  have  been  diftinguifh'd  moft  : 
This  Summers  knew,  and  Addifoh  lent  forth 
From  the  malignant  regions  of  the  north, 
To  be  matur'd  in  more  indulgent  ikies, 
Where  all  the  vigour  of  the  foul  can  rife  ; 
Through  wanner  veins  where  i'prightlicr  -fpirha 

run, 

And  fenfe  enliven'd  fparklcs  in  the  fun. 
With  fecret  pain  the  prudent  patriot  gave, 
The  hopes  of  Britain  to  the  roiling  wave, 
Anxious,  the  charge  to  all  the  ftars  refign'd, 
And  plac'd  a  confidence  in  fea  and  wind. 

Auibnia  fcon  receiv'd  her  wondering  guefta 
And  equal  wonder  in  her  turn  conftiVci, 
To  fee  her  fervours  rivall'd  by  the  pole, 
Her  h:ftre  beaming  from  a  northern  foul : 
'In  like  furprife  was  her  ./Eneas  loft, 
To  find  his  piclure  grace  a  foreign  coaft. 

Now  the  wide  field  of  Europe  he  furvey?, 
Compares   her   kings,   her  thrones   and   empires 

weighs, 

In  ripen'd  judgment  and  confummate  thought; 
Great  v;ork  1  by  Naflau's  favour  cheaply  bought, 

He  now  returns  to  Britain  a  fupport, 
Wife  in  her  fenate,  graceful  in  her  court ; 
And,  when  the  public  welfare  would  permit, 
The  fource  of  learning,  and  the  foul  of  wit. 
O  Warwjck  !  (whom  the  mufe  is  fond  to  name, 
And  kindles,  confcious  of  her  future  theme) 
O  Warwick  !   by  divine  contagion  bright  ! 
How  early  dldft  thou  catch  his  radiant  light  !• 
By  him  infpir'd,  how  Ihine  before  thy  time, 
And  leSYC  thy  years,  and  leap  into  thy  prime  I 

On  feme  warm  bank,  thus,  fortunately  born, 
A  rofe-bud  opens  to  a  Cummer's  morn, 
Full  blown  ere  noon  her  fragrant  pride  difplays3 
And  fnows  th'  abundance  of  her  purple  rays. 

Wit,  as  her  bays,  was  once  a  barren  tree; 
We  now,  furpris'd,  her  fruitful  branches  fee  5 
Or,  orange-like,  till  his  aufpicicus  time 
It  g*"ew  indeed^  but  fjiiver'd  in  our  clime; 
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9e  firft  the  plant  to  richer  gardens  led, 
Vnd  fix'd,  indulgent,  in  a  warmer  bed  : 
The  nation,  pleas'd,  enjoys  the  rich  produce, 
Lnd  gathers  from  her  ornament  her  ufe. 

Wher>  loofe  from  public  cares  the  grove  he  fought, 
tnd  fill'd  the  leifure  interval  with  thought, 
'he  various  labours  of  his  eafy  page, 
L  chance  amufement,  polifli'd  half  an  age. 
leyond  this  truth  old  bards  could  fcarce  invent, 
Vho  duril  to  frame  a  world  by  accident. 

What  he  has  fang,  how  early,  and  how  well, 
'he  Thames  fhall  boaft,  and  Roman  Tiber  tell, 
k.  glory  more  fublime  remains  in  {tore, 
ince  fuch  his  talents,  that  he  fung  no  more. 

No  fuller  proof  of  power  th'  Almighty  gave, 
flaking  the  fea,  than  curbing  her  proud  wave- 

Nought  can  the  genius  of  his  works  tranfcend, 
lut  their  fair  purpofe  and  important  end ; 
"o  roufe  the  war  for  injur'd  Europe's  laws, 
'o  fteel  the  patriot  in  great  Brunlwick's  caufe ; 
Vith  virtue's  charms  to  kindle  facred  love, 
)r  paint  th'  eternal  bowers  of  blifs  above. 
Mere  had  ft  thou  room,  great  Author  !  where 

to  roll 

'he  mighty  theme  of  an  immortal  foul  ?  [brought 
'hrough  paths  unknown,  unbeaten,  whence  were 
'hy  proofs  fo  ftrongfor  immaterial  thought? 
)ne  let  me  join,  all  other  may  excel, 

How  could  a  mortal  effence  think  fo  well  ?" 

But  why  fo  large  in  the  great  writer's  praife? 
/lore  lofty  fubjedls  fhould  my  numbers  raife; 
i  him  (illuftricus  rivalry  '.)   contend 
he  flatciman,  patriot,  Chriftian,  and  the  friend  1 


His  glory  fuch,  it  borders  on  difgrace 
To  fay  he  fung  the  beft  of  human  race. 

In  joy  once  join'd,  in  forrow  now  for  years. 
Partner  in  grief,  and  brother  of  my  tears, 
Tickell !  accept  this  verfe,  thy  mournful  due; 
Thou  farther  fhalt  the  facred  theme  puriue  ; 
And,  as  thy  ftrain  defcribes  the  matchlefs  man, 
Thy  life  fhall  fecond  what  thy  mufc  began. 
Though  i'weet  the  numbers,  though  a  tire  divine 
Dart  through  the  whole,  and  burn  in  every  line. 
Who  ftrives  not  for  that  excellence  he  draws, 
Is  ftain'd  by  fame,  and  fuffers  from  applaufc. 

But  ha  e  to  thy  illuftrious  talk  ;  prepare 
The  noble  work  well  fruited  to  thy  care, 
*  The  gift  bcqueath'd  by  Addifon's  command, 
To  Craggs  made  facred  by  his  dying  hand. 
CollecT:  the  labours,  join  the  various  rays, 
The  fcatter'd  light  in  one  united  blaze ; 
Then  bear  to  him  fo  true,  fo  truly  lov'd, 
In  life  diftinguifh'd,  and  in  death  approv'd, 
Th'  immortal  legacy.     He  hangs  a-while 
In  generous  anguifh  o'er  the  glorious  pile ; 
With  anxious  pleaftire  the  known  page  reviews, 
And  the  dear  pledge  with  falling  tears  bedews. 
What  though  thy  tears,  pour'd  o'er  thy  godlikt 

friend, 

Thy  other  cares  for  Britain's  weal  fnfpend  ? 
Think  not,.  O  patriot !  while  thy  eyes  o'erflow, 
Thofe  cares  iufpended  for  a  private  woe  ; 
Thy  love  to  him  is  to  thy  country  fhown  ; 
He  mourns  for  her,  who  mourns  for  Addifon. 

*    The  publication  cf  bis  ivorfa. 
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!  immortal  in  far  more  than  fame  ! 
e  thou  illuftrious  in  far  more  than  power, 
rreat  things  are  fmall  when  greater  rife  to  view, 
'hough  ftation'd  high,   and  prcfs'd  with  public 

cares, 

lifdain  not  to  perufe  my  ferious  fong, 
Vhich  peradventure  may  pufh  by  the  world  : 
'f  a  few  moments  rob  Britannia's  weal, 
tnd  leave  Europa's  ccunfels  lefs  mature ! 
or  thou  art  noble,  and  the  theme  is  great. 
Nor  fhall  or  Europe  or  Britannia  blame 
"June  abi'ent  ear,  tut  g.ai«  by  th«  dejay. 


Long  vers'd  in  fenates  and  in  cabinets, 
States'  intricate  demands  and  high  debates  i 
As  thou  of  ufe  to  thofe,  fo  this  to  thee ; 
And  in  a  point  that  empire  far  outweighs, 
That  far  outweighs  all  Europe's  thrones  in  one.' 
Let  greatnefs  prove  its  title  to  be  great. 
*Tis  power's  fupreme  prerogative  to  {lamp 
On  cther^s  minds  an  image  of  its  own. 
Bend  the  ftrong  influence  of  high  place,  to  ftcm 
The  dream  that  fweeps  away  the  country's  weal ; 
The  Stygian  ftream,  the  torrent  of  our  guilr. 
Far  as  thou  msy'il  give  life  to  virtue's  caufe; 
D  iiij 
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]Let  not  the  ties  of  perfonal  regard 
Betray  the  nation's  truft  to  feeble  hands : 
Let  not  fomented  flames  of  private  picjue 
Prey  on  the  vitals  of  the  public  good : 
]Let  not  our  flreets  with  blafphemies  refound, 
!Nor  lewdnefs  whiiper  where  the  laws  can  reach  : 
Let  not  beft  laws,  the  wifdom  of  our  fires, 
Turn  fatires  on  their  funk  degenerate  fons, 
The  baftards  of  their  blood  !  and  ferve  no  point 
But,  with  more  emphafis  to  call  them  fools  : 
Let  not  our  rank  enormities  unhinge 
^Britannia's  welfare  from  divine  fupport. 

Such  deeds  the  minifter,  the  prince,  adorn  ; 
2No  power  is  fhown  but  in  fuch  deeds  as  thefe  : 
.All,  all  i«  impotence  hut  adling  right ;       [power  ? 
And  where's  the  ftatefman  but  would  fhow  his 
To  prince  and  people  thou,  of  equal  zeal ! 
Be  it  henceforward  but  thy  fecond  care 
To  grace  thy  country,  and  fupport  the  throne : 
Though  this  fupported,  that  adorn'd  fo  well, 
A  throne  fuoerior  our  firft  homage  claims.; 
To  Czefar'rt  Czefar  our  firft  tribute  due : 
A  tribute  which,  unpaid,  makes  fpecious  wrong 
And  fplenHid  facrilege  of  all  betide  : 
Jlluftrious  followers  ;  we  muft  firft  be  juft; 
And  what  fo  juft  as  awe  for  the  Supreme  ? 
Lefs  fear  we  rugged  ruffians  of  the  north, 
Than  virtue's  well-clad  rebels  nearer  home ; 
JL^efs  Loyola's  difguis'd,  all  aping  fons, 
Than  traitors  lurking  in  our  appetites; 
Lefs  all  the  legions  Seine  and  Tagus  fend, 
Than  unrein'd  paffions  rufhing  on  our  peace  : 
Yon  favage  mountaineers  are  tame  to  thefe. 
Againft  thofe  rioters  fend  forth  the  laws, 
And  break  to  reafon's  yoke  their  wild  careers. 

Prudence  for  all  things  points  the  proper  hour, 
Though  fome  feem  more  importunate  and  great. 
^Though    Britain's  generous   views  and   interefts 

fpread 

Beyond  the  narrow  circle  of  her  mores, 
And  their  grand  entries  make  on  diftant  lands ; 
Though  Britain's  genius  the  wide  wave  beftrides, 
And,  like  a  vaft  Coloffus,  towering  ftands 
With  one  foot  planted  on  the  continent ; 
"Yet  be  not  wholly  wrapp'd  in  public  cares, 
Though  fuch  high  cares  fhould  call  as  call'd  of  late ; 
The  caufe  of  kings  and  emperors  adjourn, 
And  Europe's  little  balance  drop  a  while ; 
for  greater  drop  it :  ponder  and  adjnft 
The  rival  interefls  and  contending  claims 
Of  life  and  death,  of  now  ard  of  for  ever ; 
Sublimeft  theme  ;  and  neediul  as  fublime. 
Thus  great  Eliza's  oracles  renown'd, 
Thus  Walfingham  and  Raleigh  (Britain's  boafts  !) 
Thus  every  ftatefman  thought  that  ever — dyd. 
^There's  infpiration  in  a  fable  hour, 
And  death's  approach  makes  politicians  wife. 

When,  thundcrftruck,  that  eagle  Wolfey  fell; 
"When  royal  favour,  as  an  ebbing  fca, 
Like  a  leviathan,  his  grandeur  left, 
His  grafping  grandeur  !  naked  on  the  ftrand, 
Jtfaked'of  human,  doubtful  of  divine, 
Affiftance  ;  no  more  wallowing  in  his  wealth, 
"Spouting  proud  foams  of  infolence  no  more, 
Qn  what,  then,  imote  bis  heart,  uncaroinaj'd, 


And  funk  beneath  the  level  of  a  man  ? 

On  the  grand  article,  the  fum  of  thing*  ! 

The  point  of  the  firft  magnitude  !  that  point 

Tubes  mounted  in  a  court,  but  rarely  reach  j 

Some  painted  cloud  ftill  intercepts  their  fight. 

Firft  right  to  judge;  then  choofc  ;  then  perfcvere, 

Stedfaft,  as  if  a  crown  or  miftrefs  call'd.— 

Thefe,  thefe  arc  politics  will  ftand  the  teft, 

When  finer  politics  their  matters  fting, 

And  ftatefmen  fain  would  fhrink  to  common  men. 

Thefe,  thefe  are  politics  will  anfwer  now, 

(When  common  men  would  fain  to  ftatefmen  fwell) 

Beyond  a  MachiaveVs  or  Tencin's  fchemc, 

All  fafety  refts  on  honeft  counfels :  thefe 

Immortalize  the  ftatefman,  blefs  the  ftate, 

Make  the  prince  triumph,  and  the  people  fmil$; 

In  peace  rever'd,  or  terrible  in  arms, 

Ciofe-leagued  with  an  invincible  ally, 

Which  honeft  counfels  never  fail  to  fix 

In  favour  of  an  unabandon'd  land  ; 

A  land — that  ftarts  at  fuch  a  land  as  this, 

A  parliament,  fo  principled,  will  fink 

All  ancient  fchools  of  empire  in  difgrace, 

And  Britain's  glory,  rifing  from  the  dead, 

Will  fill  the  world,  loud  fame's  fuperior  fongv 

Britain  !— that  word  pronounc'd  is  an  alarm; 
It  warms  the  blood,  though  frozen  in  our  veins  j 
Awakes  the  foul,  and  fends  her  to  the  field, 
Enamour'd  of  the  glorious  face  of  death. 
Britain  !— there's  noble  magic  in  the  found. 
O  what  illuftrious  images  arife  ! 
Embattled,  round  me,  blaze  the  pomps  of  war ! 
By  lea,  by  land,  at  home,  in  foreign  climes, 
What  full-blown  laurels  on  our  father's  brows! 
Ye  radiant  trophies !  and  imperial  fpoils  1 
Ye  fcenes  !-—  aftonilhing  to  modern  fight ! 
Let  me,  at  leaft,  enjoy  you  in  a  dream. 
Why  vanifli  ?  Stay,  ye  godlike  ftrangers !  flay. 
Strangers  '—-I  wrong  my  countrymen  .  they  wake; 
High  beats  the  pulfe  :  the  noble  pulfe  of  war 
Beats  to  that  ancient  meafure,  that  grand  march 
Which  then  prevail'd,  when  Britain  higheil  foar'd, 
And  every  battle  paid  for  heroes  flain. 
No  more  our  great  forefathers  ftain  our  cheeks 
With  blufhes ;  their  renown  our  fhame  no  more. 
In  military  garb,  and  fudden  arms, 
Up  ftarts  Old  Britain  ;  crofiers  are  laid  by ; 
Trade  wields  the  fword,  and  agriculture  leaves 
Her  half- turn'd  furrow:  other  harvefts  fire 
A  nobler  avarice,  avarice  of  renown  ! 
And  laurels  are  the  growth  of  every  field. 
In  diftant  courts  is  our  commotion  felt ; 
And  lefs  like  gods  fit  monarchs  on  their  thrones* 
What  arm  can  want  or  finews  or  fuccefs, 
Which,  lifted  from  an  honeft  heart,  defcends, 
With  all  the  weight  of  Britifh  wrath,  to  cleave 
The  papal  mitre,  or  the  Gallic  chain, 
At  every  ftroke,  and  fave  a  finking  land  ? 

Or  death  or  victory  nruft  be  refolv'd ; 
To  dream  of  mercy,  O  how  tame !  how  mad ! 
Where,  o'er  black  deeds  the  crucifix  difplay'd 
Fools  think  heaven  purchas'd  by  the  blood  they 

fhed; 

By  giving,  not  fupporting,  pains  and  death  ! 
,  Nor  fimple  death  !  *  where  they  the    reateft  faints 
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Who  mcft  fubdue  all  tendernefs  of  heart ; 
Students  in  torture  !  where,  in  zeal  to  him, 
Whofe  darling  title  is  The  Prince  of  Peace, 
The  bed  turn  ruthlefs  butchers  for  our  Cakes; 
To  fave  us  in  a  world  they  recommend, 
And  yet  forbear,  themfelvcs  with  earth  content : 
What  modefty ! — fuch  virtues  Rome  adorn  ! 
And  chiefly  thofe  who  Rome's  firfl  honours  wear, 
Whofe  name  from  Jefus,  and  whofe   hearts  from 

hell ! 

And  fliall  a  Pope-bred  princeling  crawl  afhore, 
Replete  with  venom,  guiltlcfs  of  a  fling,    [fcrap'd 
And  whittle  cut-throats,  with  thofe  fword*  that 
Their  barren  rocks  for  wretched  fuftenance, 
To  cut  his  paffage  to  the  Britifli  throne  ? 
One  that  has  fuck'd  in  malice  with  his  milk, 
Malice  to  Britain,  liberty,  and  truth  ? 
Lefs  favage  was  his  brother-robber's  nurfe, 
The  howling  nurfe  of  plundering  Romulus, 
Ere  yet  far  worfe  than  Pagan  harbour'd  there. 

Hail  to  the  brave  !  be  Britain  Britain  ftill : 
Britain  !  high  favour*  d  of  indulgent  heaven  I 
Nature's  anointed  emprefs  of  the  deep! 
The  nurfe  of  merchants,  who  can  purchafe  crowns ! 
Supreme  in  commerce  !  that  exuberant  fource 
Of  wealth,  the  nerve  of  war;  of  wealth,  the  blood, 
The  circling  current  in  a  nation's  veins, 
To  fet  high  bloom  on  the  fair  face  of  peace  ! 
This  once  fo  celebrated  feat  of  power, 
From  which  efcap'd  the  mighty  Csefar  triumph'd! 
Of  Gallic  lilies  this  eternal  blaft  ! 
This  terror  of  armadas  !  this  true  bolt 
Ethereal-temper'd,  to  reprefs  the  vain 
Salmon  can  thunders  from  the  papal  chair  !  [awe  ! 
This  fmaU  ifle  wide-realm'd  monarchs  eye  with 
"Which  fays  to  their  ambition's  foaming  waves, 
"  Thus  far,  not  farther  1" — Let  her  hold,  in  life, 
Nought  dear  disjoin'd  from  freedom  and  renown ; 
Renown,  our  anceftors'  great  legacy, 
To  be  tranfmitted  to  their  hteft  fons. 
By  thoughts  inglorious,  and  un-Britiih  deeds, 
Their  cancell'd  will  is  impioufly  profan'd, 
Inhumanly  difturb'd  their  facred  duft. 

Their  facred  duft  with  recent  laurels  crown, 
By  your  own  valour  won.     This  facred  ifle, 
Cut  from  the  continent,  that  world  of  flaves; 
This  temple  built  by  heaven's  peculiar  care, 
In  a  recels  from  the  contagious  world, 
With  ocean  pour'd  around  it  for  its  guard  ; 
And  dedicated,  long,  to  liberty,  [life  ! 

That  health,  that   ftrength,  that  bloom,  of  civil 
This  temple  of  ftill  more  divine  ;  of  faith 
Sifted  from  errors,  purify'dby  flames, 
Like  gold,  to  take  anew  truth's  heavenly  ftamp, 
And  (rifing  both  in  luftre  and  in  weight) 
With  her  blefs'd  mafter's  unmaim'd  image  fhine  ; 
Why  fhould  Ihe  longer  droop  ?  why  longer  aft 
As  an  accomplice  with  the  plots  of  Rome  ? 
Why  longer  lend  an  edge  to  Bourbon's  fword, 
And  give  him  leave,  among  his  daftard  troops, 
To  mufter  that  ftrong  fuccour,  Albion's  crimes  ? 
Send  his  felf-impotent  ambition  aid, 
And  crown  the  conqueft  of  her  fierceft  foes  ? 
Where  are  her  foes  moft  fatal  ?  Blufliing  truth, 
t[  In  her  friends'  vices," — wiih  a  figh  replies. 


Empire  on  virtue's  rock  unfhaken  ftands ; 
Flux  as  the  billows,  when  in  vice  diffolv'd. 
If  heaven  reclaims  us  by  the  foourge  of  war, 
What  thanks  are  due  to  Paris  and  Madrid  ? 
Would  they  a  revolution  ? — Aid  their  aim, 
But  be  the  revolution — in  our  hearts!  [bark, 

Would'ft  thou  (whofe  hand  is  at  the  helm)  the 
Thefhaken  bark  of  Britain,  (hould  out-ride 
The  prefect  blaft,  and  every  future  ftorm  ? 
Give  it  that  balaft  which  alone  has  weight 
With  him  whom  wind,  and  waves,  and  war, obey. 
Perfift.     Are  others  fubtle  ?  thou  be  wife  : 
Above  the  Florentine's  court-fcience  raife  ; 
Stand  forth  a  patriot  of  the  moral  world  ; 
The  pattern,  and  the  patron,  of  the  juft  : 
Thus  ftrengthen  Britain's  military  ftrength ; 
Give  its  own  terror  to  the  fword  fh.e  draws. 
Aik  you,  "  What  mean  I  ?" — The  moft  obvious 

truth  ; 

Armies  and  fleets  alone  ne'er  won  the  day. 
When  our  proud  arms  are  once  difarm'd,  difarm'i 
Of  aid  from  him  by  whom  the  mighty  fall; 
Of  aid  from  him  by  whom  the  feeble  ftand  ; 
Who  takes  away  the  keeneft  edge  of  battle, 
Or  gives  the  fword  commiflion  to  deftroy  ; 
Who  blafts,  or  bids  the  martial  laurel  bloom— 
Emafculated,  then,  moft  manly  might ; 
Or,  though  the  might  remains,  it  nought  avails : 
Then  wither'd  weaknefs  foils  the  finewy  arm 
Of  man's  meridian  and  high-hearted  power  : 
Our  naval  thunders,  and  our  tented  fields 
With  travelled  banners  fanning  fouthern  climes, 
What  do  they  ?  This ;  and  more  what  can  they  do  ? 
When  heap'd  the  meafure  of  a  kingdom's  crimes. 
The  prince  moft  dauntlefs,  the  firft  plume  of  war, 
By  fuch  bold  inroads  into  foreign  lauds, 
Such  elongation  of  our  armaments, 
But  ftretches  out  the  guilty  nation's  neck, 
While  heaven  commands  her  executioner, 
Some  lefs  abandon'd  nation,  to  difcharge 
Her  full-ripe  vengeance  in  a  final  blow, 
And  tell  the  world, "  Not  ftrong  is  human  ftrength ; 
"  And  that  the  proudeft  empire  holds  of  heaven." 

O  Britain  !  often  refcued,  often  crown'd, 
Beyond  thy  merit  and  moft  fanguine  hopes, 
With  all  that's  great  in  war,  or  fweet  in  peace ! 
Know  from  what  fource  thy  fignal  bleffings  flow, 
Though  blefs'd  with  fpirits  ardent  in  the  field, 
Though  cover'd  various  oceans  with  thy  fleets, 
Though  fenc'd  with  roc^s,  and  moated  by  the 

main, 

Thy  truft  repofe  in  a  far  ftronger  guard  ; 
In  him,  who  thee,  though  naked,  could  defend  ; 
Though   weak,  could   ftrengtheu ;  ruin'd,  could 
reftore. 

How  oft,  to  tell  what  arm  defends  thine  ifle, 
To  guard  her  welfare,  and  yet  check  her  pride, 
Have  the  winds  fnatchd  the  victory  from  war  ? 
Or,  rather,  won  the  day,  when  war  defpair'd  ? 
How  oft  has  providential  fuccour  aw'd, 
Aw'd  while  it  blefs'd  us,  confcious  of  our  guilt ; 
Struck  dead  all  confidence  in  human  aid, 
And,  while  we  triumph'd,  made  us  tremble  too  ! 

Well  may  we  tremble  now ;  what  manners 
reign  I 
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But  wherefore  aflc  we,  when  a  true  reply  [events 
Would  (hock  too  much  ?  Kind  heaven  !  avert 
Whofe  fatal  nature  might  reply  too  plain  1 
Heaven's  half-bar'd  arm  of  vengeance  has  been 

wav'd 

In  northern  flues,  and  pointed  to  the  fouth. 
Vengeance  delay'd  but  gathers  and  ferments ; 
More  formidably  blackens  in  the  wind  ; 
Brews  deeper  draughts  of  unrelenting  wrath, 
And  higher  charges  the  fufpended  ftorm. 

"  That  public  vice  portends  a  public  fall"— • 
Is  this  conjecture  of  adventurous  thought ! 
Of  pious  coward's  pulpit-cufhion'd  dream ; 
Far  from  it.     This  is  certain  ;  this  is  fate. 
What  fays  experience,  in  her  awful  chair 
Of  ages,  her  authentic  annals  fpread 
Around  her  ?  What  fays  reafon  eagle-eyed  ? 
Nay,  what  fays  common  fenfe,  with  common  care 
V.'     ;hing  events,  and  caufes,  in  her  fcale  ? 
All  give  one  verdict,  one  decifion  fign; 
An-1  this  the  fentence  Delphos  could  not  mend  : 
"  Whatever  fecondary  props  may  rife 
"  From  politics,  to  build  the  public  peace, 
"  The  bafis  h  the  manners  of  the  land. 
"  When  rotten  thefe,  the  politician's  wiles 
"  But  flruggle  with  deftrudion,  as  a  child 
"  With  giant  huge,  or  giants  with  a  Jove. 
"  The  Itatcfman'sarts  to  conjure  up  a  peace, 
*'   Or  military  phantoms  void  of  force, 
*'  But  fcare  away  the  vultures  for  an  hour ; 
"  The  fcent  cadaverous  (for,  oh  !  how  rank 
"  The  ftench  of  profligates!)  foon  lures   them 

"  back; 

<{  On  the  proud  flutter  of  a  Gallic  wing 
*c  Soon  they  return;  icon  make  their  fulldefcent; 
"  Soon  glut  their  rage,  and  riot  in  our  ruin  ; 
"  Their  idols  grac'd  and  gorgeous  with  our  fpoils, 
"  Of  uniterfal  empire  fure  prefage  ! 
*'  Till  now  repelled  by  fcas  of  Britifli  blood." 

And  whence  the  manners  of  the  multitude  ? 
The  colours  of  their  manners,  black  or  fair, 
Falls  from  above ;  from  the  complexion  falls 
Of  date  Othellos,  or  white  men  in  power  : 
And  from  the  greater  height  example  falls, 
Greater  the  weight,  and  deeper  its  impref* 
In  ranks  inferior,  paffive  to  the  ftroke  : 
From  the  court-mint,  of  hearts  the  current  coin, 
The  pupil  preffep,  hut  the  pattern  drives. 
What  bonds  then,  bonds  how  manifold, and  ftrong 
To  duty,  double  duty,  are  tiie  great ! 
And  are  there  Samfpnsthat  can  burft  them  all  ? 
Yes ;  and  great  minds  that  ftand  in  need  of  none, 
Whofe   pulfe  beats  virtues,  and  whole  generous 

blood 

Aids  mental  motives  to  pufh  on  renown, 
In  emulation  of  their  glorious  fires, 
From  whom  rolls  down  the  confecrated  ftream. 

Some  fow  good  feeds  in  the  glad  people's  hearts, 
Some  curfed  tares,  like  Satan  in  the  text : 
This  makes  a  foe  mofl  fatal  to  the  ftate ; 
A  foe  who  (like  a  wizard  in  his  cell) 
In  hie  dark  cabinet  of  crooked  fchemes, 
Reitmbliiig  Cuma's  gloomy  grot,  the  forge 
Of  boailed  oracles,  and  real  lies, 
(Aided,  perhaps,  by  fecond-fighted 


French  Magi,  relics  riding  pofl  from 

A  Gothic  hero  *  rifing  from  the  dead, 

And  changing  for  fpruce  plaid  his  dirty  fhroud^ 

With  fuccour  fuitable  from,  lower  ftill) 

A  foe  who,  thefe  concurring  to  the  charm, 

Excites  thofe  florms  that  (hall  o'erturn  the  ftate, 

Rend  up  her  ancient  honours  by  the  root, 

And  lay  the  boaft  of  ages,  the  rever'd 

Of  nations,  the  dear-bought  with  fumlefs  wealth 

And  blood  illuftrious,  (fpite  of  her  La  Hogues, 

Her  Creffeys,  and  her  Blenheims)  in  the  duft. 

How  muft    this  flrike   a  horror  through  the 

breaft, 
Through  every  generous  breaft   where   honour 

reigns, 

Through  every  breaft  where  honour  claims  a  fhare  ! 
Yes,  and  through  every  breaft  of  honour  void  ! 
This  thought  might  animate  the  dregs  of  men  ; 
Ferment  them  into  fpirit  ;  give  them  fire 
To  fight  the  caufe,  the  black  opprobrious  caufe, 
Foul  core  of  all  !   corruption  at  our  hearts. 
What  wreck  of  empire  has  the  ftrearn  of  time 
Swept,  with  her  vices,  from  the  mountain  height 
Of  grandeur,  deify'd  by  half  mankind, 
To  dark  oblivion's  melancholy  lake, 
Or  flagrant  infamy's  eternal  brand  ! 
Thofe  names,  at  which  furrounding  nations  fhook, 
I'hofe  names  ador'd,  a  nuifancc  !  or  forget  ! 
Nor  this  the  caprice  of  a  doubtful  dye, 
But  natute's  courfc  ;  no  fingle  chance  againft  it. 

For  know,  my  Lord  !   'tis  writ  in  adamant, 
'Tis  fixt.  as  is  the  bafis  of  the  world, 
Whofe  kingdoms  ftand  or  fall  by  the  decree. 
What  law  thefe  eyes,  furpris'd  ?  —  Yet  why  fur- 

pris'd  ?  — 

For  aid  divine  the  crifis  feem'd  to  call, 
And  how  divine  was  the  monition  given  ! 
As  late  1  walk'd  the  night  in  troubled  thought, 
My  peace  difturb'd  by  rumours  from  the  north, 
While  thuTider,  o'er  my  head,  portentous,  roll'd, 
As  giving  fignal  of  fome  ttrange  event, 
And  ocean  groan'd  beneath  for  her  he  lov'd, 
Albion  the  fair!  fo  long  his  empire's  queen, 
Whofe  reign  is,'  now,  contefted  by  her  foes, 
On  her  white  cliffs  (a  tablet  broad  and  bright,  • 
Strongly  reflecting  the  pale  lunar  ray) 
By  fate's  own  iron  pen  I  faw  it  writ, 
And  thus  the  title  ran  : 

THE  STATESMAN'S  CREED. 

1  YE  ftates  !  and  empires  !  nor  of  empires  leaft, 

Though  leaft  in  fize;  hear,  Britain!  thou  whofe 

(  Whole  final  lot  is  in  the  balance  laid,  [lot, 

'  Irrefolutely  play  the  doubtful  fcales, 

'  Nor  know'ft  thou  which  will  win.—  Know  then 

"  from  me, 
1  As  gevern'd  well  or  ill,  ftates  fink  or  rife  : 
{  State-minifters,  as  upright  or  corrupt, 
'  Are  balm  or  poifon  in  a  nation's  veins; 
Health  or  diftemper  ;  haften  or  retard 
The  period  of  her  pride,  her  day  of  doom  : 
And  though,  for  reafons  obvious  to  the  wife 


The  invader  of  efts  ike  cba  ra&er  of  CLarlts 
f  Sweden* 
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*'  Juft  Providence  deals  otherwife  with  men, 
"   Yet  believe,  Britons  :  nor  too  late  believe, 
"  Tis  fix'd  !   by  fate  irrevocably  fix'd  ! 
"  Virtue  and  vice  are  empire's  life  and  death." 

Thus  it  is  written — Heard  you  not  a  groan  ? 
Is  Britain  on  her  death-bed  ? — No,  that  groan 
Was  utter 'd  by  her  foes — But  foon  the  fcale, 
If  this  divine  monition  is  defpis'd, 
May  turn  againft  us,     Read  it,  ye  who  rule  ! 
With  reverence  read;  with  ftedfaftnefs  believe; 
With  courage  a6l  as  fuch  belief  infpires  ; 
Then  fliall  your  glory  ftand  like  fate's  decree  j 
Then  fliall  your  name  in  adamant  be  writ, 
In  records  that  defy  the  tooth  of  time, 
By  nations  fav'd,  refounding  your  applaufe.    [bafe, 

While   deep  beyond  your   monument's  proud 
fn  black  oblivion's  kennel,  fhall  be  trod 
*Their  execrable  names,  who,  high  in  power, 
And  deep  in  guilt,  moft  ominoufly  fhine, 
(The  meteors  of  the  ftate  !)  give  vice  her  head, 
To  licenfe  lewd  let  look  the  public  rein  ; 
.Quench  every  fpark  of  confcience  in  the  land, 
And  triumph  in  the  profligate's  applaufe  : 
Or  who  to  the  firfl  bidder  fell  their  fouU, 
Their  country  fell,  fell  all  their  fathers  bought 
With  funds  exhaufted  and  exhaufled  veins, 
To  demons,  by  his  Holinefsortlain'd 
To  propagate  the  gofpel— penn'd  at  Rome; 
Hawk'd  through  the  world  by  confecrated  bulls ; 
And  how  illudratcd  ? — by  Smithfield  flames : 
Who  plunge  (but  not  like  Curtius)  down  the  gulf, 
l}own  narrow-minded  felf  s  voracious  gulf, 
Which  gapes,  and  fwallows^all  they  fworetofave: 
Hate  all  that  lifted  heroes  into  gods. 
And  hug  the  horrors  of  a  victor's  chain  : 
Of  bodies  politic  that  deftjn'd  hell, 
Infii&ed  here,  fmce  here  their  beings  end; 
And  fail  from  foesdetefted  and  defpis'd, 
On  disbelievers — of  the  ftatefman's  creed. 

Note,  here,  my  Lord  (annote  .  yet  it  lies 
By  moft,  or  all)  thefe  truths  political 
Serve  more  than  public  ends  :  this  creed  of  Hates 
Seconds,  aud  irrefiftibly  fupports, 
The  Chriftian  creed.  Are  you  furpris'd? — Attend; 
And  on  the  flatefmen's  bpild  a  nobler  name. 

This  punctual  juftice  exercis'd  on  dates, 
With  which  authentic  chronicle  abounds, 
As  all  men  know,  and  therefore  muft  believe; 
This  vengeance  pour'd  on  nations  ripe  in  guilt, 
Pour'd  on  them  here,  where  only  they  exift, 
'What  is  it  but  an  argument  of  fenfe, 
Or  rather  demonftration,  to  fupport 
Our  feeble  faith — "  That  they  who  flatescompofe, 
"  That  men  who  ftand  not  bounded  by  the  grave, 
"  Shall  meet  like  meafure  at  their  proper  hour  I" 
For  God  is  equal,  fimilarly  deals 
With  ftates  and  pcrfons,  or  he  were  not  God  ; 
What  meang  a  re&itude  immutable  ? 
A  pattern  here  of  univerfal  right. 
What,  then,  lhall  refcue  an  abandon'd  man  ? 
Nothing,  it  is  reply'd.  Reply 'd,  by  whom  ? 
IReply'd  by  politicians  well  as  priefts  : 
Writ'  facred  fet  afide,  mankind's  own  writ, 
yhe  whole  world's  ar.nals ;   th*&  pronouace  his 


Thus  (what  might  feem  a  daring  paradox) 
Ev'n  politics  advance  divinity  : 
True  mafters  there  are  better  fcholars  here, 
Who  travel  hiftory  in  queft  of  fchemes 
To  govern  nations,  or  perhaps  opprefs, 
May  there  ftart  truths  that  other  aims  infpire, 
And,  like  Candace's  eunuch,  as  they  read, 
By  Providence  turn  Chriftians  on  their  road  : 
Digging  for  filver,  they  may  {hike  on  gold; 
May  be  furpris'd  with  better  than  they  fought, 
And  entertain  an  angel  unawares. 

Nor  is  divinity  ungrateful  found. 
As  politics  advance  divinity, 
Thus,  in  return,  divinity  promotes 
True  politics,  and  crowns  the  ftatefman's  praife* 
All  wifdoms  are  but  branches  of  the  chief, 
And  ftatefmen  found  but  (hoots  of  honeft  men. 
Are  this  world's  witchcrafts  pleaded  io  excufe 
For  deviations  in  our  moral  line  ? 
This,  and  the  next  world,  vitw'd  with  fuch  an  ey<j 
As  fuits  a  ftatefman,  fuch  as  keeps  in  view 
His  own  exalted  fcience,  both  confpire 
To  recommend  and  fix  us  in  the  right. 
If  we  reward  the  politics  of  heaven, 
The  grand  adminiflration  of  the  whole» 
What's  the  next  world  ?  A  fupplement  of  this  ; 
Without  it,  Juftice  is  defe6live  here  ; 
Juft  as  to  ftates,  defective  as  to  men  : 
If  fo,  what  is  this  world  ?  as  fure  as  Right 
Sits  in  heaven's  throne,  *  prophet  of  the  next. 
Prize  you  the  prophet  ?  then  believe  him  too. 
His  prophecy  more  precious  than  his  fmile. 
How  comes  it  then  to  pafs,  with  moft  on  earth, 
That  this  fhould  charm  us,  that  fhoulddiiconipofc? 
Long  as  the  ftatefman  finds  this  cafe  his  own, 
So  long  his  politics  are  uncompjete  ; 
In  danger  he  ;  nor  is  the  nation  fafe, 
But  foon  muft  rue  his  inauipicious  power. 

What  hence  refults  ?  a  truth  that  ftiould  refound 
For  ever  awful  in  Britannia's  ear  : 
"  Religion  crowns  the  ftatefman  and  the  man, 
"  Sole  fource  of  public  and  of  private  peace." 
This  truth  all  men  muft  own,  and  therefore  will, 
And  praife  and  preach  it  too  : — and  when  that's 

done, 

Their  compliment  is  paid,  and  'tis  forgot. 
What  highland  pole  axe  half  fo  deep  can  wound  ? 

But  how  dare  J,  fo  mean,  prefume  fo  far  ? 
Affume  my  feat  in  the  dilator's  chair  ? 
Pronounce,  predict  (as  if  indeed  infpir'd), 
Promulgc  my  cenfures,  lay  out  all  my  throat, 
TiH  hoarfe  in  clamour  on  enormous  crimes  I 
Two  mighty  columns  rife  in  my  fupport ; 
Tn  their  more  awful  and  authentic  voice, 
Record  profane  and  facreri,  drown  :he  mufe, 
Though  loud,  and  far  out-threat  her  threatening 

fong. 

Still  farther,  Holies  !  fufFer  me  to  plead 
That  1  fpeak  freely,  as  I  ipeak  to  thee. 
Guilt  only  ftartles  at  the  name  of  guilt ; 
.And  truth,  plain  truth,  is  welcome  to  the  wife. 
Thus  what  feem'd  my  prdumption  is  thy  praife. 

Pruifc,  and  immortal  praife,  is  vi<  ruf's  claim \ 
And  virtue  s  fpbere  i,  adioii  :   yet  wt  grant 
Some  merit  to  the  trumpet's  io^d  alarm. 
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Whofe  clangour  kindles  cowards  into  men. 

Nor  fhall  the  verfe,  perhaps,  be  quite  forgot, 

Which  talks  of  immortality,  and  bids, 

In  every  Britifh  bread,  true  glory  rife, 

As  now  the  warbling  lark  awakes  the  morn. 

To  clofe,  my  Lord !  with  that  which  all  fhould 

clofe 

And  all  begin,  and  ftrike  us  every  hour, 
Though  no  war  wak'd  us,  no    black    tempeft 

frown'd. — 

The  morning  rifes  gay  ;  yet  gayeft  morn 
Lefs  glorious  after  night's  incumbent  Ihades ; 


Lefs  glorious  far  bright  nature,  rich  array'd 
With  golden  robes,  in  all  the  pomp  of  noon, 
Than  the  firft  feeble  dawn  of  moral  day  ? 
Sole  day,  (let  thofe  whom  ftatefmen  ferve  attend 
Though  the  fun  ripens  diamonds  for  their  crowns) 
Sole  day  worth  his  regard  whom  heaven  ordains, 
Undarken'd,  to  behold  noon  dark,  and  date, 
From  the  fun's  death,  and  every  planet's  fall, 
His  all-illuflrious  and  eternal  year ;  [awe 

Where  ftatefmen  and  their  monarchs,  (names  of 
And  diftance  here)  fhall  rank  with  common  men, 
Yet  own  their  glory  never  dawn'd  before. 
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PREFACE. 


As  the  occafion  of  this  poem  was  real,  notfflitious  ;  fo  the  method  purfued  in  it,  was  rather  impofcdt 
by  what  fpontaneoufly  arofe  in  the  author's  mind  on  that  occafion,  than  meditated  or  defigntd.  Which 
will  appear  very  probable  from  the  nature  of  it.  For  it  differs  from  the  common  mode  of  poetry, 
which  is,  from  long  narrations  to  draw  fhort  morals.  Here,  on  the  contrary,  the  narrative  is  ihort, 
and  the  morality  arifing  from  it  makes  the  bulk  of  the  poem.  The  reafon  of  it  is,  That  the  fadU 
mentioned  did  naturally  pour  thefe  moral  reflections  on  the  thought  of  the  writer. 


NIGHT  I. 
ON  LIFE,  DEATH,  AND  IMMORTALITY. 

TO   THE   RIGHT  HON.  ARTHUR  ONSLOW, 

Sfealer  of  the  Hcuft  of  Cotnmtnt. 

TIR'D  nature's  fweet  reftorer,  \>a\mj  Jleep  ! 
He,  like  the  world,  his  ready  vifit  pays 
"Where  fortune  fmiles;  the  wretched  he  forfakes  ; 
Swift  on  his  downy  pinion  flies  from  woe, 
And  lights  or  lids  unfullied  with  a  tear. 

From  fhort  (as  ufual)  and  difturb'd  repofe, 
I  wake :  How  happy  they,  who  wake  no  more  ! 
Yet  that  were  vain,  if  dreams  infeft  the  grave. 
I  wake,  emerging  from  a  fea  of  dreams 
Tumultmouf-jWheremywreck'ddefpondingthQught 
From  wave  to  wave  offaneied  mifery, 
At  random  drove,  her  helm  of  reafon  loft. 
Though  now  reflor'd,  'tis  only  change  of  pain, 
(A  bitter  change  !)  feverer  for  fevere. 
The  day  too  fliort  for  my  diftrefs ;  and  night  t 
£v'n  in  the  zfnitbof  her  dark  domain, 
Is  funfhine  to  the  colour  of  my  fate. 

Night,  fable  goddefs !  from  her  etoa  throne, 
In  raylefs  majefly,  now  ftretches  forth 
Her  leaden  fceptre  o'er  a  numbering  world. 
Silence,  how  dead  !  and  darknefs,  how  profound  ! 
!Nor  eye,  nor  liftening  car,  an  obje<5l  finds  ; 
Creation  fleeps.  >Tis  as  the  general  pulfe 
Of  life  flood  tHll,  and  nature  made  a  paufe; 
An  awful  paufe  !  prophetic  of  her  end. 
And  let  her  prophecy  be  foon  fulfill'd ; 
Fate !  drop  the  curtain ;  I  can  lofe  no  more. 

Silence  and  darknefs !  folemn  fifters  !  twins 
From  ancieut  night  t  who  nurfe  the  tender  thought! 


To  reafon,  and  on  reafon  build  refolve, 

(That  column  of  true  majefty  in  man) 

Affift  me  :  I  will  thank  you  in  the  grave;      [fall 

The  grave,  your  kingdom  :  There  this  frame  fhall 

A  vi&im  facred  to  your  dreary  fhrine. 

But  what  are  ye  ? — 

Thou,  who  didft  put  ta  flight 
Primevzlfilence,  when  the  morning  flan, 
Exulting,  fhouted  o'er  the  rifmg  ball; 

0  thou,  whofe  word  from  fblid  darknefi  ftruck 
That  fpark,  the  fun  ;  ftrike  wifdom  from  my  foul ; 
My  foul,  which  flies  to  thee,  her  truft,  her  treafure,, 
As  mifersto  their  gold,  while  others  reft. 

Througb  this  opaque  of  nature  and  offcul, 
This  double  night,  tranfmit  one  pitying  ray, 
To  lighten  and  to  cheer.    O  lead  my  mind, 
(A  mind  that  fain  would  wander  from  its  woe) 
Lead  it  through  various  fcenes  of  life  and  death  ; 
And  from  each  fcene  the  nobleft  truths  infpire. 
Nor  lefs  infpire  my  conduS  than  vnyfong  • 
Teach  my  beft  reafon,  reafon  ;  my  beft  will 
Teach  rectitude;  and  fix  my  firm  refolve 
Wifdom  to  wed,  and  pay  her  long  arrear : 
Nor  let  the  phial  of  thy  vengeance,  pour'd 
On  this  devoted  head,  be  pour'd  in  vain. 

The  bell  ftrikcs  one.    We  take  no  note  of  time 
But  from  its  lofs.     To  give  it  then  a  tongue 
Is  wife  in  man.     As  if  an  angel  fpoke, 

1  feel  the  folemn  found.     If  heard  aright, 
It  is  the  Inell  of  my  departed  hours : 

Where  are  they  ?  With  the  years  beyond  the  flood. 
It  is  \\\tfignal  that  demands  difpatch  : 
How  much  is  to  be  done  ?  My  hopes  and  feara 
Start  up  alarm'd,  and  o'er  life's  narrow  verge 
Look  down — On  what  ?  a  fathomlefs  abyfjj 
A  dread  eternity!  how  furely  mint' 
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And  can  eternity  belong  to  me, 

Poor  penfioner  on  the  bounties  of  an  hour  ? 
How  poor,  how  rich,  how  abje<ft,  how  auguft, 

How  complicate,  how  wonderful,  is  man  ! 

How  paffing  wonder  he  who  made  him  fuch  ! 

Who  centred  in  our  make  fuch  ftrange  extremes ! 

From  different  natures  marvelloufly  mix'd, 

Connexion  exquifite  of  diftant  worlds  ! 

Diftinguifh'd  link  in  being's  endlefs  chain  ! 

Mid-way  from  nothing  to  the  Deity  .' 

A  beam  ethereal,  fuily'd,  and  abforp'd! 

Though  fully'd  and  difhonour'd,  ftill  divine  I 

Dim  miniature  of  greatnefs  abfolute  ! 

An  heir  of  glory  !  a  frail  child  of  duft  I 

Htlplefs  immortal !  infeft  infinite .' 

A  worm  !  a  god  ! — I  tremble  at  myfelf, 

And  in  myfelf  am  loft  !  at  home  a  ftranger, 

Thought  wanders  up  and  down,  furpris'd,  aghaft, 

And  wondering  at  her  oivn  :  How  reafon  reels  ! 

O  what  a  miracle  to  man  is  man, 

Triumphantly  diftrefs'd  !  what  joy,  what  dread  ! 

Alternately  transported  and  alarm'd  ! 

What  can  preferve  my  life,  or  what  deftroy  ? 

An  angel's  arm  can't  fnatch  me  from  the  grave ; 

Legions  of  angels  can't  confine  me  there. 
'Tis  paft  conjecture;  all  things  rife  in  proof: 

While  o'er  my  \\mbsjleeft  foft  dominion  fpread, 
What  though  my  foul  fantaftic  meafures  trod 
O'er  fairy  fields;  or  mourn'd  along  the  gloom 
Of  pathlefs  woods ;  or  down  the  craggy  deep 
Hurl'd  headlong,  fwam  with  pain  the  mantled 

pool; 

Or  fcal'd  the  cliff;  or  danc'd  on  hollow  winds, 
With  antic  fhapes,  wild  natives  of  the  brain  ? 
Her  ceafelefs  flight,  though  devious,  fpeaks  her 

nature 

Of  fubtler  effcnce  than  the  trodden  clod ; 
Active,  aerial,  towering,  unconfin'd, 
Unfettered  with  her  grofs  companions  fall. 
Ev'n  {ilent  night  proclaims  my  foul  immortal; 
Ev'n  filent  night  proclaims  eternal  day. 
For  human  weal  heaven  hufbands  all  events ; 
Dull  fleep  inftructs,  nor  fport  vain  dreams  in  vain. 

Why  then  their  lofs  deplore  that  are  not  loft  ? 
Why  wanders  wretched  thought  their  tombs  a- 

round 

In  infidel  diftrefs  ?  Are  angels  there  ? 
Slumbers,  rak'd  up  in  duft,  ethereal  fire  ? 

They  live !  they  greatly  live  a  life  on  earth 
Unkindled,  unconceiv'd ;  and  from  an  eye 
Of  tendernefs  let  heavenly  pity  fall 
On  me,  more  juftly  number'd  with  the  dead. 
This  is  the  defert,  this  the  folitude  : 
How  populous,  how  vital,  is  the  grave ! 
ftbit  is  creation's  melancholy  vault, 
The  vale  funereal,  the  fad  cyprefs  gloom; 
The  land  of  apparitions,  empty  fhades ! 
All,  all  on  earth,  isjbadoiv,  all  beyond 
Is  fubjiance ;  the  reverfe  is  folly's  creed: 
How  folid  all,  where  change  fhall  be  no  more ! 

This  is  the  bud  of  being,  the  dim  dawn, 
The  twilight  of  our  day,  the  veftibule ; 
Life's  theatre  as  yet  is  ihut,  and  death, 
Strong  death,  alone  can  heave  the  mafly  bar, 
This  grofs  impediment  of  clay  remove, 


And  make  ua  embryos  of  exiftence  free 
From  real  life ;  but  little  more  remote 
Is  he,  not  yet  a  candidate  for  light, 
The  future  embryo,  {lumbering  in  his  fire. 
Embryos  we  muft  be  till  we  burft  the  fhell, 
Yon  ambient  azure  fhell,  and  fpring  to  life, 
The  life  of  gods,  O  tranfporc !  and  of  man. 

Yet  man,  fool  man  1  here  buries  all  his  thoughts; 
Inters  celeftial  hopes  without  one  figh. 
Prifoncr  of  earth,  and  pent  beneath  the  moon, 
Here  pinions  all  his  wifties ;  wing'd  by  heaven. 
To  fly  at  infinite ;  and  reach  it  there 
Vfhzrtftraphs  gather  immortality, 
On  life's  fair  tree,  faft  by  the  throne  of  God. 
What  golden  joys  ambrofial  cluftering  glow 
In  his  full  beam,  and  ripen  for  the  juft, 
Where  momentary  ages  are  no  more  !  [ptre ! 

Where  time,  and  pain,  and  chance,  and  death,  ex. 
And  is  it  in  the  flight  of  threefcore  years 
To  pulh  eternity  from  human  thought, 
And  fmother  fouls  immortal  in  the  duft  ? 
A  foul  immortal,  fpending  all  her  fires, 
Wafting  her  ftrength  in  ftrenuous  idlenefs, 
Thrown  into  tumult,  raptur'd  or  alarm'd, 
At  ought  this  fccne  can  threaten  or  indulge, 
Refembles  ocean  into  tempeft  wrought, 
To  waft  a  feather,  or  to  drown  a  fly. 

Where  falls  this  cenfure  ?  It  o'erwhelms  myfelf  r 
How  was  my  heart  incrufted  by  the  world  1 
O  how  felf-fctter'd  was  my  grovelling  foul, 
How,  like  a  worm,  was  I  wrapt  round  and  round 
In  filken  thought,  which  reptile/a^  fpun, 
Till  darkcn'd  reafon  lay  quite  clouded  o'er 
With  foft  conceit  of  endlefs  comfort  here, 
Nor  yet  put  forth  her  wings  to  reach  the  flcies ! 
Night-vifions  may  befriend :  (as  fung  above) 
Our  wating  dreams  are  fatal.     How  I  dream'd 
Of  things  impofiible  !  (Could  fleep  do  more  ?) 
Of  joys  perpetual  in  perpetual  change  ! 
Of  ftable  pleafures  on  the  toffing  wave  ! 
Eternal  funfhine  in  the  ftorms  of  life  ! 
How  richly  were  my  noon-tide  trances  hung 
With  gorgeous  tapeftries  of  pi&ur'd  joys  ! 
Joy  behind  joy,  in  endlefs  perfpective  ! 
Till  at  death's  toll,  whofe  reftlefs  iron  tongue 
Calls  daily  for  his  millions  at  a  meal, 
Starting  I  woke,  and  found  myfelf  undone. 
Where  now  my  phrenzy's  pompous  furniture? 
The  ob'webb'd  cottage,  with  its  ragged  wall 
Of  mouldering  mud,  is  royalty  to  me  ! 
The  folder's  moft  attenuated  thread 
Is  cord,  is  cable,  to  man's  tender  tie 
On  earthly  blifs ;  it  breaks  at  every  breeze. 

O  ye  bleft  fcenes  ef  permanent  delight  1 
Full  above  meafure  1  lading  beyond  bound  ! 
A  perpetuity  of  blifs  is  blifs. 
Could  you,  fo  rich  in  rapture,  fear  an  end, 
That  ghaftly  thought  would  drink  up  all  your  joy, 
And  quite  unparadife  the  realms  of  light. 
Safe  are  you  lodg'd  above  thefe  rolling  fpheres ; 
The  baleful  influence  of  whofe  giddy  dance 
Sheds  fad  vidflhude  on  all  beneath. 
Here  teems  with  revolutions  every  hour; 
And  rarely  for  the  better ;  or  the  bejl, 
More  mortal  than  the  eemmon  births  of  fatc« 
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Each  moment  has  its  fickle,  emulous 

Of  Time**  enbrmous  fcythe,  whole  ample  fwcep 

Strikes  empires  fron;  fhe  root;  .each  moment  plays 

His  little  weapon  in  the  narrower  fphere 

Of  fweet  domejlic  comfort,  and  cuts  dowu 

The  faireft  bloom  of  fublunary  blifs. 

BHfs !  fublunary  blifs ! — proud  words,  and  vain ! 
Implicit  treafon  to  divine  decree  ! 
A  bold  invafion  of  the  rights  of  heaven  ! 
I  clafp'd  the  phantoms,  and  I  found  them  air. 

0  had  I  weigh'd  it  ere  my  fond  embrace  ! 
What  darts  of  agony  had  mifs'd  my  heart ! 

Death  !  great  proprietor  of  all ;  'tis  thioe 
To  tread  out  empire,  and  to  quench  the  liars. 
The  fun  himfelf  by  thy  permiffion  (nines  ; 
And  one  day  thou  flialt  pluck  him  from  his  fphere. 
Amid  fuch  mighty  plunder,  why  exhault 
Thy/ur/fia/  quiver  on  a  mark  fo  mean  ? 
Why  thy  peculiar  rancour  wreak'd  on  me? 
Jnfatiate  archer  !  could  not  one  fuffice  ?         [{Iain  ! 
Thy  {haft  flew  thrice;   and  tit-ice  my  peace  was 
And  thrice,  ere  thrice  you  moon  had  fili'd  her 

horn. 

©  Cynthia  '.  why  fo  pale  ?  Doft  thou  lament 
Thy  wretched  neighbour  ?  Grieve  to  fee  thy  wheel 
Of  ceafeicfs  change  outwhirl'd  in  human  life  ? 
How  wanes  my  borrowed  blii's !  horn  fortune* s  Imile, 
Precarious  courtefy !  not  virtue's  fure, 
Self-given,  folar  ray  of  found  delight. 

In  every  vary'd  poflure,  place,  and  hour, 
Jiow  widow'd  every  thought  of  every  ji»y  I 
Thought,  bufy  thought !  too  bul'y  for  jny~  peace  ! 
Through  the  dark  poftern  of  time  long 
ied  foftly,  by  the  ftillnefs  of  the  night, 
JLe4  like  a  murderer,  (and  fuch,  it  proves  !) 
Strays  (wretched  rover  !)  o'er  the 
In  queft  of  wretchednefs  perverfely  drays, 
And  finds  all  defert  now,  and  meets  the  ghofts 
Of  my  departed  joys,  a  numerous  train  ! 

1  rue  the  riches  of  my  former  fate  ; 
Sweet  comfort's  blafted  clufters  I  lament ; 
I  tremble  at  the  bkflings  once  fo  dear; 
And  every  pleafure  pains  me  to  the  heart. 

Yet  why  complain  ?  or  why  complain  for  one  ? 
Hangs  out  the  fun  his  luftre  but  for  me, 
TheJiiigJe  man  ?  Are  angels  all  befidc  ? 
I  mourn  for  millions :  '  Tis  the  common  lot ; 
Jn  tins  ihape,  or  in  that,  has  fate  entail'd 
The  mother's  throes  on  all  of  woman  born, 
Not  more  the  children  than  fure  heirs  of  pa<n. 

War,  famine,  pell,  volcano,  florm,  and  iire, 
Inteftine  broils,  oppreffion,  with  her  heart 
Wrapt  up  in  triple  brafs,  beficge  mankind. 
God's  image  difinherited  of  day, 
Mere,  plung'd  in  mines,  forgets  a  fun  was  made. 
¥Lere,  beings  deathlefs  as  their  haughty  lord, 
Are  hammer'd  to  the  galling  oar  for  life, 
And  plow  the  winter's  wave,  and  reap  defpair. 
Some,  for  hard  matters,  broken  under  arms, 
In  battle  lop'd  away,  with  half  their  limbs, 
Beg  bitter  bread  through  realms  their  valour  fav'd, 
If  fo  the  tyrant,  or  his  minion,  doom. 
Want,  and  incurable  difeafe,  (fell  pair1) 
On  hopelefs  multitudes  remorfelefs  feize 
At  once,,  and  make  a  refuge  of  the  grave. 


How  groaning  hofpitals  eje&  their 

What  numbers  groan  for  lad  admiiTion  there  f 

What  numbers,  once  in  fortune's  lap  high-fed. 

Solicit  the  cold  hand  of  charity  ! 

To  fhick  us  more,  folicit  it  in  vain  I 

Ye  filken  fons  of  p'eafure  !   fince  in  pains 

You  rue  more  modifh  vilits,  vifit  kere^ 

And  breathe  from  your  debauch  :  give,  and  reduce 

Surfeit's  dominion  over  you  :  but  fo  great 

Your  impudence,  you  blufh  at  what  is  right. 

Happy  1  did  forrow  feize  on  fuch  alone. 
Not  prudence  can  defend,  or  virtue  fave  ; 
Diieafe  invades  the  chafteft  temperance, 
And  punifhment  the  guiltids,  and  ahrrn, 
Through  thickeft  {hades,  purfue*  the  fond  of  peace* 
Man's  caution  often  into  danger  turns; 
And  his  guard  falling  crufh.es  him  to  (Jeath. 
Not  bappitiefs  itfelf  makes  good  her  name  j 
Our  very  wilhes  give  us  not  our  wifh. 
How  diilant  oft  the  thing  we  doat  on  moll 
From  that  for  which  we  <\Q*t,  felicity  ! 
'The  fmootLeft  courfe  of  nature  has  its  pains  ; 
And  trueji  friends,  through  error,  wound  our  reft.. 
Without  misfortune,  what  calamities  \ 
And  what  holliiities,  without  a  foe ! 
Nor  are  foes  wanting  to  the  bed  on  earth. 
But  endlefs  is  the  lift  of  human  ills, 
And  fighs  might  fooner  fail,  than  caufe  to  figh, 

A  part  how  fmall  of  the  terraqueous  globe 
Is  tenanted  by  man !  the  reft  a  ivajle, 
Rocks,  deferts,  frozen  feas,  and  burning  fands : 
Wild  haunts  of  monfters,  poiloiis,  flings,  and  death, 
Such  is  earth's  melancholy  map  !   but,  far 
More  fad  !   this  earth  is  a  true  map  of  man. 
So  bounded  are  its  haughty  lord's  delights 
To  *u,os  s  wide  empire;  where  deep  troubles  tofr, 
Loudforrows  howl,  invenom'd/<^fcw  bite, 
Ravenous  calamities  our  vitals  feize, 
And  threatening/ate  wide  opens  to  devour. 

What  then  am  I,  who  forrow  forr/v/^/'/ 
In  age,  in  infancy,  from  other's  aid 
Is  all  our  hope  ;   to  teach  us  to  be  kind.. 
T/jjt,  nature 'sjf/y?,  lajl  lelTon  to  mankind  ; 
The  feliifli  heart  deferves  the  pain  it  feels. 
Mote  generous  forrow,  while  it  links,  exalts'; 
And  confcious  virtue  mitigates  the  pang. 
Nor  virtue,  more  than  prudence,  bid?  Die  give 
Swoln  thought  zficond  channel;  who  divide, 
They  weaken  too,  the  torrent  of  their  grief, 
Take  then,  O  'world!  thy  much  indebted  tear! 
How  fad  a  fight  is  human  happinefs, 
To  thole  whole  thought  can  piefce  beyond  an  hour  ? 

0  thou  '   vvha'e'er  thou  art,  whofe  heart  exults  ! 
Wouldfl  thou  I  Ihoujd  congratulate  thy  fate  ? 

1  know  thou  wouldfl ;  thy  pride  demands  it  froni 

me. 

Let  thy  pride  pardon,  what  thy  nature  needs, 
The  lalucary  cenfure  of  a  friend. 
Thou  happy  ivre'tcb  '.    by  blindnefj  thou  art  bleftj 
By  dotage  dandled  to  perpetual  fmiles. 
Kno\v,fmi!er  .'  at  thy  peril  art  thou  pleas'd  ; 
Thy  pleafure  is  the  promife  of  thy  pain. 
Misfortune)  like  a  creditor  fevere, 
But  rifcs  in  demand  for  her  dtlayj 
She  makes  a  fcourge  of  pall  prolperiry, 
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To  fting  thee  more,  and  double  thy  diftrefs. 

Lorenzo,  fortune  makes  her  court  to  thee, 
Thy  fond  heart  dances,  while  the  Syren  (ings. 
Bear  is  thy  welfare  ;  think  me  not  unkind ; 
I  would  not  da:Tip.  but  to  fccure  thy  joys. 
Think  not  that/^ar  is  facred  to  the  ftorm  : 
Stand  on  thy  guard  againft  the  fatten  of  fate, 
Is  heaven  tremendous  in  its  frowns  ?  Mod  fure  ; 
And  in  its  favours  formidable  too  : 
Its  favours  here  are  trials,  not  rewards; 
A  call  to  duty,  not  difcharge  from  care ; 
And  fhould  alarm  u-,  full  as  much  as  woes ; 
Awake  us  to  their  caufi  and  confcquencc ; 
And  make  us  tremble,  weigh'd  with  our  defert ; 
Awe  nature's  tumult,  and  chaftife  her  joys, 
Left,  while  we  clafp,  we  kill  them ;  nay,  invert 
To  worfe  th^nftmfle  mifery,  their  charms. 
Revolted  joys,  like  toes  in  civil  war, 
Like  bolom  friendfhips  to  refentment  fcur'd, 
With  rage  envenom'd  rife  againft  our  peace. 
Beware  what  earth  calls  happinefs ;  beware 
All  joys,  but  joys  that  never  can  expire. 
Who  builds  on  lefs  than  an  immortal  bafe, 
Fond  as  be  feems,  condemns  his  joy«  to  death. 

Mine  dy'd  with  thee,  Philander  !  thy  laflf  figh 
Difiolv'd  the  charm  ;  the  uifenchanted  earth 
Loft  all  her  luflre.    Where  her  glittering  towers  ? 
Her  golden  mountains,  where  ?  «li  darken'd  down 
To  naked  walte  ;  a  dreary  vale  of  tears ; 
The  great  magician's  dead  !  thou  poor,  pale  piece 
Of  out-cafr.  earth,  in  darknefs!  what  a  change 
From  yefterday  !  Thy  darling  hope  fo  near, 
(Long-labour'd  prize  !)  O  how  ambition  flufh'd 
Thy  glowing  cheek!   Ambition  truly  great, 
Of  virtuous  praife.     Deai&s  fubtle  feed  within 
(Sly,  treacherous  miner  !)  working  in  the  dark, 
Smil'd  at  thy  well-concerted  fcheme,  and  beckon'd 
The  worm  to  riot  on  that  rofe  fo  red, 
Unfaded  ere  it  fell ;  one  moment's  prey  ! 

Man's  forefight  \scondi.ionally  wife; 
Lorenzo  :  wifdom  into  folly  turns 
Oft,  the  firft  inftant,  its  idea  fair 
To  labouring  thought  is  born.    How  dim  our  eye ! 
The  frefent  moment  terminates  our  fight ; 
Clouds,  thick  as  thofe  on  doomiday,  drown  the  next ; 
We  penetrate,  we  prophefy  in  vain. 
'time  is  dealt  out  by  particles;  and  each 
Ere  mingled  with  the  ilreaming  fands  of  life, 
By  fate's  inviolable  oath  is  fworri 
Deep  iilence,  "  Where  eternity  begins." 

By  nature's  law,  what  may  be,  may  be  now  ; 
There's  no  prerogative  in  human  hours. 
In  human  hearts  what  bolder  thought  can  rife, 
Than  man's  preiumptioa  on  to-morrow's  dawn  ? 
Where  is  to  morrow  .'  In  another  world. 
For  numbers  this  is  certain  ;  the  reverfe 
Is  fure  to  none  ;  and  yet  on  this  perhaps, 
This  per  adventure,  infamous  for  lie*, 
As  on  a  rock  of  adamant,  we  build 
Our  mountain  hopes;  fpin  out  eternal  fchemes, 
As  we  the  fatal  fitters  could  out-fjpin, 
And,  big  with  life's  futurities,  expire. 

Not  ev'n  Philander  had  befpoke  his  fhroud: 
Nor  had  he  caufe  ;  a  warning  was  deny'd  : 
JIow  many  fall  as  fuddeu,  not  as  fafe  1 


As  fudden,  though  for  years  adrnoftiuVd  home. 
Of  human  ills  the  laft  extreme  beware, 
Beware,  Lorenzo  1  zjknvfuddtn  death. 
How  dreadful  that  deliberate  furprife ! 
Be  wife  to-day ;   'tis  madnefs  to  defer  ; 
Next  day  the  fatal  precedent  will  plead: 
Thus  on,  till  wifdom  is  pufh'd  out  of  life. 
Procraf.ination  is  the  thief  of  time  ; 
Year  after  year  it  fteals,  till  all  are  fled, 
And  to  the  mercies  of  a  moment  leaves 
The  vaft  concerns  of  an  eternal  fcene. 
If  not  fo  frequent,  would  not  this  be  flrange  ? 
That  'tis  fo  frequent,  tbh  is  ftranger  ftill. 

Of  man's  miraculous  miftakes,  this  bears 
The  palm,  "  That  all  men  are  about  to  live,** 
For  ever  on  the  brink  of  being  born. 
All  pay  themfelvei  the  compliment  to  think 
They  one  day  fhail  not  drivel :   and  their  pride 
On  this  reverfion  takes  up  ready  praife ; 
At  leaft,  their  own  ;  tfeir  future  felves  applaud  ; 
How  excellent  that  life  they  neer  will  lead  ! 
Time  lodg'd  in  their  oivn  hands  is  folly's  vails; 
That  lodg'd  in  fates,  to  luijttom  they  confign  ; 
The  thing  they  can't  but  purpofet  they pofifionc  ; 
Tis  not  in  folly,  not  to  fcorn  a  fool ; 
And  fcarce  in  human  ivifJom,  to  do  more. 
All  promife  is  poor  dilatory  man,  [decd» 

And  that  through  every  ftage  :  when  young,  in- 
In  full  content  we,  fometimes,  nobly  reft, 
Unansious  for  ourfelves  i  and  only  wifh, 
As  duteous  fons,  our  fathers  were  more  wife* 
At  thirty  man  fu/pefis  himfelf  a  fool; 
Knows  it  at  forty,  and  reforms  his  plan; 
At  fifty  chides  his  infamous  delay, 
Pufhes  his  prudent  purpofe  to  refolve  ; 
In  all  the  magnanimity  of  thought 
Refolves;  and  re-refolves ;  then  dies  the  fame. 

And  why  ?  Becaufe  he  thinks  himfelf  immortal 
All  men  think  all  men  mortal,  but  themfelves; 
Themfelves,  when  foaie  alarming  fhock  of  fate 
Strikes  through  their  wounded  hearts  the  fudden 

dread ; 

But  their  hearts  wou.nd.cd,  like  the  wounded  air, 
Soon  clofe ;  whe/e,  paft  the  fhaft,  no  trace  is  found. 
As  from  the  ivlng^  no  fear  the  fky  retains; 
The  parted  wave  no  furrow  from  the  led ; 
So  dies  in  human  hearts  the  thoughts  of  death, 
Ev'n  with  the  tender  tear  which  nature  fheds 
O'er  thofe  we  love,  we  drop  it  in  their  grave. 
Can  I  forget  Philander  ?  That  were  ftrange  1 

0  my  full  heart ! — But  fhould  L  give  it  vent, 
The  longeft  night,  though  longer  far,  would  fail, 
And  the  lark  liften  to  my  midnight  fong. 

The  fprighdy /£/•/£'*  fhrill  matin, wakes  the  morn  ;„ 
Griefs  fharpeft  thorn  hard  prefling  on  my  breail, 

1  ftrive,  with  wakeful  melody,  to  cheer 

The  fullen  gloom,  i'weet  Philomel !  like  thee, 

And  call  the  ftars  to  liften  :  every  ftar 

Is  deaf  to  mine,  enamour'd  of  thy  lay. 

Yet  be  not  vain  ;  there  are>  who  thine  excel, 

And  charm  through  diftant  ages  :  wrapt  in  fhade, 

Prifoner  of  darknefs :  to  the  filent  hours ^ 

How  often  I  repeat  their  rage  divine, 

To  lull  my  griefs,  and  fteal  my  heart  from  woe' 

I  roll  their  raptures,  but  not  catch  their  fire, 
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Dark,  though  not  blind,  like  thec,  Mseonides  ! 

Or,  Milton  I  thee  ;  ah,  could  I  reach  your  drain ! 

Or  kis,  who  made  Maenoides  our  own. 

J\rfan  too  he  fung  :  immortal  man  I  fing ; 

Oft  hurils  my  fong  beyond  the  bounds  of  life  ; 

What,  rioiu,  but  immortality  can  pleafe  ? 

O  had  he  prefs'd  his  theme,  purfued  the  track, 

Which  opens  out  of  darknefs  into  day  ! 

0  had  he,  mounted  on  his  wing  of  fire, 
Soar'd  where  I  fmk,  and  fung  immortal  man  ! 
How  had  it  bleft  mankind,  and  rcfcued  me  ! 

NIGHT  II. 
ON  TIME,  DEATH,  AND  FRIENDSHIP. 

TO  THE  RIGHT  HON.  THE  EARL  OF  WILMINGTON. 

•{  WHEN  tie  cock  crew,  be  -weft" — fmote  by  that 

eye 

"Which  looks  on  me,  on  all :  That  power,  who  bids 
This  midnight  centinel,  with  clarion  fhrill, 
Emblem  of  that  which  {hall  awake  the  dead, 
IRoufe  fouls  from  ilumber,  into  thoughts  of  ktaven. 
Shall  I  too  weep  ?  Where  then  is  fortitude  ? 
And  fortitude  abandon'd,  where  is  man  ? 

1  know  the  terms  on  which  he  fees  the  light ; 
He  that  is  born,  is  lifted ;  life  is  war ; 
Eternal  war  with  woe.    Who  bears  it  belt, 
Deferves  it  lead. — On  other  themes  I'll  dwell. 
Jjorenzo  !  let  me  turn  my  thoughts  on  thee, 
And  thine t  on  themes  may  profit ;  profit  there, 
"Where  mod  they  need.    Themes  too,  the  genuine 

growth 

Of  dear  Philander's  duft.  He  thus,  though  dead, 
May  dill  befriend — what  themes  ?  times  •wondrous 

price, 

Death,  fritndjhip,  and  Philander's  final fcene. 
So  could  I  touch  thefe  themes,  as  might  obtain 
Thine  ear,  nor  leave  thy  heart  quite  difengag'd, 
The  good  deed  would  delight  me ;  half  imprefs 
On  my  dark  cloud  an  Iris ;  and  from  grief 
Call  glory — doft  thou  mourn  Philander's  fate  ? 
I  know  thou  fay'ft  it :   Says  thy  life  the  fame  ? 
He  mourns  the  dead,  who  lives  as  they  defire. 
"Where  is  that  thirft,  that  avarice  of  time,^ 
(O  glorious  avarice!)  thought  of  death  infpires, 
As  rumour'd  robberies  endear  our  gold  ? 
O  time  !  than  gold  more  facred ;  more  a  load 
Than  lead,  to  fools ;  and  fools  reputed  wife. 
What  moment  granted  man  without  account  ? 
What  years  are  fquander'd,  •wifdom's  debt  unpaid  ! 
Our  wealth  in  days,  all  due  to  that  difcharge. 
Hade,  hafte,  he  lies  in  wait,  he's  at  the  door, 
Infidiousdr0J6  /  fhould  his  ftrong  hand  arreft, 
No  compofition  fets  the  prifoner  free. 
Eternity's  inexorable  chain 
Fad  binds;  and  vengeance  claims  the  full  arrear. 

How  late  I  fhudder'd  on  the  brink  !  how  late 
Life  call'd  for  her  laft  refuge  in  defpair  ! 
That  time  is  mine,  O  Mead  !  to  thee  I  owe  • 
Fain  would  I  pay  thee  with  eternity. 
But  ill  my  genius  anfwers  my  deiire ; 
My  fickly  fong  is  mortal,  pad  thy  cure. 
Accept  the  will ; — that  dies  not  with  my  drain. 

For  what  calls  thy  difcafe,  Lorenzo  ?  not 
For  Efcvlapiant  but  for  mvral  aid. 


Thou  think'd  it  folly  to  be  wife  too  fooa. 

Youth  is  not  rich  in  time,  it  may  be  poor  ; 

Part  with  it  as  with  money,  fparing ;  pay 

No  moment,  but  in  purchafe  of  its  worth  ; 

And  what  its  worth,  afk  death-beds ;  they  can  tell. 

Part  with  it  as  with  life,  reluctant ;  big 

With  holy  hope  of  nobler  time  to  come; 

Time  higher  aim'd,  dill  nearer  the  great  mark 

Of  men  and  angels ;  virtue  more  divine. 

Is  this  our  duty,  lu'ifdom,  glory,  gain  ? 
(Thefe  heaven  benign  in  vital  union  binds) 
And  fport  we  like  the  natives  of  the  bough, 
When  vernal  funs  infpire  ?  Amnfement  reigns 
Man's  great  demand  :  To  trifle,  is  to  live  : 
And  is  it  then  a  trifle,  too,  to  die  ? 

Thou  fay'd  I  preach,  Lorenzo,  'tis  confed. 
What  if,  for  once,  I  preach  thee  quite  awake  ? 
Who  wants  amufsment  in  the  flame  of  battle? 
Is  it  not  treafon,  in  the  foul  immortal, 
Her  foes  in  arms,  eternity  the  prize  ? 
Will  toys  amufe,  when  medicines  cannot  cure  ? 
When  fpirits  ebb,  when  life's  enchanting  fcenes 
Their  ludre  lofc,  and  leflen  in  our  fight, 
As  lands  and  cities  with  their  glittering  fpires, 
To  the  pocr  (hatter'd  bark,  by  fudden  dorm 
Thrown  off  to  fea,  and  foon  to  perifli  there  ? 
Will  toys  amufe  ?  No:  Thrones  will  then  be  toysy 
And  earth  and  fkie-s  feem  dud  upon  the  fcale. 

Redeem  we  time  ? — Its  lofs  we  dearly  buy. 
What  pleads  Lorenzo  for  his  high-priz'd  fports  ? 
He  pleads  time**  numerous  blanks ;  he  loudly  pleads 
The  draw-like  trifles  on  Ifie's  common  dream. 
From  whom  thole  blanks  and  trifles,  but  from  fbee  ? 
No  blank,  no  trifle,  nature  made,  or  meant. 
Virtue,  or  proposed  virtue,  dill  be  thine  ; 
This  cancels  thy  complaint  at  once.  This  leave* 
In  aft  no  trifle,  and  no  blank  in  time. 
This  greatens,  fills,  immortalizes  all ; 
This,  the  bled  art  of  turning  all  to  gold ; 
This,  the  good  heart's  prerogative  to  raife 
A  royal  tribute  from  the  poored  hours; 
Immenfe  revenue  !  every  moment  pays, 
If  nothing  more  than  purfofe  in  thy  power; 
Thy  purpofe  firm,  is  equal  to  the  deed  : 
Who  does  the  bed  his  circumdance  allows, 
Does  well,  a<5ls  nobly;  angels  could  no  more. 
Our  auttatrd  adt  indeed  admits  redraint ; 
'  f  is  not  in  things  o'er  thought  to  domineer  ; 
Guard  well  thy  thought ;  otir  thoughts  are  heard 
in  heaven. 

On  all  important  time  through  every  age, 
Though  much,  and  warm,  the  wife  have  urg'd ; 

the  man 

Is  yet  unborn,  who  duly  weighs  an  hour. 
"  I've  lofl  a  day" — the  prince  who  nobly  cry'd 
Had  been  an  emperor  without  his  crown ; 
Of  Rome,  fay  rather,  lord  of  human  race  : 
He  fpoke,  as  if  deputed  by  mankind, 
-So  ftiould  all  fpeak  :  So  reafon  fpeaks  in  all : 
From  the  foft  whifpers  of  that  God  in  man, 
Why  fly  to  folly,  why  to  phrenzy  fly, 
For  refcue  from  the  blejjlng  we  poffcis  ? 
Time  the  fupreme  ! — Time  is  eternity  ; 
Pregnant  with  all  eternity  can  give  ; 
Pregnant  with  all,  that  makes  archangels  fmile. 
Who  murders  time,  he  cruflies  in  the  birth   < 


THE  COMPLAINT:  OR,  NIGHT  THOUGHTS, 


A  power  ethereal,  only  not  ador'd. 

Ah  !  how  unj'uft  to  nature  and  himfelf, 
Is  thoughtlefs,  thanklefs,  inconfiftent  man  ! 
Like  children  babbling  nonfcnfe  in  their  fports 
We  cenfure  nature  for  a  fpan  too  fhort ; 
That  fpan  too  Ihort,  we  tax  as  tedious  too ; 
Torture  invention,  all  expedients  tire, 
To  lafh  the  lingering  moments  into  fpeed, 
And  whirl  us  (happy  riddance!)  from  ourfelves. 
Art,  brainlefs  art  !  our  furious  charioteer 
(For  nature's  voice  unftifled  would  recal), 
Drives  headlong  towards  the  precipice  of  death  ; 
Death,  moft  our  dread ;  death  thus  more  dreadful 

made  : 

O  what  a  riddle  of  abfurdity  ! 
Lelfure  is  pain  ;  takes  off  our  chariot  wheels ; 
How  heavily  we  drag  the  load  of  life  ! 
Blcft  leifure  is  our  curfe;  like  that  of  Cain, 
It  makes  us  wander;  wander  earth  around, 
To  fly  that  tyrant,  thought.    As  Atlas  groan'd 
The  world  beneath,  we  groan  beneath  an  hour. 
We  cry  for  mercy  to  the  next  amufement ; 
The  next  amufement  mortgages  our  fields  ; 
Slight  inconvenience  1  prifons  hardly  frown, 
From  hateful  time  if  prifons  fet  us  free.     % 
Yet  when  death  kindly  tenders  us  relief, 
We  call  him  cruel ;  years  to  moments  (brink, 
Ages  to  years.  The  telefcope  is  turn'd. 
To  man's  falfe  optics  (from  his  folly  falfe) 
Time,  in  advance,  behind  him  hides  his  wings, 

And  feems  to  creep,  decrepit  with  his  age ; 

Behold  him,  when  pad  by  ;  what  then  is  feen, 

But  his  broad  pinions  fwifter  than  the  winds? 

And  all  mankind,  in  contradiction  ftrong, 

Rueful,  aghaft!   cry  out  on  his  career. 

Leave  to  thy  foes  thefe  errors,  and  thefe  ills; 

To  nature  juft,  their  cau/e  and  cure  explore. 

Not  fhort  heaven's  bounty,  boundlefs  our  expence; 

No  niggard  nature ;  men  are  prodigals. 

We  ivajle,  not  ufe  our  time  ;  we  breathe,  not  live. 

Time  iViijled  is  exiftence,  us\i  is  life, 

And  bare  exigence,  man,  to  live  ordain'd, 

Wrings  and  oppreffes  with  enormous  weight. 

And  why  ?  fince  time  was  given  for  ufe,  not  wafte, 

Etijoin'd  to  fly  ;  with  tempeft,  tide,  and  ftars, 

To  keep  his  fpeed,  nor  ever  wait  for  man  ; 

Time's  ufe  was  docm'd  a  pieafure  :  wafie,  a  pain  ; 

That  man  might  fetl  his  error,  if  unfeen  : 

And,  feeling,  fly  to  labour  for  his  cure ; 

Not,  blundering,  fplic  on  idlenefs  for  eafe. 

Life's  cares  are  comforts ;  fuch  by  heaven  defign'd ; 

He  that  has  none,  mult  make  them,  or  be  wretched. 

Cares  are  employments,  and  without  employ 

The  foul  is  on  a  rack ;  the  rack  of  reft, 

To  fouls  moft  adverfe  ;  adion  ajl  their  joy. 
Here  then  the  riddle  mark'd  above  unfolds ; 

Then  time  turns  torment,  when  man  turns  a  fool. 

We  rave,  we  wreftle,  with  great  nature's  plan  ; 

We  thwart  the  Deity;   and  'tis  decreed, 

Who  thwart  his  will,  mall  contradict  their  own. 

Hence  our  unnatural  quarrels  wit!$  ourfelves  ; 

Our  thoughts  at  enmity;  our  bolbm-broil ; 

We  puih  lime  from  us,  and  we  wifn  him  back  : 

Lavifh  of  luftrums,  and  yet  fond  of  life; 

Life  we  think  long,  and  Ikort ;  dtdtb  feek,  and  fhun  : 
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Body  and  foul,  like  peevifli  man  and  wife, 
United  jar,  and  yet  are  loth  to  part. 

Oh  the  dark  days  of  vanity  !  while  here, 
How  taftelefs  !   and  how  terrible,  when  gone  ! 
Gone  !  they  ne'er  go ;  when  paft,  they  haunt  u» 

ft  ill ; 

The  fpirit  walks  of  every  day  deceas'd; 
And  (miles  an  angel,  cr  a  fury  frowns. 
Nor  death,  nor  life  delight  us.  If  time/><j/?, 
And  time  foj/lft,  both  pain  us,  what  can  pleafc  ? 
That  which  the  Deity  to  pleafe  ordain'd, 
Time  us'd.  The  man  who  confecrates  his  hours 
By  vigorous  effort,  and  an  honed  aim, 
At  once  he  draws  the  fting  of  life  and  death ; 
He  tualks  ivith  nature  ;  and  her  paths  are  peace. 

Our  error's  caufe  and  cure  are  feen  :  See  next 
Time's  nature,  origin,  importance,  fyced  ; 
And  thy  great  gain  from  urging  his  career. — 
All-fenfual  man,  becaufe  untouch'd,  unfeen, 
He  looks  on  time  as  nothing.  Nothing  ell'e 
[s  truly  man's;'  'tis  fortune's — time's  a  god. 
Haft  thou  ne'er  heard  of  tins' s  omnipotence; 
For,  or  again  fly  what  wonders  he  can  do  ! 
And  ivill :  To  {land  blank  neuter  he  difdaio*. 
Not  on  thofe  terms  was  time  (heaven's  Granger  !) 

fent 

On  his  important  embaffy  to  man. 
Lorenzo  !  no  :  On  the  long-deftin'd  hour, 
From  everlafting  ages  growing  ripe, 
That  memorable  hour  of  wondrous  birth, 
When  the  Dread  Sire,  on  emanation  bent, 
And  big  with  nature,  rifing  in  his  might, 
Call'd  forth  creation  (for  then  tim:  was  born), 
By  godhead  dreaming  through  a  thoufand  worlds ; 
Not  on  tbofe  terms,  from  the  great  days  of  heaven, 
From  old  eternity's  myfterious  orb 
Wasthxe  cut  off,  and  cail  beneath  the  Ikies; 
The  ikies,  which  watch  him  in  his  new  abode, 
Meafuring  his  motions  by  revolving  ipheres; 
That  horologe  machinery  divine.  [P^a5f» 

Hours,  days,  and  months,  and  years,  his  children, 
Like  numerous  wings  around  him,  as  he  flies ; 
Or  rather  as  unequal  plumes,  they  fhape 
His  ample  pinions,  fwjft  as  darted  flame, 
To  gain  his  goal,  to  reach  his  ancient  reft, 
And  join  anew  eternity  his  fire  ; 
In  his  immutability  to  neft, 

When  worlds,  that  count  his  circles  «0it',  unning'd 
(Fate  the  loud  fignal  founding),  headlong  ruth 
To  timelefs  night  and  chaos,  whence  they  rofe. 

Why  fpur  the  fpeedy  ?  why  with  levities 
New  wing  thy  fhort,  fliort  day's  too  rapid  flight  ? 
Know'ft  thou,  or  what  thou  doft,  or  what  is  done  ? 
Man  flies  from  time,  and  time  from  man  ;  too  foon 
In  fad  divorce  this  double  flight  muft  end ; 
And  then,  where  are  we  ?  where,  Lorenzo,  then 
Thy  fports  ?  thy  pomps  ? — f  grant  thee,  in  a  ftate 
Not  unambitious ;  hi  the  ruffled  fliroud, 
Thy  Parian  tomb's  triumphant  arch  beneath. 
Has  death  his  fopperies  ?   Then  well  may  life 
Put  on  her  plume,  and  in  her  rainbow  mine. 
Ye  •well-array' d  !  ye  lilies  of  our  land ! 
Ye  lilies  male  !  who  neither  toil  nor  fpiu 
(As  lifter  lilies  might}  t  if  not  fo  wife 
As  Solomon,  more  fumptuous  to  the  fight ! 
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Ye  delicate  !  who  nothing  can  fupport, 

Yourfelves  moft  infupportable  !  for  whom 

The  winter  rofe  mud  blow,  the  fun  put  on 

A  brighter  beam  in  Leo  ;  filky  foft 

Favonius  breathe  ftill  fofter,  or  be  chid  ; 

And  other  worlds  fend  odours,  fauce,  and  fong, 

Aud  robes,  and  notions,  fram'd  in  foreign  looms  ! 

0  ye  Lorenzos  of  our  age  !  who  deem 

One  moment  unamus'd  a  mifery 

Not  made  for  feeble  man  !  who  call  aloud 

For  every  bawble  driveli'd  o'er  by  fenfe ; 

For  rattles,  and  conceits  of  every  cafr, 

For  change  of  follies,  and  relays  of  joy, 

To  drag  your  patient  through  the  tedious  lengtk 

Of  a  fhort  winter's  Jay — fay,  fages,  fay, 

"Wit's  oracles  1  fay,  creamers  of  gay  dreams  ! 

How  will  you  \veather  an  eternal  night , 

Where  fuch  expedients  fail  ? 

O  treacherous  confcicnce  '.  while  fhe  feems  to  fleep 
On  rofe  and  myrtle,  lull'd  with  fyren  fong; 
"While  fhe  feems,  nodding  o'er  her  charge,  to  drop 
On  headlong  appetite  the  flacken'd  rein, 
And  give  us  up  to  licence,  unrecall'd, 
Unmaik'd; — fee,  from  behind  her  fecret  fland, 
The  fly  informer  minutes  every  fault, 
And  her  dread  diary  with  horror  fills. 
Not  the  grofs  aft  alone  employs  her  pen  ; 
She  reconnoitresyi«<rjyV  airy  band, 
A  watchful  foe  1  the  formidable  fpy, 
ILSftening,  o'erhears  the  whifpers  of  our  camp  : 
Our  dawning  pu?pofes  of  heart  explores, 
And  fteals  our  embryos  of  iniquity. 
As  all  rapacious  ufurers  conceal 
Their  doomfday-book  from  a!l-confuming  heirs  ; 
Thus,  with  indulgence  moft  fevere,  fhe  treats 
Us  fpendthrifts  of  ineftimable  time ; 
Unnoted,  notes  each  moment  mifapply'd ; 
In  leaves  more  durable  than  leaves  of  brafs  > 
Writes  our  whole  hiftory  ;  which  death  (hall  read 
In  every  pale  delinquent's  private  ear; 
And  judgment  publifh ;  publifh  to  more  worlds 
Than  this;  and  endlefs  age  in  groans  refound. 
ILorenzo,  fuel)  tiat  Jiaeper  in  thy  bread  ! 
'Such  is  her  Cumber  ;  and  her  vengeance  fucb 
Tor  flighted  counfel ;  fuch  thy  future  peace  1 
And  think' ft  thou  ftill  thou  canfl  be  wife  totfoon  ? 
But  why  on  time  fo  lavifh  is  my  fong  ? 
On  this  great  theme  kind  nature  keeps  a  fchool, 
To  teach  her  fons  herielf.     Each  night  we  die, 
Each  morn  are  born  anew  :  Each  day,  a  life  ! 
And  fliaU  we  kill  each  day  ?  If  trifling  kills ; 
Sure  vice  muft  butcher.     O  what  heaps  of  flain 
Cry  out  for  vengeance  on  us !  Time  deftroy'd 
\tfuiciJe,  where  more  than  blood  is  fpilt. 
Time  flies,  death  urges,  knells  call,  heaven  invites, 
Hell  threatens :  All  exerts ;  in  effort,  all ; 
JMore  than  creation  labours'. — labours  more? 
And  is  there  in  creation  what,  amidfl 
This  tumult  univcrfal,  wing'd  difpatch, 
And  ardent  energy,  fupinely  yawns? 
JTfiz/j  fleeps;  and  man  alone;  and  man,  whofe  fate, 
Fate  irreversible,  entire,  exfreme, 
Endlefs,  hair-hung,  breeze-fhaken,  o'er  the  gulf 
A  moment  trembles;  drops  !  and  man,  for  whom 
All  eUe  is  in  alarm !  man,  the  folc  caufe 


Of  this  furrounding  florm  !  and  yet  he  fleeps, 
As  the  ftorrn  rock'd  to  reft. — Throw  years  away! 
Throw  empire!,  and  be  blamelefs     Moments  feize  j 
Heaven's  on  their  wing  :  A  moment  we  may  wifh, 
When  worlds  want  wealth  to  buy.     Bid  day  (land 

ftill, 

Bid  him  drive  back  his  car,  and  reimport 
The  period  paft,  re-give  the  given  hour. 
Lorenzo,  mart  than  miracles  we  want ; 
Lorenzo — O  for  yefterdays  to  come  ! 

Such  is  the  language  of  the  man  awake; 
His  ardour  fuch,  for  what  oppress  thee. 
And  is  his  ardour  vain,  Lorenzo  ?  No  ; 
That  msre  than  miracle  the  gods  indulge  ; 
To-day  is  ye/lerday  rcturn'd  ;  return'd 
Full  power'd  to  cancel,  expiate,  raife,  adorn, 
And  militate  us  on  the  rock  of  peace. 
Let  it  not  fhare  its  predeceffor's  fate; 
Nor,  like  its  elder  filters,  die  a  fool. 
Shall  it  evaporate  in  fume  ?  fly  off 
Fuliginous,  and  flain  us  deeper  ftill  ? 
Shall  we  be  poorer  for  the  plenty  pour'd  ? 
More  wretched  for  the  clemencies  of  heaven  ? 

Where  fhall  I  find  him  ?  Angels !  tell  me  where, 
You  knotu  him :  He  is  near  you  :   Point  him  out : 
Shall  1  fee  glories  beaming  from  his  brow  ? 
Or  trace  his  footfteps  by  the  rifing  flowers  ? 
Your  golden  wings,  no-w  hovering  o'er  him,  fhed 
Protection  ;  now,  are  waving  in  applaufe 
To  that  bleft  fon  of  forefight !  lord  of  fate  ! 
That  awful  independent  on  to-motroiu! 
Whole  ivork  is  done;  who  triumphs  in  the  fajt / 
Whofe  ycf.erdays  look  backwards  with  a  fmile  ; 
Nor,  like  the  Parthian,  wound  him  as  they  fly  ; 
That  common,  but  opprobrious  lot  !   paft  hours, 
If  not  by  guilt,  yet  wound  us  by  their  flight, 
If  folly  bounds  our  profpect  by  the  grave, 
All  feeling  of  futurity  benumb'd; 
All  god-like  pafllon  for  eternals  quencht; 
All  relifh  of  realties  expir'd ; 
Renounc'd  all  correfpondence  with  the  fkies ; 
Our  freedom  chain'd  ;  quite  winglefs  our  defire  ; 
In  fenfe  dark-prifon'd  all  that  ought  to  foarj 
Prone  to  the  centre ;   crawling  in  the  duft  j 
Difmounted  every  great  and  glorious  aim ; 
Embruted  every  faculty  divine  ; 
Heart-bury'd  in  the  rubbifh  of  the  world. 
The  world,  that  gulf  of  fouls,  immortal  fouls, 
Souls  elevate,  angelic,  wing'd  with  fire 
To  reach  the  diftant  fldes,  and  triumph  there 
On  thrones,  which  fhall  not  mourn  their  matters 

chang'd; 

Though  we  from  earth ;  ethereal,  they  that  fell. 
Such  veneration  due,  O  man,  to  man. 
Who  venerate  themfelves,  the  world  defpife. 
For  what,  gay  friend  !  is  this  efcutcbeond  world, 
Vi  .iich  hangs  out  death  in  one  eternal  night ; 
A  night,  that  glooms  us  in  the  noon-tide  ray, 
And  wraps  our  thought,  at  banquets,  in  the  fhroud? 
Life's  little  ilage  is  a  fmall  eminence, 
Inch-high  the  grave  above  ;  that  home  of  man, 
Where  dwells  the  multitude  :  We  gaze  around  ; 
We  read  their  monuments;  we  figh  ;  and  while 
We  figh,  we  fink;  and  are  what  we  deplor'd  j 
Lamenting,  or  lamented,  all  our  lot  \ 
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^s  death  at  dlftance?  No:  he  has  been  on  thee, 
And  given  iure  tarneft  of  his  final  blow. 
Thofe  hours  that  lately  finil'd,  where  are  they  now? 
Pallid  to  thought, andghaftly :  drown'd,alldrown'd 
In  that  great  deep,  -which  nothing  difembogues ! 
Ant!,  dying,  they  bequeath'd  thee  fmall  renown. 
The  reft  are  on  the  wing  :  how  fleet  their  flight ! 
Already  has  the  fatal  train  took  fire ; 
A  moment,  and  the  world's  blown  up  to  tbee  ; 
The  fun  is  darknefv,  and  the  frars  are  duft. 

'Tis  greatly  wife  to  talk  with  our  paft  hours ; 
And  afk  them,  what  report  they  bore  to  heaven  ; 
And  how  they  might  have  borne  more  welcome 

news. 

Their  anfwersform  what  men  experience  call; 
If  'wlfdom't  friend,  her  beft  ;  if  not,  worft  foe. 
O  reconcile  them  !  Kind  experience  cries, 
"  There's  nothing  here, but  what  as  nothingweighs; 
"  The  more  our  joy,  the  more  we  know  it  vain  ; 
**  And  by  fuccefs  are  tutor'd  to  defpair." 
Nor  h  it  only  thus,  but  mujt  be  fo. 
Who  knows  not  this,  though  gray,  is  ftill  a  chi  d. 
JLoofe  then  from  earth  the  grafp  of  fond  defirel 
Weigh  anchor,  and  fome  happier  clime  explore. 

Art  thou  fo  moor'd  thou  canft  not  difengage, 
Nor  give  thy  thoughts  a  ply  to  future  fcenes  ? 
Since  by  life's  palling  breath,  blown  up  from  earth, 
Light  as  the  fummer's  dyft,  we  take  in  air 
A  moment's  giddy  flight,  and  fail  again  ; 
Join  the  dull  mafs,  ir.creafe  the  trodden  foil, 
And  flccp,  till  earth  herfelf  fhall  be  no  more  ; 
Since  then   (as  emoiets,  their  fmall  world  o'er- 

thrown) 

We,  fore  amaz'd,  from  out  earth's  ruins  crawl, 
And  rife  to  fate  extrenle  of  foul  or  fair, 
As  man's  own  choice  (controuler  of  the  fkies!) 
As  man's  defpotic  will,  perhaps  one  hour, 
(O  how  omnipotent  is  time  !)  decrees ; 
Should  not  each  -warning  give  a  ftrong  alarm  ? 
Warning,  far  lefs  than  that  of  bofom  torn 
From  bofom,  bleeding  o'er  the  facred  dead  ! 
Should  not  each  dial  ilrike  us  as  we  pafs, 
Portentous,  as  the  written  ivall,  which  ftruck, 
O'er  midnight  bowls,  the  proud  Affyrian  pale, 
Ere-while  high-flufht  with  uifolence  and  wine  ? 
Like  that,  the  dial  fpcaks ;  and  points  to  thee, 
.Lorenzo  !  loth  to  break  thy  banquet  up  : 
"  O  man,  thy  kingdom  is  departing  from  thee  ; 
"  And,  while  it  lafts,  is  emptier  than  my  fb.ade." 
Its  filent  language  fuch  :  nor  need'ft  thou  call 
Thy  wag/,  to  dtcypher  what  it  means. 
Know,  like  the  Median,  fate  is  in  thy  walls  : 
Doftafk,J-fcw/  Whence?  Belfhazzar-iikfi, amaz'd? 
Man's  make  inclofes  the  fure  feeds  of  death  ; 
l.ife  feeds  the  murderer ;  ingrate  1  he  thrives 
On  her  own  meal,  and  then  his  nurfe  devours. 

But  here,  Lorenzo,  the  deluiion  lies  ; 
That  folar  Jkzdow,  as  it  meafures  life, 
It  life  refembles  too  :  life  fpeeds  away 
From  point  to  point,  though  feeming  to  {land  ftill. 
The  cunning  fugitive  is  fwift  by  flealth  : 
Too  fubtle  is  the  movement  to  be  feen  ; 
Yet  foon  man's  hour  is  up,  and  we  are  gone. 
Warnings  point  out  our  danger ;  gnomons,  time  : 
As  th'fi  are  ufelefs  when  the  fun  is  fet : 


So  tbofe,  but  when  more  glorious  reafon  fhines. 
Reafon  fhould  judge  in  all;  in  realon's  eye, 
That  fcdentary  fnadow  travels  hard. 
But  fuch  our  gravitation  to  the  wrong, 
So  prone  our  hearts  to  whifper  what  we  wifh, 
'  Tis  later  with  the  wife  than  he's  aware  : 
A  Wilmington  goes  flower  than  the  fun: 
And  ail  mankind  miiiake  their  time  of  day; 
Ev'n  age  itfelf.     Fvefh  hopes  are  hourly  fown 
In  furrow'd  brows.     To  gentle  life's  defcent 
We  fhut  our  eyes,  and  think  it  is  a  plain. 
We  take  fair  days  in  winter,  for  the  fpring; 
And  turn  our  blefiuigs  into  bane.     Since  ofc 
Man  muft  so^futs  that  age  he  cannot  feelt 
He  fcarce  believes  he's  older  for  his  years* 
Thus,  at  life's  lateft  eve,  we  keep  in  {lore 
One  difappointment  fure,  to  crdwn  the  reft  j 
The  disappointment  of  a  prorrais'd  hour* 

On  this,  or  fimilar,  Philander  !  thou 
Whofe  mind  was  moral,  as  the  preacher's  tongue  j 
And  ftrong,  to  wield  all  fcience,  worth  the  name; 
How  often  we  talk'd  down  the  fummer's  fun, 
And  cooPd  our  pafllons  by  the  breezy  flream  ! 
How  often  thaw'd  and  fhorten'd  winter's  eve, 
By  conflict  kind,  that  flruck  out  latent  truth^ 
Beit  found,  fo  fought ;  to  the  rsclufe  more  coy  ! 
Thoughts  difentagle  palling  o'er  the  lip  ; 
Clean  runs  the  thread  ;  if  not,  'tis  thrown  awayt 
Or  kept  to  tie  up  nonfenfe  for  a  fung; 
Song,  fafhionably  fruitlefs  ;  fuch  as  ftains 
The  fancy,  and  unhallow'd  pajjlon  fires; 
Chiming  her  faints  to  Cytherea's  fane. 

Know'ft  thou,  Lorenzo!  what  a  friend  contains \ 
As  bees  mixt  neftar  draw  from  fragrant  flowers, 
So  men  from  friendfhip,  iviftlom  and  delight; 
Twins  ty'd  by  nature,  if  they  part,  they  die. 
Haft  thou  no  friend  to  let  thy  mind  abroach  ? 
Goodfenfe  nvlll  ftagnate-  Thoughts  fhut  up  want  aira 
And  fpoil,  like  bales  unopen'd  to  the  fun. 
Had  thought    been   all,   fweet  fpeech  had  been, 
deny'd ;  [too ! 

Speech, thought's  canal !  fpeech,  thought's  criterion 
Thought  in  the  mine,  may  come  forth  gold,  or 

drofs  ; 

When  coin'd  in  \yord,  we  know  its  real  worth. 
If  fterling,  (lore  it  for  thy  future  ufe; 
'Twill  buy  thee  benefk;  perhaps  renown. 
Thought,  too,  deliver'd,  is  the  more  poiTeft; 
Teaching,  we  learn;  and  giving,  we  retain 
The  births  of  intellect: ;  when  dumb,  forgot. 
Speech  ventilates  our  intellectual  fire  ; 
upstch  burnifhe*  our  mental  magazine  ; 
Brightens,  for  ornament ;  and  whets,  for  ufe. 
What  numbers,  fheath'd  in  erudition,  lie, 
Plung'd  to  the  hilts  in  venerable  tomes, 
And  rafted  in ;   who  might  have  borne  an  edge, 
And  p!ay'd  a  fptightly  beam,  if  born  to  fpeech  ; 
If  born  bleit  heirs  of  half  their  mother's  tongue  ! 
'  Tis  thought's  exchange,  which,  like  th'  alternate 

pufh 

Of  waves  confli&ing,  breaks  the  learned  fcum, 
And  defecates  the  Undent's  Handing  pool, 

In  contemplation  is  his  proud  refource  ? 
'Tis  poor,  as  proud,  by  etnverfe  unfuftain'd. 
Rude  thought  runs  wild  in  contemplation's  field; 
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Converfe,  the  menage,  breaks  it  to  the  bit 
Of  due  reftraint ;  and  emulation's  fpur 
Gives  graceful  energy,  by  rivals  aw'd. 
Tis  cmiverfe  qualifies  for  folitude; 
As  cxercife,  for  falutary  reft. 
By  that  untutor'd,  contemplation  raves; 
And  nature's  fool,  by  iv'ifdom  is  undone. 

Wifdom,  though  richer  than  Peruvian  mines, 
And  fweeter  than  the  fweet  atnbrofial  hive, 
What  is  fhe,  but  the  means  of  happincfs? 
*Ibat  unobtain'd,  than  folly  more  a  fool ; 
A  melancholy  fool,  without  her  bells. 
Friendftip,  the  means  of  wifdom,  richly  gives 
The  precious  end,  which  makes  our  wifdoitt  wife. 
Nature,  in  zeal  for  human  amity, 
Denies,  or  damps,  an  undivided  joy. 
Joy  is  an  import ;  joy  is  an  exchange; 
Joy  flies  monolopifts  :  it  call?  for  two; 
Rich  fruit !  heaven-planted  !  never  pluckt  by  oHe. 
Needful  auxiliars  are  our  friends,  to  give 
"T&focia!  man  true  relifli  of  himfelf. 
Full  on  ourfelvcs,  descending  in  a  line, 
Pleafuris  bright  beam  is  feeble  in  delight : 
Delight  intenfe  is  taken  by  rebound; 
Reverberated  pleafures  fire  the  breaft. 

Cz\e(.  \z\lappinefs,  whene'er  fhe  {loops 
To  vifit  earth,  one  {brine  the  goddefs  finds, 
And  one  alone,  to  make  her  fweet  amends 
For  abfent  heaven — the  bofom  of  a  friend  ; 
Where  heart  meets  heart,  reciprocally  foft, 
Each  other's  pillow  to  repofe  divine. 
Beware  the  counterfeit ;  in  pajjlons  flame 
Hearts  melt,  but  melt  like  ice,  foon  harder  froze. 
True  love  ftrikes  root  in  reafon;  pafiion's  foe  : 

Virtue  alone  entenders  us  for  life  : 

I  wrong  her  much — Entenders  us  for  ever : 

Of fytendjbip" 's  faireft  fruits,  the  fruit  moil  fair 

Is  virtue  kindling  at  a  rival  fire, 

And,  emulovfly^  rapid  in  her  race. 

O  the  foft  enmity  !  endearing  flrife  ! 

This  carries  friendfhip  to  her  noon-tide  point, 

And  gives  the  rivet  of  eternity.  [themes, 

Fn;m  friend/kip,   which    outlives    my    former 

Glorious  furviver  of  old  time  and  death ; 

From  friendfhip,  thus, that  flower  of  heavenly  feed; 

The  wife  extracts  earth's  nioft  Hyblcan  biifs, 

Superior  wifdom,  crown'd  with  fmiling  joy. 
But  for  whom  bloiTomv  his  Elyfian^o-zm-  ? 

Abroad  they  find,  who  cherifh  it  at  home. 

Lorenzo  !  pardon  what  my  love  extorts, 
,An  honeft  love,  and  not  afraid  to  frown. 

Though  choice  of  follies  faflen  en  the  great, 

None  clings  more  obftinate  than  fanty  fond 

That  facred  friendfhip  is  their  eafy  prey; 

Caught  by  the  wafture  of  a  golden  lure, 

Or  (afcir.ation  of  a  high-borne  fmile. 

Their  (miles,  the  great,  and  the  'coquet,  throw  out 

for  others  hearts,  tenacious  of  their  own  ; 

And  we  no  lefs  of  ours,  when  fuch  the  bait. 

Ye  fortune's  CofFerers  !'  Ye  powers  of  wealth  I 

Can  gold  gain  f:  ienofhip  ?  Impudence  of  hope  ! 

Aswcll  mere  man  an  anv;el  might  beget. 

Love,  and  love  only,  is  the  loan  for  love. 

.Lorenzo  '   pride  reprefs;  nor  hrpe  to  find 

A  friend,  but  what  lias  found  a  friend  in  thec. 


All  like  the  purchafe  ;  few  the  price  will  pay  ; 
And  this  makes  friends  fuch  miracles  below. 

What  if  (lince  daring  on  fo  nice  a  theme) 
I  fhow  thee  friendfhip  delicate  as  dear, 
Of  tender  violations  apt  to  die  ? 
Referee  will  wound  it;  and  dljlrujt^  deftroy. 
Deliberate  in  all  things  with  thy  friend. 
But  fince  friends  grow  not  thick  on  every  bongfc 
Nor  every  friend  unrotfen  at  the  core ; 
Firft,  on  thy  friend,  deliberate  with  thyfelf ; 
Paufe,  ponder,  fift ;  not  eager  in  the  choice, 
Nor  jealous  of  the  chofen  ;  fixing,  fix  ; 
Judge  before  friendfhip,  then  confide  till  deatho 
Well,  for  thy  friend  ;  but  nobler  far  for  thee  ; 
How  gallant  danger  for  earth's  higheft  prize  1 
A  friend  is  worth  all  hazards  we  can*  run. 
"  Poor  is  the  friendlefs  matter  of  a  world  : 
"  A  world  in  put  chafe  for  a  friend  is  gain.'* 

So  fung  he  (angels  hear  that  angels  fing  ! 
Angels  from  friendfhip  gather  half  their  joy) 
So  fung  Philander,  as  his  friend  went  round 
In  the  rich  ichor  ^  in  the  generous  blood 
Of  Bacchus,  purple  god  of  joyous  wit, 
A  brow  folute,  and  ever-laughing  eye. 
He  drank  long  health,  and  virtue,  to  his  friend  ; 
His  friend,  who  warm'd  him  more,  who  more  in- 

fpir'd. 

Friendjbtp 's  the  wine  of  life  ;  but  friendfhip  any 
(Not  fuch  was  his)  is  neither  ftrong  nor  pure. 

0  for  the  bright  complexion,  cordial  warmth, 
And  elevating  fpirit,  of  a  friend, 

For  twenty  fummers  ripening  by  my  fide, 
All  feculence  of  falfehood  long  thrown  down  ; 
All  focial  virtues  rifing  in  his  foul, 
As  cryftal  clear,  and  fmiling  as  they  rife  ! 
Here  nedar  flows ;  it  fparkles  in  our  fight ; 
Rich  to  the  tafte,  and  genuine  from  the  heart, 
High-flavour'd  blifs  for  gods !  on  earth  how  rare! 
On  earth  how  lojl ! — Philander  is  no  more. 

Think'ft  thou  the  theme  intoxicates  my  fong  ? 
Am  I  too  warm  ?  Too  warm  I  cannot  be. 

1  lov'd  him  much,  but  row  I  love  him  more. 
Like  birds,  whofe  beauties  languifh,  half  conceal'd, 
Till,  mounted  on  the  wing,  their  gloffy  plumes 
Expanded  fhine  with  azure,  green,  and  gold  : 
How  bleflings  brighten  as  they  take  their  flight '. 
His  flight  Philander  took;  his  upward  flight. 

If  ever  foul  afcended.     Had  he  dropp'd, 
(That  eagle  genius!)  O  had  he  let  fall 
One  feather  as  he  flew,  I  then  had  wrote 
What  friends  might  flatter,  prudent  foes  forbear, 
Rivals  fcarce  damn,  and  Zoilus  reprieve. 
Yet  what  I  can,  I  muft;  it  were  profane 
T©  quench  a  glory  lighted  at  the  Ikies, 
And  caft  in  fhadows  his  illuftrious  clofe. 
Strange  '.  the  theme  moft  affe&inj^,  moft:  fublimej 
A.omentous  moft  to  man,  fhould  fleep  unfimg  1 
And  yet  it  fleeps,  by  genius  una\vak'd, 
Painim  or  Chriflian  ;    to  the  blufh  of  wit 
Man's  hiphcft  triumph  !  man's  profoundefl  fall  J 
The  death-bed  of  the  juft,  is  yet  undrawn 
By  mortal  hand  !   it  merits  a  divine  : 
Angels  (hould  paint  it,  angels  ever  there, 
There,  on  a  port  rif  honour  and  of  joy. 
Dare  I  prefume  then  r— but  Philander  bids, 
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And  glory  tempts,  and  inclination  calls — 

Yet  am  I  ftruck,  as  ftruck  the  foul  beneath 

Aerial  groves  impenetrable  gloom  ; 

Or  in  fome  mighty  ruin's  folemn  (hade  ; 

Or,  gazing  by  pale  lamps  on  high-born  Juft, 

In  vaults;  thin  courts  of  poor  unflatter'd  kings; 

Or  at  the  midnight  altar's  hallow'd  flame. 

Is  it  religion  to  proceed  ?  I  paufe — 

And  enter,  awM,  the  temple  of  my  theme. 

Is  it  his  death-bed  ?  No ;  it  is  his  Ihrine  : 

Behold  him  there  juft  riling  to  a  god.  [fate 

The  chamber  where  the  good  man  meets  his 
Is  privileg'd  beyond  the  common  walk 
Of  virtuous  life,  quite  in  the  verge  of  heaven. 
Fiy,  ye  profane  !  if  not,  draw  near  with  awe, 
Receive  the  blefling,  and  adore  the  chance, 
That  threw  in  this  Bethefda  your  difeafe  ; 
If  unreftor'd  by  this,  defpair  your  c  re. 
For  here  refiftlefs  demonftration  dwells; 
A  death-bed's  a  detector  of  the  heart. 
Here  tir'd  dij/imukition  drops  her  mafque 
Through  life's  grimace,  that  miftrefs  of  the  fcene ! 
Here  real  and  apparent  are  the  fame. 
You  fee  the  man  :  you  fee  his  hold  on  heaven, 
If  found  his  virtue,  as  Philander's  found,     [friends 
Heaven  waits  not  the  laft  moment ;  owns  her 
On  this  fide  death,  and  points  them  out  to  men, 
A  lecture  filent,  but  of  fovereign  power  ! 
To  vice  confufion,  and  to  virtue  peace. 

Whatever  farce  the  boaftful  hero  plays, 
Virtue  alone  has  majtfty  in  death  ! 
And  greater  ftill,  the  more  the  tyrant  frowns. 
Philander  \  he  feverely  frown'd  on  thee. 
"  No  warning  given  1   Unceremonious  fate ! 
**  A  fudden  rufh  from  life's  meridian  joy  ! 
"  A  wrench  from  all  we  love  '.    from  all  we  are  ! 
"  A  reftlefs  bed  of  pain  !  a  plunge  opaque 
*'  Beyond  conjecture  !  feeble  nature's  dread  ! 
"  Strong  reafons  fhudder  at  the  dark  unknown  ! 
"  A  fun  extinguifhf  d  !  a  juft-opening  grave  ! 
"  And,  Oh  !  the  laft,  laft,  what  ?  (can  words  ex- 

prefs  ? 

«*  Thought  reach  it  ?)  the  laft— filence  of  a  friend !" 
Where  are  thofe  horrors,  that  amazement,  where, 
This  hideous  group  of  ills,  which  ftngly  mock, 
Demand  from  man  ? — I  thought  him  man  till  noio. 

Through  nature's  wreck,  through  vanquifh'd 

agonies,  [gloom) 

(Like  the  ftars  ftruggling  through  this  midnight 

What  gleams  of  joy  1    what  more  than  human 

peace  ! 

Where  the  frail  mortal  ?  the  poor  abject  worm  ? 
No,  not  in  death,  the  mortal  to  be  found. 
His  conduct  is  a  legacy  for  all ; 
Richer  than  Mammon's  for  his  fingle  heif. 
His  comforters  he  comforts  ;  great  in  ruin, 
With  unreludant  grandeur,  gives,  not  yields, 
His  foul  fublinie,  and  clofes  with  his  fate. 

How  our  hearts  burn'd  within  us  at  the  fcene ; 
Whence  this  brave  bound  o'er  limits  fix'd  to  man  ? 
His  God  fuitains  him  in  his  final  hour  ! 
His  final  hour  brings  glory  to  his  God  I 
Man's  glory  heaven  vouchsafes  to  call  her  own. 
We  gaze,  we  weep  ;  mix'd  tears  of  grief,  of  joy  ! 
Amazement  ftrikcs  1  dsvoilon  burib  to  flame  i 


Chrijlians  adore  !   and  Infidels  believe  1 

As  fome  tall  tower,  or  lofty  mountain's  brow, 
Detains  the  fun,  illuftrious,  from  its  height; 
While  rifmg  vapours,  and  defcending  fhades, 
With  damps   and   darknefs  drown   the  fpaclous 

vale; 

Undamp'd  by  doubt,  undarken'd  by  defpair, 
Philander  thus  auguftly  rears  his  head 
At  that  black  hour,  which  general  horror  fheds 
On  the  low  level  of  th'  inglorious  throng  : 
Sweet  feace,  and  heavenly  hope,  and 
Divinely  beam  on  his  exalted  foul ; 
Deftruction  gild,  and  crown  him  for  the  Ikies, 
With  incommunicable  luftre  bright. 

NIGHT  HI. 
N  A  R  C  I  S  S  A. 

TO  HER  GRACE  THE  DUCHESS  OF  PORTLAND. 

"  Ignofcenda  quidem,  fcirent  fi  ignofcere 

"  manes."  VJRG. 

FROM  dreamy  where  thought  in  fancy's  maze  runs 

mad, 

To  reafon^  that  heaven-lighted  lamp  in  man, 
Once  more  I  wake ;  and  at  the  deftin'd  hour, 
Punctual  as  lovers  to  the  moment  fworn, 
I  keep  my  aflignation  with  my  woe. 

O  !  loft  to  virtue,  loft  to  manly  thought, 
Loft  to  the  noble  fallies  of  the  foul ! 
Who  think  it  folitude  to  be  alone. 
Communion  fweet !  communion  large  and  high  \ 
Our  reafan,  guardian  angel  ^  and  our  God / 
Then  neareft  thefe  when  others  moft  remote ; 
And  all  ere  long  fhall  be  remote  but  thefe. 
How  dreadful  then  to  meet  them  all  alone, 
A  ftrajnger  1  unacknowledg'd,  unapprov'd  ! 
Now  woo  them,  wed  them,  bind  them  to  thy 

breaft; 

To  win  thy  wim,  creation  has  no  more. 
Or  if  we  wifh  *  fourth,  it  is  a  friend — 
But  friends,  how  mortal,  dangerous  the  defire  ! 

Take  Phoebus  to  yourfclves,  ye  balking  bards ! 
Inebriate  at  fair  fortune's  fountain-head, 
And  reeling  through  the  wildernefs  of  joy; 
Where  fenfe  runsfavage,  broke  from  reafon'i  chain, 
And  fings  falle  peace,  till  fmother'd  by  the  pall. 
My  fortune  is  unlike  ;  unlike  my  fong ; 
Unlike  the  deity  my  fong  invokes. 
I  to  day's  foft-ey'd  fifter  pay  my  court, 
(Endymion's  rival '.)  and  her  aid  implore; 
Now  firft  implor'd  in  fuccour  to  the  mufe. 

Thou,  who  didft  lately  borrow  *  Cynthia's  forn» 
And  modeftly  forego  thine  own  1   O  thou, 
Who  didft  thyfelf  at  midnight  hours  infpire  ! 
Say,  why  not  Cynthia  patronefs  of  fong  ? 
As  thou  her  crefcent,  fhe  thy  character 
Affumes ;  ftill  more  a  goddefs  by  the  change. 

Are  there  demurring  wits  who  dare  difputc 
This  revolution  in  the  world  infpir'd? 
Ye  train  Pierian  !  to  the  lunar  fphere, 
In  filent  hour,  audrefs  your  ardent  call 
For  aid  immortal ;  lefs  her  brother's  right. 

*  At  tbs  Dukt.tf  Norfolk's  mafyierade, 
'E  iij 
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She,  with  the  fpheres  hgrmonioiis,  nightly  leads 
The  mazy  dance,  and  hears  their  matchlefs  ftrain  ; 
A  ftrain  for  gods,  deny  'd  to  mortal  ear. 
Tranfmit  it  heard,  thou  filver  queen  of  heaven  ! 
What  title,  or  what  name,  endears  the  molt  ? 
Cynthia  1  Cyllene  !  Phoebe  !  or  doft  hear 
With  higher  guft  fair  Portland  of  the  flues  I 
Is  that  the  foft  enchantment  calls  thee  down, 
JV  lore  powerful  than  of  old  Circean  charm  ? 
Come;  hut  from  heavenly  banquets  with  thee 

bring 

The  foul  of  fong,  and  whifper  in  my  ear 
The  theft  divine  ;  or  in  propitious  dreams 
(For  dreams  are  thine)  trausfufe  it  through  the 

breaft 

Of  thy  firfl  votary,  but  not  thy  laft, 
Jf,  like  thy  namefake,  thou  art  ever  kind. 

And  kind  thou  wilt  be;  kind  on  fuch  a  theme; 
A  theme  fo  like  thee,  a  quite  lunar  theme, 
Soft,  modeft,  melancholy,  female,  fair  ! 
A  theme  that  rofe  all  pale,  and  told  my  foul 
9Fwas  night  i  on  her  fond  hopes  perpetual  night; 
A  night  which  ftruck  a  damp,  a  deadlier  damp 
Than  that  which  fmote  me  from  Philander's  tomb, 
Narciffa  fellows,  ere  his  tomb  is  clos'd. 
"Woes  clufter  ;  rare  zrQfolitary  woes  ; 
They  love  a  train,  they  tread  each  others  heel  ; 
Jffer  death  invades  bis  mournful  right,  and  claims 
The  grief  that  darted  from  my  lids  for  him  : 
Seizes  the  faithlefs  alienated  tear, 
Or  fhares  it  ere  it  falls.    So  frequent  death, 
Sorrow  he  nitre  than  caufes,  he  confounds; 
Tor  human  fighs  his  rival  ftrokes  contend* 
And  make  diftrefs,  diftra&ion.     Oh  Philander  ! 
•What  was  thy  fate  ?   A  double  fate  to  me  ; 
Portent  and  pain,  a  menace  and  a  blow, 
Like  the  bjack  raven  hovering  o'er  my  peace, 
i"Iot  left  a  bird  of  omen  than  of  prey. 
It  calFcl  Narcifla  long  before  her  hour  ; 
It  call'd  her  tender  foul,  by  break  of  blifs, 
From  the  firft  blofibm,  from  the  buds  of  joy  ; 
Thofe  few  our  noxious  fate  unblafled  leaves 
In  this  inclement  clime  of  human  life. 

Sweet  harmonift  !  and  beautiful  as  fweet  I 
And  young  as  beautiful  !  and  foft  as  young  ! 
And  gay  as  foft  1  and  innocent  as  gay  ! 
And  happy  (if  aught  happy  beri)  as  good  ! 
For  fortune  fond  had  built  her  nefl  on  high. 
Like  birds  quire  .,?xquiiite  of  note  arid  plume, 
Transfix'd  \>y  fate  (who  loves  a  lofty  mark,) 
Jiovv  from  the  fummit  of  the  grove  frig  fell, 
And  left  it  unharmonioqs.    All  its  charms 
ExtinguifiVd  in  the  wonders  of  htr  fong  1 
Her  fong  ilill  vibrates  in  my  ravifh'd  ear, 
Still  melting  there,  and  with  voluptuous  pain 
£O  to  forget  hsr  !)  thrilling  through  my  heart  ! 

Sojig,  beauty,  youth,  love,  virtue,  joy  ;   this 

group 

Of  brignt  ideas,  flowers  of  paradife, 
As  yet  unforfeit  1  in  one  blaze  we  bind, 
jfCneei  and  prefent  it  to  the  Ikies,  as  all 
"We  gut'fs  of  heaven  :  and  tbefc  were  all  her  own. 
And  ihe    was   mine  ;    and   I  was—  iyat  !  —  moil 
' 


(Say  title  ot  the  deepeft  snifery  \ 


As  bodies  grow  more  ponderous  tobb'd  of  life, 

Good  loft  weighs  more  in  grief  than  gain'd  in  joy, 

Like  bloflom'd  trees  o'erturn'd  by  vernal  ftorm, 

lively  in  death  the  beauteous  ruin  lay; 

And  if  in  death  ftill  lovely,  lovelier  there, 

Far  lovelier  !  pity  fwells  the  tide  of  love. 

And  will  not  the  fevere  excufe  a  figh  ? 

Scorn  the  proud  man  that'is  afliam'd  to  weep; 

Our  tears  indulgd  indeed  deierve  our  fhame. 

Ye  that  e'er  loft  an  angel,  pity  me  1 

Soon  as  the  luftre  languiiVd  in  her  eye, 
Dawning  a  dimmer  day  on  human  fight, 
And  on  her  cheek,  the  reildence  of  ipring, 
Pale  omen  fat,  and  fcatter'd  fears  around 
On  all  that  faw  (and  who  would  ceafe  to  gazs 
That  once  had  feen  ?)  with  hafte,  parental  hafte, 
I  flew,  I  fnaixh'd  her  from  the  rigid  north, 
Her  native  be(\,  on  which  bleak  Boreas  blew, 
And  bore  her  nearer  to  the  fun  :  the  fun 
(As  if  the  fun  could  envy)  check'd  his  beam, 
Deny'd  his  wonted  fuccour  ;  nor  with  more 
Regret  beheld  her  drooping  than  the  belis 
Of  lilies  ;  faireft  lilies  not  fo  fair  ! 

Queen  lilies  '.   and  ye  painted  populace  \ 
Who  dwell  in  fields,  and  lead  ambrofial  lives, 
In  morn  and  evening  dew  your  beauties  bathe, 
And  drink  the  fun ;  which  gives  your  cheeks  to 

glow, 

And  out-Mufti  (mine  excepted)  every  fair; 
You  gladlier  grew  ambitious  of  her  hand, 
Which  often  cropt  your  odours,  incenfe  meet 
To  thought  fo  pure  !   Ye  lovely  fugitives ! 
Coeval  race  with  man  !  for  man  you  Anile; 
Why  not  fmile  at  him  too  ?  You  fnare  indeed 
His  fuddeu  pafs,  hut  not  his  conftant  pain. 

So  man  is  made  ;  nought  minifters  delight 
By  what  his  glowing  paflions  can  engage  ; 
And  glowing  paflions,  bent  on  aught  below, 
Muft,  foon  or  late,  with  aRgui/h  turn  the  fcale ; 
And  anguifh,  afcer  rapture,  how  fevere  !      [divine, 
^R-^pture  !    Bold  man  1    who  tempt'ft  the  wrath 
By  plucking  fruit  denied  to  mortal  tafte, 
While  here,  prefuming  on  the  rights  of  heaven. 
For  tranfport  doft  thou  tall  on  every  hour, 
JLorcnzo  ?  At  thy  friend's  expence  be  wife  ; 
Lean  not  on  earth;  'twill  pierce  thee  to  the  heart; 
A  broken  reed  at  beft?  but  oft  a  fpear ; 
On  its  (harp  point  peace  bleeds,  and  hope  expires. 

Turn,   hopelef*   thought !    turn   from   her  : — 

Thought  repell'd 

Refcnting  rallies,  and  wakes  every  woe. 
Snatch'd  ere  thy  prime  !  and  in  thy  bridal  hour  ! 
And  when  kind  fortune,  with  thy  lover,  fmil'd  1 
And  when  high  flavour'd  thy  frefh  opening  joys ! 
And  when  blind  man  pronounc'd  thy  blifs  com* 

plete  1 

Ar"i  on  a  foreign  fhore,  where  ftrangers  wept  1 
Strangers  to  thee  ;  and,  more  furpriiing  ftill, 
Strangers  to  kindnefs,  wept :  their  eyes  let  fall 
Inhuman  tears  !  ftrange  tears!  that  trickled  down 
From  marble  hearts  1  obdurate  tenderneis  1 
A  tendernefa  that  call'd  them  more  fevere  ; 
In  fpite  of  nature's  foft  perfuafioa  fteel'd ; 
While  nature  mekedtjtipetflitu*  rav'd  ; 
Tbat  mourn'd  tlic  dead,  uud  this  denied  a  grave.    •• 


THE  COMPLAINT;  OR,  NIGHT  THOUGHTS. 


Their  fighs  incensM ;  fighs  foreign  to  the  will ! 
Their  will  the  tiger  fuck'd,  outrag'd  the  dorm. 
For,  oh  !  the  curft  ungodlinefs  of  zeal ! 
While  fmful  feft  relented,^/™'/  nurd 
In  blind  infallibility's  embrace, 
Thcfainttdffirit  petrify'd  the  bread  ; 
Deny'd  the  charity  of  duft,  to  fpread 
O'er  duft  !  a  charity  their  dogs  enjoy. 
What  could  I  do  ?  What  fuccour  ?   What  refource  ? 
With  pious  facrilege,  a  grave  I  ftole  ; 
With  impious  piety,  that  grave  1  wrong'd ; 
Short  in  my  duty ;  coward  in  my  grief ! 
More  like  her  murderer,  than  friend,  I  crept, 
With  foft-fufpended  ftep,  and  muffled  deep 
In  midnight  darknefs,  -wbifper'J  my  laft  figh. 
I  tv&ifperd  wh&t  fhould  echo  through  their  realms; 
Nor  writ  her  name,  whole  tomb  fhould  pierce  the 

ikies. 

Prefumptnous  fear  !   How  durft  I  dread  her  foes, 
While  nature's  loudeft  dictates  I  obey'd  ? 
Pardon  neceffity,  bleft  fhade  !  of  grief 
And  indignation  rival  but  (Is  I  pour'd  ; 
Half  execration  mingled  with  my  prayer  ; 
Kindled  at  man,  while  I  his  God  ador'd; 
Sore  grudg'd  the  favage  land  her  facred  duft  ; 
Stamp'd  the  curs'd  foil ;  and  with  humanity 
(Denied  NarciiTa)  wifh'd  them  all  a  grave. 

Glows  my  refentment  into  guilt  ?  What  guilt 
Can  equal  violations  of  the  dead  ? 
The  dead  how  facred  !  Sacred  is  the  duft 
Of  this  heavcn-labour'd  form,  ere£b,  divine  ! 
Thisheavcri-affLmvd  majeflic  robe  of  earth, 
lie  de4gn'd  to  wear,  who  hung  the  vail  expanfe 
With  azure  bright,  and  cloath'd  the  fun  in  gold. 
When  every  pafiion  fleeps  that  can  offend  ; 
When  ftrikes  us  every  motive  that  can  melt  ; 
When  nian  can  wreak  his  rancour  ancontroul  </, 
That  ft  rouged  curb  on  infult  and  ill-will ; 
5Ti'<r«,  Ipleen  to  dujl?  the  duft  of  innocence  ? 
An  angel's  duft  ? — This  Lucifer  tranfcerds; 
When  he  contended  for  the  patriarch's  bones, 
'Twa.s  not  the  ftrife  of  malice,  but  of  pride  ; 
The  ftrife  of  pontiff  pride,  not  pontiff  gall. 

For  lefs  than  this  is  fhocking  in  a  race 
Moft  ivretcbcd^    but  from  ftrearus  of  mutual  love  ; 
And  uncreated,  but  for  love  divine; 
And,  but  for  love  divine,  this  moment  loft, 
By  fate  reforb'd,  and  funk  in  endleis  night. 
Man  hard  of  heart  to  man  !  of  horrid  things 
Moft  horrid  !  'mid  ilupendous,  highly  drange  ! 
Yet  oft  his  courtefies  are  fmoother  wrongs  ; 
Pride  brandifh.es  the  favours  he  confers, 
And  contumelious  his  humanity  : 
What    then   his  vengeance  ?     Hear   it    not,   ye 

ftars! 

And  thou,  pale,  moon  !  turn  paler  at  the  fourfd  ; 
Man  is  to  man  the  ibreft,  fureft  ill. 
A  previous  blaft  foretells  the  riling  ftorm  ; 
Overwhelming  turrets  threaten  ere  they  fall ; 
Volcanos  bellow  ere  they  difembogue  ; 
£arth  trembles  ere  her  yawning  jaws  devour  ; 
And  fmoke  betrays  the  wide  confuming  fire  : 
Ruin  from  man  is  moft  conceal'd  when  near, 
And  fends  the  dreadful  tidings  in  the  blow. 
,1*  this  the  flight  of  fancy  ?  W^uld.  it  were  1 


Heaven's  Sovereign  faves  all  beings,  but  himfelf, 
That  hideous  fight,  a  naked  human  heart* 

Fir'd  is  the  mufe  ?  And  let  the  mufe  be  fir'd- 
Who  not  enflam'd,  when  what  he  fpeaks,he  feels, 
And  in  the  nerve  moft  tender,  in  his  friends? 
Shame  to  mankind  !  Philander  had  his  foes : 
He  felt  the  truths  I  fing,  and  I  in  him. 
But  he,  nor  I,  feel  more  :  paft  ills,  Narciffa  ! 
Are  funk  in  thee,  thou  recent  wound  of  heart  ! 
Which  bleeds  with  cth.r  carep,  with  other  pangs ; 
Pangs  numerous,  as  the  numerous  ills  that  fwarmM 
O'er  thy  diftinguiftVd  fate,  and,  cindering  there 
Thick  as  the  locufts  on  the  land  of  Nile, 
Made  death  more  deadly,  and  more  dark  the  grave. 
Reflect  (if  not  forgot  my  touching  talc) 
How  was  each  circumftance  with  afpics  arm'd  ? 
An  afpic,  each  !  and  all,  an  Hydra  woe  : 
What  ftrong  Herculean  virtue  could  fuffice  ?    •— 
Or  is  it  virtue  to  be  conquer'd  here  ? 
This  hoary  cheek  a  train  of  tears  bedews  ; 
And  each  tear  mourns  its  own  difiinff  diftrefs; 
And  each  diftrefs,  diftinclly  mourn'd,  demands 
Of  grief  ftill  more,  as  heighten'd  by  the  whole. 
A  grief  like  this  proprietors  excludes  : 
Not  friends  alone  fuch  obfcquies  deplore  ; 
They  make  mankind  The  mourner;  carry  fighs 
Far  as  the  fataly^**  can  wing  her  way  ; 
And  turn  the  gayeft  thought  of  gayeft  age, 
Down  their  right  channel,  through  the   vale  of 
death. 

The  vale  of  death  !  that  hufh'd  Cimmerian  vale, 
Where  darkntfs^  brooding  o'er  unfinifn'd  iates, 
With  raven  wing  incumbent,  waits  the  day 
(Dread  day  !)  that  interdicts  all  future  change  \ 
That  fubterranean  world,  that  land  of  ruin  ! 
Fit  walk,  Lorenzo,  for  proud  human  thought ! 
There  let  my  thought  expatiate,  and  explore 
Balfamic  truths  and  healing  fentiments, 
Of  all  moft  wanted,  and  moft  welcome,  lire. 
For  gay  Lorenzo's  fake,  and  for  thy  own, 
My  if  nil !  "  The  fruits  of  dying  friends  i'urvey ; 
"  Expofe  the  vain  of  life;  weigh  life  and  death ^ 
"  Give  death  his  eulogy ;  thy  fear  i'ubdue  ; 
"  And  labour  that  firit  palm  of  noble  minds, 
"  A  manly  fcorn  of  terror  fro-n  the  tomb." 

This  harveft  reap  from  thy  Narciffa's  grave, 
As  poet's  feign'd  from  Ajax'  dreaming  blood 
Arofe,  with  grief  infcrib'd,  a  mournful  flower  ; 
Let  wifdom  blofTbm  from  my  mortal  wound. 
And^yfr/?,  of  dying  friends  ;  what  fruit  from  thefc  ? 
It  brings  us  more  than  triple  aid;  an  uid 
To  chaie  our  tbovgltleffnef s,f tar  ,f  ride  and  guttt. 

Our  dying  friends  come  o'er  us  like  a  cloud, 
To  damp  our  brainlefs  ardors;  and  abate 
That  ghre  of  life  which  often  blinds  the  wife. 
Our  dying  friends  are  pioneers,  to  fmooth 
Our  rugged  puls  to  death  ;  to  break  thofe  bars 
Of  terror,  and  abhorrence,  nature  throws 
Crcfs  our  obilru£ed  way  ;  and,  thus  to  make 
IVdcoMg,  as/T/tf,  our  port  from  every  ftorm. 
Each  friend  by  fate  faatch'd  from  us,  is  a  plume 
Pluck'd  from  the  wing  of  human  vanity, 
Which  makes  us  ftoop  from  our  aerial  heights, 
And,  dampt  with  omen  of  our  o\vn  deceai'e> 
Oa  drooping  pinions  of  ambition  lower'ds 
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3  uft  (kirn  earth's  furface,  ere  we  break  it  up, 
O'er  putrid  earth  to  fcratch  a  little  duft, 
And  fave  the  world  a  nuifance.     Smitten  friends 
"Are  angels  fent  on  errands  full  of  love  ; 
For  us  they  lansjuifti,  and  for  us  they  die  : 
And  fhall  they  hnguifh,  {hall  they  die,  in  vain  ? 
Ungrateful,  fhall  we  grieve  their  hovering  fhades, 
Which  wait  the  revolution  in  our  hearts? 
Shall  we  difdain  their  filent,  foft  addrefs ; 
Their  pofthumoua  advice,  and  pious  prayer  ? 
Senfelefs,  as  herds  that  graze  their  hailow'd  graves, 
Tread  under  foot  their  agonies  and  groans; 
Fruftrate  their  anguiih,  and  deftroy  their  deaths  ? 

Lorenzo!  no;  the  thought  of  death  indulge; 
Give  it  its  wholefome  empire  1  let  it  reign, 
That  kind  chaftifer  of  thy  foul  in  joy  ! 
Its  reign  will  fpread  thy  glorious  conquefts  far, 
Arid  ftill  the  turn-alts  ef  thy  ruffled  breaft  : 
Aufpicious  era  !  golden  days,  begin  ! 
The  thought  of  death  lhall,  like  a  god,  infpfre. 
And  why  not  think  on  death  ?  Is  life  the  theme 
Of  every  thought  ?  and  wifli  of  every  hour  ? 
And  fong  of  every  joy  ?  Suiprifiug  truth  ! 
The  beaten  fpanicl's  fondnefs  not  io  ftrange. 
To  wave  the  numerous  ills  thai,  feize  on  life 
As  their  own  property,  thtir  lawful  prey; 
Ere  man  has  meafur'd  half  his  weary  Uage, 
Jiis  luxuries  have  left  him  no  referve, 
INo  maiden  relifhes,  unbroachM  delights  ; 
On  cold  ferv'd  repetitions  he  fubfiits, 
And  in  the  taftelefs /»•«?/£>/;  chews  the  paji ; 
Difgufted  chews,  and  fcarce  can  fwallow  down. 
Like  lavifh  anceftors,  his  earlier  years 
Have  difinherited  his  future  hours, 
"Which  ftarve  on  crts,  and  glean  their  former  field. 

Live  ever  here,  Lorenzo! — fhocking  thought! 
So  (hocking,  they  who  wifn,  difown  it  too  ; 
Difown  from  fhame,  what  they  from  folly  crave. 
Live  ever  in  the  womb,  nor  fee  the  light.? 
Tor  what  live  ever  here  ? — With  labouring  ftep 
To  tread  our  former  footfteps  ?  Pace  the  round 
^Eternal  ?  To  climb  life's  worn,  heavy  wheel, 
"Which  draws  up  nothing  new  ?  To  beat,  and  beat 
The  beaten  track  ?  To  bid  each  wretched  day 
The  former  mock  ?  To  furfeit  on  tb.ejamet 
Acd  yawn  our  joys  ?  Or  thank  a  mifery        [feen  ? 
Tor  change,  though  fad  ?  To  fee  what  we  havs 
Hear,  till  unheard,  the  fame  old  flabber'd  tale  ? 
To  tafte  the  tafted,  and  at  each  return 
Lefs  tafteful  ?  O'er  our  palates  to  decant 
Another  vintage  ?  Strain  a  fatter  year, 
Through  loaded  veflels,  and  a  laxer  tone  ? 
Crazy  machines  to  grind  earth's  wafted  fruits! 
Ill  ground,  and  worfe  connected  !  load,  not  life  ! 
1  he  rational  foul  kennels  of  exctf- ! 
Still-ftreaming  thorough-fares  of  dull  debauch  ! 
1  rembling  each  gulp,  left,  death  fnould  fnatch  the 
bowl. 

Such  of  our  fae-oxes  is  the  wifli  refin'd ! 
So  would  they  have  it:   elegant  defire  ! 
Why  not  invite  the  bellowing  ilalls,  and  wilds  ? 
£ut  fuch  exam  pies  might  their  riot  ^vve. 
Through  want  of  virtue,  that  is,  want  of  thought, 
(Though  on  Iriglt  t&wgkt  they  father  all  their 
flights) 


To  what  are  they  reduc'd  ?  To  love,  and  hate, 
The  fame  vain  world  ;  to  cenfure,  and  efpoufe, 
This  painted  fhrew  of  life,  \vho  calls  them  fool 
Each  moment  of  each  day  ;  to  flatter  bad 
Through  dread  of  worfe  ?  to  cling  to  this  rud< 

rock, 

Barren  to  them  of  good,  and  {harp  with  ills, 
And  hourly  blacken'd  with  impending  ftorms, 
And  infamous  for  wrecks  of  human  hope — 
Scar'd  at  the  gloomy  gulf,  that  yawns  beneath. 
Such  are  their  triumphs !  fuch  their  pangs  of  joy  ! 

Tis  time,  high  time,  to  {hift  this  difmal  fcene. 
This  lugg'd,  this  hideous  {late,  what  art  can  cure  ? 
One  only  ;  but  that  one,  what  all  may  reach ; 
Virtue — {he,  wonder-working  goddefs  1  charms 
That  rock  to  bloom ;  and  tames  the  palnttd  jkrenv  j 
And,  what  will  more  furprife,  Lorenzo  1  gives 
To  life's  fick,  naufcous  iteration,  change  ; 
And  ftraightens  nature's  circle  to  a  line. 
Believ'ft  thou  this,  Lorenzo  ?  lend  an  ear, 
A  patient  ear  ;  thou'lt  blufh  to  difbelieve. 

A  languid,  leaden,  iteration  reigns, 
And  ever  muft,  o'erthofe,  whofe  joys  are  joys 
Of  fight,  fmell,  tafte  :  the  cuckow-feafons  fiug 
The  fame  dull  note  to  fuch  as  nothing  prize, 
But  what  thofe  feafons,  from  the  teeming  earth, 
To  doating  fenfe  indulge.     But  nobler  minds, 
Which  relifh  fruits  unripen'd  by  the  fun, 
Make  their  days  various;  'various  as  the  dyes 
On  the  dove's  neck,  which  wanton  in  his  rays, 
On  minds  of  dove-like  innocence  poflefs'd, 
On  lighten'd  minds,  that  baflc  in  virtue's  beams, 
Nothing  hangs  tedious,  nothing  old  revolves 
in  lhaty  for  which  they  long  ;  for  which  they  live 
Their  glorious  efforts,  wing'd  with  heavenly  hope 
Lach  riling  morning  fees  ftill  higher  rife ; 
Each  bounteous  dawn  its  novelty  prefencs 
To  worth  maturing,  new  ftrength,  luftre,  fame; 
While  nature's  circle,  like  a  chariot-wheel 
Rolling  beneath  their  elevated  aims, 
Makes  their  fair  profpe$:  fairer  every  hour ; 
Advancing  -virtue,  in  a  line  to  blifs ; 
Virtue^  which  Chriftian  motives  beft  infpire  ! 
And  blifs ,  which  Chriftian  fchemes  alone  enfure  ? 
And  fiiall  we  then,  for  virtue's  fake,  commence 
Apofrates  ;  and  turn  infidels  for  joy  ? 
A  truth  it  is,  few  .doubt,  but  fewer  truft, 
"  He  fins  againft  this  life,  who  flights  the  nc\t" 
What  is  this  life  ?  How  few  their  favourite  know  i 
Fond  in  the  dark,  and  blind  in  our  embrace, 
By  paffionately  loving  life,  we  make 
Lov'd  life  unlovely  ;  hugging  her  to  death. 
We  give  to  time  eternity's  regard  ; 
And,  dreaming,  take  our  paffage  for  our  port. 
Life  has  no  value  as  an  end,  but  means ; 
An  end  deplorable  1  a  means  divine  ! 
When  'tis  our  all, 'tis  nothing;  worfe  than  nought; 
A  neft.  of  pains :  when  held  as  nothing,  much  : 
Like  fome  fair  humourifts,  life  is  mofr,  enjoy'd, 
When  courted  lead ;  moft  worth,when  diiefteem'd : 
Then  'tis  the  fe'4  of  comfort,  rich  in  peace; 
In  profpedl  ricfcer  far  ;  important !  awful ! 
Not  to  be  mer.tion'd,  but  with  fhouts  of  praife! 
Not  to  be  thought  on,  but  with  tides  of  joy  ! 
The  flighty  bails  of  carnal  b^f» ! 
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Where  now  the  barren  rock  ?  the  painted Jhreiu  ? 
Where  now,  Lorenzo  !  life's  eternal  round? 
Have  I  not  made  my  triple  promife  good  ? 
Vein  is  the  world ;  but  only  to  the  vain. 
To  what  compare  we  then  this  varying  fcene, 
Whofe  worth  ambiguous  rifes,  and  declines  ? 
Waxes,  and  wanes  ?  (In  all  propitious,  night 
Affifts  me  here)  compare  it  to  the  moon  ; 
Dark  in  herfelf,  and  indigent ;  but  rich 
In  borrowed  luftre  from  a  higher  fphere. 
When  grofs  guilt  interpofes,  labouring  earth, 
O'erfhadow'd,  mourns  a  deep  elipfe  of  joy; 
Her  joys,  at  brighteft,  pallid,  to  that  font 
Of  full  effulgent  glory,  whence  they  flow. 

Nor  is  that  glory  diflant :  oh  Lorenzo  ! 
A  good  man,  and  an  angel !  thefe  between 
How  thin  the  barrier  !  what  divides  their  fate  ! 
Perhaps  a  moment,  or  perhaps  a  year ; 
Or,  if  an  age,  it  is  a  moment  (till; 
A  moment,  or  eternity's  forgot. 
Then  be,  what  once  they  were,  who  now  are  gods ; 
Be  what  Philander  was,  and  claim  the  ikies. 
Starts  timid  nature  at  the  gloomy  pal'o  ? 
The/off  tranfition  call  it ;  and  be  cheer'd  : 
Such  it  is  often,  and  why  not  to  thee  ? 
To  hope  the  beft,  is  pious,  brave,  and  wife  ; 
And  may  itfelf/»-c«/r<?,  what  it  prefumcs. 
Life  is  much  fkitter'd,  death  is  much  traduc'd  ; 
Compare  the  rivals,  and  the  kinder  crown. 
"  Strange  competition  /" — True,  Lorenzo,  ftrange  ! 
So  little  life  can  caft  into  the  fcale. 

Life  makes  the  foul  dependent  on  the  dufl ; 
Death  gives  her  wings  to  mount  above  the  fpheres. 
Through  chinks,  ftyl'd  organs,   dim  life  peeps  at 

light ; 

Death  burfts  th'  involving  cloud,  and  all  is  day ; 
All  eye,  all  ear,  the  difembody'd  power. 
Death  has  fcign'd  evils,  nature  fhall  not  feel ; 
Life,  ills  fubftantial,  ivifJom  cannot  fhun. 
Is  not  the  mighty  mind,  that  fon  of  heaven  ! 
By  tyrant  life  dethron'd,  imprifon'd,  pain'd  ? 
By  death  enlarg'd,  enobled,  deify 'd  ? 
Death  but  entombs  the  body ;  I'fc  the  foul. 

"  Is  death  then  guiltlefb !  How  he  marks  his  way 
"  With  dreadful  wafte  of  what  dtferves  to  fhinc  1 
"  Art,  genius,  fortune,  elevated  power  ! 
"  With  various  luftres/,%/>  light  up  the  world, 
"  Which  death  puts  out,  and  darkens  human  race." 
I  grant,  Lorenzo  !  this  indictment  juft  : 
The  fage,  peer,  potentate,  king,  conqueror  ! 
Death  humbles  thefe  ;  more  barbarous  life  the  man. 
Life  is  the  triumph  of  our  mouldering  clay ; 
Death,  of  the  fpirit  infinite  !  divine ! 
Death  has  no  dread,  but  what  frail  life  imparts; 
Nor  life  true  joy,  but  what  kind  J^iib  improves, 
No  blifs  has  life  to  boaft,  all  death  can  give 
Far  greater;  life's  a  debtor  jto  the  grave, 
Dark  lattice  !  letting  in  eternal  day. 

Lorenzo '.  blufb.  at  fonctnefs  for  a  lifs 
Which  fends  celeftial  fouls  on  errands  vile, 
To  cater  for  the  fenfe ;  and  ferve  at  boards, 
Where  every  ranger  of  the  wilds,  perhaps 
Each  reptile,  juflly  claims  our  upper  hand. 
Luxurious  feafh !  a  foul,  a  foul  immortal, 
In  all  the  dainties  of  a  brute  bemir'd  ! 
J»crenzo  !  bluih  at  tenor  for 


Which  gives  thee  to  repofe  in  feftive  bowers, 
Where  nectars  fparkle,  angels  miniftcr, 
And  more  than  angels  (hare,  and  raife,  and  crown, 
And  eternife,  the  birth,  bloom,  burfts  of  blifs. 
What  need  I  more  ?  O  death,  the  palm  is  thine. 

Then  welcome,  death  !  thy  dreaded  harbingers, 
s?ge,  and  difcafe ;  difeafe,  though  long  my  gueft; 
That  plucks  my  nerves,  thofe  tender  firings  of  life; 
Which,  pluck'd  a  little  more,  will  toll  the  bell, 
That  call  my  few  friends  to  my  funeral ; 
Where  feeble  nature  drops,  perhaps,  a  tear, 
While  reafon  and  religion,  better  taught, 
Congratulate  the  dead,  and  crown  his  tomb 
With  wreathe  triumphant.     Death  is  victory; 
It  binds  in  chains  the  raging  ills  of  life  : 
Luft  and  ambition,  wrath  and  avarice, 
Dragg'd  at  his  chariot-wheel,  applaud  hispower. 
That  ills  corrofive,  cures  importunate, 
Are  not  immortal  too,  O  death  1  is  thine. 
Our  day  of  diffolution  ! — naaie  it  right; 
Tis  our  great  pay-day;  'tis  our  harveft  rich 
And  ripe  :    what   though   the  fickle,  fometimes 

keen, 

Juft  fears  us  as  we  reap  the  golden  grain  ? 
More  than  thy  balm,  O  Gilead  !  heals  the  wound. 
Birth's  feeble  cry,  and  death's  deep  difmal  groan, 
Are  ilender  tributes  Icw-tax'd  nature  pays 
For  mighty  gain  :  the  gain  of  each,  a  life  ! 
But  O  !  the  laft  the  former    fo  tranfcends, 
Life  dies  compar'd  :  Life  lives  beyond  the  grave. 
And  feel  I,  death .'  no  joy  from  thought  of  thee  2 
Death,  the  great  counfeilor,  who  man  infpires 
With  every  nobler  thought,  and  fairer  deed  ! 
Death,  the  deliverer,  who  refcues  man  I 
Death,  the  rewarder,  who  the  refcued  crowns ! 
Death,  that  abfolves  my  birth ;  acurfe  without  it! 
Rich  death,  that  realizes  all  my  cares, 
"Toils,  virtues,  hopes;  without  a  chimera  ! 
Death,  of  all  pain  the  period,  not  of  joy; 
joy'sfourte,  zndfuljefi,  flill  fubfift  unhurt ; 
One,  in  my  foul ;  and  one,  in  her  great  Sire ; 
Though  the  four  winds  were  warring  for  my  duft. 
Yes,  and  from  winds,  and  waves,  and  central  night, 
Though  prifon'd  there,  my  duft  too  I  reclaim, 
To   duft   when    drop   proud   nature's  proudeft 

fpheres) 

And  live  eatlre.  Death  is  the  crown  of  life  : 
Were  death  deny'd,  poor  man  would  live  in  vain  ; 
Were  death  deny'd,  to  live  would  not  be  life ; 
Were  death  deny'd,  ev'n  fools  would  wifli  to  die. 
Death  wounds  to  cure  :  we  fall,  we  rife,  we  reign  1 
Spring  from  our  fetters ;  fatten  in  the  ikies ; 
Where  blooming  Eden  withers  in  our  fi^ht : 
"Death  gives  us  more  than  was  in  Eden  loft. 
This  king  of  terrors  is  the  prince  of  peace. 
When  fhall  I  die  to  vanity,  pain,  death  ? 
When  fhall  I  die  ? — when  fhall  I  live  for  ever  ? 

NIGHT  IV. 
THE  CHRISTIAN  TRIUMPH. 

Containing  our   only    Cure  for  the  Year   of  Dtatb  • 
and  proper  Sentiments  of  that  Inejlimable  BleJJing. 

TO   THE  HONOURABLE  MR     YORKE. 

A  MUCH-INDEBTED  mufe,  O  Yorke  1  intrudes, 
the  iaiiks  of  fortune;  aad  -of  youth, 
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Thine  ear  is  patient  of  a  fer  ictus  fong. 
How  deep  implanted  in  the  breaft  of  man 
The  dread  of  death  !  I  fing  its  fovereign  cure. 

Why  ftart  at  death  ?   Where  is  he  ?  Death  ar- 

riv'd, 

Is  paft ;  not  come  or  gone,  he's  never  here. 
Ere  bope,fenfatian  fails ;  black-boding  man 
Jteceivts,  notfffirs,  death's  tremendous  blow. 
The  knell,  the  ihroud,  the  mattock,  and  the  grave ; 
The  deep  damp  vault,  the  darknefs,  and  the  worm ; 
Thefe  are  the  bugbears  of  a  winter's  eve, 
The  terrors  of  the  living,  not  the  dead. 
Imagination's  fool,  and  error's  wretch, 
Man  makes  a  death,  which  nature  never  made ; 
Then  on  the  point  of  his  own  fancy  falls  ; 
And  feels  a  thoufand  deaths,  in  fearing  one. 

But  were  death  frightful,  what  has  age  to  fear  ? 
If  prudent,  age  fhould  meet  the  friendly  foe, 
And  fhelrer  in  his  hofpitable  gloom. 
I  fcarce  can  meet  a  monument,  but  holds 
My  younger  ;  every  date  cries — "  Come  avvay.M 
And  what  recalls  me  ?  Look  the  world  around, 
And  tell  me  what :  the  wifeft  cannot  tell. 
Should  any  born  of  women  give  his  thought 
Full  range  on  juft  dijlikes  unbounded  field ; 
Of  things,  the  vanity  ;  of  men,  the  flaws ; 
Flaws  in  the  bejl ;  the  many,  flaw  all  o'er  ; 
As  leopards  fpotted,  or  as  Ethiops  dark  ; 
Vivacious  *//,-  good  dying  immature  ; 
(How  immature,  Narciffa's  marble  tells  !) 
And  at  his  death  bequeathing  endlefs  pain  ; 
His  heart,  though  bold,  would  ficken  at  the  fight, 
And  fpend  itfelf  in  fighs  (or  future  fcenes. 

But  grant  to  life  (and  juft  it  is  to  grant 
To  lucky  life)  fome  perquifites  of  joy  ; 
A  time  there  is,  when,  like  a  thrice-told  tale, 
X^ong-rifled  life  of  fweet  can  yield  no  more, 
But  from  our  comment  on  the  comedy, 
Pleafing  refle&ions  on  parts  well  fuflain'd, 
Or  purpofs'd  emendations  where  we  fail'd, 
Or  hopes  of  plaudits  from  our  candid  judge, 
When  on  their  exit,  fouls  are  bid  unrobe, 
Tofs  fortune  back  her  tinfel,  and  her  plume, 
And  drop  this  mafk  of  flefh  behind  the  fcene. 

With  me,  that  time  is  come  ;  my  world  is  dead  ; 
A  new  world  rifes,  and  new  manners  reign  : 
Foreign  comedians,  a  fpruce  band  !  arrive, 
To  pufh  me  from  the  Icene,  or  hifs  me  there, 
What  a  pert  race  ftarts  up  !  the  ftrangers  gaze, 
And  I  at  them ;  my  neighbour  is  unknoAvn ; 
IMor  that  the  worft :  Ah  me  !  the  dire  effect 
Of  loitering  here,  of  death  defrauded  long  j 
Of  old  fo  gracious  (and  let  that  fuflfice), 
My  very  mafler  knows  me  not. — 

Shall  I  dare  fay,  peculiar  is  the  fate  ? 
I've  been  fo  long  rem ember 'd,  I'm  forgot. 
An  objedi  ever  preffing  dims  the  fight, 
And  hides  behind  its  ardour  to  be  feen. 
When  in  his  courtiers  ears  I  pour  my  plaint, 
They  drink  it  as  the  ne&ar  of  the  great ; 
And  fqeeze  my  hand,  and  beg  me  come  to-morrow. 
jRtfufal .'  canft  thou  wear  a  fmoother  form  ? 

Indulge  me,  nor  conceive  I  drop  my  theme  : 
Who  cheapens  life,  abates  the  fear  of  death  : 
Twice  told  the  perigd  fpent  uu  ftubbprn  Troy, 


Court  favour,  yet  untaken,  I  befiege  ; 
Ambition's  ill-judg'd  effort  to  be  rich. 
Alas !  ambition  makes  my  little  lefs ; 
Embittering  the  poffeft  :   Why  wilh  for  more? 
Wfoing,  of  all  employments,  is  the  worft  ; 
Philosophy's  reverfe  ;  and  health's  decay  ! 
Were  I  as  plump  as  ftall'd  theology, 
Wijking  would  wafte  me  to  this  {hade  again. 
Were  I  as  wealthy  as  a  South-lea  dream, 
Wijh'mg  is  an  expedient  to  be  poor. 
Wijking,  that  conftant  heSlle  of  a  fool ; 
Caught  at  a  court;  purg'd  off  by  purer  air, 
And  fimpler  diet ;  gifts  of  rural  life  ! 

Bleft  be  that  hand  divine,  which  gently  laid 
My  heart  at  reft,  beneath  this  humble  (bed. 
The  world's  a  {lately  bark,  on  dangerous  feas, 
With  pleafure  feen,  but  boarded  at  our  peril ; 
Here,  on  a  fingle  plank,  thrown  fafe  aftiore, 
I  hear  the  tumult  of  the  diftant  throng, 
As  that  of  feas  remote,  or  dying  ftorms  : 
And  meditate  on  fcenes,  more  filent  ftill; 
Purfue  my  theme,  and  fight  the  fear  of  death. 
Jffere,  like  a  {hepherd  gazing  from  his  hut, 
Touching  his  reed,  or  leaning  on  his  ftaff, 
Eager  ambition  s  a  fiery  chace  I  fee ; 
I  fee  the  circling  hunt,  of  noify  men, 
Burft  law's  enclofure,  leap  the  mounds  of  right, 
Purfuing,  and  purfued,  each  other's  prey  ; 
As  wolves,  for  rapine  ;  as  the  for,  for  wiles; 
Till  death,  that  mighty  hunter,  earths  them  all. 

Why  all  this  toil  for  triumphs  of  an  hour  ? 
What  though  we  wade  in  wealth,  or  foar  in  fame  ? 
Earth's  higheft  ftation  ends  in,  "  Here  he  lies," 
And  "  duft  to  duft,"  concludes  her  nobleft  fong. 
If  this  fong  lives,  pofterity  fhall  know 
One,  though  in  Britain  boru,  with  courtiers  bred, 
Who  thought  ev'n  gold  might  come  a  day  too  late; 
Nor  on  his  fubtle  death-bed  plann'd  his  ichemc 
For  future  vacancies  in  church  or  ftate ; 
Some  avocation  deeming  it — to  die, 
Unbit  by  rage  canine  of  dying  rich  ; 
Guilt's  blunder  !  and  the  loudeft  laugh  of  hell. 

O  my  coevals  1  remnants  of  yourfelves  ! 
Poor  human  ruins,  tottering  o'er  the  grave  ! 
Shall  we,  (hall  aged  men,  like  aged  trees, 
Strike  deeper  their  vile  root,  and  clofer  cling, 
Still  more  enamour' d  of  this  wretched  foil  ? 
Shall  our  pale,  wither'd  hands,  be  ftiil  ftretch'd  out, 
Trembling  at  once  with  eagernefs  and  age  ? 
With  avarice  and  convulsions  grafping  hard  ? 
Grafping  at  air  !  for  what  has  earth  befide  ? 
Man  wants  but  little ;  nor  that  little  long  ; 
How  foon  muft  he  refign  his  very  duft, 
Which  frugal  nature  lent  him  for  an  hour  ! 
Years  uncxferieiv'drufh  on  numerous  ills; 
And  foon  as  man,  expert  from  time,  has  found 
The  key  of  life,  it  opes  the'  gates  of  death. 

When  in  this  vale  of  years  I  backward  look, 
And  mifs  fuch  numbers,  numbers  too  of  fuch, 
Firmer  in  health,  and  greener  in  their  age, 
And  ftri&er  on  their  guard,  and  fitter  far 
To  play  life's  fubtie  game,  I  fcarce  believe 
I  flill  furvive  :  and  am  I  fond  of  life, 
Who  fcarce  can  think  it  pofiible  I  live  » 
Alive  by  miracle !  or  what  is  nexta 


THE  COMPLAINT  :  OR,  NIGHT  THOUGHTS. 


by  Mead  !  if  I  am  (till  alive, 
Who  long  have  bury'd  what  gives  life  to  live, 
Firmnefs  of  nerve,  and  energy  of  thought. 
Life's  lee  is  not  morejtal/oiu  than  impure 
And  vapid;  fenfe  and  reafen  (how  the  door, 
Call  fur  my  bier,  and  point  me  to  the  duft. 

O  thou  great  arbiter  of  life  and  death  ! 
Nature's  immortal,  immaterial  fun  ! 
Whofe  all-prolific  beam  late  call'd  me  forth 
From  darknefs,  teeming  darknefs,  where  I  lay 
The  worm's  inferior,  and  in  rank  beneath 
The  duft  I  tread  on,  high  to  bear  my  brow, 
To  drink  the  fpirit  of  the  golden  day, 
And  triumph  in  exigence  ;  and  could  know 
No  motive,  but  my  blifs ;  and  haft  ordain'd 
A  rife  in  blefling  !  with  the  patriarch's  joy, 
Thy  call  I  follow  to  the  land  unknown  ; 
I  truft  in  thee,  and  know  in  whom  1  uuft  ; 
Or  life,  or  death,  is  equal ;  neither  weighs  : 
All  weight  in  this — O  let  me  live  to  thee  ! 

Though  nature's  terrors  thus  may  be  repreft; 
Still  frowns  grim  death ;  guilt  points  the  tyrant's 

fpear. 

And  whence  all  human  guilt  ?  From  death  forgot. 
Ah  me  !  too  long  I  let  at  nought  the  i'warm 
Of  friendly  warnings,  which  around  me  flew  ; 
And  fmil'd  unfmitten  :  fmall  my  caufe  to  fmile  ! 
Death's  admonitions,  like  (hafts  upwards  (hot, 
More  dreadful  by  delay,  the  longer  ere 
They  ftrike  our  hearts,  the  deeper  is  their  wound, 
O  think  how  deep,  Lorenzo  !   here  it  fting*  : 
Who  can  appeafe  its  anguifu  ?  how  it  burns ! 
What  hand  the  barb'd,  invenom'd,  thought  can 

dr?.w  ? 

What  healing  hand  can  pour  the  balm  of  peace, 
And  turn  my  fight  undaunted  on  the  tomb  ? 

With  joy — with  grief  that  healing  hand  I  fee  ; 
Ah,  too  confpicuous !  it  is  fix'd  on  high. 
On  high  ? — What  means  my  phrenzy  ?  I  blafpheme ; 
Alas,  how  loio  !  how  far  beneath  the  Ikies  1 
The  fides  it  form'd;  and  now  it  bleeds  for  me — 
But  bleeds  the  balm  I  want — yet  ftill  it  bleeds ; 
Draw  the  dire  fteel— ah  no  !  the  dreadful  blefling 
What  heart  or  can  fuftain,  or  dares  forego  ? 
There  hangs  all  human  hope  :  that  nail  fupports 
The  falling  univerfe  :  that  gone, we  drop; 
Horror  receives  us,  and  the  difrnal  wifh 
Creation  had  been  fmother'd  in  her  birth — 
Darknefs  is  his  curtain,  and  his  bed  the  duft  ; 
When  ftars  and  fun  are  duft  beneath  his  throne  ! 
In  heaven  itlelf  can  fuch  indulgence  dwell  ? 
O  what  a  groan  was  there !  a  groan  not  his. 
He  feiz'd  our  dreadful  right ;  the  load  fullain'd  ; 
And  heav'd  the  mountain  from  a  guilty  world. 
A  thoufand  worlds  fo  bought,  were  bought  too 

dear  ; 

Senfations  neiy  in  angels  bofoms  rife  ; 
fcufpend  their  fprig ;  and  make  a  paufe  in  biifs. 

O  for  their  fong,  to  reach  my  lofty  themy  ! 
Infpire  me,  night  !  with  all  thy  tuneful  fpheres  ; 
Whilft  I  with  feraphs  fhare  feraphic  themes. 
And  ihow  to  men  the  dignity  of  man  ; 
Left  I  blafpheme  my  fubjedl  with  my  fong. 
'Shall  Pagan  pages  glow  celeftial  flame, 
And  Gbriftiatt  languifh  ?  on.  our  hearts,  not  heads? 


Falls  the  foul  infamy  :  my  heart,  awake  ! 

What  can  awake  thee,  unawak'd  by  this, 

"  Expended  deity  on  human  weal  ?  ' 

Feel  the  great  truths,  which  bin  ft  the  tenfold  night 

Of  heathen  error,  with  a  golden  flood 

Of  endlefs  day  :  to  feel,  is  to  be  fir'd  ; 

And  to  believe,  Lorenzo  !  is  to  feel. 

Thou  mofl  indulgent,  moft  tremendous  power  I 
Still  more  tremendous,  for  thy  wondrous  love  ! 
That  arms,  which  awe  more  awful,  thy  commands; 
And  foul  tranfgreiiion  dips  in  fevenfold  night  I 
How  our  hearts  tremble  at  thy  love  immenfe  t 
In  love  immenfe,  inviolably  juft  '. 
Thou,  rather  than  thyjt>/?ice  Ihould  be  ftain'd, 
Didft  (tain  the  crofs  ;  and  work  of  wonders  far 
The  greatefl,  that  thy  deareft  far  might  bleed. 

Bold  thought !  (hall  I  dare  fpeak  it,  or  reprefs  ? 
Should  man  more  execrate,  or  boajl,  the  guilt 
Which  rous'd  fuch  vengeance  .'  which  fuch  love 
inflam'd  ?  [arms, 

O'er  guii.  (how mountainous!)  with  out-ftretch'd 
Stern  jufcce  and  fott-fmiling  love  embrace, 
Supporting,  in  full  majefty,  thy  throne, 
When  feem'd  its  majefty  to  need  fupport, 
Or  that,  or  man,  inevitably  loft ; 
What,  but  thcfatbemlffs'of  thought  divine, 
Could  labour  fuch  expedient  from  defpair, 
And  refcue  both  ?  both  refcue  !  both  exalt ! 
O  how  are  both  exalted  by  the  deed! 
The  wondrous  deed  !  cr  (hall  I  call  it  more  ? 
A  wonder  in  omnipotence  itfelf ! 
A  myftery  no  lefs  to  gods  than  men  ! 

Not  thus,  our  infidels  th'  eternal  draw, 
A  God  all  o'er,  confummate,  abfolute, 
Full  orb'd,in  his  whole  round  of  rays  complete: 
TZf-y  fet  at  odds  heaven's  jarring  attributes  ; 
Ar.d,  with  one  excellence,  another  wound ; 
Maim  heaven's  perfection,  break  its  equal  beams, 
Bid  mercy  triumph  over — God  himfelf, 
Uadeify'd  by  their  opprobrious  praife  : 
A  God  all  mercy,  is  a  God  unjuft. 

Ye  brainlefs  wits  !  ye  baptiz'd  infidels  ! 
Ye  vvorfe  for  mending  '.  waftVd  to  fouler  (tains  ! 
The  ranfom  was  paid  down;  the  fund  of  heaven, 
Heaven's  inexhaustible,  exhaufted  fund, 
Amazing,  and  amaz'd,  pour'd  forth  the  price, 
All  price  beyond  :  though  curious  to  compute, 
Archangels  faii'd  to  caft  the  mighty  fum  : 
Its  value  vaft,  ungrafp'd  by  minds  create, 
For  ever  hides,  and  glows,  in  the  Supreme* 

And  was  the  ranfom  paid  ?  it  was :  and  paid 
(What  can  exalt  the  bounty  more  ?)  for  you. 
The  fun  beheld  it — no,  the  (hocking  fcene 
Drove  back  his  chariot :  midnight  veil'd  his  face  ; 
Not  fuch  as  this  ;  not  fuch  as  nature  makes ; 
A  midnight  nature  fhudder'd  to  behold ; 
A  midnight  new  !  a  dread  eclipfe  (without 
Oppofing  fpheres)  Irom  her  Creator's  frown  ! 
Sun  !  dicift  thou  fly  thy  Maker's  pain  ?   Or  ftart 
At  that  enormous  load  of  human  guilt, 
Which  bow'd  his  bleffed  head ;  o'erwhelm'd  his 
crofs ;  [womb, 

Made  groan  the  centre ;  burfl  earth's  marble 
With  pangs,  ftrange  pangs!  deliver'd  of  her  dead? 
Hell  hoy/I'd  j  aud  heaven  that  hcur  let  fall  a  tear  j 
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Heaven  wept,  that  men  might  fmile  !  heaven  bled, 

that  man 

Might  never  die  !  

And  is  devotion  virtue  ?  Tis  compcll'd. 
What  heart  of  ftone  but  glows  at  thoughts  like 

thcfe  ? 

Such  contemplations  mount  us  ;  and  fhould  mount 
The  mind  Hill  higher;  nor  ever  glance  on  man, 
Unraptur'dr,  uninflam'd. — Where  roll  my  thoughts 
To  reft  from  wonders  ?  other  wonders  rife  ; 
And  ftrike  where'er  they  roll :  my  foul  is  caught : 
Heaven's  fovereign  bleffings,  cluttering  from  the 

crof?, 

Rufh  on  her,  in  a  throng,  and  clofe  her  round, 
The  prifoner  of  amaze  !-— in  his  bled  life 
1  fee  the  path,  and  in  his  death  the  price, 
And  in  his  great  afcent  the^nw/'fupreme 
Of  immortality  — And  did  he  rife? 
Hear,  O  ye  nations :  hear  it,  O  ye  dead  ! 
He  rofe  \  he  rofe  !  he  bui  ft  the  bars  of  death. 
JLifr  up  your  heads,  ye  everlafting  gates  ! 
And  give  the  king  of  glory  to  come  in. 
Who  is  the  king  of  glory  ?  he  who  left 
His  throne  of  glory,  for  the  pang  of  death ! 
Lift  up  your  heads,  ye  everlafting  gates  ! 
And  give  the  king  of  glory  to  come  in. 
Who  is  the  king  of  glory  ?  he  who  flew 
The  ravenous  foe,  that  gorg'd  all  human  race ! 
The  king  of  glory,  he,  whofe  glory  fill'd 
Heaven  with  amazement  at  his  love  to  man ; 
And  with  divine  complacency  beheld 
Powers  moft  illumin'd,  wilder'd  in  the  theme. 

The  theme,  the  joy,  how  then  (hall  wa/jfnftain  ? 
Oh  the  burft   gates !  crufh'd   fting !    demolifti'd 

throne !  [heavtn  ! 

Lad  gafp  of  vanquifh'd  death.     Shout  earth  and 
Thisfum  of  goo  J  to  man.     Whofe  nature,  then, 
Took  wing,  and  mounted  with  him  from  the  tomb ! 
Then,  then,  1  rofe ;  then  firft  humanity 
Triumphant  paft  the  cryftal  ports  of  light, 
(Stupendous  gueft  !)  andfeiz'd  eternal  youth, 
Seiz'd  in  our  name.     E'er  fince,  'tis  blafphemous 
To  call  man  mortal.     Man's  mortality        [ration 
Was,  then,  tranbferr'd  to  death  ;  and  heaven's  du- 
Unalienably  feal'd  to  this  frail  frame, 
This  child  of  dull — Man,  all-immortal !  hail; 
Hail,  heaven  !  all  lavifh  of  ftrange  gifts  to  man  ! 
Thine  all  the  glory  ;  man's  the  b^indlefs  blifs. 
Where  am  I  rapt  by  this  triumphant  theme, 
On  Chriilian  joy's  exulting  wing,  above 
Th*  Aonian  mount ! — Alas!   fmall  caufe  for  joy  ! 
What  if  to  pain  immortal  ?  if  extent 
Of  being,  to  preclude  a  clofe  of  woe  ? 
Where,  then,  my  boaft  of  immortality  ? 
1  boaft  it  ftill,  though  cover'd  o'er  with  guilt ; 
For  guilt,  not  innocence,  his  life  he  pour'd, 
Tis  guilt  alone  can  juftify  his  death  ; 
Nor  that,unlefs  his  death  can  juftify 
Relenting  guilt  in  Heaven's  indulgent  fight. 
If,  iick  of  folly,  I  relent ;  he  "writes 
My  name  in  heaven,  with  that  inverted  fpear 
(A  fpear  deep-dipt  in  blood  !)  which  pierc'd  his 
And  open'd  there  a  font  for  all  mankind,       [fk'e, 
Who  ftrive,  who  combat  crimes,  to  drmk,  and  live : 
Tbist  only  fi&f^fubdues  the/>ar  of  dsaib. 


And  what  is  this  /"—Survey  the  wondrous  cure  * 
And  at  each  ftep,  let  higher  wonder  rife  ! 
"  Pardon  for  infinite  offence  !  and  pardon 
"   Through  means  that  fpeak  its  value  infinite  ! 
"  A  pardon  bought  with  blood  !   with  blood  di- 

"  vine! 

"  With  blood  divine  of  him  I  made  my  foe  ! 
"  Perfifted  to  provoke  !  though  woo'd,  andaw'd, 
"  Bleft,  and  chaftis'd,  a  flagrant  rebel  ftill ! 
"  A  rebel,  'midft  the  thunders  of  his  throne  i 
"  Nor  I  alone  !  a  rebel  univerfe ! 
"  My  fpecies  up  in  arms !  not  one  exempt ! 
"  Yet  for  the  feuleft  of  the  foul,  he  dies, 
"  Moft  joy" d,  for  the  redeem'd  from  deepeft  guilt '. 
"  As  if  our  race  were  held  of  higheft  rank; 
"  And  Godhead  dearer,  as  more  kind  to  man  !" 

Bound,  every  heart !  and  every  bofom  burn  ! 
O  what  a  fcale  of  miracles  is  here  ! 
Its  loweir.  round,  high  planted  on  the  Ikies; 
Its  towering  fummit  loft  beyond  the  thought 
Of  man  or  angel!.  O  that  1  could  climb 
The  wonderful  afcent,  with  equal  praife  I 
Pralfe  !  flow  for  ever  (if  aftonifliment 
Will  give  thee  leave)  :  my  praife  !  for  ever  flovr ; 
Praife  ardent,  cordial,  conftant,  to  high  heaven 
More  fragrant,  than  Arabia  facrific'd, 
And  all  her  fpicy  mountains  in  a  flame. 

So  dear,  fo  due  to  heaven,  fhall  praife  defcend, 
With  her  foft  plume  (from  plauftve  angels  wing 
Firft  pluck'd  my  man)  to  tickle  mortal  ears, 
Thus  diving  in  the  pockets  of  the  great  ? 
Is  praife  the  perquifite  of  every  paw, 
Though  black  as  hell,  that  grapples  well  for  gold? 
Oh,  love  of  gold  !  thou  mean*ft  of  amours  ! 
Shall  praife  her  odours  wafte  on  virtue's  dead, 
Embalm  the  bafe,  perfume  the  ftench  of  guilt, 
Earn  dirty  bread  by  waihing  JEthiops  fair, 
Removing  filth,  or  finking  it  from  fight, 
A  fcavenger  \i\fcenes ,  where  vacant  pofts 
Like  gibbets  yet  untenanted,  expedt 
Their  future  ornaments?  From  courts  and  thrones, 
Return,  ap"oftate  praife  !  thou  vagabond  I 
Thou  proftitute  !  to  thy  firft  love  return, 
Thy  firftj  thy  greateft,  once  unrival'd  theme. 

There  flow  redundant ;   like  Meander  flow, 
Back  to  thy  fountain  ;  to  that  parent  Power, 
Who  gives  the  tongue  to  found,  the  thought  to  foar, 
The  foul  to  be.     Men  homage  pay  to  men, 
Thoughtlefs  beneath  whofe  dreadful  eye  they  bov? 
In  mutual  awe  profound  of  clay  to  clay, 
Of  guilt  to  guilt ;  and  turn  their  back  on  thee, 
Great  Sire  !  whom  thrones  celeftial  ceafelcfs  fing : 
To  proftrate  angels,  an  amazing  fcene  ! 
O  the  prefumption  of  man's  awe  for  man  ! 
Man's  Author!  End  !  Reftorerl  Law!  and  Judge! 
Thine,  all ;  day  thine,  and  thine  this  gloom  of 

night, 

With  all  her  wealth,  with  all  her  radiant  worlds : 
What,  night  eternal,  but  a  frown  from  ihee  ? 
What,  heaven's  meridian  glory,  but  thy  fmile  ? 
And  fjball  not  praife  be  thine,  not  human  praife  ? 
While  heaven's  high  hoft  on  hallelujahs  tive  ? 

O  may  I  breathe  no  longer,  than  I  breathe 
My  foul  in  praife  to  him,  who  gave  my  foul, 
And  all  her  infinite  of  profps&fair, 
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Cut  through  the  {hades  of  hell,  great  love  !  by  thee 
O  moil  adorable  !  moft  unador'd  !  [end  ? 

Where  fhall  that  praife  begin,  which  ne'er  fhould 
Where'er  I  turn,  what  claim  on  all  applaufe  I 
How  is  night's  fable  mantle  labour'd  o'er, 
How  richly  wrought  with  attributes  divine  ! 
What  iuifdom   flnnes !  what  love !  this  midnight 

pomp, 

This  gorgeous  arch,  with  golden  worlds  inlay'd  1 
Built  with  divine  ambition  !  nought  to  thee  ; 
For  others  this  profufion  :  Thou,  apart, 
Above  !  beyond  !  O  tell  me,  mighty  mind  ! 
Where  art  thou  ?  Shall  I  dive  into  the  deep  * 
Call  to  the  fun,  or  afk  the  roaring  winds, 
For  their  Creator  ?  Shall  I  queflion  loud 
The  thunder,  if  in  that  th'  Almighty  dwells  ? 
Or  holds  he  furious/orwj  in  ftreighten'd  reins, 
And  bids  fierce  whirlwinds  wheel  his  rapid  car  ? 
What  mean  thefe  queftions  ? — Trembling  \  re 
tract; 

My  proftrate  foul  adores  the  prefent  God  : 
Praife  I  a  diftant  Deity  ?  He  tunes  [tains  : 

My  voice  (if  tun'd)  ;  the  nerve,  that  writes,  fuf- 
Wrapt  in  his  being,  I  refound  his  praife : 
But  though  paft  all  diffus'd,  without  a  fhore, 
His  tflence  ,  local  is  his  throne  (as  meet), 
To  gather  the  difperft  (as  ftandards  call 
The  lifted  from  afar)  :  to  fix  a  point, 
A  central  point,  collective  of  his  fons, 
Since  finite  every  nature  but  his  own. 

The  namelefs  He,  whofe  nod  is  nature's  birth  ; 
And  nature's  fhield,  the  fliadow  of  his  hand  j 
Her  diffolution,  his  fufpended  fmile  !  ' 

The  great  Firji-LaJl  !  pavilion'd  high  he  fits, 
la  darknefs  from  exceffive  fplendor  borne, 
By  gods  unfeen,  unlefs  through  luftre  loft, 
His  glory,  to  created  glory,  bright, 
As  that  to  central  horrors ;  he  looks  down 
On  all  that  foars ;  and  fpans  immenfity.        [view, 
Though  night  unnumber'd  worlds  unfolds  to 
Boundlefs  creation  !  what  art  thou  ?  A  beam, 
A  mere  effluvium  of  his  majefty  : 
And  (hall  an  atom  of  this  atom-world 
Mutter,  in  duft  and  fin,  the  theme  of  Heaven  ? 
Down  to  the  centre  fhould  I  fend  my  thought 
Through  beds  of  glittering  ore,  and  glowing  gems, 
Their  beggar'd  blaze  wants  luftre  for  my  lay  ; 
Goes  out  in  darknefs  :  if,  on  towering  wing, 
I  fend  it  through  the  boundlefs  vault  of  ftars  ! 
The  ftars,  though  rich,  what  drofs  their  gold  to 

thee, 

Great,  good,  wife,  wonderful,  eternal  King ! 
If  to  thofe  conftiousjtars  thy  throne  around, 
Praife  ever-pouring,  and  imbibing  blifs; 
And  aflc  their  ftrain  ,  they  want  it,  more  they  want, 
Poor  their  abundance,  humble  their  fublime, 
Languid  their  energy,  their  ardour  cold, 
Indebted  ftill,  their  higheft  rapture  burns ; 
Short  of  its  mark  defective,  though  divine. 
Still  more — This  theme  is  man's,  and  man's 

alone ; 

Their  vaft  appointments  reach  it  not :  they  fee 
On  earth  a  bounty  not  indulg'd  on  high; 
And  Joivniuard  look  for  heaven's  fuperior  praife  ! 
Fiift'born  of  Ether  !  high  "in  fojdg  cf  Jight  J 


View  man,  to  fee  the  glory  of  your  God ! 
Could  angels  envy,  they  had  envy'd  here ; 
And  fome  did  envy  ;  and  the  reft,  though  gods, 
Yet  ftill  gods  unredeemed  (there  triumphs  man, 
Tempted  to  weigh  the  dult  againft  the  Ikies) 
They  lefs  would  /«/,  though  mote   adorn,  my 

theme, 

They  f«ng  creation  (for  in  that  they  fhar'd)  : 
How  rofe  in  melody,  that  child  of  love  ! 
Creation  3  great  fuperior,  man  !  is  thine; 
Thine  is  redemption;  they  juft  gave  the  key : 
'Tis  thine  to  raife,  and  eternize,  the  fong; 
Though  human,  yet  divine  ;  for  fhould  not  thlt 
Raife  man  o'er  man,  and  kindle  feraphs  here? 
Redemption  !   'twas  creation  more  fublime  ; 
Redemption  !  'twas  the  labour  of  the  ikies; 
Far  more  than  labour — It  was  death  in  heaven. 
A  truth  fo  ftrange  !  'twere  bold  to  think  it  true; 
If  not  far  bolder  ftill  to  difbelieve  !  [heaven  ? 

Here  paufe,  and  ponder  :   was  there  death  in 
What  then  on  earth  ?  On  earth,  which  ftruck  the 

blow  ? 

Who  ftruck  it  ?  Who  ? — O  how  is  man  enlarged 
Seen   through    this   medium !    how   the   pigmy 

towers ! 

How  counterpois'd  his  origin  from  duft ! 
How  counterpois'd,  to  duft  his  fad  return  ! 
How  voided  his  vaft  diftance  from  the  fkies ! 
How  near  he  prt-ffes  on  the  feraph's  wing ! 
Which  is  the  feraph  ?  Which  the  born  of  clay? 
How  this  dernonftrates,  through  the  thickeft  clo«4 
Of  guilt,  and  clay  condens'd,  the  fon  of  heaven  ! 
The  double  fon ;  the  made,  and  the  re-made  ! 
And  fhall  heaven's  double  property  be  loft? 
Man's  double  madnefs  only  can  deftroy. 
To  man  the  bleeding  crofs  has  promis'd  all; 
The  bleeding  crofs  has  fworn  eternal  grace; 
Who  gave  his  life,  what  grace  fhall  he  deny  I 

0  ye!   who,  from  this  reck  of  ages ,  leap, 
Apoftates,  plunging  headlong  in  the  deep ! 
What  cordial  joy,  what  confolation  ftrong, 
Whatever  winds  arife,  or  billows  roll, 
Our  intereft  in  the  mafter  of  the  florm  '. 
Cling  there,  and  in  wreck'd  nature's  ruins  fmile  f 
While  vile  apoftates  tremble  in  a  calm. 

Man  !  know  thyfelf.  Allwifdom  centres  there* 
To  none  man  feems  ignoble,  but  to  man ; 
Angels  that  grandeur,  men  o'er-look,  admire  : 
How  long  fhall  human  nature  be  their  book, 
Degenerate  mortal !  and  unread  by  thee  ? 
The  beam  dim  reafon  (beds  (hows  wonders  there; 
What  high  contents  !   lllullrious  faculties ! 
But  the  grand  comment,  which  difplays  at  full 
Our  human  height,  fcarce  fevet'd  from  divine, 
By  heaven  compos'd,  was  publilh'd  on  the  crofs, 

Who  looks  on  that,  and  lees  not  in  himfelf 
An  awful  ftranger,  a  terreftrial  god  ? 
A  glorious  partner  with  the  Deity 
In  that  high  attribute,  immortal  life  ? 
If  a  God  bleeds,  he  bleeds  not  for  a  worm: 

1  gaze,  and,  as  I  gaze,  my  mounting  foul 
Catches  ftrange  fire,  eternity  !  at  thee  ; 

And  drops  the  world — or  rather,  more  enjoys  : 
How  chang'd  the  face  of  nature  !  how  improv'd  ! 
What  feenVd  a  ch.aos,  ftunes  a  glorious  world, 
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Or,  what  a  world,  and  EJen  ;  heighten'd  all ! 

It  is  another  fcene !  another  felf  ! 

And  ftill  another,  as  time  rolls  along-; 

And  that  a^yfar  more  illuftrious  ftilL 

Beyond  long  ages,  yet  roll'd  up  in  (hades 

Unpierc'd  by  bold  conjecture's  keenefl  r*y, 

What  evolutions  of  furprifing  fate  ! 

How  nature  opens,  and  receives  my  foul 

In  boundlefs  walks  of  raptur'd  thought !  where 

gods 

Encounter  and  embrace  me  !  What  new  births 
Of  ftrange  adventure,  foreign  to  the  fan  ; 
Where  what  now  charms,  perhaps,  whate'er  exifts, 
Old  time,  and  fair  creation,  are  forgot ! 

Is  this  extravagant  ?  Of  man  we  form 
Extravagant  conception,  to  be  juft  : 
Conception  unconfin'd  wants  wings  to  reach  him  : 
Beyond  its  reach,  the  Godhead  only,  more. 
He,  the  great  Father  !  kindled  at  one  flame 
The  world  of  rationals ;  one  fpirit  pour'd 
From  fyirit's  awful  fountain  :  pour'd  himfelf 
Through  all  their  fouls ;  but  not  in  equal  ftream, 
Profufc,  or  frugal,  of  th'  afpiring  God, 
As  his  wife  plan  demanded  ;  and  when  paft 
Their  various  trials  in  their  various  fpheres, 
If  they  continue  rational,  as  made, 
Reforbs  them  all  into  hinifelf  again  ; 
His  throne  their  centre,  and  his  fmile  their  crown. 

Why  doubt  we,  then,  the  glorious  truth  to  fing, 
Though  yet  unfung,  as  deem'd,  perhaps,  too  bold  ? 
Angels  are  men  of  a  fuperior  kind ; 
Angels  are  men  in  lighter  habit  clad, 
High  o'er  celeftial  mountains  wing'd  in  flight; 
And  men  are  angels,  loaded  for  an  hour, 
Who  wade  this  miry  vale,  and  climb  with  pain, 
And  flippery  ftep,  the  bottom  of  the  fleep. 
Angels  their  failings,  mortals  Save  their  praife  ; 
While  Herefdt  corps  ethereal,  fuch  enroll'd, 
And  fummon'd  to  the  glorious  Standard  foon, 
Which  flames  eternal  crimfon  through  the  Ikies. 
Nor  are  our  brothers  thoughtlefs  of  their  kin, 
Yet  abfent ;  but  not  abfent  from  their  love. 
Michael  has  fought  our  battles;  Raphael  fung 
Our  triumphs;  Gabriel  on  our  errands  flown, 
Sent  by  the  Sovereign  :  and  are  thefe,  O  man  ! 
Thy  friends,  thy  warm  allies  ?  and  thou  (Tnama 

burn 
The  cheek  to- cinder  !)  rival  to  the  brute  ? 

Religions  All.  Defcending  from  the  fkies 
To  wretched  man,  the  goddefs  in  her  left, 
Holds  out  this  world,  and,  in  her  right,  the  next ; 
Religion  !  the  fole  voucher  man  is  man ; 
Supporter  fole  of  man  above  himfelf ; 
Ev'n  in  this  night  of  frailty,  change,  and  death, 
She  gives  the  ibul  a  foul  that  a6ts  a  god. 
Religion  !  Providence  1   an  After-ftate  ! 
Here  is  firm  footing ;  here  is  fulid  rock  I 
Ibis  can  fupport  us ;  all  is  fea  befides ; 
Sinks  under  us;  beftorms,  and  then  devours. 
His  hand  the  good  man  fallens  on  the  ikies, 
And  bids  earth  roll,  nor  feels  her  idle  whirl. 

As  when  a  wretch,  from  thick,  polluted  air, 
Darknefs,  and  itench,  and  fuffoca'ing  damps, 
And  dungeon  horrors,  by  kind  fate,  difcharg'd, 
Climbs  iboig  fair  eminence,  where  ether  pure 


Surrounds  him,  and  Elyfian  p'rofpe&s  rife^ 
His  heart  exults,  his  fpirits  cafe  their  load  ; 
As  if  new-born,  he  triumphs  in  the  change  j 
So  joys  the  foul,  when,  from  inglorious  aims, 
And  fordid  fweets,  from  feculence  and  froth, 
Of  ties  terreftrial,  fet  at  large,  (he  mounts 
To  Reafons.  region,  her  own  element, 
Breathes  hope  immortal,  and  affects  the  flcies. 

Rclivion  !  thou  the  foul  of  happinefs; 
And,  groaning  Calvary,  of  thee  !   'There  mine 
The  nobleft  truths ;  there  ftrongeft  motives  fling  ; 
There  facred  violence  aflaults  the  foul; 
There,  nothing  but  co:»fuljt»n  is  forborn. 
Can  love  allure  us;  or  can  terror  awe  ? 
He  weeps ! — the  falling  drop  puts  out  the  fuh ; 
He  fighs — the  figh  earth's  deep  foundation  fhakes. 
If  in  his  love  fo  terrible,  what  then 
His  wra  :i  inflam'd  ?  his  tenderncfs  on  fire  ? 
Like  loft,  fmooth  oil,  outblazing  other  fires  ? 
Can  prayer,  can  praife,  avert  it  ? — Thou,  my  All! 
My  theme  !  my  infpiration  !  and  my  crown  ! 
My  ilrength  in  age  !  my  rife  in  low  eftate  ! 
My  foul's  ambition,  pleafure,  wealth  ! — my  world  f 
My  light  in  darknefs  !  and  my  life  in  death  '. 
My  boafl  through  time  !  blifs  through  eternity  ! 
Eternity,  too  {hurt  to  fpeak  thy  praife ! 
Or  fathom  thy  profound  of  love  to  man  1 
To  man  of  men  the  meaneft,  ev'n  to  me  ; 
My  facrifice !  my  God  !  what  things  are  thefe  ! 
What  then  art  thou  ?  by  what  name  fhall  I  call 

thee  ? 

Knew  I  the  name  devout  archangels  ufe, 
Devout  archangels  fhould  the  name  enjoy, 
By  me  unrival'd ;  thoufands  mere  fublime, 
None  half  fo  dear  as  that  which  though  unfpoke, 
Still  glows  at  heart :  O  how  omnipotence 
Is  loft  in  love  !   Thou^cest  Piulanthropift 
Father  of  angels  !  but  the  friend  of  man  ! 
Like  Jacob,  fondeft  of  the  younger  born  ! 
Thou,  who  didft  favc  him,  fnatch  the  fmoking 

brand 

From  out  the  flames,  and  quench  it  in  thy  blood  ' 
How  art  thou  pleas'd,  by  bounty  to  diftrefs  1 
To  make  us  groan  beneath  our  gratitude, 
Too  big  for  birth  !  to  favour,  and  confound  ; 
To  challenge,  and  to  diflance  all  return  ! 
Of  lavifh  love  ftupendous  heights  to  foar, 
And  leave  praife  panting  in  the  diftant  vale  ! 
Thy  right,  too  great,  defrauds  thee  of  thy  due ; 
And  facrilegious  our  fublimeft  long. 
But  Cnce  the  naked  wi'I  obtains  thy  fmile, 
Beneath  this  monument  of  praife  unpaid, 
And  future  life  fymphonious  to  my  ftrain, 
(That  nobleft  hymn  to  heaven  !)  forever  Uc 
Entomb'd  my  fear  cf  death  \  and  every  fear, 
The  dread  of  every  evil,  but  thy  frown. 

\\  horn  fee  I  yonder,  fo  demurely  fmile  ? 
Laughter  a  labour,  and  might  break  their  reft. 
Ye  quietifts,  in  homage  to  the  fkies  ! 
Serene  !  of  foft  addreis  !  who  mildly  make 
An  unobtrufive  tender  of  your  hearts, 
Abhorring  violence  !  who  halt  indeed; 
But,  for  the  bleiling,  •wrejilt:  not  with  heaven  ! 
Think  you  my  fong  too  turbulent  ?  too  warm  ? 
Are  pajpoxTi  then,  the  pzgans  of  the  foul  J 
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alone  baptiz'd  ?  alone  ordaln'd 
To  touch  things  facrtd  ?  Oh  for  warmer  ftill ! 
Guilt  chills  my  zeal,  and  age  benumbs  my  powers ; 
Oh  for  an  humbler  heart !  and  prouder  fong  ! 
Thou,  my  much  injur'd  theme!    with  that  foft 

eye 

Which  melted  o'er  doom' d  Salem,  deign  to  look 
Compaffion  to  the  coldnefs  of  my  breaft  ; 
And  pardon  to  the  winter  in  my  ftrain. 

Oil  ye  cold-hearted,  frozen,  formalifts  ! 
On  fuch  a  theme,  'tis  impious  to  be  calm  ; 
Pafilon  is  reafon,  tranfport  temper,  here. 
Shall  heaven,  which  gave  us  ardour,  and  has  fhown 
Her  own  for  man  fo  ftrongly,  not  dil'dain 
What  fmooth  emollients  in  theology, 
Recumbent  virtue's  downy  doctors,  preach  ; 
That  profe  of  piety,  a  lukewarm  praife  ? 
Rife  odours  fweet  from  incenfe  uninflam'df 
Devotion,  when  lukewarm,  is  undevout; 
But  when  it  glows,  its  heat  is  ftruck  to  heaven ; 
To  human  hearts  her  golden  harps  are  ftrung  : 
High  heaven's  orcbejlra  chaunts  amen  to  man. 

Hear  I,  or  dream  I  hear,  their  diftant  drain, 
Sweet  to  the  foul,  and  rafting  ilrong  of  heaven, 
Soft-wafted  on  ceieftial  pity's  plume, 
Through  the  vaft  fpaces  of  the  univerfe, 
To  cheer  me  in  this  melancholy  gloom  ? 
Oh  when  will  death  (now  flinglefs),  like  a  friend, 
Admit  me  of  their  choir  ?  O  when  will  death 
This  mouldering,  old,  partition-wall  throw  down? 
Give  beings,  one  in  nature,  one  abode  ? 
Oh  death  divine  !  that  giv'ft  us  to  the  ikies ! 
Great  future  !   glorious  patron  of  thcfiaft, 
And  prefent  f  when  {hall  I  thy  ftirine  adore  ? 
From  nature's  continent,  immenfely  wide, 
Immenfely  bleft,  this  little  ijle  of  life  t 
This  dark,  incarcerated  colony , 
Divides  us.  Happy  day  !  that  breaks  our  chain ; 
That  manumits  ;  that  calls  from  exile  home  ; 
That  leads  to  nature's  great  metropolis, 
And  re-admits  us,  through  the  guardian  hand 
Of  elder  brothers,  to  our  Father's  throne  j 
Who  hears  our  Advocate,  and,  through  his  wounds 
Beholding  man,  allows  that  tender  name. 
'Tis  this  makes   Cbrijiian  triumph  a  command  : 
*Tis  this  makes  joy  a  duty  to  the  wife  ; 
'Tis  impious  in  a  good  man  to  be  fad. 

See  thou,  Lorenzo  !  where  hangs  all  our  hope  ? 
Touch'd  by  the  Crofs,  we  live  ;  or,  more  than  die ; 
That  touch  which  touch'd  not  angels ;  more  divine 
Than  that  which  touch'd  confufion  into  form, 
And  darknefs  into  glory;  partial  touch  ! 
Ineffably  pie-eminent  regard  ! 
Sacred  to  man,  and  fovereign  through  the  whole 
Long  golden  chain  of  miracles,  which  hangs 
From  heaven  through  all  duration,  and  fupports 
In  one  illuftrious  and  amazing  plan, 
Thy  welfare,  nature  ?  and  thy  God's  renown. 
That  touch,  with  charm  celeftial,  heals  the  foul 
Difeas'd,  drives  pain  from  guilt,  lights  life  in  death, 
Turns  earth  to  heaven,  to  heavenly  thrones  trans 
forms 
The  ghaftly  ruins  of  the  mouldering  tomb. 

Doft  afk  me  when  ?  When  he  who  dy'd  returns ; 
Returns,  how  chang'd  \  Where  then  the  man  of 
woe  I 


In  glory's  terrors  all  the  Godhead  burns ; 
And  all  his  courts,  exhaufted  by  the  tide 
Of  deities  triumphant  in  his  train, 
Leave  a  ftupendous  folitude  in  heaven ; 
RepJeriifh'd  foon,  replenim'd  with  increafe 
O-"  pomp,  and  multitude  ;  a  radiant  band 
Of  angels  new  ;  of  angels  from  the  tomb. 

Is  this  my  fancy  thrown  remote  ;  and  rife 
Dark  doubts  between  the  promife  and  event  2 
1  fend  thee  not  to  volumes  for  thy  cure  ; 
Read  nature  !  nature  is  a  friend  to  truth  ; 
Nature  is  Chrijlian  ;  preaches  to  mankind  ; 
And  bids  dead  matter  aid  us  in  our  creed. 
Haft  thou  ne'er  feen  the  comet's  flaming  flight  ? 
Th'  illuftrious  ftranger  palling,  terror  fheds 
On  gazing  nations  ;  from  his  fiery  train 
Of  length  enormous,  takes  his  ample  round 
Through  depths  of  ether  ;coaftsunnumber'd  worlds, 
Of  more  than  folar  glory  ;  doubles  wide 
Heaven's  mighty  cape  ;  .and  then  revifits  earth, 
From  the  long  travel  of  a  thoufand  years. 
Thus,  at  the  deftin'd  period,  fhall  return 
He,  once  on  earth,  who  bids  the  comet  blaze  : 
And,  with  him,  all  our  triumph  o'er  the  tomb. 

Nature  is  dumb  on  this  important  point ; 
Or  hope  precarious  in  low  whifpcr  breathes; 
Faith  fpeaks  aloud,  diftin&  ;  ev'n  adders  hear  ; 
But  turn,  and  dart  into  the  dark  again. 
Faith  builds  a  bridge  acrofs  the  gulf  of  death, 
To  break  the  {hock  blind  nature  cannot  fhun, 
And  lands  thought  fmoothly  on  the  farther  fliorc* 
Death's  terror  is  the  mountain  faith  removes  ; 
That  mountain  barrier  between  man  and  peace. 
"Tis  faith  difarms  deftru&ion  ;  and  abfolves 
From  every  clamorous  charge,  the  guiltlefs  tomb. 

Why  difbelieve  ?  Lorenzo  ! — "  Reafon  bids, 
"  AH-lacred  reafon."— Hold  her  facred  ftill; 
Nor  ihalt  thou  want  a  rival  in  thy  flame  : 
All-facred  reafon  f  fource,  and  foul,  of  all 
Demanding  praife,  on  earth,  or  earth  above  !• 
My  heart  is  thine  :  deep  in  its  inmoft  folds, 
Live  thou  with  life  ;  life  dearer  of  the  two. 
Wear  1  the  bleffed  Crofs,  by  fortune  ftamp'A 
On  pafiive  nature,  before  thought  was  born  ? 
My  birth's  blind  bigot  I  fir'd  with  heal  zeal ! 
No  ;  reafon  re-baptiz'd  me  when  adult ; 
Weigh'd  true,  and  falfe,  in  her  impartial  fcale  ; 
My  heart  became  the  convert  of  my  head, 
And  made  that  choice,  which  once  was  but  my 

fate. 

"  On  argument  alone  my  faith  is  built :" 
Reafon  purfu'd  is  faith ;  and,  unpurfued 
Whore  proof  invites,  'tis  reafon,  then,  no  more  : 
And  fuch  our  f  roof,  that,  or  our  faith  is  right  t 
Or  reafon  lies,  and  heaven  defign'd  it  -wrong  .- 
Abfoive  we  this  ?  What,  then,  is  blafphemy  * 

Fond  as  we  are,  and  juftly  fond,  of  faith, 
Reafcn,  we  grant,  demands  our  firft  regard  ; 
The  mother  honour'd,  as  the  daughter  dear. 
Rtafon  the  root,  far  faith  is  but  the  flower ; 
The  fading  flower  ihall  die  ;  but  reafon  livea 
Immortal,  as  her  Father  in  the  flues. 
When  faith  is  virtuCj  reafon  makes  it  fo. 
Wrong  not  the  Cbriftian ;  think  not  reafon  yours  9. 
"Tis  reafon  our  great  Majler  holds  fo  dear  ; 
'Tis  rtajfltit  injm'd  rights  his  wrath  refentj ; 
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Tis  reafon  s  voice  obey'd  his  glories  crown  ; 
To  give  loft  reafon  life,  he  pour'd  his  own  : 
Believe,  and  fhow  the  reafon  of  a  man  ; 
Believe,  and  tafte  the  pleafure  of  a  God  ; 
Believe,  and  look  with  triumph  on  the  tomb  : 
Through  reafon 's  wounds  alone  thy  faith  can  die  : 
Which  dying,  tenfold  terror  gives  to  death, 
And  dips  in  venom  his  twice-mortal  (ling.        [due 
Learn  hence  what  honours,  what  loud  feeans, 
To  thofe,  who  pufh  our  antidote  afide ; 
Thofe  boafted  friends  to  reafon,  and  to  man, 
Whofe  fatal  love  ftabs  every  joy,  and  leaves 
Death's  terror  heighten'd,  gnawing  on  his  heart. 
Thcfe  pompous  fons  of  reafon  idoliz'd 
And  vilified  at  once ;  of  reafon  dead, 
Then  deify'd,  as  monarchs  were  of  old ; 
What  conduct  plants  proud  laurels  on  their  brow? 
While  love  of  truth  through  all  their  camp  refounds, 
They  draw  pride's  curtain  o'er  the  noon-tide  ray, 
Spike  up  their  inch  of  reafon,  on  the  point 
Of  philofophic  wit,<ra//V  Argument ; 
And,  then,  exulting  in  their  taper,  c^y, 
"  Behold  the  fun  :"  and,  Indian-like,  adore. 

Talk  they  of  morali  ?  O  thou  bleeding  Love  \ 
Thou  maker  of  new  morals  to  mankind  ! 
The  grand  morality  is  love  of  thee. 
As  wife  as  Socrates,  if  fuch  they  were, 
(Nor  will  they  'bate  of  that  fublime  renown) 
As  ivife  as  Socrates,  might  juftly  ftand 
The  definition  of  a  modern  fool. 

A  Chriftian  is  the  higheft  ftyle  of  man  : 
And  is  there,  who  the  blcffed  Crofs  wipes  off, 
As  a  foul  blot  from  his  difhonour'd  brow  ? 
If  angels  tremble,  'tis  at  fuch  a  fight  : 
The  wretch  they  quit,  defponding  of  their  charge, 
More  ftruck  with  grief  or  wonder,  who  can  tell  ? 

Ye  fold- to  fenfe  !  ye  citizens  of  earth  I 
(For  fuch  alone  the  Chriftian  banner  fly) 
Know  ye  how  wife  your  choice,  how  great  your 

gain  ? 

Behold  the  picture  of  earth's  happieft  man  : 
•«  He  calls  his  wifh,  it  comes ;  he  fends  it  back, 
"  And  fays,  he  call'd  another ;  that  arrives, 
"  Meets  the  fame  welcome  ;  yet  he  ftill  calls  on ; 
"  Till  one  calls  him,  who  varies  not  his  call, 
*'  But  holds  him  faft,  in  chains  of  darkntfs  bound, 
<{  Till  nature  dies,  and  judgment  fets  him  free  ; 
11  A  freedom  far  lefs  welcome  than  his  chain." 

But  grant  man  happy  ;  grant  him  happy  long ; 
Add  to  life's  higheft  prize  her  lateft  hour; 
That  hour,  fo  late,  is  nimble  in  approach, 
That,  like  a  poft,  comes  on  in  full  career : 
How  fwift   the    {buttle    flies,   that    weaves   thy 

fhroud ! 

Where  is  the  fable  of  thy  former  years  I 
Thrown  down  the  gulf  of  time;  as  far  from  thee 
As  they  had  ne'er  been  thine ;  the  day  in  hand, 
Like  a  birdftruggling  to  get  loofe,  is  going; 
Scarce  now  poffefs'd,  fo  fuddenly  'tis  gone; 
And  each  fwift  moment  fled,  is  death  advanced 
By  ftrides  as  fwift  :  eternity  is  all ; 
And  whofe  eternity  ?  Who  triumphs  there  ? 
Bathing  for  ever  in  the  font  of  bhfs ! 
For  ever  balking  in  the  Deity ! 
Lorenzo  I  who ,?— Thy  conference  ihall  reply. 


O  give  it  leave  to  fpeak  ;  'twill  fpeak  ere  lorrg, 
Thy  leave  unafk'd  :  Lorenzo!  hear  it  now, 
While  ufeful  its  advice,  its  accent  mild, 
By  the  great  edicl:,  the  divine  decree, 
Truth  is  depofed  with  man's  lajl  hour  / 
An  honeft  hour,  and  faithful  to  her  truft  : 
Truth,  eldcft  daughter  of  the  Deity  ; 
Truth,  of  his  counfel  when  he  made  the  worlds; 
Nor  lefs,  when  he  mall  judge  the  worlds  he  made  ; 
Though  filent  long,  and  fleeping  ne'er  fo  found, 
Smother'd  with  errors,  and  opprefs'd  with  toys, 
That  heaven-commiflion'd  hour  no  fooner  calls, 
But,  from  her  cavern  in  the  foul's  abyfs, 
Like  him  they  fable  under  ./Etna  whelm'd, 
The  goddefs,  burfts  in  thunder,  and  in  flame ; 
Loudly  convinces,  and  feverely  pains. 
Dark  demons  1  difcharge,  and  Hydra  ftings ; 
The  keen  vibration  of  bright  truth — is  hell : 
Juft  definition  !   though  by  fchools  untaught. 
Ye  deaf  to  truth  !  perufe  this  parfon'd  page, 
And  truft,  for  once,  a  prophet,  and  a  prieft  ; 
"  Men  may  live  fools,  but  fools  they  cannot  <#<?." 

NIGHT  V. 
THE  RELAPSE. 

TO  THE  RIGHT  HON.  THE  EARL  OF  LIFCHFTEID. 

LORENZO  !  to  recriminate  is  juft. 

Fondnefs  for  fame  is  avarice  ot  air. 

I  grant  the  man  is  vain  who  writes  for  praife. 

Praife  no  man  e'er  deferv'd,  who  fought  RO  more. 

As  juft  thy  fa ond  charge.     I  grant  the  mufc 
Has  often  blufb'd  at  her  degenerate  fons, 
Retain'd  by  fenfe  to  plead  her  filthy  caufe; 
To  raife  the  low,  to  magnify  the  mean, 
And  fubtilize  the  grofs  into  refin'd  : 
As  if  to  magic  numbers'  powerful  charm 
'Twas  given  to  make  a  civst  of  their  fong 
Ohfcene,  and  fweeten  ordure  to  perfume. 
Wit,  a  true  pagan,  deifies  the  brute, 
And  lifts  our  iwine-enjoyments  from  the  mire. 

The  fa<St  notorious,  nor  obfcure  the  caufe. 
We  wear  the  chains  of  pleafure,  and  of  pride. 
Tbefe  (bare  the  man  ;  and  thefe  diftraci  him  too  ; 
Draw  different  ways,  and  clafh  in  their  commands. 
Pride,  like  an  eagle,  builds  among  the  ftars ; 
But  pleafure,  lark-like,  nefts  upon  the  ground. 
Joys  ftiar'd  by  brute-creation,  pride  refents; 
Pleafure  embraces  :  man  would  both  enjoy, 
And  both  at  once :  a  point  how  hard  to  gain  ! 
But,  what  can't  wit,  when  ftung  by  ftrong  dcfire  ? 

Wit  dares  attempt  this  arduous  enterprize. 
Since  joys  of  fenfe  can't  rife  to  reafon  s  tafte; 
In  fvhticfop/jifry's  laborious  forge, 
IVit  hammers  out  a  reafon  new,  that  ftoops 
To  f  rdid  fcenes,  and  meets  them  with  applaufe. 
Wit  calls  the  graces  the  chafte  zone  to  loofe; 
N^r  lefs  than  a  plump  god  to  fill  the  bowl : 
A  thou  land  phantoms,  and  a  thoufand  fpclls, 
A  thoufand  opiates  fcatters,  to  delude, 
To  fafcinate,  inebriate,  hy  afleep, 
And  the  fool'd  mind  delightfully  confound. 
Thus  that  which  fhock'o.  the  judgment ',  Ihocks  no 
more 
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'fr'hat  which  gave  pride  offence,  no  more  offends 
&leafurc  and  pride,  by  nature  mortal  foes, 
At  war  eternal,  which  in  man  fhall  reign, 
By  *f  it's  addrefs,  patch  up  a  fatal  peace, 
And  hand  in  hand  lead  on  the  rank  debauch, 
From  rank,  refin'd  to  delicate  nnd  gay. 
Art,  ctirfed  art !  wipes  off  th'  indebted  blufh 
From  nature's  cheek,  and  bronzes  every  flume. 
Man  fmihs  in  ruin,  glories  in  his  guilt, 
And  infamy  ftands  candidate  for  praife. 

All  writ  hy  man  in  favour  of  the  foul, 
Thefefenfual  ethics  far,  in  bulk,  tranfcend. 
The  flowers  of  eloquence,  profufely  pour'd 
O'er  fpotted  ?ice,  fill  half  the  letrer'd  world; 
Can  powers  of  genius  exercife  their  page, 
And  confecrate  enormities  with  fong  ? 
But  let  not  thefe  inexpiable  ftrains 
Condemn  the  mufe  that  knows  her  dignity; 
Nor  meanly  ftops  at  time,  hut  holds  the  world 
As  'tis,  in  nature's  ample  field,  a  point, 
A  point  in  her  efleem  ;  from  whence  to  ftart, 
And  run  the  round  of  univerfal  fpace, 
To  vifit  being  univerfal  there, 
And  being's  fotifce,  that  titmoft  flight  of  mind  ! 
Yet,  fpite  of  this  fo  vafr.  circumference, 
Well  knows,  but  what  is  moral,  nought  is  great* 
Singfyrens  only  ?  Do  not  angels  fu:g  ? 
There  is  in  fotjy  a  decent  pride, 
Which  well  becomes  her  when  fhe  fpeaks  toprofe, 
Her  younger  fifter ;  haply,  not  more  wile. 

Think'ft  thou,  Lorenzo  !  to  find  paflimes  here  ? 
No  guilty  paflion  blown  into  a  flame, 
No  foible  flatter'd,  dignity  difgrnc'dj 
No  fairy  field  of  fiction,  all  on  flower, 
No  rainbow  colours,  here,  or  filken  tale  : 
But  folemn  counfels,  images  of  awe, 
Truths,  which  eternity  lets  fall  on  man 
With    double   weight,    through   thefe   revolving 

fpheres, 

This  death-deep  filence,  and  incumbent  fhade  : 
fbnugbtt,  fuch  as  fhall  revifit  your  laft  hour; 
Vifit  uncall'd,  and  live  when  life  expires; 
And  thy  dark  pencil,  midnight !  darker  flill 
In  melancholy  dip'd,  embrowns  the  whole. 

Yet  this,  even  tbit,  my  laughter-loving  friends  ! 
Lorenzo !  and  thy  brothers  of  the  fmile  '. 
If,  what  imports  you  moft,  can  mol  engage, 
Shall  fteal  your  ear,  and  chain  you  to  my  fong. 
Or  if  you  fail  me,  know,  the  wife  fhall  talte 
The  truths  I  fmg ;  the  truths  I  fing  fhall  feel; 
And,  feeling,  give  affent ;  and  their  affent 
Is  ample  recompenfe ;  is  more  than  praife. 
But  chiefly  thine,  O  Litchfield !  nor  miflake  ; 
Think  not  unintroduc'd  I  force  my  way  ; 
Narcifia,  not  unknown,  not  unally'd, 
By  virtue,  or  by  blood,  illuftrious  youth  ! 
To  thee,  from  blooming  amaranthine  bowers, 
Where  all  the  language  barmofv,  defcends 
Uncall'd,  and  afks  admittance  for  the  mufe  : 
A  mufe  that  will  not  pain  thee  with  thy  praife;   >> 
Thy  praife  fire  drops,  by  nobler  fUll  infpir'd. 
O  thou  !  blefk  Spirit !  whether  the  fupreme, 
rreat  antemundane  Father  !  in  whofe  brealt 
Embryo  creation,  unborn  being,  dwelt, 
And  all  its  various  revolutions  roli'd 
You  X. 


Prefent,  though  future  ;  prior  to  themfelves ; 
Whofe  breath  can  blow  it  into  nought  again ; 
Or,. from  his  throne  fome  delegated  power, 
Who,  ftudious  of  our  peace,  doft  turn    he  thought 
From  vain  and  vile,  to  folid  and  fublime  ! 
Unfeen  thou  lead'ft  me  to  delicious  draughts 
Of  infpiration,  from  a  purer  Dream, 
And  fuller  of  the  god.  than  that  which  burft 
From  fam'd  Caftalia  :  nor  is  yet  allay'd 
My  ficred  third;  though  longmyibul  has  rang'd 
Through  pieafiug  paths  of  moral,  and  divine, 
By  thee  fuftain'd,  and  lighted  hy  the  ftars 

By  them  belt  lighted  are  the  paths  of  thought; 
Nights  art  their  days,  their  moft  ilium m'd  hours. 
By  day,  the  foul,  o'erboruc  by  life's  career, 
Stunn'd  by  the  din,  and  giddy  with  the  glare, 
Reels  far  from  reafon,  joftled  by  -he  throng. 
By  day  the  foul  is  paffive,  all  her  th. rights 
Impos'd,  precarious,  broken  ere  marnrr 
By  night^  from  object  free,  from  paiu>n  rooT, 
Thoughts  uncomroul'd,  and  unimprefs'd,  the  birth^ 
Of  pure  ele»5lion,  arbitrary  ran<<v 
Not  to  the  limits  of  one  world  donfin'd; 
But  from  ethereal  travels,  light  '  D 
As  voyagers  drop  anchor,  for  re1" 

Let  Indians,  and-the  £ay,  like  I' -linn?,  fond 
Of  feather'd  fopperies,  'he  fun  adore  : 
Darknefs  has  more  divinitr  for  me; 
It  ftrike*  thought  inward  ;   it  drives  back  die  foul 
To  fettle  on  herfdf,  our  point  fupreme  ! 
There  lies  «.ur  theatre  !  there  firs  our  judge. 
Darknef*  the  curtain  drops  oYr  life's  dull  Irene; 
Tis  the  kind  hand  of  providence  O.retch'd  out 
'Twixl"  mart  and  vanity  ;  'ti?  reafon  .t  reign, 
And  virtue's  too:   thefe  tutelary  lhades 
Are  man's  afylunt  from  the  tainted  throng. 
Night  is  the  food  mzn'*frirnd,  and  guarditn  too; 
It  no  V^refcutt  virtue,  than  infpires. 

firtue,  forever  fr/il,  a§  fair,  b(.jlow, 
Her  tender  nature  fuffers.'in  the  cro-wd. 
Nor  touches  on  the  world,  without  a  ftain  : 
The  world's  infectious  ;  few  bring  back  at  eve, 
Immaculate,  the  manners  of  the  morn. 
Something  we  th  .ugLt,  is  blotted  •,  vve  refolv'd, 
Is  fhaken  ;   we  renounced,  returns  again. 
E'dchfalutatjin  may  flide  in  a  fin 
TJnthought  before,  or  fix  a  former  flaw. 
Nor  is  it  ftrange  :   tight,  motion,  concourfe,  noife, 
All,  fcatter  us  abroad  \  thought  outward-bound, 
Negledful  of  our  home  affairs,  flies  off 
In  fume  and  diffipation,  quits  her  charge, 
And  leaves  the  breaft  unguarded  to  the  foe. 

Prefent  example  gets  within  our  guard, 
And  adls  with  doublt  force,  by  few  re'peU'd. 
Ambititn  fires  ambition;  love  of  gain 
Strikes  iike  apeftilence,  from  bread  $o  breaft  j 
Riot, pride ,ferjidy,  blue  vapours  breathe; 
And  inhumanity  is  caught  from  man, 
From  fmilit.g  man.    A  flight,  a  fmgle  ghnce, 
And  fhot  at  random,  often  ha?  brought  home 
A  fudden  fever  to  the  throbbing  heai  t, 
Of  envy,  rancour ,  Of  impure  difire. 
We  fee,  we  hear,  \vkh  peii! ;  firl-ty  dwells 
Remote  from  multitude ;  the  world'.-  .>.  fchool 
Of  ivrtng,  and  what  proficients  f  warm  around  ' 
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We  mufl,  or  mutate^  or  dlfapprove; 

Muft  liil  as  their  accomplices,  f>r  foes ; 

That  ftains  our  innocence  ;  this  wounds  our  peace. 

Prom  nature's  birth,  hence,  ivipJoin  has  been  fmit 

With  fvveet  recefs,  and  languifh'd  for  the  fhade. 

This  I'acrcd  fhade,  and  folitude,  what  is  it  ? 

*  f  is  the  felt  prefence  of  the  Deiry. 

JFew  are  the  faults  we  flatter  when  alone, 

Vice  finks  in  her  allurements,  is  ungilt, 

And  looks,  like  other  objects,  black  by  night. 

l3y  night  an  Atheift  half-believes  a  God. 

Night  is  fair  virtue's  immemorial  friend  ; 
The  confcious  moon,  througli  every  diftant  age, 
Kas  held  a  lamp  to  ivifdom,  and  let  fall, 
On  contemplation  s  eye,  her  purging  ray. 
The  fam'd  Athenian,  he  who  woo'd  from  heaven 
Pbiiofojby  the  fair,  to  dwell  with  men, 
And  form  their  manners,  not  inflame  their  pride, 
While  o'er  his  head,  as  fearful  to  moleft 
His  labouring  mind,  the  ftarsin  filence  flide, 
A»d  feem  all  gazing  on  their  future  gueft, 
See  him  foliciting  his  ardent  fuit 
In  private  audience  :   all  the  live-long  night, 
Rigid  in  thought,  and;motionlefst  he  {lands; 
Nor  quits  his  theme,  pr  poflure,  till  the  fun 
(Rude  'drunkard  rifing  rofy  from  the  main  !) 
jjifturbs  his  nobler  inteile&ual  beam, 
And  gives  him  to  the  tumult  of  the  world. 
Kail,   precious  moments  I   ilol'n  from  the  black 

wafle 

Of  murder'd  time  !  Aufpicious  midnight  '.   hail ! 
The  world  excluded,  every  paflion  hufli, 
And  open'd  a  calm  intercourfe  with  heaven, 
litre  the  foul  fits  in  council ;  ponders/a/?, 
Vredeflines/w/wr/;  adliori ;  fees,  not  feels, 
Tumultuous  life,  and  realbns  with  the  ftorm; 
Ail  her  lies  anfwers,  and  thinks  down  her  charms. 

What  awful  joy  !  what  mental  liberty  ! 
J  am  not  pent  in  darknefs;  rather  fay*. 
(If  not  too  beki)  in  darknefs  Vm  embower'd. 

i  gloom  !  the  cluftering  thoughts  around 
us  rife,  and  blofibm  in  the  fhade ; 
Jjtlt  droop  by  day,  and  ficken  in  the  fun. 
*IliQuglt  borrows  light  elfewhere ;  from  ihatjirjl 

fire, 

Fountain  of  animation  !  whence  defcends 
Urania,  my  celeftial  gaeft  !  who  deigns 
Xightly  to  vifit  me,  fo  mean  ;  and  now, 
Confcious  how  needful  difcipline  to  man, 
From  pleafing  dalliance  with  the  charms  of  night 
My  wandering  thought  recalls,  to  what  excites 
Far  other- beat  of  heart!   Narciffa's  tomb  ! 
Or  is  it  feeble  nature  calls  me  back, 
And  breaks  my  fpirit  into  grief  again  ? 
3s  it  a  Stygian  vapour  in  my  blood  ! 
A  cold,  flow  puddle,  creeping  through  my  veins  ? 
Or  is  it  thus  with  all  men  ? — Thus  with  all. 
What  are  we  ?  How  unequal !  Now  we  (bar, 
And  now  we  fink :  to  be  the  fame,  tranfcertds 
Our  prefent  prowefs.     Dearly  pays  the  foul 
For  lodging  iil ;  too  dearly  rents  her  clay. 
Reafcn,  a  baffled  counsellor  !  but  adds 
The  blufh  of  w'eaknefs  to  the  bane  of  \voe. 
The  nobleft  fpirit,  fighting  her  hard  fate, 
In  thii  damp,  duflj  region;  charg'-d  with  ftorms, 


But  feebly  flutters,  yet  untaught  to  fly  • 
Or,  flying  fhort  her  flight,  and  fure  her  fall. 
Our  utmoft.  flrength,  when  down,  to  rife  again  £ 
And  not  to  yield,  though  beaten,  all  our  prajfe. 

'  Tis  vain  to  feek  in  men  for  more  than  man. 
Though  proud  in  promife,  big  in  previous  thought, 
Experience  damps    ur  triumph.     1  who  late, 
Emerging  from  the  fhadows  of  the  grave, 
Where  griff  deta'w'd  me  prifoner,  mounting  high, 
Threw  wide  the  gates  ot  everlafting  day, 
And  call'd  mankind  to  glory,  (hook  oftfaitt, 
Mortality  fhoak  iff,  in  ether  pure, 
And  ftruck  the  flars  ;  tioiv  feel  my  fpirits  fail ; 
They  drop  me  from  the  zenith  ;  down  I  rufh, 
Like  him  whom  fable  fledg  d  with  waxen  wings. 
In  forrow  drown'd,  but  not  in  forrow  loft. 
How  wretched  is  the  man  who  never  mournM  I 
I  dive  for  precious  pearl  inforrorv's  ftream  : 
Not  fo  the  thoughtlefs  man  that  *nly  grieves  : 
rakes  all  the  torment,  and  rejects  the  gain, 
(Ineftimable  gain  l)  and  gives  heaven  leave 
To  make  him  but  more  wretched,  not  more  wife. 

If  wifd<  m  is  our  Icffon,  (and  what  e'fe 
Fnnobles  man  ?  what  elfc  have  angels  learnt?) 
Grief,   more  proficients  in  thy  fchool  are  made 
Than^fJMKf  or  proud  learning  e'er  could  boaft. 
Voracious  learning,  often  over-fed, 
Digefts  not  into  fenfe  her  motley  meal. 
Ibis  book-cafe^  with  dark  booty  almoft  burft, 
This  forager  on  others  wifdoni,  leaves 
Her  native  farm,  her  reafen,  quite  untill'd. 
With  mix'd  manure  fhe  furfeits  the  rank  foil, 
Dung'd,  but  not  drei&'d,  and  rich  to  beggary. 
A  pomp  un tameable  of  weeds  prevails. 
titrff want's  wealth  encumber'd  wifdom  mourns. 

And  what  fa-y*  genius?  "  Let  the  4u(}  fa  wife" 
Genius,  too  har4  fw  rf^ht,  Can  prove  it  wrong; 
And  loves  to  boaft  where  biufh  men  lefs  infpir'd. 
It  pkads  exemption  from  the  laws  of fenfe ; 
Confiders  reafon  as  a  leveller; 
And  fcorns  to  fhare  a  blefiing  with  the  crow4-, 
That  wife  it  could  be,  thiiiks  an  ample  claim 
To  "lory,  and  to  pleafure  gives  the  reft. 
Craffus  but  fleeps,  Ardelio  is  undone. 
Wifdotr  lefs  fh udders  at  a  fool  than  wit. 

But  ivifdtm  fmiles  when  humbled  mortals  weep. 
When  fjrroiu  wounds  the  breaft,  as  ploughs  the 

glebe, 

And  hearts  obdurate  feel  herfoftening  fhower, 
Her  feed  celeftial  then  glad  ivifdom  fows  ; 
Her  golden  harveft  triumphs  in  the  foil. 
If  fo,  Narcifla,  welcome  my  relapfe; 
I'll  raife  a  tax  on  my  calamity, 
And  reap  rieh  compenfation  from  my  pain. 
I'll  range  the  plenteous  intellectual  field, 
And  gather  every  thought  of  fovereign  power 
To  chafe  the  moral  maladies  of  man  ; 
Thoughts  which  may  bear  tranfplanting  to  the  fkies , 
Though  natives  of  this  coarfe  penurious  foil : 
Nor  wholly  wither  there,  -where  ferafbs  fing, 
Refiu'd,  exalted,  not  annull'd,  in  heaven. 
Reaf<in)  the  fun  that  gives  them  birth,  the  fame 
In  either  clime,  thotigh  more  illuftrious  then* 
Thefc  choicely  cull'd,  and  elegantly  rang'd. 
Shall  form  a  garland  for  Narciffa'*  tombi 
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And,  perad venture,  of  no  fading  flowers,    [fcend  ? 

Say  on  what  themes   (hall   puzzled  choice  de- 
"  Th'  importance  of  contemplating  the  tomb  ; 
•*  Why  men  decline  it ;  filicide's  foul  birth  ; 
"  The  various  kind  of  griff ;    thefnults  of  are ; 
"  And  death  s  dread  character — invite  my  foug." 

And  firft  th'  importance  of  our  end  furvey'd. 
Friends  counfel  quick  difmiflion  of  our  grief: 
Miftaken  kindnefs  !   our  hearts  heal  too  foon. 
Are  they  more  kind  than  be  who  flruck  the  blow  ? 
Who  bid  ic  do  his  errand  in  our  hearts, 
And  banifli  peace,  till  nobler  guejls  arrive, 
And  bring  it  back,  a  true  and  endlefs  peace  ? 
Calamities  we  friends  :   as  glaring  day 
Of  thefe  unnumber'd  lultres  rob  our  fight, 
Pro/verity  puts  out  unnumber'd  thoughts 
Of  import  high,  and  light  divine,  to  man. 

The  man  how  bleft,  who,  fick  of  gaudy  fccnes, 
(Scenes  apt  to  thruft  between  us  and  ourfelves  !) 
Is  led  by  choice  to  take  his  favourite  walk 
Beneath  death's  gloomy,  filent,  cyprefs  lhades, 
U;ipierc'd  by  vanity's  fatuaftic  r«*y, 
To  read  his  monument*,  to  weigh  his  duft, 
Vifit  his  vaults, and  dwell  among  the  tombs! 
Lorenzo  '  read  with  me  NarciflVs  ftone  ; 
(NarciiTa  was  thy  favourite)  let  us  read 
Her  moral  (lone  1  few  doctors  preach  fo  well ; 
Few  orators  fo  tenderly  can  touch 
The  feeling  heart.      What  pathos  in  the  date! 
Apt  words  can  ftrike ;  and  yet  in  them  we  fee 
Faint  images  of  what  we  here  enjoy. 
What  caufe  have  -we  to  build  on  length  of  life  ? 
Temptations  feize  \vhenfear  is  laid  afleep ; 
And  ill  foreboded  is  our  ftrongeft  guard. 

Sea  from  her  tomb,  as  from  an  humbler  ftirine, 
Truth,  radiant  goddefs!  fallics  on  my  foul, 
And  puts  dtlufions  dufky  train  to  flight ; 
Difpels  the  mifts  our  fultry  pafpons  raife 
From  objects  low,  terreftrial,  and  obfcene  ; 
And  fhows  the  real  eftimate  of  things  ; 
Which  no  man,  unafHicled,  ever  faw  ; 
Pulls  off  the  veil  from  virtue's  rifing  charms; 
Detects  temptation  in  a  thouiand  lies. 
'Truth  bids  me  look  on  men  as  autumn  leaves, 
And  all  they  bleed  for  as  the  Cummer's  duft, 
Driven  by  the  whirlwind  :  lighted  by  her  beams, 
1  widen  my  horizon,  gain  new  powers, 
See  things  invifibie,  feel  things  remote, 
Am  prefent  with  futurities ;  think  nought 
To  man  fo  foreign  as  the  joys/ro^/}  </, 
Nought  fo  much  his  as  thole  beyond  the  grave. 

No/?//y  keeps  its  colour  in  her  fight ; 
Pale  "uiarldi.y  -wifdom  lofes  all  her  charms ; 
In  pompous  promife,  from  her  fchemes  profound, 
If  future  fate  flic  plans,  'tis  all  in  leaves, 
Like  Sibyl,  unfubitantial,  fleeting  blifs  ! 
At  the  firft  blaft  it  vanifhes  in  air. 
Not  fo  eelef.ialt  wouldft  thou  know,  Lorenzo, 
How  differ  worldly  lulfdom  and  divine  ? 
Jufl.as  the  waning  and  the  waxing  moon. 
More  empty  'worldly  wifdom  every  day ; 
And  every  day  more  fair  her  rival  ftiines. 
When  later •,  there's  lefs  time  to  play  the  fool. 
Soon  our  old  term  for  wifdom  is  expir'd, 
(Thou  know 'ft  fhe  calls  no  council  in  the  grave :) 


And  everlafting  fool  is  writ  in  firif, 
Or  real  wifdom  wafts  us  to  the  Ikies. 

As  worldly  fchemes  refembles  Sibyl's  leaves, 
The  good  man's  days  to  Sibyl's  books  compare, 
(In  ancient  ftory  read,  thou  know'ft  the  talc,) 
In  price  ftill  rifing,  as  in  number  let's, 
Ineftimable  quite  his  final  hour. 
For  that  who  thrones  can  offer,  offer  thrones; 
Infolvent  worlds  the  purchafe  cannot  pay. 
"  Oh  let  me  die  his  death  !"  all  nature  cries  : 
"  Then  live  his  life."— 'All  nature  faulters  there  ; 
Our  great  phylician  daily  to  confult, 
To  commune  with  the  grav:,  our  only  cure. 

What  grave  prefcribes  the  beft  ? — A  friend's ; 

and  yet 

From  a  friend's  grave  how  foon  we  difcngage ! 
Ev<:n  to  the  deareft,  as  his  marble,  cold. 
Why  are  friends  ravifh'd  from  us  ?    Tis  to  bind, 
By  loft  ffifftioo't  ties,  on  human  hearts, 
The  thought  ot  death,  which  reafon,  too  Cupine, 
Or  mifemploy'd,  io  rarely  fallens  there. 
Nor  reafoi%  nor  affection,  no,  nor  both 
Combin  d,  can  break  the  witchcrafts  of  the  world. 
Behold  th'  inexorable  hour  at  hand  ! 
Behold  th'  inexorable  hour  forgot ! 
And  to  forget  it  the  chief  aim  of  life, 
Though  well  to  ponder  it  is  life's  chief  end. 

Is  death,  that  ever-threatening,  ne'er  remotC| 
That  all-important,  and  that  only  Cure, 
(Come  when  he  will)  an  unexpected  guefl? 
Nay,  though  invited  by  the  loudeft  calls 
Of  blind  imprudence,  unexpected  ftill  ? 
Though  numerous  meiTengers  are  fent  before 
To  warn  hi?  great  arrival.     What  the  caufe, 
The  wondrous  caufe,  of  this  myfterious  ill  ? 
All  heaven  looks  down  aftonim'd  at  the  fight. 

Is  it  that  lifr  has  fown  her  jays  fo  thick, 
We  can't  thruft  in  a  fmgle  care  between? 
Is  it  that  life  has  fuch  a  fwarm  of  carts, 
The  thought  of  death  can't  enter  for  the  throEjf  J 
Is  it  that  time  deals  on  with  downy  feet, 
Nor  wakes  indulgence  from  her  golden,  dream  J 
Ta-day  is  fo  like  yfierday,  it  chea:^  . 
We  take  the  lying  lifter  for  :h«s  fame. 
Life  glides  away,  Lorenz:,  like  a  brook; 
For  ever  changing,  u^perceiv'd  the  change. 
J'.i  the  fame  broofc  none  ever  bath'd  him  twice ; 
To  the  fame  life  none  ever  twice  awoke. 
We  call  the  brook  the  fame  ;  the  fame  we  think 
Our  life,  though  ilill  more  rapid  in  its  flow ; 
Nor  mark  the  much,  irrevocably  laps' d, 
And  mingled  with  the  fea.     Or  fliull  we  fay 
(Retaining  ftill  the  brook  to  bear  us  on) 
That  life  is  like  a  vcffel  on  the  ttream  ? 
In  life  e'nbark'd.  we  fmoothly  down  the  tid* 
Of  time  defcend,  but  not  on  time  intent ; 
Amus'd,  unconfcious  of  the  gliding  wave, 
Till  on  a  fudden  \ve  perceive  a  (hock  ; 
We  ftart,  awake,  look  out ;  what  fee  we  there  ? 
Our  brittle  bark  is  burft  on  Charon's  fhore. 

Is  this  the  caufe  death  flies  all  human  thought? 
Or  is  it  judgment,  by  the  will  ftrnck  blind,    / 
That  domineering  mklrefs  of  the  foul ! 
Like  him  fo  ftrong,  by  Dalilah  the  fair  ? 
Or  is  itfear  turns  ftartled  reafon  back 
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From  looking  dowfr  a  precipice  fo  fteep  ? 
'Tis  dreadful ;  and  the  dread  is  wifely  plac'd 
By  nature,  confcious  of  the  make  of  man. 
A  dreadful  friend  it  is,  a  terror  kind, 
A  flaming  fword  to  guard  the  tree  of  life. 
By  thai  nnaw'd  in  life's  moft  fmiling  hour, 
The  gnoJ  man  would  repine,  would /z^r  joy*, 
And  burn  impatient  for  his  promis'd  Ikies. 
The  lad.  or  each  punctilious  pique  of  pride, 
Oi  gloom  of  humour,  would  give  rage  the  rein ; 
B  ,urid  o'er  the  barrier,  rufh  into  the  dark, 
And  mar  the  fchemes  of  Providence  below. 

What  groan  was  that,  Lorenzo? — Furies!  rife, 
And  drown  in  your  lefs  execrable  yell 
Britannia's  fhame.    There  took  her  gloomy  flight, 
On  wing  impetuous,  a  black  fullen  foul, 
Blafh'd  from  hell,  with  horrid  luft  of  death. 
Thy  friend,  the  brave,  the  gallant  Altamont, 
3o  call'd,  fo  thought — .\i\c\then  he  fled  the  field. 
JLefs  bafe  the  fear  of  death  than  fear  of  life. 
O  Britain,  infamous  for  fuicide! 
An  ifland  in  thy  manners,  far  disjoin'd 
iFrom  tht  whole  world  of  rational*  befide  ! 
In  ambient  waves  plunge  thy  polluted  head, 
"Wafh  the  dire  flain,  nor  fhock  the  continent. 

But  thou  be  fhock'd,  while  I  detect  the  caufe 
Ktf  felf-a/ault ,  expofe  the  moiifter's  birth, 
And  bid  abhorrence  hifs  it  round  the  world. 
Blame  not  thy  clime,  nor  chide  the  diftant  fun; 
The  fun  is  innocent,  thy  clime  abfolv'd  : 
Immoral  climes  kind  nature  never  made. 
The  caufe  I  Cng  in  Eden  might  prevail, 
And  proves  it  is  thy  folly,  not  thy  fate. 

The  foul  of  man,  (let  man  in  homage  bow, 
"Who  names  hisyow/)  a  native  of  the  fides  ! 
High-born,  and  free,  her  freedom  fhouid  maintain, 
Unfold,  unmortgag'd  for  earth's  little  bribes. 
Th'  illuftrious  itrarger,  in  this  foreign  land, 
\Like  flrangers,  jealous  of  her  dignity, 
Sfuuiflus  of  home,  and  ardent  to  return, 
Of  earth  fuipicious,  earth's  enchanted  cup 
With  cool  refsrve  light  touching,  (hould  indulge 
On  immortality  her  godlike  tafte,  \thert. 

Ihere  take  large  draughts,  make  her  chief  banquet 

But  fome  reject  this  iuftenance  divine ; 
To  beggarly  vile  appetites  defcend  ; 
Afk  alms  of  eat  tb  for  guefts  that  came  from  Leaven; 
Sink  into  flaves ;  and  fcll,  for  frefenf  hire, 
Their  rich  n  verhon,  and  (what  ihares  its  fate) 
Their  native  freedom,  to  the  prince  who  fways 
Thi*  nether  world.     And  when  his  payments  fail, 
When  his  foul  bafker  gorges  them  no  more, 
Or  their  pall'd  palaces  loath  the  bafket  full, 
Are  inftantly,  with  wad  demoniac  rage, 
JFor  breaking  all  the  chains  of  Providence, 
And  burftin^  theii  confinement,  thougn  fafl  barr'd 
By  laws  divine  and  rmmar;.  guarded  itrong 
Wuh  horrors  doubled  to  defcnc  rhe  pafs, 
The  blacked  nature  or  dire  guilt  can  raifc, 
And  moted  <eund  with  iatiioiule.s  S-f.ruclicn, 
Sure  to  receive   and  whelm  tiieai  in  their  fall.  J 

Such,  Britons  !  is  the  cauft,  to  you  unkrjwn, 
Or  worife  o'crlook'd  :   o'crlook' J  by  magalrates, 
Thus  criminals  tbemfclves,     I  grant<he  deed 
Is  madness,  but  the  Hudflcfs  of  the  h«art. 


And  what  is  that  ?  Our  utmcft  bonnd  of  guilt. 

A  fenfual,  unreflecting  life,  is  big 

With  monftrous  births,  wa&fuicide,  to  crown 

The  black  infernal  brood.     The  bold  to  break 

Heaven's  law  fupreme,  and  defperately  rufh 

Through  facred  nature's  murder  on  their  own, 

Becaufe  they  never  think  cf  death,  they  die. 

TTis  equally  man's  duty,  glory,  gain, 

At  once  to  fhun,  and  meditate  his  end. 

When  by  the  bed  of  languish rnent  we  fit, 

(The  feat  of  ivifdom !  if  our  choice,  not  fate) 

Or  o'er  our  dying  friends  in  anguilh  hang, 

Wipe  the  cold  dew,  or  ftay  the  finking  head, 

Number  their  moments,  and  in  every  clock 

Start  at  the  voice  of  an  eternity; 

See  the  dim  lamp  of  life  juft  feebly  lift 

An  agonizing  beam,  at  us  to  gaze, 

Then  fink  again,  and  quiver  into  death, 

That  mofl  pathetic  herald  of  our  own  : 

How  read  we  fuch  fad  fcenes  ?  As  fent  to  mam 

In  perfect  vengeance  ?  No;  in  pity  fent, 

To  melt  him  down  like  wax,  and  then  imprefs, 

Idelible,  death's  image  on  his  heart ; 

Bleeding  for  others,  trembling  for  himfelf. 

We  bleed,  we  tremble,  we  forget,  we  fmile. 

The  mind  turns  fool  before  the  cheek  is  dry. 

Our  quick-returning/o//y  cancels  all, 

As  the  tide  ru filing  rafes  what  is  writ 

In  yielding  fands,  and  fmooths  the  letter'd  Ihore. 

Lorenzo  !  haft  thou  ever  weigh'd  a  ftgb  ? 
Or  ftudy'd  the  philofophy  of  tears  ? 
(A  fcience  yet  unlectur'd  in  our  fchools !) 
Haft  thou  defcended  deep  into  the  breaft, 
And  feeri  their  fource  I   If  not,  defcend  with  mer 
And  trace  thefe  briny  rivulets  to  their  fprings. 

Our  funeral  tears  from  different  caufes  rife, 
As  if  from  feparate  cifterns  in  the  foul, 
Of  various  kinds,  they  flow.     From  tender  heart*, 
By  foft  contagion  C3\i'd,fome  burfl  at  once, 
A*d  ftream  obfequious  to  the  leading  eye. 
Some  afk  more  time,  by  curious  art  diftilPd- 
Some  hearts,  in  fecret  heard,  unapt  to  melt, 
Struck  by  the  magic  of  the  public  eye, 
Like  Mofes'  fmitten  rock,  guih  out  amain. 
Some  weep  to  (bare  the  fate  of  the  deceas'd, 
So  high  in  merit,  and  to  them  fo  dear. 
They  dwell  on  praifes,which  they  think  they  fhare; 
And  thus,  without  a  blufh,  commend  themfelves. 
Some  mourn,  in  proof,  that  fomething  they  couli 

love  : 

They  weep  not  to  relieve  their  grief,  butj^M*. 
Some  weep  in  perfect  jufticc  to  the  dead, 
As  confcious  all  their  love  is  in  arrear. 
Feme  miichievoufly  weep,  not  unappriz'd, 
Tears,  fometimes,  aid  the  conqueft  of  an  eye. 
With  what  addrefs  the  foft  Ej-hcfians  draw 
Their  fable  net-woik  o'er  entangled  hearts  ! 
As  feen  through  crytlal,  how  their  rofes  glow, 
While  liquid f  earl  runs  trickling  down  their  cheek? 
Of  htr!s  not  prouder  Egypt's  wanton  queen, 
Carov.fing  gems,  herfelf  diilolv'd  in  love. 
Seme  weep  at  death,  ab.lracted  from  the  dead, 
A     '  celebrate,  like  Charles,  their  own  deceafe. 
By  kind  conftructiun  iome  are  deemed  to  weep, 
Bccauic  a  decent  veil  conceals  their  joy. 
5 


THE  COMPLAINT;  OR,  NIGHT  THOUGHTS, 


Some  weep  In  earned,  and  yet  weep  in  vain ; 
As  deep  in  indifcretion,  as  in  woe. 
Pafjlon,  blind  pafilon  !  impntently  pours 
Tears,  that  deferve  more  tears  ;  while  rsafcn  fteeps; 
Or  gazes  like  an  idiot,  unconcern'd  ; 
Nor  comprehends  the  meaning  of  the  dorm  ; 
Knows  not  it  fpeaks  to  bery  and  her  alone. 
Irrationals  all  forrow  are  beneath, 
That  noble  gift !  that  privilege  of  man  ! 
f  rom.  farrow* s  pang,  the  birth  of  endlefs  joy. 
But  tbefe  are  barren  of  that  birth  divine  : 
They  weep  impetuous,  as  the  fummer  ftorm, 
And  full  as  fhort  !  The  cruel  grief  foon  tam'd, 
They  make  a  paflime  of  the  ftinglefs  tale  ; 
Far  as  the  deep  refounding  knell,  they  fpread 
The  dreadful  news,  m  id  hardly  feel  it  more. 
No  grain  of  tut/dom  pi^s  them  for  their  -woe. 
Half-round  the  globe,  the  tears  pump'd  up  by 

death 

-Are  fpent  in  watering  vanities  of  life  ; 
In  making/o//jy  flourifh  ftill  more  fair, 
When  the  fick  foul,  her  wonted  flay  withdrawn, 
Reclines  on  earth,  and  furrows  in  the  dud ; 
Inftead  of  learning,  there,  lnertru.ffnpport, 
Though  there  thrown   down  her  true  fupport  to 

learn. 

Without  heaven's  aid,  impatient  to  be  bleft, 
She  crawls  to  the  next  fhrub,  or  bramble  vile, 
Though  from  the  ftately  cedar's  arms  (he  fell ; 
With  ftale,  forfworn  embraces,  clings  anew, 
The  ftrang'er  weds,  and  bloffoms,  as  before, 
In  all  the  fruitlefs  fopperies  of  life  : 
Prefents  her  weed,  well  fancy'd,  at  the  ball, 
And  raffles  for  the  death's  head  on  the  ring. 

So  wept  Aurelia,  till  the  deftin'd  youth 
Stept  in,  with  his  receipt  for  making  fmiles, 
And  blanching  fables  into  bridal  bloom. 
So  wept  Lorenzo  fair  Clarifla's  fate  ; 
Who  gave  that  angel  boy,  on  whom  he  doats ; 
And  dy'd  to  give  him,  orphan'd  in  his  birch  1 
Net  fuch,  Narcifla,  my  diftrefs  for  thee. 
I'll  make  an  altar  of  thy  facred  tomb, 
To  facrifice  to  wifdom.     What  waft  thou  ? 
"  Young, gay,  and  fortunate  f"  Each  yields  a  theme. 
I'll  dwell  on  each,  to  fhun  thought  more  fevere; 
(Heaven  knows  I  labour  with  ieverer  dill  1) 
I'll  dwell  on  each,  and  quite  exhauft  thy  death. 
A  foul  without  reflection,  like  a  pile 
Without  inhabitant,  to  ruin  runs. 

And,  firft,  thy  youth.  What  fays  it  to  gray  hairs ! 
Narcifla,  I'm  become  thy  pupil  now — - 
Early,  bright,  tfranfient,  chafte,  as  morning  dew, 
She  iparkled,  was  exhal'd,  and  went  to  heaven. 
'Time  on  this  head  has  fnow'd  ;  yet  ftill  'tis  borne 
Aloft ;  nor  thinks  but  on  another's  grave. 
Cover'd  with  faame  I  fpeak  it,  age  fevere 
Old  worn-out  vica  fets  down  for  virtue  fair ; 
With  gracelefs  gravity,  chaftifing  youth, 
That  youth  chaitis'd  furpaffing  in  a  fault, 
Father  of  all,forgetfulnefs  of  death  : 
As  if,  like  objects  prefling  on  the  fight, 
Death  had  advanc'd  too  near  us  to  be  feen  : 
Or,  that  life's  loan  time  ripen'd  into  right ; 
And  men  might  plead  prefcription  from  the  grave; 
Bfcathlefs,  from  repetition  of  reprieve,  - 


Deathlefs  ?  far  from  it !  fuck  are  dead  already  ; 
Their  hearts  are  bury'd,  and  the  world  their  grave. 

Tell  me,  fome  god  !  my  guardian  angtl !  tell, 
What  thus  infatuates  ?  what  enchantment  plants 
The  phantom  of  an  age  'twixt  us  and  death. 

Already  at  the  door  ?   He  knocks,  we  hear, 
And  yet  we  will  not  hear.     What  mail  defends 

Our  untouch'd  hearts  ?   What  miracle  turns  off 

The  pointed   thought,  which   from   a   thoufan<J 
quivers 

Is  daily  darted,  and  is  daily  fhunn'd  ? 

We  ftand,  as  in  a  battle  throngs  on  throngs 

Around  us  falling;  wounded  oft  ourfelves; 

Though  bleeding  with  our  wounds,  immortal  {trill 

We  fee  time's  furrows  on  another's  brow, 

And  death  entrench'd,  preparing  his  affault; 

How  few  themfelves  in  that  juft  rrurror  fee  '. 

Or,  feeing,  draw  their  inference  as  flrong ! 

There  death  is  certain;   doubtful  here :  hu  muft, 

Audfoon;  we  may,  within  an  age,  expire. 

Though  gray  our  heads,  our  thoughts  and  aims 
are  green ; 

Like  damag'd  clocks,  whofe  hand  arid  bell  diflent;^ 

Folly  fings  fix,  while  nature  points  at  twelve. 
Abtutd  longevity  .'  More,  more,  it  cries  : 

More  life,  more  wealth,  more  train  of  every  kind. 

And  wherefore  mad  for  more,  when  reiifh  faiii  £ 

Objefl,  and  appetite,  muft  club  for  joy; 

Shall  folly  labour  hard  to  mend  the  bow, 

Baubles,  I  mean,  that  ftrike  us  from  •without^ 

While  nature  is  relaxing  every  ftring  ? 

Afk  thought  for  joy  ;   grow  rich,  and  hoard  -within. 

Think  you  the  foul,  when  this  life's  rattles  ceafe, 

Has  nothing  of  more  manly  to  fucceed  ? 

Contract  the  tafte  immortal;  learn  ev'n  now 

To  reiifh  what  alone  fubfifts  hereafter. 

Divine,  or  none,  henceforth  your  joys  for  ever. 

Of  age  the  glory  is,  to  ivijh  to  die. 

That  wifh  is  praifi,  and  promife ;   it  applauds 

Paft  life,  and  promifes  our  future  blifs. 

What  weaknefs  fee  not  children  in  their  fires  J 

Grand-clima&erical  abfui  dities ! 

Gray-hair'd  authority,  to  faults  of  youth, 

How  fhocking  :  it  makes  folly  thrice  a  fool ; 
And  our  firft  childhood  might  our  laft  defpife. 
Peace  and  ejleem  is  all  that  age  can  hope. 
Nothing  but  tuifdom  gives  thejfty?;   the  lajlt 
Nothing,  but  the  repute  of  being  tvife. 
Folly  bars  both  ;  our  age  is  quite  undone. 

What  folly  can  be  ranker  ?  Like  our  fhadows, 
Our  wifhes  lengthen,  as  our  fun  declines. 
No  wifh  fhould  loiter,  then,  this  fide  the  grave. 
Our  hearts  fhould  leave  the  world, before  the  knell 
Calls  for  our  carcafes  to  mend  the  foil. 
Enough  to  live  in  ternpeft,  die  in  port ; 
Age  fhould  fly  concourft,  cover  iu  retreat 
Defeats  of  judgment ;  and  the  iuili  fubd-ic  ; 
Walk  thoughtfit]  011  the  filent,  folemn  Ihore 
Of  that  vail  ocean  it  mull  fail  fo  foon ; 
And  put  good-ivorks  on  board  ;  «?nd  wait  the  win4 
That  fhorrly  blows  us  into  worlds  unknown  ; 
If  unconftder^d^'QO^A.  dreadful  fcene  ! 

All  fhouid  be  prophets  to  themfelves ;  forefees 
Their  future  fate  ;   their  future  fate  foretaflej 
This  art  would  walte  the  bitterneft  of  death 
Fin 
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The  tioug&t  of  death  alone,  the/c^r  deftroys. 
A  difaffc&ion  to  that  precious  thought 
1  5  more  than  midnight  darkaefi  on  the  foul, 
Which  fleeps  beneath  it,  on  -^precipice, 
Puff  'd  off  by  the  firft  blaft,  and  loft  for  ever. 

Doft  afk,  Lorenzo,  why  fo  warmly  prert, 
By  repetition  hammer  d  on  thine  ear,  [chine, 

The  thought  of  death  i  That  thought  is  the  ma- 
Thc  grand  machine  !  that  heaves  us  from  the  duft, 
And  rears  us  into  men.  That  thought,  ply'd  home, 
Will  foon  reduce  the  ghaftly  precipice 
O'er-hanging  hell,  will  foften  the  defcent, 
And  gently  (lope  our  paffage  to  the  grave  ; 
How  warmly  to  be  wifh'd  !  What  heart  of  flefli 
Would  trifle  with  tremendous  ?  dare  extremes  ? 
"Yawn  o'er  the  fate  of  infinite  ?  What  hand,   • 
^Beyond  the  blackeft  brand  of  cenfure  bold, 
(To  fpeak  a  language  too  -well  known  to  thee) 
Would  at  a  moment  give  its  all  to  chance, 
Andjlamp  the  die  for  an  eternity  ? 

Aid  me,  Narciffa  !  aid  me  to  keep  pace 
With  dejliny  ;  and  ere  her  fciffars  cut 
My  thread  of  life,  to  break  this  tougher  thread 
Of  moral  death,  that  ties  me  to  the  world. 
Sting  thou  my  numbering  reafon  to  fend  forth 
A  thought  of  otfervation  on  the  foe  ; 
To  fally  ;  and  furvey  the  rapid  march 
Of  h'r  ten  thoufand  meffengers  to  man; 
Who,  Jehu-like,  behind  him  turns  them  all. 
All  accident  apart,  by  nature  fign'd, 
JMy  warrant  is  gone  out,  though  dormant  yet; 
JPerhaps  behind  one  moment  lurks  my  fate. 

Muft  I  then  forward  only  look  for  death  ? 
Backward  I  turn  mine  eye,  and  find  him  there. 
JVIan  is  a  feif-furvivor  every  year. 
Man,  like  a  ftream,  is  in  perpetual  flow. 
Death's  a  deftr,  ver  of  quotidian  prey. 
My  youth,  my  neon  -tide,  his  ,    my  yejierday  ; 
The  bold  invader  (hares  the  frtjent  hour. 
Each  moment  on  the  former  (huts  the  grave. 
While  man  is  growing,  life  is  in  decreafe  ; 
Arid  cradles  rock  us  nearer  to  the  tomb. 
Our  birth  is  nothing  but  our  death  begun  ; 
*Ys  tapers  wafle  that  inftant  they  take  fire. 

Shall  we  then  fear,  left  that  fhould  come  to  pafs 
Which  comes  to  pafs  each  moment  of  our  lives  ? 
If  fear  we  muft,  let  that  death  turn  us  pale, 
Which  murdetsjlrengtb  and  ardour;  what  remains 
should  rather  call  on  death,  than  dread  his  call. 
Ve  partners  cf  my  fault1,  and  my  decline  ! 
Thojughtlefs  of  death,  but  when  ycur  neighbour 

knell 

(Rude  yifitant!)  knocks  hard  at  your  dull  fenfe, 
\nd  with  its  thunder  fcarce  obtains  your  ear  ! 
]»£  eeath  ycur  theme,  in  every  place  and  Hour; 
V^'t,  *ieer  want,  ye  monumental  fires! 

JL>  iJr  4  <x    o  ,    1  1  i     *  i    i  • 

A  broth-  '  fom^  to  tel1  you  je  ^ 

*  fo  great  is  nature's  (kill) 

you  (ball  enjoy.     ' 
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>ur  needful  knowledge,  like  our  needful 
nhedg'd,  lies  open  in  life's  common  field ; 
And  bids  all  welcome  to  the  vital  feaft. 
rou  fcorn  what  lies  before  you  in  the  page 
Of  nature,  and  experience,  moral  truth; 
if  indifpenfable,  eternal  fruit ; 
ruit,  on  which  mortals  feeding,  turn  to  gods  : 
And  dive  in  f  deuce  for  diftinguiw'd  names, 
)i(boneft  fomentation  of  your  pride  ', 
inking  in  virtue,  as  you  rife  in  fame. 
Your  learning,  like  the  lunar  beam,  affords 

t,  but  not  heat ;  it  leaves  you  undevout, 
•Vozen  at  heart,  while  (peculation  (bines. 
Awake,  ye  curious  indagators  !  fond 
Of  knowing  all,  but  what  avails  you  known, 
f  you  would  learn  death's  cbaradier^  attend. 
All  cafts  of  condudt,  all  degrees  of  health, 
All  dies  of  fortune,  and  a!l  dates  of  age, 
Together  (hook  in  his  impartial  urn, 
2ome  forth  at  random  :  or,  if  choice  is  mad*., 
The  choice  is  quite  farcafu,  and  in  Cults 
All  bold  conjecture,  and  fond  hopes  of  man. 
What  countlefs  multitudes  not  only  leave, 
But  deeply  dif appoint  us,  by  their  deaths  ! 
Though  great  our  forrow,  greater  our  furprifc. 

Like  other  tyrants,  death  delights  to  fmite, 
What,  fmitten,moft  proclaims  the  pride  of  power, 
And  arbitrary  nod.     His  joy  fupreme, 
To  bid  the  wretch  furvive  the  fortunate; 
The  feeble  wrap  th*  athletic  in  his  (hroud ; 
And  weeping  fathers  build  their  childrens  tomb  ' 
Me  thine,  Narciffa  ! — Wrhat  though  fliort  thy  date? 
Virtue,  not  rolling  funs,  the  mind  matures. 
That  life  is  long,  which  anfwers  life's  great  end. 
The  time  that  bears  no  fruit,  deferves  no  name  j 
The  man  of  wifdom  is  the  man  of  years. 
In  hoary  youth  Methufalems  may  die ; 
O  how  mifdated  on  their  flatten':  g  tombs! 

Narcifla's  j/o«ft&has  ledur'd  me  thus  far. 
And  can  her  gaiety  give  counfeltoo  ? 
That,  like  the  Jews  fam'd  oracle  of  gems, 
Sparkles  inftru&ion  ;  fuch  as  throws  new 
And  opens  more  the  character  of  death  } 
Ill-known  to  thee,  Lorenzo!   This  thy  vaunt : 
"  Give  death  his  due,  the  wretched,  and  the  old; 
"  Ev'n  let  him  fweep  his  rubbifti  to  the  grave  i 
"  Let  him  not  violate  kind  nature's  laws, 
"   But  own  man  born  to  live  as  well  as  die" 
Wretched  and  old  thou  giv'ft  him  ;  young  audgay 
He  takes ;  and  plunder  is  a  tyrant's  joy. 
What  if  I  prove,  "  Ihat  fartheft  from  ihefeart 
"  Are  often  neareft  to  thejlrole  of  fate  ?" 

All,  mere  than  common,  menaces  an  end. 
A  blaze  betokens  brevity  of  life  : 
As  if  bright  embers  (hould  emit  a  flame, 
Glad  fpirits  fparkled  from  Narciffa's  eye, 
And  made  youth  younger,  and  taught  life  to  Hv^, 
\s  nature's  oppcfites  wage  endlefs  war, 
For  this  offence,  as  trcafon  to  the  detp 
Inviolable  (lupor  of  his  reign, 
Where  lnjl,  and  turbulent  ambition,  deep, 
Deaib  took  fwift  vengeance.     As  he  life  detefts, 
More  liie  is  (till  more  odious;  and,reduc'd! 
By  ionqucit,  aggrandizes  more  \\\*  power. 
But 'U'fartfcre  liggrandi^'d  ?  By  hcaveii'5 
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To  plant  the  foul  on  her  eternal  guard, 

In  awful  expe&ation  of  our  end.  \fo 

Thus  runs  death's  dread  commifiioa  :  "  Strike,  but 

44  As  moft  alarms  the  living  by  the  dead." 

tienccjfratjgem  delights  him,  andforfirife, 

And  cruel  fport  with  man's  fecurities. 

Not  fmiple  conqueft,  triumph  is  his  aim  ;      [moft. 

And,  where  leaft  fear'd,  there  conqueft  triumphs 

tH'/V  proves  my  bold  affertion  not  too  bold. 

What  are  his  arts  to  "lay  our  fears  afleep  ? 
Tiberian  arts  his  purpofes  wrap  up 
In  deep  diffimuiation's  darkeft  night. 
Like  princes  unconfetl  in  foreign  courts, 
Who  travel  under  cover,  dcatb  affumes 
The  name  and  look  of  life,  and  dwells  among  us. 
He  takes  all  fliapes  that  ferve  his  black  defigns  : 
Though  matter  of  a  wider  empire  far 
Than  that  o'er  which  the  Roman  eagle  flew. 
Like  Nero,  he's  a  fidler,  charioteer, 
Or  drives  his  phaeton,  in  female  guife; 
Quite  unfulpected,  till,  the  wheel  beneath, 
His  difarray'd  oblation  he  devours. 

Me  moft  affecls  the  forms  leaft  like  himfclf, 
His  flender  felf.     Hence  burly  corpulence 
In  his  familiar  wear,  and  fleek  difguife. 
Behind  the  rofy  bloom  he  loves  to  lurk, 
Or  amhufh  in  a  fmile ;  or  wanton  dive 
In  '1i.   pies  deep  ;  love's  eddies,  which  draw  in 
Unwary  hearts,  and  fink  them  in  defpair. 
Such,  on  Narciffa's  couch  he  loiter'd  long 
Unknown;  and,  when  detected, ftill  was  feen 
"Vo  fmile ;  fuch  peace  has  innocence  in  death  1 
Mod  happy  they !  whom  leaft  his  arts  deceive. 
One  eye  on  death,  and  one  full  fix'd  on  beai>ent 
Becomes  a  mortal,  and  immortal  man. 
Long  on  his  wiles  a  piqu'd  and  jealous  fpy, 
I've  fetn,or  dreamt  I  faw,  the  tyrant  dtefs ; 
Lay  by  his  horrors,  and  put  on  his  frniles. 
Say,  mufe,  for  thou  remember'ft,  call  it  back, 
And  fhow  Lorenzo  the  furprifmg  fcene ; 
If  'twas  a  dream,  his  genius  can  explain. 

Twas  in  a  circle  of  the^oy  I  ftr>od. 
Death  would  have  entcr'd ;  nature  pufh'd  him  back  ; 
Supported  by  a  dodor  of  renown, 
His  point  he  gain'd.     Then  artfully  difmijl 
The  fage ;  for  death  defign'd  to  be  conceal'd. 
He  gave  an  old  vivacious  ufurer 
His  meagre  afpecl,  and  his  naked  bones  ; 
In  gratitude  for  plumping  up  his  prey, 
A  pamper'dy/>tW^r//>;  whofe  fantaftic  air, 
"Well-fafhion'd  figure,  and  cockaded  brow, 
He  took  in  change,  and  underneath  the  pride 
Of  coitly  linen,  tuck'd  his  filthy  fhroud. 
His  crooked  bow  he  ftraiten'd  to  a  cane  ; 
»And  hid  his  deadly  fhafts  in  Myra's  eye. 

The  dreadful  mafquerader,  thus  equipt, 
Out-fallies  on  adventures.    A(k  you  where  ? 
Where  is  he  not  ?  For  his  peculiar  haunts, 
Let  ibis  fuffice  ;  fure  as  night  follows  day, 
Death  treads  in  pleafuris  footfleps  round  the  world ; 
When  pleafurc  treads  the  path,  which  reafon  Cluns. 
When,  againft  reafon,  riot  Ihuts  the  door, 
And  gaiety  fupplics  the  place  ofjenfe, 
Then,  foremoft  at  the  banquet  and  the  ball, 
DsutL  leads  the  dan^e,  or  ilamp.s  the  dfadiy  die  ; 


Nor  ever  fails  the  midnight  howl  to  crown. 
Gaily  caroufing  to  his  gay  compeer?, 
Inly  he  laughs,  to  fee  them  laugh  at  him, 
As  abfent  far :  and  when  the  revel  burns, 
When/ear  is  banifh'd,  and  triumphant  thought, 
Calling  for  all  the  joys  beneath  the  moon, 
Againft  him  turns  the  key ;  and  bids  him  flip 
With  their  progenitors — He  drops  his  mafk; 
Frowns  out  at  full ;  they  ftart,  defpair,  expire. 

Scarce  with  more  Tuddeu  terror  and  furprife, 
From  his  black  mafk  of  nitre,  touch'd  by  fire, 
He  burfts,  expands,  roars,  blazes,  and  devours. 
And  is  nor  this  triumphant  treachery, 
And  more  tbanjtmple  conquef:,  in  the  fiend  ? 

And  now,  Lorenzo,  doit  thou  wrap  thy  fou! 
In  foft  fecurity,  becaufe  unknown 
Which  moment  is  commiffion'd  to  deflroy  ? 
In  death's  uncertainty  thy  danger  lies. 
Is  death  uncertain  ?  Therefore  thou  be  fit ; 
Fixe  as  a  centinel,  all  eye,  all  ear, 
All  expectation  of  the  coming  foe. 
Roufe,  ftand  in  arms,  nor  lean  againfl  thy  fpear; 
Left  {lumber  fteal  one  moment  o'er  thy  ibul, 
And  fate  furprife  thee  nodding.  Watch,  be  Itrong; 
Thus  give  each  day  the  merit,  and  renown, 
Of  dying  well ;  though  doom'd  but  once  to  die. 
Nor  let  life's  period  hidden  (as  from  moft) 
Hide  too  from  thee  the  precious  ufe  of  life. 

Early,  net  fudden,  was  Narciffa's  fate. 
Soon,  not  furprifmg,  death  his  vifit  paid. 
Her  thought  went  forth  to  meet  him  on  his  way, 
Nor  gaiety  forgot  it  was  to  die  : 
Though  fortune  too  (our  third  and  final  theme), 
As  an  accomplice,  play'd  her  gaudy  plumes, 
And  every  glittering  gewgaw,  on  her  fight, 
To  dazzle,  and  debauch  it  from  its  mark. 
Death's  dreadful  advent  is  the  mark  of  man; 
And  every  thought  that  Hiiffes  it,  is  blind. 
Fortune,  with  youth  and  gaiety,  cenfpir'd 
To  weave  a  trifle  wreath  of  happinefs 
(If  happinefs  on  earth)  to  crown  her  brow. 
And  could  death  charge  through  fuch  a  filming 
fhield  ? 

That  fhining  fhield  invites  the  tyrant's  fpear, 
As  if  to  damp  our  elevated  aims, 
And  ftrongly  preach  humility  to  man. 
O  how  portentous  is  profperity  ! 
How,  comet-like,  it  threatens,  while  it  fhines  ! 
Few  years  but  yield  us  proof  of  death's 
To  cull  his  victims  from  the  faireft  fold, 
And  fheath  his  fhafts  in  all  the  pride  of  life. 
When  flooded  with  abundance,  purpled  o'er 
With  recent  honours,  bloom'd  with  every 
Set  up  in  oftentation,  made  the  gaze, 
The  gaudy  centre,  of  the  public  eye, 
When  fortune  thus  has  tofs'd  her  child  in  air, 
Snatcht  from  the  covert  of  an  humble  ftate, 
How  often  have  I  feen  him.  dropt  at  once, 
Our  morning's  envy  !  and  our  evening's  figh  I 
As  if  her  bounties  were  the  fignal  given, 
The  flowery  wreathe  to  mark  the  iacrifice, 
And  call  death's  arrows  on  the  deftin'd  prey. 

High  fortune  feems  in  cruel  league  with /*£.-, 
Afk  you  for  what  ?  To  give  his  war  on  man 
The  deeper  dread,  and  more  iiluftrious 
F  iiij 


THE    WORKS    OF   YOUNG. 


Thus  to  keep  daring  mortals  more  in  awe. 
And  burns  Lorenzo  flill  for  the  fublime 
Of  life  ?  To  hang  his  airy  neft  on  high, 
On  the  flight  timber  of  the  topmoft  bough, 
Rockt  at  each  breeze",  and  menacing  a  fall  ? 
Granting  grim  death  at  equal  diftance  there ; 
"Yet  peace  begins  juft  where  ambition  ends. 
"What  makes  man  wretched  ?  Happinefs  deny'dt 
Lorenzo  1  no  :  'Tis  happinefs  difda'trfd. 
She  comes  too  meanly  dreft  to  win  our  frnile  j 
And  calls  herfelf  content,  a  homely  name  ! 
Our  flame  is  tranfport^  and  content  our  fcorn. 
Ambition  turns,  and  {huts  the  door  againil  her, 
And  weds  afc//,  a  tempeft,  in  her  ftead; 
A  tempejl  to  warm  tranffort  near  of  kin. 
Unknowing  what  our  mortal  ftate  admits, 
Life's  modeft  joys  we  ruin,  while  we  raife ; 
And  all  -ur  ecftafie*  are  wounds  to  peace  ; 
Peace,  the  full  portion  of  mankind  below. 

And  fmce  thy  peace  is  dear,  ambitious  youth  ! 
Of  fortune  fond  !  as  thoughtltfs  of  rhy  fate ! 
As  late  I  drew  death's  picture,  to  ftir  up 
Thy  wholefome  fears;  now,  drawn  in  comraft,fee 
Gay  fortune 'j,  thy  vain  hope's  to  reprimand. 
See,  high  in  air  the  fportive  goddefs  hangs, 
Unlocks  her  caiket,  fpreads  her  glittering  ware, 
And  call?  the  giddy  winds  to  puff  abroad 
Her  random  bounties  o'er  the  gapirg  throng. 
All  rufh  rapacious;  friends  o'er  trodden  friends; 
Sons  o'er  their  fathers,  fubjeSs  o'er  their  kings, 
Priefts  o'er  their  gods,  and  lovers  o'er  the  fair, 
(Still  more  ador'd)  to  fnatch  the  golden  fhower. 

Gold  glitters  moft  where  virtue  fhines  no  more  ; 
As  ftarsfrom  abfent  funs  have  leave  to  fliine. 
O  what  a  precious  pack  of  votaries 
Unkennel'd  from  the  prifons,  and  the  (lews, 
Pour  in,  all  opening  in  their  idol's  praife  ; 
All,  ardent,  eye  each  wafture  of  her  hand, 
And,  wide-expanding  their  voracious  juw?, 
Ivlorfel  on  morfel  {wallow  down  unchcw'd, 
Untafted,  through  mad  appetite  for  more ; 
Gorg'd  to  the  throat,  yet  lean  and  ravenous  (till. 
Sagacious  all,  to  trace  the  fmalleft  game, 
And  bold  to  feize  the  greateft.  If  (bleft  chance  !) 
Court  zephyrs  fweetly  breathe,  they  launch,  they 

fly. 

O'er  juft,  o'er  facred,  all-forbidden  ground, 
Drunk  with  the  burning  fcent  of  place  or  power, 
Staunch  to  the  foot  of  lucre,  till  they  die. 

Or,  if  for  men  you  take  them,  as  I  mark 
Their  manners,  thou  their  various  fates  furvey. 
With  aimmif  meafur'd,  and  impetuous  fpeed, 
Some  durting,  (Irike  their  ardent  wifh  far  ofl, 
Through  fury  to  poffefs  it :   Some  fueceed, 
But  ftumblf ,  and  let  fall  the  taken  prize. 
From   ome,  by  fudden  blafts,  'tis  whirl'd  away, 
Ard  lodg'd  in  bofoms  that  ne'er  dreamt  of  gain. 
To  fame  it  flicks  fo  clofe,  that,  when  torn  ofl, 
f'orn  is  the  man.  and  mortal  is  the  wound. 
Some,  o'er-enamour'd  of  their  bags,  run  mad, 

:in  under  gold,  yet  weep  for  want  of  bread. 
Together  yt»w  (u;  happy  rivals !)  feize, 
And  i  end  abundance  into  poverty  , 
Loud  croaks  the  raven  of  the  law,  and  fmiles  : 
oo  the  gcddeis ;  but  fmiles  moft  at  thofe, 


Juft  victims  of  exhorbitant  defire  !) 
Who  perifli  at  their  own  requeft,  and  whelm'd 
Beneath  her  load  of  lavifh  grants,  expire. 
Fortune  is  famous  for  her  numbers  flainv 
The  number  frnall,  which  happi'neis  can  bear. 
Though  various  for  a  while  their  fates ;  at  luCk 
One  curfe  involves  them  all  :  at  death's  approach, 
All  read  their  riches  backward  into  lofs, 
And  mourn,  in  juft  proportion  to  their  ftore. 

And  death's  approach  (if  orthodox  my  fong) 
Is  haften'd  by  the  lure  of fortune's  fmiles. 
And  art  thou  ftill  a  glutton  of  bright  gold  ? 
And  art  thou  ftili  rapacious  of  thy  ruin  ? 
Death  loves  a  fhining  mark,  a  fignal  blow ; 
A  blow,  which  while  it  executes,  alarms  ; 
And  ftartles  thousands  with  a  fingle  fall. 
As  when  fome  ftately  growth  of  oak,  or  pine, 
"Which  nods  aloft,  and  proudly  fpreads  her  (hade. 
The  fun's  defiance,  and  the  flock's  defence  ; 
By  the  firing  ftrokes  of  labouring  hinds  fubdued, 
Loud  groans  her  laft,  and,  rufhing  from  her  height, 
Inycumbrous  ruin,  thunders  to  the  ground : 
The  confcious  foreft  trembles  at  the  fhock, 
And  hill,  and  ftream,  and  diftant  dale  refound. 

Thefe  high-aim'd  darts  of  death,  and  thefe  alonea 
Should  I  collect,  my  quiver  would  be  full. 
A  quiver,  which,  fufpended  in  mid  air, 
Or  near  heaven's  arcler,  in  the  zodiac  hung, 

(So  could  it  be)^</wA/draw  the  public  eye, 
The  gaze  and  contemplation  of  mankind  '. 

A  conftellation  awful,  yet  benign, 

To  guide  the  gay  through  life's  tempeftuous  wave; 

Nor  fuffer  them  to  ftrike  the  common  rock, 
"  From  greater  danger,  to  grow  more  fecure, 

"  And,  wrapt  in  happinefs,  forget  their  fate." 
Lyfander,  happy  paft  the  common  lot, 

Was  warn'd  of  danger,  bur  too  gay  to  fear. 

He  woo'd  the  fair  Afpafio :  fhe  was  kind  : 

In  youth,  form,  fortune,  fame,  they  both  were 
bleft; 

All  who  knew  envy'd  ;  yet  in  envy  lov'd  : 

Can  fancy  form  moie  finiftit  happinefs? 

Fixt  was  the  nuptial  hour.  Her  ftately  dome 

Rofe  on  the  founding  beach.  The  glittering  fpires 

Float  in  the  wave,  and  break  againft  the  {here  f 

So  break  thofe  glittering  fhadows,  human  joys. 

The  faithlefs  morning  fmil'd  :  he  takes  hisleavej 

To  re-embrace,  in  ecltafies,  at  eve. 

The  rifing  ftorm  forbids.  The  news  arrives  : 

Untold,  fhe  faw  it  in  herfervant's  eye. 

She  felt  it  feen  (her  heart  was  apt  to  feel) ; 

And,  drown'd  without  the  furious  ocean's  aid. 

In  fuffocating  forrows,  fhares  his  tomb. 

Now.  round  the  fumptuous  bridal  monument, 

The  guilty  billows  innocently  roar ; 

And  the  rough  failor  paffing,  drops  a  tear. 

A  tear  ? — Can  tears  fuffice  ? — But  not  for  me. 

How  vain  our  efforts !  and  our  arts  how  vain  ! 

The  dfiant  train  of  thought  1  took  to  fhun, 

Has  thrown  me  on  my  fate — Tbefe  died  together} 

Happy  in  ruin  !  undivorc'd  by  death  ! 

Or  ne'er  to  meet,  or  ne'er  to  part,  is  peace— 

Narcifia  '   Pity  bleeds  at  thought  of  thee. 

Yet  thou  waft  only  near  me;  not  myfelf. 

Survive  ottfeiff—fbat  cures  all  other  woe. 
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Narciffa  lives  ;  Philander  is  forgot. 
O  the  foft  commerce  !   O  the  tender  ties, 
Cloje-twifted  with  the  fibres  of  the  heart ! 
Which,  broken,  break  them  :  and  drain  oft' the  fou! 
Of  human  joy  ;  and  make  it  pain  to  live — 
And  is  it  then  to  live  ?  WhenyW;  friends  part, 
'Tis  the  furvivor  dies — My  heart,  no  more. 

NIGHT  VI. 
THE  INFIDEL  RECLAIMED. 

IN  TWO  PARTS. 

Containing  ike  Nature,  Proof,  and  Importance  of 
Immortality, 


PART  I. 

fVbert,   among  other   things.    Glory,  and  Riches,  are 
particularly  conftdered. 

TO  THE  RIGHT  HONOURABLE  HENRY  PELHAM, 
FIRST  LORD  COMMISSIONER  OF  THE  TKEA- 
SUREY,  AND  CHANCELLOR  OF  THE  EXCHEQUER. 

PREFACE. 

FEW  ages  have  been  deeper  in  difpute  about  religi 
on  than  this.  The  difpute  about  religion,  and  the 
practice  of  it,  feldom  go  together.  The  fhorter, 
therefore,  the  difpute  the  better.  I  think  it  may 
be  reduced  to  this  (ingle  queftion,  Is  man  immortal, 
tr  is  he  not  ?  If  he  is  not,  all  our  difputes  arc  mere 
amufements,  or  trials  of  {kill.  In  this  cafe,  truth, 
reafon,  religion ,  which  give  our  difcourfes  fuch  pomp 
and  folemnity,  are  (as  will  be  fhown)  mere  empty 
found,  without  any  meaning  in  them.  But  if  man 
is  immortal,  it  will  behove  him  to  be  very  ferious 
about  eternal  confequences ;  or,  in  other  words,  to 
be  truly  religious.  And  this  great  fundamental 
truth,  uneftablifhed,  or  unawakened  in  the  minds 
of  men,  is,  I  conceive,  the  real  fource  and  fupport 
of  all  our  infidelity ;  how  remote  foever  the  par 
ticular  objections  advanced  may  feem  to  be  from 
it. 

Senftble  appearances  aflect  moft  men  much  more 
than  abjlratt  reafonings ;  and  we  daily  fee  bodies 
drop  around  us,  but  the  foul  is  invifible.  The 
power  which  inclinatitn  has  over  the  judgment^  is 
greater  than  can  be  conceived  by  thofe  that  have 
not  had  an  experience  of  it ;  and  of  what  numbers 
is  it  the  fad  intereft  that  fouls  {hould  not  furvive  ! 
The  heathen  world  confefied,  that  they  rather  hoped, 
than  firmly  believed  immortality !  And  how  mauy 
heathens  have  we  ftill  amongft  us !  The  facred 
page  affures  us,  that  life  and  immortality  is  brought 
to  light  by  the  gofpel :  but  by  how  many  is  the 
gofpel  rejected,  or  overlooked !  From  thefe  confi- 
deradons,  and  from  my  being,  accidentally,  privy 
to  the  fentiments  of  fome  particular  perfons,  I 
have  been  long  perfuaded  that  moft,  if  not  all 
our  infidels  (whatever  name  they  take,  and  what 
ever  fcheme,  for  argument's  fake,  and  to  keep 
themfelves  in  countenance,  they  patronize)  are 
fupported  in  their  deplorable,  error,  by  fomedouty 


of  their  immortality,  at  the  bottom.  And  I  am 
fatisfied,  that  men  once  thoroughly  convinced  of 
their  immorality,  are  not  far  from  being  Chriftians. 
For  it  is  hard  to  conceive,  that  a  man  fully  con- 
fcious  eternal  pain  or  happinefs  will  certainly  be 
his  lot,  mould  not  earneftly,  and  impartially,  in 
quire  after  the  furefl  means  of  cfcaping  one,  and, 
fecuring  the  other.  And  of  fuch  an  earneft  and 
impartial  inquiry,  I  well  know  the  confequence. 

Here,  therefore,  in  proof  of  this  moft  fundament 
al  truth,  fome  plain  arguments  are  offered  ;  argu 
ments  derived  from  principles  which  infidels  ad 
mit  in  common  with  believers  ;  arguments,  v-hich 
appear  to  me  altogether  irreftible;  and  fuch  as  I 
am  fatisfied  will  have  great  weight  with  all  who 
give  themfelves  the  fmall  trouble  of  looking  feri- 
oufly  into  their  own  bofoms,  andof  obferving,  with 
any  tolerable  degree  of  attention,  what  daily  pafles 
round  about  them  in  the  world.  If  fome  argu 
ments  (hall,  here,  occur,  which  others  have  declin 
ed,  they  are  fubmitted,  with  all  deference,  to  bet 
ter  judgments  in  this,  of  all  points  the  mojl  impor 
tant.  For,  as  to  the  being  of  a  God,  that  is  nt» 
longer  difputed  ;  but  it  is  indifputed  for  this  rea- 
foa  only ;  viz.  becaufe,  where  the  lead  pretence  to 
reafon  is  admitted,  it  muft  for  ever  be  indifput- 
able.  And  of  confequence  no  man  can  be  betray 
ed  into  a  difpute  of  that  nature  by  vanity ;  which 
has  a  principal  (bare  in  animating  our  modern 
combatants  againft  other  articles  of  our  be 
lief, 

SHE  *  (for  T  know  not  yet  her  name  in  heaven) 
Not  early,  like  NarchTa,  left  the  fcene ; 
Nor  fuddenrlike  Philander.     What  avail? 
This  feeming  mitigation  but  inflames; 
This  fancy'd  medicine  heightens  the  difeafc. 
The  longer  known,  the  clofer  ftill  (he  grew; 
And  gradual  parting  is  a  gradual  death. 
'Tis  the  grim  tyrant's  engine,  which  extorts, 
By  tardy  preffure's  ftill  increafing  weight, 
From  hardeft  hearts,  confeflion  of  diftrcfs. 

O  the  long,  dark  approach  through  years  of 

pain, 

Death's  gallery !  (might  I  dare  to  call  it  fo) 
With  difmal  doubt,  and  fable  terror,  hung  : 
Sick  hopes,  pale  lamp  its  only  glimmering  ray  : 
There,  fate  my  melancholy  walk  ordaia'd, 
farbidfelf-lsvc  itfelf  to  flatter,  there, 
How  oft  I  gaz'd,  prophetically  fad  ! 
How  oft  1  faw  her  dead,  while  yet  in  fmiles  ! 
In  fmiles  fhe  funk  her  grief  to  leffen  mine. 
She  fpoke  ms  comfort,  and  increas'd  my  pain*' 
Like  powerful  armies  trenching  at  a  town, 
By  flow,  and  filent,  but  refiftleis  fap, 
In  his  pale  progrefs  gently  gaining  ground, 
Death  urg'd  his  deadly  fiege ;  in  fpite  of  art, 
Of  all  the  balmy  bleffings  nature  lends 
To  fuccour  frail  humanity.     Ye  ftars  1 
(Not  now//y?  made  familiar  to  my  fight) 
And  thou,  O  moon  !  bear  witnefs,  many  a  night 
He  tore  the  pillow  from  beneath  my  head,, 
Ty'd  down  by  fore  attention  to  the  (hocka 

*  Referring  to  Night  V. 
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By  ceafelefs  depredations  on  a  life 
Dearer  than  that  he  left  me.  Dreadful  poft 
Of  obfervation  !  darker  every  hour  ! 
JLefi  dread  the  day  that  drove  me  to  the  brink, 
And  pointed  at  eternity  below ; 
When  my  foul  fhudder'd  at  futurity  ; 
When,  a  moment's  point,  th'  important  die, 
Of  life  and  death  fpun  doubtful,  ere  it  fell, 
And  turn'd  up  life  ;  my  title  to  more  woe. 

But  why  more  woe  ?  More  comfort  let  it  be. 
Nothing  is  dead,  but  that  which  wifh'd  to  die  ; 
Nothing  is  dead,  but  wretchednefs  and  pain  ; 
Nothing  is  dead,  but  what  incumber'd,  gall'd, 
flock  d  up  the  pafe,  and  barr  d  from  real  life, 
Where  dwells  that  wifli  moft  ardent  of  the  wife? 
Too  dark  the  fun  to  fee  it;  higheft  ftars 
Too  low  to  reach  it ;  death,  great  dtatb  alone, 
O'er  ftars  and  fun,  triumphant  lead  us  there. 

Ncr  dreadful  our  tranfition  ;  though  the  mind, 
An  artid  at  creating  felf  alarms, 
Rich  in  expedients  for  inquietude, 
Is  prone  to  paint  it  dreadful.  Who  can  take 
Death  i  portrait  true  ?    1  he  tyran'  never  fat. 
Owr  fketch  all  random  frrokes,  conjecture  all ; 
Clofe  (huts  the  grave,  nor  tells  one  fingle  tale. 
Death,  and  his  image  rifing  in  the  brain, 
Bear  faint  refemblance  ,  rever  are  alike; 
Fear  {hakes  jhe  pencil ;  fancy  loves  excefs ; 
Dark  ignorance  is  lavifh  of  her  (hades ; 
And  tbefs  the  formidable  pidlure  draw.         .{rife  ; 

But  grant  the  worft  ;  'tis  paft ;  new  profpeds 
And  drop  a  veil  eternal  o'er  her  t  :mb 
Far  other  vie'vs  our  contemplation  claim, 
Views  that  o'erpay  the  rigours  of  our  life ; 
'Views  that  fufpend  ouragnniesin  death. 
Wraj.t  in  the  thought  of  immortality.. 
Wrapt  in  the  fingle,  the  triumphant  thought ! 
J  ong  life  might  lapfe,  age  unptrceiv'd  come  on ; 
And  find  the  foul  unfated  with  her  theme. 
Its  nature, proof,  importance,  fire  my  fong. 
O  that  rny  fong  could  emulate  my  foul ! 
Like  her  immortal.     No  ! — the  foul  difdains 
A  mark  fo  mean  ;  far  nobler  hope  inflames ; 
If  endlefs  ages  can  outweigh  an  hour, 
Let  not  the  lavrel,  but  the  palm  infpire. 

Thy  nature^  immortality  !  who  knows  ? 
And  yet  who  knows  it  not  ?  It  is  but  life 
In  ftronger  thread  of  brighter  colour  fpun, 
And  fpun  for  ever ;  dipt  by  cruel  fate 
In  Stygian  dye,  how  black,  how  brittle  here  t 
How  fhort  our  correfpondence  with  the  fun ! 
And  while  it  lafts,  inglorious  1   Our  beft  deeds, 
How  wanting  in  their  weight !  Our  higheft  joys 
Small  cordials  to  fupport  us  in  our  pain, 
And  give  us  ftrength  to  fufier.  But  how  great 
To  mingle  interefts,  converfe  amities, 
With  all  the  fons  of  reafon,  fcatter'd  wide 
Through  habitable  fpace,  wherever  born, 
Howe'er  endow'd  !     To  live  free  citizens 
Of  univcrfal  nature  !     To  lay  hold 
By  more  than  feeble  faith  on  the  Supreme  f 
To  call  heaven's  rich  unfathomable  mines 
(Mines,  which  fupport  archangels  in  their  flate) 
Our  own  !  to  rife  in  fcience,  as  in  bills, 
i&-ate  fci  the  fecrets  9$  the  ikies ; 


To  read  creation  ;  read  its  mighty  plan 

In  the  bare  bofom  of  the  Deity  1 

The  plan,  and  execution,  to  collate  ! 

To  fee,  before  each  glance  of  piercing  thought, 

All  cloud,  all  {hadow,  blown  remote  ;  and  leave 

No  myftery — but  that  of  love  divine, 

Which  lifts  us  on  the  feraph's  flaming  wing, 

From  earth's  aceldama^  this  field  of  blood, 

Of  inward  anguifh,  and  of  outward  ill, 

From  darknefs,  and  from  dult,  to  fust  a  fcene  ! 

Love's  element !  true  joy's  illuftrious  home; 

From  earth's  fad  contrail   (now  deplor'd)   more 

fair! 

What  exquifite  viciflitude  of  fate  ! 
Bleft  abfolution  of  our  blacked  hour  ! 

Lorenzo,  thefe  are thoughtsthatmake  man  Man, 
The  wife  illumine,  aggrandize  the  great, 
How  great  (while  yet  we  tread  the  kindred  clodA 
And  every  moment  fear  to  fink  beneath 
The  clod  tve  tread;  foon  trodden  by  ^>ur  fons) 
How  great,  in  the  wild  whirl  of  timis  purfuits, 
To  flop,  and  paufe,  involv  d  in  high  prefage, 
Through  the  long  viflo  of  a  thoufand  years, 
To  fland  contemplating  our  diftant  felvcs, 
As  in  a  magnifying  mirrror  feen, 
F.nlarg'd,  ennobled,  elevate,  dicine  I 
To  prophefy  our  own  futurities  ; 
To  gaz;  in  thought  on  what  all  thought  tranfcendil! 
To  talk  with  fellow-candidate?,  of  joys 
As  far  beyond  conception  as  defert, 
Ourfelves  th'  aftonifh'd  talkers  and  the  tale  ! 

Lorenzo,  (wells  thy  bofom  at  the  thought  I 
The  fwell  becomes  thee  :    '  J'is  an  honeft  pride. 
Revere  thyfelf ; — and  yet  thyfelf  defpife. 
His  nature  no  man  can  o'er-rate  ;  and  none 
Can  under-rate  his  merit.    Take  good  heed, 
Nor   be  thou  modeft,  where   thou  fhouid'ft  be 

proud; 

That  almoft  univerfal  error  fhun. 
How  jtiji  our  pride,  when  we  behold  thefe  heights! 
Not  thofe  ambititn  paints  in  air,  but  thofe 
Reafon  points  out,  and  ardent  virtue  gain* ; 
And  angels  emulate  ;  our  pride  how  juft  ! 
When   mount  we  ?     When  thefe  ihackles  call  \ 

When  quit 

This  cell  of  the  creation  ?     This  fmall  neft, 
Stuck  in  a  corner  of  the  univerfe, 
Wrapt  up  in  fleecy  cloud,  and  fine-fpun  airf 
Fine-fpun  to  fenfe  ;  but  grofs  and  feculent 
To  fouls  celeftial ;  fouls  ordain'd  to  breathe 
Ambrofial  gales  and  drink  a  purer  flcy ; 
Greatly  triumphant  on  time's  farther  fhore, 
Where  virtue  reigns,  enrich'd  with  full  arrears  j 
While  porrp  imperial  begs  an  alms  of  peace. 

In  empire  high,  or  in  proud  fcience  deep, 
Ye  born  of  earth  1  on  what  you  can  confer, 
With  half  the  dignity,  with  half  the  gain, 
1  he  guft,  the  glow  of  rational  delight, 
A   on  tits  theme,  which  angels  praife  and  fharc? 
Man's  fates  and  favours  are  a  theme  in  heaven* 

What  wretched  repetition  cloys  us  here .' 
What  periodic  potions  for  the  fick  ! 
Diftemper'd  bodies !  and  diftemper'd  minds! 
In  an  eternity,  what  fcenes  fhall  itrike  ! 
Adventures  ;hicktn  !  novelties  furpnfe  ! 
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What  wens  of  wonder  {hall  unravel,  there 
What  full  day  pour  on  all  the  paths  of  hearen  ! 
And  light  th'  Almighty's  footfteps  in  the  deep, 
How  fhall  the  bleffed  day  of  our  discharge 
Unwind,  at  once,  the  labyrinths  of  fate, 
And  ftraiten  its  inextricable  maze ! 
If  inextinguifhable  thirft  in  man 
To  know  ;  how  rich,  how  full,  our  banquet  there, 
There,  not  the  moral  world  alone  unfolds  ; 
The  world  material^  lately  feen  in  fhades, 
And,  in  thofe  fhades,  by  fragments  only  feen, 
And  feen  thofe  fragments  by  the  labouring  eye, 
Unbroken,  then,  illufnious  and  entire, 
Its  ample  fphere,  its  univerfal  frame, 
In  full  dimenfions,  fwelk  to  the  furvey; 
And  enters  at  one  glance,  the  ravifh  d  fight. 
From  fome  fupenor  point  (where,  who  can  tell  ? 
Suffice  it,  'tis  a  point  where  gods  refide) 
How  fhall  the  ftranger  man's  illumin'd  eye, 
In  the  vaft  ocean  of  unbounded  fpace, 
Behold  an  infinite  of  floating  worlds 
Divide  the  cryftal  waves  of  ether  pure, 
Jn  endlefs  voyage,  without  port :   The  lea/I 
Of  thefe  diffeminated  orbs,  how  great ! 
Great  as  they  are,  what  numbers  thefe  furpafs, 
Huge,  as  leviathan,  to  that  fmall  race, 
Thofe  twinkling  multitudes  of  little  life, 
He  fwallows  unperceiv'd  ?    f.upendous  thefe  ! 
Vet  what  are  thefe  ftupendous  to  the  whole  ' 
As  particles,  as  atoms  ill  perceiv'd  ^ 
As  circulating  globules  in  our  viens  ; 
So  vaft  the  plan.     Fecundity  divine  ! 
Exuberant  iource  ;  perhaps,  I  wrong  thee  ftill. 

If  admiration  is  a  fource  of  joy, 
What  tranfport  hence  ;  yet  this  the  leaft  in  heaven. 
What  this  to  that  illuftrious  robe  be  wears, 
Who  toft  this  mafs  of  wonders  from  his  hand, 
A  fpecimen,  an  earned  of  his  power  ? 
*Tis  to  that  glety,  whence  a!l  glory  flows, 
As  the  mead's  meaneft  floweret  to  the  fun, 
Which  gave  it  birth.  But  what,  this  fun  of  htfav'n  i 
This  blils  fupreme  of  the  fupremely  bleft  ? 
Death,  only  death,  the  queition  can  refolve. 
By  death,  cheap  bought  th'  ideas  of  our  joy ; 
1  he  bare  ideas!  folid  happinefs 
So  diflant  from  its  fhadow  chas'd  below. 

And  chafe  we  ftill  the  phantom  through  the 

fire, 

O'er  bog,  and  brake,  and  precipice,  till  death? 
And  toil  we  ftill  for  fubl unary  pay  ? 
Defy  the  dangers  of  the  field  and  flood, 
Or,  fpider-like,  fpin  out  our  precious  all, 
Our  more  than  vitals  fpin  (if  no  regard 
To  great  futurity)  in  curious  webs 
Of  fubtlc  thought,  and  exquifite  defign  ; 
(Fine  net-work  of  the  brain  !)  to  catch  a  fly  ! 
The  momentary  buz  of  vain  renown  ! 
A  name ;  a  mortal  immortality  ! 

Or  (meaner  ftill !)  inftead  of  grafplng  air 
For  fordid  lucre,  plunge  we  in  the  mire  ?        [gain,, 
Drudge,  fweat,  through  every  fhame,  for  every 
For  vile  contaminating  trafh  ;  throw  up 
Our  hope  in  heaven,  our  dignity  with  man  ? 
And  deify  the  dirt  matur'd  to  gold  ? 
•hnt  avarice^  the  two  dqwiont  thefe. 


iVhich  goad  through  every  flcugh  our  human  herd, 
Hard  travell'd  from  the  cradle  to  the  grave. 
How  low  the  wretches  ftoop !    How  fteep  they 

climb  ! 

Thefe  demons  burn  mankind  ;  but  mofl  poffefs 
^orenzo's  bofom,  and  turn  out  the  flcies. 

Is  it  in  time  to  hide  eternity  ! 
And  why  not  in  an  atom  on  the  fhore 
To  cover  ocean  ?  or  a  mote,  the  fun  ? 
Glory  and  ivealth  .'  have  they  this  blinding  power  J 
What  if  to  tlem  I  prove  Lorenzo  blind  ? 
Would  it  furprife  thee  ?   Be  thou  then  furpris'd  ; 
Thou  neither  know'ft :  their  nature  learn  from  me*. 

Mark  well,  as  foreign  as  thefe  fubjeSs  feem, 
What  clofe  connection  ties  them  to  my  theme. 
Firft,  what  is  true  ambition  ?  The  purluit 
Of  glory,  nothing  left  than  man  can  fhare. 
Were  they  as  vain  as  gaudy -minded  man, 
As  flatulent  with  fumes  of  felf-applaufe, 
Their  arts  and  conquefts  animals  might  boaffc. 
And  claim  their  laurel  crowns  as  well  as  we; 
But  not  celejlial.   Here  we  ftand  alone  ; 
As  in  our  form,  diftinft,  pre-eminent ; 
If  prone  in  thought,  our  ftarure  is  our  fhame : 
And  man  fnould  blufh,  his  forehead  meets  the  fkics* 
The  •vijible  and  prefent  are  for  brutes, 
A  flender  portion  !  and  a  narrow  bound  ! 
Thefe  reafon,  with  an  energy  divine, 
O'erleaps;  and  claims  die  futurt  and  unfeen  y 
The  vaft  unfeen  !  the  future  fathomlefs  ! 
When  the  great  foul  buoys  up  to  this  high  poin^ 
Leaving  grofs  nature's  fediments  below, 
Then,  and  then  only,  Adam's  offspring  quit* 
The  fage  and  hero  of  the  fields  and  woods, 
Afferts  his  rank,  and  rifes  into  man. 
This  is  ambition  :  this  is  human  fire. 

Can  parts  or  place  (two  bold  pretenders !)  make 
Lorenzo  great,  and  pluck  him  from  the  throng  ? 

Genius  and  art,  ambition's  boafted  wings, 
Our  boaft  but  ill  defer  ve.  A  feeble  aid  1 
Dedalian  enginery  !  If  thefe  alone     \ 
Affift  our  flight,  farm's  flight  is  glory's  fall. 
Heart  merit  wanting,  mount  we  ne'er  fo 
Our  height  is  but  the  gibbet  of  our  name. 
A  celebrated  wretch,  when  I  behold ; 
When  I  behold  a  genius  bright  and  bafe, 
Of  towering  talents,  and  terreftrial  aims ; 
Methinks  I  fee,  as  thrown  from  her  high  fphere,. 
The  glorious  fragments  of  a  foul  immortal, 
With  rubbifh  mix'd,  and  glittering  in  the  duft* 
Struck  at  the  fplendid,  melancholy  fight. 
At  once  compajjion  foft,  and  envy  rife— 
But  wherefore  envy  ?  Talents  angel-oright. 
If  wanting  worth,  are  finning  inftrumenu 
In  falfe  ambition's  hand,  to  finifh  faults 
Illuftrious,  and  give  infamy  renown. 

Great  ///  is  an  atchievment  of  great  powers* 
Plain  fenfe  but  rarely  leads  us  far  aftray. 
Reafon  the  means,  affeflions  caufe  our  end  ; 
Means  have  not  merit,  if  our  end  amifs. 
If  wrong  our  hearrs,  our  heads  are  right  in  vain  j 
What  is  a  Pelham's  head,  to  PclhanVs  heart  ? 
Hearts  are  proprietors  of  all  applaufe.  [wife 

Right  ends,  and  means,  make  wifdom :  Worldly* 
Is  but  £«//"-witted,  at  it*  higheft  jraiie. 
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Let  genius  then  defpair  to  make  thee  great ; 

Nor  fi&ttcrjtation:  What  is  ftation  high? 

'Tis  a  proud  mendicant;  it  boafts,  and  begs; 

It  begs  an  aims  of  homage  from  the  throng, 

Arid  oft  the  throng  denies  its  charity. 

Monarchs  and  rainifters  are  awful  names; 

Whoever  wear  them,  challenge  our  devoir. 

Religion,  public  order,  both  exatft 

External  homage,  and  a  fupple  knee, 

To  beings  pompoufly  fet  up,  to  ferve 

The  meaneft  flavt ;  all  more  is  merit's  due, 

He  facred  and  inviolable  right 

Nor  ever  paid  the  monarch^  but  the  man. 

Our  hearts  ne'er  bcw  but  to  fuperior  worth; 

Nor  ever  fail  of  their  allegiance  there. 

Fools,  indeed,  drop  the  man  in  their  account, 

.And  vote  the  mantle  into  majefty. 

3Let  tkcJmaMfavffge  boaft  his  filver  fur ; 

His  royal  robe  unborrnw'd,  and  unbought, 

UK  nvn,  defcending  fairly  from  his  fires. 

Shell  man  be  proud  to  wear  bis  livery, 

And  fouls  in  ermin  fcorn  a  foul  without  ? 

Can  place  or  leffen  us,  or  aggrandize  ? 

Pygmies  are  pygmies  fHH,  though  perch'd  on  Alps; 

And  pyramids  are  pyramids  in  vales. 
Each  man  makes  his  own  ftaturc,  builds  himfelf : 
Virtue  alone  outbuilds  the  pyramids  : 
Her  monuments  fhall  laft,  when  Egypt's  fall, 
j  Of  thefe  fure  truths  doft.  thou  demand  the  caufe  ? 
The  caufe  is  lodg'd  in  immortality, 
Hear,  and  affent.     Thy  bofom  burns  for  power ; 
What  ftation  charms  thee  ?  I'll  inftall  thee  there ; 
Tis  thine.     And  art  thou  greater  than  before? 
Then  thou  before  waft  fomething  lef<.  than  man. 
Has  thy  new  poft  betray'd  thee  into  pride  ? 
That  treacherous  pride  betrays  the  dignity  ; 
That  pride^defames  humanity,  and  calls 
The  being  mean,  which  faffs  or  firings  can  raife. 
That  pride,  like  hooded  hawks,  in  darknefs  foars, 
From  blindrefs  bold,  and  towering  to  the  ikies. 
'1  is  born  of  ignorance,  v.  hich  knows  not  man ; 
An  angel's  fecond  ;  nor  his  iecond,  long. 
A  Nero  quitting  his  imperial  throne, 
And  courting  glory  from  the  tinkling  firing, 
But  faintly  fhadows  an  immortal  foul, 
With  empire's  felf,  to  pride,  or  rapture,  fir'd. 
If  nobler  motives  minifter  ro  cure, 
Ev'n  vanity  forbids  thee  to  be  vain. 

High  worth  is  elevated  place  :  'Tis  more ; 
It  makes  the  pofl  Hand  candidate  for  thee; 
Makes  more  than  monarchs,  makes  an  honeft  man ; 
Though  no  exclequer  it  command*,  'tis  wealth  ; 
And  though  it  wears  no  ribband,  'tis  renown  ; 
Renown,  that  would  not  quit  thee,  though  dif- 

grac'd, 

Nor  leave  thee  pendant  on  a  mailer's  fmile. 
Otter  ambition  nature  interdicts ; 
Nature  proclaims  it  moil  abfurd  in  man, 
By  pointing  at  his  origin,  and  end; 
Milk,  and  a  fwathe,  atjirji,  his  whole  demand; 
His  whole  domain,  at  lajl,  a  turf,  or  flone ; 
To  whom,  between,  a  world  may  feem  too  fmall. 

Souls  truly  great  dart  forward  on  the  wing 
Of  jujl  ambition,  to  the  grand  refult, 
The  curtains  fail ;  ticre,  Ice  the  bufkin'd  chief 


Unfhod  behind  this  momentary  fcene  ; 

Reduc'd  to  his  own  ftature,  low  or  high, 

As  vice  or  virtue,  finks  him,  or  fublimes; 

And  laugh  at  this  fantaftic  mummery, 

This  antic  prelude  of  grctefque  events, 

Where  dwarfs  are  often  ftilted,  and  betray 

A  littlenefs  of  foul  by  worlds  o'er-run, 

Ar.d  nations  laid  in  blood.     Dread  facrifice 

To  Cbriftian  pride!  which  had  with  horror  fhock'4 

The  darkefl  pagans  offer'd  to  their  gods. 

O  thou  mcjl  CkriJIian  enemy  to  peace  ; 
A^ain  in  arms  ?  Again  provoking  fate  ? 
That  prince,  and  that  alone,  is  truly  great, 
Who  draws  the  fword  reludant,  gladly  flieathes ; 
On  empire  builds  what  empire  far  outweighs, 
And  makes  his  throne  a  fcaffold  to  the  fkies. 

Why  this  io  rare  ?  Btcaufe  forgot  of  all 
The  day  of  death  ;  that  venerable  day,      [nounce 
Which  fits  as  judge  ;   that  day,  which  fhall  pro- 
On  all  our  days,  abfolve  them,  or  condemn. 
Lorenzo,  never  fhut  thy  thought  againflit; 
Be  levees  ne'er  fo  full,  afford  it  room, 
And  give  it  audience  in  the  cabinet. 
That  friend  confulted,  flatteries  apart, 
Will  tell  the  frnr,  if  thou  art  great,  or  mean. 

To  doat  on  aught  may  leave  us,  or  be  left, 
Is  that  vmbition?  Then  let  flames  defcendy 
Point  to  the  centre  their  inverted  ipires, 
And  learn  humiliation  from  a  foul, 
Which  boafts  her  lineage  fHrn  celcftial  fire. 
Yet  thefe  are  rhey  the  world  pronounces  wife  ; 
The  world  which  cancels  nature's  right  and  wrong, 
And  cafts  neiv  wifdom  :  ev'n  the  grave  man  lends 
His  folemn  face,  to  countenance  the  coin. 
Wifdom  for  parts  is  madnefs  for  the  whole. 
This  ftamps  the  paradox,  and  gives  us  leave 
To  call  the  wifcft  weak,  the  richeft  poor, 
The  moil  ambitious,  unambitious,  mean  ; 
In  triumph,  mean  ;  and  abject,  on  a  throne. 
Nothing  can  make  it  lefs  than  naad  in  man, 
To  put  forth  all  his  ardour,  all  his  art, 
And  give  his  foul  her  full  unbounded  flight, 
But  reaching  bimt  who  gave  her  wings  to  fly. 
When  blind  ambition  quite  miftakes  her  road, 
And  downwards  pores,  for  that  which  fhines  above> 
Subflamial  happinefs,  and  true  renown ; 
Then,  like  an  idiot,  gazing  on  the  brook, 
We  leap  at  ftars,  and  faflen  in  the  mud; 
At  glory  grafp,  and  fink  in  irJamy. 

Ambition .'  powerful  fource  of  good  and  ill ! 
Thy  ilrength  in  man,  like  length  of  wing  in  birds. 
When  difengag'd  from  earth,  with  greater  eafe, 
And  fwifter  flight  (ranfports  us  to  the  ikies; 
By  toys  entangled,  or  in  guilt  bemir'd, 
It  turns  a  curfe  ;  it  is  our  chain,  and  fcourge, 
In  this  dark  dungeon,  where  confin'd  we  lie. 
Clofe-grated  by  the  fordid  bars  offenfe; 
All  profpedl  of  eternity  fhut  ouf, 
And,  but  for  execution,  ne'er  fet  free. 

With  error  in  ambition  juftly  charg'd, 
Find  we  Lorenzo  wifer  in  his  ivealth  ? 
What  if  thy  rental  I  reform?  and  draw 
An  inventory  neiu  to  fet  thee  right  ? 
Where  thy  true  treafure  ?  Gold  fays,  "  Not  in  me.st 
And, "  Net  in  me,"  the  diamond.    Gold  is  poor  j 
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ttmla's  infolvent ;  feek  it  in  thyfeif, 
Seek  in  thy  nak*d  felf,  and  find  it  there ; 
In  Being  fo  defcended,  form'd,  endow'd  ; 
Sky-born,  fky-guided,  fky-returning  race  I 
Eredt,  immortal,  rational,  divine  ! 
Infenfes,  which  inherit  earth,  and  heavens; 
Enjoy  the  various  riches  nature  yields  ; 
Far  nobler  '.  give  the  riches  they  enjoy ; 
Give  tafte  to  fruits ;  and  harmony  to  groves  ; 
Their  radiant  beams  to  gold,  and  gold's  bright 

fire; 

Take  in,  at  once,  the  landfcape  of  the  world, 
At  a  fmall  inlet  which  a  grain  might  dofe^ 
And  half  create  the  wondrous  world  they  fee. 
Ourfenfes,  as  our  reafoa,  are  divine. 
But  for  the  magic  organ's  powerful  charm, 
Earth  were  a  rude,  uncolour'd  chaos,  ftill. 

QbjeSls  are  but  th'  occafiou  ;  ours  th'  exploit ; 
Ours  is  the  cloth,  the  pencil,  and  the  paint, 
Which  nature's  admirable  pidlure  draws  ; 
And  beautifies  creation's  ample  dome. 
Like  Milton's  Eve,  when  gazing  on  the  lake 
Man  makes  the  matchlefs  image  man  admires. 
Say,  then,  (hall  man,  his  thoughts  all  fent  abroad, 
Superior  wonders  in  himfelf  forgot, 
His  admiration  wafte  on  objects  round, 
When  heaven  makes  him  the  foul  of  all  he  fees  ? 
Abfurd  1  not  rare  fo  great,  fo  mean  is  man. 
What  wealth  mfenfts  fuch  a-  thefe  !    What  wealth 
Infancy,  fir'd  to  form  a  fairer  fcene 
Th&nferife  furveys  !  In  memory's  firm  record, 
Which,  fhould  it  perifh,  could  this  world  recal 
From  the  dark  fhadows  of  o'ervvhslmi" 
In  colours  frefh,  originally  bright, 
Preferve  its  portrait,  and  report  its  fate  ! 
What  wealth  in  intelletf,  that  fovereign  power  ! 
Which  fenfe  and  fancy  fummons  to  the  bar  ; 
Interrogates,  approves,  or  reprehends ; 
And  from  the  mafs  r.hofe  underlings  import, 
From  their  materials  fifted,  and  refin'd, 
And  in  truth's  balance  accurately  weigh'd, 
Forms  art,  and  Jfience,  government,  and  law  ; 
The  folid  bafis,  and  the  beauteous  frame, 
The  vitals,  and  the  grace  of  civil  life  1 
And  manners  (fad  exception  ! )  fet  afide, 
Strikes  out,  with  matter  hand,  a  copy  fair 
Of  bis  idea,  whofe  indulgent  thought 
Long,  long,  ere  chaos  teem'd,  plann'd  human  blifs. 

What  ivealtbin  foulsthat  foar,dive,range around, 
Difdaining  limit,  or  from  place,  or  time  ; 
And  hear  at  once,  in  thought  extenfive,  hear 
Th'  Almighty  fat,  and  the  trumpet's  found ! 
Bold,  on  creation's  outfide  walk,  and  view 
What  was,  and  is,  and  more  than  e'er  fhall  be  ; 
Commanding,  with  omnipotence  of  thought, 
Creations  new  in  fancy's  field  to  rife  ! 
Souls  that  can  grafp  whatever  th'  Almighty  made, 
And  wander  wild  through  things  impoffible  1 
What  ivealtb,  in  faculties  of  endlefs  growth, 
In  quenchlefs/iT^ioH/  violent  to  crave, 
In  liberty  to  chocfe,  in  poiutr  to  reach, 
And  in  duration  (how  thy  riches  rife  !) 
Duration  to  fe rpetuate — boundlefs  bliis  ! 

Afk  you  what  p oiver  refides  in  feeble  man 
That  blifs  to  gain  ?  is  tirtuis,  then,  uuknown  ? 


Virtue,  our  prefent  peace,  our  future  prize. 
Man's  unprecarious,  natural  eflatc, 
Improvable  at  will,  in  virtue  lies; 
Its  tenure  fure ;  its  income  is  divine. 

High-built  abundance,  heap  on  heap,  for  what? 
To  breed  new  wants,  and  beggar  us  the  more ; 
Then  make  a  richer  fcramble  fur  the  throng  ? 
Soon  as  this  feeble  pulfe,  which  leaps  fo  long 
Almoft  by  miracle,  is  tir'd  with  play, 
Like  rubbifh  from  difplodding  engines  thrown, 
Our  magazines  of  hoarded  trifles  fly  ; 
Fly  diverfe  ;  fly  to  foreigners,  to  foes; 
New  matters  court,  and  call  the  former  fool 
(How  juftly  !)  for  dependence  on  their  ftay. 
Wide  fcatter,  firfl,  our  playthings;  then  Our  du&» 

Doft  court  abundance  for  the  fake  of  peace  ? 
Learn,  and  lament  thy  felf-defeated  fcherae  : 
Riches  enable  to  be  richer  ftill; 
And,  richer  Jlllf,  what  mortal  can  refift  ? 
Thus  wealth  (a  cruel  tafk-mafter ! )  enjoins 
New  toils,  fucceeding  toils,  an  endlefs  train  ! 
And  murders  peace,  which  taught  it  firft  to  filing 
The  poor  are  half  <is  wretched  as  the  rich  ; 
Whole  proud  and  painful  privilege  it  is, 
At  once,  to  bear  a  double  load  of  woe  ; 
To  feel  the  flings  of  envy,  and  of  ivant, 
Outrageous  want  :   both  Indies  cannot  cure, 

A  competence  is  vital  to  content, 
Much  wealth  is  corpulence,  if  not  difeafe  ; 
Sick,  or  enciimber'd,  is  our  happinefs. 
A  competence  is  all  we  can  enjoy. 
O  be  content,  where  heaven  can  give  no  more  ! 
More,  like  a  flafh  of  water  from  a  lock, 
Quickens  our  fpirits'  movement  for  an  hour ; 
But  foon  its  force  is  fpent,  nor  rife  our  joys 
Above  our  native  temper's  common  flream. 
Hence  difappointment  lurks  in  every  prize, 
As  bees  in  flowers;  and  flings  us  with  fuccefs. 

The  rich  man,  who  denies  it,  proudly  feigns; 
Nor  knows  the  wife  are  privy  to  the  lie. 
Much  learning  fhows  how  little  mortals  tnotti  ; 
Much  wealth,  how  little  worldlings  can  enjoy  ; 
At  beft,  it  babjt-s  us  with  endlefs  toys, 
And  keeps  us  children  till  we  drop  to  duft. 
As  monkeys  at  a  mirror  fland  amaz'd, 
They  faii  to  find  what  they  fo  plainly  fee; 
Thus  men,  in  fhimng  riches,  fee  the  face 
Of  happinefs,  nor  know  it  is  a  fhade ; 
But  gaze,  and  touch,  and  peep,  and  peep  again, 
And  wifh,  and  wonder  it  is  abfent  ftill. 

How  few  can  refcue  opulence  from  want ! 
Who  lives  to  nature,  rarely  can  be  poor; 
Who  lives  to  fancy,  never  can  be  rich. 
Poor  is  the  man  in  debt;  the  man  of  gold, 
In  debt  to  fortune,  trembles  at  her  power. 
The  man  of  rsafon  fmiles  at  her,  and  death, 
O  what  a  patrimony  this  !  A  being 
Of  fuch  inherent  ftrength  and  majefly, 
Not  worlds  poffefl  can  raife  it ;  worlds  deftroy'd 
Can't  injure  :  which  holds  on  its  glorious  courfe, 
When  thine,  O  natu>e':  ends;  too  blell  to  mourn 
Creation's  obfequies.     What  treafure,  this  ' 

The  Monarch  is  a  beggar  to  the  Man. 
Immortal!  Ages  pafl,  yet  nothing  gone  ! 
Morn  without  eve  !  A  race  without  a  goal ! 
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Unfhorten'd  by  progreffi'on  infinite  ! 
Futurity  for  ever  future  !  Life 
Beginning  Hill  where  computation  ends ! 
*Tis  the  defcription  of  a  Deity.' 
*Tis  the  defcription  of  the  meanefl JJave  : 
The  meaneft  flave  dares  then  Lorenzo  fcorn  ? 
The  meaneil  flave  thy  fovereign  glory  fhares. 
Proud  youth  !  faftidious  of  the  lo-wer  world  ! 
Man's  laivful  pride  includes  humility  ; 
Stoops  to  the  loweft ;  is  too  great  to  find 
Inferiors ;  all  immortal !  brothers  all ! 
Proprietors  eternal  of  thy  love, 

Immortal  !  What  can  ftrike  ihefenfe  fo  firong, 
As  this  the. foul?  It  thunders  to  the  thought; 
Reafon  amazes  ;  gratitude  o'crwhelms  ; 
No  more  we  flumber  on  the  brink  of  fate ; 
Rous'd  at  the  found,  th'  exulting  foul  afcend*, 
And  breathes  her  native  air  j  an  air  *hat  feeds 
Ambitions  high,  and  fans  ethereal  fires ; 
Quick  kindles  all  that  is  divine  within  us; 
Nor  leaves  one  loitering  thought  beneath  the  ftars. 

Has  not  Lorenzo's  bofom  caught  the  flame  f 
Jmmortal  !  Were  but  one  immortal,  how- 
Would  others  envy  !  How  would  thrones  adore  ! 
Becaufe  'tis  common,  is  the  bleffing  loft? 
How  this  ties  up  the  bounteous  hand  of  heaven  ! 
O  vain,  vain,  vain,  all  elfe  !  Eternity  ! 
A  glorious  and  a  needful  refuge,  that 
Prom  vile  imprisonment,  in  abjed  view. 
'  Tis  immortality,  'tis  that  alone, 
AmiJ  life's  fains^  abafementy  emptinefst 
The  foul  can  comfort ,  elevate,  and^yf//. 
That  only,  and  that  amply  this  performs; 
Lifts  us  above  life's  pains,  her  joys  above ; 
Their  terror  tbofe,  and  tlefe  their  luftre  lofe ; 
Eternity  depending  covers  all ; 
Eternity  depending  all  atchieves  ; 
Sets  earth  at  diftance ;  cafts  her  into  fhades ; 
Blends  her  diftin<5lions  ;  abrogates  her  powers ; 
The  low,  the  lofty,  joyous,  and  fevere, 
Fortune's  dread  frowns,  and  fafcinating  fmiles, 
Jvlake  one  promifcuous  and  neglected  heap, 
The  man  beneath  ;  if  I  may  call  him  man, 
"Whom  immortality'1 s  full  force  infpires. 
Nothing  terreftrial  touches  his  high  thought; 
Suns  fhine  unfeen,  and  thunders  roll  unheard, 
By  minds  quite  confcious  of  their  high  defcent, 
Their  prefcnt  province,  and  their  future  prize  ; 
Divinely  darting  upward  every  wifh, 
"Warm  on  the  wing,  in  glorious  abfence  loft ! 

Doubt  you  this  truth  ?  Why  labours  your  belief? 
If  earth's  whole  orb  by  fome  due  diftanc'd  eye 
"Were  feeri  at  once,  her  towering  Alps  would  fink, 
And  levell'd  Atlas  leave  an  even  fphere. 
Thus  earthy  and  all  that  earthly  minds  admire, 
Is  fwallow'd  in  eternity  s  vaft  round. 
To  that  ftupendous  view  when  fouls  awake, 
So  large  of  late,  fo  mountainous  to  man, 
^Time's  toys  fubfide;  and  equal  all  below. 

Enthufiaftic  this  ?  Then  all  are  weak, 
But  rank  enthufiafts.     To  this  godlike  height 
Some  fouls  have  foar'd ;  or  martyrs  ne'er  had  bled. 
And  all  may  do,  what  has  by  by  man  been  done. 
"Who  beaten  by  thefe  fublunary  ftorms, 
Uoundkfs,  interminable  joys  can  wtijjh,, 


Unraptur'd,  unexalted,  uninflatn'd  ? 
What  flave  unbleft^  who  from  to-morrow's 
Expedls  an  empire  ?   He  forgets  his  chain, 
And  thron'd  in  thought,  his  abfcnt  fceptre  waves. 

And  what  a  fceptre  waits  us !  what  a  throne  ! 
Her  own  immenfe  appointments  to  compute, 
Or  comprehend  her  high  prerogatives, 
In  this  her  dark  minority,  how  toils, 
How  vainly  pants,  the  human  foul  divine  ! 
Too  great  the  bounty  feems  for  earthly  joy  ; 
What  heart  but  trembles  at  fo  flrange  a  biifs  ? 

In  fpite  of  all  the  truths  the  mufe  has  fung, 
Ne'er  to  be  priz'd  enough  !  enough  revolv'd  ! 
Are  there  who  wrap  the  world  fo  clofe  about  them; 
They  fee  no  farther  rhan  the  clouds;  and  dance 
On  heedlefs  vanity's  fantaltic  toe, 
Till  (tumbling  at  a  ftraw  in  their  career,      [fong? 
Headlong  they  plunge,  where  end  both  dance  and 
Arc  there,  Lorenzo  ?  Is  it  poffible  ? 
Are  there  on  earth  (let  me  not  call  them  men) 
Who  lodge  a  foul  immortal  in  their  breads ; 
Unconf  clous  as  the  mountain  of  its  ore; 
Or  rock  of  its  ineftimable  gem  ? 
When  rocks  fhall  melt,  and  mountains  vanifli,  tlefe 
Shall  know  their  treafure  ;  treafure  tLea  no  more. 

Are  there  (ftill  more  amazing  !)  who  refift 
The  rifing  thought  ?  who  fmother  in  its  birch 
The  glorious  truth  ?  who  ftruggle  to  be  brute*  ? 
Who  through  this  bofom-barrier  burft  their  way, 
And  with  revers'd  ambition  ftrivc  to  fink  ? 
Who   labour  downwards   through   th'  oppofing 

powers 

Of  inftincft,  reafon,  and  the  world  againft  them, 
To  difmal  hopes,  acid  flicker  in  the  fhock 
Of  endlefs  night ;  darker  than  the  grave's  ? 
Who  fight  the  proofs  of  immortality  ? 
With  horrid  zeal,  and  execrable  arts, 
Work  all  their  engines,  level  their  black  fire$, 
To  blot  from  man  this  attribute  divine, 
(Than  vital  blood  far  dearer  to  the  wife) 
Blafphemers,  and  rank  atheifts  to  themfelt>e$  f 

To  contradict  them,  fee  all  nature  rife  ! 
What  object,  what  event,  the  moon  beneath 
But  argues  or  endears  an  after-fcene  ? 
To  reafon  prove*,  or  weds  it  to  deftre  ? 
All  things  proclaim  it  needful ;  fome  advance 
One  precious  ftep  beyond,  and  prove  itfure. 
A  thoufand  arguments  fwarm  round  my  pen, 
From  Leaven i  and  earth,  and  man.   Indulge  a  few" 
By  nature,  as  her  common  habit  worn  ; 
Sofrejftng  Providence  a  truth  tc  teach, 
Which  truth  untaught,  all  other  truths  were  vain., 

Thou,  whofe  all-providential  eye  furveys, 
Whofe  hand  directs,  whofe  fpirit  fills  and  warmV 
Creation,  and  holds  empire  far  beyond  1 
Eternity's  inhabitant  auguft ! 
Of  two  eternities  amazing  Lord  ! 
One  paft,  ere  man's  or  angel's  had  begun  ; 
Aid ;  while  I  refcue  from  the  foe's  aflault 
Thy  glorious  immortality  in  man  : 
A  theme  for  ever,  and  for  all,  of  weight, 
Of  moment  infinite  1  but  relifh'd  moft 
By  thofc  who  love  thee  moft,  who  moft  adore* 

Nature,  thy  daughter,  ever-changing  birtk 
Of  thee  the  Great  Imvrt-.ble,  to  maa 


*THE  COMPLAINT;  OR,  NIGHT  THOUGHTS, 


wlfdom  ;  is  his  oracle  fupremc  ; 
And  he  who  mod  confults  her,  is  mod  wife. 
Lorenzo,  to  his  heavenly  Delphos  hafte  ; 
And  come  back  all- immortal,  all-divine  : 
Look  nature  through,  'tis  revolution  all ; 
All  change  ;  no  dtath.     Day  follows  night ;  and 

nigta 

The  dying  day;  ftars  rife,  and  fet,  and  rife  ; 
Earth  takes  th' example.     See,  the  fummer  gay, 
With  her  green  chaplet,  and  ambrofial  flowers, 
Droops  into  pallid  autumn  :   Winter  gray, 
Horrid  with  froft,  and  turbulent  with  ftorm, 
Blows  autumn  and  his  golden  fruits  away  : 
Then  melts  into  the  fpring :  Softfpring,  with  breath 
Favonian,  from  warm  chambers  of  the  fouth 
Recalls  the_/Ir/?.  All,  to  rc-flourifh,  fades  ; 
As  in  a  wheel  all  finks,  to  re-afcend. 
Emblems  of  man,  who  paffes,  not  expires. 

With  this  minute  diftin&ion,  emblems  juft, 
Nature  revolves,  but  man  advances  ;  both 
Eternal,  that  a  circle,  this  a  line. 
That  gravitates,  this  foars.  Th'  afpiring  foul, 
Ardent  and  tremulous,  like  flame,  afcends, 
Zeal  znd-LuviiHty  her  wings,  to  heaven. 
The  world  of  matter,  with  its  various  forms, 
All  dies  into  new  life.  Life  born  from  death 
Rolls  the  vaft  mafs,  and  fhall  for  ever  roll. 
No  fingle  atom  once  in  being,  loft, 
With  change  of  couufel  chargcll  the  Moft  High. 

What  hence  infers  Lorenzo  ?  Can  it  be  I 
A-latter  immortal  ?  And  {hall^/r/V  die  ? 
Above  the  nobler,  (hall  lefs  noble  rife  ? 
Shall  man  alone,  for  whom  all  elfe  revives, 
Na  refurrection  know  ?  Shall  maa  S'OKC, 
Imperial  map'  be  fown  in  barren  ground, 
Lefs  privilegYt  tb~,,  gfaln  on  which  he  feeds? 
Is  inan^  ifj  •whom  alone  is  power  to  prize 
Vftc  b!i!s  of  being,  or  with  previous  pain 
Deplore  its  period  by  the  fpleen  of  fate, 
Severely  doom'd  death's  {ingle  unredeemed  ? 
If  nature's  revolution  (peaks  aloud, 
In  her  gradation,  hear  her  louder  ftill. 
Look  nature  through,  'tis  neat  gradation  all. 
By  what  minute  degrees  her  fcale  afcends ! 
Each  middle  nature  join'd  at  each  extreme, 
To  that  above  it  join'd,  to  that  beneath. 
Parts  into  parts  reciprocally  fhot, 
Abhor  divorce  :  what  love  of  union  reigns ! 
Here  dormant  matter  waits  a  call  to  life  : 
Half-life,  half-death,  join  there  ;  here  life  and  fenfe; 
There  fenfe  from  reafon  fteals  a  glimmering  ray; 
Reafon  mines  out  in  man.     But  how  preferv'd 
The  chain  unbroken  upward,  to  the  realms 
Of  incorporeal  life  ?  thofe  realms  of  bltfs, 
Where  death  hath  no  dominion  ?  Grant  a  make 
Half-mortal,  half-immortal ;  earthly  parr, 
And  part  ethereal ;  grant  the  foul  of'riisiJJ 
Eternal ;  or  in  man  the  feries  ends, 
Wide  yawns  the  gap  ;  connection  is  no  more; 
Check'd  reafon  halts ;  her  next  flep  wants  fupport; 
Striving  to  climb,  (he  tumbles  from  her  icheme; 
A  fcheme  analogy  pronounc'd  fo  true ; 
Analogy,  man's  fureft  guide  below. 

Thus  far,  all  nature  calls  on  thy  belief, 
A«U  will  Lorcnso,  carelefs  of  the  call. 


Falfe  atteftation  on  all  nature  charge, 

Rather  than  violate  his  league  with  death? 

Renounce  his  reafon,  rather  than  renounce 

The  duftbelov'd,andrun  the  rijk  of  heaven  ? 

O  what  indignity  to  deathlefs  fouls'. 

What  treafon  to  the  majefty  of  man  ! 

Of  man  Immortal  '.   Here  the  lofty  ftyle  : 

"  If  fo  decreed,  th'  Almighty  will  be  done. 

"  Let  earth  diffolve,  yon  ponderous  orbs  defcend, 

"  And  grind  us  into  duft.    Fhejbul  is  fafe  ; 

"  The  man  emerges ;  mounts  above  the  wreck, 
As  towering  flame  from  nature 's  funeral  pyre; 
O'er  devaftation,  as  a  gainer,  fmilcs; 
His  charter,  his  inviolable  rights, 
Well  pleas'd  to  learn  from  thunder's  impotence. 
Death's   pointlefs  darts,    and    hell's    defeated 

"  ftorms." 
But  thefe  chimeras  touch  not  thee,  LorensoJ 

The  glories  of  the  world  thy  fevenfoldj&wW. 

Other  ambition  than  of  crowns  in  air, 

And  fuperiunary  felicities, 

Thy  bofom  warm.     I'll  cool  it,  if  I  can  ; 

And  turn  thofe  glories  that  inchant  againft  thee« 
What  ties  thee  to  this  life,  proclaims  the  next. 
If  wiie,  the  caufe  that  wounds  thee  is  thy  cure. 
Come,  my  ambitious  !  let  us  mount  together 
(To  mount,  Lorenzo,  never  can  refufe)  ; 
And  from  the  clouds,  where  pride  delights  to  dwell, 
Look  down  on  earth. — What  feed  thou  ?  Won 
drous  things ! 

Terreftrial  wonders,  that  eclipfe  the  fkies. 
What  lengths  of  labour'd  lands  !  what  loaded  feas  ! 
Loaded  by  man  for  pleafure,  wealth,  or  war  ! 
Seas,  winds,  and  planets,  into  fervice  brought, 
His  art  acknowledge,  and  promote  his  ends. 
Nor  can  th'  eternal  rocks  his  will  withftand; 
What  levellM  mountains  !  and  what  lifted  .ales  * 
O'er  vales  and  mountains  fumptuous  cities  fwell, 
And  gild  our  landscape  with  their  glittering  fpires. 
Some  mid  the  wondering  waves majeftic  rife; 
And  Neptune  holds  a  mirror  to  their  charms. 
Far  greater  ftill !  (what  cannot  mortal  might  ?) 
See,  wide  dominions  ravifh'd  from  the  deep  1 
The  narrow'd  deep  with  indignation  foama. 
Or  fouthward  turn ;  to  delicate  and  grand, 
The  finer  arts  there  ripen  in  the  fun. 
How  the  tall  temples,  as  to  meet  their  god?, 
Afcend  the  (kies  !  the  proud  triumphal  arch 
Shows  us  half  heaven  beneath  its  ample  bend. 
Hid  through  mid-  air,  btre  ftream.3  are  taught  ta 

flow; 

Whole  rivers  there,  laid  by  in  bafons,  fleep. 
Here,  plains  turn  oceans  ;  there,  vaft  oceans  join 
Through  kingdoms  channeled  deep  from  ihore  t* 

(hore; 

And  chang'd  creation  takes  his  face  from  man. 
Beats  thy  brave  breaft  fur  formidable  fcenes, 
Where  fame  and  empire  wait  upon  the  ftvord  ? 
See  fields  in  blood  ;  here  navel  thunders  rife  ;          ' 
]$r,:*annia's  voice  !  that  awes  the  world  to  peace. 
How  yoii  enormous  mole  projecting  breaks 
The  mid-fea,  hu".'0"8  waves !  Their  roar  arnidft, 
Out  fpeaks  the  Deity,  £Td  %s.  "  O  main  \ 
"  Thus  far,  nor  farther  ;  ne*M  -eftraims  obey." 
Earth's  difemboweU'd  !  meafur'd  ^e  the  ikies! 
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Stars  are  detected  in  their  deep  rccefs! 
Creation  widens!  vanquifh'd  nature  yields! 
Her  fecrets  are  extorted  !  art  prevails  ! 
What  monument  of  genius,  fpirit,  power! 

And  now,  Lorenzo  !  raptur'd  at  this  fcene, 
Whofe  glories  render  heaven  fuperfiuous  1  fay, 
Whofe  footfleps  thefe  ? — -Jmmortals  have  been  here. 
Could  lefs  than  fouls  immortal  this  have  done  ? 
Earth's  cover'd  o'er  with  proofs  of  fouls  immortal; 
And  proofs  of  immortality  forgot. 

To  flatter  thy  grand  foible,  I  confefs 
Thefe  are  ambitions  works :  and  thefe  are  great : 
But  this,  the  lead  immortal  fouls  can  do  ; 
Tranfcend  them  all — but  what  can  thefe  tranfcend? 
Doft  afk  me  what? — one  figh  for  the  dijlrcfi. 
What  then  for  infidels  ?  A  deeper  figh. 
'TiS  moral  grandeur  makes  the  mighty  man  : 
How  little  they,  who  think  ought  great  below  ! 
All  our  ambitions  death  defeats,  but  one  ; 
All  that  it  crowns.  Here  ceafe  we  :  but  ere  long, 
More  powerful  pro>f  fliall  take  the  field  againft 

thee, 
Stronger  than  death,  and  fmiling  at  the  tomb. 

NIGHT  VII. 

BEING  THE   SECOND   PART  OF 

THE  INFIDEL  RECLAIMED. 

Containing  the  Nature,    Proof,  and  Importance  of 
Immortality. 

PREFACE. 

As  we  are  at  war  with  the  power,  it  were  well  if 
•we  were  at  war  with  the  manners  of  France.  A 
land  of  levity  is  a  land  of  guilt.  A  ferious  mind  is 
the  native  foil  of  every  virtue  ;  and  the  fingle  cha 
racter  that  does  true  honour  to  mankind.  The 
foul's  immortality  has  been  the  favourite  theme  with 
the  ferious  of  all  ages.  Nor  is  it  ftrange  ;  it  is  a 
fubject  by  far  the  moft  interefling  and  important 
that  can  enter  the  mind  of  man.  Of  higheft  mo 
ment  this  fubje6l  always  -was,  and  always  will  Le. 
Yet  this  its  higheft  moment  feems  to  admit  of  in- 
creafe  at  this  day  ;  a  fort  of  occaflonal  importance  is 
fuperadded  to  the  natural  weight  of  it;  if  that 
opinion  which  is  advanced  in  the  preface  to  the 
preceding  Nigkt,  be  juft.  It  is  there  fuppofed, 
that  all  our  infdels,  whatever  fcheme,  for  argu 
ment's  fake,  and  to  keep  themfelves  in  counte 
nance,  they  patronize,  are  betrayed  into  their  de 
plorable  error,  by  fome  doubts  of  their  immortality, 
at  the  bottom.  And  the  more  I  confider  this 
point,  the  more  I  am  perfuaded  of  the  truth  of 
that  opinion.  Though  the  diftruft  of  a  futurity  is 
a  flrange  error  ;  yet  it  is  an  error  into  which  bad 
men  may  naturally  be  diftreffed.  For  it  is  impof- 
fible  to  bid  defiance  to  final  ruin,  without  fome  re 
fuge  in  imagination,  fome  prefumption  of  efcape. 
And  what  prefumption  is  there  ?  There  are  but 
two  in  nature ;  but  two,  within  the  compafs  of 
human  thought.  And  thefe  are— That  either.  God 
•will  not,  or  can  not  punifh.  Confidering  the  di 
vine  attributes,  thejirjl  is  too  grofs  to  be  digefled 
by  our  ftrongeft  wifhes.  And  fince  omnipotence  is 
as  much  a  divine  attribute  as  bvlinefs,  that  God  fan- 


not  punifli,  is  asabfurd  a  fuppofition,asthc  former, 
God  certainly  can  punifh  as  long  as  wicked  men 
exift.  In  nor.-exiftence,  therefore,  is  their  only  rc- 
fsge;  and,  confequentJy,  non-exiftence  is  their 
ftrongeft  wifh.  And  ftrong  wifhes  have  a  ftrange 
influence  on  our  opinions  ;  they  bias  the  judgment 
in  a  manner,  altnoft,  incredible.  And  fince  on  this 
member  of  their  alternative*  there  are  fome  very 
fmall  appearances  in  their  favour,  and  none  at  all  on 
the  other,  they  catch  at  this  reed,  they  lay  hold  on 
this  chimaera,  to  fave  themfelves  from  the  fhock 
and  horror  of  an  immediate  and  abfolute  defpair. 

On  reviewing  my  fubject,  by  the  light  which 
tins  argument,  and  others  of  like  tendency,  threw 
upon  it,  I  was  more  inclined  than  ever  to  purfue 
it,  as  it  appeared  to  me  to  ftrike  directly  at  the 
main  root  of  all  our  infidelity.  In  the  following 
pages  it  is,  accordingly,  purfued  at  large ;  and 
fome  arguments  for  immortality,  new  at  leaft  to 
me,  are  ventured  on  in  them.  There  alfo  the  wri 
ter  has  made  an  attempt  to  fet  the  grofs  abfurdi- 
ties  and  horrors  of  annibihtion  in  a  fuller  and  more 
affecting  view,  than  is  (I  think)  to  be  met  with 
elfewhere. 

The  gentlemen,  for  whofe  fake  this  attempt  was 
chiefly  made,  profefs  great  admiration  for  the  wif- 
dom  of  heathen  antiquity  :  what  pity  it  is  they 
are  not  fincere  !  If  they  were  fincere,  how  would 
it  mortify  them  to  confider,  with  what  contempt 
and  abhorrence  their  notions  would  have  been  re 
ceived  by  fbofe  whom  they  fo  much  admire  !  What 
degree  of  contempt  and  abhorrence  would  fall  to 
their  fhare,  may  be  conjectured  by  the  following 
matter  of  fact  (in  my  opinion)  extremely  memo 
rable.  Of  all  their  heathen  worthies,  Socrates  (it 
is  well  known)  was  the  moft  guarded,  difpafiion- 
ate,  and  compofed  :  yet  this  great  matter  of  tem 
per  was  angry;  and  angry  at  his  laft  hour ;  and 
angry  with  his  friend  ;  and  angry  at  for  what  de- 
ferved  acknowledgement ;  angry  for  a  right  and 
tender  in  (lance  of  true  friendfhip  towards  him.  Is 
not  this  furprifing  ?  What  could  be  the  caufe  ? 
The  caufe  was  for  his  honour ;  it  was  a  truly  no 
ble,  though,  perhaps,  a  too  punctilious,  regard  for 
immortality :  for  his  friend  afking  him,  with  fuch 
an  affectionate  concern  as  became  a  friend, "  Where 
he  fhould  depofite  his  remains  ?"  it  was  refented 
by  Socrate7,  as  implying  a  difhonourable  fuppofi- 
tion,  that  he  could  be  fo  mean,  as  to  have  a  regard 
for  any  thing,  even  in  himfelf,  that  was  not  im 
mortal. 

This  fact  well  confidered  would  make  our  infi 
dels  withdraw  their  admiration  from  Socrates ;  or 
make  them  endeavour,  by  their  imitation  of  thi» 
illuftrious  example,  to  fhare  his  glory  :  and,  con- 
fequently,  it  would  incline  them  to  perufe  the  fol 
lowing  pages  with  candour  and  impartiality  : 
which  is,  all  I  defire  ;  and  that, for  their  fakes:  for 
I  am  perfuaded,  that  an  unprejudiced  infidel  muft, 
neccffarily,  receive  fome  advantageous  impreffion* 
from  them. 

July  T.  1744- 
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IN  the  firth  V/ght  arguments  were  drawn,  from 
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e,  in  proof  of  immortality  :   here,  others  are  | 
drawn  from  Man:  from  his  Difcontent,  Ver.  29.;  ' 
from  his  PaJJions  and  Powers,  64  ;  from  the  gra-  i 
dual  growth   of  Reafon,  8l;  from  his  fear  of  ! 
De-itb,  86  ;  from  the  nature  of  Hope,  104,  and  ) 
of  Virtue,  159,  &c.  from    Knowledge  and  Love,  \ 
as  being  the  mod  effential  properties  of  the  foul,  • 
253  ;  from  the  Order  of  Creation,  290,  &c.  frorii 
the  nature  of  Ambition,  337,  &c.      Avarice,  460  ; 
Pleafure%  477;  a  digrefllon  on   the  grandeur  of 
the  PaJJions,  5x1.     Immortality  alone  renders  our  ; 
prefent  ftate  intelligible,  545.     An    objection  ; 
from  the  Stoics  difbelief  of  immortality  aniwcr-  ! 
ed,  585.     Endlefs  queftibns  ururelblvable,buton  j 
luppofition  of  our  immtrtaHty,  £06.     The  natu 
ral,  moft  melancholy,  and  pathetic  complaint  of  ! 
a  worthy  man,  under  the  perfuafion  of  uofutm- 
rity,  653,  &q.     The  grofs  abfurdities  and  hor 
rors   of  anniJnMtion  urged  home  on   Lorenzo, 
84*,  &c.      The  foul's  vail   importance,  990,  &c. 
from  whence  it  arifes,  1078.     The  Difficulty  of 
being  an  infidel,  1131,  the  Infamy,   1148,  the 
Caufe,  1183,  and  the  Charafier,  1103,  of  an  in 
fidel  ftate.     What  trite  free-thinking  is,  1217. 
The   necs/ary   punifliment  of  the  falfe,  1*71. 
Man's  ruin  is  from  kimfe1/,   1303.     An  infidel 
accufes  himfelf  of  guilt,  and  bypocrify ;  and  that 
of  the  worft  fort,    1319.     His   obligation    to 
Cbrijlians,  1337.     What  danger   he    incurs  by 
Virtue,  1345.    Vice  recommended  to  him,  1364. 
His  high  pretences  to  Virtue  and  Benevolence ,  ex 
ploded,  1373.     The  conclufion,  on  the  nature 
ct  Faith,  1427.    Reafon,  1439  ;  and  Hope,  1443  ; 
with  an  apology  for  this  attempt,  1470. 

HEAVEN  gives  the  needful,  but  negle&ed,  call, 
What  day,  what  hour,  but  knocks  at  human  hearts, 
To  wake  the  foul  to  fenfe  of  future  fcenes  ? 
Deaths  ftand,  like  Mercuries,  in  every  way, 
And  kindly  point  us  to  our  journey's  end. 
Pope,  who  cou'dit  make  immortals!  art  thou  dead? 
1  give  thee  joy  :  nor  will  I  take  my  leave ; 
So  foon  to  follow.     Man  but  dives  in  death  ; 
Dives  from  the  fun,  in  fairer  day  to  rife  ; 
The  grave,  his  fubterranean  road  to  blifs.  16 

Yes,  infinite  indulgence  plann'd  it  fo  ; 
Through  various  parts  our  glorious  ftory  runs; 
Time  gives  the  preface,  endlefs  age  unrolls 
The  volume  (ne'er  unroll'd!)  of  human  fate. 

This,  earth  andjkies  *  already  have  proclaim'd. 
The  world's  a  prophecy  of  worlds  to  come  ; 
And  who,  what  God  fortels.(who  fpeaks  in  things, 
Still  louder  than  in  ivcrds)  fhall  dare  deny  ? 
If  nature's  arguments  appear  too  weak, 
Turn  a  new  leaf,  and  ftronger  read  in  man.         SO 
If  man  fleeps  on,  untaught  by  what  he  fees, 
Can  he  prove  infidel  to  what  heffels  ? 
He,  whofe  blind  thought  futurity  denies, 
Unconfcious  bears,  Bellerophon  1  like  thee, 
His  own  indictment ;  he  condemns  himfelf; 
Who  reads  his  bofom,  reads  immortal  life ; 
Qr,  nature,  there,  impofing  on  her  fons, 
Has  written  fables  ;  man  was  made  a  lie. 


tot,  X, 


the  Si\tl, 


Why  diffontent  for  ever  harbour'd  there  ? 
Incurable  confumption  of  our  peace  !  30 

Refolve  me,  why  the  cottagtr  and  king, 
He'whom  fea-fever'd  realms  obey,  and  he 
Who  deals  his  whole  dominion  from  the  wafle, 
Repelling  winter  blafts  with  mud  and  ftraw, 
Difquieted  alike,  draw  figh  for  figh, 
In  fate  fo  diftant,  in  complaint  fo  near? 

Is  it,  that  things  terrejlrial.  can't  content  ? 
Deep  in  rich  pafture.  will  thy  flocks  complain  ? 
Not  fo  ;  but  to  thtir  mafter  is  deny'd 
To  lhare  their  {\vect  ferene.     Man,  ill  at  eafc,     40 
In  this,  not  his  oivn  place,  this  foreign  field, 
Where  nature  fodders  him  with  other  food 
Than  was  ordain'd  his  cravings  to •  fuffice, 
Poor  in  abundance,  famiuYd  at  a  feaft, 
Sighs  on  for  fomething  more,  when  moft  enjoy'd. 

Is  heaven  then  kinder  to  thy  flocks  than  thee? 
Not  fo  ;  thy  pafture  richer,  but  remote  ( 
In  part,  r'tmete  ;  for  that  remoter  part  48 

Man  bleats  from  /«/?/«#,  though  pcfhap«,debauch'd 
"B\'.  fenfe,  his  reafon  fleeps,  nor  dreams  the  caufe. 
The  caufe  how  obvious,  when  his  real>>n  wakes  1 
His  grief  Ls  but  his  grandeur  in  djfguife ; 
And  difcontent  is  immortality, 

Shall  fons  of  ether,  {hall  the  blood  of  heaven, 
Set  up  their  hopes  on  earth,  and  ftahle  here 
With  brutal  acquiefcence  in  the  mire  ? 
Lorenzo  !  no  !  they  fhall  be  nobly  pain'd  ; 
The  glorious  foreigners,  diftrefs'd,  fhall  figh 
On  thrones;  and  thou  congratulate  the  figh  : 
Man's  mifery  declares  him  born  for  bills ;  60 

His  anxious  heart  afierts  the  truth  1  ling, 
And  gives  ubCfceptis  in  his  head  the  lie. 

Our   heads,  our  hearts,  our  paJJlons,  and    our 

.     ,         powers, 

Speak  the  fame  language;  call  us  to  the  fides ; 
Unripen'd  tbefe  in  this  inclement  clime, 
Scarce  rife  above  conjedure  and  miltake  ; 
And  for  this  land  of  trifles  thofe  too  ftrong 
Tumult»aous  rife,  and  tempeft  human  life  :          68 
What  prize  on  earth  can  pay  us  for  the  ftorm  ? 
Meet  objects  for  our  pajjicns,  heaven  ordain'd, 
Gbjeds  that  challenge  all  their  fire,  and  leave 
No  fault,  but  in  defect  :   Bleft  Heaven  !  avert 
A  bounded  ardour  for  unbounded  blifs  ! 
O  for  a  blifs  unbounded  !  far  beneath 
A  foul  immortal,  is  a  mortal  joy. 
Nor  are  our  poiuert  to  perifli  immature; 
But,  after  feeble  effort  here,  beneath 
A  brighter  fun,  and  in  a  nobler  foil, 
Tranfplanted  from  this  fublunary  bed,  7'jf 

Shall  flourifh  fair,  and  put  forth  all  their  bloom. 

Reafon  progreflive,H7/?/«<3  is  complete  ; 
Swift  injTtntf  leaps;   flow  reafon  feebly  climfos. 
Brutes  loon  their  zenith  reach  ;  their  little  all 
Flows  in  at  once;  in  ages  they  no  more 
Could  know,  or  do,  or  covet,  or  enjoy. 
Were  man  to  live  coeval  with  the  fun, 
The  patriarch-pupil  would  be  learning  frill; 
Yet,  dying,  leave  his  leffon  half  unlearnt. 
Men  perifh  in  advance,  as  if  the  fun 
Should  fet  ere  noon,  in  eajlern  oceans  drown'd  ;  9$ 
If  fit,  with  dim,  Hilarious  to  compare, 
The  i'ufi's  meridian  with  thcfeui  of  man, 
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To  man,  why,  flep-dame  nature  .'  fo  fevere  ? 

Why  thrown  afide  thy  msiler-piece  half-wrought, 

While  meaner  efforts  thy  laft  hand  enjoy  ? 

Or,  if  abortively  poor  man  muft  die, 

Nor  reach,  what  reach  he  might,  why  die  in  dread? 

Why  curft  with  forefight  ?  Wife  to  mifery  ? 

Why  of  his  proud  prerogative  the  prey  ? 

Why  lefs  pre-eminent  in  rank,  than  pain  ?        100 

His  immortality  alone  can  tell ; 

Pull  ample  fund  to  balance  all  amifs, 

And  turn  the  fcale  in  favour  of  the  juft  ! 

His  immortality  alone  can  folve 
The  darkeft  of  enigmas ,  human  hope  ; 
Of  all  the  darkeft,  if  at  death  we  die. 
JJopey  eager  hope,  th'  affaflin  of  our  joy, 
Allfrefcnt  bleffings  treading  under  foot, 
Is  fcarce  a  milder  tyrant  than  defpair.  109 

With  no  paft  toils  content,  ftill  planning  new, 
~Hope  turns  us  o'er  to  death  alone  for  cafe. 
•PoJ/effion,  why  more  taftelefs  than  purfuit  ? 
Why  is  a  wifh  far  dearer  than  a  crown  ? 
That  wifh  accomplifii'd,  why,  the  grave  of  blifs? 
-Becaufe  in  the  great  future  bury'd  deep, 
Beyond  our  plans  of  empire,  and  renown, 
.Lies  all  that  man  with  ardour  fhould  purfue ; 
And  he  who  made  him,  bent  him  to  the  right. 

Man's  heart  th'  Almighty  to  the  future  fcts, 
By  fecret  and  inviolable  fprings;  I2O 

And  makes  his  hope  his  fublunary  joy. 
.Man's  heart  eats  all  things,  and  is  hungery  Oill ; 
"  More,  more  1"  the  glutton  cries :  for  fomething 

neiv 

So  rages  appetite,  if  man  can't  mount, 
He  -will  defcend.     He  ftarves  on  the/>o^/?. 
Hence,  the  world's  mafter,  from  ambition's  fpire, 
In  Caprea  plung'd ;  and  div'd  beneath  the  brute. 
In  that  rank  fty  why  wallow'd  empire's  fon 
Supreme  ?  Becaufe  he  could  no  higher  fly; 
His  riot  was  ambition  in  defpair.  130 

Old  Rome  confulted  birds;  Lorenzo  !  thou, 
"With  more  fuccefs,  the  flight  nf  hope  furvey  ; 
Of  reftlefs  hope,  for  ever  on  the  wing. 
High-perch'd  o'er  every  thought  that  falcoa  fits, 
To  fly  at  all  that  rifes  in  her  fight ; 
And,  never  (looping,  but  to  mount  again 
!Next  moment,  fhe  betrays  her  aim's  miftake, 
And  owns  her  quarry  lodg'd  beyond  the  grave. 

There  ibould  it  fail  us  (it  muft  fail  us  there, 
Jf  being  fails)  more  mournful  riddles  rife,  140 

And  -virtue  vies  with  Lope  in  myftery. 
Why  vir.'ue  ?  Where  its  praife,  its  being,  fled  ? 
Virtue  is  true  felf-incereft  purfued  : 
What  true  felf-intereft  of  quite-mortal  man  ? 
To  clofe  with  all  that  makes  him  happy  here. 
If  vice  (as  fometimes)  is  our  friend  on  earth, 
Then  vice  is  virtue  ;  'tis  ourfwereign  good. 
\i\felf.applaufe  is  virtue's  golden  prize; 
No  felf-applaufe  attends  it  on  thy  fcheme  :    [right. 
Whence  felf-applaufe  ?    From  conscience  of   the 
And  what  is  right,  but  means  of  happinefs  ?     151 
No  means  of  happinefs  when  virtue  yields; 
That  bafis  failing,  falls  the  building  too, 
And  lays  in  ruin  every  virtuous  joy. 

The  rigid  guardian  of  a  blamelefs  heart, 
So  lerg  rever'd,  fo  long  reputed  wife, 


Is  weak  ;  with  rank  knight-errantries  o'er-rsii, 
Why  beats  thy  bofom  with  illuflrious  dreams 
Of  feif-expofure,  laudable,  and  great  ? 
Of  gallant  enterprife,  and  glorious  death  ?         i6c 
Die  for  thy  country  ? — Thou  romantic  fool  I 
Seize,  feize  the  plank  thyfelf,  and  let  her  fink  : 
Thy  country  .'  what  to  thee  ? — The  God£w<f,what? 
(I  fpeak  with  awe!)  though  he  fhould  bid  tbee 

bleed  ? 

If,  with  thy  blood,  thyfnal  hope  is  fpilt, 
Nor  can  Omnipotence  reward  the  blow, 
Be  deaf ;  preferve  thy  being ;  difobey. 

Nor  is  it  difobedience  :  know,  Lorenzo  ! 
Whate'er  th'  Almighty's  fubfequent  command, 
His  firft  command  is  this : — "  Man,  love  thyfelf." 
In  this  alone,  free-agents  are  not  free.  171 

Exigence  is  the  bafis,  blifs  the  prize  ; 
If  virtue  cofts  cxiftence,  'tis  a  crime  ; 
Bold  violation  of  our  law  fupreme, 
Black  fuicide  ;  though  nations,  which  confult 
Their  gain,  at  thy  expence,  refound  applaufe. 

Since  virtue's  recompence  is  doubtful  heret 
If  man  dies  wholly,  well  may  we  demand 
Why  is  manfti/er'd  to  be  good  in  vain  ? 
Why  to  be  good  in  vain  is  man  enjoin 'd?  iSo 

Why  to  be  good  in  vain  is  man  betray  d? 
Betray'd  by  traitors  lodg'd  in  his  own  breaft, 
By  fweet  complacencies  from  virtue  felt  ? 
Why  whifpers  nature  lies  on  virtue's  part  ? 
Or  if  blind  infiinSl  (which  affumes  the  name 
Of  facred  confcience)  plays  the  fool  in  man, 
Why  reafcn  made  accomplice  in  the  cheat  ? 
Why  arc  the  ivifijl  loudeft  in  her  praife  ? 
Can  man  by  reafons  beam  be  led  aftray  ? 
Or,  at  his  peril,  imitate  his  God?  i<jo 

Since  virtue  fometimes  ruins  us  on  earth, 
Or  both  are  true,  or  man  furvives  the  grave. 

Or  man  furvives  the  grave;  or  own,  Lorenzo, 
Thy  boaft  fupreme,  a  wild  abfurdity. 
Dauntlefs  thy  fpirit ;  cowards  are  thy  fcorn. 
Grant  man  immortal,  and  thy  fcorn  is  juft. 
The  man  immortal,  rationally  brave, 
Dares  rufh  on  death  — becauie  he  cannot  die. 
But  if  man  lofes  all  when  life  is  loft, 
He  lives  a  coward,  or  a  fool  expires.  ac» 

A  during  infidel  (and  fuch  there  are, 
From  pride,  example,  lucre,  rage,  revenge, 
Or  pure  bertical  defeat  of  thought,) 
Of  all  earth's  madmen  moft  deferves  a  chain. 

When  to  the  grave  we  follow  the  renown'd 
For  valour,  virtue,  fcience,  all  we  love, 
And  all  we  praife ;  for  worth,  whofe  noon-tide 

beam, 

Enabling  us  to  think  in  higher  ftyle, 
Mends  our  ideas  of  ethereal  powers,  3I« 

Dream  we  that  luftre  of  the  moral  world 
Goes  out  in  ftench,  and  rottennefs  the  clofe? 
W..y  was  he  wife  to  ino?v,  and  warm  to  praife, 
And  ftrenuous  to  tranfcribe,  in  human  life, 
The  Mind  Almighty  ?   Could  it  be  that  fate, 
Juft  when  the  lineaments  began  to  fhine, 
And  dawn  the  Deity,  fhould  fnatch  the  draught, 
With  night  eternal  blot  it  out,  and  give 
The  feies  alarm,  left  angels  too  might  die  \ 

If  human  foule,  \vhy  not  angelic  too3 
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?   and  zfolitary  God  22O 

O'er  ghaftly  ruin  frowning  from  his  throne  ! 
Shall  we  this  moment  gr.ze  on  God  in  mail? 
The  next  lofe  man  for  ever  in  the  duft? 
From  duft  we  difengage,  or  man  mi/take*} 
And  there,  where  lead  his  judgment  fears  a  flaw, 
Wifdom  and  worth  how  boldly  he  cormiend*- ! 
Wifdom  and  worth  are  facred  na-nes;  rever'd 
Where  not  embrac'd  ;  applauded  !   deify 'd  ' 
Why  not  compajjion  d  too  .'   It  fpirits  die; 
Both  are  calamities,  inf.ifitd  both     ,  230 

To  make  in  but  more  wretched  :   W'fdoms  eye 
Acute,  for  what  ?  To  fpy  more  mileries ; 
And  'worth,  fo  recompens'd,  new-points  their  flings. 
Or  man  furmounts  the  grave,  or  gain  is  lofs, 
And  worth  exalted  bumbles  us  the  more. 
Thou  wilt  not  patroniie  a  fcheme  that  makes 
Weaknefi  and  tiice  the  refuge  of  mankind. 
'*  Has  virtue  then  no  joys  ?" — Yes,  joys  dear  bought, 
Talk  ne'er  fo  long,  in  this  imperficTc  {late, 
Virtue  and  vice  are  at  eternal  war.  240 

Virtue's  a  combat ;  and  who  %ht*  for  nought  ? 
Or  for  precarious,  or  for  fmall  reward? 
Who  virtue*  sfelf -reward  fo  loud  refound, 
"Would  take  degrees  angdic  here  below, 
And  virtue,  while  they  compliment,  betray, 
By  feeble  motives,  and  unfaithful  guards. 
The  crown,  th'  unfading  crown,  her  foul  infpires; 
'Tis  that,  and  that  alone,  can  countervail 
The  body's  treacheries,  and  the  ivories  affuilts  : 
On  earth's  poor  pay  our  famifh'd  virtue  dies.  350 
Truth  inconteftable  !   in  fpite  of  all 
A  Bayle  has  preach'd,  or  a  Voltaire  believ'd. 
In  man  the  more  \ve  dive,  the  more  we  fee 
Heaven's  fignet  damping  an  i.-nmyrtal  make. 
Dive  to  the  bottom  of  his  foul,  the  bafe 
Suftaining  all ;  what  find  we  ?  Knowledge,  love. 
As  light  and  heat  effential  to  the  fun, 
Tbefe  to  the  foul.     And  tv  by,  if  fouls  expire  ? 
How  little  lovely  hire  ?  How  little  known  ? 
Small  knowledge  we  dig  up  with  endlefs  toil ;      360 
And  love  unfeign'd  may  purchafe  perfecl  hate. 
Why  ftarv'd  on  earth  our  angel  appetites, 
While  brutal  are  indulg'd  their  fuifome  fill  ? 
Were  then  capacities  divine  conferr'd, 
As  a  mock  diadem,  in  favage  fport, 
Rank  infult  of  our  pompous  powty, 
Which  reaps  but  pain  from  feeming  claims  fo  fair  ? 
In  future  age  lies  no  redrefs  ?  And  fhuts  , 
Eternity  the  door  on  our  complaint  ? 
If  fo,  for  what  ftrange  ends  were  mortals  made  1 
The  word  to  ival'oiv,  and  the  be&  to  tvsef> ;      270 
The  man  who  merits  moil  rnuft  mod  complain  ; 
Can  we  conceive  a  difregard  in  heaven, 
What  the  worft  perpetrate,  or  beft  endure  ? 

This  cannot  be.     To  love,  and  Ir.oiu,  in  man 
Is  bowdlefs  appetite,  and  boundlefs  power ; 
And  thefe  demonftrate  boundiels  objecls  too. 
Objecls, powers,  appetites,  heaven  fuits  in  all; 
Nor,  nature  through,  e'er  violates  this  fvveet, 
Eternal  concord,  on  her  tuneful  firing.  a! 

Is  man  the  fole  exception  from  her  laws? 
Eternity  ftruck  off  from  human  hope, 
(I  fpeak  with  truth,  but  veneration  too) 
Man  is  a  monfter,  the  reproach  of  heaven, 


A  {lain,  a  dark  impenetrable  cloud 
On  nature's  beauteous  afpe6l,  and  deforms, 
(Amazing  blot!)  deforms  her  with  her  lord. 
If  fuch  is  man's  allotment,  tubat  is  heaven  ? 
Or  own  the  foul  immortal,  or  blafpheme. 

Or  own  the  foul  immortal,  or  invert  290 

All  order.     Go,  mock  majefty  !  go,  man  1 
And  bow  to  thy  fuperiors  of  the  (tall ; 
Through  every  fcene  of /-«/!•  fuperior  far  : 
They  graze  the  turf  untill'd;  they  drink  the  ftream 
Unbrew'd,  and  ever  full,  and  unembitter'd 
With  doubts,  fears,  fruitlefs  hopes,  regrets,  dcfpairs; 
Mankind's  peculiar  !   reafuns  precious  dower  ! 
No  foreign  clime  tbey  ranfack  for  their  robes  ; 
Nor  brothers  cite  to  the  litigious  bar; 
Their  good  is  good  entire,  unmix'd,  unmarr'd  ; 
They  find  a  paradife  in  every  field,  30! 

On  boughs  forbidden  where  no  curfes  hang  : 
Their  ill  no  more  than  ftrikes  the  fenfe;  unftretch'd 
By  previous  dread,  or  murmur  in  the  rear  : 
When  the  loorft  comes,  it  comes  unfear'd  ;  one 

ftroke 

Begins  and  ends  their  woe  :  they  die  but  once; 
Blell,  incommunicable  privilege  !  for  which 
Proud  man,  who  rules  the  glob;,  and  reads  the* 

ftars, 
Pbilofopber,  or  hero,  fighs  in  vain. 

Account  for  this  prerogative  in  brute?.          3iqp 
No  day,  no  glimpfe  of  day,  to  folve  the  knot, 
But  what  beams  on  it  from  eternity. 
O  fole,  and  fwreet  fohition  !   that  untie* 
The  difficult,  and  fofcens  the  fevere  ; 
The  cloud  on  nature 's  beauteous  face  difpels, 
Reftores  bright  ord.r,  calls  the  brute  beneath, 
And  re-enthrones  us  in  fupremacy 
Of  joy  ev'n  here  :  admit  immortal  life, 
And  virtue  is  knight-errantry  no  more  ; 
Uach  virtue  brings  in  hand  a  golden  dower,      33^ 
Far  richer  in  reverfion  :    Hop:  exults ; 
And  though  much  bitrer  in  our  cup  is  thrown, 
Predominates,  and  gives  the  tafte  of  heaven. 
O  wherefore  is  the  Deity  fo  kind  ? 
Aftonifhing  beyond  aftoniihment ! 
Heaven  our  reward — for  heaven  enjoy'd  below. 

Still  unfubdu'd  thy  ftubborn  heart?— For  there 
The  traitor  lurks  who  doubts  the  truth  I  fing. 
Rtjfoti  is  guiltlefs ;   ivill  alone  rebels. 
What  in  that  ftubborn  heart  if  I  fhould  find     330 
New  unexpected  witneffes  againft  thee  ? 
Ambition,  pleasure,  and  the  love  of  gain  .' 
Cauft  thou  fufped  that  thefe,  whfch  make  the  foul 
fhe/jw  of  earth,  fhould  own  her  bslr  of  heaven  J 
Canlt  thou  fufpsdt  whit  makes  us  difbtlicve 
Our  immortality,  fhould  prove  it  fare? 

Firft  then  a:nb:ti'jn  fummoa  to  the  bar. 
Ambit ion\/&rt;w,  extravagance, 
And  inextinguijbable  nature,  Ipoak. 
Each  much  depofet ;  hear  them  in  their  turn.     340 

Thy  foul,  how  paQonately  fond  of /*;/«/ 
How  anxious  thai  fond  paffion  to  conceal! 
We  blufli,  detected  in  d.i%ns  on  pruife, 
Though  for  beft  deeds,  and  from 'the  beft  of  men; 
And  why  ?   Becaufe  immortal.     Art  divine 
Has  made  the  body  tutor  to  the  foul; 
Heaven  kindJy  gives  our  blood  a  noral flaw: 
Gij 
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Bids  it  afcend  fhe  glowing  cheek,  and  there 

Upbraid  that  little  heart's  inglorious  aim 

Which  ftoops  to  court  a  character  from  man;  350 

While  o'er  us  in  tremendous  judgment  fit 

Par  more  than  man,  with  endlefs  praife,  and  blame. 

Ambition's  boundle:s  appetite  qut-fpeaks 
The  verdict  of  \\.?,Jkame.     When  fouls  take  fire 
At  high  preemptions  of  their  own  defert, 
Ons  age  is  poor  applaufe ;  the  mighty  fliout, 
The  thunder  by  the  living/rw  begun, 
Late  time  rouft  echo,  worlds  unborn  refotmd. 
We  wifh  our  names  eternally  to  live  : 
Wild  dream,  which  ne'er   had  haunted  human 
thought,  360 

Had  not  our  natures  been  eternal  too. 
Injlinft  points  out  an  intereft  in  hereafter; 
But  our  blind  reafon  fees  not  ivbere  it  lies  ; 
Or,  feeing,  gives  the  fubftance  for  the  ihade. 

Fame  is  the  fhade  of  immortality, 
And  in  itfelf  a  fhadovv.     Soon  as  caught, 
Contemn'd  ;  it  fhrinks  to  nothing  in  the  grafp. 
Confult  th'  ambitious,  'tis  ambition's  cure. 
"  And  is  this  all  ?"  cry'd  Csefar  at  his  height, 
Difgufted.     This  third  proof  ambition  brings      370 
Of  immortality.     The  firft  in  fame, 
Obferve  him  near,  your  envy  will  abate  : 
Sham'd  at  the  difproportion  vaft,  between 
The  pamon  and  the  purchafe,  he  will  figh 
Atfuch  fuccefs,  and  blufh  at  his  renown. 
And  why  ?  Becaufe  far  richer  prize  invites 
His  heart;  far  more  illuftrious  glory  calls; 
It  calls  in  whifpers,  yet  the  deafeft  hear. 

And  can  ambition  a  fourth  proof  fupply  ? 
It  can,  and  ftronger  than  the  former  three ;    380 
Yet  quite  o'erlook'd  by  fome  reputed  wife. 
Though  difappointments  in  ambition  pain, 
And  though  fuccefs  difgujis,  y.et  (till,  Lorenzo, 
|n  vain  we  ftrive  to  pluck  it  from  our  hearts; 
By  nature  planted  for  the  noblefl  ends. 
Abfurd  the  fam'd  advice  to  Pyrrhus  given  ; 
More  prais'd  than  pnnder'd;  fpecious,  but  unfound; 
Sooner  that  hero'sy^tw*/  the  world  had  quell'd 
Than  rtafon  his  ambition.     Man  muft  foar. 
An  obfrinate  activity  within,  390 

An  infuppreflive  fpring,  will  tofs  him  up 
In  fpite  of  fortune  s  load.     Not  kings  alone, 
Each  villager  has  his  ambition  too  ; 
,No  Sultan  prouder  than  his  fetter'd  flave  : 
Slaves  build  their  little  Babylons  of  ftraw, 
Echo  the  proud  AfTyrian  in  their  hearts, 
And  cry,  "  Behold  the  wonders  of  my  might!" 
And  why  ?  Becaufe  immortal  as  their  lord  ; 
And  fouls  immortal  muft  for  ever  heave 
At  fomething  great,  the  glitter  or  the  gold,      400 
The  praife  of  mortals,  or  the  praife  of  heaven. 

Nor  abfolutely  vain  is  human  praife, 
When  human  is  fupported  by  divine. 
I'll  introduce  Lorenzo  to  himfelf ; 
Pleafure  and  pride  (bad  mailers!)  (hare  our  hearts, 
As  love  of  pleasure  is  ordain'd  to  guard 
And  feed  our  bodies,  and  extend  our  race, 
The  love  at  praife  is  planted  to  protect 
And  propagate  the  glories  of  the  mind. 

What  is  it  but  the  love  of  praife  infpires,        410 
Matures,  refines,  enibclljfhes,  exalts, 


Earth's  happinefs  ?  From  that  the 

The  grand,  the  marvellous,  of  civil  life, 

Want  and  convenience,  under-workers,  lay 

The  bafis  on  which  love  of  glory  builds. 

Nor  is  thy  life,  O  virtue  !  lefs  in  debt 

To  praife,  thy  fecret  Simulating  friend. 

Were  men  not  proud,  what  merit  ftiould  we  mifs ! 

Prlfe  made  the  virtues  of  the  pagan  world. 

Praife  is  the  fait  that  feafons  right  to  man,        420 

And  whets  his  appetite  for  moral  good. 

Thirft  of  applaufe  is  virtue's_/mj/M/  guard  ; 

Reafon  her  firft ;  but  reafon  wants  an  aid; 

Our  private  reaibn  is  a  flatterer; 

Thiril  of  applaufe  calls  public  judgment  in, 

To  poile  our  own,  to  keep  an  even  fcale, 

And  give  endanger'd  virtue  fairer  play. 

Here  a  fifth  proof  arifes,  ilronger  flill  : 
Why  this  fo  nice  conftru&ion  of  our  hearts? 
Thefe  delicate  moralities  offenfe,  43$ 

This  confitutional  relerve  of  aid 
To  fuccour  virtue  when  our  reafon  fails, 
If  virtue,  kept  alive  by  care  and  toil, 
And  oft  the  mark  of  injuries  on  earth, 
When  labour'd  to  maturity  (its  bill 
Of  difciplines,  and  pains,  unpaid)  muft  die  ? 
Why  freighted-rich  to  daih  againft  a  rock? 
Were  man  to  perilh  when  moil  fit  to  live, 
O  how  mif-fpeiit  were  all  thefe  ftratagems, 
By  (kill  divine  eiuvovcn  in  our  frame  !  443 

Where  are  heaven's  holinefs  and  mercy  fled  ? 
Laughs  heaven  at  once  at  virtue  and  at  man  f 
If  not,  why  that  difcoarag'd,  this  deftroy'd  ? 

Thus  far  ambition.      What  fays  avarice? 
This  her  chief  maxim,  which  has  long  been  thine: 
"  The  wife  and  wealthy  are  the  fame," — I  grant  it. 
To  (lore  up  treafure  v/ith  inceffant  toil, 
This  is  man's  province,  this  his  higheft  praife. 
To  this  great  end  keen  injlincl  ftings  him  on. 
To  guide  that  inftincSl:,  reafon,  is  thy  charge ;      450 
Tis  thine  to  tell  us  where  true  treafure  lies: 
But,  reafon  failing  to  difcharge  her  truft, 
Or  to  the  deaf  discharging  it  in  vain, 
A  blunder  follows ;  and  blind  indujlry, 
Gall'd  by  the  fpur,  but  ftranger  to  the  courfe, 
(The  courfe  where  (lakes  of  more  than  gold  arc 

won) 

O'erloading  with  the  cares  of  diftant  age, 
The  iaded  fpirits  of  the  prefeni  hour, 
Provides  for  an  eternity  below. 

"  Tloujhalt  not  covet,"  is  a  wife  command;  46® 
But  bounded  to  the  wealth  the  fun  furveys  : 
Look  farther,  the  command  (lands  quire  revera'd, 
And  avarice  is  a  virtue  moft  divine. 
Is  faith  a  refuge  for  our  happinefs  ? 
Moft  fure  ;  and  is  it  not  for  reafon  too  ? 
.Nothing  thit  world  unriddles  but  the  next. 
Whence  inextinguifhable  third  of  gain  ? 
Frc  .n  inextinguifhable  life  in  man  : 
Man,  if  not  meant  by  ivorth  to  reach  the^y/lw, 
Had  wanted  wing  to  fly  fo  far  in  guilt.  47* 

Sour  grapes,  I  grant,  ambition,  avarice, 
Yet  ftill  their  root  is  immortality: 
Thefe  its  wild  growths,  fo  bitter  and  fo  bafe, 
(Pain  and  reproach!)  religion  can  reclaim, 
Refine,  exalt,  throw  down  their  poifoaous  lzsf 
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Afld  make  them  fparlcle  in  the  bowl  of  blifs. 
See,  the  third  ivitnefs  laughs  at  blifs  remote, 
And  falfely  proirufes  an  Eden  here  : 
Truth  (he  fhall  Ipeak  for  once,  though  prone  to  lie, 
A  common  cheat,  and  pleafure  is  her  name.       480 
To  pleafure  never  was  Lorenzo  deaf; 
Then  hear  her  now,  nawfr/t  thy  real  friend. 

Since  nature  made  us  not  more  fond  than  proud 
Of  happinefs  (whence  hypocrites  in  joy  ! 
JVIakers  of  mirth  !  artificers  of  fmiles!) 
Why  (hould  the  joy  mofl  poiguanty^/?  affords 
Burn  us  with  blufhes,  and'  rebuke  our  pride  ? — 
Thofe  heaven-born  blufhes  tell  us  man  defcends, 
Ev'n  in  the  zenith  of  his  earthly  blifs : 
Should  reafon  take  her  infidel  repoi'e,  490 

This  honed  injlinfl  fpeaks  our  lineage  high  ; 
This  inftinct  calls  on  darknefs  to  conceal 
Our  rapturous  relation  to  the  flails. 
Our  glory  covers  us  with  noble Jbaate, 
And  he  that's  unconfounded,  is  unmannd. 
The  man  that  blufhes  is  not  quite  a  brute. 
Thus  far  with  th'ee,  Lorenzo  !  will  1  clofe, 
Pleafure  h  good,  and  man  for  pleafure  made  ; 
But  pleafure  full  of  glory,  as  of  joy ; 
Pieafure,  which  neither  Ll/>fhes,  nor  expires.       500 

The  witntffes  are  heard  ;  the  caufc  is  o'er; 
Let  conference  file  the  fentence  in  her  court, 
Dearer  than  deeds  that  half  a  realm  convey  : 
Thus  feal'd  by  truth,  th'  authentic  record  runs. 

"  Know,  all ;  know,  irfidels, — unapt  to  know  ! 
"   Tis  immortality  your  nature  foives; 
"  'Tis  immortality  decyphers  man, 
"  And  opens  all  the  myfteries  of  his  make, 
"  Without  it  half  his  infiinfts  are  a  riddle  ; 
"  Without  it  all  his  virtues  are  a  dream,  510 

"   His  very  crimes  atteft  his  dignity  ; 
"  His  fatelefs  third  of  pleafure ,  geld,  andjOwr, 
"  Declares  bim  born  for  bleflings  infinite: 
"  What  lefs  than  infinite  makes  un-abfurd 
"  Pajions,  which  all  on  earth  but  more  inflames  ? 
"  Fierce  pailions,  fo  rnif-nteafur'd  to  tats  fcene, 
•f  Stretch 'd  ox«t,  like  eagles  wing*:,  beyond  our  neft, 
"  Far,  far  beyond  the  worth  of  all  below. 
14  For  earth  too  large,  prefage  a  nobler  flight, 
"  And  evidence  our  title  to  \htjkies. "  520 

Ye  gentle  theologues,  of  calmer  kind  ! 
Whofe  conftitution  dictates  to  your  pen,        [hell ! 
"Who,    cold  yourfelves,  think  ardour  comes  from 
Think  not  our  paffions  from  corruption  fprung, 
Though  to  corruption  now  they  lend  their  wings; 
That  is  their  miftiefs,  not  their  metier.      All 


(And  juftly) 


deem  divine  :   I  fee, 


I  feel  a  grandeur,  in  the  pajjinns  too, 
Which  fpeaks  their  high  dcfcent,  and  glorious  en4 ; 
Which  i'peaks  them  rays  of  an  eternal  fire.       530 
In  Paradife  itfelf  they  burnt  as  llrong, 
Ere  Adam  fell;  though  wifcr  in  their  aim, 
Like  the  proud  Eaftern,  ftruck  by  Providence, 
What  though  our  pcj/ions  are  run  mad,  and  {loop 
With  low,  terreftrial  appetite,  to  graze 
On  trafh,  on  toys,  dethron  d  from  high  defire  ? 
Yet  ftill,  through  their  difgrace,  no  feeble  ray 
Of  greatnefs  {bines,  and  tells  us  whence  they  fell : 
But  thefe  (like  that  fall'n  monarch  when  reclaim 'd), 
When  reafon  moderates  the  rein  aright,  540 


Shall  re-afcend,  remount  their  former  fphere, 
Where  once  f*hey  foar'd  illuftrious ;  ere  feduc'd 
By  wanton  Eve's  debauch,  to  ftroll  on  earth, 
And  let  the  fublmiary  world  on  fire. 

But  grant  their  phrenfy  lafts;  their  phrenfy  fails 
To  difappoint  one  providential  end, 
For  which  heaven  blew  up  ardour  in  our  hearts : 
Were  renfon  filcnt,  boundiefsjto^wi  fpeaks 
A  future  fcene  of  bcundlefs  chjefts  too, 
And  brings  glad  tidings  of  eternal  day.  550 

Eternal  day  !   Tis  that  enlightens  all ; 
And  all,  by  that  enlighten 'd,  proves  it  Jure. 
Confider  man  as  an  immortal  being, 
Intelligible  all;   and  all  is  great; 
A  cryltalline  tranfparency  prevails, 
And  flakes  full  luftre  through  the  human  fphere  j 
Confider  man  as  mortal,  all  is  dark, 
And  wretched ;  rcxfin  weeps  at  the  furvey. 

The  learn'd  Lorenzo  cries,  "  And  let  her  weep, 
"   Weak  modern  reafon  :   Ancient  times  were  wife. 
"  Authotitj,  that  venerable  guide,  561 

"  Stands  on  my  part ;  the  fam'd  Athenian  porch 
"  (And  who  for  wifdom  fo  renown'd  as  they?} 
"  Deny'd  this  immortality  to  man." 
I  grant  it;  but  affirm,  they  proved  it  too. 
A  riddle  this ! — Have  patience  ;  I'll  explain. 

What  noble  vanities,  what  moral  flights, 
Glittering  through  their  romantic  wifdom's  page, 
Make  us,  at  once,  defpife  them,  and  admire  ? 
Fable  is  flat  to  thefe  high-feafon'd  fires !  570 

They  leave  th'  extravagance  of  fong  below. 
"  Flefli  {hall  not  feel;  or,  feeling,  {hall  enjoy 
"  The  dagger  or  the  rack  ;  to  them,  alike 
"  A  bed  of  rofes,  or  the  burning  bull." 
In  men  exploding  all  beyond  the  grave, 
Strange  dodrine,  this  !  As  dotfrine,  it  was  flrange  : 
But  not,  3$  prophecy ;   for  fuch  it  prov'd, 
And,  to  their  own  amazement,  wasfulfill'd  : 
They  feign 'd  a  firmnefs  Chrijlians  need  not  feign. 
The  Cbriftian  truly  triumph'd  in  the  flame  :       580 
The  Stoic  fdw,  in  double  w.mder  loft, 
Wonder  at  them,  and  wonder  at  himfelf, 
To  find  the  bold  adventures  of  his  thought, 
2\ot  bold,  and  that  he  {trove  to  lie  in  vain. 

Whence,  then,  thofe  thoughts  ?  Thofe  towering 

thoughts,  that  flew 
Such  monftrbus  heights  ? — From  infincl,  and  from 

pridt. 

The  glorious  Injiingl  of  a  deathlefs  foul, 
Confusedly  conicious  of  her  dignity, 
Suggefted  truths  they  could  not  underftand. 
In  lujl^s  dominion,  and  in  pajflons  ftorm,  590 

Truth's  fyuem  broken,  fcatter'd  fragments  lay, 
As  light  in  chaos,  glimmering  through  the  gloom  ; 
Smit  with  the  pomp  of  lofty  fentiments, 
Pleas'd  pride  proclaim'd,  what  reafon  difbeliev'd, 
Pride,  like  the  Delphic  prieftefs,  with  a  fwell, 
Rav'd  nonfenfe,  deftin'd  to  ^future  fenfe, 
When  life  immortal,  in  full  day,  {hould  fliine; 
And  death's  dark  Jbadoivs  fly  the  gofpel  fun. 
They  {poke,  what  nothing  but  immortal  fouls 
Could  fpeak ;  and  thus  the  truth  they  queftion'd, 

prov'd.  6oQ 

Can  then  absurdities,  as  well  as  crimes, 
Speak  man  immortal?  All  things  fpeak  him  fo, 

OK] 
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Much  has  been  urgM:  and  doft  thou  call  for  more? 
Call;  and  with  endlefs  queftions  be  didrefa'd, 
All  unrefolrable,  it  earth  is  all. 

"  Why  life,  a  moment ;  infinite,  defire  ? 
61  Our  wlfh,  eternity  ?  Our  home,  the  grave  ? 
"  Heaven's  promtft  dormant  lies  in  human  hope; 
Bt  Who  •w'jbes  life  immortal,  proves  it  too.        609 
•'  Why  happinefs,  purlued,  though  never  found  ? 
"   Man's  tl.irft  of  happinefs  declares  it  is, 
*'  (For  nature  never  gravitates  to  nought); 
*'  That  third  unquench'd  declares  it  is  net  here. 
"•   My  Lucia,  thy  Clariffa,  call  to  thought; 
"'   Why  csrdial  frietidjljip  rivetted  fo  deep, 
"  As  hearts  to  pierce  at  fir  ft,  at  parting  rend, 
"  If  friend,  and  friendfhip,  vanifh  in  an  hour  ? 
*'  Is  not  this  tot  rh,ent  in  the  mafic  of  joy  ? 
"  Why  by  tefeftion  marr'd  the  joys  offenfe  ? 
V  Why  pajl,  and  future,  preying  on  our  hearts,  620 
*'  And  putting  aii  our  frcfcnt  joys  to  death? 
"  Why  labours  reafon?  injlititt  were  as  well; 
"   Inftind  far  better  ;  what  can  cloofe,  can  err  : 
**  O  how  infallible  the  thoughtlcfs  brute  ! 
*'  'Twere  well  his  Holincfs  were  half  as  fure. 
*'  Reafvn  with  inclination,  why  at  war  ? 
*l  Why  lenle  of  guilt  ?  why  confdencc  up  in  arms?" 

Ccifcence  of  guilt,  is  prophecy  of  pain, 
And  bofcm-council  to  decline  the  blow. 
Reajon  with  inclination  ne'er  had  jarr'd,  630 

If  nothing  future  paid  forbearance  here  : 
Thus  1 1. — thefe,  and  a  thoufand  pleas  uncalled, 
All  promife,  fonie  enfare,  a  fecond  fcene  ; 
Which,  were  it  doubtful  ^  would  be  dtarer  far 
Than  all  things  eli'e  mod  certain;  Were  hfal'e. 
What  truth  on  earth  fe  precious  a"s  the  lie  ? 
*Tbis  world  it  gives  us,  let  \vhat  \vili  enfue; 
This  world  it  gives,  in  that  high  cordial,  hope: 
The  future  of  the  prefent  is  the  foul  :  639 

How  this  life  groans, when  fever'd  from  the  next. 
Poor  mutilated  wretch,  that  difbelicves ! 
J5y  dark  diftruft  his  being  cut  in  two, 
In  loth  parts,  perifhes;  life  void  of  joy, 
Sad  prelude  of  eternity  in  pain  ! 

Couldft  then  perfuade  me, the  next  life  could  fai 
Our  ardent  wifhts ;  how  ihuuld  I  pour  out 
My  bleeding  heart  in  anguiih,  nsiv,  as  deep  ! 
Oh !  with  what  thoughts,  thy  Lope,  and  my  defpair 
Abhorjr'd  annihilation  !  biafts  the  foul,  649 

And  wide  extends  the  bounds  of  human  woe  ! 
Could  I  believe  Loienzo's  fyduu  true, 
In  this  black  channel  would  my  ravings  run. 
'*   Grief  horn  t\ic  future  borrow'd  peace,  ere  while 
"  The  future  •vanijo'd!  and  the  prefent  paind! 
"   Strange  import  of  unpiecedented  ill ! 
"   Fall,  how  profound  !  Like  Lucifer's,  the  fall ! 
"  Unequal  fate!  his  fall,  without  his  guilt ! 
From  where  fond  hope  built  her  pavilion  high, 
The  gods  among,  huri'd  headlong-,  hurl'd  at  one 
To  night !  To  nothing,  darker  ftili  than  night!  66< 
If  'twas  a  drscm,  why  wake  me,  my  word  foe, 
Lorenzo  !  boadful  of  the  name  of  friend  ! 
O  for  d'eluilon  !  O  for  error  ftill  !  [plan 

Could  vengeance  ftrike  much  ftronger  than  t< 
A  thinking  being  in  a  world  like  this, 
Not  over-rich  before, now  beggar'd  quite; 
More  curd  than  at  the  fall  /—The  lun  gees  ou 


The  thorns  fhoot  up  !  What  thorns  in  every 

"  thought ! 

Why  fenfe  of  better?   It  imbitters  worfe.- 
Why  fcnfe  ?  why  life  ?    If  but  to    figh,  then 
"  fink  670 

To  what  I  was  !  tivice  nothing  !  and  much  woe! 
Woe,  from  heaven's  bounties  1  woe  from  whac 

"  was  wont 

To  flatter  moft,  high  inlt{lc£(ual power t. 
Thought,    viitue,    kwivkdgt  !    bkflings,   by    tbj 

"  fcheme, 

c   All  poifon'd  into  pains.     Firft,  knowledge,  once 
'    My  foul's  ambition,  noiv  lar  greatefl  dread. 
'  To  knoiu  tnyfdf,  true  wiidom  ? — No,  to  fhun 

*  1'hat  ihocking  fcience,  parent  of  defpair  1 

*  Avert  thy  mirror  :  if  I  fee,  I  die. 

"  Knoiv  my  Crcato>  ?  Climb  his  bleft  abode  680 
4  By  painful  fpeculation,  pierce  the  veil, 
4  Dive  in  his  nature,  read  his  attributes, 
'  And  gaze  in  admiration — on  ^foe, 
4  Obtruding  life,  with-holding  happinefs! 
;|  From  the  full  rivers  that  furround  his  throne, 
"   Not  letting  fall  one  drop  of  joy  on  man  ; 

Man  gafping  for  one  drop,  that  he  might  ceafe 
"  To  curfe  his  birth,  nor  envy  reptiles  more  ! 
"   Ye  fable  clouds!  ye  darkefl  ilwdesof  night !  689 
"  Hide  him,  for  ever  hide  him,  from  my  thought,- 
•*  Once  all  my  comfort;  fource, and  foul  of  joy  1 
"  No\v   leagu'd  with  furies,  and  with  *  thee,  a- 

"  gainil  me. 

f«  Kr.oiv  his  achievements  ?  Study  his  renown  ? 
"   Contemplate  this  amazing  univerie, 
'*  l)ropt  from  his  hand,  with  miracles  replete  1 
"  For  what  ?  'Mid  miracles  of  nobler  name, 
"  To  find  one  miracle  of  nijfty? 
"  To  find  the  being,  which  alone  can  know 
"   And  pi  ale  his  works,  a  blemifh  on  his  praife  ? 
"  Throligh  nature's  ample  range,  in  theught  to 
"  ft  roll.  700 

"•  And  ftar  tat  man,  the  fingle  mourner  there, 
"  Breatliing  high  hope !  cliuin'd  down  to  pangs, 

"  and  death  ? 

"  Knowing  is  fuffering  :  and  fliall  virtue  fhare 
"   The  figh  of  knowledge  ? — Virtue  fliares  the  figh. 
"  By  draining  up  the  iletp  ot  excellent y 
"  By  battles  fought,  and,  from  temptation,  won, 
"   What  gain  fhe,  but  the  pang  of  feeing  worth, 
"  Angelic  worth,  foon  fliuffled  in  the  dark 
"  With  every  vice,  and  fwept  to  brutal  duft  ? 
"  Merit  is  madnefs  ;  virtue  is  a  crime  ;  710 

"  A  crime  to  reafos:,  if  it  cofts  us  pain 
"  Unpaid :  what  pain,  amidll  a  thoufand  more, 
'*  To  think  the  moil  abandon  dt  after  days 
"  Of  triumph  o'er  their  betters,  find  in  death 
"  Asfoft  a  pillow,  nor  makeyWf/-  clay  ! 

"  Duty',    religion! — Thefe,  our  duty  done, 
"  Imply  reward.     Religion  is  miftake. 
"  Duty  ! — There's  none,  but  to  repel  the  cheat. 
"  Ye  cheats  !  away  !  ye  daughters  of  my  pride  ! 
"  Who  feign  your/elves  the  favourites  of  the  fkies: 
"  Ye  towering  hopes',  abortive  energies!         720 
''  That  tofsand  druggie  in  my  lying  bread, 
"  To  i'caie  the  fties,  and  build  preemptions  there, 
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>  As  I  were  heir  of  an  eternity. 
'  Vain,  vain  ambitions  1  trouble  me  no  more. 
'*  Why  travel  far  in  queft  of  fure  defeat  ? 
'*  As  bounded  as  my  being  be  my  wifh. 
'  Ail  is  inverted  ;  -wifJom  is  a  fool. 
'  Senfe,  take  the  rein ;  blind  faffion,  drive  us  on  ; 
*  And  ignorance,  befriend  us  on  our  way  ;          730 
"  Ye  new,  but  truejl  patrons  of  our  peace  ! 
"  Yes;  give  the  pulfe  full  empire;   live  the  brute, 
lf  Since  as  the  brute  we  die.     Thefum  of  man, 
"  Of  godlike  man  !  to  revel,  and  to  rot. 

"  But  not  on  equal  terms  with  ether  brutes  : 
"  'Their  revels  a  more  poignant  relifh  yiejd, 
"  And  fafcr  too  ;  they  never  poifons  choofe. 
*'  Injlintt  than  reofon  makes  more  wholefome  meals 
"  And  fends  all- marring  murmur  far  away. 
"  Forfenfual  life  they  beft  philofophife  ;  740 

*'  'Theirs  thatftrene  thefages  fought  in  vain  : 
"  Tis  man  alone  expoftulates  with  heaven  ; 
"  His  all  the  power  and  all  the  taufc  to  mourn. 
"  Shall  human  eyes  alone  diflblve  in  tears  ? 
**  And  bleed,  in  anguifh,  none  but  human  hearts? 
"  The  wide-ftretch'd  realm  of  intelkflualviot, 
<c  Surpaffingi/i'«/tf«/far,  is  all  our  own. 
*'  In  life  fo  fatally  diftinguifrTd,  why 
"  Cak  in  one  lot,  confounded,  lump'd,  in  death? 
"  Ere  yet  in  being,  was  mankind  in  guilt  ?        75® 
"  Why  thunder'd  this  peculiar  claufe  againft  us, 
"  All-mortal  and  all-ivretcbed  ? — Have  the  ikies 
"  Reafons  of  ftate  their  fubje<5ts  may  not  fcan, 
"  Nor  humbly  reafon  when  theyforely  figh  ? 
<e  All-ruoital  and  all  ivr  etched  ! — 'Tis  too  much; 
''  Unparallel'd  in  nature;  'tis  too  much 
"  On  being  unrcqueficd  at  thy  hands, 
''  Omnipotent  1  for  f  fee  nought 

"  And  why  fee  that  ?    Why  thought  ?    To  toil, 
and  eat,  759 

"  Then  make  our  bed  in  darknefs,  needs  no  thought. 

"  What  fuperfluities  are  reafoning  fouls  I 

"  O  give  eternity !  or  thought  deftroy. 

"  But  without  thought  our  curfe  were  half  unfelt; 

"  Its  blunted   edge   would   fpare   the    throbbing 
heart; 

11  And  therefore  'tis  beftow'd,  I  thank  thee,  reafon  f 

"  For  aiding  life's  too  fmall  calamities, 

*c  And  giving  being  to  the  dread  of  death. 

«'  Such  are  thy  bounties! — Was  it  then  too  much 

«'  For  me,  to  trefpafs  on  the  brutal  rights  ? 

"  Too  much  for  heaven  to  make  one  emmet  more  ? 

"  Too  much  for  chaos  to  permit  my  niafs  771 

«'  A  longer  ftay  with  effcnces  unwrought, 

"  Unfafhion'd,  untormenied  into  man  f 

"  Wretched  preferment  to  this  round  of  pains! 

"  Wretched  capacity  of  frenzy,  thought  / 

"  Wretched  capacity  of  dying  life  / 

'*  Life,  thought,  ivortb,  ivifdom,  All  (  O  foul  revolt) 

"  Once  friends  to  peace,  gone  over  to  the  foe. 
"  Death,  then,  has  chang'i  his  nature  too  :  O 
"  death  !  770, 

"  Come  to  my  bofom,  thou  beft  gift  of  heaven  ! 

"  Beft  friend  of  man  !  fmce  man  is  man  no  more  ! 

"  Why  in  this  thorny  ivildcrnefs  fo  long, 

<'  Since  there's  no  promiSd  land's  ambrofial  bower, 

"  To  pay  me  with  its  honey  for  my  icings  ? 

?'  If  needful  to  the  felfifh  fchcmes  of  heaven  ! 


"  To  fling  us  fore,  why  mockt  our  mifery  ? 

"  Why  this  fo  fumptuous  infult  o'er  our  heads? 

"  Why  this  illuftrious  canopy  difplay'd  ? 

"  Why  fo  magnificently  lodg'd  defpair  ? 

"  At  ftated  periods,  fure  returning,  roll  790 

"  Thefe£/c/Yo«j  orbs,  that  mortals  may  compute 

"  Their  length  of  labours,  and  of  pains;  nor  lofe 

'*  Their   nailery's   full  naeafure  ? Smiles  with 

"  flowers, 

"  And  fruits,  promifcuou^,  ever-teeming  earth, 
"  That  man  may  languifh  ia  luxurious  fcenes, 
"  And  in  an  Eden  mourn  his  wither'd  joys  ? 
"  Claim  earth  and  fkies  man's  admiration,  due 
"  Forficb  delights  !   Bieft  animals  f   too  wife 
"  To  wonder;   and  too  happy  to  complain  '.  799 

"  Our  doom  decreed  demands  a  mournful  fcene  : 
"  Why  not  a  dungeon  dark  for  the  condemn  d  ? 
"  Why  not  the  dragon's  fubterranean  den, 
"  For  man  to  howl  in  ?  Why  not  his  abode 
"  Of  the  fame  difmal  colour  with  his  fate  ? 
"  A  Thebes,  a  Babylon,  at  vaft  expence 
"  Of  time,  toil,  treafure,  art,  for  owls  and  adders, 
"  As  congruous,  as,  for  man,  this  lefty  dome, 
"  Which  prompts  proud  thought,  and  kindles  high, 

"  defire  ; 

"  If,  from  her  humble  chamber  in  the  duft, 
"  While  proud  thought  fsvells,  and  high  defire  in- 
"  flames,  810 

"  The  poor  tvnrm  calls  us  for  her  inmates  thete  i 
"  And,  round  us,  death's  inexorable  hand 
"  Draws  the   dark   curtain    clofe  ;  undrawn   no 

"  more. 

*'  Undraivn  no  more  '. — Behind  the  cloud  of  deatbt 
"  Once,  1  beheld  the  fun  ;   a  fun  which  gilt 
"  That  fable  cloud,  and  turn'd  it  all  to  gold  : 
"  How  the  grave's  alter'd  I    Fathomlefs,  as  hell  1 
"  A  real  hell  to  thofe  who  dreamt  of  heaven. 
"  Annihilation  !  How  it  yawns  before  me  '. 
"  Next  moment  I  may  drop  from  thought, horn  fen  !~e^ 
"  The  privilege  of  angels,  and  of  ivorms,  82 £ 

"  An  outcafl  from  exigence  !  and  this  fpirit, 
*'  1'his  all-pervading,  this  all-conicious  foul, 
:t  This  particle  of  energy  divine, , 
'  Which  travels  nature,  flics  from  flar  to  fiar, 
'  And  vifits  gods,  and  emulates  their  powers, 
'  For  ever  is  extinguifht.  Horror  !  death  ! 
'  Death  of  that  death  I  fearlefs  once  furvey'd  ! — • 
'  When  horror  vniverfal  fhail  defcend, 
'  And  heaven's  dark  concave  urn  all  human  race, 
'  On  that  enormous,  tinrefunding  tomb,  831 

'  How  juft  this  verfe  !  this  monumental  figh  !" 

Beneath  the  lumler  of  di>molifa\l worlds, 

Deep  in  the  rubbifo  of  the  general  ivreckt 

Sii'ept  ignominious  to  the  common  mcfs 

Of  matter,  never  d'ignify*  d  ivitb  life, 

Here  lie  frond  rationals  ;  The  fans  rf  heaven  ! 

The  lords  of  earth  !    The  property  ofiuorms  ! 

Beings  of  yefterday  !   and  not  to-morrow  ! 

M^ho  liv'd  in  terror ,  and  in  paiiars  expired  !  840 

All  gene  to  rot  in  chaos  ;  or  to  make 

Their  happy  Iranjit  info  blocks  or  brutes, 

Nor  longer  fully  their  Creator's  name. 

Lorenzo  !  hear,  paufe,  ponder,  and  pronounce. 
Juft  is  this  hiftory  ?  Iffuch  is  nun, 
G  iiij 
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Mankind's  hiftorian,  though  divine,  might  weep 
And  dares  Lorenzo  fmile  ! — I  know  thee  proud  ; 
For  once  let  pride  befriend  thee  ;  pride  looks  pale 
At  fuch  a  fcene,  and  fighs  for  fomething  more. 
Amid  thy  boafts,  prefumptibns,  and  difplays,  850 
And   art   though    then   a    fhadow  ?    JLefs    than 

(hade? 

A  nothing  ?  Left  than  nothing  ?  To  £ai*  been, 
And  not  to  be,  is  lower  than  unborn. 
Art  thou  ambitious  ?  Why  then  make  the  worm 
Thine  equal  ?"  Runs  thy  'tafte  of  pleafure  high'?' 
Why  patronize  fure  death  of  eve.y  j»y  ? 
Charm  riches  ?   Why  choofe  beggary  in  the  grave, 
Of  every  hope  a  bankrupt !   and  for  ever  ? 
Jlmbitiottjpleafurc,  avarice,  perfuade  thee  859 

To  make  that  world  of  glory,  rapture,  wealth, 
They  *  lately  frwd  the  foul's  fupreme  defire. 

What  art  thcu  made  of?  Rather,  how  unmade? 
Great  nature 's  mafter  appetite  deftroy'd  ! 
Is  endlefs  life  ard  happinef^  defpis'd  ? 
Or  both  wifh'd,  lere,  where  neither  can  be  found  ? 
Such  man's  perverfe,  eternal  war  with  heaven  ! 
Dar'ft  thou  perfift  ?  And  is  there  nought  on  earth, 
But  a  loi  g  train  of  tranfitory  forms, 
Rifing  and  breaking  millions  in  an  hour  ? 
Bubbles  of  a  fantaftic  deity,  blown  i:p  87® 

In  fport,  and  then  in  cruelty  deftroy'd  ? 
Oh  !  for  what  crime,  upmerciful  Lorenzo  ! 
Deftroys  thy  fcheme  the  ivbele  of  human  race  ? 
Kind  is  fell  Lucifer  compar'd  to  thee  : 
i) !  fpare  this  ivajle  of  being  half  divine  ; 
And  vindicate  th'  economy  of  heaven. 

Heaven  is  all  love;  all  joy  in  giving  joy  : 
It  never  had  created,  but  to  blefs  : 
And  (hall  it,  then,  ftrikc  off  the  lift  of  life, 
A  being  bleft,  or  worthy  fo  to  be  ?  88c 

Heaven  ftarts  at  an  annihilating  God. 

Is  that  all  nature  ftarts  at,  thy  defire  ? 
Art  fuch  a  clod  to  wifh  thyfclf  all  clay  ? 
What  is  that  dreadful  wifh  ? — The  dying  groan 
Of  nature,  murder'd  by  the  blacked  guilt. 
"What  deadly  poifon  has  thy  nature  drunk  ; 
To  nature  undebauch'd  no  fhock  fb  great ; 
^ature's^zr/?  wifh  is  endlefs  tufpinefs  ; 
Annihilation  is  an  after-thought, 
A  monftrous  wifh,  unborn  till  virtue  dies.          890 
And,  oh  !  what  depth  of  horror  lies  enclos'd  \ 
For  non-exiftence  no  man  ever  wifh'd. 
But,  firft,  he  wifh'd  the  Deity  deftroyed. 

*  If  fo  ;  what  words  are  dark  enough  to  draw 
Thy  pi&ure  true  ?  The  darkeit  are  too  fair. 
Beneath  what  baleful  planet,  in  what  hour 
Of  defperation,  by  what  fury's  aid, 
In  what  infernal  pofture  of  the  foul, 
All  hell  invited,  and  all  hell  in  joy 
At  fuch  a  birth,  a  birth  fo  near  of  kin,  900 

Did  thy  foul  fancy  whelp  fo  black  a  fcheme 
Of  hopes  abortive,  faculties  half-blown, 
deities  begun,  reduc'd  to  duft  ? 

There's  nought  (thou  fay'ft)  but  one  eternal 

flux 
Of  feeble  effences,  tumultuous  driven 

\gh  time's  rough  billows  into  KJglfs  abyfs. 

*  Jn  Night  PL 


Say,  in  this  rapid  tide  of  human  ruin, 

Is  there  no  rock,  on  which  man's  tofling  thought 

Can  reft  from  terror,  dare  his  fate  furvey, 

And  boldly  think  it  fanctbinjr  to  be  born  ?         910 

Amid  fuch  hourly  wrecks  of  being  fair, 

Is  there  no  central,  all-fuftaining  faafe, 

All  realifing,  all-connedling  power, 

Which,  as  it  call'd  forth  all  things,  can  recall^ 

An'd  force  dejlrucTion  to  refund  her  fpoil  ? 

Command  the  grave  reftore  her  taken  prey  ? 

Bids  death's  dark  vale  its  human  harveft  yield, 

And  earth,  and  ocean,  pay  their  debt  of  man, 

True  to  the  grand  depofit  trufted  there? 

Is  there  no  potentate,  whofe  outftretch'd  arm,    920 

When  ripening  time  calls  forth  th'  appointed  hour, 

Piuck'dfrom  foul  devajlatien  s  famifh'd  maw, 

Binds prefent,pajl,  and  future,  to  his  throne  ? 

His  throne,  how  glorious,  thus  divinely  grac'd, 

By  germinating  beings  cluftering  round  1 

A  garland  worthy  the  divinity  ! 

A  throne,  by  heaven's  omnipotence  In  f miles  t 

Built  (like  a  pharos  towering  in  the  waves) 

Amidft  irumenfe  effufions  of  his  love  ! 

An  ocean  of  communicated  blifs  !  930 

An  all-prolific,  all-preferving  god  ! 
This  were  a  god  indeed. — And  fuch  is  man, 
As  here  prefum'd  :  he  rifes  from  his  fall. 
Think'ft  thou  Omnipotence  a  naked  root,' 
Each  blcffom  fair  of  Deity  deftroy'd  ? 
Nothing  is  dead  ;  nay,  nothing  fle'eps ;  each  foul, 
That  ever  animated  human  clay, 
Now  wakes ;  i^  on  the  wing  :  and  where,  O  where, 
Will  the  fvvarm  fettle  ? — When  the  trumpet's  call, 
As  founding  brafs  colkds  u=  round  heaven's  throne 
Conglob'd,  we  bafk  in  everlafting  day,  941 

(Paternal  fplendour  !)  and  adhere  for  ever. 
Had  not  the  foul  this  outlet  to  the  Ikies, 
In  this  vaft  veffel  of  the  univerfe, 
How  fhould  we  gafp,  as  in  an  empty  void ! 
How  in  the  pangs  of  famifh'd  hope  expire  ! 

How  bright  my  profpedl  fhines ;  how  glcomys 

•thine! 

A  trembling  world  !  and  a  devouring  God  ! 
Earth,  but  the  fhambles  of  Omnipotence  ! 
Heaven  s  face  all  fiain'd  with  ca'ufelefs  maffacres 
Of  countlefs  millions,  born  to  feel  the  pang      951 
Of  being  lojl.    Lorenzo',   can  it  be  ? 
This  bids  us  fhudder  at  the  thoughts  of  life. 
Who  would  be  born  to  fuch  a  phantom  world, 
Where  nought  fubftantial  but  our  mifery 
Where  joy  (if  joy)  but  heightens  our  diftrefs, 
So  foon  to  pcrifh,  and  revive  no  more  ? 
The  greater/wc£  a  joy,  the  more  it  pains. 
A  world,  fo  far  from  great  (and  yet  how  great 
It  fhines  to  thee  ')  there's  nothing  real  in  it;    960 
J$c:;?g  a  fhadow;  confdoufnefs,  a  dream  ; 
A  dream,  how  dreadful !  Univerfal  blank 
Before  it,  and  behind  !  Poor  man,  a  fpark 
From  non-exiftence  (truck  by  wrath  divine, 
Glittering  a  moment,  nor  that  moment  fure, 
'Midft  upj>er,  nether,  and  furrounding  night, 
His  fad,  fure,  fudden,  and  eternal  tomb  ! 

Lorenzo  !  dofb  thou^/  thefe  arguments  ? 
Or  is  there  nought  but  vengeance  can  be  felt  ? 
How  haft  thou  dar'd  the  Deity  dethrone  ?•  97-3 
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HDW  dat'd  indiS  him  of  a  world  like  this? 
\tfucb  the  world,  creation  was  a  crime ; 
Tor  \vhat  is  crime  but  caufe  of  mifery  ? 
Ketrac"r,  blafphemer  !  and  unriddle  this, 
Of  endlefs  arguments  above,  beloio, 
Without  us,  and  ivithin,  the  Ihort  refult — 
"  If  man  s  immortal i  there's  a  Cod  in  beaytrt'* 

But  wherefore  futh  redundancy  ?  fuch  waile 
Of  argument  ?  One  fcts  my  friul  at  reft  !  979 

One  obvious,  and  at  hand,  and,  oh  ! — at  beatt. 
So  juft  the  Ikies,  Fhilander's  life  fo  pain'd, 
His  heart  fo  pure  ;  that,  or  fucceedir.g  fcenes 
Have  palms  to  give,  or  ne'er  had  he  been  bcrn. 
«'•    H' bat  an  old  tale  is  this  .'"  Lorenzo  cries. — 
I  grant  this  argument  is  old ;  but  truth 
No  years  impair  :  and  had  not  this  been  true, 
Thou  never  hadft  delpis'd  it  for  its  age. 
Truth  is  immortal  as  thy  foul ;    1&n&  fable 
As  fleeting  as  thy  joys  :  be  wife,  nor  make 
Heaven?s  higheft  blefling,  vengeance  ;  O  be  wife! 
Nor  make  a  curfe  ct  immortality.  99! 

Say.  know'ft  thou  what  it  is,  or  what  ibou  art  ? 
Know'ft  thou  th'  i?nportance  of  a  foul  immortal  ? 
Behold  this  midnight  glory  :  worlds  on  world's  ! 
Amazing  pomp  !   redouble  this  amaze  ; 
Ten  thoufand  add  ;   add  twice  ten  thoufand  more  ; 
^  Then  weigh  the  whole  ;  one  foul  outweighs  thejii 

all; 

And  calls  th'  aftonifhing  magnificence 
Of  uniitidligeni  creation  poor. 

For  this,  believe  not  me  ;  no  man  believe  ;  IOOO 
Truft  not  in  words,   but   deeds;  and   deeds   no 

lefs 

Than  thofe  of  the  Supreme  ;  nor  his,  a  few  ; 
Confult  them<z//;  confulted,  all  proclaim 
Thy  fool's  importance  :  tremble  at  thyfelf  j 
For  whom  Omnipotence  has  wnk'd  fo  long  : 
Has  wak'd,  and  work'd,  for  ages ;  from  the  birth 
Of  nature  to  this  unbelieving  hour. 

In  this  fmall  province  of  his  vaft  domain 
(All  nature  bow,  while  I  pronounce  his  name  !) 
What  has  God  done,  and  not  for  this  fole  end,  1010 
To  refcue  fouls  from  death  !    The  foul's  high  price 
Js  writ  in  all  the  conduct  of  che  Ikies. 
TlbcfouFt  bigh  price  is  the  creation's  iey. 
Unlocks  its  myfteries,  and  naked  lays 
The  genuine  caufe  of  every  deed  divine  : 
That  is  the  chain  of  ages ,  which  maintains 
Their  obvious  correspondence,  and  unites 
Moft  diftant  periods  in  one  bleft  defign  : 
That  is  the  mighty  tinge,  on  which  have  turn'd 
All  revolutions,  whether  we  regard  1020 

The  natural,  civil,  or  religious,  world  ; 
The  former  two  but  fervants  to  the  third  : 
To  that  their  duty  done,  they  both  expire, 
Their  mafs  new-caft,  forgot  their  deeds  renown  d : 
And  angels  afk,  "  Where  once  they  Jhone  fo  fair  ?" 

To  lift  us  from  this  abjedt,  to  fublime ; 
This  flux,  to  permanent ;  this  dark,  to  day; 
This  foul,  to  pure ;  this  turbid,  to  ferenc  ; 
This  mean,  to  mighty  ! — for  this  glorious  end 
Th*  Almighty,  rifing,  his  long  Sabbath  broke  ! 
The  world  was  made  ;  was  ruin'd ;  was  reftor'd ; 
JLaws  from  the  ikies  were  publifli'd  ;  were   re- 
pcal'dj  103* 


On  earth  kings,  kingdoms,  rofe  ;  kings,  kingdoms. 

fell; 

Fam'd  fages  lighted  up  the  pagan  world  ; 
Prophets  from  Sion  darted  a  keen  glance 
Through  diftant  age ;  faints  traveli'd  ;  martyrs 

bled ; 

By  wonders  facred  nature  flood  control'd ; 
The  living  were  tranflated  ;  dead  were  rais'd  ; 
Angels,  and  more  than  angels,  came  from  hca« 

ven  ; 

And,  oh  !  for  ibis,  defcended  lower  ftiil  •         104* 
Guilt  was  hell's  gloom  ;  aftonifh'd  at  his  gueft, 
For  one  fhort  momei.t  Lucifer  ador'd  : 
Lorenzo  !  and  wilt  thou  do  lefs? — For  this, 
That  hallow* d page,  fools  feoff  at,  was  inlpir'd, 
Of  all  thefe  truths  thrice  venerable  code  ! 
Derjts  !  perform  your  quarantine;  and  then. 
Fall  proftrnte,  ere  you  touch  ir,  left  you  die. 

Nor  iefs  intenfely  bent  infernal  powers 
To  mar,  than  thofe  of  light,  this  end  to  gain. 
O  what  a  fcene  is  here  . — Lorenzo  !  wake  ! 
Rife  to  the  thought ;  exert,  expand  thy  foul 
To  take  the  vaft  idea  :   it  denies 
All  elfe  the  name  of  great.    Two  warring  worlds  J 
Not  Europe  againft  Afric  ;  warring  worlds  ! 
Of  mere  than  mortal!  mounted  en  the  wing  I 
On  ardent  wings  of  energy  and  zeal, 
High-hovering  o'er  this  litrle  brand  of  ftrife  ! 
This  fublunary  bail— But  ftrife,  for  what  ? 
In  their  own  caufe  conflicting  ?  No ;  in  thine, 
In  man  s.   H^ftngle  intereft  blows  the  flame  ,  jo6o 
His  the  fole  liake ;  his  fate  the  trumpet  founds, 
Which  kindles  war  immortal.     How  it  burns  ! 
Tumultuous  i  warms  of  deities  in  arms  '. 
Force,  force  oppofing,  till  the  waves  run  high, 
And  tempeft  nature's  univerfal  fphere. 
Such  oppofites  eternal,  ftedfaft,  Hern, 
Such  foes  implacable  are  good ',  and  ill ; 
Yet  man,  vain  man,  would  meditate  peace  between, 

them. 
Think  not    this    fidion,  "   There   was   war  in 

"  heaven"  1069 

From  heaven's  high   cryftal  mountain,  where  it 

hung,  [bow, 

Th'  Almighty's  out-ftretch'd  arm  took  down  his 
And  ihot  his  indignation  at  the  deep  • 
Re-thunder'd  bell,  and  darted  all  her  fires. 
And  foems  the  flake  of  little  moment  ftili? 
And  {lumbers  man,  who  fingly  caus'd  the  ftorm  ? 
He  fleep? — And  art  thou  fhock'd  at  myjleries  f 
The  greateft,  thou.     How  dreadful  to  reflect, 
What  ardour,  care,  and  counfel  mortals  caufer 
In  breads  divine  !  how  little  in  their  own  ! 
Where'er  I  turn,   how  new  proofs  pour  uport 

me!  I08o 

How  happily  this  wondrous  view  fupports 
My  former  argument )   How  ftronglyj#rtf« 
Immortal  life's  full  demonftration,  here  ' 
Why  this  exertion  ?  Why  this  ftrange  regard 

From  heaven's  Omnipotent  indulg'd  to  man  ? 

Becaufe,  in  man,  the  glorious  dreadful  power, 
Extremely  to  be  pain'd,  or  blefl  for  ever. 
Duration  gives  importance  ;  fwclls  the  price. 
An  angel,  if  a  creature  of  a  day, 
What  would  he  be  ?  A  trifle  of  no  weight ;     IQQO 
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Or  (land,  or  fall ;  no  matter  which ;  he's  gone. 

JSecaufe  immortal,  therefore  is  indulg'd 

This  flrange  regard  of  deities  to  duft. 

Hence  heaven  looks  down  on  earth  with  all  her 

eyes  : 

Hence,  the  foul's  mighty  moment  in  her  fight : 
Hence,  every  foul  has  partifans  above, 
And  every  thought  a  critic  in  the  Ikies: 
Hence,  clay,  vile  clay  !  has  angels  for  its  guard, 
And  every  guard  a  paflion  for  his  charge  : 
Hence,  from  all  age,  the  cabinet  divine  Iioo 

Has  held  high  counfel  o'er  the  fate  of  man. 

Nor  have  the  clouds  thofe  gracious  counfels  hid; 
Angels  undrew  the  curtain  of  the  throne, 
And  Providence  came  forth  to  meet  mankind  : 
In  various  modes  of  emphafis  and  awe, 
Jfe  fpoke  his  will,  and  trembling  nature  heard  ; 
He  fpoke  it  loud,  in  thunder  and  in  ftorm. 
Witnefs,  thou  Sinai !  whole  cloud-cover'd  height, 
And  fliaken  hafis,  own'd  the  prefent  God ; 
"Witnefs,  ye  billotus !  whole  returning  tide,     Jlio 
Breaking  the  chain  that  faflen'd  it  in  air, 
Swept  Egypt  and  her  menaces,  to  hell : 
"Witnefs,  ye  fames  !  th'  Aflyrian  tyrant  blew 
To  fevenfold  rage,  as  impotent,  as  flrong  : 
And  thou,  earth  '  witnefs,  whofe  expanding  jaws 
Clos'd  o'er  * prefumpticn 's  facrilegious  fons  : 
Has  not  each  element,  in  turn,  fubfcrib'd 
The  foul's  high  price,  and  fworn  it  to  the  wife  ? 
Has  not  flame,  ocean,  ether,  earthquake,  ftrove 
To  ftrike  this  truth  through  adamantine  man  ?  1 1 20 
If  not  all  adamant,  Lorenzo  !  hear ; 
All  is  delufion  ;  nature  is  wrapt  up, 
In  tenfold  night,  from  reafons  keenefl  eye  ; 
There's  no  confidence,  meaning,  plan,  or  end, 
In  all  beneath  the  fun,  in  all  above, 
(As  far  as  man  can  penetrate),  or  heaven 
Is  an  immenfe,  ineftimable  prize ; 
Or  all  is  nothing,  or  that  prize  is  all — 
And  {hall  each  toy  be  ftill  a  match  for  heaven, 
And  full  equivalent  for  groans  below  ?  1 130 

Who  would  not  give  a  trifle  to  prevent 
"What  he  would  give  a  thoufand  worlds  to  cure  ? 

Lorenzo  !  thou  haft  ft  en  (if  thine  to  fee) 
All  nature,  and  her  God  (by  nature's  courfc, 
And  nature's  courfe  controul'd')  declare  for  me  ; 
The  fkies  above  proclaim,  "  immortal  man  !" 
And,  "  man  immortal .'"  all  below  refounds. 
The  world's  a  fyftem  of  theology, 
Read  by  the  greateft  ftrangers  to  the  fchools ; 
If  bonejl,  learned  :  andfages  o'er  a  plough.      1140 
Is  not  Lorenzo!  then  irnpos'd  on  thee 
This  hard  alternative ;  or,  to  renounce 
Thy  reafon,  or  ihyfenfe  ,•  or,  to  believe  ? 
What  then  is  thy  unbelief?  'Tis  an  exploit ; 
A  ftrenuous  enterprife  :  to  gain  it,  man 
Muft  burft  through  every  bar  of  common  fenfe, 
Of  common  fliame,  magnanimoufly  wrong; 
And  what  rewards  the  fturdy  combatant  ? 
His  prize,  repentance  ;  infamy,  his  crown.  1149 

But  wherefore,  infamy  ? — For  want  ut  faith, 
Down  the  fleep  precipice  of  wrong  he  Hides ; 
There's  nothing  to  fupport  him  in  the  right. 


Faith  in  the  future  wanting  is 

In  embryo,  every  weaknefs,  every  guilt ; 

And  ftrong  temptation  ripens  it  to  btrib. 

]f  this  life's  gain  invites  him  to  the  deed, 

Why  not  his  country  ibid,  his  father  flain  ? 

'  J'is  virtue  to  purfue  our  good  fupreme ; 

And  his  fupreme,  his  only  good  is  here. 

Ambition,  avarice,  by  the  wife  difdain'd,  Il6« 

Is  perfect,  ivi'jlom,  while  mankind  are  fools, 

And  think  a  turf,  or  tomb-ftone,  covers  all : 

"TLtfe  find  employment,  and  provide  forjenre 

A  richer  pafture,  and  a  larger  range ; 

Andfcnfe  by  right  divine  afcends  the  throne, 

When  -virtue's  prize  and  profpccft  are  no  more ; 

Virtue  no  more  we  think  the  will  of  heaven. 

Would  heaven  quite  beggar  virtue,  if  belov'd  ? 

"  Has  ith ins  charms?" — I  grant  her  heavenly 

fair; 

But  if  unportion'd,  all  will  intcrejl  wed ;          II7Q 
'1  hough  that  our  admiration,  this  our  choice. 
The  virtues  grow  on  immortality  ; 
That  root  deftroy'd,  they  wither  and  expire. 
A  deity  believ'd,  will  nought  avail; 
Rewards  and  punifaments  make  God  ador'd  ; 
And  hopes  zndfiars  give  conscience  all  her  power. 

As  in  the  dying  parent  dies  the  child, 
Virtue  with  immortality t  expires. 
Who  tells  me  he  denies  his  foul  immortal, 
Whate'er  his  boaft,  has  told  me,  He's  a  knave.  Il8« 
His  duty  'tis,  to  love  himfelf  alone  ; 
Nor  care  though  mankind  perifh,  if  he  fmiles. 
Who  thinks  ere  long  the  man  {hall  wholly  die, 
Is  dead  already  ;  nought  but  brute  furvives. 

And  are  there  fuch  ? — Such  candidates  there 

arc 

For  more  than  death  ;  for  utter  lofs  of  being, 
Being,  the  bafis  of  the  Ucity  ! 
Aflc  you  the  caufc  ? — The  caufe  they  will  not  tell: 
Nor  need  they  :   O  the  forceries  of  fenfe. f 
'They  work  this  transformation  on  the  foul,     1190 
Difmount  her,  like  the  ferpent  at  the  fall, 
Difmount  her  from  her  native  wing,  (which  foar'd 
Ere-while  ethereal  heights),  and  throw  her  down, 
To  lick  the  dull,  and  cra-wl  in  fuch  a  thought. 

Is  it  in  words  to  paint  you  ?  O  ye  fall'n  ! 
Fall'n  from  the  wings  of  reafon,  and  of  hope  t 
Eredl  in  feature,  prone  in  appetite  1 
Patrons  of  pleafure,  polling  into  pain  ! 
Lovers  of  argument,  averfe  to  fenfe  ! 
Boafters  of  liberty,  faft  bound  in  chains!        I  ZOO 
Lords  of  the  wide  creation,  and  the  fliame  ! 
More  fenfelefs  than  th*  irrationals  you  fcorn  ! 
More  bafe  than  thofe  you  rule  !     Than  thofe  you 

p^y, 

Far  more  undone  /  O  ye  mofl  infamous 

Of  beings,  from  fuperior  dignity  ! 

Deepelt  in  woe  from  means  of  boundlefs  blifs ! 

Ye  curft  by  blcflings  infinite  !  becaufe 

Moft  highly  favour'd,  mofl  profoundly  loft  ! 

Ye  motly  mafs  cf  contradiction  ftrong  I  1*09 

And  are  you,  too,  convinc'd,  your  iouls  fly  off 

In  exhalation  foft,  and  die  in  air, 

From  the  full  flood  of  evidence  againjl  you  ? 

In  the  coarfe  drudgeries  and  finks  of  fenfe, 

Your  fouls  have  quite  worn  out  the  make  of  heaven^ 
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J3y  vice  new-caft,  and  creatures  of  your  own  : 
But  though  you  can  deform,  you  can't  dejlroy  ; 
To  curfe,  not  uncreate,  is  all  your  power. 

Lorenzo  !  this  black  brotherhood  renounce; 
Renounce  St.  Evremont,  and  read  St.  Paul. 
Ere,  rapt  by  miracle,  by  reafon  wing'd,  I?,2O 

His  mounting  mind  made  long  abode  in  heaven. 
This   \%  freethinking,  unconfin'd  to  farts. 
To  fend  the  foul,  on  curious  travel  bent, 
Through  all  the  provinces  of  human  thought ; 
To  dart  her  flight  through  the  whole  fphere  of 

man  ; 

Of  this  vaft  univerfe  to  make  the  tour  ; 
In  each  recefs  vlfpacc  and  time,  at  home ; 
Familiar  with  their  wonders  ;  diving  deep  ; 
And,  like  a  prince  of  boundlef*  interefts  there, 
Still  mod  ambitious  of  the  moft  remote  ;         1230 
To  look  on  truth  unbroken,  and  entire ; 
Truth  in  the/>y?«w,  the  full  orb ;  where  truths 
By  truths  enlightened,  and  fuftain'd,  afford 
An  arch-like,  ftrong  foundation,  to  fupport 
Th'  incumbent  weight  of  abiolute,  complete 
Con<ui8l<i>i ;  here,  the  more  we  prefs,  we  ftand 
More  firm  ;  who  moft  examine,  muft  telievt, 
Parts>  like  half-fentences,  confound  ;  the  it-hole 
Conveys  the  fenfe,  and  God  is  underilood  ; 
"Who  not  in  fragments  writes  to  human  lace:  1240 
Read  his  -whole  volume,  fceptic  !  then  reply. 
This,  this,  is  thinking  free,  a  thought  that  grafps 
Beyond  a  grain,  and  looks  beyond  an  hour. 
Turn  up  thine  eyes,  furvey  this  midnight  fcene ; 
What  are  earth's  kingdoms,  to  yon  boundlefs  orbs 
Of  human  fouls,  one  clay,  the  deftin'd  range  ? 
And  what  yon  boundlefs  orbs,  to  godlike  man  ? 
Thofe  numerous  worlds  that  throng  the  firmnment 
And  afk  more  fpace  in  heaven,  can  roll  at  large 
In  man's  capacious  thought,  and  ftill  leave  room 
For  ampler  orbs,  for  nfw  creations,  there.       1251 
Canfuc/j  a  foul  contract  itfelf,  to  gripe 
A  point  of  no  dimenfion,  of  no  weight  ? 
Jt  can  ;  it  does  :  the  it-arid  is  fuch  a  point  : 
And,  of  that  point,  hovfjmall  a  part  cnflaves  ! 

How  fmali  a  part — of  nothing,  fhall  1  lay  ? 
Why  not  ? — Friends,  our  chief  trcafure  !  how  they 

drop ! 

Lucia,  NarchTa  fair,  Philander  gone  ! 
The  grave,  like  fabled  Cerberus,  has  op'd 
A  triple  mouth  ;  and,  in  an  awful  voice,         1261 
Loud  calls  my  foul,  and  utters  all  I  fing. 
How  the  world  falls  to  pieces  round  about  us, 
And  leaves  us  in  a  ruin  of  our  joy  ! 
What  fays  this  tranf foliation  of  my  friends  ? 
It  bids  me  love  the  place  where  noiv  they  dwell, 
And  fcorn  this  wretched  fpot  they  leave  io  poor. 
Eternity's  vaft  ocean  lies  before  thee  ; 
There,  there  ;   Lorenzo  !   thy  Clariffa  fails. 
Give  thy  mind  fea-room;   keep  it  wide  of  earth, 
That  rock  of  fouls  immortal ;  cut  thy  cord  ;     127 
Weigh  anchor;  fpread  thy  fails;  call  every  wine 
Eye  thy  great  pole-far  ;  make  the  land  of  life, 

Two  kinds  of  a£e  has  double-natured  man, 
And  two  of  death  ;  the  laJJ  far  more  fevere. 
Life  animal  is  nuitur'd  by  the  fun  ; 
Thrives  on  his  bounties,  triumphs  in  his  beams 
2Ufe  rational  fubfifts  on  higher  food, 


riumphant  in  bit  beams,  who  made  the  day. 
Vhen  we  leave  that  fun,  arid  are  left  by  this, 
The  fate  of  all  who  die  in  ftubboru  guilt)     1280 
Tis  utter  darknefs;  ftrictly  double  death. 
Ve  fink  by  no  judicial  ftroke  of  heaven, 
Jut  nature's  courfe  ,•   as  fure  as  plumbets  fall. 

ince  God,  or  man,  muft  alter,  ere  they  meet, 
Since  light  and  darknefs  blend  not  in  one  fphere) 
Tis  manifeft,  Lorenzo  !  iulo  muft  change. 

If,  then,  that  double  death  Ihould  prove  thy  lot, ' 
Jlame  not  the  bowels  of  the  Deity ; 
Man  (hall  be  bleft,  as  far  as  man  permits. 

t  man  alone,  all  rationals,  heaven  arms        Iio,® 
With  an  illuftrious,  but  tremendous,  power 
To  counter-acl  its  own  moft  gracious  ends ; 
And  this,  of  ftridl  neceflity,  not  choice  ; 
'•That  power  deny'd  men,  angels,  were  no  more 
13ut  paflive  engines,  void  of  praife  or  blame. 
A  nature  rational  implies  the  power 
Of  being  bleft,  or  wretched,  as  we  pleafe ; 
Eiie  idle  reafon  would  have  nought  to  do  ; 
And  he  that  would  be  barr'd  capacity 
Of  pain,  courts  incapacity  of  blifs.  130% 

Heaven  "wills  our  happinefs,  allows  our  doom  j 
Invites  us  ardently,  but  not  compels ; 
Heaven  but  perf nodes,  almighty  mzn  decrees  ; 
Man  is  the  maker  of  immortal  fates. 
Man  falls  by  man,  if  finally  he  falls : 
And  fall  he  mujl^  who  learns  from  death  alone, 
The  dreadful  fecret — That  he  lives  for  ever. 
Why  this    to,   thee  ? — Thee    yet,  perhaps,    ia 
doubt, 

Of  fecond  life  ?  But  wherefore  doubtful  ftill  ? 

Eternal  life  is  nature's  ardent  wifh  : 

What  ardently  we  wifh,  wcfoon  believe  : 

Thy  tardy  faith  declares  that  wifh  deftroy'd  : 

What  has  deftroy'd  it  ?— Shall  I  tell  thee  what? 

WhenyiwV  the  future,  'tis  no  longer  wiAYd  ; 

And,  when  unwiuYd,.we/?rzo/<r  to  difbelieve. 

"    "Thus  infidelity  our  guilt  betrays" 

Nor  that  thejo/e  detection  !    Blufh  Lorenzo  I 

Blufh  for  hypocrify,  if  not  for  guilt. 

The  future  fear' d? — An  infidel,  and  fear  ? 

Fear  what  r1  A  dream  ?  A  fable  ? — Hew  thy  dread, 

Unwilling  evidence,  and  thereforey?rong-,          *3%l 

Affords  my  caufe  an  undefign'd  fupport ! 

How  diflelief  affirms  what  it  denies! 

"   Jt  una-wares,  ajferts  immortal  life" 

Surprifing  !  infidelity  turns  out 

A  creed,  and  a  confejjlcn  of  our  ftns  : 

Apoftates,  thus,  are  orthodox  divines. 
Lorenzo  1  with  Lorenzo  clafli  no  more  ; 

Nor  longer  a  tranffarent  vizor  wear. 

Think'ft  thou,  religion  only  has  her  mcfk  ? 

Our  infidels  are  Satan's  hypocrites,  1 33  j 

Pretend  the  worft,  and,  at  the  bottom,/;?//. 

When  vifited  by  thought  (thought  ivill  intrude), 

Like  him  they  lerve,  they  tremble,  and  believe, 

Is  their  hypocrify  fo  foul  as  this; 

So  fatal  to  the  welfare  of  the  world  ? 

What  dtitejlation,  wrhat  contempt^  their  due  ! 

And,  if  unpaid,  be  thank'd  for  their  efcape 

That  Chriftian  candour  theyjlrivc  hard  to  fcorn  : 

If  not  for  that  afylum,  they  might  rind  1346 

A  hell  on  earth ;  nor  'foape  a  worfc  below. 
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With  infolencc,  and  impotence  of  thought, 
Inftead  of  racking  fancy  to  refute, 
Reform  thy  manners,  and  the  truth  enjoy. — 
But  fhall  I  dare  onfcfs  the  dire  refult  ? 
Can  thy  proud  reafon  brook  fo  black  a  brand  ? 
From  purer  manna  s,  tQfublimerfaitbt 
Is  nature's  unavoidable  afcent ; 
An  honejl  deift,  where  the  gofpel  fhines, 
Matur'd  to  nobler,  in  the  GbriJHa*  ends.         1350 
When  that  bleft  change  arrives,  e'en  caft  afide 
This  fong  fuperfluous;  life  immortal  ftrikea 
Convidion,  in  a  flood  of  light  divine. 
A  Cbrijlian  dwells,  like  *  Uriel,  in  the  fun; 
Meridian  evidence  puts  doubt  to  flight ; 
And  ardent  hope  anticipates  the  ikies. 
Of  that  bright  fun,  Lorenzo !   Icale  the  fphere  ; 
*Tis  eafy  !  it  invites  thee  ;  it  defcends 
From  heaven  to  woo,  and  waft  thee  whence  it 

came  : 

Read  and  revere  the  f acred  page ;  a  page         1360 
Where  triumphs  immortality  ,  a  page 
Which  not  the  whole  creation  could  produce  ; 
Which  not  the  conflagration  fhall  deftroy, 
'Tis  printed  in  the  mind  of  gods  for  ever, 
In  nature's  ruins  not  one  letter  loft. 

In  proud  difdain  of  what  ev'n  gods  adore, 
Doft  fmile  I — Pour  wretch!  thy  guardian  angel 

weeps. 

Angels  and  men  affent  to  what  I  fing; 
Wits  fmile,  and  thank  me  for  my  midnight  dream. 
How  vicious  hearts  fume  frenzy  to  the  brain  !    , 
Parts  pufh  us  on  to  pride,  and  pride  to  fhame ; 
Pert  infidelity  is  wit's  cockade,  1374 

To  grace  the  brazen  brow  that  braves  the  fkies, 
By  hfs  of  being,  dreadfully  fecure. 
Lorenzo  !  if  thy  do&rine  wins  the  day, 
And  drives  my  dreams,  defeated,  from  the  field ; 
If  this  is  all,  if  earth  z  final  fcene, 
Take  heed ;  ftand  fall ;  be  fure  to  be  a  knave. 
A  knave  in  grain  !  ne'er  deviate*to  the  right : 
Should'ft  thou  be  good — how  infinite  jthy  lofs  ! 
Guilt  only  makes  annihilation  gain.  1381 

Bleft  fcheme  !  which  life  deprives  of  comfort,  death 
Of  hope ;  and  which  vice  only  recommends. 
If  fo,  where,  infidels  !  your  bait  thrown  out 
To  catch  weak  converts  ?  where  your  lofty  boaft 
Of  zeal  for  virtue,  and  of  love  to  nan  ? 
Annihilation  !  I  confef*  in  thefe. 

What  can  reclaim  you  ?  Dare  I  hope  profound 
PbilofopLen  the  converts  of  zfong? 
Yet  know,  its  f  title  flatters  you,  not  me ;          1390 
Youra  be  the  praife  to  make  my  title  good; 
Mine  to  blefs  heaven,  and  triumph  in  your  praife. 
But  fmce  fo  peflilential  your  difeafe, 
Though  fovereign  is  the  medicine  I  prefcrihe, 
As  yet,  I'll  neither  triumph,  nor  defpair  : 
But  hope  ere  long  my  midnight  dream  will  wake 
Your  hearts,  and  teach  your  ivifJom — to  be  wife  : 
For  why  fhculd  fouls  immortal,  made  for  blifs, 
£'er  wifh  (and  wifh  in  vain  !)  that  fouls  could  die ! 
What  ne'er  can  die,  oh  !  grant  to  live ;  and  crown 
The  wifh,  and  aim,  and  labour  of  the  fkies;    1401 

*   MiJttn. 
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Increafe,  and  enter  on  the  joys  of  heaven  ; 
Thus  fhall  my  title  pafs  a  [acred  feal, 
Receive  an  imprimatur  from  above, 
While  angels  fhout — an  Infidel  Reclaimed  f 

To  clofe,  Lorenzo  !  fpire  of  all  my  pains, 
Still  feejns  it  ftrange,  that  thou  fhould'ft  live  for 

ever  ? 

Is  it  lefs  ftrange,  that  thou  fhould'ft  live  at  all? 
This  is  a  miracle ;   and  that  no  more. 
Who  gave  beginning,  can  exclude  an  end.      1419 
Deny  thou  art .•  Then  doubt  if  thoujbalt  6t. 
A  miracle  with  miracles  enclos'd, 
Is  man  :  and  ftarts  his  faith  at  what  \%Jirange  ? 
What  Icfs  than  wonders  from  the  wonderful? 
What  lefs  than  miracles  from  God  can  flow  ? 
Admit  a  God — that  myftery  fupreme  ! 
That  caufe  uncaus'd  1  all  other  wonders  ceafe; 
Nothing  is  marvellous  for  him  to  do  : 
Deny  him — all  is  myftery  befides  ; 
Millions  of  myfteries  !  each  darker  far,  J423 

Than  that  thy  wifdom  would  unwifely  fhun. 
If  weak  thy  faith,  why  choofe  the  harder  fide  ? 
We  nothing  know,  but  what  is  marvellous; 
Yet  what  is  marvellous,  we  can't  believe. 
So  weak  our  reafon,  and  fo  great  our  God, 
What  moft  furprifes  in  the  facred page, 
Or  full  as  ftrange,  or  ftranger,  mujl  be  true. 
Faith  is  not  reafon' s  labour,  but  repofe. 

To  faith  and  virtue,  why  fo  backward,  man  ? 
From  hence  : — The  prefint  ftrongly  ftrikes  us  all ; 
The  future  faintly  ;  can  we  then  be  men  ?        143! 
If  men,  Lorenzo  !  the  reverfe  is  right. 
Reafon  is  man's  peculiar  :   Senfe  the  brute's. 
The  prefent  is  the  fcanty  realm  of  fenfe  ; 
Thefufure,  reafon  s  empire  unconfin'd  : 
On  that  expending  all  her  godlike  power, 
She  plans,  provides,  expatiates,  triumphs,  there  ; 
There  builds  her  blefflng  '  There  expecls  herfraife ; 
And  nothing  alks  of  fortune,  or  of  man, 
And  what  is  reafon  ?  Be  fhe  thus  deiin'd  ;        1440 
Reafonjs  upright Jlature  in  the  foul. 
Oh  !  be  a  man ;  and  ftrive  to  be  a  god. 
"  For  what  ?  ( thoq  fay'ft)  To  damp  the  joys  of 

<'  life  r 

No  ;  to  give  heart  and  fubjlanee  to  thy  joys. 
That  tyrant,  hope ;  mark  how  fhe  domineers; 
She  bids  us  quit  realities  for  dreams ; 
Safety  and  peace  for  hazard  and  alarm ; 
That  tyrant  o'er  the  tyrants  of  the  foul, 
She  bids  ambition  quit  its  taken  prize. 
Spurn  the  luxuriant  branch  on  which  it  fits.   145* 
Though  bearing  crowns,  to  fpting  at  dijlant  game ; 
And  plunge  in  toils  and  dangers — for  repofe. 
If  hope  precarious,  and  of  things,  when  gain'd, 
Of  little  moment,  and  as  little  ft  ay, 
Can  fweeten  toils  and  dangers  into  joys  ; 
What  then,  that  hope,  which  nothing  can  defeat, 
Our  leave  unafH'd  ?  Rich  hope  of  boundlefs  blifs  ! 
Blifs,  paft  man's  power  to  paint  it ;  time't  to  clofe  1 

This  hope  is  earth's  moft  eftimable  prize  : 
This  is  man's  portion,  while  no  more  than  man  ; 
Hope,  of  all  paffions,  moft  befriends  us  here ;     146! 
Paffions  of  prouder  name  befriend  us  lefs. 
Joy  has  her  tears  ;  and  tranfport  has  her  death  ; 
Hope,  like  a  cordial,  inngcent,  though  ftrong, 
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Man's  heart  at  once  infpirits  zndferenes  ; 

Nor  makes  him  pay  his  wifdom  for  his  joys ; 

'Tis  all  our  prcfent  ftate  can  jaftly  bear, 

Health  to  the  frame  I  and  vigour  to  the  mind  ! 

A  joy  attemper'd  1   a  cbajlis'd  delight ! 

Like  the  fair  fummer  evening,  mild  and  fweet ! 

Tis  man's  full  cup  ;  his  paradife  below  !          1471 

A  bleft  hereafter  then,  or  hop'd,  or  gain'd, 
Is  all ;  our  'whole  of  happinefs  :   full  proof, 
I  chofe  no  trivial  or  inglorious  theme. 
And  know,  ye  foes  to  long  !  (well-meaning  men, 
Though  quite  forgotten  *  half  your  Bible's  praife  ! 
Important  truths,  in  fpite  of  verfe,  may  pleafe  : 
Grave  minds  you  praife ;  nor  can  you  praife  too 

much  : 

If  there  is  weight  in  an  eternity, 
Let  the^mw  liiten; — arid  be  graver  dill. 

NIGHT  VIII. 
VIRTUE'S  APOLOGY  ; 

OR,    THE  MAN    OF  THE  WORLD  ANSWERED. 

In  which  are  conftdered  the  Love  of  this  Life  ;  the  Am 
bition  and  Pica/are,  -with  tie  Wit  and  Wifdoin  of 
the  World. 

AND  has  all  nature  then  efpous'd  my  part  ? 
Have  I  brib'd  heaven  and  earth  to  plead  againft 

thee  ? 

And  is  thy  foul  immortal? — What  remains  ? 
All,  all,  Lorenzo  ! — Make  immortal  bleft. 
Unbleft  immortals  1 — What  can  (hock  us  more  ? 
And  yet  Lorenzo  ftili  affedls  the  vvortd ; 
There  ftows  his  treafure  ;  thence  his  title  draws, 
Man  of  the  "world  (for  fuch  wouldft  thou  be  call'd) 
And  art  thou  proud  of  that  inglorious  ftyle  ? 
Proud  of  reproach  ?  for  a  reproach  it  ivast 
tn  ancient  days  ;  and  Chriftian — in  an  age, 
When  men  were  men,  and  not  aiham'd  of  heaven — 
Fir'd  their  ambition,  as  it  crown'd  their  joy. 
Sprinkled  with  dews  from  the  Caftalian  font, 
Fain  would  I  re-baptize  thee,  and  confer 
A  purer  fpirit,  and  a  nobler  name. 

Thy  fond  attachments  fatal  and  inflam'd, 
Point  out  my  path,  and  dkftate  to  my  long  : 
To  thee  the  ivorld  boiv  fair  .'  How  Itrongly  flrikes 
Ambition  .'  and  gay  plea/tire  ftronger  ftill  \ 
Thy  triple  bane  1  the  triple  bolt  that  lays 
Thy  virtue  dead  !  Be  thefe  my  triple  theme; 
Nor  fhall  thy  wit  or  wifdom  be  forgot. 

Common  the  theme ;  not  fo  the  fong ;  if  (he 
My  fong  invokes,  Urania  deigns  to  fmile. 
The  charm  that  chains  us  to  the  world,  her  foe, 
If  fhe  diflblves,  the  man  of  earth  at  once 
Starts  from  his  trance,  and  fighs  for  other  fcenes ; 
Scenes  where  thefe  fparks  of  night,  thcfe  flats  fhall 

fhine 

Unnumber'd  funs  (for  all  things  as  they  are 
The  bleft  behold ;)  and  in  one  glory  pour 
Their  blended  blaze  on  man's  aftoniuYd  fight ; 
A  blaze — the  leaft  illuftrious  object  there. 

Lorenzo  1  fince  eternal  is  at  hand, 
To  fwallow  time's  ambitions ;  as  the  vafl 

*  The  poetical  farts  of  it. 


Leviathan,  the  bubbles  vain,  that  ride 
High  on  the  foaming  billow  ;  what  avail 
High  titles,  high  defcent,  attainments  high, 
If  unattain'd  our  highejl  ?  O  Lorenzo ! 
What  lofty  thoughts,  thefe  elements  above, 
What  towering  hopes,  what  fallies  from  the  fun, 
What  grand  lurveys  of  deftiny  divine, 
And  pompous  prefage  of  unfathom'd  fate, 
Should  roil  in  bofoms,  where  a  fpirit  burns, 
Bound  for  eternity  !   In  bofoms  read 
By  him,  who  foibles  in  archangels  fees  ! 
On  human  hearts  be  bends  a  jealous  eye, 
And  marks,  and  in  heaven's  regifter  inrolls, 
The  rife  and  progrefs  of  each  option  there ; 
Sacred  to  doomfday!    That  the  page  unfolds, 
And  fpreads  us  to  the  gaze  of  gods  and  men. 

And  what  an  option,  O  Lorenzo,  thine  ? 
This  world  1  and  this,  unrivall'd  by  the  fkies  ! 
A  world,  where  luft  of  pleafure,  grandeur,  golJ, 
Three  demons  that  divide  its  realms  between  thenij 
With  ftrokes  alternate  buffet  to  and  fro 
Man's  reftlefs  heart,  their  fport,  their  flying  ball ; 
Till  with  the  giddy  circle  fkk,  andtir'd, 
It  pants  for  peace,  and  drops  into  defpair. 
Such  is  the  world  Lorenza  fets  above 
That  glorious  promife  angels  Were  efteem'd 
Too  mean  to  bring  ;  a  promifc,  their  adored 
Dcfcended  to  communicate,  and  prefs, 
By  counfel,  miracle,  life,  death,  on  man. 
Such  is  the  world  Lorenzo's  wifdom  woosj 
And  on  its  thorny  pillow  fcek«  repofe  ; 
A  pillow  which,  like  opiates  ill-prepar'd, 
Intoxicates,  but  not  compofes;  fills 
The  vifionary  mind  with  gay  chimeras, 
All  the  wild  trafh  of  fleep,  without  the  reft  ; 
What  unfdgnd  travel,  and  what  dreams  of  joy  ! 

How  frail  men,  things  !  how  momentary  both  ! 
Fantaftic  chafe  of  fhadows  hunting  fhades  1 
The  gay,  the  bufy,  equal,  though  unlike  ; 
Equal  in  wifdom,  differently  wife  !  [wades', 

Through  flowery  meadows,  and  through  dreary 
One  buttling,  and  one  dancing  into  death. 
There's  not  a  day,  but  to  the  man  of  thought 
Betrays  foine  fecret,  that  throws  new  reproach 
On  life,  and  makes  him  fick  of  feeing  more. 
The  fcenes  of  bufinefs  tell  us — "  What  are  men  ;'* 
The  fcenes  of  pleafure— "  What  is  all  befide  ;" 
There,  others  we  defpife  ;  and  here,  ourfelves. 
Amid  difguft  eternal,  dwells  delight  ? 
'Tis  approbation  (hikes  the  firing  of  joy. 

What  wondrous  prize  has  kindled  this  career, 
Stuns  with  the  din,  and  chokes  us  with  the  duft, 
On  life's  gay  ftage,  one  inch  above  the  grave  ? 
The  proud  run  up  and  down  in  queft  of  eyes  j 
Thefenfual,  in  purfuit  of  fomething  worfe ; 
The  grave,  of  gold  ;  the  politic,  of  power, 
And  all,  of  other  butterflies,  as  vain  ! 
As  eddies  draw  things  frivolous  and  light, 
How  is  man's  heart  by  vanity  drawn  in ; 
On  the  fwift  circle  of  returning  toys, 
Whirl'd,  draw-like,  round  and  round,  and  thea 

ingulf  'd  ; 
Where  gay  delufion  darkens  to  defpair  ! 

"  This  is  a  beaten  track" — Is  this  a  track 

Should  not  be  beaten  ?  sever  beat  enough, 
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Till  enough  learn'd  the  truths  It  would  infpire. 

Shall  truth  be  filent,  becaufe  {o\\j froivns  ? 

Turn  the  world's  hiftory  ;  what  find  we  there 

But  fortune's  fports,  or  nature's  cruel  claims, 

Or  •woman 's  artifice,  or  mans  revenge, 

And  endlefs  inhumanities  on  man  ? 

Fame's  trumpet  feldom  founds,  but  like  the  knell 

It  brings  bad  tidings :  how  it  hourly  blows 

Man's  mifadventures  round  the  liftening  world  ! 

Man  is  the  tale  of  narrative  old  time ; 

Sad  tale  ;  which  high  as  paradife  begins; 

As  if  the  toi}  of  travel  to  delude, 

From  ftage  to  ftage,  in  his  eternal  round, 

The  days,  his  daughters,  as  they  fpin  our  hours 

On  fortune  s  wheel,  where  accident  unthonght 

Oft  in  a  moment  fnaps  life's  ftrongeft  thread, 

Each  in  her  turn  feme  tragic  ftory  tells, 

With  now-and-then,  a  wretched  farce  between, 

And  fills  his  chronicle  with  human  woes.          [us ; 

Time's  daughters,  true  as  thofe  of  men,  deceive 
Not  one,  but  puts  fotrie  cheat  on  all  mankind  : 
While  in  their  father's  bofom,  not  yet  ours, 
They  flatter  our  fond  hopes ;  and  promife  much 
Of  amiable ;  but  hold  him  not  o'er  wife,         [year, 
"Who  dares  to  truft  them;  and  laugh  round  the 
At  ftill-confiding,  ftill-confounded  man, 
Confiding,  though  confounded  ;  hoping  on, 
Untaught  by  trial,  unconvinc'd  by  proof, 
And  ever-looking  for  the  never-feen. 
JLife  to  the  laft,  hke  harden'd  felons,  lies; 
Nor  owns  itfelf  a  cheat,  till  it  expires. 
Its  little  joy  goes  out  by  one  and  one, 
And  leave  poor  man  at  length  in  perfect  night ; 
Night  darker  than  what  now  involves  the  pole. 

O  thou,  who  doft  permit  thefe  ills  to  fall 
Tor  gracious  ends,  and  would'il  that  man  fhould 

mourn  ! 

O  thou,  whofe  hands  this  goodly  fabric  fram'd, 
"Who  know'ft  it  beil,  and  would'il  that  man  ftiould 

know  ! 

What  is  this  fublunary  world  ?  A  vapour; 
A  vapour  all  it  holds  ;  itfelf  a  vapour ; 
From  the  damp  bed  of  chaos,  by  thy  beam 
Exhal'd,  ordain'd  to  fwim  its  deftin'd  hour 
In  ambient  air,  then  melt,  and  difapptar. 
Earth's  days  are  number'd,  nor  remote  her  doom; 
As  mortal,  though  lefs  tranfient  thsn  her  fons ; 
Yet  they  doat  on  her,  as  the  world  and  they 
Were  both  eternal,  folid ;  thou  a  dream. 

They  doat  1  on  what  ?  Immortal  views  apart, 
A  region  of  outfides !  a  land  of  fhadows ! 
A  fruitful  field  of  flowery  promifes  ! 
A  wildernefs  of  joy  !  perplex'd  with  doubts, 
An*d  fharp  with  thorns  !  a  troubled  ocean,  fpread 
With  bold  adventurers,  their  all  on  board  ! 
No  fecond  hope,  if  here  their  fortune  frowns ; 
Frown  foon  it  tnujl.  Of  various  rates  they  fail, 
Of  enfigns  various ;  all  alike  in  this, 
dll  reftlefs,  anxious ;  toft  with  hopes  and  fears, 
In  calmeft  Ikies ;  obnoxious  all  to  ftorm  ; 
And  flormy  the  moft  general  blaft  of  life  : 
All  bound  for  happineis ;  yet  few  provide 
The  chart  of  knowledge,  pointing  where  it  lies ; 
Or  virtue.*  helm,  to  ihape  the  courfe  defign'd  : 
Allt  more  or  lefs,  capricious  fate  lament, 
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Now  lifted  by  the  tide,  and  now  reforbM,' 
And  farther  from  their  wiihes  than  before  i 
All,  more  or  lefs,  again  ft  each  other  dafli, 
To  mutual  hurt,  by  gufts  of  paflion  driven, 
Andfuffcring  more  from  folly,  than  from  fate. 

Ocean  !   thou  dreadful  and  tumultuous  home 
Of  dangers,  at  eternal  war  with  man  '. 
Death's  capital,  where  moft  he  domineers, 
With  all  his  chofen  terrors  frowning  round, 
(Though  lately  feafted  high  at  *  Albion's  coft) 
Wide-opening,  and  loud-roaring  ftill  for  more  ! 
Too  faithful  mirror  !  how  doft  thou  reflect 
The  melancholy  face  of  human  life  ! 
The  ftrong  refemblance  tempts  me  farther  ftill: 
And,  haply,  Britain  may  be  deeper  ftruck 
By  moral  truth,  in  fuch  a  mirror  f'een, 
Which  nature  holds  for  ever  at  her  eye. 

Self-flatter'd,  unexperienc'd,  high  in  hope, 
When  young,  with  fanguine  cheer,  and  ftreamers 

gav» 

We  cut  our  cable,  launch  into  the  world, 
And  fondly  dream  each  wind  and  ftar  our  friend; 
All,  in  fome  darling  enterprife  embark'd  : 
But  where  is  he  can  fathom  its  extent  ? 
Amid  a  multitude  of  artlefs  hands, 
Ruins  lure  perquilite  1  her  lawful  prize  I 
Some  fteer  aright  ;  but  the  black  blaft  blows  hard, 
And  puffs  them  wide  of  hope :   with  hearts  of 

proof, 

Full  againft  wind  and  tide,  fome  win  their  way ; 
And  when  ftrong  effort  has  deferv'd  the  port, 
And  tugg'd  it  into  view,  'tis  won !  'tis  loft  ! 
Though  ftrong  their  oar,  ftill  ftronger  is  their  fate  : 
They  ftrike  ;  and  while  they  triumph,  they  ex 
pire. 

In  ftrefsof  weather,  mo/l :  fome  fink  outright ; 
O'er  them,  and  o'er  their  names,  the  billows  clofe  ; 
To-morrow  knows  not  they  Were  ever  born. 
Others  a  fhort  memorial  leave  behind, 
Like  a  flag  floating,  when  the  bark's  ingulf 'd; 
It  floats  a  moment,  and  is  feen  no  more  : 
One  Csefar  lives ;  a  thoufand  are  forgot. 
How  few,  beneath  aufpicious  planets  born, 
(Darlings  of  providence !  fond  fate's  eledl !} 
With  fwelling  fails  make  good  the  promis'd  port, 
With  all  their  wiihes  freighted  !  yet  e'en  thefe, 
Freighted  with  all  their  wiflies,  foon  complain; 
Free  from  misfortune,  not  from  nature  free. 
They  ftill  are  men ;  and  when  is  man  fecure  ? 
As  fatal  time,  zsjlorm  !  the  rufh  of  years 
Beats    down    their    ftrength;    their   numberlefs 

efcapes 

In  ruin  end  :  and,  now,  their  proud  fuccefs 
But  plants  new  terrors  on  the  victor's  brow : 
What  pain  to  quit  the  world,  juft  made  their  own. 
Th  ir  neit  fo  deeply  drown'd,  and  built  fo  high ! 
Too  low  they  build,  who  build  beneath  the  ftars. 

Woe  then  apart  (if  woe  apart  can  be 
From  mortal  man),  and  fortune  at  our  nod, 
The  gay  !  rich !  great  !  triumphant  {  and  auguft ! 
What  are  they  ? —  The  mojl  happy  (ftrange  to  fay !) 
Convince  me  molt  of  human  mifery  ; 
What  are  they  ?  Smiling  wretches  of  to-mwrtiu «' 

*  Admiral  Balshsnt  &e. 
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More  wretched,  then^  than  e'er  their  Have  can  be; 
Their  treacherous  bleffings,  at  the  cay  of  need, 
Like  other  faithlefs  friends,  unmafk,  and  fting  : 
Then,  what  provoking  indigence  in  wealth ! 
What  aggravated  impotence  in  power  ! 
High  titles,  then,  what  infult  of  their  pain ! 
If  that  fole  anchor,  equal  to  the  waves, 
Immortal  hope  !  defies  not  the  rude  ftorm, 
Takes  comfort  from  their  foaming  billows*  rage, 
And  makes  a  welcome  harbour  of  the  tomb. 

Is  this  zjketch  of  what  thy  foul  admires  ? 
"  But  here  (thou  fay'ft)  the  miferies  of  life 
"  Are  huddled  in  a  group.     A  more  diftincl 
"  Survey,  perhaps,  might  bring  thee  better  news*" 
Look  on  life's  ftages  :  they  fpeak  plainer  ftill ; 
The  plainer  they,  the  deeper  wilt  thou  figh. 
Look  on  thy  lovely  boy ;  in  him  behold 
The  beft  that  can  befal  the  beft  on  earth  ; 
The  boy  has  virtue  by  his  mother's  fide  : 
Yes,  on  Florello  look  :  a  father's  heart 
Is  tender,  though  the  man's  is  made  of  ftone ; 
The  truth,  through  fuch  a  medium  feen,  may  make 
Impreffion  deep,  and  fondnefs  prove  thy  friend. 

Florello  lately  caft  on  this  rude  coaft 
A  helplefs  infant ;  now  a  heedlefs  child ; 
To  poor  Clariffa's  throes,  thy  care  fucxeeds; 
Care  full  of  love,  and  yet  fevere  as  hate  ! 
O'er  thy  foul's  joy  how  oft  thy  fondnefs  frowns ! 
Needful  aufterities  his  will  reftrain ; 
As  thorns  fence-in  the  tender  plant  from  harm. 
As  yet,  his  reafen  cannot  go  alone  ; 
But  afks  a  ftcrner  nurfe  to  lead  it  on. 
His  little  heart  is  often  terrify'd  ; 
The  blufh  of  morning,  in  his  cheek,  turns  pale  ; 
Its  pearly  dew-drop  trembles  in  his  eye  ; 
His  harmlcfs  eye  !  and  drowns  an  angel  there. 
Ah  !   what  avails  his  innocence  ?  The  talk 
Enjoin'd  muft  difcipline  his  early  powers ; 
He  learns  to  figh,  ere  he  is  known  to  fin  ; 
Guiltlefs,  and  fad  !  a  wretch  before  the  fall ! 
How  cruel  this !  more  cruel  to  forbear. 
Our  nature  fuch,  with  neccjfary  pains, 
We  purchafe  profpedls  of  precarious  peace  : 
Though  not  a  father,  this  might  fteal  a  figh. 
Suppofe  him  difciplin'd  aright  (if  not, 
Twill  fink  our  poor  account  to  poorer  ftill)  4 
Ripe  from  the  tutor,  proud  of  liberty, 
He  leaps  enclofure,  bounds  into  the  world ! 
The  world  is  taken,  after  ten  years  toil, 
Like  ancient  Troy  ;  and  all  its  joys  his  own. 
Alas  !  the  world's  a  tutor  more  fevere  ; 
Its  leffons  hard,  and  ill  deferve  his  pains ; 
Unteaching  all  his  virtuous  nature  taught, 
Or  books  (fair  virtue's  advocates  !)  infpir'd. 

For  who  receives  him  into  public  life  ? 
Men  of  the  tvorld,  the  terrce  filial  breed, 
Welcome  the  modeft  ftranger  to  their  fphere, 
(Which  glitter'd  long,  at  diftance,  ia  his  fight) 
And,  in  their  hofpitable  arms,  enclofe  : 
Men,  who  think  nought  fo  ftrong  of  the  romance, 
So  rank  knight -errant,  as  a  real  friend  : 
Men,  that  ad;  up  to  reafon's  golden  rule, 
All  weaknefs  of  affefiion  quite  fubdued  : 
Men,  that  would  blufh  at  being  thought  fincere, 
And  feign,  for  glory,  the/<rw  faults  they  want ; 


That  love  a  lie,  where  truth  would  pay  as  well 
As  if,  to  them,  vice  fhone  her  own  reward. 

Lorenzo  !  canft  thou  bear  a  fhocking  fight  ? 
Such,  for  Flor el lo's  fake,  'twill  now  appear  : 
See,  the  fteel'd  files  of  feafon'd  veterans, 
Train'd  to  the  world,  in  burnifh'd  falfehood  bright; 
Deep  in  the  fatal  ftratagems  of  peace; 
AH  foft  fenfation,  in  the  throng,  rubb'd  off"; 
All  their  keen  purpofe,  in  politenels,  fheath'd ; 
His  friends  eternal — during  intereft  ; 
His  foes  implacable — when  worth  their  while; 
At  war  with  every  welfare,  but  their  own ; 
As  wife  as  Lucifer;  and  half  as  good  ; 
And  by  whom  none,  but  Lucifer,  can  gain — 
Naked,  through  thefe  (fo  common  fate  ordains), 
Naked  of  heart,  his  cruel  courfe  he  runs, 
Stung  out  of  all,  moft  amiable  in  life, 
Prompt  truth,  and  open  thought,  and  fmiles  un» 

feign'd ; 

Affection,  as  his  fpecies,  wide  diffus'd; 
Noble  prefumptions  to  mankind's  renown  • 
Ingenious  truft,  and  confidence  of  love. 

Thefe  claims  to  joy  (if  mortals  joy  might  claim) 
Will  coft  him  many  a  figh  ;  till  time,  and  pains, 
From  the  flow  miftrefs  of  this  fchool,  experience 
And  her  afiiftant,  paufing,  pale,  dijirtift, 
Purchafe  a  dear-bought  clue  to  lead  his  youth 
Through  ferpentine  obliquities  of  life, 
And  the  dark  labyrinth  of  human  hearts. 
And  happy  !  if  the  clue  fhall  come  fo  cheap ; 
For,  while  we  learn  to  fence  with  public  guilti 
Full  oft  we  feel  its  foul  contagion  too, 
If  lefs  than  heavenly  virtue  is  our  guard. 
Thus,  a  flrange  kind  of  curs'd  neceffity 
Brings  down  the  fterling  temper  of  hk  foul, 
By  bafe  alloy,  to  bear  the  current  ftamp, 
Beloiv  call'd  wifdom ;  finks  him  into  fafety ; 
And  brands  him  into  credit  with  the  world s 
Where  fpecioas  titles  dignify  difgrace, 
And  nature's  injuries  are  arts  of  life ; 
Where  brighter  reafon  prompts  to  bolder  crimes  J 
And  heavenly  talents  make  infernal  hearts; 
That  unfurmountable  extreme  of  guilt ! 

Poor  Machiavel !  who  labour'd  hard  his  plan, 
Forgot,  that  genius  need  not  go  to  fchool ; 
Forgot,  that  man,  without  a  tutor  wife, 
His  plan  had  practis'd,  long  before  't  was  writ. 
The  world's  all  title-page ;  there's  no  contents  ; 
The  world's  all  face  ?  the  man  who  fhows  his 


Is  hooted  for  his  nudities,  and  fcorn'df. 

A  man  I  knew,  who  liv'd  upon  a  fmite  ; 

And  well  it  fed  him  ;  he  look'd  plump  and  fair; 

While  ranked  venom  fuam'd  through  every  vein. 

Lorenzo  !   what  I  tell  thee,  take  not  ill  ! 

Living,  he  fawn'd  on  eveiy  fool  alive ; 

And,  dying,  curs'd  the  friend  on  whom  he  liv'd. 

To  fuch  proficients  thou  art  half  a  faint. 

In  foreign  realms  (for  thou  haft  travcll'd  far) 

How  curious  to  contemplate  two  ftate-rooks, 

Studious  their  nefts  to  feather  in  a  trice, 

With  all  the  necromantics  of  their  art, 

Playing  the  game  of  faces  on  each  other, 

Making  court  fweet-meats  of  their  latent  gall, 

In  fooh'fh  hope,  to  fteal  each  other's  truft  • 
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Both  cheating,  both  exulting,  both  deceiv'd  ; 
And,  fometimes,  both  (let  earth  rejoice)  undone  ! 
Their  parts  we  doubt  not ;  but  be  that  their  fharr.e ; 
Shall  men  of  talents,  fit  to  rule  mankind, 
Stoop  to  mean  wiles,  that  would  difgrace  a  fool ; 
And  lofe  the  thanks  of  thofc  few  friends  they  ferve  ? 
Tor  who  can  thank  the  man  he  cannoty^  / 

Why  fo  much  cover  1    It  defeats  itfelf. 
Ye,  that  know  all  things!  know  ye   not  men's 

hearts, 

Are  therefore  known,  bscavfe  they  are  conceal'd  ? 
For  why  conceal'd  ?- — The  caufe  they  need  not  tell. 
I  give  him  joy,  that's  awkward  at  a  lie  ; 
Whofe  feeble  nature  truth  keeps  ftill  in  awe ; 
His  incapacity  is  his  renown. 
'Tis  great,  'tis  manly,  to  difdain  difguife  ; 
It  mows  our  fpirit,  or  it  proves  our  ftrength. 
Thou  fay'ft,  ' 'T 'is  needful :  it  is  therefore  riglt  ? 
Howe'er,  I  grant  it  fome  fmall  fign  of  grace, 
To  drain  at  an  excufe  :  and  wouldft  thou  then 
Efcape  that  cruel  need?  Thou  may 'ft,  with  eafe  ; 
Think  no  poft  needful that  demands  a  knave. 
When  late  our  civil  helm  was  fhifting  hands, 
80  Pultecey  thought  :  think  better  if  you  can. 

But  this,  how  rare  !  the  public  path  of  life 
Is  dirty: — yet,  allow  that  dirt  is  due, 
It  makes  the  noble  mind  more  noble  ftill : 
The  world's  no  neuter ;  it  will  wound,  or  fave  ; 
Or  virtue  quench;  or  indignation  fire. 
You  fay,  The  world,  well-known  will  make  a  man  : 
The  world,  well-known,  will  give  our  hearts  to 

heaven, 
Or  make  tjs  demons,  long  before  we  die. 

To  fhow  how  fair  the  world,  thy  miftrefs,  {nines, 
Take  either  part,  fure  ills  attend  the  choice; 
Sure,  though  not  equal,  detriment  enfues. 
Not  -virtue 'j  felf  is  dcify'd  on  earth  ; 
Virtue  has  her  relapfes,  conflicts,  foe? ; 
Foes,  that  ne'er  fail  to  make  her  feel  their  hate. 
Virtue  has  her  peculiar  fet  of  pains. 
True  friends  to  virtue,  la/},  and  leajt,  complain ; 
But  if  they  figh,  can  others  hope  to  (mile  ? 
If  "wifdom  has  her  miferies  to  mourn, 
How  can  poor -Jolly  lead  a  happy  life  ? 
And  if  both  fuffer,  what  has  earth  to  boaft, 
Where  he  mojl  happy,  who  the  leaft  laments  ! 
Where  much,  much  patience,  the  moft  envy'd  ftate, 
Andyotfz^forgivennefs,  needs  the  beft  of  friends  ? 
For  friend,  or  happy  life,  who  looks  not  higher, 
Of  neither  (hall  he  find  the  fhadow  here. 

The  world's  fworn  advocate,  without  a  fee 
Lorenzo  fmartly,  with  a  fmile  replies ; 

Thus  far  thy  fong  is  right ;  and  a*l  moft  own. 

Virtue  has  her  peculiar  ftt  ef  pains. — 

And  joys  peculiar  who  to  vice  denies  ? 

If  vice  it  is,  with  nature  to  comply  : 

If 'pride, and fenfe,  are  fo  predominant, 

To  cbeck^  not  overcome  them  makes  a  faint, 
"  Can  nature  in  a  plainer  voice  proclaim 
"  Pleasure,  and  glory,  the  chief  good  of  man  ?" 

Can  pride  and  fenfuality  rejoice  ? 
From  purity  of  thought,  all^/<?a/Kr*fprings; 
And,  from  an  humble  fpirit,  all  our  peace. 
Ambition,  fleafure  !   let  us  talk  of  thefe  : 
Qf  ihefe?  the  porch,  and  academy,  ttik'd ; 


Of  thefe,  each  following  age  had  much  to  fay  s 
Yet,  unexbauftcd,  ftill,  the  needful  theme. 
Who  raiks  of  tbefe,  to  mankind  all  at  once 
He  talks  ;   for  were  the  faint  from  either  free  ? 
Are  thefe  thy  refuge  ?— No  :  thefe  rulh. upon  thee  J 
Thy  vitals  feize,  and  vulture-like,  devour  : 
I'll  try,  if  I  can  pluck  thee  from  thy  rock, 
Prometheus!  from  this  barren  ball  of  earth  ; 
If  reafoii  can  unchain  thee,  thou  art  free. 

And,  firft,  thy  Caucafus,  ambition,  calls; 
Mountain  of  torments  !  eminence  of  woes ! 
Of  courted  woes  !  and  courted  through  miftake  i 
'Tis  not  ambition  charms  thee ;  'tis  a  cheat 

Will  make  thee  ftart,  as  H at  his  Moor. 

Doft  grafp  at  greatnefs  ?  firft,  know  what  it  is  : 

Think'ft  thou  thy  greatnefs  in  diftinflion  lies  ? 

Not  in  the  feather,  wave  it  e'er  fo  high, 

By  fortune  ftuck,  to  mark  us  from  the  throng, 

Is  glory  lodg'd  ;  'tis  lodg'd  in  the  reverfe ; 

In  that  which  joins,  in  that  which  equals,  all, 

The  monarch  and  his  flave  ; — "  A  deathlefs  foul, 

"   Unbounded  profpecl:,  and  immortal  kin, 

"  A  Father  God,  and  brothers  in  the  ikies ;" 

Elder,  indeed,  in  time  ;  but  lefs  remote 

In  excellence,  perhaps,  than  thought  by  man ; 

Why  greater  what  can  fall*  than  what  can  rife  ? 

If  ftill  delirious,  now,  Lorenzo  !  go; 
And  with  thy  full  blown  brothers  of  the  world, 
Throw  fcorn  around  thee  ;  caft  it  on  thy  flaves; 
Thy  flaves,  and  equals :  how  fcorn  caft  on  them 
Rebounds  on  thee  !  if  man  is  mean,  as  man, 
Art  thou  a  god  ?  If  fortune  makes  him  fo, 
Be\vare  the  confequence  :  a  maxim  that, 
Which  draws  a  monftrous  picture  of  mankind, 
Where,  in  the  drapery,  the  man  is  loft  ; 
Externals  fluttering,  and  the  foul  forgot. 
Thy  greateft  glory,  when  difpos'd  to  boaft, 
Boaft  that  aloud^  in  which  thy  fervants  {hare. 

We  wifely  ftrip  the  fteed  we  mean  to  buy  : 
Judge  we,  in  their  caparijfons,  of  men  ? 
It  nought  avails  thee,  ivhere,  but  ivbatt  thou  art ; 
All  the  diftiniStions  of  this  little  life 
Are  quite,  cutaneous,  foreign  to  the  man, 
When,   through   death's   ilreights,    earth's  fubtld 

ferpents  creep, 

Which  wriggle  into  wealth,  or  climb  renown. 
As  crooked  Satan  the  forbidden  tree, 
They  leave  their  party-colour'd  robe  behind, 
All  that  now  glitters,  while  they  rear  aloft 
Their  brazen  crefts,  and  hifs  at  us  below. 
Of  fortune's/^tfj  ftrip  them,  yet  alive; 
Strip  them  of  body,  too  ;  nay,  clofer  ftill, 
Away  with  all,  but  moral,  in  their  minds  ; 
And  let,  what  then  remains,  impofe  their  name, 
Pronounce  them  weak,  or  worthy ;  great,  or  mean. 
How  mean  that  fnuff  of  glory  fortune  lights, 
And  death  puts  out  1  Doft  thou  demand  a  teft, 
A  teft,  at  once,  infallible,  and  fhort, 
Of  real  greatnefs  ?  That  man.  greatly  lives, 
Whate'er  his  fate,  or  fame,  who  greatly  dies ; 
High-flufh'd  with  hope,  where  heroes  fiiall  defpair. 
If  this  a  true  criterion,  many  courts, 
Illuftrious,  might  afford  but  few  grandees. 

Th'  Almighty,  from  his  thr&iic,  ou  earth  fur* 
veys 
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Kought  greater,   than  an  horeft,  humble  heart; 

An  humble  heart,  />/'.,•  ivfidence  1  pronounc'd 

Ilii  fecond  feat ;  and  rival  to  the  ikies. 

The  private  path,  the  fecret  a«£ls  of  men, 

If  noble,  far  the  noblefl  of  our  lives  1 

How  far  above  Lorenzo's  glory  fits 

Th'  iDufinous  mafttr  of  a  name  unknown  ; 

Whofc  worth  uijrivall'd,  and  unwitnefs'd,  love* 

Life's  facred  fhades,  where  gods  converfc  with 

men ; 

And  peace,  beyond  the  world's  conceptions,  fmiles  ! 
Asthou  (now  dark),  before  we  part,  fhah  fee. 

But  thy  great  foul  tlrisftul&ing  glory  fcorns, 
J,orenzo's  Tick,  but  when  Lorenzo's  fret) ; 
And,  when  he  fhrugs  at  public  bufincfs,  lies. 
i3eny'd  the  public  eye,  the  public  voice, 
As  if  he  liv'd  on  others'  breath,  he  dies. 
Faiu  would  he  make  the  world  his  pedeflal ; 
Mankind  the  gazers,  the  fole  figure,  he. 
Knows  he,  that  mankind  praife  againft  their  will, 
And  mix  as  much  detnuihon  as  they  can  ? 
Knows  he,  that  faithlefs//wf  her  whifper  has, 
As  well  as  trumpet  ?  That  his  vanity 
Is  fo  much  tickled  from  not  hearing  all? 
Knows  this  all-knower,  that  from  itch  of  praife, 
Or,  from  an  itch  more  fordid,  when  he  fhines, 
Taking  his  country  by  five  hundred  ears, 
Senates  at  once  admire  him,  and  defpife, 
With  modeft  laughter  lining  loud  applaufe, 
Which  makes  the  fmiie  more  mortal  to  his  fame  ? 
tiisfame,  which  (like  the  mighty  Cscfar),cr<mu'd 
With  laurels,  in  full  fenate,  greatly  falls, 
By  faming  friends,  that  honour,  and  deftroy. 
We  rife  in  glory,  as  we  fink  in  pride  : 
Where  boafting  ends,  there  dignity  begins  t 
And  yet,  miftaken  beyond  all  miftake, 
The  blind  Lorenzo's  proud — of  being  proud  ; 
And  dreams  himfclf  afcending  in  his  fall. 

An  eminence,  though  fancy'd,  turns  the  brain  : 
All  vice  wants  lelk^re  ;  but  of  all  vice, 
Pride  ioudeft  calls,  and  for  the  largefl  bowl ; 
fcecaufe,  unlike  all  other  vice,  it  flies, 
Iny./c7,  the  point,  infancy  moft.  purfued. 
Who  cdurt  applaufe,  oblige  the  world  in  tuit  ; 
They  gratify  man's  paffion  to  refufe. 
Superior  honour,  when  n'jTum'J,  is  lojl ; 
Jiv'n  good  men  turn  banditti,  and  rejoice, 
Like  Kouli  Kan,  in  plunder  of  the  proud. 

Though  fomewhat  difconcerted,  Heady  Aill 
To  the  "world's  caufe,  with  half  a  face  of  joy, 
l>orenzo  cries — l<  Be,  then,  ambition  caft; 
Vt  Ambition's  dearer  far  (lands  unimpeach'd, 
**  Gay  pita  'ure  '.    proud  ambition  is  her  flave  ; 
'*   Fur  her,  he  foars  at  great ,  and  hazards  i  I ; 
"  For  her  he  fights,  and  bleeds,  or  overcomes ; 
*'  And  paves  his  way,  with  crowns,  to  reach  her 
"  fmilc  :  £renzo  ! 

"  Who  can  refifl  her  charms  ?" — Qr.JhoulJ  ?  Lo- 
What  mortal  fhail  refift,  where  angels  yield  ? 
Pleafure  's  the  miftrefs  of  ethereal  powers  ; 
For  her  contend  the  rival  gods  above  ; 
f leaf  me  's  the  miflrefs  of  the  world  below  ; 
And  well  it  was  for  man,  that  pleafure  charms; 
How  would  all  ftagnate,  but  fas  pleafure  s  ray  ! 
How  would  the  frozen  dream  cf  action  ceafe  1 
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What  is  the  pulfe  of  this  fo  bufy  world  ? 
The  love  dffleafart:  that,  through  every  vein, 
i  iii'ows  motion,  warmth  ;    and  fhuta  out  death 
from  life. 

Though  various  are  the  tempers  of  mankind, 
Pleafure' s  gay  family  hold  all  in  chains  : 
Some  moil  aiTecl  the  black  ;  and  fome,  the  fair; 
Some  honeft  phdfttre  court ;  and  forne  obfcene* 
Pleafures  clfcene  are  various,  as  the  throng 
Qf  pafSons,  that  can  err  in  human  hearts ; 
Miftake  their  objects,  or  tranigrels  their  bounds. 
Think  you  there's  but  one  whoredom  ?  Whore 
dom  all, 

But  when  our  rejjon  Hcenfes  delight 
Doft  doubt,  Lorenzo  ?  Thou  fhalt  doubt  no  more 
Thy  father  chides  thy  gallantries  :  yet  hugs 
An  ugly,  common  harlot,  in  the  dark  ; 
A  rank  adulterer  with  others'  gold  '. 
And  that  hag,  'ven^e&nce,  in  a  corner  charms, 
Hatred  h>jr  bror!.cl  has,  as  well  as  lo-je, 
Where  horrid  efrcurts  debauch  in  blood. 
Wrhate'er  the  motive,  pleasure  is  the  mark  : 
For  her,  the  black  affafftn  draws  his  i'word  ; 
For  her,  dark  flatefmen  trim  their  midnight  lamp, 
To  which  no.jtngfe  facrifice  may  fall ; 
For  her  the  faint  abftains ;  the  mifer  flarves  ; 
The  Stoic  proud,  lor  pleafure,  pleafure  fcorn'd  ; 
For  her,  affliction  s  daughter's  grief  indulge, 
And  find,  or  hope,  a  luxury  in  tears; 
For  her,  guilt,  fliame,  toil,  danger,  we  defy  j 
And  with  an  aim  voluptuous,  rulli  oil  death. 
Thus  univerfal  her  defpotic  power  ! 

And  as  her  empire  wide,  her  praife  is  juft. 
Patron  of  pleafure  !  doater  on  delight  1 
I  am  thy  rival;  pleafure  I  profefs ; 
Pleafure  the  purpofe  of  my  gloomy  fong. 
Pleafure  is  nought  but  virtue's  gayer  name  ; 
I  wrong  her  fHU,  I  rate  her  worth  too  low ; 
Virtue  the  root,  and  pleafure  is  the  flower ; 
And  honeft  Epicurus'  foes  were  fools. 

But  this  founds  harfb,  and  gives  the  toife  offence  | 
If  o'erftrain'd  wifdorn  ftill  retains  the  name. 
How  knits  aujierity  her  cloudy  brow, 
And  blames,  as  bold,  and  hazardous,  the  praife 
Of  pleafure^  to  mankind,  nnprah'd,  too  dear  ! 
Ye  modern  Stoics  !  hear  my  foft  reply  ; 
Their  fenfes  men  will  truffc  :  we  can  't  impofe  ; 
Or,  if  we  could,  is  imposition  right  ? 
Own  boney  fweet  i  but  owning  add  th\&Jlingt 
'*  When  mixt  with  poifon,  it  is  deadly  too.'* 
Truth  never  was  indebted  to  a  lie. 
Is  nought  but  "virtue  to  be  prais'd  as  good  ? 
Why  then  is  health  preferred  before  difeafe  ? 
What  nature  loves  is  good,  without  our  leave. 
And  where  no  future  drawback  cries,  "  Beware ;" 
Pleafure,  though  not  from  virtue^WJ  prevail. 
'  i'is  balm  to  life,  and  gratitude  to  heaven; 
How  cold  our  thanks  for  bounties  unenjoy'd  ! 
The  love  of  pleafure  is  man's  eldeO:  born, 
Born  in  his  cradle,  living  to  his  tomb; 
IVifJom,  her  younger  filler,  though  more  gravst 
Was  meant  to  minifer,  and  not  to  mar, 
Imperial  pleajure,  queen  of  human  heart?. 

Lorenzo  1  thou  her  majefty's  renown 'd, 
Though  uncoift  coutifel,  learned  in  the  wo'M! 
tt 
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Who  tfcinfc'ft  thyfelf  a  Murray,  with  difdain 
May'ft  look  on  me.  Yet,  my  Demofthenes ! 
Cairn  tliou  pltadpJcaftrc's  caufe  as  well  as  I  ? 
Know'ft  thou  her  nature,  purpofe,  parentage  ? 
Ai'end  my  fong,  and  thou  fhalt  know  them  all ; 
And  know  thyfelf ;  and  know  thyfelf  to  be 
(Strange  truth  !)  the  moft  abftemious  man  alive. 
Tell  not  Califta  ;  (he  will  laugh  thee  dead; 

Or  fend  thee  to  her  hermitage  with  L . 

Abfurd  prefumption  !  Thou  who  never  knew'ft 
A  ferious  thought!  fhalt  thou  dare  dream  of  joy  ? 
J^o  man  e'er  found  a  happy  life  by  chance  ; 
Or  yawn'd  it  into  being  with  a  wifh  ; 
Or  with  the  fhout  of  grove'ling  appetite 
E'erfmelt  it  out,  and  grubb'd  it  from  the  dirt. 
An  art  it  is,  and  muft  be  learnt;  and  learnt 
With  unremitting  effort,  or  be  loft ; 
And  leaves  us  perfect  blockheads  in  our  blifs. 
The  clouds  may  drop  down  titles  and  eftates  ; 
Wealth  may  feck  us;  but  tuifdom  muft  be  fought ; 
Sought  before  all;  but  (how  unlike  all  elfe 
We  feek  on  earth  !)  'tis  never  fought  in  vain. 
Firft,  pleafure  s  birth,  rife,  ftrength,  and  gran 
deur,  fee. 

^Brought  forth  by  tvifJom,  nurft  by  difdpline, 
.By 'patience  taught,  by  perfeve. *ance  crown'd, 
She  rears  her  head  majeftic;  round  her  throne, 
Ere&ed  in  the  bofom  of  the  juft, 
Each  virtue  lifted  forms  her  manly  guard. 
I7or  what  are  virtues  ?  (Formidable  name  !) 
What,  but  the  fountain,  or  defence  of  joy  ? 
Why  then  commanded  ?  Need  mankind  commands, 
At  once  to  met  it t  and  to  male  their  blifs  ? — 
Great  Legiflator  !  fcarce  fo  great  as  kind  ! 
If  men  are  rational,  and  love  delight, 
Thy  gracious  law  but  flatteis  human  choice ; 
In  the  tranfgreflion  lies  the  penalty ; 
And  they  the  moft  indulge,  who  moft  obey. 

Of  pleafure  next  the  final  caufc  explore ; 
Its  mighty  furpofi^  its  important  end. 
JMot  to  turn  human  brutal,  but  to  build 
JDivineon  human,  pleafu>e  carne  from  heaven. 
In  aid  to  reafon  was  the  goddefs  fent; 
To  call  up  all  its  ftrength  by  fuch  a  charm.    v 
fleafuie  firft  fuccours  vi.-tue;  in  return 
yiftue  gives  pleafure  an  eternal  reign. 
What  but  the  pleafure  of  food,  friendfhip,  faith, 
Supports  life  natural,  civil  ^  and  divine  ? 
'Tis  from  the  pleafure  of  repaft  we  live  ; 
'Tis  from  'he  p'eafure  of  appkufc  we  pleafe  ; 
'Tis  from  fhr.  pleafure  of  belief  we  pray 
( A '1  prayer  would  ceafe,  if  unheliev'd  the  prize)  : 
It  ferves  ourfdves,  our  fpeties,  and  our  God; 
And  to  ferve  more,  is  paft  the  fphcre  of  man. 
Clide  th?n  for  ever,  pleafure's  facred  ftream  ! 
Through  Eden,  as  Euphrates  ran,  it  runs, 
And  ibfters  every  growth  of  happy  life  ; 
Makes  a  new  Eden  where  it  flows  ;- — but  fuch 
As  muft  be  loft,  Lorenzo  !  by  thy  fall. 

"  iVhat  mean  I l>y  tbyfdll  ?"— Thou'It  (hortly  fee, 
While  pleafure's  nature  is  at  large  difplay'd  ; 
Already  fung  her  origin,  and  ends. 
Thoie  gif;  >us  ends,  by  kind,  or  by  degree, 
"U  her ••  pleafure  violates,  'tis  then  a  vice, 
And  vengeance  too  ;  it  haftcns  into  paint 


From  due  refrefhment,  life,  Iieakh,  feafon, 
From  wild  excef;,  pain,  grief,  diftradrion,  death 5 
Heaven's  juftice  this  proclaims,  and  ilat  her  love. 
What  greater  evil  can  I  wi(h  my  foe, 
Than  his  full  draught  of  pleafure,  from  a  caflc 
Unbroach'd  by  juft  authority,  ungyag'd 
By  temperance^  by  r:ajon  unrefm'd  ? 
A  thoufand  demons  lurk  witliin  the  lee. 
Heaven,  others,  and  ourfelves !  uninjur'd  thefe. 
Drink  deep;  the  deeper,  then  the  more  divine  : 
Angels  arc  angels,  from  indulgence  there  ; 
Tis  unrepenting  pleafure  makes  a  god. 

Doft  think  thyfelf  a  god  from  other  joys  ? 
A  victim  rather  !  {hortly  fure  to  bleed.  . 
The  wrong  mnjl  mourn  :   can  heaven's  appoint 
ments  fail  ? 

Can  man  outwit  Omnipotence  ?  Strike  out 
A  felt-wrought  happiuefs  unmeant  by  him 
Who  made  us,  and  the  world  we  would  enjoy  ? 
Who  forms  an  inflrument,  ordains  from  whence 
Its  dilfonnnce  or  harmony  fhall  rife. 
Heaven  bade  the  foul  this  mortal  frame  infpire  : 
Bad£  virtue's  ray  divine  infpire  the  foul 
With  unprecarious  flows  of  vital  joy  ; 
And  without  breathing,  man  as  well  might  hope 
For  life,  as  without  piety,  for  peace. 

"  Is  virtue  then  and  piety  the  fame  ?" 
No ;   piety  is  more  ;  'tisvirtue's  fource ; 
Mother  of  every  worth,  as  that  of  joy. 
Men  of  tie  ivo<  Id  this  dodtrine  ill  digeft  ; 
They  frnile  at  piety  ;  yet  boaft  aloud 
Good  ivill  to  men  ;  nor  know  they  ftrive  to  part 
What  nature  joins;  and  thus  confute  themfelve*. 
With  piety  begins  all  good  on  earth ; 
'  Tis  the  firft-born  of  rationality. 
Confcience,  her  firft  law  broken,  wounded  lies ; 
Enfeebled,  lifelefs,  impotent  to  good ; 
A  feign'd  affection  bounds  her  utmoft  power. 
Some  we  can't  love,  but  for  the  Almighty's  fake  j 
A  foe  to  God  was  ne'er  true  friend  to  man ; 
Some  finifter  inteat  taints  all  he  does ; 
And,  in  his  kindeft  actions,  he's  unkind. 

On  piety,  humanity  is  built ; 
And,  on  humanity,   ;.uch  happinefs ; 
And  yet  ftill  more  en  piety  itfelf. 
A  foul  in 'commerce  with  her  God,  is  heaven; 
Feels  not  the  tur  mhs  and  the  {hocks  of  life; 
The  whirls  of  paffion,  and  the  ftrokes  of  heart. 
A  Deity  believ'd  is  joy -begun; 
A  Deity  ador'd  is  joy  advanc'd ; 
:i  Deity  belov'd  is  joy  mt  tur'd. 
Each  branch  of  piety  delight  Infpires; 
/W/^'-builds  a  bridge  from  this  world  to  the  next, 
O'er  death's  dark  gulf,  and  all  its  horror  hides  ; 
Praife,  t'.c  fweet  exhalation  of  our  joy, 
That  joy  exalts,  and  makes  it  fweeter  ftill; 
Prayer  ardent  opens  heaven,  let?  duwa  aftreixm. 
Of  glory  on  the  conft crated  hour 
Of  man,  in  audience  with  the  Deity. 
Who  worihips  the  Great  GW,  that  inftant  joins 
The  firft  in  heaven,  and  fets  his  foot  on  hell. 

Lorenzo  !  when  waft  thou  at  church  before  ! 
Thou  think'ft  the  fervice  long  :  but  is  it  juft  ? 
Though  juft,  unwelcome ;  thou  hadft  rather  tread 
w  d  ground  j  the  mufe,  to  win  thine  car, 
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r.fre  an  air  lefs  folemh.     She  complies. 
me  .'  at  the  found  the  ivnrld  retires; 
Verfe  difaffetfts  it.,  and  Lorensb  fmiUs; 
Yet  has  Ac  hcrjeraglio  full  of  charms  ; 
And  fu'di  as  age  fnali  heighten,  not  impair. 
Art  thou  dejedted?  Is  thy  mind  o''ercaft  ? 
Amid  her.  fair  ones,  thou  the  faireft  choofe, 
To  chafe   thy  gloom.-—'*  Go,  fix  fome  weighty 

"  f  rut  hi 

'    Chain  dawn1  fome  pa/fion  ;  do  fame-generous  good ; 
c    Teach  ignorance  to  fee,  or  grief  to  finile  ; 
*   Correct  thy  friend;  befriend  thy  great  eft  foe  ; 
1    Or  with  warm  heart  and  confidence  divine, 
'   Spring  up,  and  lay  ftrong  hold  on  him  who  made 

"  thee." 

Thy  gloom  is  fcatter'd,  fprightly  fpirits  flow ; 
Though  wither'd  is  thy  vine,  and  harp  unftrung. 

Doft  call  the  bowl,  the  viol,  and  the  dance, 
Loud  mirth,  mad  laughter  ?  wretchad  comforters! 
Phyficiani ! more  than  half  of  thy  difeafe. 
Laughter^  though  never  ccnfur'd  yet  as  finj 
(Pardon.ii  thought  that  only  ftc/ns  i'erere) 
Is  half  immortal :  is  it  much  indi'ig'd  ? 
By  venting,  fpleen,  or  difiinating  thought, 
It  fhows  a^srajr,  or.it  makes  :i/ctf/  „• 
And  fins-,  as  hurting  others,  or  ourfelves. 
'Ti&pritfe,  or  emptinefs,  applies  the  draw, 
That  tickles  little  minds  to  mirth  efFufe  ; 
Of  grief  approaching,  the  portentous  iign  ! 
The  houfe  of  laughter  makes  a  honfe  of  woe. 
A  man  triumphant  is  a  mouftrous  fig  lit  ; 
A  man  dyecicd,  is  a  fight  as  nican. 
What  cauie.-for  triumph,  where  fuch  ills  abound? 
What  for  dcjeftwn,  where  pr elides  a  Power, 
Who  call'd'  us  into  being  to  be  bleil  ? 
So  grieve,  as  confcious  grief  may  rife  to  joy; 
So  joy,  as  confcious  joy  to  grief  may  t'alh 
Mod  true,  a  yrife  man  never  will  be  fad  ; 
But  neither  will  fonorous  bubbling  mirth, 
A  (hallow  dream  of  happinefs  betray  : 
Too  happy  to  be  fportive,  he's  ferene.         [pence) 
Yet  wouldft  thou  laugh  (but.  at  thy  own  ex- 
This  counfel  drange  fhould  t  prdfume  to  give — 
*'  Retire,  and  read  thy  Bible,  to  be  gay." 
There  truths  .abound  of  foverci^n  aid  tb  peace  ; 
Ah  !  do  not  prize  them  lefs,  becaufe  itifpir'd, 
As  thow  and  thine  are  ap-t  and  proud  to  do. 
If-fiof  iufpir'd,  that  pregnant  page  had  flood, 
Ti^els  treafu're  ?  and  the  wonder  of  the  wife  ! 
Thou  think'ft,  perhaps,  thy  foul  alone  at  ilake  ; 
.Alas! — Should  men  miftake  thee  tor  a/c</ ;  — 
What  man  of  tafte  for  genius,  wifdbm,  trurh, 
Though  tender  of  thy  fame,  could  interpofe  ? 
Believe  me,  fenfe  here  a<Sls  a  double  part, 
.  And  the  true  critic  is  a  Chriftian  too. 

But  i'jeje, thou  chink'd,areg}oomypathsto  joy. — 
'True  joy  in  funOiihe  ne'er  was  found  at  iirft  ; 
They,  firft,  thenifelves  offend,  who  greatly  pleafe ; 
And  travel  only  gives  us  found  repofe. 
Heaven y^l/r  all  pleafure  ;  effort  is  the  price; 
The  joys  of  conqueft  are  the  joys  of-  man; 
And  glory  the  victorious  laurel  fureads 
Q\r.plcafuret  pure,  perpetual,  placid  {Ireani. 

There  is  a  time,  when  toil  muft  be  preferr'd, 
Or  joy,  by  mif-tim'd  fondnefs,  is  undone, 


A  man  of  pleafure  is  a  man  ofyia*«j. 

Thou  wilt -not  take  the  trmible  trf  be  bltfft. 

F.il'e  joys,  indeed,  are  born  from  want  of  tlicu^Et: 

From  thoughts  full  bent,  arid  energy  the  true ; 

/jind  that  demands  a  rhind  in. equal  poife,  , 

Remote  from  gloomy  grief,  ata'd  glaring  joy. 

Much  joy  not 'only  fpeaksfaiall  happinef*. 

I|ut  happinefs  that  (hortly  muft  empire. 

Can  joy,  unbottom'd  irt're^c-ifliortvdand  ? 

A'.id,  in  a  temped' ten  'reflection  live  ? 

Can  joy,  like  thirte,  ft  cure-  itfelf  art  hour  ? 

Can  joy,  like  thine,  meet  accident  unfhoclc'd  ? 

Qr  ope  the  door  to  honed  poverty  ? 

Or  talk  with  threatening  death,  and  not  turn  pale  ? 

In  fuch  a  world,  and  fuch  a  nature,  . 

Are  needful  -fundamentals  of  delight  : 

Thefe  fundamentals  give  delight  indted j 

Delight,  pure,  delicate,  and  durable  ; 

Delight,  urifhaken,  mafculine,  divine  ; 

A  condant,  and  a  found,  Imtferious  joy. 

Is  joy  the  daughter  of  feve'riry  ? 
It  is  : — yet  far  my  dotfrine  from  fevere. 
'I  Rejoice  for  ever  :"  lc  becomes  a  man  ; 
Exalts,  and  fets  him  nearer  to  the  gods. 
"  Rejoice  for  ever  !"  Nature  crirts,  ''•  Rejoice;'1 
And  drinks  to  man  in  he'r  neifleraous  cup, 
Mixt  .up.  of  delicatef.  for  ev^ry-fenfo  ^ 
To  the  great  Founder  of  the  boHTiteotis  feaft, 
Drinks  j^lory,  gratitude,  eternal  piaife  ; 
And  he.that  will  not/»/tv^>j  /vr,  is  a  churl. 
///  firmly  to  fupport.^o' fuliy  t:u!  e, 
Is  (he  whole  fcience  oi  felicity  : 
Yvtfparinf  fledge  :   her-  bowl  is  not  the  bed 
Mankind  can  boaft. — "A  rarional  repad, 
Exertion,  vigilance,  a  mind  in  arms, 
A  military  difciphne  of  thought, 
"  To  fa'd'temptatiun  in  the  doubtful  field, 
"  And  ever-waking  ardour  for  the1  right" 
*Tis  tliefe  tird  give,  then  guard,  a  cheerful  heart* 
Nought  that  is  right  think  little,  well  aware 
What  reatoh  bids  God  bids;  .by  his  command 
How  aggrandis'd  the  fmalleft  thing  we  do  •! 
Thus  nothing  is  infipid  to  the  wife  ; 
To  thee  infipid  all,  but  what  is  mad i 
Joys  feafon'd  high',  and  tafting  ftrong  of  guilt. 

l<  Mad!  (thou  reply 'ft,  with  indignation  fir'd) 
"  Of  ancient  fages  proud  to  tread  the  ftcps, 
"  I  folbw  nature." — Follow  nature  dill, 
But  look  it  be  thine  own  :   Is  confcience  then 
No  part  of  nature  ?   Is  me  notjuprcme? 
Thou  regicide !    O  raife  her  from  the  dead  I 
Then  follow  nature,  and  referable  God. 

When^  fpite  of  conscience,  pleafure  is  purfu'dj 
titan's  nature  is  unnhtii:  ally  pleas'd  ; 
And  what's  unnatural  is  painful  too 
jAt  intervals,  and  mud  dtfgud  ev'n  thee  ! 
•'\^\Mi.fa£t  thou  know'tl,  but  not  perhaps  the  caufei 
.Virtue's  foundations  with  the  world's  were  laid; 
iHeavenmix'd  her  with  aurmake,  and  twided  clofo 
Her  facred  interefts  with  the  ftrings  of  life. 
Who  breaks  her  awful  mandate,  (hocks  himiclf, 
His  better  felf ;  and  is  it  greater  pain 
Our  foul  Ihould  murmur,  or  our  e'uft  repine? 
And  one  in  their  eternal  war  mifff  bleed. 

If  one  mult  fuffer,  which  fhould  lealt  be  fpar'dj 
Hij 
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•  litis  of  mind  furp'af*  the  pains  of  fenfe, : 
':<" n  the  gout  what  torment  is  in  guilt. 

•  mental  joys  are  mean  : 
n  tin-  prcienc  only  feeds;  the  foul 
.  ii  and  future  foragers  for  jpy. 
hers,  by  retrofpedl  through  time  to  range, 
f-,~r\vard  iimis  gf'eat  fetjuel.  to-furvey. 
'  Iv.r.ian  .courts  t-dke  vengeance  on  the  mind, 
:r.ij;hf  raft;  and  racks  and  gibbets  fall  : 
rd  then  thy  mind,  and  Jt.-?,ve  the  reft  to  fate. 
Lorenzo  1  xvilt  thou  never  be  a  man  ? 
b  ;"-  dead  \vho  fnr.the  body  lives, 
'  .;>rd,  by  the  beating  of  ins  pulfe,  to  lift 

;>v?ry  luft  that.wsrs  againft  his  peace^ 
,cts  him  quite  at- variance  with  himfelf. 
felf  fir  ft  know,. then  love  :  a  ftlf  there  is 
I'-tue  lend,  that  kindles  at  her  charms. 

•  there  is,  as  fend  of  every  vice, 

•  every  virtue  wcnncU  it  to  the  heart : 
.'VVy  degrades  it,  ju/iife  robs, 

iwumy  beggars  it,  fair  truth  betrays, 
pdhke.a9B^g*rd0flKfAjl  deftroys. 
iclf,  when  rival  to  the  former,  fcorn  ; 
.  not  in  competition,  kindly  treat, 

•  d  it,  feed  it : — But,  when  virtue  bids, 
't,  or  to  the  fowls,  or  to  the  flames. 

And  \vhy  ?  'Th  love  of  plt-afurs  bids  trite 'bleed; 
^.•mply,, 'or  own  fclf-Iove/xr/fft?  or  blind. 

.For  what  is  •vice  ?  Seifrlove  in  a  miftake ; 
A  poor  blind  merchant  buying  joys  too  dear. 
And  virtue,  what  f  'Tis  felf- love  in  her  wits, 
•Quite  fkilful  in  the  market  of  delight, 
siif-love's  good  fenfe  is  love  of  that  dread  Power, 
From  whom  herfelf,  and  all  fhc  can  enjoy. 
Other  felf-love  is  but  difginYd  felf-hate; 
Vlorc  mortal  than  the  malice  of  our  foes; 
A  ielf-hate  now  fcarce  felt,  then  felt  full  fore 
When  being  curs'd;  extinction,  loud  implor'd; 
And  every  thing  preferr'd  to  what  we  ere. 

Yet  this  feif-love  Lorenzo  makes  his  choice  ; 
And,  in  this  choice  triumphaDt,  boafts  ofjoy. 
How  is  his  want  of  happincfs  betray'd 
By  difaffe&ion  to  the  prefent  hour  ! 
imagination  wanders  far  afield: 

•attire  pleafes:  why?  The  prefent  pains — 
'    Lut  that's  zfecret"     Yes,  which  all  men  know, 
And  know  from  thee,  difcover'd  unawares. 
Thy  ceafeiefs  agitation  reftleis  roll 
•";  rrn  cheat  to  cheat,  impatient  of  a  paufe; 
"•-.Vhat  is  it  ?  'Tis  the  cradle  of  the  foul, 
From  inf.infl  fent,  to  rock  her  in  difeafe, 
~Vv~hich  her  phyfician,  reafon,  will  not  cure. 
A  poor  expedient!  yet  thy  belt;  and  while 
It  mitigates  thy  pain,  it  oivns  it  too. 

Such  are  Lorenzo's  wretched  remedies! 
The  weak  have  remedies,  the  wife  have  joys. 
Superior  wifdom  is  fuperior  blifs. 
.And  what  fure  mark  diftinguifhes  the  wife  I 
« ormfient  wifdom  ever  wills  the  fame  ; 
'{'by  fickle  wifli  is  ever  on  the  wing. 
;^ck  of  herielf  \*  folly's  character, 
As  ivifdoms  is,  a  modeft  felf-applaufe. 
A  change  of  evils  is  thy  good  fupreme  ; 
}••'.; -r  but  in  motion  canft  thou  find  thy  reft. 

*  grcatcil  ftrength  is  fhown  in  itanding  Hill, 


The  flrft  fure  fymptom  of  a  mind  in  health 

rl*  red:  of  heart,  and  pleafure  felt  at  home. 

:e,irure  from  abroad  her  joys  import?; 

,  ijich  from  within,  and  felf-fuftain'd,  the  true, 
The  truf.  \\  fix'd,  and  folid  as  a  rock  ; 
Slippery  the  falfe,  and  tofling  as  the  wave. 
'TLis.  a  wild  wanderer  on  earth,  like  Cain ; 
That,  like  th.e  fabled,  felf-enamour'd  boy, 

•  Home-conttmpiation  her  fupreme  delight; 
She  dreads  an  interruption  from  without, 
Smit  with  her  own  condition  ;  and  the  more 

'  Intenfe  fhe  gases,  ftill  it  charms  the  more; 
No  man  is  happy,  till  he  thinks  on  earth 
There  breathes  not  a  more  happy  than-  himfelf; 
Then  envy  dies,  and  love  o'erfiows  on  all; 
And  love  o'erfiowing  makes  an  angel  here. 
Such  angel?,  all  entitled  to  repofe 
On  lim  who  governs  fate  :  though  tempeft  frowns., 
Though  nature  (hakes,  how  foft  to  lean  on  heaven? 

.  To  lean  on  fcm  on  whom  archangels  lean  ! 
With  inward  eyes,  and  filent  as  the  grave, 
They  ftand  coliecllng  every  beam  of  thought, 
Till  their  hearts  kindle  with  divine  delight; 
For  all  their  .thoughts,  like  angels  feen  of  eld 
In  Ifrael's  dream-,  come  from  and  go  to  h^averr: 
Hence  are  tbey  ftitdious  of  fequefter'd  fcenes, 
While  noife  and  diffipation  comfort  tbee. 

Were  all  men  happy.,  revelings  would  ceafe, 
That  opiate  for  inquietude  within. 
Lorenzo  !   never  man  was  truly  bleft, 
But  it  ccmpos'd,  and  gave  him  fuch  a  caft, 
Asfol.'y  might  miflakc  for  want  ofjoy, 
A  caft  unlike  the  triumph  of  the  proud  ; 
A  modeft  afpedr,  and  a  fmile  at  heart. 
O  for  a  joy  from  thy  Philander *s  fpring  ! 
A  fprir.g  perennial  rifmg  in  the  breaft, 
And  permanent  as  pure  !  no  turbid  ftream 
Of  raptmous  exultation;  fwelling  high, 
Which  like  land-floods  impetuous  poirr  a  while, 
Then  fink  at  once,  and  leave  us  in  the  mire. 
What  does  the  man  who  tranfient  joy  prefers  ? 
What,  but  prefer  the  bubbles  to  the  ftream? 

Vain  are  all  fudden  fallies  of  delight ; 
Convulfiohs  of  a  weak  diftempcr'd  joy. 
joy's  a  fix'd  ftate,  a  tenure,  not  a  ftart. 
Blifs  there  is  none,  but  wprfcarious  blifs : 
That  is  the  gem  :  fell  all,  and  purchafe  that. 
Why  go  a-begging  to  contingencies, 
Not  gain'd  with  eafe,  nor  fafely  lov'd,  if  gairrd  ? 
At  good  fortuitous  draw  back  and  paufe  ; 
Sufpecl  it ;  what  thou  canft  enfure,  enjoy; 
And  nought  but  what  thou  giv'ft  thyfclf  is  fure. 
Reafon  perpetuates  joy  that  reafon  give«, 
And  makes  it  as  immortal  as  herfelf : 
To  mortals  nought  immortal  but  their  worth. 

Worth,  confcious  worth,  fhould  abfoluteiy 
And  other  joys  aflc  leave  for  their  approach, 
Nor,  unexamin'd,  ever  leave  obtain. 
Thou  art  all  anarchy;  a  mob  of  joys 
Wage  war,  and  perifh  in  intcftine  broils; 
Not  the  leafl  promife  of  internal  peace  ! 
No  bofom-comfort,  or  unborrow'd  biifs  ! 
Thy  thoughts  are  vagabonds ;  all  outward-bound, 
'Mid  fands,  and  rocks,  and  florins,  to  cruife  for 
pleafure  j 
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If  gain'd,  dear  bought ;  and  better  mifs'd  than 

gain'd. 

Much  pain  muft  expiate  what  much  pain  procured. 
Fancy,  zndfwff,  from  an  infected  (here 
Thy  cargo  bring,  and  peftilence  the  prize. 
Then,  fuch  thy  thirft  (infatiable  thirit  1 
By  fond  indulgence  but  inflam'd  the  more  !) 
Fancy  ftiil  cruifes  when  poor/enfe  is  tir'd. 

Imagination  is  the  Paphian  {hop, 
Where  feeble  happinefs,  like  Vulcan,  lame, 
Bids  foul  ideas,  in  their  dark  receft, 
And  hot  as  hell  (which  kindled  the  black  fires,) 
With  wanton  art  thofe  fatal  arrows  form 
Which  murder  all  thy  time,  health,  wealth,  and 
fame.  [are 

Wouldft  thou  receive  them,  other  thoughts  there 
On  angel-wing,  defcending  from  above, 
Which  thefe,  with  art  divine,  would  counter-work, 
And  form  celeftial  armour  for  thy  peace. 

In  this  is  feen  imagination's  guilt; 
But  who  can  count  her'j»Ifiu  ?  She  betrays  thee, 
To  think  in  grandeur  there  is  fomething  great. 
For  works  of  curious  art,  and  ancient  fame, 
Thy  genius  hungers,  elegantly  pain'd  ; 
And  foreign  climes  muit  cater  for  thy  fade. 
Hence  what  difafter  ! — Though  the  price  was  paid, 
That  perfccuting  prieft,  the  Turk  of  Rome, 
Whole  foot   (ye  gods')  though  cloven,  mufl  be 

kuYd, 

Detain'd  thy  dinner  on  the  Latian  fhore  ; 
(Such  is  the  fate  of  honeft  Proteftants!) 
And  poor  magnificence  is  ftarv'd  to  death. 
Hence  jult  refeiitment,  incmr nation,  ire  I— 
Be  paciiy'd,  if  outward  things  are  great ; 
Tis  magnanimity  great  things  to  fcorn ; 
Pompous  expences,  and  parades  auguit, 
And  courts,  that  infalubrious  foil  to  pecjce. 
True  happintfs  ne'er  enter'd  at  an  eye  ; 
True  liappinefs  reiides  in  things  unfet'n. 
No  fmiles  of fortune  ever  bielt  the  bad, 
Nor  can  her  frowns  rob  innocence  of  joys  ; 
That  jewel  wanting,  triple  crov.'ns  are  poor: 
So  teli  his  Holinefs,  and  be  rcveug'd. 

Pleafure,  we  both  agree,  is  man's  chief  good  ; 
Or  only  conteft,  what  deferves  the  narv.e. 
Give  pleafuris  name  to  nought,  but  what  has  pafs'd 
Th'  authentic  ftal  of  reafc.-i,  which  j  like  Yorke, 
Demurs  on  what  it  paffes,)  and  defied 
The  tooth  of  time  ;  when  pail:,  a  picafurc  flill; 
Dearer  on  trial,  lovelier  for  its  age, 
And  doubly  to  be  priz'd,  as  it  promotes 
Our  future,  while  it  forms  our  prefcnt,  joy. 
Some  joys  the  future  overcaft  ;  and  fome 
Throw  all  their  beams  that  way,  and  gild  the 

tomb. 

Some  joys  endear  eternity  ;  fome  give 
Abhorr'd  annihilation  dreadful  charm?. 
Are  rival  joys  contending  for  thy  choice  ? 
Confult  thy  whole  exigence,  and  be  fafe  ; 
That  oracle  will  put  all  doubt  to  flight. 
Short  is  the  lefibn,  though  my  lecture  long, 
Be  good — and  let  heaven  aniwer  for  the  re  it. 
Vet,  with  a  iigh  o'er  all  mankind,  1  gr;;n: 
In  this  our  day  of  proof,  our  land  of  hope, 
n  has  his  clyuds  that 


Clouds  that  obfcure  his  fublunary  day, 
But  never  conquer  :   ev'n  the  le/1  mull  own 
Patience  a,id  refignation  are  the  pillars 
Of  human  peace  on  earth.     The  pillars  tbefe  : 
But  thofe  of  Seth  not  more  remote  from.thec," 
1'iil  ibis  heroic  leffon  thou  haft  learnt, 
To  frown  at  pleafure,  and  to  Imile  in  pain. 
Fir'd  at  the  proipe6t  of  unclouded  Mil's, 
Heaven  in  reversion,  like  the  fun,  as  yet 
Beneath  th'  horizon,  cheers  U5  in  this  world; 
It  Iheds,  on  fouls  fufcepnUs  of  light, 
The  glorious  dawn  of  our  eternal  day, 

"  This  (fays  Lorenzo)  is  a  fair  harangue  : 
'<  But  can  harangues  blow  back  ilrong  nature  <. 

ftream, 

"  Or  ftem  the  tide  heaven  puibes through  owr  \ 
"  W  lich.fweeps  away  man's  impotent  refolves, 
"  And  lays  his  labour  level  with  the  "world?" 

Thentfclyes  men  make  their  comment  on  man 
kind, 

And  think  nought  is,  bat  what  they  find  at  home  * 
Thus  weaknefs  to  chimera  turns  the  truth. 
Nothing  romantic  has  the  nuife  prefcrih'd. 
*  Above,  Lorenzo  faw  the  man  of  earth, 
The  mortal  man,  and  wretched  was  the  fight. 
To  balance  that,  to  comfort,  and  exalt, 
Now  fee  the  man  immortal :    him  1  mean 
Who  lives  as  luch ;   whofe  heart,  fujl  bent  0:1 

heaven, 

Leans  all  that  way!,  his  bias  to  the  ftar*. 
The  world's  dark  mades,  in  contrafc  let,  (hall  raifc. 
His  luftre  more,  though  bright,  without  a  foil : 
Obferve  his  awful  portrait,  and  admire  ; 
Nor  ftop  at  wonder;  .imitate,  ami  live. 

Some  angel  guide  my  pencil,  while  I  draw 
What  nothing  leis  than  angel  can  exceed  ! 
A  man  on  earth  devoted  to  the  Ik  UTS  ; 
Like  fhips  in  feas,  \vhile  :'/j,  aLa-vi  the  \vorld. 

With  afpecl  mild,  and  elevated  eye, 
Behold  him  feared  on  a  mount  ferene. 
Above  the  fogs  offexfi;,  and  pnft'inri s  ftorm  ; 
All  the  black  cares  and  tumults  oi  this  life, 
Like  harmlefs  thunders  breaking  at  his  fee", 
Excite  his  pity,  not  impair  his  peace. 
Earth" s  genuine  foes,  the  fceptcr'd  and  the  fl.ive3 
A  mingied  mob  !  a  wandering  herd  !  he  fees 
Bewilder'd  in  the  vale  ;  in  ali  unlike  ! 
His  full  reverfe  in  ali !  what  higher  praife  ? 
What  ftronger  demonftration  of  the  right? 

The  prefent  all  their  care,  the  future  ,'>•*-. 
When  public  welfare  call?,  or  private  want, 
They  give  to  fame,  his  bounty  he  conceals. 
Their  virtues  varnifh  nature,  hit  exalt. 
Mankind's  cfteem  they  court,  and  b*  his  own. 
Theirs,  the  wild  chale  offdfe  felicities 
His,  the  compos* d  poflcffion  of  the  true. 
Alike  throughout  is  his  confiftent  peace, 
All  of  one  colour,  and  au  even  thread; 
While  party-colour'd  Ihreds  of  happinefs, 
With  hideous  gaps  between,  patch  up  for  tb??.* 
A  madman's  robe  ;  dTch  puff" of  fortune  blows 
The  tatters  by,  and  iliews  their  Jiiakednefs. 

lie  ices  with  other  eyes  tha-n  tints  :   where  '.'  - 

*  In  a  f'-irtasr  7V.:'^'. 
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Behold  "Sifun^  he  Iples  Z Deity; 

What  makes  them  only  fmiie,  makes  him  adore. 

Where  tbev  fee  mountains,  Le  but  atoms  fees ; 

An  empire  in  A/J  balance  weighs  a  oTrfz*. 

They  things  terreftrial  worfhip  as  divine  ; 

His  hopes  immortal  blow  them  by  as  duft, 

That  djrns  his  fight,  and  fhortens  his  furvey, 

Which  longs  ui  infinite  to  lofe  all  bound. 

Titles  and  honours  (if  they  prove  his  fate) 

He  Lays  afide  to  find  his  dignity ; 

3sTo  dignity  they  find  in  aught  befides. 

They  triumph  in  externals,  (which  conceal 

Map's  real  glory)  proud  of  an  eclipfe. 

Himfelf  too  much  le  prizes  to  be  proud, 

And  nothing  thinks  fo  great  in  man  as«za«. 

Top  dear  be  holds  his  iutereft,  to  negledl 

Another's  welfare,  or  his  right  invade; 

7l:eir  intereft,  like  a  lion,  lives  on  prey. 

Thy  kindle  at  the  fhadow  -of  a  wrong  ; 

Wrong  he  fuftains  xyith  temper,  looks  on  heaven, 

!Nor  (loops  to  think  his  injurer  his  foe  ; 

iNought,  but  what  wounds  his  virtue  wounds  his 

.  peace. 

A  cover'd  heart  their  character  defends ; 
A  cqver'd  heart  denhs  him  half  bis  prail'e. 
With  nakednefs  his  innocence  agrees  ; 
While  their  brqsd  foliage  teftifies  their  fall. 
Their  no  joys  end,  where  Us  full  feaft  btgins  : 
His  joys  create,  theirs  murder,  future  bliis. 
To  triumph  in  exiftence,  his  aione; 
And^.'r  alone,  triumphantly  to  think 
I~Iib  irus  exiftence  is  not  yet  begun. 
Mis  glorious  ccurfe  was,  yeflerday,  complete  ; 
Peath,  then,  was  welcome  ;  yet  life  ili'l  is  fweet. 
But  nothing  charms  Lorenzo,  like  the  firm, 

Undaunted    breaft And    whofe   is  that  high 

praife  ? 

Yhfy  yield  to  pleafure,  though  they  danger  brave. 
And  mow  no  fortitude,  but  in  the  field  ; 
li  there  they  fhow  it,  'tis  for  glory  fhowri  ; 
Nor  will  that  cordial  always  man  their  hearts. 
A  cordial  his  fuftains,  that  cannot  fail; 
By  pleafure  unfubdued,  unbroke  by  pain, 
He  lhares  in  that  Omnipotence  he  truih. 
All-bearing,  all-attempting,  till  he  falls ; 
And  when  he  falls,  writes  VIOl  on  his  fhield. 
From  magnanimity,  z\\jear  above  ; 
From  nobler  recompeafe,  above  applavfe  ; 
Which  owes  to  man'«y2wf  out-lo;.k  all  its  charms. 

Backward  to  credit  what  he  never  felt, 
Loreiizo  cries,—"   Where  {bines  this  miracle  ? 
*'    From  what  root  rifes  'his  immortal  man  /"' 
A  root  that  grows  not  in  Lorenzo's  ground; 
The,  root  diffecl:,  nor  wonder  at  the^c-zwr. 

He  follows  nature   (not  like  thee)  and  fhows 

us 

An  unur/erted  fyftem  of  a  mar. 
His  appetite  wears  reafvn  s  y.olden  chain, 
And  find?,  in  due  restraint,  its  luxury. 
His  p'ajfiw  like  an  eagle  well  reclaim'd, 
Is  taught  to  fly  at  nought,  but  infinite. 
Patient  his  hope,  un-arixious  if»  his  care, 
His  caution  fcarlefs-,  and  his  griff,  (if  grief 
The  gods  ordain)  allranger  to  defpair. 

why  ? — Uecaufe,  affection,  moie  than  meet, 


His  wifdom  leave?  not  difen^s^'d  from  hesvcn* 

Thofe  fecondary  goods  that  irnile  on  earth, 

He,  loving  in  proportion,  loves  in  ft 

They  moft  the  world  enjoy,  who  leaf!:  admire. 

His  itnderjlandittg  'icapes  the  common  cloud 

Of  fumes,  arifing  from  a  boiling  breaft. 

His  head  is  clear,  becaufe  his  heart  is  cool, 

By  worldly  competitions  uninflam'd.    . 

The  moderate  movements  of  his  foul  admit 

Diflindr,  ideas,  and  matur'd  debate, 

An  eye  impartial,  and  an  even  fcale  ; 

Whence  judgment  found,  and  unrepenting  choice,, 

Thuu,  in  a  double  ienfe,  the  gooJ  are  vviie ; 

On  its  own  dunghill,  wifer  than  the  world. 

What,  then,  the  world  ?  It  mu/i  be  doubly  weak  ; 

Strange  truth !  as  foon  would  they  believe  their 

Creed. 

Yet  thus  it  is ;  nor  otherwife  can  be; 
So  far  from  aught  romantic,  what  I  fing. 
Blifs  has  no  being,  virtue  has  HO  ftrength, 
.But  from  the  profpecT:  of  immortal  life.       [fame) 
Who  think  earth   all,  or  (what  weighs  juffc   the 
Who  care  no  farther,  wjl  prize  what  it  yields; 
Fond  of  its  fanck-s,  proud  of  its  parades. 
Who  thinks  earrh  nothing, can'?  its  charms  admire  5 
He  can't  a  foe,  though  moil  malignant,  hate, 
Becaufe  that  hate  would  prove  his  greater  ioe. 
'Tis  hard  for  them  (yet  who  ib  loudly  boaft 
Good-will  to  men  .')  to  love  their  deareft  friend; 
For  may  not  he  invade  their  goodfufreme, 
Where  the  leall  jcaloufy  turns  love  to  gall  ! 
Ail  ih;n.;s  to  ibcm,  that  for  a  fcafon  mines. 
Bach  acl,   each  thought,   he  queflions,  «»  What  its 

"  weight, 

"  Its  colour  what,  a  thnufand  ages  hence  ?" 
And  what  it  there  appears,  he  deems  it  noiu. 
Hence,  pure  are  the  receffcs  of  his  icui. 
The  godlike  man  has  nothing  to  conceal. 
His  virtue,  conftirntionaily  deep, 
Has  habit's  firmneis,  and  cjfecuovs  flame; 
Angels,  aliy'd,  defcend  to  feed  the  fire; 
And  death,  which  others  flays,  makes  him  a  god. 

And  now,  Lorenzo !  bigot  of  this  world  ! 
Wont  to  difdain  poor  bigots  caught  by.  heaven  ' 
Stand  by  ihyfcsrn,  and  be  reduc'd  to  nought : 
For  what  art  thou  ! — Thou  .boafter  '   while  thy 

glare, 

Thy  gaudy  grandeur,  and  mere  worldly  worth, 
Like  a  broad  mift,  at  diftance,  ftrikes  us  moft ; 
And  like  a  mill,  is  nothing  when  at  hand ; 
His  merit,  like  a  mountain,  on  approach, 
Swells  more,  and  rifes  nearer  to  the  Ikies, 
By  promife  noiut  and  by  p;  ifeffionfoon, 
(Too  foon,  too  mud,  it  cannot  be)  his  own. 

From  this  thy  juft  annihilation  rife, 
Lorenzo  1  rife  to fometkinw,  by  reply. 
The  world,  thy  client,  liltens,  and  expects; 
And  lofjgs  to  crown  tbec  with  immortal  praiiie. 
Canft  thou  be  filent  ?  No  ;  for  wit  is  thine ; 
And  wit  talks  ?xo/},  when  l.eaji  fhe  has  to  fay, 
And  reafon  interrupts  not  her  career. 
She'll  fay — That  mijls  alove  the  mountains  rife ; 
Andp  with  a  thoufand  pleafantries,  amufc  ; 
She'll  fparkle,  puzzle,  flutter,  raiie  a  duft, 
And  fly  conyictiop,  i"  the  d«ft  ihe  lai&'d, 
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Wit,  how  delicious  to  man's  dainty  tafte  ? 

9Tis  precious,  as  the  vehicle  offtnfe; 

But,  as  its  fubftitute,  a  dire  difeaft:. 

Pernicious,  falent !  flatter'd  by  the  world, 

By  the  blind  world,  which  thinks  the  talent  rare. 

Wii'dom  is  rare,  Lorenzo  !  wit  abounds ; 

Paffinn  can  give  it;  fometimes  ivine  infpires 

The  lucky  flafh ;  and  madnefs  rarely  fails. 

"Whatever  caufe  the  fpint  ftrongly  ftirs, 

Confers  the  bays,  and  rivals  thy  renown. 

For  thy  renown,  't  were  well,  was  this  the  word; 

Chance  often  hits  it ;  and,  to  pique  the  more, 

See  dullnefs,  blundering  on  vivacities, 

Shakes  her  fage  head  at  the  calamity, 

Which  has  expos'd,  and  let  her  down  to  thee. 

But  ivifdom,  awful  wifdom  !   which  infpedts, 

l)ifcerns,  compares,  weighs,  feparates,  infers, 

Seizes  the  right,  and  holds  it  to  the.  lad  ; 

Kow  rare  !  in  fcnates,  fynods,  fought  in  vain; 

Or,  if  there  found,  'tisfacred  to  the  few; 

While  a  lewd  proftitute  to  multitudes, 

Frequent,  as  fatal,  tvit ;  in  civil  life, 

Wit  makes  an  eiiterprifer  ;  fenf:  a  man. 

Wit  hates  authority  ;  commotion  loves, 

And  thinks  herfelf  the  lightning  of  the  ftorm. 

Inflates,  'tis  dangerous;  in  religion,  death  : 
Shall  ivitturu  Chriftian,  when  the  dull  believe? 

Senfe  is  our  helmet,  -wit  is  but  the  plume  ; 

The  plume  expofes,  'tis  our  helmet  faves. 

Senfe  is  the  diamond,- weighty,  folid,  found  ; 
When  cut  by  ivit,  it  cafts  a  brighter  beam  ; 

Yet,  -wit  apart,  it  is  a  diamond  ftill. 

Wit,  widow'd  of  goodfeiife,  Is  worfe  than  nought ; 
It  hoifts  more  fail  to  run  againft  a  rock. 
Thus,  a  Aa/f-Chefterfield  is  quite  a  fool ; 
Whom  dull  fools  fcorn,  and  blefs  their  want  of  wit. 

How  ruinous  the  rock  I  warn  thee  fhun, 
Where  Syrens  fit,  to  fing  thee  to  thy  fate ! 
A  joy,  in  which  our  reafon  bears  no  part, 
Is  but  a  farrow  tickling,  ere  it  ftings. 
Let  not  the  cooings  of  the  world  allure  thee  ; 
Which  of  her  lovers  ever  found  her  true  ? 
Happy  .'  of  this  bad  world  who  little  know  ? — 
And  yet,  we  much  muft  know  her,  to  be  fife. 
To  tnoiv  the  world,  not  love  her,  is  thy  point ; 
She  gives  but  little,  nor  that  little  long. 
There  is,  I  grant,  a  triumph  of  the  pulfe  ; 
A  dance  of  fpirits,  a  mere  froth  of  joy, 
Our  thoughtltfs  agitation's  idle  child, 
That  mantles  high,  that  fparkles  and  expires, 
Leaving  the  foul  more  vapid  than  before. 
An  animal  ovation  !  fuch  as  holds 
No  commerce  with  our  reafo>i,  but  fubfifts 
On  juices,    through    the   vveil-ton'd  tubes,  well 

ftrain'd  ; 

A  nice  machine  !  fcarce  ever  tim'd  aright ; 
And  when  it  jars — thy  fyrens  fing  no  more, 
Thy  dance  is  done  ;  the  demi-god  is  thrown 
(Short  apotheofi-, !)  beneath  the  man, 
In  coward  glcom  immers'd,  or  fell  defpair. 
Art  thou  yet  dull  enough  defpair  to  dread, 
And  ftartle  it  deftruftion  ?  If  thou  art, 
Accppt  a  bucider,  take  it  to  the  field  ; 
(A  field  of  battle  is  this  mortal  life  !) 

n  danger  threaten*,  lay  it  on  thy  heart; 


A  fingle  fcntence  proof  againft  the  tvorld ; 
'    Soul,  body,  fortune .'  Every  good,  pertain 
"  To  one  of  thefe  ;  but  prize  not  all  alike ; 
"  The  goods  of  fortune  to  the  body's  health, 
"   Body  to  foul,  and  foul  fu'omit  to  God." 
Wouldft  thou  build  lading  happinefs?  Do  this; 
1  h'  inverted  pyramid  can  never  ftarid. 

Is  this  truth  doubtful  ?  it  outfhines  the  fun ; 
Nay  the  fun  fhines  not,  but  to  fhow  us  this, 
The  {ingle  leffon  of  mankind  on  earth. 
And  yet — yet,    what  ?    No   news !    mankind    is 

mad ; 

Such  mighty  numbers  lift  againft  the  right, 
(And    what     can't    numbers,    when    bewhch'il 

atchie^e  !) 

They  talk  themfelves  to  fomething  like  belief, 
That  all  earth's  joys  are  theirs  :  As  Athens'  fool 
Grinn'd  from  the  port,  on  every  fail  his  own. 
They  grin;  but  wherefore?  and  how  long  the 

laugh  ! 

Half  ignorance,  their  mirth  ;  and  half,  a  lie; 
To  cheat  the  world,  and  cheat  themfelves,  they 

fmile. 

Hard  either  tafk  !  The  moft  abandon'd  own, 
That  others,  if  abandon'd,  are  undone: 
Then  for  themfelves,  the  moment  reafon  walces, 
(And  Providence  deniea  it  long  repofe) 
O  how  laborious  is  their  gaiety  ! 
They  fcarce  can  fvvallow  their  ebullient  fpleen, 
Scarce  mufter  patience  to  fupport  the  farce, 
And  pump  fad  laughter  till  the  curtain  falls. 
Sca>cc,  did  I  fay?  Some  cannot  fit  it  out ; 
Oft  their  own  daring  hands  the  curtain  draw, 
And  fhow  us  -what  their  joy,  by  their  defpair. 
The   clotted  hair  !  gor'J    breaft  !  blalpheming 

eye  ! 

Its  impious  fury  ftill  alive  in  death  ! 
Shut,  ihut  the  fhocking  fcene. —  But  heaven  denies 
A  cover  to  fuch  guilt  ;  and  fo  fnoukl  man. 
Look  round,  Lorenzo  :  lee  the  reeking  blade, 
Fh'  invenom'd  phial,  and  the  fatal  b^il ; 
The  ftrangling  corcA  and  fuffbcating  itream ; 
The  loathfome  rottenneis,  aid  foui  decays 
?rom  raging  riot  (flower  fuicidcs  1) 
And  pride  in  thefe,  more  execrable  ftill! 
-low  horrid  all.  to  thought ! — But  horrors,  thefe, 
That  vouch,  the  truth;  and  aid  my  feeble  long. 
?rom  i'ic?tfinfe,  fancy,  no  man  can  be  bleft: 
i(ji  is  too  great,  to  lodge  within  an  hour: 
When  an  immortal  being  aims  at  Mils, 
Juration  is  eflential  to  the  name. 
O  for  a  joy  from  reafon  !  Joy  from  that, 
Which  makes  mao  man  ;  and,  exercis'd  aright, 
Vill  make  him  more :  A  bounteous  joy  1   that  givesA 
And  promifes;  that  weaves  with  art  divine, 
."he  richeft  profpe<5l  into  prefent  peace  : 
A  joy  ambitious  !  Joy  in  common  held 
Vkh  thrones  ethereal,  and  their  greater  far ; 
\  joy  high-prtvileg'd  from  chance,  time,  death  ! 
A  joy,  which  death  (hall  double,  judgment  crown  I 
Crown'd  higher,  and  ftill  higher,  at  each  ftage, 
~hrough  bleft  eternity's  long  day  :  yet  ftill, 
<Tot  more  remote  from_/o/ro7t;,  than  from  him, 
Yhofe  lavifh  hand,  whole  love  ftupendous,  poun    ' 
o  much  of  Deity  on  guilty  duft. 
H  iii] 


iao 
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O  try  Lucia  !  may  I  meet  thee  there, 
Where  not  thy  picfeace  can  improve  my  biifs! 

Affc<5ls  not  this  t}\efages  of  the  world?  \ 

Can  nought  a.j}"e£t  them,  but  \\hztfools  them  too  ? 
Jlrcrnity  depending  on  an  hour, 
Make&^/irJow  thought  m^n's  vvildom,  joy,  and  praife. 
Nor  nted  you  blufli  (though  ibinetimts  your  de- 

iigns 

May  fiiun  the  light)  at  your  defigns  on  heaven  : 
tiolc  point  !   where  over-boflful  i<  your  blame. 
Are  you  not  ivife  ? — You  know  you  are:  Vet  heaf 
One  truth,  amid  your  numerous  fchemes,  miflaid, 
Or  overlook'd,  or  thrown  afide,  it  feen  ; 
*'  Our  fchernes  to  plan  by  this  world,  or  the  «?>*, 
"   Is  the  fole  difference  between  wile  and  fool.'' 
All  worthy  men  will  weigh  you  in  this  fcale ; 
"What  wonder,  then,  if  they  pronounce  you  light? 
Is  their  efteem  alone  not  worth  your  care  ? 
Accept  my  iimplc  icheme  oS.&mmriaftiffi  .-      [own. 
Thus,  fave  your  fame,  and  make  two  worlds  your 

The  world  relies  not ; — but  the  world  £ttfjh ; 
And  puts  the  cauf*  off  to  the  longed  day, 
Planning  eyafions  for  the  day  ol  doom. 
So  far,  at  that  re-hearing^  from  redrefs, 
They  then  turn  ivitnejj'es  again  ft  themfelves  : 
Hear  that,  Lorenzo  !  nor  be  wife  to-rnorrovv, 
Hafte,  Llafte  !  A  man,  by  nature,  is  in  hafte; 
For  who  fhall  anfwer  for  another  hour? 
'Tih  highly  prudent,  to  make  one  fure  friend  ; 
And  that  thou  canft  not  do,  this  fide  the  ikies. 
Ye  funs  of  earth  J  (nor  iviliiag  to  be  more  !) 
Since  "verfe  you  think  from  pneflcrait  iornewhat 

free, 

Thus,  in  an  age  fo  gay,  the  mute  5  lain  truths 
(Truths,  which,  at  church,  you  might  have  heard 

in  profe) 

Has  ventur'd  into  light ;  well-pleas'd  the  verfe 
Shf.uld  be  forgot,  if  you  the  truths  retain  ; 
And  crown  her  with  your  welfare,  not  your  praife. 
Yiui  frai/'e  ihe  need  not  fear  :   I  fee  my  i.ite  ; 
And  headlong  leap,  like  Curtius,  down  the  gulf. 
Since  many  an  ample  vclutrn,  mighty  tomst 
IVluft  die;  and  die  unwept;  O  thou  minute, 
ipevoved  page  /  go  foith  r.mong  thy  foes  j 
Go  nobly  proud  of  martyrdom  for  truth, 
And  die  a  double  death  ;  mankind,  incensM, 
penies  thee  long  to  live  :  nor  {halt  thou  reft 
\Vhen  thou  art  dead ;  in  Stygian'  fhades  arraign'c 
By  Lucifer,  as  traitor  to  his  throne; 
And,  bold  blafphemer  of  his  friend — the  world  ; 
The  world,  whofe  legions  coll  him  flender  pay, 
And  -:,:.iuruzfrs  around  his  banner  fwarm  ; 
prudent,  as  Pruffia,  in  her  zeal  for  Gaul ! 

"  Are  all,  then,  fools  ?"  Lorenzo  cries. — Yes, all 
But  fuch  as  hold  this  do&rine  (new  to  thee); 
"  The  mother  of  true  wifdom  is  the  w/7/;'* 
The  nobleft  inislleft,  a  fool  without  it. 
I't'crhi-ivifdam  niuch  has  done,  and  more  may  do, 
In  arts  and  faiences,  in  wars  and  peace  ; 
But  art  and  fcience,  like  thy  wealth,  will  leave  thee 
And  Jnake  thee  twice  a  beggar  at  thy  dearth. 
Vi/'j  is  the  mojt  inciylgencc  can  afford  ;— 
**    Thy  *iuifdctnt  all  can  dot  i>ut — maze  thee  ivife™ 
Vor  thiijk  this  cenfure  is  fevere  on  thee  : 
tan,  thy  mailer,  I  dare  call  a  dunce. 


NIGHT  IX. 
THE  CONSOLATION. 

Containing,  among  other  things^ 

I.  A  Moral  Survey  of  the  Nvfltirnal  H 
11.  A  Night-Addnfs  io  the  Deity. 

HUMBLY  INSCRIBED   TO    HIS   GRACE   THE  DUKE 

OF  NEWCASTLE, 
One  rf  hit  Majejly's  principal  Secretaries  of  State. 

"  —  Fatis  contraria  fata  rependens." — VIRG. 

As  when  a  traveller,  a  long  day  paft 
In  painiulfearch  of  what  he  cannot  find, 
At  night's  approach,  content  with  the  next  cot, 
There  ruminates  a  while  his  labour  loft  ; 
Then  cheers  his  heart  with  what  hi*  Lte  affurds. 
And  chaunts  his  fonnet  to  deceive  the  time, 
Till  the  due  feafon  calls  him  to  repoic  : 
Thus  I,  long-travell'd  in  the  ways  of  men, 
^nd  dancing  with  the  reft,  the  giduy  maze, 
Where  aifa^oin^jaeat  fmiles  at  hope's  career  ; 
Warn'd  by  the  iangour  of  life's  evening  ray, 
At  length  have  hou^'d  me  in  an  humble  fhed ; 
Where  future  wandering  baninYo  fn/m  my  thought. 
And  waiting  patient  the  fweet  hour  of  reft, 
I  chaf?  tr.e  moments  vyith  a  ferious  fong. 
Song  footlis  our  pains;  and  age  has  ]  :i,n<  to  footh. 
When  age,  cart,  crime,  and  friends  embrac'd  at 
heart,  [(hade, 

Torn  from  my  bleeding  breaft,  and  death's  dark 
Which  hovers  o'er  me,  quench'd  th'  ethereal  fire  \ 
Canft  thou,  O  night .'  indulge  one  lab.  ur  more  ? 
One  labour  more  indulge  !  then  fieeu,  my  ftrain  ! 
Till  haply  v.  ak'd  by  Raphael's  golden  lyre. 

Where  night,  death,  age,  care,  crime,  and  iorrow3 

ceaie  ; 
To  bear  a  part  in  everiafting  lays  ; 

t  far,  far  higher  let  in  aim  I  truft, 

Svmphonioua  to  this  bumble  prelude  he>e. 
Has  not  the  mufe  aliened  pleafures  pure, 

Like  thofe  above  ;  exploding  other  joys  ? 

Weigh  what  was  urg'd,  Lorenzo  !  lairly  wei}>;h  ; 

And  tt  il  me,  haft  thou  caufe  to  triumph  flill  ? 

I  think  thou  wilt  forbear  a  boaft  io  bold. 

But  if  beneath  the  favour  of  miftake, 

Thy  Imiie's  fincere;   not  mere  finceie  can  be 

Lorenzo's  imiie,  than  my  compaflioii  for  him. 

The  fick  in  btJy  call  for  aid;  the  ficjc 

In  mind  are  covetous  of  more  difeafij ; 

And  when  at  ivorft,  they  dream  themfelves  quite 
ivell. 

To  k.toiv  ourfelves  difeasM,  is  half  our  cure. 

When  nature's  biufli  by  cuflcm  a  vvip'd  cff, 

And  confcience,  deaden'cl  by  repeated  ftrokes, 

Has  into  manners  naturalis'd  our  t,rini^s  ; 

1  he  ctirfe  of  curfes  is,  our  curfe  to  iove  ; 

To  triumph  in  the  blacknefs  of  our  guiit 

(As  Indians  glory  in  the  dccpeit  j-t), 

Apd  throw  alide  ourfenfss  with  our  peace. 
But  grant  no  guilt,  no  iliamej  no  -eait  alloy  J 

Grant  joy  and  glory  quite  uniuliy'd  /hone  j 

Yet  fliii  it  ill  dckrvca  iiorcnzu'r  h'j^rc. 


THE  COMPLAINT;  OR  NIGHT  THOUGHTS. 


,  no  glory,  glitters  in  thy  fight, 
Buc  through  the  thin  partition  of  an  hour, 
I  fee  its  fables  wove  by  dejliny  ; 
And  that  in  furrow  bury'd  ;  ibis  in  fhame  ; 
\Vhile  howling  furies  ring  the  doleful  knell ; 
And  cotifcience,  now  fo  fofc  thou  fcarce  canft  liear 
Her  whilper,  echoes  her  eternal  peal. 

Where  the  prime  actors  of  the  lalt  year's  fcene  ; 
Their  port  fo  proud,  their  buflcin,  and  their  plume  ? 
How  manyjleef,  who  kept  the  world  awake 
With  luftre,  and  with  noiie !   has  dzaih  proclaim'd 
A  truce,  and  hung  his  fated  lance  on  high  ? 
'  TisbrandifiYd  ftili ;  nor  {hall  the  prefent  year 
Be  more  tenacious  of  her  human  leal, 
Or  fpread  of  feeble  life  a  thinner  fall. 

But  needlefs  monuments  to  wake  the  thought; 
Life's  gayeji  fcenes  fpeak  man's  mortality  ; 
Though'm  a  ftyle  more  florid,  full  as  plain, 
As  maufoU'umS) pyramid*,  and  tombs, 
What  are  our  nobkfc  ornaments,  but  deaths 
Turn'd  flatterers  of  life,  in  paint  or  marble, 
The  well-flairi'd  canvas,  or  the  featured  Hone  ? 
Our  fathers  grace,  or  rather  haunt,  the  fcene. 
foy  peoples  her  pavilion  from  the  <lead. 

"  Prcfejl  di-uerjiotis .' — cannot  thefe  efcape  ?"— 
Far  from  it :  thtfe  prefems  us  with  a  fiiroud  ; 
And  talk  of  death,  like  garlands  o'er  a  grave. 
Asfome  bold  plunderers,  for  bury'd  wealth, 
We  ranfack  tombs  for  pa/lime  ;  from  the  dud 
Call  up  the  fleeping  hero ;  bid  him  tread 
The  fcene  for  our  amufement :  how  like  gods 
"We  lit;,  and  wrapt  in  immortality, 
Shed  generous  tears  on  wretches  born  to  die ; 
Their  fate  deploring,  to  forget  our  own  '. 

What  all  the  pomps  and  triumphs  of  our  lives, 
But  legacies  in  bkTfom  ?  Our  lean  foil, 
Luxuriant  grown,  and  rank  in  vanities, 
From  friends  interr'd  beneath  ;  a  rich  manure  ! 
Like  other  worms,  we  banquet  on  the  dead  ; 
Like  other  worms,  iliall  we  crawl  on,  nor  know 
Our  prefent  frailties,  or  approaching  fate  ? 

Lorenzo  !  fuch  the  glories  of  the  world  ! 
What  is  the  world  itfelf  ?  Thy  world — a  grave. 
Where  is  the  dud  that  has  not  been  alive  ? 
The  fpade,  the  plough,  difturb  our  anccilors ; 
From  human  mould  we  reap  our  daily  bread. 
The  globe  around  earth's  hollow  furiuce  {hakes, 
And  is  the  cieling  of  her  deeping  ions. 
O'er  deviation  we  blind  revels  keep  ; 
Whole  bury'd  towns  fupport  the  dancer's  heel. 
The  moiji  of  human  frame  the  fun  exhales  ; 
Winds  fcatter  through  the  mighty  void  the  dry; 
Earth  repoffeifes  part  of  what  fhe  gave, 
And  the  freed  fpirit  mounts  on  wings  of  fire  ; 
3iach  element  partakes  our  fcatter'd  fpoils  ; 
As  nature  wide  our  ruins  fpread  :   man's  death 
Inhabits  all  things,  but  the  thought  of  man. 

Nor  man  alone  ;  his  breathing  buft  expires, 
His  tomb  is  mortal;  empires  die  :  where  now, 
The  Roman,  Greek  ?  They  ftalk,  an  empty  name: 
Yet  few  regard  them  in  this  ufcful  light ; 
Though  half  our  learning  is  their  epitaph. 
"Whendwwn  thy  vale,  unlock'd  by  midnight  thought, 
That  loves  to  wander  in  thy  funleis  realms, 
P  death  '  I  itretth  rr.y  vier/  ;  whut  visions  rifs  ! 


What  triumphs  '.  toils  imperial !  arts  divine  ! 
n  wither'd  laurels  glide  before  my  fight ! 
What  lengths  of  far-fam'd  ages,  billow'd  high 
Vith  human  agitation,  roll  along 
n  unfubftantial  images  of  air  ! 
he  melancholy  ghofts  <>f  dead  renown, 
Vhifpering  faint  echoes  of  the  world's  applaufe, 
Vith  penitential  afpecl  as  they  pafs, 
All  point  at  earth,  and  hifs  at  human  pride, 
"he  wifdom  of  the  "wife,  and  prancings  of  thcgreat* 

But,  O  Lorenzo  !  far  the  reft  above, 
Of  ghaflly  nature,  and  enormous  fize, 
One  form  a.flaults  my  fight,  and  chills  my  blood, 
And  {hakes  my  frame.  Of  one  departed  world 

fee  the  mighty  fhadow  :  oozy  wreath 
And  difmal  fea-weed  crown  her;  o'er  her  ura 
Reclin'd,  ihe  weeps  her  defolated  realms, 
And  bloated  fnis:  and.  weeping,  prophefies 

er's  diffolution  fi.on  in  flames. 
3ut  like  Caffandra  prophefies  in  vain  ; 
In  vain  to  many  ;  not  I  trult  to  thee. 

For  know'lt  thou  not,  or  art  thou  loth  to  know. 
The  great  decree,  the  counfel  of  the  ikies  ? 
Deluge  and  cwjlagration,  dreadful  powers  1 
Prime  minirters  of  vengeance  '.  chain'd  in  caves 
Diilin6l,  apart  the  giant  furies  roar ; 
Apart;  or  fuch  their  horrid  rage  for  ruin, 
In  miirual  conflict  would  they  rife,  and  wage 
Eternal  war,  till  one  was  quite  devour'd. 
But  not  for  this,  ordain'd  their  boundlefs  rage  jj 
When  heaven's  inferior  inftruments  of  wrath, 
War,  famine,  pt'Jlil.-ncs,  are  found  too  weak 
To  fcourge  a  world  for  her  enormous  crimes, 
Tlefe  are  let  looie  alternate  :  down  they  rum, 
Swil't  and  tempeftuous,  from  th'  eternal  throne, 
With  irrefirtibk  commiffion  arm'd, 
The  world,  in  vain  corre&ed,  to  deflroy, 
And  eafe  creation  of  the  fhocking  fcene. 

Seeft  thou,  Lorenzo  !  what  depends  on  man  ? 
The/lite  of  nature  ;  as/or  man  her  birth. 
Earth  j  actors  change  earth's  tranikory  fcenes, 
And  make  creation  groan  with  human  c^uilt. 
How  mull  it  groan,  in  a  new  deluge  whelm'd, 
But  not  of  waters  :  at  the  deftin'd  hour, 
By  the  loud  trumpec  fummon'cl  to  the  charge, 
Sec  aii  the  formidable  I'ous  of  fire, 
Eruptions,  earthquakes,  comets,  lightnings,  play 
Their  variou.s  engines  ;  all  at  once  difgorge 
Their  blazing  magazines;  and  take  by  ftorm 
This  poor  terrcitrial  citadel  of  man. 

Amazing  period  1  when  each  mountain-height 
Out-burns  Vefuvius;  rocks  eternal  pour 
Their  melted  mafs,  as  rivers  once  they  pour'd; 
Stars  rulh  ;  and  final  ruin  fiercely  drives 
Her  pl.ujghfhare  o'er  creation! — while  aloft, 
More  than  aftoniiliment  I  if  more  can  be  ! 
Far  other  jlrffiamfnt  than  e'er  was  feen, 
Than  e'er  was  thought  by  man  !  far  other  Jiars  .*> 
Stars  animate,  that  govern  thefe  of  fire  ; 
Far  other /vrc  / — A  fun,  O  how  unlike 
The  Babe  at  IJeth'lera  !  how  unlike  the  man 
That  groan'd  on  Calvary ! — Yet  he  it  is;    [pomp  S 
That  Man  ef  Sorrows  !    O  how  chang'd  1   what 
In  grandeur  terrible,  all  heaven  defcends ! 
Ar.U  gods  ambicious,  triumph  in.  his  train. 
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A  fwift  archangel,  with  his  golden  wing, 
As  blots  and  clouds-,  that  darken  and  diiejrace 
The  Jrene  divine,  fweeps  ftars  and  Tuns  alide. 
And  now  al!  drufs  remov'd,  heaven's  own  pure  day, 
Full  on  the  confines  of  our  ether  flames. 
"While  (dreadful  contrail  !)  far,  how  far  beneath! 
Hell  burfting,  belches  forth  her  blazing  feas, 
And  Dorms  fulphureous ;  her  voracious  jaws 
Expanding  wide,  and  roaring  for  her  prey. 

Lorenzo  !  welcome  to  thisfcene;  the  lafl 
In  nature's  courfe  ;  the  firfl:  in  wildom's  thought. 
T/6/j  firikr-,  if  aught  can  ftrike  thee  ;  t/jfs  awakes 
The  molt  fupine;  this  fnatches  man  from  death. 
Rouie,  r-oufe,  Lorenzo,  then,  and  follow  me, 
"Where  truth,  the  moft  momentous  man  can  hear, 
Leud  calls  my  foul,  and  ardour  wings  her  flight. 
I  find  my  infpiration  in  my  theme ; 
The  grandeur  of  my  fubje<5t  is  my  mufe. 

At  m'.iJniglt,  when  mankind  is  wrapt  in  peace, 

And  worldly  fancy  feeds  on  golden  dreams; 

To  give  more  dread  to  man's  moft  dreadful  hour, 

.At  midnight,  'tis  prefum'd,  this  pomp  will  burft 
From  tenfold  darknefs ;  fudden  as  the  fpark 
Fr<  m  fmitten  fteel ;  from  nitrous  grain  the  blaze. 

3Wan,  ftarting  from  his  couch,  fhail  fleep  no  more  ! 

The  day  is  broke,  which  never  more  fhall  clofe  i 

Above,  around,  beneath,  amazement  all  ! 

Terror  and  glory  join'd  in  their  extremes ! 

Our  God  in  grandeur,  and  our  world  on  fire! 

All  nature  ftruggling  in  the  pangs  of  death  ! 

Doft  thou  not  hear  her  ?  Doii  thou  not  deplore 

Her  ftrong  convulfions,  and  her  final  groan  ? 

"Where are  <wenoiv?  Ah  me  !  the  ground  is  gone 

Qn  which  we  flood  ;  Lorenzo  !  while  thou  may'fl, 

P-r-o^ide  more  firm  fupport,  or  fink  for  ever  ! 

"Where?  how?  from  whence?   Vain  hope]  it  is 
too  late  ! 

"Where,  where  for  fhelter  (hall  the  guilty  fly, 

"Where  confterration  turns  the  good  man  pale  ? 
Great  day  !  for  which  all  other  days  were  made; 

Par  which  earth  rofe  from  chaos,  man  from  carlo  • 

And  an  eternity,  the  date  of  gods, 

Dffcended  on  poor  earth-created  man  ! 

Great  day  of  dread,  decifion,  and  defpair  I 

At  thought  of  thee,  each  fublunary  wifh 

Lets  go  its  eager  grafp,  and  drops  the  world  ; 

And  catches  at  each  reed  of  hope  in  heaven. 

As  thought  of  thee  \ — and  art  thou  abfent  then  ? 

Lorenzo  !  no  ;  'tis  here  ;   it  is  begun  \ — 

Already  is  begun  the  grand  afiize, 

In  thee,  in  all;  deputed  confcience  fcales 

The  dread  tribunal,  and  fcreftalls  our  doom  ; 

F^reftalls ;  and,  by  foreftalling,  proves  it  fare. 

Why  on  hirnfelf  fhould  man  void  judgment 

Is  idle  nature  laughing  at  her  ions  ? 

Who  confcience  fcnt,her  fentence  will  fupport. 

And  God  above  aflert  that  God  in  man. 

Thrice  happy  they  !  that  enter  note  the  court 

Heaven  opens  in  their  boibms  :   but,  how  rare, 

Ah  me  !  that  magnanimity,  how  rare  ! 

What  hero,  like  the  man  who  ftands  himfelf ; 

Who  dares  to  meet  his  naked  heart  alone ; 

Who  hears  intrepid,  the  full  charge  it  brings, 

Hefolv'd  to  filence  future  murmurs  there? 

1'hc  coward  flies ;  and  flying,  is  undone. 


(Art  thou  a  coward  ?  No  :)  The  coward  files  ; 
Think.-*,  but   thinks   flightly  ;    aiks,   but  fears  to 

knoiv  ; 

Afks,  "  What  h  truth!"  with  Pilate  ;  and  retires ; 
Diffolves  the  court,  and  mingles  with  the  throng  ; 
.Afyhim  fad  !  from  realbn,  hope,  and  heaven  ! 
Shall  all  but  max,  look  out  with  ardent  eye, 
For  that  great  day,  which  was  ordain'd/or  man  ? 

0  day  of  confummation  !  mark  fupreme 

(If  men  are  wife)  of  human  thought !  nor  leaft, 

Or  in  the  fight  of  angels,  or  their  Kin<r  ! 

Angels,  whofe  radiant  circle?,  height  o'er  height, 

Order  o'er  order,  rifing,  blaze  o'er  blaze, 

As  in  a  theatre,  furround  this  fcene, 

Intent  on  man,  and  anxious  for  his  fate. 

dnveh  look  out  for  thee  ;  for  thee,  their  Lord, 

To  vindicate  his  glory ;  and  for  thee, 

Creation  univerfal  calls  aloud, 

To  difinvolve  the  moral  world,  and  give 

To  nature's  renovation  brighter  charms. 

Shall  man  alcne,  whofe  fate,  whofe  fnal  fate, 
Hangs  on  that  hour,  exclude  it  from  his  thought  ? 

1  think  of  nothing  elfe  ;  I  fee  !    I  feel  it ! 

All  nature,  like  an  earthquake,  trembling  round  ! 

All  deities,  like  fummer's  i  warms,  on  wing  ! 

All  balking  in  the  full  n3eridian<fblaze  ! 

I  fee  the  Judge  enthron'd  !  the  flaming  guard  ! 

The  volume  open'd  !  open'd  every  heart ! 

A  fun-beam  pointing  out  each  fecret  thought 

No  patron  !  interceffor  none  !   now  pail 

Thefweet,  the  clement,  mediatorial  hour  ! 

For  guilt  no  pica  !  to  pain,  no  paufe  !  no  bound  ! 

Inexorable  all !  and  all,  extreme  \ 

Nor  man  alone ;  the  foe  of  God  and  man, 
From  his  dark  den,  blafpheming,  drags  hischain? 
And  rears  his  brazen  front,  with  thunder  fcar'd : 
Receives  his  fentence,  and  begins  his  hell. 
All  vengeance  paji,  now,  feems  abundant  grace  : 
Like  meteors  in  a  ftormy  iky,  how  roll 
His  baleful  eyes;  he  curfes  whom  he  dreads; 
And  deems  it  the  firft  moment  of  his  fall. 

Tisprefent  to  mythonght! — and  yet  where 

is  it  ? 

Angeh  can't  tell  me  ;  angels  cannot  guefs 
The  period;  from  created  beings  lock'd 
In  darknefs.     But  the  f-ocefs,  and  the  f  /ace, 
Are  lefs  obfcure;  for  thefe  may  man  inquire. 
Say,  thou  great  clofe  of  human  hopes  and  fears  I 
Great  key  of  hearts  !  great  finifher  of  fates! 
Great  end  !  and  great  beginning  !  fay,  Where  art 

thou? 

Art  thou  in  tivte,  or  in  eternity  ? 
Nor  in  eternity,  nor  time,  I  find  thee. 
Thefe,  as  two  monarchs,  on  their  borders  meet, 
(Monarch?  of  all  elaps'd,  er  unarriv'd  !) 
As  in  Debate,  how  beft  their  powers  ally'd, 
May  Iweli  the  grandeur,  or  discharge  the  wrath, 
Of  him,  whom  both  their  monarchies  obey. 

Time,  this  fa  ft  fabric  for  him  built  (a»d  doom'd 
With  him  to  fall)  noiv  burning  o'er  his  head  ; 
His  lamp,  the  fun,  extinguifh'd  ;  from  beneath 
The  frown  of  hideous  darknefs,  calls  his  fons 
From  thtir  long  flumber;  from  earth's  heaving 

womb, 
To  fecond  forth  !  contemporary  thrcrsg ! 
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Rous'd  at  one  call,  upftarted  from  one  bed, 
Pretl  in  one  crowd,  appali'd  with  one  amaze, 
tic  turns  them  o'er,  F.te>-r,ity  !  to  tbee. 
Then  (as  a  king  depns'd  diidains  to  live) 
He  falls  on  his  own  fcythe  ;   nor  falls  alone  ; 
His  greateft  foe  falls  with  him  ;  time,  and  he 
Who  murder'd  all  times  offspring,  death, expire. 

Time  was  !  Eternity  now  reigns  alone  ! 
Awfol  eternity  1  offended  queen  ! 
And  her  refentment  to  mankind,  how  juft! 
With  kind  intent,  foliciting-  accefs, 
How  often  has  {he  kncck'd  at  human  hearts! 
Rich  to  repay  their  hofpitality, 
How  often  call'd  \  and  with  the  voice  of  God  ! 
Yet  bore  repulfe,  excluded  as  a  cheat ! 
A  dream  !  while  fouleft  foes  found  welcome  there! 
A  dream,  a  cheat,  no-w,  all  things,  but  her  i'mile. 

For,  lo  !  her  twice  ten  thoufand  gates  thrown 

wide, 

As  thrice  from  Indus  to  the  frozen  pole, 
With  banners  ftreaming  as  .the  comet's  blaze, 
And  clarions,  louder  than  the  deep  in  ftorms, 
Sonorous  as  immortal  breath  can  blow, 
Pour  forth  their  myriads,  potentates,  and  powers, 
Of  light,  of  darknefs;  in  a  middle  field, 
Wide,  as  creation  !  populous,  as  wide  ! 
A  neutral  region  !  there  to  mark  th'  event 
Of  that  great  drama,  whofe  preceding  fcenes 
Detain'd  them  clofe  ipeftators,  through  a  length 
Of  ages,  ripening  to  this  grand  refult ; 
Ages,  as  yet  unnumber'd,  but  by  God  ; 
Who  now  pronouncing  ientence,  vindicates 
The  rights  of  virtue,  and  his  own  renown. 

Eternity,  the  various  ientence  part, 
Afligas  the  fever'd  throng  diitindt  abodes, 
Sulphureous,  or  ambrofial :   What  enfues  ? 
The  deed  predominant !  the  deed  of  deeds! 
Which  makes  a  hell  of  hell,  a  heaven  of  heaven. 
The  goddefs)  with  determined  afpedt,  turns 
Her  adamantine  key's  enormous  fize 
Through  deftiny's  inextricable  wards, 
D;>ep  driving  every  bolt,  on  both  their  fares. 
Then,  from  the  cryftal  battlements  of  heaven, 
Down,  down,  fhe  hurls  it  through  the  dark  pro 
found, 

Ten  thoufand  thoufand  fathom  ;  there  to  ruft, 
And  ne'er  unlock  her  rcfolution  more.      [glooms, 
The  deep  refounds;  and   hell,   thrdugh   all   her 
Returns,  in  groans,  the  melancholy  roar. 

O  how  unlike  the  chorus  of  the  fkies  ! 
O  how  unlike  thofe  fhouts  of  joy,  that  (hake 
The  whole  ethereal  !  How  the  concave  rings ! 
Nor  ftrange  !  when  deities  their  voice  exalt ; 
And  louder  far,  than  when  creation  rofe, 
To  lee  citations  godlike  aim, and  end, 
So  well  accompliih'd  \  fo  divinely  clos'd! 
To  fee  the  mighty  dramatics  laft  ad: 
(As  meet)  in  glory  rifing  o'er  the  reft. 
No  fancy'd  god,  a  god  indeed t  defcends, 
To  folve  a!lMo/f ;  to  ftrike  the  moral  home; 
To  throw  full  day  on  darkeft  fcenes  of  time ; 
To  clear,  commend,  exalt,  and  crown  the  whole. 
Hence,  in  one  peal  of  loud,  eternal  praife, 
The  charm'd  fpe&ators  thunder  their  applaufe  ! 
•-J!  i  tie  vafl  void  beyond,  applaufe  relbynd 5. 


What  then  am  I? — 

Amidft  applauding  worlds, 

And  world's  celefHal,  is  their  found  on  earth, 

A  pcevifh,  diffonant,  rebellious  firing, 

Which  jars  on  the  grand  chorus,  and  complains  ? 

Cenfure  on  tlee,  Lorenzo  !   I  fufpend, 

And  turn  it  on  myfrlft  how  greatly  due  ! 

All,  all  is  right ;  by  God  ordain'd  or  done  ; 

And  who,  bat  God,  refum'd  the  friends  he  gave? 

And  have  I  been  comp/arning,tYient  fo  long  ? 

Complaining  of  his- favours,  fain,  and  death? 

Who,  without  pain 'j  advice,  would  e'er  be  good  ? 

Who,  without  death,  but  would  be  good  in  vain  ? 

Pain  is  to  five  from  fata;  all  putiifhment, 

To  make  tor  peace  ;   and  death  to  fave  from  death; 

And  fecoud  death,  to  guard  immortal  life; 

To  roufe  the  carelefs,  the  prefumptuous  awe, 

And  turn  the  tide  of  fouls  another  way; 

By  the  fame  tendernefs  divine  ordain'd, 

That  planted  Eden,  and  high-bloom'd  for  man, 

A  fairer  Eden,  endleft,  in  the  fkies. 

Heaven  gives  us  friends  to  blefsthe/>r^/rffcene  j 

Refumes  them,  to  prepare  us  for  the  next, 

All  evils  natural  are  moral  goods ; 

All  difcipline,  inttttlgenct,  on  the  whole. 

None  are  unhappy  :  all  have  caufe  to.fmile, 

But  fuch  as  to  themlelves  that  caufe  deny. 

OUT  faults  arc  at  the  bottom  of  QMT  pains  ; 

Error,  in  atfs,  or  judgment,  is  the  fource 

Of  endlefs  iighs :    Weji/i,  or  we  mijtake  ; 

And  nature  tax,  when  falfe  opinion  ilings. 

Let  impious  grief  be  banifh'd,  joy  indulged  ; 

But  chiefly  then,  when  grief  puts  in  her  claim, 

Joy  from  (he  joyous,  frequently  betrays, 

Oft  lives  in  vanity,  and  dies  in  woe. 

Joy,  amidft  ills,  corroborates,  exalts ; 

'Tis  joy  and  conqueft  ;  joy,  and  virtue  too. 

A  noble  fortitude  in  illst  delights 

Heaven,  earth,  ourfelves;  'tis  duty,  glory,  peace. 

/.jj{'i6lion  is  the  good  man's  finning  fcene ; 

Profptri'y  conceals  his  brightest  ray  ; 

As  night  to  itars,  ivse  lultre  gives  to  man. 

Heroes  in  battle,  pilots  in  the  ftorm, 

And  virtue  in  calamities,  admire. 

The  crown  of  manhood  is  a  winter-joy  ; 

An  evergreen,  that  (lands  the  northern  b!afts 

And  bloilbins  in  the  rigour  of  our  fate. 
"Pis  a  prime  part  of  happinefs,  to  know 

How  much  unhappinefs  muft  prove  our  lot ; 

A  part  which  few  poiTefs  !   1  11  pay  life's  tax, 
!  Without  one  rebel  murmur,  from  this  hour, 
I  Nor  think  it  mifery  to  be  a  man  ; 
\  Who  thinks  it  is,  (hall  never  be  .a.  god. 

Some  ills  we  wiih  for,  when  we  wiih  to  live. 
What  fpoke  proud  poffion  ? — "  *  Wiih  my  being 
loft  ?" 

Prefumptuous!  blafphemous!  abfurd  !  and  falfe! 

The  triumph  of  my  foul  is —  That  I  am ; 

And  therefore  that  I  may  be — ivhatf  Lorenzo  ! 

Look  inward,  and  look  deep  ;  and  deeper  ftilli 

Uniathomably  deep  our  treaiure  runs 

In  golden  veins,  through  all  eternity! 

Age?,  and  ages,  and  fucceeding  ftill 


Referring  to  i'jt  Firfl  Night. 
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New  ages,  where  the  phantom  of  an  hour, 
Which  courts,  each  night,  dull  {lumber,  for  repair, 
Shall  wake,  and  wonder,  and  exult,  and  praife. 
And  fly  through  infinite,  and  all  unlock ; 
And  (if  deferv'd)  by  heaven's  redundant  love, 
Made  half  adorable  itfeif,  adore ; 
And  find,  in  adoration,  endlefs  joy  ! 
Where  thou,  not  matter  of  a  moment  hers, 
Frail  as  the  flower,  and  fleeting  as  the  gale, 
May'ft  boaft  a  -whole  eternity,  enrich'd 
With  all  a  lind  Omnipotence  can  pour. 
Since  Adam  fell,  no  mortal,  uninfpir'd, 
Has  ever  yet  concciv'd,  or  ever  fhall, 
How  kind  is  God,  how  great  (if  good)  is  man. 
No  man  too  largely  from  heaven's  love  can  hope, 
If  what  is  hopyd  he  labours  tajccurc. 

Ills  ? — there    are    none  : — All-gracicus  !    none 

from  tbee  • 

From  man  full  many  !  numerous  is  the  race 
Of  blackeft  ills,  and  thofe  immortal  too, 
Begot  by  madnefs  on  fair  liberty  ; 
Heaven's  daughter,  hell-debauch'd  !  her  hand  alone 
Unlocks  deftruction  to  tht  fons  of  men, 
Firft  barr'd  by  thine :  high-wall'd  with  adamant, 
Guarded  with  terrors  reaching  to  this  world, 
And  cover'd  with  the  thunders  of  thy  law  ; 
Whofe  threats  are  mercies,  whofe  injunctions, guides, 
Affifting,  not  retraining,  reafons  choke  ; 
Whofe  fanction?,  vnavoidab  e  tcjults 
From  nature's  courfe,  indulgently  reveal'd  ; 
If  imreveal'd,  more  dangerous,  nor  lefs  fure. 
Thus,  an  indulgent  father  warns  his  fons, 
"  Do  this ;  fly  that" — nor  always  tells  the  caufe; 
Fleas'd  to  reward,  as  duty  to  his  will, 
A  conduct  needful  to  their  own  repofe. 
Oreat  God  of  wonders  1   (if,  thy  love  furvey'd, 
Aught  elfe  the  name  of  wonderful  retains) 
What  rocks  are  tbefe,on  which  to  build  our  truft  ! 
Thy  ways  admit  no  blemifh  ;  none  I  find  ; 
Or  this  alone — "  That  none  is  to  be  found:' 
Not  one,  to  foften  cenfure's  hardy  crime  ; 
Not  one,  to  palliate  peevifh  griefs  complaint, 
Who  like  a  Jemsn,  murmuring  from  the  duft, 
Dares  into  judgment  call  her  Judge. — Supreme  ! 
For  all  I  blei's  thee ;  mo  ft,  for  ihefe-vere  ; 
*  Her  death — my  own  at  hand — the  fiery  gulf, 
That  flaming  bound  of  wrath  omnipotent ! 
It  thunders;— but  it  thunders  to  preierve; 
It  ftrengtherss  what  it  ftrikes;  its  wholtibme  dread 
Averts  the  dreaded  pain ;  its  hideous  groans 
Join  heaven's  iweet  hallelujahs  in  thy  praife, 
Great  fource  of  good  alone .'  How  kind  in  all ! 
In  vengeance  kind  !  pain,  death,  gebenna,  fave. 

Thus,  in  thy  world  material,  mighty  mind  / 
Not  that  alone  which  folaces,  tmdj&tnet, 
The  rough  and  gloomy,  challenges  our  praife. 
The  winter  is  as  needful  as  ihe  fpr'wg  • 
The  thunder,  as  the  lun  ;  a  ftagnatc  mafs 
Of  vapours  breeds  a  peftilential  air  : 
Nor  more  propitious  the  Favonian  breefce 
To  nature's  health,  than  purifying  ftorms; 
The  dread  volcano  miniiters  to  good. 
Its  fmother'd  flames  might  undermine  the  world. 


JLoud  JEtnas  fulminate  in  love  to  man  ; 
Comets  good  omens  are,  when  duly  fcann'd  ; 
And  in  their  ufe,  eclipfes  learn  to  fhine. 

Man  is  refponfible  for  ills  receiv'd  ; 
Thofe  we  call  ivretched  are  a  chofen  band, 
Compell'd  to  refuge  in  the  right.,  for  peace. 
Amid  my  lift  of  bleflings  infinite, 
Stand  this  the  foremoft.  "  That  my  heart  has  bled-" 
'Tis  heaven's  laft  effort  of  good-will  to  man  ; 
When^ar/ft  can't  blefs,  heaven  quits  us  in  dcl'pair. 
Who  fails  to  grieve,  when  juft  occafion  calls, 
Or  grieves  too  much,  deferves  not  to  be  bleft  ; 
Inhuman,  or  effeminate,  his  heart ; 
Reafon  abfolves  the  grief,  which  reafoti  ends. 
May  heaven  ne'er  truft  my  friend  with  happinefs, 
Till  it  has  taught  him  how  to  bear  it  well, 
By  previous  pain  ;  and  made  itfafe  to  /mile  / 
Such  fnliles  are  mine,  zudfuch  may  they  remain ; 
Nor  hazard  their  extinctions,  from  excefs. 
My  change  of  heart  a  change  ofj?y!e  demands ; 
The  confolation  canacls  the  complaint, 
And  makes  a  convert  of  my  guilty  frng. 
And  when  o'er- labour 'd,  and  inclhf  d  to  breathe, 
A  panting  traveller  fome  riling  ground, 
Some  fmall  afcent,  hasgain'd,he  turns  him  round, 
And  meafures  with  his  eye  the  various  vales, 
The  fields,  woods,  meads,  and  rivers,  he  has  paft ; 
And,  iatiate  of  his  journey,  thinks  of  home, 
Endcar'd  by  diftance,  nor  affcds  more  toil ; 
Thus  I,  though  fmall,  indeed,  is  that  afcenc 
The  mufe  has  gain'd,  review  the  paths  fhe  trod; 
Various, exteniive,  beaten  but  by  view; 
And,  confcious  of  her  prudence  in  repofe, 
Paufe  ;  and  with  pleafure  meditate  an  end, 
Though  (till  remote ;  fo  fruitful  is  my  theme, 
Through  many  a  field  of  moral,  and  divine, 
The  mufe  has  ftray'd  ;  and  much  of/arrow  feen 
In  human  ways  ;  and  much  offalfc  and  vain  ,- 
Which  none  who  travel  this  bad  road,  can  mifs. 
O'er  friends  deceased  full  heartily  fhe  wept ; 
Of  love  divine  the  wonders  fhe  diiplay'd; 
Prov'd  man  immortal  ;   fhow'd  the  fource  of  joy  • 
The  grand  tribunal  rais'd;  alTign'd  the  bounds 
Of  human  grief;  in  feiv,  to  clofe  the  whole, 
The  moral^mufe  has  fliadow'd  out  a  Iketch, 
Though  not  in  form,  nor  with  a  Raphael-flroke, 
Of  mojl  our  weaknefs  needs  believe,  or  da, 
In  this  our  land  of  travel  and  of  hope, 
For  peace  on  earth,  or  profpect  of  thejiies.     [debt 

What  then  remains  ?  Much  !   much  !  a  mighty 
To  be  difcharg'4  :  thefe  thoughts,  O   night !  are 

thine  ; 

From  thee  they  came,  like  lovers  fecret  fighs, 
While  others  ilept.     So  Cynthia  (poets  feign) 
In  fhadows  veil'd,  foft  flidingfrom  her  fpherc, 
Her  fhepherd  cheer'd  ;  of  her  enarr.our'd  lefs, 
Than  I  of  thee. — And  art  thou  ftill  unfung, 
Beneath  whofe  brow,  and  by  whole  aid,  I  fing  ? 
Immortal  filence  J  where  fhail  I  begin  ? 
Where  end  ?  Or  how  fteal  mufic  from  the  fpneres, 
To  footh  their  goddefs  ? 

O  majeftic  night  I 

Nature^  great  anccftor '.  days  elder- born  ! 
And  fated  to  furvive  the  transient  lun  ! 
By  mortals,  and  iaimojtals^  (eea  with  awe  I 


THE  COMPLAINT;  OR,  NIGHT, THOUGHTS. 


A  flarry  crown  thy  raven  brow  adorns, 
An  azure  zone  thy  waift;  clouds,  in  heaven's  loom 
Wrought  through  varieties  of  fhape  and  fhade, 
In  ample  folds  of  drapery  divine,  [out, 

Thy  flowing  mantle  form  ;  and  heaven  through- 
Voluminoufly  pour  thy  pompous  train. 
1'hy  gloomy  grandeurs  (nature1  s  mod  auguft, 
Infpiring  aiprA  !)  claim  a  grateful  verfe  : 
And,  like  a  Table  curtain  ftarr'd  with  gold, 
Drawn  o'er  my  labours  pail,  fhall  clofe  the  fccne. 

And  what,  O  man !  fo  tvortby  to  be  fung  ? 
What  more  prepares  us  for  the  fongs  of  heaven  ? 
Creation,  of  archangels  is  the  theme  ! 
What,  to-be  fting,  fo  needful  ?  What  fo  well 
Celeftial  joys  prepare  us  to  fuftain  ! 
The  foul  of  man,  his  face  defign'd  to  fee 
Who  gave  thefe  wonders  to  be  feen  by  man, 
Has  here  a  previous  fcene  of  object?  great , 
On  which  to  dwell ;  to  ftretch  to  that  expanfe 
Of  thought,  to  rifejto  that  exalted  height 
Of  admiration,  to  contract  that  awe, 
And  give  her  whole  capacities  that  ftrcngth, 
Which'  bcO-  may  qualify  for  final]**}'. 
The  more  our  fpirits  are  enlarg'd  on  earth, 
The  deeper  draught  (hall  they  receive  of  heavin. 

Heaven's  King  !  whofe  face  tinveil'd  confum- 

•jnates  blifs ; 

Redundant  Mifs  !  which  fills  that  mighty  void, 
The  whole  creation  leaves  in  human  hearts  ! 
Thou,  who  didfl  touch  the  lip  of  Jeffe's  fon, 
Rapt  in  fweet  contemplation  of  thefe  fires, 
And  fet  his  harp  in  concert  with  the  fpheres; 
While  of  thy  works  material  the  fupreme 
I  dare  attempt,  aifift  my  daring  fong, 
Loofe  me  from  eeitb's  enclofure,  from  the  fun's 
Ccntraffed  circle  fet  my  heart  at  large  ; 
Eliminate  my  fpirit,  give  it  range 
Through  provinces  rf  thought  yet  unesplor'd  ; 
Teach  me,  by  this  ftupendous  fcaffolding, 
Creation's  golden  fteps,  to  climb  to  thee. 
Teach  me  with  a>'t  great  nature  to  contrnuj, 
And  fpread  n  luftre  o'er  the  fliades  of  night. 
Feel  I  thy  kind  affent  ?  and  fhall  the' fun 
Be  feen  at  midnight,  rifing  in  my  fong  ? 

Lorer/zo  !  come,  and  warm  thee  :   thou  whofe 

heart, 

Whofe  little  heart  is  moor'd  within  a  n^ok 
Of  this  ob'fcnre  terrertrial,  anchor  weigh. 
Another  ocean  calls,  a  nobler  port; 
I  am  thy  pilot,  I  thy  profperous  gale. 
Gainful  thy  voyage  through  yon  azure  main  j 
Main,  without  tempeft,  pirate,  rock,  or  fhore  ; 
And  whence  thou  may'ii  import  eternal  wealth  ; 
And  leave  to  beggar*  d  minds  the  pearl  and  gold. 
Thy  travels  doft.  thou  boaft  o'er  foreign  realms  ? 
Thoujtratglrr  to  the  world!  thy  tour  begin  : 
Thy  tour  through  nature's  univerfal  orb. 
Nature  delineates  her  whole  chart  at  large, 
On  ibarrng  fouls,  that  fail  among  the  fpheres  j 
And  wan  how  purblind,  if  unknown  the  whole  ! 
Who  circles  fpacious  earth,  then  travels  Lerst 
Shall  own  he  never  was  from  home  before  ! 
Come,  my  *  Prometheus,  from  thy  pointed  rock 


Of  f  dfe  ambition  if  unchainM,  we'll  mount; 

We'll  innocently  fteal  celrftiat  fire, 

And  kindle  our  devotion  at  tbejfarf  ; 

A  theft  that  fhall  not  chain  but  fet  thee  free. 

Above  our  atmofphere's  irteftine  wars, 
Rain's  fountain  head,  the  magazine  of  hail  ; 
Above  the  northern  nefts  of  feather'd  fnows, 
The  brew  of  thunders,  and  the  flaming  forge 
That  forms  the  crooked  lightning;    above  the 

caves 

.Where  infant  tempefts  wait  their  growing  wings, 
And  tune  their  tender  voices  to  that  roar, 
Which  foon,  perhaps,  fhall  {hake  a  guilty  world  ; 
Above  mifconftrued  omens  of  the  flcy, 
Far-travell'd  comet?  calculated  blaze  ; 
jElance  thy  thought,  and  think  of  more  than  man. 
Thy  foul,  till  now  contratfted,  wither'd^  fhrunk, 
Blighted  by  b'afts  of  earth's  unwholefome  air, 
Will  bloffom  here  ;  fpread  all  her  faculties 
To  thefe  bright  ardours;  every  power  unfold, 
And  rife  into  fublimities  of  thought. 
Stars  teach  as  well  asfoine.     At  nature's  birth, 
Tlus  their  commilfion  ran  —  "Be  kind  to  man" 
Where  art  thou,  poor  benighted  traveller! 
The  fan  will  light  thee  ;  though  the  wton  fhould 

fail. 

Where  are  thon  more  benighted  !  more  aftray  ! 
In  ways  immortal  ?  Thejtars  call  thee  back  ; 
And,  if  obey'd  their  counfcl,  fet  thee  right. 

This  profpeci  vaft,  what  is  it  ?  —  Weigh'd  aright 
'Tis  nature's  fyftem  of  divinity, 
And  every  ftudent  of  the  night  infpires. 
'  Tis  elder  fcripture,  writ  by  God's  own  hand  : 
Scripture  authentic  !  uncorrupt  by  man. 
Lorenzo  !  with  my  radius  (the  rich  gift 
Of  thought  nocturnal  !)  I'll  point  out  to  thcc 
Its  various  Icffons  ;  fome  that,  may  furprife 
An  unadept  in  myfteries  of  night  ; 
Little,  perhaps,  expedted  in  ber  fchool, 
Nor  thought  to  grow  on  planet,  or  on  ilar. 
Bulls,  lions,  fcorpions,  moufters  here  we  feign  ; 
Ourfelyes  more  monftrous,  not  to  fee  what  hers 
Exrfts  in&cd  ••  —  a  lecture  to  mankind. 

What  read  we  Lere  ?  —  Th'  exidence  of  a  God  ? 
Yes;  and  of  other  beings,  man  above  ; 
Natives  of  ether  !  Sons  of  higher  climes  ! 
And,  what  may  move  Lorenzo's  wonder  more,, 
Eternity  is  written  in  the  fkies. 
And  whofe  eternity?  —  Lorenzo  !  tbinc  ; 
Mat;Li<-;d'}s  eternity.  Nor  faith  alone, 
Virtue'  grows  here  ;  here  fprings  the  fovereign  cure- 
Of  almoft  every  vice  ;  but  chiefly  tline  • 
W  'rath,  pride,  ambition^  and  impure  dcjire. 

Lorenzo  !  thou  can  ft  wake  at  midnight  too, 
Though  not  on  morals  bent  :  Ambition  )pleafure  t 
Thofe  tyrants  I  for  thee  fo  f  lately  fought, 
Aiford  their  harrafs'd  flaves  but  flender  reft. 
Thou  to  whom  midnight  is  immoral  noon, 
And  the  fun's  noon-tide  blaze,  prime  dawn  of  day  ; 
Not  by  thy  climate,  but  capricious  crime, 
Commencing  one  of  our  Antipodes  / 
In  thy  nocturnal  rove,  one  moment  halt, 
Twixt  (Hge  and  ftage,  of  riot,  and  cabal  ; 


*  Night, 
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And  lift  thine  eye,  (if  bold  an  eye  to  lift, 
If  bold  to  meet  the  face  of  injurd  heaven) 
To  yonder  ftars  :  For  other  ends  they  fliine, 
Than  to  light  revellers  from,  mame  to  fhame, 
And  thus  be  made  accomplices  in  guilt. 

Why  from  yon  arch,  that  infinite  of  fpace, 
"\Vith  infinite  of  lucid  orbs  replete, 
Which  fet  the  living  firmament  en  fire, 
At  the  firft  glance,  in  fuch  an  overwhelm 
Of  wonderful  on  man's  aftonifh'd  fight, 
Rufhes  Omnipotence? — To  curb  our  pride ; 
Our  reafon  roufe,  and  lead  it  to  that  power, 
Whofe  love  lets  down  thefe  filver  chains  of  light  j 
To  draw  up  man's  ambition  to  bimfe!ft 
And  bind  our  chajle  affections  to  his  throne. 
Thus  tkc  three  virtues,  leafl  alive  on  earth, 
And  welcom'd  on  heaven's  couft  with  moft  ap- 

plaufe, 

An  humble ,  pure^Zft.&  heavenly -mindset  heart, 
Are  here  infpir'd  :— And  canft  thou  gaze  too  long? 

Nor  {lands  thy  wrath,  depriv'd  of  its  reproof, 
Or  unupbraided  by  this  radiant  choir. 
The  planets  of  each  fyftem  reprefent 
Kind  neighbours;  mutual  amity  prevails  ; 
Sweet  interchange  of  rays,  receiv'd,  return'd ; 
Knlightening  and  enlighten'd  !  All,  at  once 
Attracting,  and  attracted  !   Patriot-like, 
None  fins  againft  the  welfare  of  the  whole  ; 
But  their  reciprocal,  imfelfifh  aid, 
Affords  an  emblem  of  millennial  love. 
Nothing  in  nature,  much  lefs  confdous  being, 
Was  e'*r  created  folely  for  itfeif : 
Thus  man  his  fuvereign  duty  learns  in  this 
Material  picture  of  benevolence. 

And  know,  of  all  our  fupercilious  race, 
Thou  moft  inflammable!   Thou  wafp  of  men  '. 
Man's  angry  heart,  infpefted,  would  be  found 
As  rightly  fet,  as  are  the  ftarry  ipheres; 
'Tis  nature 's  ftructure,  broke  by  ftubborn  ivillt 
Breeds  all  that  unceleftial  difcord  there. 
Wilt  thou  not  feel  the  bias  nature  gave  ? 
Canft  thou  defcend  from  converfe  with  the  fkies 
And  feize  thy  brother's  throat  ? — For  what— a 

clod. 

An  inch  of earth  ?  The  planet's  cry,"  Forbear,1' 
They  chafe  our  double  darknefs;  nature V  gloom, 
And  (kinder  ftill !)  our  intellefiual  night. 

And  fee,  day's  amiable  fifter  fends 
Her  invitation  in  the  fofteft  rarys 
Of  mitigated  luftre  ;  courts  thy  fight, 
Which  fuffers  from  her  tyrant  brother's  blaze- 
Night  grants  thee  the  full  freedom  of  the  fkies, 
Nor  rudely  reprimands  thy  lifted  eye ; 
Withga/fl  andy'ey  fhe  bribes  thee  to  be  wife. 
Night  opes  the  nobleft  fcenes,  and  flieds  an  awe, 
Which  gives  thofe  venerable  fcenes  full  weight, 
And  deep  reception  in  th'  intender'd  heart ; 
While  light  peeps  through  the  darknefs  like  a  fpy; 
And  darknefs  fhows  its  grandeur  by  the  light. 
Nor  is  the  froft  greater  than  theyVy, 
If  human  hearts  at  glorious  objects  glow, 
And  admiration  can  infpire  delight. 

What  fpeak  I  more  than  I  this  moment  feel  j 
With  pieafing  ftupor  firft  the  foul  is  ftruck 
(Stupor  ordained  to  make  her  truly  wife  !) 


Then  into  traufport  ftarting  from  her  trance^ 

With  love  and  admiration,  how  flie.  glows  ! 

This  gorgeous  apparatus !  This  difplay  ! 

This  oft  en  tat  ion  of  creative  power  ! 

This  theatre, ! — what  eye  can  take  it  in  ? 

By  what  divine  enchantment  was  it  rais'd, 

For  minds  of  the  firft  magnitude  to  launch 

In  endlefsfpeculatiori,  and  adore  ? 

One  fun  by  day,  by  night  ten  thoufand  fhine  : 

And  light  us  deep  Into  the  Deity  ; 

How  boundlefs  in  magnificence  aqd,  might! 

'O  what  a  confluence  of  ethereal  fires, 

Form  urns  unnumbered,  down  the  fteep  of  heaven. 

Stream?  to  a  point,  and  centres  in  my  %ht ' 

Nor  tarries  there;  I  feel  it  at  my  heart. 

My  heart  at  once  it  humbles  and  exalts; 

,Lays  it  in  duft,  and  calls  it  to  the  fkies. 

.Who  fees  it  unexalted  ?  or  unaw'd  ?. 

Who  fees  it,  and  can  ftop  at  what  is  feen  ? 

Material  offspring  of  Omnipotence  ! 

Inanimate,  all-animating  birth! 

Work  worthy  him  who  made  it  !  worthy  praife  i 

All  praife  !  praise  more  than  human  !  nor  dcny'd 

Thy  praife  divint  ! — But  though  man  drow.n'd  in 

fieep,      j 

Withholds  his  homage,  net  alone  I  wake  ; 
Bright  legions  fwarm  unfeen,  and  fing  unheard 
By  mortal  ear,  the  glorious  Architect, 
In  this  his  uinverfal  temple  hung 
With  luftres,  with  innumerable  lights, 
That  fhed  religion  on  the  foul ;  at  once 
The  temple  and  the  preacher  !   O  how  loud 
It  calls  devotion  !  genuine  growth  «f  night'. 

Devotion  !  daughter  of  aftronomy  ! 
An  ur.devout  aftronomer  is  mad. 
True;  all  things  fpeak  a  God;  but  in  the  final]. 
Men  trace  out  him ;   in  great,  be  feizes  man; 
Seizes,  and  elevates,  and  wraps,  and  fills 
With  new  inquiries,  'mid  affociates  new. 
Tell  me,  ye  ftars !  ye  planets!  tell  me,  ail 
Ye  ftarr'd,  and  planeted,  inhabitants  '.  What  is  it  ? 
What  are  thefe  funs  of  wonder  ?  Say,  proud  arch, 
(Within  whofe  azure  palaces  they  dwell) 
Built  with  divine  ambition  !  in  difdain 
Of  limit  built !  built  in  the  tafte  of  heaven  ! 
Vaft  concave  !  ample  dome  !  waft  thou  defign'd  1 
A  meet  apartment  for  the  Deity  ?*— 
Not  fo  ;  that  thought  alone  thy  ftate  impairs, 
Thy  lofty  finks,  and  {hallows  thy  profound^ 
And  ftraightens  thy  d'lffufwe ;  dwarfs  the  whole, 
And  makes  an  univerle  an  orrery. 

But  whtn  1  drop  mine  eye,  and  look  on  man, 
Thy  right  regain'd,  thy  grandeur  is  reftor'd, 
O  Nature  .'  wide  files  off  the  expanding  round. 
As  when  whole  magazines  at  once  are  nYd, 
The  fmitten  air  ie  hollow'd  by  the  blow  ; 
The  vaft  difplpfion  diffipates  the  clouds ; 
Shock'd  ether's  billows  dafh  the  difiant  ikies; 
Thus  (but  far  more)  th'  expanding  round  flies  off, 
And  leaves  a  mighty  void,  a  fpacious  womb, 
Might  teem  with  new  creation  ;  re-infiani'd 
Thy  luminaries  triumph,  and  affume 
Divinity  themfelves.  Nor  was  it  ftrange, 
Matter  high-wrought  to  fuch  furprifing  pomp. 
Such  godlike  glory,  ftole  the  ftyle  of  gods, 
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From  ages  dark,  obtufe,  and  fteep'd  \nfenfej 
For,  fure  tofen/t  they  truly  are  divine  ; 
.And  half  abfolv  d  idolatry  from  guilt ; 
Nay,  turn'd  it  into  virtue.  Such  it  ivas 
In  thofe,  who  put  forth  all  they  had  of  man 
Unloft,  to  lift  their  thought,  nor  mounted  higher; 
But,  weak  of  wings,  on  planets  perch'd ;  and  thought 
"What  was  their  higheft,  muft  he  their  ador'd. 

But  theyhow  weak,  who  could  no  higher  mount? 
And  are  there,  then,  Lorenzo  !  Thofe,  to  whom 
Unfeen,  and  unexiftent,  are  the  fame  ? 
And  if  incomprehenfible  is  join'd, 
Who  dare  pronounce  it  madnefs,  to  believe  ? 
Why  has  the  mighty  Builder  thrown  afide 
All  meafure  in  his  work  ;  flretch'd  out  his  line 
So  far,  and  fpread  amazement  o'er  the  whole  ? 
Then  (as  he  took  delight  in  wide  extremes), 
Deep  in  the  hofom  of  his  univerfe, 
Dropt  down  that  res  fining  mite,  that  infecl,  man, 
To  crawl  and  gaze,  and  wonder  at  the  fcene  ? — 
That  man  might  ne'er  prefume  to  plead  amaze 
ment 

For  difbelief  of  wonders  in  limfelf. 
Shall  God  be  lefs  miraculous,  than  what 
His  hand  has  form'd  ?  Shall  myjlerles  defcend 
From  un-myjlerieus  ?  Things  more  elevatej 
Be  more  familiar  ?  Uncreated  lie 
More  obvious  than  created,  to  the  grafp 
Of  human  thought  ?  The  more  of  -wonderful 
Is  heard  in  him,  the  more  we  ftiould  affent. 
Could  we  conceive  him,  God  he  could  not  be; 
Or  be  not  God,  or  ive  could  not  be  men. 
A  God  alone  can  comprehend  a  God  ; 
Mans  diftancehow  immenfe  !  Onfuc/j  a  theme, 
Know  this,  Lorenzo  !  (feem  it  ne'er  fo  ftrange) 
Nothing  c&nfatisfy  but  what  confounds  ; 
Nothing  but  what  ajlonljbes  is  {rue. 
The  fcene  thou  feeft,  attefts  the  truth  I  fing, 
And  every  ftar  fheds  light  upon  thy  creed. 
Thcfe  ftars,  this  furniture,  this  coft  of  heaven, 
If  but  reported,  thou  hadft  ne'er  belieV'd  ; 
But  thine  eye  tells  thee  the  romance  is  true. 
The  grand  of  nature  is  th'  Almighty's  oath, 
1,0  reafons  court,  to  fiknce  unbelief. 

How  my  mind,  opening  at  this  fcene,  imbibes 
The  moral  emanations  of  the  fkies, 
While  nought,  perhaps,  Lorenzo  lefs  admires  ! 
Has  the  Great  Sovereign  Tent  ten  thoufand  worlds 
To  tell  us,  ke  re-fides  above  them  all, 
In  glory's  unapproachable  recefs  ? 
And  dare  earth's  bold  inhabitants  deny 
The  fumptuous,  the  magnific  embaffy 
A  moment'-  audience  ?    Turn  we,  nor  will  hear 
From  whom  they  come,  or  what  they  would  im 
part 

For  man's  emolument ;  fole  caufe  that  (loops 
Their  grandeur  to  man's  eye  ?  Lorenzo  !  roufe; 
Let  thought,  awakcn'd,  take  the  lightning's  wing, 
And  glance  from  eaft  to  weft,  from  pole  co  pole. 
Who  fees,  but  is  confounded,  or  co^viue'd  ? 
Renounces  re^fon,  or  a  God  adores  ? 
Mankind  was  fent  into  the  world  to/t^  .• 
Sight  gives  the  fcience  needful  to  their  peace  • 
That  obvious  fcience  zfcsfmall  learning's  aid. 
Wouldft  thou  en  metapbyfic  jnniQns  four  I 


Or  wound  thy  patience  amid  logic  thorns  ? 
Or  travel  hiftory's  enormous  round  ? 
Nature  no  fuch  hard  tafk  enjoins  :  She  gave 
A  make  to  man  directive  of  his  thought ; 
•A  make  fet  upright,  pointing  to  the  ftars, 
As  who  fhall  fay,  "  Read  thy  chief  leffon  there." 
Too  late  to  read  this  manufcript  of  heaven, 
When  like  a  parchment  fcroll,  fhrunk  up  by  flames., 
It  folds  Lorenzo's  leffon  from  his  fight. 

Leffon  how  various !  Not  the  God  alone, 
I  fee  his  minifters  ;  I  fee,  diifus'd 
In  radiant  orders,  effences  fublime, 
Of  various  offices,  of  various  plume, 
Ip  heavenly  liveries,  diflin&ly  chd, 
Azure,  green,  purple,  pearl,  or  downy  gold, 
Or  ail  commix' d ;  they  ftand,  with  wings  out- 

fpread, 

Liftening  to  cafch  the  matter's  leaft  command, 
And  fly  through  nature,  ere  the  moment  ends; 
Numbers  innumerable  ! — Well  conceiv'd 
By  Pa*an,  and  by  Cbriftian!  O'er  each  fphere 
Prefixes  an  angel,  to  direcl:  its  courfe, 
And  feed,  or  fan,  its  flames;  or  to  difcharge 
Other  high  trufts  unknown.     For  who  can  fee 
Such  pomp  of  matter,  and  imagine,  mind% 
For  which  alone  inanimate  was  made, 
More  fparingly  difoens'd  ?  That  nobler  fon, 
Far  liker  the  great  lire  ! — 'Tis  thus  the  fkies 
Inform  us  of  fuperiors  numberlefs, 
As  much,  in  excellence,  above  mankind, 
As  above  earth,  in  magnitude,  t\\Qfpf;erfs. 
Thefe,  as  a  cloud  of  witneffes,  Rang  o'er  us; 
In  a  throng'd  theatre  are  all  our  deeds; 
Perhaps,  a  thoufand  demigods  defcend 
On  every  beam  we  fee,  to  walk  with  men,. 
Awful  reflection  !   Strong  reftraint  from  ill  ? 

Yet,  here,  our  virtue  finds  ftill  ftronger  aid 
From  thefe  ethereal  glarics/enfe  furveys. 
Something,  like  magic, ftrikes  from  this  blue  vault; 
With  juft  attention  is  it  view'd  ?  We  feel 
A  fudden  fuccour,  unimplor'd>  unthought  ; 
Nature  herfelf  does  half  the  work  of  man. 
Seas,  rivers,  mountains,  forefts,  defarts,  rocks, 
The  promontory's  height,  the  depth  profound 
Of  fubterranean,  excavated  grots, 
Black  brow'd,  and  vaulted  high,  and  yawning  wide 
From  nature's  ftruiSlure,  or  the  fcoop  of  time i 
If  ample  of  dimenfion,  vaft  of  ilze, 
Ev'n  thefe  an  aggrandizing  impulfe  give ; 
Of  folemn  thought  enthufiaftic  heights 
Ev'n  thefe  infufe. — But  what  of  vaft  in  tlsfe? 
Nothing; — or  we  muft  own  the  fkies  forgot. 


-Vain  art !  Thou  pigmy  power ! 


Much  lefs  in 

How  doft  thou  fwell  and  ftrut,  with  human  pride, 

To  fhow  thy  littlenefs!  What  childifh  toys, 

Thy  watery  columns  fquirted  to  the  clouds ! 

Thy  bafon'd  river';,  and  imprifon'd  feas ! 

Thy  mountains  moulded  into  forms  of  men  ! 

Thy  hundi  t d-gated  capitals!  or  thofe 

Where  three  days  travel  !?fc  us  much  to  ride  5 

Gazing  on  miracles  by  mortals  vvought, 

Arcr?.s  triumphal,  thtarres  immenfe, 

Or  nodding  o-  rdtns  pendent  in  mid-air! 

Or  temples  proud  to  meet  their  gods  half- way ! 

Yet  theft  effcdt  us  in  no  common  kind, 
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"What  then  the  force  cf  fuch  fuperior  fcenes  ? 
£nter  a  temple,  it  will  flrike  an  awe  : 
What  awe  from  this  the  Deity  has  built  ? 
A  good  man  feen,  though  filent,  counfel  gives : 
The  touch'd  fpe£ator  wifhes  to  be  wife  : 
In  a  bright  mirror  his  own  hands  have  made, 
Here  we  fee  fomething  like  the  face  of  God. 
Seems  it  not  then  enough,  to  fay,  Lorenzo  ! 
To  man  abandon'd,  *'  Ilajt  thoufu'/i  the  fire's?" 

And  yet,  fo  thwarted  nature's  kind  deiign 
By  daring  man,  he  makes  her  facred  awe 
(That  guard  from  ill)  his  flicker,  his  temptation 
To  more  than  common  guilt,  and  quite  inverts 
Celeftial  art's  intent.     The  trembling  fb.rs 
See  crimes  gigantic,  flalking  through  the  gloom 
With  front  erect,  that  hide  their  head  by  day, 
And  making  night  dill  darker  by  their  deeds. 
Slumbering  in  covert,  till  the  (hades  defcend, 
ftapine  and  murder,  link'd,  now  prowl  for  prey. 
The  mifer  earths  his  treafurc ;  and  the  thief, 
Watching  the  mole,  half-beggars  him  ere  morn. 
Now  plots,  and  foul  corfpiracies,  awake; 
And,  muffling  up  their  horrors  from  the  moon, 
Havock  and  devaluation  they  prepare, 
And  kingdoms  tottering  in  the  field  of  blosd. 
Now  fons  of  riot  in  mid-revel  rage. 
What  (hall  I  do  ! — Supprefs  it  ?  or  proclaim  ? — 
"Jffbyjleeps  the  thunder  ?  Now,  Lorenzo  !  now, 
JJis  heft  friend's  couch  the  rank  adulterer 
Afcends  fecure ;  and  laughs  at  gods  and  meri. 
Prepofterous  madmen,  void  of  fear  or  fliame, 
JLay   their   crimes  bare  to   thefe    chafle   eyes  of 

heaven ; 

Yet  (brink,  and  fhudder,  at  a  mortal's  fight. 
Were  meon,  and  flars,  for  villains  cnly  made  ? 
To  guide,  yetfcreen  them,  with  tenebrious  light .' 
JSTo  ;  they  were  made  to  fafhion  the  fublime 
Of  human  hearts,  and  ivijer  make  the  iuijt. 

Thofe  ends  were  anfwer'd  once  j  when  mortals 

liv'd 

Of  ftronger  wing,  of  aquiline  afcent 
Jn  theory  fublime.     O  how  unhke. 
Thofe  vermin  of  the  night,  this  moment  fung, 
Who  crawl  on  earth ,  and  on  her  venom  feed  \ 
Thofe  ancient  fages,  litman  ftars  !   They  met 
Their  brothers  of  thejkitt,  at  midnight  hour  ; 
Their  counfel  aik'd  ;  and,  what  they  afk'd  obeyd. 
The  Stagii-ite,  and  Plato,  he  who  drank 
The  poifon'd  bowl,  and  he  of  Tufculum, 
With  him  of  Corduba  (immortal  names !) 
In  thefe  unbounded,  and  Elyfian,  walks, 
An  area  fit  for  gods  and  godlike  men,  [paths 

They  took  their  nightly  round,  through  radiant 
By  feraphs  trod  ;  inftructed,  chiefly,  thus, 
To  tread  in  their  bright  footftep  here  below ; 
To  walk  in  worth  ftill  brighter  than  the  (kies. 
There  they  contracted  their  contempt  of  earth) 
Of  hopes  eternal  kindled,  thsre,  the  fire  ; 
^fhere,  as  in  near  approach,  they  glow'd  and  grew 
{Great  rifitants!)  more  intimate  with  God, 
IMore  worth  to  men,  more  joyous  to  themfelvet. 
Through  'various  virtues,  they,  with  ardour,  ran 
fhe&odigc  of  their  le^arn'd,  illultrious  lives. 

In  Chrijlian  hearts,  O  for  a  Pagan  zeal ! 
A  fictdful;  but  afpret/riouf  prayer !  as  much 


Our  arJour  lefs,  as  greater  is  our  Hg&l. 

How  monftrous  this  in  morals !  Scarce  more  flrsngc 

Would  this  jM&rf AOJWZ/MI  in  nature  ftrike, 

A  fun,  that  froze  her,  or  &jlar,  that  wnrm'd. 

What  taught  thefe  heroes  of  the  moral  world  ? 

To  thefe  thou  giv'il  thy  praife,  give  credit  too. 

Thefe  doctors  ne'er  were  penfion'd  to  deceive  thee; 

And  Pagan  tutors  are  thy  tafte. — They  taught, 

That,  narrow  views  betray  to  mifery  : 

That,  wife  it  id  to  comprehend  the  whole  : 

That,  •virtue,  rofe  from  nature,  ponder'd  well, 

The  fingle  bafe  of  virtue  built  to  heaven  : 

That  God,  and  nature,  our  attention  claim  : 

That,  nature  is  the  glafs  reflecting  God, 

As,  by  the  Jea,  reflected  is  theyw/z, 

Too  glorious  to  be  gaz'd  on  in  his  fphere  : 

That,  mind  immortal  loves  immortal  aims  : 

That,  boundlefs  mind  affects  a  boundlefs  f pace  : 

That  vaft  furveys,  and  the  fublime  of  things, 

The  foul  aflimilate,  and  make  her  great  : 

That,  therefore,  heaven  her  glories,  as  a  fund 

Of  infpiration,  thus  fpreads  out  to  man, 

Such  are  their  doctrines  ;  fuch  the  night  infpir'd. 

And  what  more  true  ?  What  truth  of  grcatejr 

weight  ? 

The  foul  of  man  was  made  to  walk  the  (kies; 
Delightful  outlet  of  her  prifon  here.' 
There,  difincumber'd  from  her  chains,  the  ties 
Of  toys  terreftrial,  {he  can  rove  at  large, 
There,  freely  can  refpire,  dilate,  extend, 
In  full  proportion  let  loofe  all  her  powers; 
And,  undelud^d,  grafp  at  fomething  great. 
Nor,  as  a  ftranger,  does  fhe  wander  there ; 
But,  wonderful  herfelf,  through  wonder  flrays; 
Contemplating  their  grandeur,  finds  her  oivn; 
Dives  deep  in  their  economy  divine, 
Sits  high  in  judgment  on  their  various  laws, 
And,  like  a  mailer,  judges  not  amifs. 
Hence  greatly  pieas'd,  and  juiily  proud,  the  foul 
Grows  confcious  of  her  birth  celedial;  breathes 
More  life,  more  vigour,  in  her  native  air  ; 
And  feels  herfelf  at  ho?ne  amongft  the  ftars; 
And,  feeling,  emulates  our  country's  praife. 

What  call  we,  then,  the  firmament,  Lorenzo! 
As  earth  the  body,  fince,  the  flies  fuflain 
The  foul  with  food,  that  gives  immortal  life, 
Call  it,  the  noble  pafture  of  the  mind; 
Which  there  expatiates,  ftrengthens,  and  exults, 
And  riota  through  the  luxuries  of  thought. 
Call  it,  the  garden  of  the  Deity, 
BlolTom'd  with  ftars,  redundant  in  the  growth 
Of  fruit  ambrofial ;  moral  fruit  to  man. 
Call  it,  the  breaft-plate  of  the  true  high-prieft, 
Ardent  with  gems  oracular,  that  give, 
In  points  of  highefl  moment,  right  refponfe  ; 
And  ill  neglected,  if  we  prize  our  peace. 

Thus,  have  we  found  a  true  aflrology  ; 
Thus  have  we  found  a  new,  and  noble  fenfe, 
In  which  alone  ftars  govern  humzn  fates. 
O  that  thejlars  (as  fome  have  feign'd)  let  fall 
Bloodihed,  and  havock,  on  embattled  realms, 
And  refcued  monarchs  from  fo  black  a  guilt ! 
Bourbon  !  this  wiih  how  generous  in  a  foe  ! 
Wouldft  thou  be  great,  wouldft  thou  become  a  godj 
And  ftitk  thy  deathleis  name  among  the  ftars, 
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^or  mighty  conquers  on  a  needle's  point? 
infl^ad  of  forging  chains  for  foreigners, 
.Bajl'ik  thy  tutor :  Grandeur  all  thy  aim  ? 
AS  yet  thou  know'ft  not  What  it  is  :  how  great, 
How  glorious,  then,  appears  the  »/;Wof  man, 
When  in  it  all  the  ftars,  and  planets,  roll ! 
And  what  itfecms,  it  is  :   Great  objects  make 
Great  minds,  enlarging  as  their  views  enlarge; 
Tbofe  ftill  more  godlike,  as  tbtfe  more  divine. 

And  more  divine  than  tbefe,  thou  canft  not  fee. 
Dazzled,  o'er-power'd,  with  the  delicious  draught 
Of  mifcellaneous  fplendors,  how  I  reel 
From  thought  to  thought,  inebriate,  without  end ! 
An  Eden,  this  !  a  Paradile  unloji! 
I  meet  the  Deity  in  every  view, 
And  tremble  at  my  nakednefs  before  him ! 
O  that  I  could  but  reach  the  tree  of  life! 
For  here  it  grows,  unguarded  from  our  tafte  ; 
"^JoJIamin  '  fivord  denies  our  entrance  here ; 
Wauld  man  but  gather,  he  might  live  for  ever. 

.Lorenzo  !  much  of  moral  haft  thou  ieen. 
Of  curious  arts  art  thou  more  fond  ?  Then  mark 
The  mathematlc  glories  of  the  fkies, 
Its  number,  weight,  and  meafure,  all  ordain'd. 
Lorenzo's  boaflcd  builders,  dance  andjfate, 
Are  left  to  finiih  his  aerial  towers; 
WifJom  and  cbcice,  their  well-known  characters 
Here  deep  imprefs ;  and  claim  it  for  their  own. 
Though  iplendid  all,  no  fplendor  void  of  ufe  ; 
'Vfe  rivals  'beauty  ;  art  contends  with  poive'r  ; 
No  wanton  waitc,  amid  effufe  expencc; 
The  great  economifb  adjufting  all 
To  prudent  pomp,  magnificently  wife. 
How  rich  the  profpeil !  and  for  ever  new  ! 
And  ne-wejl  to  the  man  that  views  it  mofl ; 
For  newer  ftill  infinite  fucceeds. 
Then,  thefe  aerial  racers.  O  how  fwift ! 
How  the  matt  loiters  ftc.u  die  i:;--.;r.£eli,  firing! 
Spirit  alone  can  diftance  the  career. 
Orb  above  orb  afcending  without  end  ! 
Circle  in  circle,  without  end,  enclos'd ! 
Wheel,  within  wheel ;  Ezekiel !  like  to  thine! 
Like  thine,  it  feems  a  vifion  or  a  dream  ; 
Though feen,  we  labour  to  believe  it  true! 
What  involution  !  what  extent  1  what  fwarms 
Of  worlds,  that  laugh  at  earth!  immenfely  great'! 
Immenfely  diftant  from  each  other's  fpheres ! 
What,  then,  the  wondrous  fp*ce  through  which 

they  roll  ? 

At  once  it  quite  ingulfs  all  human  thought ; 
*'J  is  comprebenfion's  abfolute  defeat. 

Nor  think  then  fecit  a  wild  diforder  here ; 
Through  this  illuftrious  chaos  to  the  fight, 
Arrangement  nfeat,  and  chaileit  ord^r,  reign. 
The  path  prefer ib'd,  inviolably  kept, 
Upbraids  the  lawlefs  Tallies  of  mankind. 
Worlds,  ever  thwarting,  never  interfere  ; 
What  knots  are  ty'd !  How  foon  are  they  diffolv'd 
And  fet  the  feeming  marry'd  planets  free  ! 
They  rove  for  ever,  without  error  rove  ; 
Confufton  imconfusM  !  nor  lefs  admire 
This  tumult  untumuhuous;  all  on  wing  ! 
In  motion,  all !  yet  \vhat  profound  repofe ! 
"What  fervid  action,  yet  no  neife  !  as  aw'd 
To  filecce,  by  the  prefcnce  of  their 
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Or  huuYd.  by  his  command,  ih  love  to  irtari, 
And  bid  let  fall  foft  beams  on  human  reft, 
Reftlefs  themfclves.     On  yon  cerulean  plain, 
In  exultation  to  their  God  and  thine, 
They  dance,  they  Ting  eternal  jubilee, 
Eternal  celebration  of  his  praife, 
But,  fince  tlieir/jwjr  arrives  not  at  our  ear, 
Their  dance  perplex'd  exhibits  to  the  light 
Fair  tueteglyptr*  of  his  peerlefs  power. 
Mark,  how  the  labyrlntkian  turns  they  take, 
The  circles  intricate,  and  myftic  maze, 
Weave  the  grand  cypher  of  Omnipotence ; 
To  gads,  how  great !   how  legible  to  man  ! 

Leaves  fo  much  wonder  greater  wonder  ftiil  ? 
Where  are  the  pillars  that  fupport  the  ikies  ? 
What  more  than  rftlantean  moulder  props 
Th'  incumbent  load?  what  magic, what  ftrange  art, 
In  fluid  air  thefe  ponderous  orbs  fuftains  ? 
Who    would   not   think   them    hung    in    golden 

chains  ? — 

And  fo  they  are  ;  in  the  high  will  of  heaven, 
Which  fixes  all;   makes  adamant  of  air, 
Or  air  of  adamant ;  makes  all  of  nought, 
Or  nought  of  ail;  Iffucb  the  dread  decree. 

Imagine  from  their  deep  foundations  torn 
The  moft  gigantic  fons  of  earth,  the  broad 
And  towering  Alps,  all  toft  into  the  fea; 
And,  light  as  down,  or  volatile  as  air, 
Their  bulks  enormous,  dancing  on  the  wares, 
In  time,  and  meafure,  eztjuifite;   while  all 
The  winds,  in  emulation  of  the  fpheres, 
Tune  their  fonorous  inftnimenta  aloft; 
The  concert Twell,  and  animate  the  ball. 
Would  this  appear  amazing  ?  What,  then,  worlds 
In  a  far  thinner  element  fuftaiu'd, 
Ami  acting  the  fame  part,  with  greater  flclll, 
More  rapid  movement,  and  for  nobleft  eadsf 

More  obvious  ends  to  pafs,  are  not  thefs  ftars 
The  feats  majeftic,  proud  imperial  thrones, 
On  which  angelic  delegates  of  heaven, 
At  certain  periods,  as  the  fovereign  nods, 
Difcharge  high  trufts  of  fa/tgeanc*,  or  of  love; 
To  clothe,  in  outward  grandeur,  grand  ciefign, 
And  acts  moft  folemn  ftill  more  folemnize  ? 
Ye  citizens  of  air  !   what  ardent  thanks, 
What  full  effufion  of  the  grateful  heart, 
Is  due  from  man  indulged  in  fuch  a  fight ! 
A  fight  fo  noble  !  and  a  fight  fo  kind  ! 
It  drops  new  truths  at  every  neiv  furvey  ! 
Feels  not  Lorenzo  fomething  ftir  within, 
That  1  weeps  away  a,ll  period  ?  As  thefe  fpheres 
Meafure  duration,  they  no  lefs  infpire 
The  godlike  hope  of  ages  without  end.  [take 

The  boundlefs^>d«,  through  which  thefe  roverfc 
Their  re  ft  lefs  roam,  fuggefts  the  fitter  -thought 
Of  bound'.efs  time.      Thus,  by  kind  nature's  ikill, 
To  man  unlabour'd,  that  important  gueft, 
Eternity,  finds  entrance  at  thejtgbt : 
And  an  eternity,  for  man  ordain'd, 
Or  thefe  hit  deftin'd  midnight  ^junfellors, 
They?arj,  had  never  whifpsrM  it  to  man. 
Nature  informs^  but  ne'er  infults  her  fons. 
Could  (he  then  kindle  the  moft  ardent  widi 
To  difappoint  it ! — That  is  blafphemy. 
Thus,  of  thy  creed  3  fes«nd  article, 
I 
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Momentous,  as  the  exiftence  of  a  God, 

1s  found  (as  I  conceive)  where  rarely  fough* ; 

And  thou  may'ft  read  thy  foul  immortal,  here. 

Here,  then,  Lorenzo  !  on  thefe  glories  dwell ; 
!Nor  want  the  gilt-illuminated  roof. 
That  calls  the  wretched  gay  to  dark  delights. 
^JJeatbltes  ? — This  is  one  divinely  bright ; 
Jfere,  unendanger'd  in  health,  wealth,  or  fame, 
Jlange  through  the  faireft,  and  the  fultan  fcorn. 
Jfc,  wife  as  tbou,  no  crefcent  holds  fo  fair, 
As  that,  which  on  his  turban  awes  a  world; 
And  thinks  the  moon  is  proud  to  copy  him. 
Xiook  on  her,  and  gain  more  than  worlds  can  give, 
A  mind  fuperior  to  the  charms  of  po-wcr. 
Thou  muffled  in  delufions  of  this  life  I 
<Can  yonder  moon  turn  ocean  in  his  bed, 
IFrom  fide  to  fide,  in  conflant  ebb  and  flow^ 
And  purify  from  flench  his  watery  realms  ? 
And  fails  her  moral  influence  ?  wants  flic  power 
To  turn  Lorenzo's  ftubborn  tide  of  thought 
DFrom  ftagnating  on  carttfs  infected  fhore, 
And  purge  from  nuifance  his  corrupted  heart  ? 
Jails  her  attraction  when  it  draws  to  heaven  ? 
INay,  and  to  what  thou  valuefl  more,  earth's  joy  ! 
IMinds  elevate,  and  panting  for  unfeent 
And  defecate  from  fenfe,  alone  obtain 
Pull  relifh  of  exigence  un-deflower'd, 
The  lift  of  life,  the  zeft  of  worldly  blifs : 
All  elfc  on  earth  amounts — to  what.?  To  tins  : 
«'  £ad  tobefu/er'J;  bleflings  to  be  left:" 
larth's  richeft  inventory  boafts  no  more. 

Of  higher  fcenes  be,  then,  the  call  obey'd. 
O  let  me  gaze  !  —of  gazing  there  is  no  end. 
O  let  me  think  ! — Thought  too  is  wi!der'd  bert ; 
In  mid-way  flight  imagination  tires ; 
Yet  foon  re-prunes  her  wing  to  foar  anew, 
Her  point  unable  to  forbear,  or  gain  ; 
So^,  eat  the  pleafure,  fo  profound  the  plan  ! 
A  banquet,  this,  where  men  and  angels  meet, 
Eat  the  fame  manna,  mingle  earth  and  heaven. 
How  diftant  fome  of  thefe  nocturnal  funs  ! 
So  diiiant  (lays  the  fage),  'twere  not  abfurd 
To  doubt,  if  beams,  fet  out  at  nature's  birth, 
Are  yet  arriv'd  at  this  fo  foreign  world  ; 
Though  nothing  half  fo  rapid  as  their  flight. 
An  eye  of  awe  and  wonder  let  me  roll, 
And  roll  fur  e-ve>- :  who  can  fatiate  fight 
In  fucb  a  fcene  f  in  fuch  an  ocean  wide 
Of  deep  aftonifhment  ?    where   depth,  height, 

breadrh, 

Are  loft  in  their  extremes ;  and  where  to  count 
The  thick-town  glories  in  this  field  of  fire, 
Perhaps  zferaph's  computation  fails. 
Now,  go,  ambition  !  boaft  thy  bouudlefs  might 
In  conqutfi'o'er  the  tenth-part  of  a  grain. 

And  yet  Lorenzo  calls  for  miracles, 
Td  give  his  tottering  faith  a  folid  bafe. 
Why  call  for  lefs  than  is  already  thine  ? 
Thou  art  no  novice  in  theology  ; 
whit  is  a  miracle?-—  'Tis  a  reproach, 
'Tis  an  implicit  fatire  on  mankind ; 
And  while  itfutisjlss^  it  cenfures  too. 
To  common  fenfe,  great  nature's  courfe  proclaims 
A  Deity  ;  when  mankind  falls  afleep, 
A  mlf salt  is  fcnt,  as  an  alarm  5 


To  wake  the  world,  and  prove  lltn  o'er  again, 

By  recent  argument,  but  not  tnorejtrong. 

Say,  which  imports  more  plentitude  of  power, 

Or  nature's  laws  toj?o,  or  to  repeal* 

To  make  a  fun,  orfap  his  mid  career  ? 

To  countermand  his  orders,  and  fend  back 

The  flaming  courier  to  the  frighted  eajl, 

Warm'd,  and  aftonifh'd,  at  his  evening  ray? 

Or  bid  the  moort,  as  with  her  journey  tir'd, 

In  Ajalon's  foft  fl'-wery  vale  repofe  ? 

Great  things  are  thefe  ;  ftill  greater  to  trtate. 

From  Adam's  bower  look  down  through  the  whole1 

train 

Of  miracles ; — refiftlefs  is  their  power  ? 
They  do  not,  can  not,  more  amaze  the  mind, 
Than  this,  call'd  unmiraculous  furvey, 
If  duly  weigh'd,  if  rationally  feen, 
If  feen  with  human  eyes.  The  brute ,  iadeed, 
Sees  nought  but/wangles  here;   thefotl  no  more. 
Say 'ft  thou,  "  The  courfe  of  nature  governs  all  2" 
The  courfe  of  nature  is  the  art  of  God. 
The  miracles  thou  call'ft  for,  this  atteft  ; 
For  fay,  could  nature  nature^  courfe  controul  ? 
But,  miracles  apart,  whole  fees  him  not, 
Nature  s  controller,  author,  guide,  and  end  ! 
Who  turns  his  eye  on  nature's  midnight  face,  , 
But  muft  inquire — "  What  hand  behind  the  fcene, 
"  What  arm  Almighty,  put  thefe  wheeling  globes 
"  In  motion,  and  wound  up  the  vaft  machine  ? 
"  Who  rounded  in  his  palm  thefe  fpacious  orbs  ? 
"  Who  bow'd  them  flaming  through  the  dark  pro- 

"  founc!, 

"  Numerous  as  glittering  gems  of  morning  dew, 
"  Or  fparks  from  populous  cities  in  a  blaze, 
"   And  fet  the  bofom  of  old  night  on  fire  ? 
"  Peopled  her  defert,  and  made  horror  fmile  ?" 
Or,  if  the  military  flyle  delights  thee,  [man) 

(For  ftars  have  fought  cheir  battles  leagu'd  with 
"  Who  marfhals  this  bright  hoft  ?    enrolls  their 

"  names? 

"  Appoints  their  poft,  their  marches,  and  returns 
"  PuniSlual  at  ilated  periods  ?  who  difbands 
"  Thefe  veteran  troops,  their  final  duty  done, 
"  If  e'er  diibamled  ?" — He,  whofe  potent  word, 
Like  the  loud  trumpet,  levy'd  firft  their  powers 
Jn  night's  inglorious  empire,  where  they  flept 
In    beds    of   darknefs:    arm'd  them  with  fierce 

flames, 

Arrang'd,  and  difciplin'd,  and  cloth'd  in  gold  ; 
And  call'd  them  out  of  chaos  to  the  field, 
Where  now  they  war  with  vice  and  unbelief. 
O  let  us  join  this  army  !  joining  thefe, 
Will  give  us  hearts  intrepid,  at  that  hour, 
When  brighter  flames  fliali  cut  a  darker  night ; 
When  thefe  flrong  demonftrations  of  a  God 
Sha'l  hide  their  heads,  or  tumble  from  thtir  fpheres, 
And  one  eternal  curtain  cover  all  ! 

Struck  at  that  thought,  as  new  awak'd,  I  lift 
A  more  enlighten'd  eye,  and  read  the  ftars 
To  man  ftill  more  propitious ;  and  their  aid 
(Though  gjiiltefs  of  idolatry)  implore  ; 
Nor  longer  rob  them  of  their  nobleft  name. 
O  jcdhiders  of  my  time'.    Ye  bright 
Accountants  of  my  days,  and  mouths,  and  years, 
In  your  fair  kalendar  diftin&ly  mark'd  ! 
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Since  that  authentic,  radiant  regifter,  [him  ; 

Though  man  infpedts  it  not,  ftands  good  againft 
Since  you.  and  years,  roll  on,  though  man  (lands 

ftill; 

Teich  me  my  days  to  number,  and  apply 
My  trembling  heart  to  iviflom  ;  now  beyond 
All  (hadow  of  excufe  for  fouling  on. 
Age  fmooths  our  path  to  prudence  ;  fweeps  afide 
The  fnares  keen  appetite,  and  pafiipn  fpread 
To  catch  ftray  fouls;  and  woe  to  that  gray  head, 
Whofe/o//y  would  undo  what  age  has  done  ! 
Aid  then,  aid,  all  ye  ftars  ! — Much  rather,  thou, 
Great  Artift  !     Thou,  vvhofe  finger  let  aright 
This  exquiflte  machine,  with  all  its  wheels, 
Though  intervolv'd,  exacl: ;  and  pointing  out 
Life's  rapid  and  irrevocable  flight, 
With  fuch  an  index  fair  as  none  can  mifs, 
"Who  lifts  an  eye,  nor  ileeps  till  it  is  clos'd. 
Open  mine  eye,  dread  Deity  !  to  read 
The  tacit  do&riae  of  thy  works;   to  fee 
Things  as  they  arc,  umlrer'd  through  the  glafs 
Of  worldly  wifhes.      Time,  eternity  '. 
('Tis  thefe,  mif-meafur'd,  ruin  all  mankind) 
Set  them  before  me;  let  me  lay  them  both 
In  equal  fcale,  and  learn  their  various  weight. 
Let  time  appear  a  moment,  as  it  'is  ; 
Arid  let  eternity  s  full  orb,  at  once, 
Turn  on  my  foul,  and  finite  it  into  heaven. 
When  (hall  I  fee  far  more  than  charms  me  now  ? 
Gaze  on  creation's  model  in  thy  bread 
Unveil'd,  nor  wonder  at  the  tranfcript  more  ? 
When  this  vile  foreign  duft,  which  fmothers  all 

That  travel  earth's  deep  vale,  fliall  I  fhake  off? 

When  fhall  my  foul  her  incarnation  quit, 

And  re-adopted  to  thy  blefl  embrace, 

Obtain  her  apotheojls  in  thee  ? 

Doft  think,  Lorenzo,  this  is  wandering  wide  ? 

No,  'tis  direiilly  ftriking  at  the  mark  ; 

To  wake  thy  dead  devotion  was  my  point  ; 

And  how  I  blefs  night's  confecrating  (ha3cs, 

Which  to  a  temple  turn  an  univerfe  ; 

Fill  us  with  great  ideas,  full  of  heaven, 

And  antidote  the  peftilential  earth ! 

In  every  ftorm,  that  either  frowns,  or  falls, 

What  an  afylum  has  the  foul  in  prayer  ! 

And  what  a  fane  is  this,  in  which  to  pray  ! 

And  what  a  God  muft  dwell  in  fuch  a  fane  ! 

©  what  a  genius  miift  inform  the  Ikies  1 

And  is  Lorenzo's  falamandeir  heart 

Cold,  and  untouch'd,  amid  thefe  facred  fires  ? 

O  ye  nocturnal  fparks !  ye  glowing  embers, 

On  heaven's  broad  hearth  !  who  burn^  or  burn 
no  more, 

Who  blaze,  or  die,  as  Great  Jehovah's  breath 

Or  blows  you,  or  forbears  :  aflift  my  fong  ; 

Pour  your  whole  influence  ;  exercife  this  heartj 

So  long  poffeft ;  and  bring  him  back  to  man. 

And  is  Lorenzo  a  dfimurer_/?/7/  ? 

Pride  in  thy  parts  provokes  thee  to  conteft 

Truths,  which,  contefted,  put  thy  parts  to  fhame. 

Nor  fhame  they  more  Lorenzo's  bead  than  heart t 

Afaitbleff  heart,  how  defpicably  fmall ! 

Too  ftreight,  ought  great,  or  generous,  to  receive! 

Fill'd  with  an  atom  1  fill'd,  and  fouPd  vrithfe/ff 

Aad  felf-miOaken  !  felf,  that  lafts  an  hour  ! 


Injlinfts  and  pajjlons,  of  the  nobler  kind, 

Lie  fuffocated  there  ;  or  thiy  alone, 

Rsafin  apart,  would  wake  high  hope  ;  and  openj 

To  ravifh'd  thought,  that  intelle&ual  fphere, 

W^here  order,  ivifdom,  goodnefs,  providence, 

Their  en'dlefs  miracles  of  love  difplay, 

And  promife  all  the  truly  great  defire. 

The  mind  that  would  be  happy,  muft  be  great; 

Great,  in  irs  li-'Jhss ;  great  in  itsferveys. 

Extended  views  a  narrow  mind  extend  ; 

Pufh  out  its  corrugate,  expanfive  make. 

Which,  ere  long,  more  than  planets  fhall  embrace* 

A  man  of  compafs  makes  a  man  of  ivorth  ; 

Divine  contemplate,  and  become  divine. 

As  man  was  made  for  gloty,  and  for  blifs, 
AH  littlenefs  is  in  approach  to  woe ; 
Open  thy  bofom,  fet  thy  wifhes  wide, 
And  let  in  manbobd ;   let  in  bappintfii 
Admit  the  boundlcfs  theatre  of  thought 
From  nothing,  up  to  God  ;  which  makes  a  menu 
Take  God  from  natuh,  nothing  great  is  left ; 
Man's  mind  is  in  a  pit,  and  nothing  fees ; — 
Man's  heart  is  in'ajakes,  and  loves  the  mire. 
Emerge  from  thy  profound-;  erect  thine  eye  ; 
See  thy  diftrefs  !   how  clofe  thou  art  befieg'd  \ 
Befieg'd  by  nature,  the  proud  fceptic's  foe  ! 
Enclos'd  by  thefe  innumerable  worlds, 
Sparkling  conviction  on  the  darkefl  mind, 
As  in  a  golden  net  of  providence. 
How  art  thou  caught,  fure  captive  of  belief! 
From  this  thy  bleft  captivity,  what  art, 
What  blafphemy  to  reafon  lets  thee  free! 
This  fcene  is  heaven's  indulgent  violence  : 
Canft  thou  bear  up  agaitift  this  tide  of  glory  ? 
What  is  earth  bofom'd  in  thefe  ambient  orbs, 
But  faith  in  God  impos'd,  and  prefs'd  on  man  f 
Dar'ft  thou  ftill  litigate  thy  defperate  caufe% 
Spite  of  thefe  numerous,  awful,  ivitnejfes, 
And  doubt  the  depafition  of  the  Ikies  i 
O  how  laborious  is  thy  way  to  ruin  ! 


Laborious 


impratticalle  quite  ; 


To  fink  beyond  a  doubt,  in  this  debate, 
With  all  his  weight  of  wifdom  and  of  willj 
And  crime  flagitious,  I  defy  a  fool. 
Some  wifh  they  did ;   but  no  man  dijbeliwes'. 
God  is  a  Spirit ;   Spirit  cannot  ftrike 
Thefe  grofs.  material  organs  ;  God  hy  marl 
As  much  is  feen,  as  man  a  God  can  fee, 
In  thefe  aftonifhing  exploits  of  power. 
What  order,  beauty,  motion,  diftance,  fize  ; 
Conception  of  defign,  how  exquifhe  ! 
How  complicate;  in  their  divine  police  ! 
Apt  means!  great  ends'  confent  to  general  good!** 
Each  attribute  of  thefe  material  gods> 
So  long  (and  that  with  fpecious  pleas)  ador'd, 
A  feparate  conqueO  gains  o'er  rebel  thought ; 
And  leads  in  triumph  the  whole  mind  of  man* 
Lorenzo  !   this  may  feem  harangue  to  thee  ; 
Such  all  is  apt  to  feem,  that  thwarts  our  will* 
And  doft  thou,  then,  demand  a/i/»/>/<?  proof 
Of  this  great  mafter  moral  of  the  lkies> 
Uhikill'd,  or  difinclin'd,  to  read  it  there  ? 
Since  'tis  the  bafis,  and  all  drops  without  itj 
Take  it,  in  one  compact,  unbroken  chain* 
S'.ifb  proof  infifts  on  an  attentive  ear  ; 
lij 
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5  Pvvill  net  make  one  amid  a  mob  of  thoughts, 
And,  for  thy  notice,  ftruggle  with  the  world. 
Jtetire ; — the  ivorld  fhut  out ; — thy  thoughts  call 

home  ; — 

Jmaginatiens  airy  wing  reprefs : — 
Lock  up  thyfenfes; — let  no  pojjlon  ftir; — 
"Wake  all  to  reafcn -t — let  her  reign  alone; 
Then,  in  thy/:.v/'j  deep  filcnce,  and  the  depth 
i)t  nature**  filence,  midnight,  thus  inquire, 
A.S  2  have  done  ;  and  fhall  inquire  no  more. 
J:i  nature's  channel,  thus  the  queftions  run. 

"  What  am  I  ?    and  from  whence.  ? — I  nothing 

"  know, 

ft  But  that  I  am  ;  and,  fince  I  am,  conclude 
"  Something  eternal :  had  there  e'er  been  nought, 
"  Nought  fliil  had  been  :  eternal  there  mvjl  be. — 
"  But  "what  eternal  ? — Why  not  human  race  ? 
"  And  Adam's  anceftor's  without  an  end  ? — 
"  That's  hard  to  be  conceiv'd ;  fince  every  link 
"  Of  that  long-chain'd  fucceffion  is  ib  frail ; 
B<  Can  every  pait  Depend,  and  «  ot  the  ivkole? 
"  Yet  grant  it  true  ;  nerw  difficulties  rife  ; 
*c  I'm  ftill  quite  out  at  fea;  nor  fee  the  more. 
*'  Whence  earth,  and  thefe  bright  c/&f.? — Eternal 

"  too  ? 

"  Grant  matter  was  eternal ;  flill  thefe  orbs 
•"  Would  want  fome  other  father; — much  defign 
*•'  Is  feen  in  all  their  motions,  all  their  makes  ; 
"*  />£//£«  implies  intelligence,  and  art  ; 
*'  That  can't  be.  from  tbemfefoes — or  man  ;   that  art 
*'  Man  fcarcc  can  comprehend,  could  man  bellow? 
*'  And  nothing  greater  yet  allow'd  than  ttian.— 
•'  Who,  notion,  foreign  to  the  fmalleft  grain, 
*'  Shot  through  Vafk  maffes  of  enormous  weight  ? 
11  Who  bid  brute  mailer's  reftive  lump  ailume 
•'*  Such  various  forms,  ard  gave  it  wings  to  fly  ? 
*'  Has  matter  innate  motion  ?  then  each  atom, 
kt  Afferting  its  indifputable  right 
*'  To  dance,  would  fo"rm  an  univerfc  of  duft : 
*'  Has  matter  none  ?     Then  whence  thefe  glorious 

"  forms 

*'  And  hcvndlefs  flights,  homjlafieleff,  and  repo&d? 
*'  Has  matter  more  than  motion  ?  has  it  thought, 
*'  Judgment,  and  genius  ?  is  it  deeply  learn'd 
*•<  in  mathematics?   Has  it  fram'dyj/fi  laws, 
«'  Which  but  to  guefs.a Newton  made  immortal?— 
*'  If  fo,  how  eachy^gv?  atom  laughs  at  me, 
*c  Who  think  a  clod  inferior  to  a  man! 
*'  If  art,  to  form  ;  and  counfel  to  conduct ; 
*'  And  that  with  greater  far,  than  human  fkiil ; 
*'  Refides  not  in  each  block ; — a  Godhead  reigns. — 
•'  Grant,  then,  invifible,  eternal,  mind; 
•"  That  granted,  all  is  folv'd — But.  granting  that, 
*'  Draw  I  not  o*er  me  a  ftill  darker  cloud  ? 
Grant  I  not  that  which  I  can  ne'er  conceive? 
A  being  without  origin,  or  end  '. — 
Hail,  human  liberty  !  There  is  no  Gcd — 
Yet,  why  ?  on  either  fcheme  that  knot  lubfifts ; 
Subfift  it  mvji,  in  God,  or  human  race: 
Jf  in  the  laft,  how  many  knots  btfide, 
««  Indiflbluble  all?— Why  choofe  it  tiers, 
"  Where,  chofen,  ftill  lubfitl  ten  thoufand  more  ? 
"  Rejed  it,  where,  that  chofen,  all  the  reft 
•l  Difpers'd  leave  rta/on's  whole  horizon  clear; 
u  This  is  net  rcafon's  di&aie  ;  reejin  fay.c, 


"  Clofe  with  the  fide  where  one  graiii  turns  the  fcalc? 
"  What  vaft  preponderance  is  here  !  can  rea/on 
"  With  louder  voice  exclaim — Believe  a  God? 
"•  x^nd  reafvn  heard,  is  the  fole  mark  of  man. 
"  What  things  impoffible  muft  man  think  true, 
"  On  any  other  fyftem  !  and  how  ftrange 
"  To  di/believe,  through  mere  credulity  1" 
If,  in  this  chain,  Lorenzo  finds  no  flaw, 
Let  it  for  ever  bind  him  to  belief. 
And  where  the  link,  in  which  a  flaw  he  finds  \ 
And,  if  a  God  there  is,  that  God  how  great ! 
How  great  that  power,  whofe  providential  care 
Through  thtle  bright  orbs,  dark  centres  darts  a 

ray  ! 

Of  nature  univerfal  threads  the  whole  ! 
And  hangs  creation,  like  a  precious  gem, 
Though  little,  on  the  footftool  of  his  throne  ! 

That  little  gem,  how  large  \  a  weight  let  fall 
From  a  fixt  ftar,  in  ages  can  it  reach 
This  diftant  earth!  Say,  then,  Lorenzo  !  where, 
Where,  ends  this  mighty  building  ?  Where,  begin 
The  fuburbs  of  creation  ?  Where,  the  wall 
Whofe  battlements  look  o'er  into  the  vale 
Of  non-exiftcnce  ?  Nothing's  ftrange  abode ! 
Say,  at  what  point  of  fpace  Jehovah  dropp'd 
His  ilacken'd  line,  arrd  laid  his  balance  by ; 
Weigh'd  icorlJs,  and  meafur'd  infinite, no  more! 
Where  rears  his  terminating  pillar  high 
Its  extra-mundane  head  ?  and  fays,  to  gods, 
In  characters  illuftrious  as  the  fun, 
"  I  ftand,  the  plan's  proud  period;  I  pronounce 
"  The  work  accomplifh'd ;  the  creation  cles'd  : 
"  Shout,  all  ye  gods !  nor  fhout  ye  gods  alone  ; 
"  Of  all  that  lives,  or,  if  devoid  of  life, 
"  That  refls,  or  rolls,  ye  heights,  and  depths  re- 

found ! 
"  Refound  !  refound  !  ye  depths,  and  heights,  re- 

"  found!" 

Hard  are  thofe  queflions; — Anfwer  harder  flill. 
Is  this  the  fobe  exploit,  the  fingle  birth, 
The  folitary  fon  of  foiver  divine? 
Or  has  th'  Almighty  Father,  with  a  breath, 
Impregnated  the  womb  of  diftant^a«  ? 
Has  he  not  bid,  in  various  provinces, 
Brother-creations  the  dark  bowels  burft 
Of  night  primeval ;  barren,  now,  no  more  ? 
And  be  the  central  fun,  tranfpiercing  all 
Thofe  giant  generations,  which  difport, 
And  dance,  as  motes,  in  his  meridian  ray  ; 
That  ray  withdrawn,  benighted,  or  abforb'd 
In  that  abyfi  of  horror,  whence  they  fprung ; 
While  chaos  triumphs,  repofleft  of  all 
Rival  creation  ravifh'd  from  his  throne  ? 
Chaos !  of  nature  both  the  womb  and  grave  ! 
Think'ft  thou  my  fcheme,  Lorenzo,  fpreads  to* 

wide  ? 

Is  this  e  travagant  ? — No  ;   this  isjujl  ; 
Juffc  in  conjefture,  though  't  were  lalie  vnfaEi* 
If  'tis  an  error,  'tis  an  error  fprung 
From  noble  root,  high  thought  of  the  Moft  High. 
But  wherefore  error  ?  who  can  prove  it  fuch  ?— • 
He  that  can  fet  Omnipotence  a  bound. 
Can  man  conceive  beyond  what  God  can  dot 
Nothing  but  quite  impc/Jpble  is  hard. 
he  fummons  into,  being  with  like  eafe, 
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A  whole  creation,  and  a  Tingle  grain. 

Speaks  he  the  word  ?  a  thoufand  worlds  are  born  ! 

A  thoufand   worlds?    there's   fpace  fur  millions 

more  ; 

And  in  what  fpace  can  his  great^a*  fail  ? 
Condemn  me  not,  cold  critic!  but  indulge 
The  warm  imagination  :  why  condemn  ? 
Why  not  indulge  fuch  thoughts,  as  fwell  our  hearts 
With  fuller  admiration  of  that  power,  [iwell  ? 

Who  gives  our  hearts  with  fuch  high  thoughts  to 
Why  not  indulge  in  his  augmented  praife  I 
Darts  not  his  glory  a  ftill  brighter  ray, 
The  lefs  is  left  to  chaos,  and  the  realms 
Of  hideous  night,  \vherefancy  ftrays  aghaft; 
A"d,  though  moft  talkative,  makes  no  report  ? 

Still  feems  my  thought  enormous  ?  Think  again  ; 
Experience  felt"  {hall  aid  thy  lame  belief. 
Glaffes  (that  revelation  to  the  fight !) 
Have  they  not  led  us  in  the  deep  difclofe 
Of  fine  fpun  nature^  exquifitelyy»za//, 
And,,  though  demonjtrated,  Hill  ill-conceit  d  ? 
If  then,  on  the  reverie,  the  mind  would  mount 
In  magnitude,  what  mind  can  mount  too  far, 
To  keep  the  balance,  and  creation  poife  ? 
Defect  alone  can  err  on  fuch  a  theme ; 
What  is  too  great,  if  we  the  caufe  jttrvey  ? 
Stupendous  Architect!  thou,  tliou  art  all ! 
My  foul  flies  up  and  down  in  thoughts  of  thee, 
And  finds  herfelf  but  at  the  centre  ftill ! 
I  Am,  thy  name  !  exigence,  all  thine  oivn  ! 
Creation's  r.orhing;   fiatter'd  much,  if  ftyl'd 
"  Tit  thin,  the  fating  atmofpker?  of  God," 

Q  for  the  voice — of  what  ?  of  whom  ? — What 

voice 

Can  anfwer  to  my  wants,  in  fuch  afcent, 
As  dares  to  deem  one  univerfe  too  fmall  ? 
Tell  me,  Lorenzo  !  (for  now/Wy  glows, 
Fir'd  in  the  vorttx  of  Almighty  power) 
Is  not  this  home  creation,  iu  the  map 
Of  univ'erfal  nature,  as  a  ipeck, 
Like  fair  Britannia  ir.  our  little  ball ; 
Exceeding  fair  and  glorious  for  its  fize, 
Bur,  elfewhere,  far  outmeafur'djfar  outfhone  ? 
Infancy  (for  the/I/#  beyond  us  lies) 
Canft  thou  not  figure  it,  an  ijle,  almoft 
Too  fmall  for  notice,  in  the  vaft  of  being* 
Sever'd  by  mighty  feas  of  unbuilt  fpace 
From  other  realms ;  from  ample  continents 
Of  higher  life,  where  nobler  natives  dwell ; 
Lefs  northern,  lei's  remote  from  deity, 
Glowing  beneath  the  line  of  the  Supreme  ; 
Where  fouls  in  excellence  make  hafte,  put  forfh, 
Luxuriant  growths;  nor  the  late  autumn  wait 
Of  human  worth,  but  ripen  foon  to  gods  ? 

Yet  why  drown  fancy  in  fuch  depths  as  thefe? 
Return,  prsfumptuous  rover  !  and  confefs 
The  bounds  of  man ;  nor  blame  them,  as  too  fmall. 
Enjoy  we  not  full  fcope  in  what  isfien  ? 
Full  ample  the  dominions  of  the  fun  ! 
Full  glorious  to  behold  !  how  far,  how  wide, 
The  matchlefs  monarch,  from  his  flaming  throne, 
Lavifh  of  luftre,  throws  his  beams  about  him, 
Farther  and  fafter  than  a  thought  could  fly, 
And  feeds  his  planets  with  eternal  fires  1 
This  I-ieiiopolis,  by  greater  far, 


Than  the  proud  tyrant  of  the  Nile  was  built ; 
And  he  alone,  who  built  it,  can  deftroy. 
Beyond  this  city,  why  ftrays  human  thought  J 
One  wonderful,  enough  for  man  to  know  ! 
One  infinite  !  enough  for  man  to  range  ! 
One  firmament,  enough  for  man  to  read  .' 
O  what  voluminous  ibftra&ion  here! 
What  page  of  wifdom  is  deny'd  him  ?  None^ 
If  learning  his  chief  leijfon  makes  him  wife. 
Nor  is  instruction  here  our  only  gsin  ; 
There  dwell';  a  noble  fades  in  the  fkies, 
Which  warms  our  paflions,  profelytes  our  hearts, 
How  eloquently  (bines  tat  glowing  pole  ! 
With  what  authority  it  gives  its  charge, 
Remonftrating  great  truths  in  flyle  fublime, 
Though  filent,  loud  !  heird  earth  around ;  above 
The  planets  heard;  and  not  unheard  in  hell; 
Hell  has  her  wonder,  though  too  proud  to  praife. 
Is  earth,  then^  more  infernal  ?  ha*  fhe  thofe, 
Who  neither  praife  (Lorenzo)  nor  admire? 

Lorenxo's  admiration,  pre-enoag'd, 
Ne'er  afk'd  the  mwn  one  queftion;  never  held 
Leaft  correfpondence  with  a  fingle  ftar  ; 
NeVrrear'd  an  altar  to  the  queen  of  heaven 
Walking  in  brightnefs ;  or  her  tniin  ador'd. 
"Their  fuvlunary  rivals  long  have  fince 
Engrofs'd  his  whole  devotion  ;  jlars  malign, 
Which  made  the  fond  afironomer  run  mad  ; 
Darken  his  intelleft,  corrupt  his  heart ; 
Caufe  him  to  facrifice  his  fame  and  peace 
To  momentary  madnefs,  call'd  delight. 
Idolater,  tr.ore  grofs  than  ever  kiis'd 
The  lifted  hand  to  Luna,  or  pour'd  out 
The  blood  to  Jove  ! — ;O  thou,  to  whom  belongt 
All  facrifice  !   O  thou  great  Jove  unfeign'd; 
Divine  Inftru&or  I  Thy^fry?  volume,  this, 
For  man's  perufal ;  all  in  capitals  ! 
In  tnfion,  zndjiars  (heaven's  golden  alphabet  t) 
Emblaz'd  to  feize  the  fight ;  who  runs,,  may  read  •- 
Who  reads,  can  underhand.      'Tis  lUiconfin'd, 
To  Chrijlian  land,  or  Jeivry ;  fairly  writ, 
In  language  univerfal,  to  mankind  : 
A  language,  lofty  to  the  learn'd  :  yet  plain 
To  thofe  that  feed  the  flock,  or  guide  the  plough, 
Or,  from  his  huik,  ftrike  out  the  bounding  grain, 
A  language,  worthy  the  great  mind,  that  fpeaks  I 
Preface,  and  comment,  to  tbe  facred fare  .' 
Which  oft  refers  its  reader  to  the  ilcic^, 
As  prt'-fuppofing  his  firft  leflbn  there, 
And  fcripture  felf  z  fragment,  that  unread. 
Stupendous  book  of  wifdom,  to  the  wife; 
Stupendous  hook  !  and  open'd,  night !  by  thee. 

By  thee  much  open'd,  I  confefs,  O  night .' 
Yet  more  I  wifli ;  but  hoiv  fhall  I  prevail? 
Say,  gentle  night !  whofe  modeft,  maiden  beams 
Give  us  a. new  creation,  and  prefent 
The  world's  great  pidure  foften'd  to  the  fight ; 
Nay,  kinder  far,  far  more  indulgent  ftill. 
Say,  thou,  whofe  mild  dominion's  lilver  key- 
Unlocks  our  hemifphere,  and  fet»  to  view 
Worlds  beyond  number ;  worlds  conceal'd  by  day 
Behind  the  proud,  and  envious  ftar  of  noon  ! 
Canft  thou  not  draw  a  deeper  fcene  ? — And  ihoyir 
The  mighty  Potentate,  to  whom  belong 
Thcfv  rich  /-^,7a  pompoufly  difpiaj'tj 
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To  kindle  that  high  hope  ?  Like  him  of  Uz, 
I  gaze  around  ;  I  fearch  on  every  fide — 

0  for  a  glimpfe  of  him  my  foul  adores ! 

As  the  chas  d  hart,  amid  the  defert  wafte,      [her, 
Pants  for  the  living  flream;  for  him   who  made 
So  pants  the  thirfty  foul,  amid  the  blank 
Of  fublunary  joys.     Say,  goddefs  !  where  ? 
Where  blazes  bis  bright  court  ?     Where  burns  his 

throne  ?  [round 

Thou  know'ft  ;  for  thou  art  near  him ;  by  thee, 
Jits  grand  pavilion,  facred  fame  reports 
The  fable  curtain  drawn.     If  not,  can  none 
Of  thy  fair  daughter-train,  fo  fwift  of  wircg. 
Who  travel  far,  difcover  where  be  dwells  I 
AJlar  his  dwelling  pointed  out  beleiv. 
Ye  Pleiades  '.   Anfturus  !   Mazaroth  ! 
And  thou,  Orion  !  of  fiill  keener  eye  ! 
gay  ye,  who  guide  the  wilder'd  in  the  waves, 
And  bring  them  out  of  tempeft  into  port ! 
On  which  hand  muft   I  bend  my  courfe  to  find 

bit*  ? 
Thefe  courtiers  keep  the  fecret  of  their  king ; 

1  wake  whole  nights,  in  vain,  to  fteal  it  from  them. 

I  wake  ;  and,  waking,  climb  night's  radiant  fcale, 
From  fphere  to  fphere  ;  the  fleps  by  nature  fet 
For  man's  afcent ;  at  once  to  tsjr.pt  and  aid ; 
To  tempt  his  eye,  and  aid  his  towering  thought ; 
Till  it  arrives  at  the  great  God  of  all. 

In  ardent  contemplation  s  rapid  car, 
From  eavtb,  as  from  my  barrier,  1  fet  out. 
How  fwift  I  mount !  ciiminim'd  earth  recedes ; 
I  pafs  the  moon  i  and,  from  her  farther  fide, 
Pierce  heaven's  blue  curtain;  ftrike  into  remote  ; 
Where,  with  his  lifted  tube,  the  fubtle  fage 
His  artificial,  airy  journey  takes, 
And  to  celejlial  lengthens  button  fight. 
J  panfe  at  every  planet  on  my  road, 
And  afk  for  him  who  gives  their  orbs  to  roll, 
Their  foreheads  fair  to  fhine.   From  Saturn's  ring, 
In  which,  of  earths  an  army  might  be  loft, 
With  the  bold  comet,  take  my  bolder  flight, 
Amid  thofcfovtreig*  glories  of  the  Ikies, 
Of  independent,  native  luftre,  proud; 
The  fouls  of  fyftems !  and  the  lords  of  life,  \noiv  ? 
Thiough  their  wide  empires  ! — What  behold  I 
A  wildernefs  of  wonder  burning  round  ; 
Where  larger  funs  inhabit  higher  fpheres; 
Perhaps  the  villas  of  defending  gods. 
Nor  halt  I  here  ;  my  toil  is  but  begun  ; 
'Tis  but  the  threshold  of  the  Deity  ; 
Or,  far  beneath  it,  I  am  groveling  dill. 
Nor  is  it  flrange  ;  I  built  on  a  miftake  ; 
The  grandeur  on  his  works,  whence  folly  fought 
For  aid,  to  reafon  fets  his  glory  higher  ;  [£/>) 

WJio  built  thus  high  for  worms  (mere  worms  to 
O  where,  Lorenzo  !   muft  the  builder  dwell  ? 

Paufr,  then  ;  and,  for  a  moment,  here  refpire — 
Jf  human  thought  can  keep  its  ftation  here. 
Where  am  1  ? — Where  is>  earth  ? — Nay,  where  art 

thou, 

Qfun  ? — Is  the  fun  turn'd  reclufe  ?• — And  are 
His  boafted  expeditions  fnprt  to  mine  ? — 
To  mine,  how  fhort  !  On  nature's  Alps  I  ftand, 
And  ice  a  thoufand  firmaments  beneath  ! 
A  thoufand  fyilems  i  as  a  thoufaad 


So  mud  a  ftranger,  and  fo  late  arnv'3, 
How  can  man's  curious  fpirit  not  inquire. 
What  are  the  natives  of  this  world  fublime,, 
Of  this  fo  foreign,  un-terreftrial  fphere, 
Where  mortal,  ur.tr  anjluied,  never  itray'd  ? 

"  O  ye,  as  diftant  from  my  little  home, 
"  As  fwifteft  fun-beams  in  an  age  can  fly  ! 
"   Far  from  my  native  element  I  roam, 
"  In  queft  of  new,  and  wonderful,  to  man. 
"  What  province  this,  of  his  immenfe  domain, 
"  Whom  all  obeys  ?  or  mortals  here,  or  gods  ? 
"  Ye  borderers  on  the  coafls  of  blifs  1  what  are 

"  you? 

"   A  colony  from  heaven  ?  Or,  only  rais'd, 
"  By  frequent  vifit  from  heaven's  neighbouring 

"  realms, 

"  To  fecondary  gods,  and  half  divine  ? — 
"  Whate'er  your  nature,  this  is  paft  difpute, 
"   Far  other  life  you  live,  far  other  tongue 
'*  You  talk,  far  other  thought,  perhaps,  you  think, 
"  Than  man.  Kow  vanousare  the  works  of  God, 
"  But  fay,  ivbat  thought?  is  reafcn  here  irthron'd! 
"  And  abfolute  ?  oi Jt*/e  in  arms  againft  her? 
"  Have  you  tivo  lights  ?  or  need  you  no  reveal'd? 
<l  Efijoy  your  happy  realms  their  golden  age  ? 
"  And  had  your  EJen  an  abftemious  Eve  ? 
"   Our  Eve's  fair  daughters  prove  their  pedigree, 
"  And   aik   their   Adams — vt    Wh*  -would  not  Lf 

"    votfe?" 

"  Or,  if  your  mother  fell,  are  you  redeemed? 
"  Ani  if  redeem'd — is  your  Redeemerybr/jV* 
"  Is  this  your  final  reficlence  ?  if  not, 
"  Change  you  your  fcene,  tranjlated?  or  by  death? 
"  And  if  by  death  ;   ivhat  death  ? — Know  you  dif-. 

"  eafe  ?" 

"  Or  horrid  war  ? — With  war,  this  fatal  hour, 
"  Europa.  groans  (fo  cail  we  a  fmall  field, 
"  Where  kings  run  mad  )     In  our  world,  death> 

"  deputes 

"  Intemperance  to  do  the  work  of  age  ; 
"  And  hanging  up  the  quiver  nature  gave  him, 
**  As  flow  of  execution,  for  difpatch 
"  Sends  forth  imperial  butchers  ;  bids  them  flay 
"  Their  fheep  (the  filly  ftieep  they  Seec'd  before), 
"  And  tofs  him  twice  ten  thoufand  at  a  meal. 
"  Sit  all  your  executioners  on  thrones? 
"   With  you,  can  rage  for  plunder  make  zgod? 
"  And  bhodfted  waih  out  every  other  ftain  .' — 
"  But  you,  perhaps,  can't  bleed :    from  mattes 

"  grofs 

"  Yourffirits  clean,  arc  delicately  clad 
"  In  fine-fpun  ethe.r,  privileg'd  to  foar, 
"  Unloaded,  uninfcdcd  ;  how- unlike 
"  The  lot  of  man  !  How  few  of  human  race 
"  By  their  own  viud  unmurder'd  '.   How  we  wage 
"   -"elf-war  eternal !   Is  your  painful  day 
"   Of  hardy  conflid  o'er  ?  Or,  are  you  fHll 
"  Raw  candidates  it  fchool  ?  ^.nd  have  you  thofe 
"    Who  difaffect  reverfeons,  as  with  us  ? 
"  But  what  are  we?  You  never  heard  of  man  ; 
"   Or  earth,  the  bedlam  of  the  univerfe  ! 
"  Where  reafon  (un-difeas'd  with  you)  runs  mad, 
"  And  nurfesy&//y'j  children  as  her  oiivn  ; 
"  Fond  of  the  fouleft.     In  the  facred  mount 
"  Of  hdineff)  where  rcafoo  is  pronounc'd 
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,'   and  thunders,  like  a  god  ; 

Ev'n  there,  by  faints,  the.  demons  are  outdone; 

V  What  thefe  think  wrong,  our  faints   refine  to 

"  right ; 

"   And  kindly  teach  dull  hell  her  owp  black  -arts ; 
"  Satan,  inftrufted,  o'er  their  morals  fmiles. — 
"  But  this,  how  ftrange  to  you,  who  know  not 

"  man  ! 

w  Has  the  leaft  fumonr  of  our  race  arriv'4  ? 
"  Call'd  Lere  Elijah  in  his  flaming  car  ? 
"  Paft  by  you  the  good  Enoch,  on  his  road 
?'•  To  thofe  fair  fields,  whence  Lucifer  was  hurl'd; 
"  Who  brufh'd,  perhaps,  your  fphere  in  his  de- 

"  fcent, 

"  Stain'd  your  pure  cryftal  ether,  or  let  fall 
"  A  fhort  eclipfe  from  his  portentous  fhade  ? 
"  O  !  that  the  fiend  had  lodg'd  on  fome  broad  orb 
"  Athwart  his  way  ;  nor  reach'd  his  prefent  home, 
"  Then  blacken'd  earth  with  footfteps  foul'd  in 

"  hell, 

"  Nor  wafh'd  in  ocean,  as  from  Rome  he  paft 
"  To  Britain's  ifle  ;  too,  too,  confpicuous^r*  /"' 

But  this  is  all  digreffion  ;  where  is  he, 
That  o'er  heaven's  battlements  the  felon  hurl'd 
To  groans,  and  chains,  and  darknefs  ?  Where  is  he, 
Who  fees  creation's  fummit  in  a  vale  ? 
He,  whom,  while  man  is  man,  he  can't  but  feek ; 
And  if  he  finds,  commences  more  rhan  man  ? 
0  for  a  telefcope  his  throne  to  reach  ! 
*Tell  me,  ye  learn'd  on  earth  .'  or  bleft  aloes'. 
Ye  fearching,  ye  Newtonian  angels  !  tell, 
Where,  your  great  Mailer's  orb  ?    His  planets, 

where  ? 

Thofe  confcious  fatellites,  thofe  mornmg-Jlarst 
Firft-born  of  Deity  !  from  central  love, 
B,y  veneration  moft  profound,  thrown  off; 
By  fweet  attraction,  no  lefs  ftrongly  drawn  ; 
AvJd,  and  yet  raptured ;   raptured,  yetferene; 
Paft  thought  illuftrious,  but  with  borrow'd  beams; 
In  ftill  approaching  circles,  flill  remote, 
Revolving  round  the  fun's  eternal  fire  ? 
Qr  fent,  in  lines  direct,  on  embaffies 
To  nations — in  what  latitude  ? — Beyond 
Terreftrial  thought's  horizon  !— And  on  what 
High  errands  fent  ? — Here  human  effort  ends  ; 
And  leaves  me  ftill  a  ftranger  to  his  throne. 

Full  well  it  might !   I  <juire  miftook  my  road. 
Born  in  an  age  more  curious  than  devout ; 
More  fond  to  fix  the  place  of  heaven,  or  hell, 
Than  ftudious  this  to  fhun,  or  that  fecure. 
'Tis  not  the  curious,  but  the  pious  path, 
That  leads  me  to  my  point :  Lorenzo  I  know, 
Without  or  far,  or  angel,  for  their  guide, 
Who  worihip  God,  fhall^Whim.     Humble  lo<uet 
And  not  proud  reafon,  keeps  the  dsor  of  heaven ; 
Love  finds  admiflion,  where  proudy«V«<v  fails. 
Man's  fcience  is  the  culture  of  his  heart; 
And  not  to  lofe  his  plummet  in  the  depths 
Of  nature,  or  the  more  profoand  of  God. 
Either  to  know,  is  an  attempt  that  fets 
The  wifeft  on  a  level  with  the  fool. 
To  fathom  nature  (ill-attempted  Lere  I") 
Paft  doubt  is  deep  philofophy  above ; 
iiigher  degrees  in  blifs  archangels  take, 
As  deeper  learn'd  ;  the  deepeft,  learning  {till, 


For,  what  a  thunder  of  Omnipotence 
(So  might  I  dare  to  fpeak)  isfeen  in  all! 
In  man  .'  in  earth  '.  in  more  amazing  /kies  f 
Teaching  this  leffon,/>r/V<?  is  loth  to  iearn— 
"   Not  deeply  to  dijcern,  not  much  to  Lnoiv, 
"  Mankind  was  born  to  wonder,  and  adore.'' 

And  is  there  caufe  for  higher  ivonder  ftill, 
Than  that  which  ftruck  us  from  our  paft  furveys  ? 
Yes ;  and  for  deeper  adoration  too. 
From  my  late  airy  travel  unconfin'd, 
Have  I  learn'd  nothing  ? — Yes,  Lorenzo!  This; 
Each  of  thefe  ftars  is  a  religious  houfe  ; 
I  faw  their  altars  fmoke,  their  incenfe  rife; 
And  heard  bofannas  ring  through  every  fphere, 
A  feminary  fraught  with  future  gods. 
Nature  all  o'er  is  confecrated ground, 
Teeming  with  growths  immortal  and  divine. 
The  Great  Proprietor's  all -bounteous  hand 
Leaves  nothing  wafle  ;  but  fows  thefe  fiery  field? 
With  feeds  of  rea'on,  which  to  virtues  rife 
Beneath  bis  genial  ray ;   and,  if  efcap'd 
The  peftilcntial  blafts  of  ftubborn  tvill, 
When  grown  mature,  are  gather'd  for  the  fides, 
And  is  devotion  thought  too  much  on  earth, 
When  beings,  fo  Superior,  homage  boajl, 
And  triumph  in  proftration  to  the  throne  ? 

But  wherefore  more  of  planets,  or  of  ftars  ? 
Ethereal  journeys,  and,  dilcover'd  there, 
Ten  thoufand  worlds,  ten  thoufand  ways  devout, 
All  nature  fending  incenfe  to  the  throne, 
Except  the  boldLorenzos  of  our  fphere  ? 
Opening  the  folemn  fources  of  my  foul, 
Since  I  have  pour'd,  like  feign'd  Eridanus, 
My  flowing  numbers  o'er  the  flaming  fkies, 
Nor  fee,  of fancy,  or  of  f  aft,  what  more 
Invites  the  muie— -Here  turn  we,  and  review 
Our  paft  nocturnal  landfcape  wide  : — Then  fay,' 
Say,  then,  Lorenzo  !  with  what  burft  of  heart, 
The  whole,  at  once,  revolving  in  his  thought, 
Muft  man  exclaim,  adoring,  and  aghaft  ? 
"  O  what  a  root !  O  what  a  branch,  is  here  ! 
"  O  what  a  father  !   What  a  family  !  [tionj, 

"  Worlds !  fyftems !  and  creations ! — And  crea- 
"  In  one  agglomerated  duller,  hung,  [hangs ; 
"  *  Great  Vine  1  On  thee,  on  thee  the  clutter 
"  The  filial  clufter  !  infinitely  fpread 
"  In  glowing  globes,  with  various  being  fraught  ; 
"  And  drinks  (nedareous  draught!)  immortal 

"  life. 

"  Or,  (hall  I  fay  (for  who  can  fay  enough  ?) 
"  A  conftellation  of  ten  thoufand  gems, 
"   And,  O  !  of  what  dimenfion  !  of  what  weight ! 
"  Set  in  onejigxet,  flames  on  the  right  hand 
"  Of  Majefty  Divine  !  The  blazing  fcal, 
"  That  deeply  ftamps,  on  all  created mindt 
"   Indelible,  his  fovereign  attributes, 
"  Omnipotence,  and  love  !   T-bat,  pafling  bound  j 
"  And,  this,  furpaffing  that.     Nor  ftop  we  here, 
"  For  v;ant  of  power  in  God,  but  thought  in  man. 
"  Ev'n  this  acknowledg'd,  leaves  us  ttili  in  debt  : 
<c   If  greater  aught;,  that  greater  all  is  thine, 
"  Dread  fire  ! — Accept  this  miniature  of  thee  ; 
"  And  pardou  an  attempt  from  mortal 

*  John  xv.  I, 
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f"  In  which   archangels  inight   have   fail'd,   un-  ' 

"  blam'd." 

How  fuch  idea*  of  th'  Almighty 'R/OTIW, 
And  fuch  ideas  of  th'  Almighty's  flant 
(Ideas  not  abfurd)  diflend  the  thought 
Of  feeble  mortals!   Nor  of  them  alone  1 
The  fulnefs  of  the  Deity  breaks  forth 
In  inconceiiiables  to  men,  and  gods. 
Think,  then,  O  think  ;  nor  ever  drop  the  thought; 
JJo\v  /czi>  muft  man  defcend,  when  gvJs  adore  ! 
Have  I  not,  then,  accomplifh'd  my  proud  boaft  ? 
Did   I   not  tell  thee,   "  We  would  mount,  Lo- 

"  ren»o  ! 
"  And  kindle  our  devotion  at  ihej?a;s  /" 

And  have  I  failed  ?  And  did  I  fatter  thee  ? 
And  art  all  adamant  ?  And  do  ft  confute 
All  urg'd,  with  one  irrefragableyw//*?  > 
Lorenzo  1   nirih  how  miferable  here  .' 
Swear  by  thejtars,  by  him  who  made  them,fwear, 
Thy  heart,  henceforth,  fhall  be  as  pure  as  they  : 
Then  thou,  like  them,  ihalt  fhine ;  like  them,  ihalt 

rife 

From  low  to  lofty  ;  from  obfcure  to  bright ; 
By  due  gradation,  nature's  facred  law. 
The  j?ar/,froaa  whence  ? — Afk  Chaos — He  can  tell. 
Thele  bright  temptations  to  idolatry, 
from  darHneJs,  and  confufion,  took  their  birth  ; 
tons  of  Dtformity :   irom  fluid  c^regs 
Tartarean  firft  they  rofe  to  maffes  rude, 
And  then  to  fpheres  opaque,  then  dimly  fhone, 
Then  brighten'd,  then  bbz'd  out  in  perftSl  day. 
2\raturs  delights  in  pr<  greis  ;  in  advance 
f'jom  woiie  to  better;  but.  when  minds  afcend, 
piogrefs  in  part  depends  upon  tbemftlvcs. 
Heaven  aids  exertion  ;  greater  makes  the  great; 
The  voluntary  little  leffcns  more- 
0  be  a  man  '.    ard  thou  ihalt  be  a  gcd'. 
And  half "  [elf -wade  I — Ambition  how  divine  '. 

O  thou,  ambitious  of  difgrace  alone  ! 
Still  undevout?  unkindled? — Though  h'gh  taught 
School'd  by  the  ikies,  and  pupil  of  the  liars, 
Rank  coward  to  the  fafhionable  world  ! 
Art  thou  ajharnd  to  bend  thy  knee  to  heaven  ?. 
£iurft  fume  of  pride,  exhal'd  from  deepeit  heil  1 
Pride  in  religion  is  man's  higheft  praife. 
Jk-nt  or.  dc{lru6iion  !  and  in  love  with  death! 
Jvfot  all  thefe  luminaries,  quinch'd  at  once, 
"Were  half  fo  fad  as  one  benighted  mind, 
"Which  gropes  for  happinefs,  and  meets  d<fpair» 
J-Icw,  like  a  widow  in  her  -weeds,  the  night, 
Amid  her  gHn.mering  tapers,  iilent  fits  ! 
How  forrovvfui,  how  defoiate,  the  weeps 
Perpetual  dews,  andfaddans  nature's  fce-ne  ! 
A  fcene  more  fady:^  makes  the  darken'd  foul, 
All  comfort  kills,  nor  leaves  one  fpark  alive. 

Though  blind  of  heart,  iHll  open  is  thine  eye  : 
Why  fuch  magnificence  in  all  thou  fceft  ? 
Qi  waiter's  grandeur,  know  one  end  is  this, 
To  ttjl  the  rational,  who  gazes  pn  it  — 

Though  that  iminenleiy  great,  fiill  greater  le^ 
WhoJe  breaft,  capacious,  can  ei^br»ce,  and  lodge 
Unburden'd,  nature's  univerfal  fch'eme  ; 
Can  grafp  creation  with  z  Jingle  thought  ; 
Creat-.on  grafp,  and  not  exclude  its  fire."- — 
To  tell  lam  iarthtr — "  It  behoves  him  much 


To  guard  th'  important,  yet  depending,  fait? 
Of  being,  brighter  than  a  thoufand  funs  : 
One  fingle  ray  of  thought  outfhines  them  all."— » 
\nd  if  man  hears  obedient,  foon  he'll  foar 
uperior  heights,  and  on  his  purple  wing, 
HLis  purple  wing  bedropt  with  eyes  of  gold, 
fifing,  where  thought  is  now  deny'd  to  rife, 
^ook  down  triumphant  on  thsfe  dazzling  fphereg. 

Why  then  perfift  ? — No  mortal  ever  liv'd 
3ut,  dying)  he  pronounc'd  (when  words  are  true) 
The  whole  that  charms  thee  abfolutely  vain, 
Vain,  and  far  worfe  1— Think  thou  with  dying 

men  ; 

3  conJefcftuf  to  think  as  angels  think  ! 
O  tolerate  a  chance  for  happinefs ! 
Jur  nature  fuch,  ill  choice  enlues  ill  fate  ; 
And  hell  had  been,  though  there  had  been  no  God. 
Doft  thou  not  know,  my  new  aflronomer ! 
Earth,  turning  frcm  the/««,  brings  night  to  man  ?. 
Man,  turning  from  his  God,  brings  end!efs  night ; 
Where  thou  canft  read  no  morals,  find  no  friend, 
Amend  no  manners,  and  expect  no  peace. 
How  deep  the  darknefs !  and  the  groan  how  loud!. 
And  far,  how  far,  from  lambent  are  the  flames  I— 
Such  is  Lorenzo's  purchafe  !  fuch  his  praife  1 
The  pi  cud,  the  politic,  Lorenzo's  praile  '. 
Though  in  his  ear,  and  levell'd  at  his  htart, 
I've  half  re?.d  o'er  the  volume  cf  tie  fkics. 

For  think  not  thou  haft  heard  all  this  from  me j 
My  fong  but  echoes  what  jneat  Ratine  fpeaks. 
What  has  fhe  fpoken  ?  Thus  the  goddcis  fpoke, 
Thus  Ipcaks  for  ever; — "  Place  at  nature's  h?ad 
'  A  fovcreign,  which  o'er  all  things  n>lls  his  eye, 
'  Extends  his  wing  promulgates  his  commands, 
'  But,  above  a!!,  diffufes  endJefs  good  ; 
'  To  ivbam,  for  lure  redrefs,  the  wiorg  may  fly; 
1  1'hc  vile  for  mercy,  and  the  pain'cl  for  peace  ; 
'  By  iv'.'om  the  •yarious  tenants  of  thefe  Inheres, 
'  Divcrfify'd  in  fortunes,  place,  and  powers, 
"  Rais  d  in  enjoyment,  as 'in  worth  they  rife, 
"  Arrive  at  length  (if  worthy  fuch  approach) 
"  At  that  bleit  fountain-head  from  which  they 

flream  ; 

"  Where  confiidl  pafl  redoubles  prefent  joy, 
"  And  prefent  joy  looks  forward  on  increafe, 
"  And  that  on  more  ;  no  period  !  every  ftep 
41  A  double  boon  !.  a  promife,  and  a  tiffs. " 
How  eftfy  firs  this  fcheme  on  human  hearts  ! 
It  fuits  their  make;  it  fooths  thtir  vafl  defires; 
Pajjion  is  pJea&'d,  and  rtafin  afks  no  more  ; 
'  I  is  rational  !  'tis  great ! — But  what  is  thine? 
ft  darkens,  fhocks,  excruciates,  and  confounds  ! 
Ltaves  us  quite  naked  both  of  help  and  hope, 
Sinking  from  bad  to  worfe  ;  few  years  the  fport 
Of  fortune i    then  the  morfel  cf  de/^air. 

bay  then,  Lorenzo  !  (for  thou  know'ft  it  well) 
W  3t  vice? — Mere  want  of  compafs  in  our  thought. 
Religion,  what  ?--- The  proof  ofyeMmon  fe#fe. 
Bow  art  tho-.;  hooted  where  the  leaf?  prevails! 
Is  it  my  fault,  if  thefe  truths  call  thee/oc// 
And  thou  ihalt  never  be  mifiali  d  by  me. 
Can  ncithei* /Sraarp  nor  terror  flancl  thy  friend? 
And  ait  \\~\o\\Jlill  an  infe«il  in  the  mire  ? 
How,  like  thy  guardian  angel,  have  I  flown  ;    [all 
isiiiiicli'd  tlic^  iioru  eaith-,  eicorttd  thte  through" 
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Th'  ethereal  armies ;  walk'd  thee,  like  a  God, 
Through  fplendours  of  firft  magnitude,  arrang'd 
On  either  hand  ;  c'ouds  thrown  beneath  thy  feet; 
Clofe-cruis'd  on  the  bright  paradife  of  God; 
And  almoft  introduc'd  thee  to  the  throne  ! 
And  art  thou  (till  caroufmg  for  delight, 
Rank  poifon  ;  firft  fermenting  to  mere/rcf£, 
And  then  fubfiding  into  final  gall? 
To  beings  of  fublime,  immortal  make, 
How  fhocking  is  ail  joy,  whole  end  is  fure  ! 
Such  joy  more  fhocking  ftill  the  more  it  charms! 
And  doll  thou  choofe  what  ends  ere  well  begun, 
And  infamous  as  fhoi  t  ?  And  doft  thou  choofe 
{JThou,  to  whole  palate  glory  is  fo  fweet) 
To  wade  into  perdition,  through  contempt  t 
Not  of  poor  bigots  only,  but  thy  oivn  ? 
Fur  I  have  peep'd  into  thy  cover'd  heart, 
And  (ten  it  blufh  beneath  a  boaflful  brow; 
For,  ky  ftrorg  guilt's  moft  violent  affault, 
Corifcience  is  but  difalled,  not  d^jlroyd. 

O  thcu  moft  awful  being,  and  moft  vain  ! 
Thy  will  how  frail  /  how  glor'tom  is  thy  power ! 
Though  dread  eternity  has  fown  her  feeds 
Of  bhfs  and  woe  in  thy  defpotic  breaft, 
Though  heaven  and  hell  depend  upon  thy  choice, 
A  butterfly  comes  crofs,  and  both  are  fled. 
Js  this  the  picture  of  a  rational  ? 
This  horrid  image,  fhall  it  be  moft  juft  ? 
JLorenzo  !   No;  it  canr.ut, — -Joall  not  be, 
if  there  is  force  in  recfon,  cr  \n  founds 
Chanted  beneath  the  glimpfes  of  the  moon, 
A  magic,  at  this  planetary  hour, 
\V '\\ei\Jlumlcr  locks  the  general  lip,  and  dreams 
Through  fenfelefs  mazes  hunt  fouls  vninfpir'd. 
Attend — The  facred  myfteries  begin — 
iMy  folemn  night-torn  adjuration  hear; 
Hear,  and  I'll  raiie  thy  fpirit  from*  the  duft  ; 
While  thejiars  gaze  on  this  enchantment  neivt 
Enchantment,  not  infernal,  but  divine  ! 

"  Ijyjilence,  death's  peculiar  attribute; 
"  By  darknefs,  guilt's  inevitable  doom; 
"  By  darkmfs,  and  byjii'er.ce,  Tillers  dread  ! 
"  That  draw  the  curtain  round  night's  ebon  throne, 
"  And  raife  ideas  folemn  as  the  iccne  ! 
"  By  night,  and  ail  of  awful  right  prefents 
"  To  thought  orfeiifi  (of  awful  much  to  both 
"The  goddefs  brings!)  Ey  thefe  her  trembling 

fires, 

"  Like  Vefta's,  ever-burning,  and  like  hers 
"  Sacred  to  thoughts  immaculate  and  pure  ! 
*'  Ey  thefe  bright  orators,  that  prove,  and  / raife, 
*'  And  prefs  thee  to  revere  the  Deity ; 
"  Perhaps  too  aid  thee,  when  rever'd  a  while, 
"  To  reach  his  throne ;  as  ftages  of  the  foul, 
«'  Through  w  hich  at  different  periods  fhe  (hall  pafs, 
"  Refining  gradual  for  her  final  height, 
"  And  purging  off  fume  drofs  at  every  fphere  ! 
"  By  this  dark  pall  thrown  o'er  the  filent  world, 
"  By  the  world's  kings,  and  kingdoms,  moil  re- 

nown'd, 

*'  From  ihort  ambition's  zenith  fet  for  ever; 
"  bad  prefage  to  vain  boaftcrs  now  in  bloom  ! 
"  By  the  long  lift  of  fwift  mortality, 
"  From  Adam  downward  to  this  evening  knell, 
$  Which  midnight  waves  iu/w/.-  itajjlsd  eye, 


{<  And  (hocks  her  with  an  hundred  centuries, 

"  Round  death's  black  banner  throng'd  in  human 

thought ! 

"  By  thoufands  notu  refigning  their  laft  hreath, 
"  And  calling  thee — wert  thou  fo  wife  to  hear  ! 
"  By  tombs  o'er  tombs  arifmg;  human  earth 
"  Eje&ed,  to  make  room  for—  human  earth ; 
"  The  monarch's  terror,  and  the  fexton's  trade, 
"  By  pompous  obfequies  that  fiiun  the  day, 
"  The  torch  funereal,  and  the  nodding  plume, 
"  Which  makes  poor  man's  humiliation  proud  ; 
"  B:jaft  of  our  ruin  !  triumph  of  our  dujl ! 
"  By  the  damp  vault  that  weeps  o'er  royal  bones, 
"  And  the  paic  lamp  that  fhows  the  ghaltly  dead 
"  More  ghaftly,    through    the   thick   incumbent: 

gloom  ! 

"  By  vifits  (if  there  are)  from  darker  fcenes, 
"  The  gliding  fbedhre  !  and  the  groaning  grave  ! 
"  By  groans,  and  graves,  and  miferies  that  groan, 
"  For  the  grave's  fhelter !   by  defponding  men, 
"  Senfclrfs  to  pains  of  death,  from  pangs  of  guilt  I 
"  By  guilt's  laft  audit !  by  yon  moos  in  blood, 
"  The  rocking  firmament,  the  falling  ftars, 
"  And  thunder's  laft  difcharge,  great  nature's  knell? 
"  By  fecond  chaos  and  eternal  »/£/?/" — 
Be  wife— Nor  let  Philander  blame  my  charm, 
But  own  not  ill  difcharg'd  my  double  debt, 
Love  to  the  living,  duty  to  the  dead. 

For  know  I'm  but  executor;  he  left 
This  moral  legacy;  /  make  it  o'er 
By  his  command;  Philander  hear  in  me, 
And  heaven  in  both.    If  deaf  to  thefe,  O  !  hear 
Florello's  tender  voice;  his  weal  depends 
On  thy  refolve  ;  it  trembles  at  thy  choice  ; 
For  his  fake — love  th\fe!f:  example  ftrikes 
All  human  hearts ;  a  bad  example  more  ;  f 

More  ftill  a  father's;  that  enfures  his  ruin. 
As  parent  of  his  being,  wouldft  thou  prove 
The  unnatural  oarent  of  his  miferies, 
And  make  him  curfe  the  being  which  thou  gavefl? 
Is  this  the  bleffing  of  fo  fond  a  father; 
If  carelefs  of  Lorenzo  !  fpare,  Oh  !  fpare 
Florello's  father,  and  Philander's  friend  ! 
Florelio's  father  ruin'd,  ruins  him  ; 
And  from  Philunder's  frier d  the  world 
A  conduct,  no  difhonour  to  the  dead. 
Let  pcffion  do  what  r.<,'>ler  motive  fhould; 
Let  love  and cmifitrtion  rife  in  aid 
To  reafon,  and  perfuade  thee  to  be—  bleft. 

This  feemsnot  a  requcft  to  be  deny'd; 
Yet  (fiich  the  infatuation  of  mankind!) 
'Tis  the  moft  bipelefs  man  can  make  to  man. 
Shall  I  then  rile  in  argument  and  warmth, 
And  urge  Philander 's  pofthumous  advice 
From  topics  yet  tinbroach'd  ?-  — 
But  Oh  :   F  faint !   My  fpirits  fail !— Nor  flrangc 
So  long  on  wing,  and  in  no  middle  clinic  ! 
To  which  my  great  Creator's  glory  call'd  ; 
And  calls-—  but  DOW  in  vain.  Sleeps  dewy  wand 
-.  Hus  ftrok'd  my  drooping  lip*,  and  promfis 
My  long  arrear  of  reft  ;  the  downy  god 
(Wont  to  return  with  our  ret»tning/*«w) 
Will  pay  ere  long,  and  blefs  me  with  repofr,  [cot, 
Hafte,  hafte,  fweet  ftranger  !  from  the  peafanfc'* 
Tl.s  iiiip-boy'a  hamniock,  cr  the  foldier's  ftrav/j 
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"Whence/o>r0w  never  chasM  thee;  with  thee  bring, 
l»Jot  hideous  vifions,  as  of  late,  but  draughts 
Delicious  of  well-tafted  cordial  reft, 
Man's  rich  reiterative,  his  balmy  bath, 
That  fupples,  lubricates,  and  keeps  in  play 
The  various  movements  of  this  nice  machine, 
"Which  afks  fuch  frequent  periods  of  repair. 
"When  tir'd  with  vain  rotations  of  the  day, 
£>leep  winds  us  up  for  the  fucceeding  dawn  ; 
Frefh.  we  fpin  on,  ti\\Jicknefs  clogs  our  wheels, 
Or  death  quite  breaks  the  fpring,  and  motion  ends. 
"When  will  it  end  with  me  ? 

— — — "  Thou  only  know 'ft, 
"  Thou,  whofe  broad  eye-the  future  and  the paft 
*,J  Joins  to  thefrefent  •  making  one  of  three 
"To  moral  thought!    Thou  know'ft,  and  thou 

"  alone,  [known  ! 

««  All-knowing  !— all-unknown  !— and   yet   well- 
"  Near,  though  remote !  and  though  unfathom'd, 

"  felt  ! 

'*  And  though  invifible,  for  ever  feen  ! 
"  And  feen  in  all !  the  great  and  the  minute  : 
"  Each  globe  above,  with  its  gigantic  race, 
"  Each  flower,  each  leaf,  with  its  Imall  people 

"  fwarm'd, 

*{  (Thofe  puny  vouchers  of  Omnipotence !) 
"  To  thefirft  thought,  that  afks,  "  From  whence?" 

*'  declare  [°'er 

"  Their  common  fource.    Thou  fountain,  running 
"  In  rivers  of  communicated  joy  ! 
"  Who  gav'ft  us  fpeech  for  far,  far  humbler  themes  ! 
*'  Say,  by  what  name  fhall  I  prefume  to  call 
*'  Him  I  fee  burning  in  thefe  countlefs  funs, 
"  As  Mofes  in  the  bvjb  ?  Illuftrious  mind  1 
'««  The  whole  creation  lefs,  far  lefs  to  thee, 
"  Than  that  to  the  creation's  ample  round. 
"  How  fhall  I  name  thee  ? — How  my  labouring  foul 
"  Heaves  underneath  the  thought,  too  big  for  birth ! 

*f  Great  fyftem  of  perfections  !  mighty  caufe 
V  Of  caufes  mighty  '.  cauie  uncaus'd  1  fele  root 
"  Of  nature,  that  luxuriant  growth  of  God ! 
««  Firft  Father  ofe/efis  !  that  progeny 
"  Of  endlefs  feries;  wheie  the  golden  chain's 
"  Laft  link  admits  a  period,  who  can  tell  ? 
"  Father  of  all  that  is  or  heard,  or  hears ! 
«*  Father  of  all  that  is  or  feen,  or  fees  ! 
"  Father  of  all  that  is,  cr  Jhall  arife  ! 
"  Father  of  this  immeafurable  mafs 
**  Of  matter  multiform  ;  or  denfe,  or  rare  ; 
"  Opaque,  or  lucid;  rapid,  or  at  reft; 
"  Minute,  or  paffing  bound  1  in  each  extreme 
*'  Of  like  amaze  and  myftery  to  man. 
"  Father  of  thefe  bright  millions  of  the  night ! 
"  Of  wbich  the  leaft  full  godhead  had  proclaim'd, 
"  And  thrown  the  gazer  on  his  knee — or  fay, 
"  Is  appellation  higher  flill,  thy  choice  ? 
"  Father  of  matter's  temporary  lord  ! 
"  Father  otffirifs  .'  nobler  offspring  !  fparks 
"  Of  high  paternal  glory  ;  rich  endow'd 
"  With  various  meafures,  and  with  various  modes 
"  Of  infinfl,  reafon,  intuition  ;  beams 
"  More  pale,  or  bright  from  day  divine,  to  break 
"  The  daiker  matter  organized  (the  ware 
"  Of  all  created  fpirit) ;   beams,  that  rife 
J*  Each  over  other  in  fuperior  lightj 


"  Till  the  laft  ripens  into  luftre  ftrong 

"  Of  next  approach  to  godhead.  Father  fond 

"  (Far  fonder  than  e'er  bore  that  name  on  ear 

"  Of  intelleRual  beings  !  beings  bleft 

"  With  powers  to  pleafe  thee  ;  not  of  paffive  pi 

"  To  laws  they  know  not  ;  beings  lodg'd  in  fe 

"  Of  well-adapted  joys,  in  different  domes 

"  Of  this  imperial  palace  for  thy  fons; 

"  Of  this  proud,  populous,  well-policy'd, 

c<  Though  boundlefs  habitation,  plann'd  by  thee  : 

"  Whofe  feveral  clans  their  feveral  climates  fuit  ; 

"  And  tranfpofitipn,  doubtlefs,  would  deftroy. 

"  Or,  oh  !  indulge,  immortal  King,  indulge 

"  A  title  lefs  auguft  indeed,  but  more 

"  Endearing  ;  ah  !  how  fweet  in  human  ears, 

"  Sweet  in  our  ears,  and  triumph  in  our  hearts! 

"  father  of  immortality  to  man  .' 

"  A  theme  that  *  lately  fet  my  foul  on  fire  — 

"  And  thou  the  next  !    yet  equal!  thou,  by  whom 

"  That  bleffing  was   conyey'd;    far  morel    wa* 

'*  bought  ; 

<(  Ineffable  the  price  !  by  whom  all  worlds 
"  Were  made  ;  and  one,  redeem'd  illuflrious  light 
"  From  light  illuflrious!  thou,  whofe  regal  power, 
"  Finite  in  time,  but  infinite  \nfpace, 
"  On  more  than  adamantine  bafis  fix'd, 
"  O'er  more,  far  more  than  diadems  and  thrones, 
"  Inviolably  reigns  ;  the  dread  of  gods  ! 
"  And  oh  !  thefriend  of  man  !  beneath  whofe  foot8 
"  And  by  the  mandate  of  whofe  awful  nod, 
"  All  regions,  revolution,  fortunes,  fates, 
**  Of  high,  of  low,  of  mind,  and  matter,  roll 
"  Through  the  fhort  channels  of  expiring  time9 
"  Or  fliorelefs  ocean  of  eternity, 
"  Calm,  or  tempefluous  (asv//^  fpirit  breathes), 
"  Jn  abfolute  objtdlion  !—  And,  O  thou 
"  The  gloriou.sThiul  !  diftind,  not  feparate  ! 
"  Beaming  from  both  ?  with  both  incorporate  ; 
"  And  (firange  to  tell  !)  incorporate  with  dull  I 
"  By  ccnuefcenficn,  as  thy  glory  great, 
"  Enflirin'd  in  man  !  of  human  hearts,  if  pure, 
"  Divine  inhabitant  1  the  tie  divine 
"  Of  heaven  with  diftant  earth  !  by  whom  I  truft, 
"  (If  not  infpir'd)  uncenfur'd  this  addrefs 
"To  trjce,  to    them  —  To   whom!—  Myfterious 

M  power  ! 

"  Reveal'd  —  yet  unreveal'd  !  darknefs  in  light  ; 
"  Number  in  unity  !  our  joy  !  our  dread  ! 
"  The  trifle  bolt  that  lays  all  wrong  in  ruin  1 
"  That  animates  all  right,  the  triple  fun  • 
"  Sun  of  the  fpul  !  her  never-fetting  fun  I 
"  Triune,  unutterable,  unconceiv'd, 
"  Abfconding,  yet  dernonflrable,  Great  Cfod  ! 
"  Greater  than  greateil  \  Better  than  the  beft  ! 
"  Kinder  than  kindeft  !  with  foft  pity's  eye, 
"  Or  (ftrorger  ftill  to  fpeak  it)  with  thine  oivn, 
"  From  thy  bright  home,  from  that  high  firma» 

ment, 

"  Where  thou,  from  all  eternity,  haft  dwelt; 
"  Beyond  archangels  unaffified  ken  ; 
"  From  far  above  what  mortals  higheft  call  ; 
"  From  elevation's  pinnacle  ;  look  down,  [all 

"  Through—  What?  confounding  interval!  through 
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f'And  more  than  labouring/awjy  can  conceive; 
?'  Through  radiant  ranks  of  effences  unknown; 
"  Through  hierarchies  from  hierarchies  detach'd 
"  Round  various  banners  of  Omnipotence, 
"  With  endlefs  change  of  rapturous  duties  fir'd  ; 
"  Through  wondrous  beings  interpofing  fwarms, 
"  All  cluttering  at  the  call,  to  dwell  in  thee  ; 
"  Through  this  wide  wafle  of  worlds  !   this  vljia 

"  vaft, 

"  All  fanded  o'er  with  funs  ;  funs  turn'd  to  night 
"  Before  thy  feebleft  beam  —  Look  down-down— 

*'  down, 

f  On  a  poor  breathing  particle  in  duft, 
*'  Or,  lower,  an  immortal  in  his  crimes. 
"  His  crimes  forgive  1  forgive  his  virtues,  too  ! 
"  Thofe  fmaller  faults,  half  converts  to  the  right. 
41  Nor  let  me  clofe  thefe  eyes,  which  never  more 
"  May  fee  the  fun  (though  night's  defcending  fcale 
u  Now  weighs  up  morn),  unpity'd,  and  unbleft  ! 
"  In  thy  difpleafure  dwells  eternal  pain  ; 
"  Pain,  our  averfion  ;  pain,  which  ftrikes  me  noiv  ; 
"  And,  fmce  ail  pain  is  terrible  to  man, 
*'  Though  tranfient,  terrible;  at  tly  good  hour, 
"  Gently,  ah  gently,  hy  me  in  my  bed, 
"  My  day  cold  bed!  by  nature,  now,  fo  near; 
"  By  nature  near  ;  ftill  nearer  by  difeafe  ! 
**  Till  then,  be  this  an  emblem  of  my  grave  : 
"  Let  it  outpreach  the  preacher  ;  every  night 
"  Let  it  outcry  the  boy  at  Philip's  ear  ; 
"  That  tongue  of  death  !  that  herald  of  the  tomb! 
"  And  when  (the  fhelter  ef  thy  wing  implor'd) 
"  Myfenfes,  footh'd,  fhall  fink  in  foft  repofe, 
"  Or  fink  this  truth  ftill  deeper  in  my  foul, 
"  Suggefted  by  my  pillow,  fign'd  by  fate, 
"  Firlt,  infafe's  volume,  at  the  page  of  nan  — 
*'  Man  'sjickly  foul  ',  though  turn  d  and  toji  d  for  evert 
*'  Frtmjide  to  fide,  can  reft  on  aougbt  hut  thee  : 
"  Here,  in  full  truji  ;  hereafter,  in  full  joy  ; 
*'  On  thee  the  promis'd,  fure,  eternal  down 
"  Of  fpirits,  toii'd  in  travel  through  this  vale. 
*'  Nor  of  thai  pillow  fhall  my  foul  defpond  ; 
*'  For  —  Love  almighty  !  Love  almighty  !  (fing, 
"  Exult  creation  !)  Love  almighty  reigns! 
"  That  death  of  death  .'  that  cordial  oldefl>air.' 
"  And  loud  eternity's  triumphant  fong  !      [God  ! 
*  Of  whom,  no  more  :  —  For,  O   thou  Patron- 
rt  Thou  God  and  mortal  '.  Thence  more  God  to  man  ! 
**  Man's  theme  eternal  !  man's  eternal  theme  ! 
"  Thou  canft  not  'fcape  uninjur'd  from  our  praife. 
*'  Uninjnr'd  from  our  praife  can  he  efcape, 
"  Who,  difembofom'd  from  the  father,  bows 
"  The  heaven  of  heavens,  to  kifs  thediftant  earth,! 
"  Breathes  out  in  agonies  a  finlefs  foul  ! 
"  Againft  the  crofs,  death's  iron  fceptre  breaks  ! 
"  From  famifh'd  ruin  plucks  her  human  prey  ! 
"  Throws  wide  the  gates  celeftial  to  his/c«  .' 
"  Their  gratitude,  for  fuch  a  boundlefs  debt, 
"  Deputes  their  fufferlng  brothers  to  receive  ! 
"  And,  if  deep  human  guilt  in  payment  fails  5 
"  As  deeper  guilt  prohibits  our  tiefpair  ! 
*'  Enjoins  it  as  our  duty  to  rejoice  / 
"  And  (to  clofe  all)  omnipotently  kind, 
"  *  Take   bis  delights  among  the  Jons  of  men" 
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What  words  are  thefe — And  did  they  come 

from  heaven  ? 

And  were  they  fpoke  to  man  ?  to  guilty  man  I 
What  are  all  myfteries  to  love  like  this  ? 
The  fongs  of  angels,  all  the  melodies 
Of  choral  gods,  are  wafted  in  the  found; 
Heal  and  exhilerate  the  broken  heart; 
Though  plung'd  before  in  horrors  dark  as  night  „• 
Rich  prelibation  of  confummate  joy  ! 
Nor  wait  we  diffolution  to  be  bleft. 

This  final  effort  of  the  moral  mufe, 
HOW  juftly  *  titttd?  not  for  me  alone  : 
For  all  that  read ;  what  fpirit  of  fupport, 
What  heights  of  coniolation,  crown  my  fong  I 

Then,   farewell  night  1   of  darknefs,  now,  no 

more ! 

Joy  breaks ;  fhines  ;  triumphs ;  'tis  eternal  day. 
Shall  tha.t  which  rifes  out  of  nought  compUin, 
Of  a  few  evils,  paid  with  endlefs  joys  ? 
My  foul !  henceforth,  in  fweeteft  union  join 
The  two  fupports  of  human  happinefs, 
Which fome,  erroneoai,  think  can  never  meet; 
True  tajle  of  life,  and  conftant  thought  of  death  .' 
The  thought  of  death,  fole  viclor  of  its  dread  f 
Hope  be  thy  joy  ;  and  probity  thy  fall ; 
Thy  patron  he,  whofe  diadem  has  dropp'd 
Yon  gems  of  heaven ;  Eternity  thy  prize : 
And  leave  the  racers  of  the  ivtrld  their  own, 
Their  feather,  and  their  froth,  for  endlefs  toils ; 
They  part  with  all  for  that  -which  is  not  bread ; 
They  mortify,  they  ftarve  on  wealth,  fame,  power; 
And  hiugh  to  fcorn  the/oo/j  that  aim  at  more. 
How  muft  a  fpirit,  late  cfcap'd  from  earth, 
Suppofe  Philander's,  Lucia's,  or  Narciffa's, 
The  truth  of  things  new-blazing  in  its  eye, 
Look  back,  aftonifh'd,  on  the  ways  of  men, 
Whofe  lives  whole  drift  is  to  forget  their  graves! 
And  when  our  prefent  privilege  is  paft, 
To  fcourge  us  with  due  fenfe  of  its  abufet 
"The fame  aftonifhment  willfeize  us  all. 
What  then  muft  pain  us,  would  preferve  us  now. 
Lprenzo  !  'tis  not  yet  too  late  ;  Lorenzo  ! 
Seize  wifdom  ere  'tis  torment  to  be  wife  ; 
That  is,  feize  wifdom  ere  fhe  feizes  thee. 
\  For  what,  my  fmall  philofopher !  is  hell  ? 
j  'Tis  nothing  but  full  knowledge  of  the  trutht 
When  truth  refifteth  long,  is  fworn  our  foe  : 
And  calls  Eternity  to  do  her  right. 

Thus,  darknefs  aiding  intellectual  light, 
And  hcrcdfilence  whifpering  truths  divine, 
And  truths  divine  converting  pain  to  peace, 
My  fong  the  midnight  raven  hasoutwing'J, 
And  (hot,  ambitious  of  unbounded  /cenes, 
Beyond  the  flaming  limits  of  the  world, 
Her  gloomy  flight.  But  what  avails  the  fiighc 
Of  fancy,  when  our  hearts  remain  below  ? 
Virtue  abounds  in  flatterers  and  foes; 
'Tis  pride  to  praife  her;  penance  to  perform. 
To  more  than  words,  to  more  than  worth  of 

tongue, 

Lorenzo  !  rife,  at  this  aufpicious  hour; 
An  hour,  when  heaven's  moft  intimate  with  man  ; 
When,  like  a  falling  flar,  the  ray  divine 

*   Tbs  Confaiatiort, 
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Glides  fwift  into  the  bofom 
And  juft  are  all,  determined  to  reclaim  ; 
Which  fets  that  title  high  within  thy  reach* 
Awake,  then  :  thy  Philander  calls  :  awake ! 
Thou,  who  (halt  wake,  when  the  creation  fleeps ; 


Whtn,  like  a  taper,  all  thefe  funs  expire  • 
When  time,  like  him  of  Gaza  in  his  wrath, 
Plucking  the  pillars  that  fupport  the  world, 
In  nature's  ample  ruins  lies  entomb'd  ; 
And  midnight,  univerfal  midnight !  reigns. 


RESIGNATION. 

IN  TWO  PARTS. 


My  foul  {hall  be  fatis-fied  even  as  if  it  were  with  marrow  and  fatnefs  ?  when  my  mouth  praifeth 
"  thce  with  joyful  lips."  PSALM  Ixiii.  6. 


THIS  was  not  intended  for  the  public,  there  were  many  and  ftrong  reafons  againft  it;  and  are  fo 
ftill;  but  feme  extracts  of  it,  from  the  few  copies  which  were  given  away,  being  got  into  the  printed 
papers,  it  was  thought  necefTary  to  publilh  fomething,  left  a  copy  ftill  more  imptrfed  than  this  fhould 
fall  into  the  prefs  J  and  it  is  hoped,  that  this  unwelcome  occaiion  of  publication  may  be  fome  excufe' 
for  it. 

As  for  the  following  ftanzas,  God  Almighty's  infinite  power,  and  marvellous  goodncfs  to  man,  is 
dwelt  on,  as  the  moft  juft  and  cogent  reafon  for  our  cheerful  and  abfolute  refignation  to  his  will ;  nor 
are  any  of  thofe  topics  declined,  which  have  a  juft-tendency  to  promote  that  fupremc  virtue  :  fuch  as 
the  vanity  of  this  life,  the  value  of  the  next,  the  approach  of  death,  &c. 


PART  I. 

THE  days  how  few,  how  fhort  the 

Of  man's  too  rapid  race, 
Each  leaving,  as  it  fwiftly  flies, 

A  fhorter  in  its  place  1 

They  who  the  longeft  leafe  enjoy, 

Have  told  us  with  a  figh, 
That  to  be  born  feems  little  more, 

Than  to  begin  to  die. 

Numbers  there  are  who  feel  this  truth 
With  fears  alarm'd  ;  and  yet, 

In  life's  delufions  lull'd  afleep, 
This  weighty  truth  forget : 

And  am  not  I  to  thefe  akin  ? 

Age  flumbers  o'er  the  quill  ; 
Its  honour  blots,  whate'er  it  writes; 

And  am  I  writing  ftill  ? 

Confcious  of  nature  in  decline, 
And  languor  in  my  thoughts; 

To  foften  cenfure,  and  abate 
Its  rigour  on  my  faults ; 

Permit  me,  Madam  !  ere  to  you 

The  promis'd  verfe  I  pay, 
To  touch  on  felt  infirmity, 

Sad  fifter  of  decay. 


One  world  deceas'd,  another  born, 

Like  Noah  they  behold, 
O'er  whofe  white  hairs,  and  furrow'd  brows, 

Too  many  funs  have  roll'd  : 

Happy  the  patriarch  !  he  rejoic'd 

His  fccond  world  to  fee : 
My  fecond  world,  though  gay  the  fcene, 

Can  boaft  no  charms  for  me. 

To  me  this  brilliant  age  appears 

With  defolaiion  fpread  ; 
Near  all  with  whom  I  liv'd,  and  fmil'd, 

Whilft  life  was  life,  are  dea,d  ; 

And  with  them  dy'd  my  joys  ;  the  grave 

Has  broken  nature's  laws  ; 
And  clos'd,  againft  this  feeble  frame, 

Its  partial  cruel  jaws  ; 

Cruel  to  fpare  !  condemn'd  to  life  1 

A  cloud  impairs  my  fight; 
My  week  hand  difobeys  my  will, 

And  trembles  as  I  write. 

What  fhall  I  write  ?  Thalia,  tell; 

Say,  long  abandon'd  mufe  ! 
What  field  of  fancy  (hall  I  range  J> 

What  fubjeft  fhall  I  chooie  ? 

A  choice  of  moment  high  infpirej 
And  reicus  me  from  fliacv;; 
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For  dotting  on  thy  charms  fo  late, 

By  grandeur  in  my  theme. 
Beyond  the  themes  which  moft  admire, 

Which  dazzle,  or  amaze, 
Beyond  renown'd  exploits  of  war, 

Bright  charms,  or  empire's  blaze, 

Are  themes,  which,  in  a  world  of  woe, 

Can  beft  appeafe  our  pain ; 
And,  in  an  age  of  gaudy  guilt, 

Gay  folly's  flood  reftrain  ; 
Amidft  th»  ftorms  of  life  fupport 

A  calm  unfhakcn  mind ; 
And  with  unfading  laurels  crown 

The  brow  of  the  refign'd. 

O  Refignation  !  yet  unfung, 
Untouch'd  by  former  ftrains; 

Though  claiming  every  mufe's  fmile, 
And  every  poet's  pains, 

Beneath  life's  evening,  folemn  (hade, 

I  dedicate  my  page 
To  thee,  thou  fafeft  guard  of  youth  [^ 

Thou  fole  fupport  of  age  i 

All  other  duties  crefcents  are 

Of  virtue  faintly  bright, 
The  glorious  confummation,  thou! 

Which  fills  her  orb  with  light : 

How  rarely  fill'd  !  the  love  divine 

In  evils  to  difcern, 
This  the  firft  Icffon  which  we  want, 

The  lateft  which  we  learn  ; 

A  melancholy  truth  !  for  know, 
Could  our  proud  hearts  refign, 

The  diftance  greatly  would  decreafe 
'Twixt  human  and  divine. 

But  though  full  noble  is  my  theme, 

Full  urgent  is  my  call 
To  ibften  forrow,  and  forbid 

The  barfting  tear  to  fall ; 

The  tafk  I  tread ;  dare  I  to  leave 

Of  humble  profe  the  ihore, 
And  put  to  fca  ?  a  dangerous  fea  ? 

What  throngs  have  funk  before  ! 

How  proud  the  poet's  billow  fwells ! 

The  God  !  the  God  !  his  boaft : 
A  boafl  how  vain  !  what  wrecks  abound  ! 

Dead  bards  ftench  every  coafl. 
"What  then  am  I  ?  Shall  I  prefame, 

On  fuch  a  moulten  wing, 
Above  the  general  wreck  to  rife, 

And  in  my  winter,  fmg; 
When  nightingales,  when  fweeteft  bards 

Cynfine  their  charming  fong, 
To  fummer's  animating  heats, 

Content  to  warble  young  ? 

Yet  write  I  muft  ;  a  *  lady  fue», 
How  Ihameful  her  requeft ! 

*  Mrs,  M 


My  brain  in  labour  for  dull  rhyme ! 
Her's  teeming  with  the  beft  ! 

But  you  a  ftranger  will  excufe, 

Nor  fcorn  his  feeble  ft  rain  ; 
To  you  a  ftranger,  but  through  fatcs 

No  ftranger  to  your  pain. 

The  ghoft  of  grief  deceas'd  afcends, 
.   His  old  wound  bleeds  anew  ;  N 

rlis  forrows  are  recall'd  to  life 
By  thofe  he  fees  in  you  ; 

Too  well  he  knows  the  twifting  firings 

Of  ardent  hearts  combin'd, 
When  rent  afunder,  how  they  bleed, 

How  hard  to  be  refign'd  ; 

Thofe  tears  you  pour,  his  eyes  have  fhed; 

The  pang  you  feel,  he  felt ; 
Thus  nature,  loud  as  virtue,  bids 

His  heart  at  yours  to  melt. 

But  what  can  heart,  or  head,  fuggeft  ? 

What  fad  experience  fay  ? 
Through  truths  auftere,  td  peace  we  work 

Our  rugged,  gloomy  way  : 

What  are  we  ?  Whence  ?  For  what  ?  and  Whither* 
Who  know  not,  needs  muft  mourn; 

But  thought,  bright  daughter  of  the  Ikies  I 
Can  tears  to  triumph  turn. 

Thought  is  our  armour,  'tis  the  mind's 

Impenetrable  fhield, 
When,  fent  by  fate,  we  meet  our  foes, 

In  fore  affliction's  field  ; 

It  plucks  the  frightful  mafic  from  ills, 

Forbids  pale  fear  to  hide, 
Beneath  that  dark  difguife,  a  friend, 

Which  turns  affection's  tide. 

Affe&ion  frail !  train'd  up  by  fenfe, 

From  reafon's  channel  ftrays  : 
And  whilft  it  blindly  points  at  peace, 

Our  peace  to  pain  betrays. 

Thought  winds  its  fond,  erroneous  ftreafft 

From  daily- dying  flowers, 
To  nourifh  rich  immortal  blooms, 

In  amaranthine  bowers; 

Whence  throngs,  in  extafy,  look  down 

On  what  once  fhock'd  their  light ; 
And  thank  the  terrors  of  the  paft 

For  ages  of  delight. 

All  withers  here  ;  who  moft  poflefs 

Are  lofers  by  their  gain, 
Stung  by  full  proof,  that,  bad  at  beft, 

Life's  idle  all  is  vain : 

Vain,  in  its  courfe,  life's  murmuring  ftream; 

Did  not  its  courfe  offend, 
But  murmur  ceafe ;  life,  then,  would  feem. 

Still  vainer,  from  its  end. 
How  wretched  !  who,  through  cruel  fate. 

Have  nothing  to  lament ! 
With  the  poor  alms  this  world  affords 

Deplorably  content ; 
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Mar]  not  the  Greek  his  world  miftook, 

His  wifh  had  been  moft  wife  ; 
To  be  content  with  but  one  world, 

Like  him  we  fhould  defpife. 

Of  earth's  revenue  would  you  ftace 

A  full  account,  and  fair  ? 
We  hope ;  aiad  hope  ;  and  hope  ;  then  cafb 

The  total  up 

f  Defpair. 

Since  vain  all  here,  all  future,  vaft, 

Embrace  the  lot  affign'd ; 
Heaven  wounds  to  heal ;  its  frowns  are  friends ; 

Its  ftroke  fevere,  moft  kind. 

But  in  laps'd  nature,  rooted  deep, 

Blind  error  domineers ; 
And  on  fools  errands,  in  the  dark, 

Sends  out  our  hopes  and  fears ; 

Bids  us  for  ever  pains  deplore, 

Our  pleafures  overprife; 
Thefe  oft  perfuade  us  to  be  weak; 

Thofe  urge  us  to  be  wife. 

From  virtue's  rugged  path  to  right 

By  pleafure  are  we  brought 
To  flowery  fields  of  wrong,  and  there 

Pain  chides  us  for  our  fault : 

Yet  whilft  it  chides,  it  fpeaks  of  peace, 

If  folly  is  withftood  ; 
And  fays,  time  pays  an  eafy  price, 

For  our  eternal  good. 

In  earth's  dark  cot,  and  in  an  hour, 

And  in  delufion  great, 
What  an  econpmifl  is  man 

To  fpend  his  whole  eftate, 

And  beggar  an  eternity  ! 

For  which  as  he  was  born; 
More  worlds  than  one  againft  it  weigh'd, 

As  feathers  he  fhould  fcorn, 

Say  not,  your  lofs  in  triumph  leads 

Religion's  feeble  flrife ; 
Joys  future  amply  reimburfc 

Joys  bankrupts  of  this  life. 

But  not  deferr'd  your  joy  fo  long, 

It  bears  an  early  date  ; 
Affliction's  ready  pay  in  hand, 

Befriends  our  prefent  (late  ; 

What  are  the  tears,  which  trickle  down 

Her  melancholy  face, 
Like  liquid  pearl  ?  Like  pearls  of  price, 

They  purchafe  lading  peace. 

Grief  foftens  hearts,  and  curbs  the  will, 

Impetuous  paflion  tames, 
And  keeps  infatiate,  keen  defire 

Frem  launching  in  extremes. 

Through  time's  dark  womb,  our  judgment  right, 

If  our  dim  eye  was  thrown, 
Clear  fhould  we  fee,  the  will  divine 

Has  but  fpreflall'd  our  own  ; 


At  variance  with  our  future  wi(h, 

Self-fover'd  we  complain  ; 
If  fo,  the  wounded,  not  the  wounda 

Muft  anfwer  for  the  pain  : 

The  day  fhall  come,  and  fwift  of  wing 
Though  you  may  think  it  flow, 

When,  in  the  lift  of  fortune's  fmiles, 
You'll  e'nter  frowns  of  woe. 

For  mark  the  path  of  Providence ; 

This  courfe  it  has  purfued 
"  Pain  is  the  parent,  woe  the  wombj 

"  Of  fouad  important  good :" 

Our  hearts  are  faften'd  to  this  world 

By  ftrong  and  endlefs  ties  : 
And  every  forrow  cuts  a  firing, 

And  urges  us  to  rife  : 

'Twill  found  fevere — Yet  reft  affur'd 

I'm  ftudious  of  your  peace ; 
Though  I  fhould  dare  to  give  you  joy— > 

Yes,  joy  of  his  deceafe  : 

An  hour  fhall  come  (you  queftion  this) 
An  hour,  when  you  fhall  blefs, 

Beyond  the  brighteft  beams  of  lite, 
Dark  days  of  your  diftrefs. 

Hear  then  without  furprife  a  trutha 

A  daughter-truth  to  this, 
Swift  turns  of  fortune  often  tie 

A  bleeding  heart  to  blifs  : 

Efteem  you  thik  a  paradox  ? 

My  facred  motto  read  ; 
A  glorious  truth  !  divinely  fung 

By  one,  whofe  heart  had  bled ; 

To  Refignatiori  fwift  he  flew, 

In  her  a  friend  he  found, 
A  friend,  which  bleft  him  with  a  fmile 

When  gafping  with  his  wound. 

On  earth  nought  precious  is  obtain'd 

But  what  is  painful  too ; 
By  travel,  and  to  travel  born, 

Our  Sabbaths  are  but  few  : 

To  real  joy  we  work  our  way, 
Encountering  many  a  fhock, 

Ere  found  what  truly  charms  ;  as  found 
A  Venus  in  the  block. 

In  fome  difafter,  fome  fevere 

Appointment  for  our  fins, 
That  mother  blefling  (not  fo  call'd), 

True  happinefs,  begins. 

No  martyr  e'er  defy'd  the  flames, 

By  flings  of  life  unvext ; 
Firft  role  fome  quarrel  with  this  World, 

Then  paffion  for  the  next. 

You  fee,  then,  pangs  are  parent  pangs. 

The  pangs  of  happy  birth  ; 
Pangs,  by  which  only  can  be  born 

True  happinefs  on  earth. 

The  peopled  earth  look  all  around, 
Or  through  tinie's  records  run  ^ 
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And  fay,  what  is  a  man  unftruck  ? 

It  is  a  man  undone. 
This  moment,  am  I  deeply  ftung — 

My  bold  pretence  is  try'd; 
When  vain  man  boafts,  Heaven  puts  to  proof 

The  vauntings  of  his  pride ; 

Now  need  T,  Madam !  your  fupport.— 

How  exquifite  the  fmart  ; 
How  critically  tim'd  the  *  news 

Which  ftrikes  me  to  the  heart ! 

The  pangs  of  which  I  fpoke,  I  feel : 

If  worth  like  thine,  is  born, 
®  long-belov'd  !  I  blefs  the  blow, 

And  triumph,  whilft  I  mourn. 

Nor  mourn  I  long ;  by  grief  fubdued 

By  reafon's  empire  fhown  ; 
Beep  anguilh  comes  by  Heaven's  decree, 

Continues  by  our  own  ; 

And  when  continued  paft  its  point, 

Indulg'd  in  length  of  time, 
Grief  is  difgrace,  and,  what  was  fate, 

Corrupts  into  a  crime  : 

And  (hall  I,  criminally  mean, 

Myfelf  and  fubjecl  wrong  ? 
No ;  my  example  (hall  fupport 

The  fubjecl  of  my  fong. 

Madam  I  I  grant  your  lofs  is  great ; 

Nor  little  is  your  gain ; 
Let  that  be  weigh'd  ;  when  weigh'd  aright, 

It  richly  pays  your  pain ; 

When  Heaven  would  kindly  fet  us  free, 

And  earth's  enchantment  end ; 
It  takes  the  moft  effectual  means, 

And  robs  us  of  a  friend. 

But  fuch  a  friend  !  and  figh  no  more  ? 

'Tis  prudent ;  but  fevere : 
Heaven  aid  my  weaknefs,  and  I  drop, 

All  forrow — with  this  tear. 

Perhaps  your  fettled  grief  to  footh, 

I  Jhould  not  vainly  drive, 
But  with  foft  balm  your  pain  afiuage, 

Had  he  been  ftill  alive  ; 

Whofe  frequent  aid  brought  kind  relief, 

In  my  diftrefs  of  thought, 
Ting'd  with  his  beams  my  cloudy  page 

And  beaurffy'd  a  fault : 

To  touch  our  pafiions,  fecret  fprings 

Was  his  peculiar  care  ; 
And  deep  his  happy  genius  div'd 

In  bofoms  of  the  fair ; 

Nature,  which  favours  to  the  few, 

All  art  beyond,  imparts, 
To  him  prefented  at  fm  birth, 

The  key  of  human  hearts. 

*  WhUJl  the  Author  tuns  writing  tlts^  be  recewtd  the 
news  of  Mr,  Samuel  Richardfons  death  ^  ivbo  was  then 
printing  the  former  part  of  the  Poem. 


But  not  to  me  by  him  bequeath'd 

His  gentle,  fmooth  addrefs; 
His  tender  hand  to  touch  the  wound  . 

In  throbbing  of  diftrefs ; 

Howe'er,  proceed  I  muft,  unblefs'd 

With  Efculapian  art : 
Know,  love  fometimes,  miftaken  love  ! 

Plays  difaffe&ion's  part : 
Nor  lands,  nor  feas,  nor  funs,  nor  ftars, 

Can  foul  from  foul  divide 
They  correfpond  from  diftant  worlds, 

Though  tranfports  are  deny'd  : 

Are  you  not,  then,  unkindly  kind  ? 

Is  not  your  love  fevere  ? 
O  !  flop  that  cryflal  fource  of  woe ; 

Nor  wound  him  with  a  tear. 

As  thofe  above  from  human  blifs 

Receive  increafe  of  joy  ; 
May  not  a  ftroke  fronvhuman  woe, 

In  part,  their  peace  deftroy  ? 

He  lives  in  thofe  he  left ; — to  what  ? 

Your,  now,  paternal  care, 
Clear  from  its  cloud  your  brighten'd  eye, 

It  will  difcern  him  there ; 

In  features,  not  of  form  alone, 

But  thofe,  I  truft,  of  mind  ; 
Aufpicious  to  the  public  weal, 

And  to  their  fate  refign'd. 

Think  on  the  tempefts  he  fuftain'd ; 

Revolve  his  battles  won  ; 
And  let  thofe  prophecy  your  joy 

From  fuch  a  father's  fon  : 

Is  confolation  what  you  feek  ? 

Fan,  then,  his  martial  fire; 
And  animate  to  flame  the  fparks 

Bequeath'd  him  by  his  fire  : 

As  nothing  great  is  born  in  hafte, 

Wife  nature's  time  allow; 
His  father's  laurels  may  defcend, 

And  flouriih  on  his  brow. 
Nor,  Madam  !  be  furpris'd  to  hear 

That  laurels  may  be  due 
Not  more  to  heroes  of  the  field, 

(Proud  boafters  !)  than  to  you  : 

Tender  as  is  the  female  frame, 
Like  that  brave  man  you  mourn. 

You  are  a  foldier,  and  to  fight 
Superior  battles  born  ; 

Beneath  a  banner  nobler  far 

Than  ever  was  unfurl'd 
In  fields  of  blood ;  a  banner  bright  ! 

High  wav'd  o'er  all  the  world. 

It,  like  a  {beaming  meteor,  cafts 

An  univerfal  light  ; 
Sheds  day,  ihed*  more,  eternal  day 

Ou  nations  wheim'd  in  night. 

Beneath  that  banner,  what  exploit 
Can  mount  our  glory  higher, 
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Than  to  fuftaln  the  dreadful  blow, 
When  thole  we  love  expire  ? 

Go  forth  a  moral  Amazon; 

Arm'd  with  undaunted  thought ; 
The  battle  won,  though  coding  dear 

You'll  think  it  cheaply  bought : 

The  paflive  hero,  who  fits  down 

Unadlive,  and  can  ftnile 
Beneath  affliction's  galling  load, 

Out  a<5b  a  Caefar's  toil : 

The  billows  ftain'd  by  fiaughter'd  foes 

Inferior  praife  afford; 
Reafon's  a  bloodlsfs  conqueror, 

More  glorious  than  the  i'word. 

Nor  can  the  thunders  of  huzzas 
From  fhouting  nations,  caufe 

Such  fweet  delight,  as  from  your  hear 
Soft  whifpers  of  applaufe  : 

The  dear  deceas'd  fo  fam'd  in  arms, 
With  what  delight  he'll  view 

His  triumphs  on  the  main  outdone, 
Thus  conquer'd,  twice,  by  you, 

Share  his  delight ;  take  heed  to  fhun 

Of  bofoms  moft  difeas'd 
That  odd  diftemper,  an  abfurd 

Reluctance  to  be  pleas'd  : 

Sortie  feem  in  lo've  with  forrow's  charms, 
And  that  foul  fiend  embrace  : 

This  temper  let  me  juftly  brand, 
And  ftamp  it  with  difgracc  : 

Sorrow !  of  horrid  parentage  I 

Thou  fecond-born  of  hell '. 
Againft  heaven's  endlcfs  mercies  pour'd 

How  oar'ft  thou  to  rebel  ? 

Prom  black  and  noxious  vapours  bred 
And  nurs'd  by  want  of  thought, 

And  to  the  door  of  frenzy's  felf 
By  perfeverance  brought. 

Thy  moft  inglorious,  coward  tears 

From  brutal  eyes  have  ran  ; 
Smiles,  incommunicable  fmiles  1 

Are  radiant  marks  of  man  ; 

They  caft  a.  fudden  glory  round 

Th'  illumin'd  human  face  ; 
And  light  in  fons  cf  honeft  joy 

Some'beams  of  Mofes'  face  : 

Is  Refignation's  leiTon  hard  ? 

Examine,  we  (hall  find 
That  duty  gives  up  little  more 

Than  anguifli  of  the  mind; 

Refign  ;  and  all  the  load  of  life 

That  moment  you  remove, 
Its  heavy  tax,  ten  thoufand  cares 

Devolve  on  one  above ; 

"Who  bids  us  lay  our  burdell  down 

On  his  Almighty  hand, 
{Softens  our  duty  to  relief, 

To  bkfiing  a  command. 


For  joy  what  caufe  ?  how  every  fenfe 

Is  courted  from  above 
The  year  around,  with  prefents  rich, 

The  growth  of  endlefs  love  ? 

But  moft  o'erlook  the  bleffings  pour'd, 

Forget  the  wonders  done, 
And  terminate,  wrapp'd  up  in  fenfe, 

Their  profpect  at  the  fun  ; 

From  that,  their  final  point  of  view, 

from  that  their  radiant  goal, 
On  travel  infinite  of  thought, 

Sets  out  the  nobler  foul, 

Broke  loofe  from  time's  tenacious  ties, 
And  earth's  involving  gloom, 

To  range  at  laft  its  vaft  domain, 
And  talk  with  worlds  to  come  : 

They  let  unmark'd,  and  unemployM, 

Life's  idle  moments,  run  ; 
And,  doing  nothing  for  themfelves, 

Imagine  nothing  done; 

Fatal  miftake  !  their  fate  goes  on, 
Their  dread  account  proceed?, 

And  their  not-doing  is  fet  down 
Amongft  their  darkefr  deeds ; 

Though  man  fits  ftill,  and  takes  his  cafe; 

God  is  at  work  on  man  ;  * 

No  means,  no  moment  unemploy'd, 

Toblefs  him,  if  he  can. 

But  man  contents  not,  boldly  bent 

To  fafhion  his  own  fate  ; 
Man,  a  mere  bungler  in  the  trade, 

Repents  his  crime  too  late  ; 

Hence  loud  laments  :  let  me  thy  caufes 

Indulgent  Father  !  plead  ; 
Of  all  the  wretches  we  deplore, 

Not  one  by  thec  was  made. 

What. is  thy  whole  creation  fair? 

Of  love  divine  the  child  ;  , 

Love  brought  it  forth ;  and  from  its  birth, 

Has  o'er  it  fondly  fmil'd  :  ,  • 

Now,  and  through  periods  diflant  far, 

Long  ere  the  world  began, 
Heaven  is,  and  has  in  trav^  been, 

Its  birth  the  good  of  man ; 

Man  holds  in  conftant  fervice  bound 
The  bluftering  winds  and  feas ; 

Nor  funs  difdain  to  travel  hard 
Their  mafter,  man,  to  pleafe  : 

To  final  good  the  worft  events 
Through  fecret  channels  run  j 

Fin,ih  for  man  their  deftin'd  courfe 
As' 'twas  far  man  begun. 

One  point  (obferv'd,  perhaps,  by  few) 

Has  often  fmote,  and  fmites 
My  mind,  as  demonftration  ftrong; 
'    That  heaven  in  man  delights  : 

What's  known  to  man  of  things  unfeen, 
Of  future  worlds,  or  fates  I 
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So  much,  nor  more,  than  what  to  man'3 

Sublim-e  affairs  relates; 
Weat's  Revelation  then  ?  a  lift, 

An  inventory  jvifl  * 

Of  that  poor  infect's  goods,  fo  late 

CulI'd  out  of  night  and  durt. 
What  various  motives  to  rejoice  ! 

To  render  joy  ilncere, 
Has  this  no  weight?  our  joy  is  felt 

Beyond  this  narrow  fphere  : 

Would  we  in  heaven  new  heaven  create, 

And  douhle  its  delight  ? 
A  fmiling  world,  when  heaven  looks  down, 

How  pleafing  in  its  fight ! 
Angers  ftoop  forward  from  their  thrones 

To  hear  its  joyful  lays  ; 
As  incenfe  fweet  enjoy,  and  join, 

Its  aromatic  praile  : 

Have  we  no  caufe  to  fear  the  ftrcke 

Of  heaven's  avenging  rod  ? 
When  we  prefume  to  counter act 

A  fympathetic  God  ? 

If  we  refign,  our  patience  makes 

His  rod  an  armlefs  wand  ; 
If  not,  it.  darts  *  ferpeiit's  ftirig, 

Like  that  ifi  Mofes'  hand  ; 

JLike  that,  it  fwallows  u'p  whate'er 

Earth's  vain  magicians  bring, 
Whofe  baffled  arts  would  boaft  below 

Of  joys  a  rival  fprihg. 

Confummate  love  !  the  lift  how  large 

Of  bleffings  from  thy  hand  ! 
To  banifh  forrow,  and  be  hleft, 

Is  thy  fuprcsne  command. 

Are  ftich  commands  but  ill  obey'd  ? 

Of  blifs,  fhall  we  complain  ? 
The  man,  who  dares  to  be  a  wretch, 

Deferves  flill  greater  pain, 

Joy  is  our  duty,  glory,  health  ; 

The  furfhine  of  the  foul  ; 
Our  he:!  encomium  on  the  power 

Who  fiveetly  pluns  the~  whole  : 

Joy  is  our  Eden  ftill  pcffefs'd  : 

Be  gone,  ignobljp grief! 
'Tis  joy  makes  JTOGS,  and  men  exalts, 

Their  nature,  our  relief; 

Relief,  for  man  to  that  mufi  ftoop, 

And  his  due  diftar.ce  know  j- 
Tranfport's  the  language  of  the  ikies, 
*  Content  the  ftyle  below. 

Content  is  joy,  and  joy  in  pain 

Is  joy  and  virtue  too; 
Thus,  whilft  good  prefent  we  poffefs 

More  precious  we  purfue  : 

Of  joy  the  more  we  have  in  hand, 

The  more  have  we  to  come  ; 
Joy,  like  our  money,  interelt  hears, 

Which  daily  fwelU  the  furn. 

Voi..X. 


•*  But  how  to  fmile  ;   to  flem  the  tide 

"   Of  nature  in  our  veins  ; 
"   Is  it  not  hard  to  weep  in  joy  ? 

"  What  then  to  fmile  in  pains  ?" 

Victorious  joy  !  which  breaks  the  clouds, 
And  druggies  through  a  Itorni ; 

Proclaims  the  mind  as  great,  as  good; 
And  Bids  it  doubly  charm  : 

If  doubly  charming  in^ur  fex, 

A  iex,  by  nature,  bold\ 
What  then  in  yours  ?  'tis  diamond  there, 

Triumphant  o'er  our  gold. 

And  fhould  not  this  complaint  reprefs  ? 

And  check  the  riling  fight  ? 
Yet  farther  opiate  to  your  pain 

I  labour  to  fupply. 

Since  fpirit*  greatly  damp'd  diflort 

Ideas  of  delight, 
Look  through  the  medium  of  a  friend, 

To  fet  your  notions  right : 

As  tears  the  fight,  grief  dims  the  fuuj  j 

Its  object  dark  appears  ; 
True  friendfhip,  like  a  rifing  furi, 

The  foul's  horizon  clears. 

A  friend's  an  optic  to  the  mind 

With  forrow  clouded  o'er  ; 
And  gives  it  flrength  of  fight  to  fee 

Redrefs  unfeen  before. 

Rcafon  is  fomewhat  rough  in  man  ; 

Extremely  fmooth  and  fair, 
When  fhe,  to  grace  her  manly  ftrength, 

Affumes  a  female  air  : 

A  *  friend  you  have,  and  I  the  fame, 

Whofe  prudent,  (oft  nddrefs 
Will  bring  to  life  thofe  healing  thoughts 

Which  dy'd  in  your  ditlreis ; 

That  friend,  the  fpirit  of  my  theme 

Extracting  for  your  eafu, 
Will  leave  to  me  tli£  dreg,  in  thoughts 

Too  common  ;  fuch  as  thefe  ; 

Let  thofe  lament,  to  whom  full  bowls 

Of  fparkling  joys  are  given  ; 
That  triple  bane  inebriates  life, 

Imbitters  death,  and  hazards  heaven  : 

Woe  to  the  foul  at  perfect  eafs  ! 

'Tis  brewing  perfect  pains ; 
Luli'd  reafon  deeps,  the  pulfc  is  king; 

Defpotic  body  reigns  : 

Have  you  I  ne'er  pity'd  joys  gay  fcenes, 
And  deem'd  their  glory  dark? 

Alas!  poor  envy!  ihe's  ftone-blind, 
And  quite  miftakes  her  mr.rk  : 

Her  mark  lies  hid  in  forrow's  fnadcs, 
But  forrow  well  fubdued  ; 


*   Mrs.  Montague. 


.  im. 


K 


146. 


THE    WORKS    OF    YOUNG. 


.And  in  proud  fortune's  frown  defy'd 
By  meek,  unborrow'd  good. 

By  Refignation ;  all  in  that 

A  double  friend  may  find, 
A  wing  to  heaven,  and,  while  on  earth, 

The  pillow  of  mankind  : 

On  pillows  void  of  down,  for  reft 

Our  reftlefs  hopes  we  place  , 
When  hopes  of  heaven  lie  warm  at  heart, 

Our  hearts  repofe  in  peace  : 

The  peace,  which  Refignation  yields, 

Who  feel  alone  can  guefs ; 
*Tis  difbeliev'd  by  murmuring  minds, 

They  muft  conclude  it  lefa : 

The  lofs,  or  gain,  of  that  alone 
'    Have  we  to  hope,  or  fear ; 
That  fate  controls,  and  can  invert 
The  feafons  of  the  year : 

O  !  the  dark  days,  the  year  around, 

Of  an  impatient  mind  ? 
Through  clouds,  and  ftorms,  a  fummer  breaks, 

To  (nine  on  the  refign'd  : 

While  man  by  that  of  every  grace, 

And  virtue,  is  poflefs'd ; 
Foul  vice  her  pandaemonium  builds 

In  the  rebellious  breaft; 

By  Refignation  we  defeat 

The  worft  that  can  annay  ; 
And  fuffer?  with  far  more  repofe, 

Than  worldlings  can  enjoy. 

From  fmall  cx^rience  this  I  fpcak ; 

O  !  grant  to  thofe  I  love 
Experience  fuller  far,  ye  Powers 

Who  form  our  fates  above  ! 

My  love  where  due,  if  not  to  thofe 

Who,  leaving  grandeur,  came 
To  fhine  on  age  in  mean  recefs, 

And  light  me  to  my  theme  ! 

A  theme  themfelves  1  A  theme,  how  rare  ! 

The  charms  which  they  difplay, 
To  triumph  over  captive  heads, 

Are  fet  in  bright  array  : 

With  his  own  arms  proud  man's  o'ercome, 

His  boafted  laurels  die  : 
Learning  and  genius,  wifer  grown, 

To  female  bofoms  fly. 

This  rev»Jution,  fix'd  by  fate, 

In  fable  was  foretold ; 
The  dark  prediction  puzzled  wits, 
r;    Nor  could  the  learn'd  unfold  : 

But  as  thofe  *  ladies  works  I  read, 

They  darted  fuch  a  ray, 
The  latent  fenfe  burft  out  at  once, 

And  (hone  in  open  day  : 

So  burft,  full  ripe,  diftended  fruits, 
When  ftrongly  ftrikes  the  fun ; 

'  Mrs.  Montague*  flfrt.  Carter. 


And  from  the  purple  grape  unprcfs'd 
Spontaneous  nectars  run. 

Pallas  ('tis  ftid),  when  Jove  grew  dull, 

Forfook  his  drowfy  brain  ; 
And  fprighdy  leap'd  into  the  throne 

Of  wifdom's  brighter  reign  ; 

Her  helmet  took  ;  that  is,  mot  rays 

Of  formidable  wit ; 
And  launcc — or  genius  moft  acute, 

Which  lines  immortal  writ ; 

And  gorgon  {hield — or  power  to  fright 
Man's  folly,  dreadful  {hone, 

And  many  a  blockhead  (eafy  change  '.) 
Turn'd  inftamly  to  ftone. 

Our  authors  male,  as  then  did  Jove, 
Now  fcratch  a  damag'd  head, 

And  call  for  what  once  quarter'd  there, 
But  find  the  goddefs  fled. 

The  fruit  of  knowledge,  golden  fruit ' 

That  once  forbidden  tree, 
Hedg'd-in  by  furly  man,  is  now 

To  Britain's  daughters  free  : 

In  Eve  (we  know)  of  fruit  fo  fair 

The  noble  thirft  began  ; 
And  they,  like  her,  have  caus'd  a  fall, 

A  fall  of  fame  in  man  : 

And  fince  of  genius  in  our  fex, 

0  Addifon  !  with  thee 
The  fun  is  fet ;  how  I  rejoice 

This  fifter  lamp  to  fee  ! 

It  flieds,  like  Cynthia,  filver  beams 

On  man's  nocturnal  ftate  ; 
His  leffen'd  light,  and  languid  powers, 

1  fhow,  whilft  I  relate. 

PART  II. 

BUT  what  in  either  fex,  beyond 
All  parts,  our  glory  crowns  ! 

"  In  ruffling  feafons  to  be  calm, 

"  And  fmile,  when  fortune  frowns." 

Heaven's  choice  is  fafer  than  our  own  ; 

Of  agespaft  inquire, 
What  the  moft  formidable  fate  ? 

"  To  have  our  own  defire." 

If,  in  your  wrath,  the  worft  of  foes 

You  wifli  extremely  ill, 
Expofe  him  to  the  thunder's  ftroke, 

Or  that  of  his  own  will. 

What  numbers,  rufhing  down  the  ftecp 

Of  inclination  ftrong, 
Hav~  perilh'd  in  their  ardent  wifli  1 

Wifti  ardent,  ever  wrong  ! 

'Tis  Rcfignation's  full  reverfe, 

Moft  wrong,  as  it  implies 
Error  moft  fatal  in  our  choice, 

Detachment  from  the  fkies. 

1   By  clcfing  with  the  flues,  we  mako 
Omnipotence  our  own  ; 
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That  done,  how  formidable  ill's 
Whole  army  is  o'erthrown  ? 

No  longer  impotent  and  frail, 

Ourfeives  above  we  rife  ; 
We  fcarce  believe  nurfeivcs  below ! 

We  trcfpafs  on  the  ikies  ! 

The  Lord,  the  foul,  and  fource  of  all, 

Whilft  man  enjoys  his  eale, 
Is  executing  human  will, 

In  earth,  and  air,  and  fcas; 

Beyond  us,  what  can  angels  boaft  ? 

Archangels  what  require  ? 
Whate'er  below,  above,  is  done, 

Is  done  as we  deiire. 

What  glory  this  for  man  fo  mean, 

Whofe  life  is  but  a  (pan  ? 
This  is  meridian  majefty  '. 

This  the  fublime  of  man  ! 

Beyond  the  boaft  of  Pagan  fong 

My  facred  fubjecl  (nines  ! 
And  for  a  foil  the  luftre  takes 

Of  Rome's  exalted  lines. 

"  All  that  the  fun  furveys  fubdued, 

"  But  Cato's  mighty  mind." 
How  grand  !  moft  true  ;  yet  far  beneath 

The  foul  of  the  refign'd  : 

To  more  than  kingdoms,  more  than  worlds, 

To  paflion  that  gives  law ; 
Its  matchlefs  empire  could  have  kept 

Great  Cato's  pride  in  awe  ; 

That  fatal  pride,  whofe  cruel  point 

Transfix' d  his  noble  breaft  ; 
Far  nobler  !  if  his  fate  fuftain'd 

Had  left  to  heaven  the  reft  ; 

Then  he  the  palm  had  borne  away, 

At  diftance  Casfar  thrown  ; 
Put  him  off  cheaply  with  the  world, 

And  made  the  fkies  his  own. 

What  cannot  Refignation  do  ? 

It  wonders  can  perform ; 
That  powerful  charm,  "  Thy  will  be  done," 

Can  lay  the  loudeft  ftorm. 

Come,  Refignation  !  then  from  fields, 

Where  mounted  on  the  wing, 
A  wing  of  flame,  blefs  martyr's  fouls 

Afcended  to  their  King  : 

Who  is  it  calls  thee  ?  one  whofe  need 

Tranfcends  the  common  fize  ; 
Who  (lands  in  front  againft  a  foe 

To  which  none  equal  rife  : 

In  front  ne  (lands,  the  briak  he  treads 

Of  an  eternal  ftate  ; 
How  dreadful  his  appointed  pod  ! 

How  ftrongly  arm'd  by  fate  : 

His  threatening  foe  !  what  fhadows  deep 
O'erwhelm  his  gloomy  brow  1 


His  dart  tremendous '. at  fourfcorc 

My  1'ole  afylum  thou  ! 
Hafte  then,  O  Refignation  I  hafte, 

'Tis  thine  to  reconcile 
My  foe  and  me  ;  at  thy  approach, 

My  foe  begins  to  fmile  : 
O  !  for  that  fummit  of  my  vifti, 

Whilft  here  I  draw  my  breath, 
That  promife  of  eternal  life, 

A  glorious  fmile  in  death  : 

What  fight,  heaven's  azure  arch  beneath, 

Haft  moft  of  heaven  to  boaft  ? 
The  man  refigji'd  ;  at  once  ferene, 

And  giving  up  the  ghoft. 

At  death's  arrival  they  (hall  fmile, 

Who  not  in  life  o'er  gay, 
Serious  and  frequent  thought  fend  out 

To  meet  him  on  his  way  : 

My  gay  coevals !  (fuch  there  arc) 

If  happinefs  is  dear  ; 
Approaching  death's  alarming  day 

Dilcreetly  let  us  fear  : 

The  fear  of  death  is  truly  wife, 

Till  wifdom  can  rife  higher ; 
And,  arm'd  with  pious  fortitude, 

Death  dreaded  once,  deiire  : 

Grand  clima&eric  vanities 

The  vaineft  will  defpife; 
Shock'd  when  beneath  the  fnow  of  age, 

Man  immaturely  dies  : 

But  am  not  I  myfelf  the  man  ? 

No  need  abroad  to  roam 
In  queft  of  faults  to  be  chaftis'd  ; 

What  cauk  to  blulh  at  home  ? 

In  life's  decline,  when  men  relapfc 

Into  the  iports  of  youth, 
The  fecond  child  out-fools  the  firft, 

And  tempts  the  lalh  of  truth  ; 

Shall  a  mere  truant  from  the  grave 

With  rival  boys  engage  ? 
His  trembling  voice  attempt  to  fing, 

And  ape  the  poet's  rage  ? 

Here,  Madam  1  let  me  vifit  one, 

My  fault  who  partly  (hares, 
And  tell  myfelf,  by  telling  him, 

What  more  becomes  our  years; 

And  if  your  breaft  with  prudent  zeal 

For  Refignation  glows, 
You  will  not  difapprove  a  juft 

Refentment  at  its  foes. 

In  youth,  Voltaire  !  our  foibles  plead 

For  fome  indulgence  due ; 
When  heads  are  white,  their  thoughts  and  aims 

Should  change  their  colour  too  : 

How  are  you  cheated  by  your  wit  I 

Old  age  is  bound  to  pay, 
By  nature's  law,  a  mind  difcVcet, 

For  joys  it  takes  away  ; 
JC  ii 
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A  mighty  change  Is  wrought  by  years, 

Reversing  human  lot ; 
In  3£e  'tis  honour  to  lie  hid, 

'Tis  praife  to  be  forgot ; 

The  wife,  as  flowers,  which  fpread  at  noonj 

And  all  their  charms  expqfe, 
When  evening  damps,  and  (hades  defcend, 

Their  evolutions  dole. 

What  though  your  mufe  has  nobly  foar'd^ 

1*  that  our  true  fublime  ? 
Ours,  hoary  friend  !  is  to  prefer 

Eternity  td  time : 

Why  clofe  a  life  fo  juflly  fam'd 
With  fuch  bold  trafh  as  *  this  ? 

This  for  renown  ?  yes  fuch  as  makes 
Obfcurity  a  blifs : 

Your  trafh  vtith  mine  at  open  war 

Is  f  obllinately  bent, 
Like  wits  below,  to  fow  your  tares 

Of  gloom  and  difcontent : 

With  fo  much  funfhSne  at  command, 
Why  light  with  darknefs  mix  ? 

Why  dafh  with  pain  our  pleafure  ?  why 
Your  Helicon  with  Styx  ? 

Your  works  in  our  divided  minds 

Repugnant  paflions  raife, 
Confound  us  with  a  double  ftroke, 

We  fhudder  whilft  we  praife ; 

A  curious  web,  as  finely  wrought 

As  genius  can  infpire, 
From  a  black  bag  of  poifon  fpun} 

With  horror  we  admire. 

Mean  as  it  is,  if  this  is  read 

With  a  difdainful  air, 
I  can't  forgive  fo  great  a  foe 

To  my  dear  friend  Voltaire  : 

Early  I  knew  him,  early  prais'd, 

And  long  to  praife  him  late ; 
His  genius  greatly  I  admire, 

Nor  would  deplore  his  fate  ; 

A  fate  how  much  to  be  deplor'd  I 

At  which  our  nature  darts ; 
Forbear  to  fall  on  your  own  fword* 

To  perifh  by  your  parts; 

"  But  grant  your  name" — to  feed  on  air« 

Were  then  immortals  born  ? 
Nothing  is  great,  of  which  more  great, 

JMor&  glorious  is  the  fcorn. 

Can  fame  your  carcafe  from  the  worm 
Which  gnaws  us  in  the  grave, 

Or  foul  from  that  which  never  dies, 
Applauding  Europe  fave  ? 

But  fame  you  lofe ;  good  fenfe  alone 

Your  idol,  praife  can  claim  ; 
qWhen  wild  wit  murders  happinefa, 
It  puts  to  death  our  fame  ! 


\  Second  part* 


Nor  boaft  your  genius,  talents  brsgiit7 

Ev'n  dunces  will  delpife, 
If  in  your  weftcrn  beams  is  mifs'd 

A  genius  for  the  fkies  ; 

Ycmr  tafte  too  fajls ;  what  moft  excels 

True  tafte  muft  relifh  moft  ! 
And  Trhat,  to  rival  palms  above, 

Can  proudsft  laurels  boaft  ? 

Sound  heads  falvation's  *  helmet  fecks 

Relplendent  are  its  rays, 
Let  that  fuffice  ;  it  needs  no  plume 

Of  fublunary  praife. 

May  this  enable  couch'd  Voltaire 

To  fee  that— f  "  All  is  right," 
His  eye,  by  flafh  of  wit  ftruck  blind, 

Reftoring  to  its  fight ; 

If  fo,  all's  well :  who  much  have  err'dj 
That  much  have  been  forgiven  ; 

I  fpeak  with  joy,  with  joy  he'il  hear, 
"  Vokaires  are  now  in  heaven." 

Nay,  fuch  philanthrophy  divine, 

So  boundlefs  in  degree, 
Its  marvellous  of  love  extends 

(Stoop  moft  profound !)  to  me  : 

Let  others  cruel  ftars  arraign, 

Or  dwell  on  their  diftrefs; 
But  let  my  page,  for  mercies  ponr'd, 

A  grateful  heart  expfefs  ; 

Walking,  the  prefent  God  was  feen, 

Of  old,  in  Eden  fair ; 
The  God  as  prefent,  by  plain  fteps 

Of  providential  care, 

I  behold  pafling  through  my  life ; 

His  awful  voice  I  hear  ; 
And,  confcious  of  my  nakednefs, 

Would  hide  myfelf  for  fear  : 

But  where  the  trees,  or  where  the  clouds. 

Can  cover  from  his  fight  ? 
Naked  the  centre  to  that  eye, 

To  which  the  fun  is  night. 

As  yonder  glittering  lamps  on  high, 
Through  night  illumin'd  roll ; 

May  thoughts  of  him,  by  whom  they  thine, 
Chafe  darknefs  from  my  foul. 

My  foul  which  reads  his  hand  as  clear 

In  my  miriute  affairs, 
As  in  his  ample  manufcript 

Of  fun,  and  moon,  and  ftars  ; 

And  knows  him  not  more  bent  aright 

To  wield  that  vaft  machine, 
Than  to  corre<5t  one  erring  thought 

In  my  frnall  world  within ; 

A  world  that  fhall  furvive  the  fall 
Of  all  his  wonders  here  ; 
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Survive,  when  funs  ten  thoufand  drep, 
And  leave  a  darken'd  fphere. 

Yon  matter  grofs,  how  bright  ir  fhines  ! 

For  time  how  great  his  care  ! 
Sure  fjpirit  and  eternity 

Far  richer  glories  lhare  ; 

Let  thofe  our  hearts  imprefs,  on  thofe 

Oar  contemplation  dwell ; 
On  thofe  my  thoughts  how  juftly  thrown, 

By  what  I  now  lhall  tell : 

When  backward  with  attentive  mind 

Life's  labyrinth  I  trace, 
I  find  him  far  myfelf  beyond 

Propitious  to  my  peace  : 

Through  all  the  crooked  paths  I  trod 

My  folly  he  purfued  ; 
My  heart  aftray  to  quick  return 

Importunately  woo'd. 

Due  refignation  home  to  prefs 

On  my  capricious  will, 
How  many  refcues  did  I  meet, 

Beneath  the  ma&  of  ill ! 

How  many  foes  in  ambufh  laid 

Beneath  my  foul's  defire  ! 
The  deepefh  penitents  are  made 

By  what  we  moil:  admire. 

.Have  I  not  fometimes  (real  good 

So  little  mortals  know  !) 
Mounting  the  fummit  of  my  wifh, 

Profoundly  plung'd  in  woe  ? 

I  rarely  plann'd,  but  caufe.  I  found 

My  plan's  defeat  to  blefs  : 
Oft  I  lamented  an  event, 

It  turn'd  to  my  fuccefs. 

By  fharpen'd  appetite  to  give 

To  good  intenfe  delight, 
Through  dark  and  deep  perplexities 

He  led  me  to  the  right. 

And  is  not  this  the  gloomy  path, 
Which  you  are  treading  now  .' 

The  path  mod  gloomy  leads  to  light, 
When  our  proud  paffions  bow  : 

When  labouring  under  fancy 'd  ill, 

My  fpirits  to  fuftain, 
He  kindly  cur'd  with  ibvereign  draughts 

Of  unimagin'd  pain. 

Pain'd  fenfe  from  fancy 'd  tyranny 

Alone  can  fee  us  free ; 
A  thoufand  miferies  we  feel, 

Till  funk  in  mifery. 

Cloy'd  with  a  glut  of  all  we  wifh, 

Our  wifh  we  relifh  lefs; 
Succefs,  a  fort  of  fuicide, 

Is  ruin'd  by  fuccefs : 

Sometimes  he  led  me  near  to  death, 

And,  pointing  to  the  grave, 
Bid  terror  whifper  kind  advice  ; 

And  taught  the  tomb,  to  fave  ; 


To  raife  my  thoughts  beyond  whers  worlds 

Asfpangles  o'er  us  (hine, 
One  day  he  gave,  and  bid  the  next 

My  foul's  delight  refign. 

We  to  ourfelve*,  but  through  the  means 

Of  mirror?,  are  unknown  ; 
In  this  my  fate  can  you  defcry 

No  features  of  your  own  ? 

And  if  you  can,  let  that  ezcufe 

Thefe  felf  recording  lines; 
A  record,  modefty  forbids, 

Or  to  Imali  bound  confines  : 

In  grief  why  deep  ingulf 'd  ?  You  fee 

You  fuffer  nothing  rare ; 
Uncommon  grief  for  .common  fate  i 

That  wifdom  cannot  bear. 

When  ftreams  flow  backward  fo  their  fource, 

And  humbled  flames  deicend, 
And  mountains  wing'd  {hall  fly  aloft, 

Then  human  forrovvs  end. 

But  human  prudence  too  mult  ceafe, 

When  forrows  domineer, 
When  fortitude  has  loft,  its  fire, 

And  freezes  into  fear  : 

The  pang  moft  poignant  of  my  life 

Now  heightens  my  delight; 
I  fee  a  fair  creation  rife 

From  chaos,  and  olJ  night. 

From  what  feem'd  horror,  and  defpair, 

The  richefl  harveft  role ; 
And  gave  me  in  the  nod  divine 

An  abfolute  repofe. 

Of  all  the  plunders  of  mankind, 

More  grofs,  or  frequent,  none, 
Than  in  their  grief  and  joy  mifplac'd, 

Eternally  are  ihown. 

But  whither  points  all  this  parade  ? 

It  fays,  that  near  you  lies 
A  book,  perhaps,  yet  unperus'd, 

Which  you  ihould  greatly  prize ; 

Of  felf-perufal,  fcience  rare  ! 

Few  know  the  mighty  gain ; 
Learn'd  prelates,  felf-unread,  may  read 

Their  Bibles  o'er  in  vain  : 

Self-knowledge,  which  from  heaven  itfeif 

(So  fages  tell  us)  came, 
What  is  it  but  a  daughter  fair 

Of  my  maternal  theme  ? 

Unletter'd,  and  untravell'd  men 

An  oracle  might  find, 
Would  they  confult  their  own  contents, 

The  Delphos  of  the  mind. 

Enter  your  bofom  ;  there  you'll  mcc£ 

A  revelation  new, 
A  revelation  perfonal ; 

Which  none  can  read  but  you. 

There  will  you  clearly  read  reveal' d 
In  your  enlightea'd  thought, 
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By  mercies  manifold,  through  life, 
To  frefh  remembrance  brought, 

A  mighty  Being  !  and  in  him 

A  complicated  friend, 
A  father,  brother,  fpouie ;  no  dread 

Of  death,  divorce,  or  end  : 

Who  fuch  a  matchlefs  friend  embrace. 
And  lodge  him  in  their  heart, 

Full  well,  from  agonies  exempt, 
With  other  friends  may  part : 

As  when  overloaded  branches  bear 
Large  clutters  big  with  wine, 

We  fcarce  regret  one  falling  leaf 
From  the  luxuriant  vine. 

My  Ihort  advice  to  you  may  found 

Obfcure  or  fomewhat  odd, 
Though  'tis  the  beft  that  man  can  give,— 

"  Ev'n  be  content  with  God." 

Through  love  he  gave  yon  the  deceas'd, 
Through  greater  took  him  hence ; 

This  reafon  fully  could  evince, 
Though  murmur'd  at  by  fenfe. 

This  friend,  far  paft  the  kindeft  kind, 

Is  pad  the  greateft  great; 
His  greatnf is  let  me  touch  in  points 

Not  foreign  to  your  ftate. 

His  eye,  this  inftant,  reads  your  heart ; 

A  truth  lefs  obvious  hear ; 
This  inftant  its  moil  fecret  thoughts 

Are  founding  in  his  ear: 

Difpute  you  this  ?  O  !  ftartd  in  awe, 
And  ceafe  your  forrow  ;  know, 

That  tears  now  trickling  down,  he  faw 
Ten  thoufand  years  ago. 

And  twice  ten  thoufand  hence,  if  you 

Your  temper  reconcile 
To  reaibn's  bound,  will  he  behold 

Your  prudence  with  a  fmiie. 

A  fmile,  which  through  eternity 

Diffufes  fo  brighr  rays, 
The  dimmeft  deifies  e'en  guilt, 

If  guilt  at  lait  obeys. 

Your  guilt  (for  guilt  it  is  to  mourn, 
When  fuch  a  fovereign  reigns) 

Your  guilt  diminifli ;  peace  purfue ; 
How  glorious  peace  in  pains ! 

Here,  then,  your  forrovvs  ceafe ;  if  not, 

Think  how  unhappy  they, 
Who  guilt  increafe  by  ftreaming  tearss 

Which  guilt  mould  waih  away ; 

Of  tears  that  guih  profufe  reftrain  ; 

Whence  burft  thofe  difmal  fighs  ? 
They  from  the  throbbing  breaft  of  one 

(Strange  truth  :)  moil  happy  rife. 

Not  angels  (hear  it,  and  exult!) 

Enjoy  a  larger  fliare 
Than  is  Jndulg  d  to  you,  and  youra, 

Of  God's  impartial  care. 


Anxious  for  each,  as  if  on  each 
His  care  for  all  was  thrown  ; 

For  all  his  care  as  absolute, 
As  all  had  been  but  one. 

And  is  he  then  fo  near  !  fo  kind  ! — 

How  little  then  and  great, 
That  riddle,  man !   O  '.  let  me  gaze 

At  wonders  in  his  fate. 

His  fate,  who  yeilerday  did  crawl 
A  worm  from  darknefs  deep, 

And  ihall,  with  brother  worms,  beneath 
A  turf,  to-morrow  fleep. 

How  mean  ! — And  yet,  if  well  obcy'd 

His  mighty  Mailer's  call, 
The  whole  creation  for  mean  man 

Is  deem'd  a  boon  too  fmall : 

Too  fmall  the  whole  creation  deem'd 

For  emmets  in  the  duft ! 
Account  amazing  !  yet  moft  true  ; 

My  fong  is  bold,  yet  juft. 

Man  bnrn  for  infinite,  in  whom 

Nor  period  can  deftroy 
The  power,  in  exquifke  extremes, 

To  fuifer,  or  enjoy. 

Give  him  earth's  empire  (if  no  more) 

He's  bcggar'd  and  undone  ! 
Imprifon'd  in  unbounded  fpace  '. 

Benighted  by  the  fun  ! 

For  what  the  fun's  meridian  blaze 

To  the  moil  feeble  ray 
Which  glimmers  from  the  diftant  dawn 

Of  uncreated  day  ? 

'Tis  not  the  poet's  rapture  feign'd 
Swells  here  the  vain  to  pleafe; 

The  mind  moft  fober  kindles  moft 
At  truths  fublime  as  thefe  ; 

They  warm  e'en  me. — I  dare  not  fay, 

Divine  ambition  ftrove 
Not  to  bkfs  only,  but  confound,  v 

Nay,  fright  us  with  its  love. 

And  yet  fo  frightful  what,  or  kind, 

As  that  the  rending  rock, 
The  darkened  fun,  and  rifing  dead, 

So  formidable  fpoke  ? 

And  are  we  darker  than  that  fun  ? 

Than  rockflpiore  hard  and  "blind  ? 
We  are  ; — if  not  to  fuch  a  God 

In  agonies  refign'd. 

YCF,  e'en  in  agonies  forbear 

To  doubt  Almighty  love ; 
Wh  te'er  endears  eternity, 

Is  mercy  from  above  ; 

What  moft  embitters  time,  that  moll 

Eternity  endears, 
And  thus,  by  plunging  in  diilref;, 

Exalts  us  to  the  fphtres. 

Joy's  fountain  head  !  where  blifs  o'er  bli 
O'er  wonders  wonders  rife, 
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And  an  Omnipotence  prepares 
Its  banquet  for  the  wife. 

Ambrofial  banquet !   rich  in  wines 

Nedlareous  to  the  foul ! 
What  tranfports  fparkle  from  the  dream } 

As  angels  fill  the  bowl ! 

Fountain  profufe  of  every  blifs  ! 

Good-will  immenfe  prevails ; 
Man's  line  can't  fathom  its  profound  ; 

An  angel's  plummet  fails. 

Thy  love  and  might,  by  what  they  know, 

Who  judge,  nor  dream  of  more; 
They  afk  a  drop,  how  deep  the  fea  ! 

One  fand,  how  wide  the  fhore  ? 

Of  thy  exuberant  good-will, 

Offended  Deity  ! 
The  thoufandth  part  who  comprehends, 

A  deity  is  he. 

How  yonder  ample  azure  field 

With  radiant  worlds  is  fown  ! 
How  tubes  aftonifh  us  with  thofc 

More  deep  in  ether  thrown  1 

And  thofe  beyond  of  brighter  worlds 

Why  not  a  million  more  ? — 
In  lieu  of  anfwer,  let  us  all 

Fall  proftrate,  and  adore. 

Since  thou  art  infinite  in  power, 

Nor  thy  indulgence  lefs  ; 
Since  man,  quite  impotent  and  blind, 

Oft  drops  into  diflrefs  ; 

Say,  what  is  Refignation  ?  'TJs 

Man's  weaknefs  underftood  ; 
And  wifdom  gralping,  with  an  hand 

Far  ftronger,  every  good. 

Let  rafh  repincrs  ftanu  appall'd, 

In  thee  who  dare  not  truft ; 
Whofe  abje£  fouls,  like  demons  dark, 

Are  murmuring  in  the  duft ; 

For  man  to  murmur,  or  repine 

At  what  by  thee  is  done, 
No  lefs  abfurd,  than  to  complain 

Of  darknefs  in  the  fun. 

Who  would  not,  with  an  heart  at  eafe, 

Bright  eye,  unclouded  brow, 
Wifdom  and  goodnefs  at  the  helm, 

The  rougheft  ocean  plough  ?  ^ 

What,  though  I'm  fwallow'd  in  the  deep  ? 

Though  mountains  o'er  me  roar  ? 
Jehovah  reigns  !  as  Jonah  fafe, 

I'm  landed,  and  adore  : 

Thy  will  is  welcome,  let  it  wear 

Its  moft  tremendous  form  ; 
Roar,  waves ;  rage,  winds  [  I  know,  that  thou 

Canfl  fave  me  by  a  florm. 

From  thee  immortal  fpirits  born, 

To  thee,  their  fountain,  flow. 
if  wife ;  as  curl'd  around  to  theirs 

Meandering  dreams  below  ; 


Nor  lefs  compeli'd  by  reafon's  call, 

To  thee  our  fouls  afpire, 
Than  to  thy  ikies,  by  nature's  law, 

High  mounts  material  fire  ; 

To  thee  afpiring  they  exult, 

I  feel  my  fpirits  rife, 
1  feel  myfeif  thy  fon,  and  pant 

For  patrimonial  fkies ; 

Since  ardent  third  of  future  good, 

And  generous  fenfe  of  paft, 
To  thee  man's  prudence  ftrongly  ties, 

And  binds  affetftion  faft ; 

Since  great  thy  love,  and  great  our  want, 

And  men  the  wifeft  blind, 
And  blifs  our  aim  ;  pronounce  us  all 

Diftradted,  orrefign'd; 

Refign'd  through  duty,  intereft,  fhame  ; 

Deep  fhame !  dare  I  complain, 
When  (wondrous  truth  I)  in  heaven  itfelf 

Joy  ow'd  its  birth  to  pain  ? 

And  pain  for  me  '.  for  me  was  drain'd 

Gall's  overflowing  bowl ; 
And  fliall  one  drop  to  murmur  bold 

Provoke  my  guilty  foul  ? 

If  pardon'd  this,  what  caufe,  what  crime 

Can  indignation  raife  ? 
The  fun  was  lighted  up  to  fhine, 

And  man  was  born  to  praife  ; 

And  when  to  praife  the  man  (hall  ceafe, 

Or  fun  to  ftrike  the  view  ; 
A  cloud  difhonours  both  ;  but  man's 

The  blacker  of  the  two  : 

For  oh  '.  Ingratitude  how  black ! 

With  moft  profound  amaze 
At  love,  which  man  belov'd  o'erlooks, 

Aftonifh'd  angels  gaze. 

Praife  cheers,  and  warms,  like  generous  wine  j 
Praife,  more  divine  than  prayer; 

Prayer  points  our  ready  path  to  heaven ; 
Praife  is  already  there. 

Let  plaufivc  Refignation  rife, 

And  banifh  all  complaint ; 
All  virtues  thronging  into  one, 

It  finifhes  the  faint ; 

Makes  the  man  blefs'd,  as  man  can  be; 

Lite's  labours  renders  light ; 
Darts  beams  through  fate's  incumbent  gloorrij 

And  lights  our  fun  by  night ; 

Tis  nature's  brighteft  ornament, 

The  richeft  gift  of  grace, 
Rival  of  angels,  and  fupreme 

Proprietor  of  peace ; 

Nay,  peace  beyond,  no  fimll  degree 

Of  rapture  't  will  impart ; 
Know,  Madam !  when  your  heart's  in  heaven, 

"  Ail  heaven  is  in  your  heart." 

But  who  to  heaven  their  hearts  can  raife  ? 
Deny'd  divine  fupport, 
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All  virtue  dies  :  fupport  divine 
The  wife  with  ardour  court : 

When  prayer  partakes  the  feraph's  fire, 

'Tis  mounted  on  his  wing, 
Burfts  through  heaven's  cryflal  gates,  and  gains 

Sure  audience  of  its  king  ; 

The  labouring  foul  from  fore  diftrefs 

That  blefs'd  expedient  frees  ; 
I  fee  you  far  advanc'd  in  peace  ; 

1  fee  you  on  your  knees  : 

How  on  that  pofture  has  the  beam 

Divine  for  ever  {hone! 
An  humble  heart,  God's  *  other  feat! 

The  rival  of  his  throne  : 

And  {loops  Omnipotence  fo  low  ! 

And  condefcends  to  dwell, 
Eternity's  inhabitant, 

Well  pleas'd,  in  fuch  a  cell? 

Snch  honour  how  {hall  we  repay  I 

How  treat  a  gueft  divine  ? 
The  facrifice  fur  rt  me  be  {lain  ! 

Let  fclf-vvill  die  :  Refign. 
Thus  far,  at  large,  on  our  difeafe  ; 

Now  let  the  caufe  be  frown, 
Whence  rifes,  and  will  ever  rife, 

The  difn-.al  human  groan  : 

What  our  fole  fountain  of  diflrefs? 

Strong  paf'ion  for  this  fcene  ; 
That  trifles  make  important,  thipga 

Of  mighty  moment  mean  : 

When  earth's  dark  maxims  poifon  ftied 

On  our  polluted  fouls, 
Our  hearts  and  interefts  fly  as  far 

Afunder,  as  the  poles  ; 

Like  princes  in  a  cottage  nurs'd, 

Unknown  their  royal  race, 
With  abjecT:  aims,  and  fordid  joys, 

Out  grandeur  we  difgrace; 

Q  !  for  an  Archimedes  new, 

Of  moral  powers  poffcfs'd, 
The  world  to  move,  and  quite  expel 

That  traitor  from  the  breaft. 

No  fmall  advantage  may  be  reap'd 
From  thought  whence  we  defcend  ; 

From  weighing  well,  and  prizing  weigh'd, 
Our  origin,  and  end  ; 

From  far  above  the  glorious  fur* 

To  this  dim  fcene  we  came  ; 
And  may  if  wife,  for  ever  balk, 

In  great  Jehovah's  beam  : 

'Let  that  bright  beam  on  reafon  rous'd 

In  awful  luftre  rife, 
Earth's  giant-ills  Etre  dwarf 'd  at  once, 

And  all  difquiet  dies. 

Earth's  glories  too  their  fplendour  lof?s 
Thole  phantoms  charm  no  more  ;      * 

•__ 

*  JJaiab  Ivii.  J  j[, 


Empire's  a  feather  for  a  fool, 
And  Indian  mines  are  poor  ; 

Then  levell'd  quite,  whilfl  yet  aliva, 

The  monarch  and  his  flave ; 
Not  wait  enlighten'd  minds  to  learn 

That  lefTon  from  the  grave  : 

A  George  the  Third  would  then  be  low 

As  Lewis  in  renown, 
Could  he  not  boatt  of  glory  more 

Than  fparkles  from  a  crown. 

When  human  glory  rifes  high 

As  human  glory  can; 
When,  though  the  king  is  truly  great, 

Still  greater  is  the  man  ; 

The  man  is  dead,  where  virtue  fails; 

And  though  the  monarch  proud 
In  grandeur  {nines,  his  gorgeous  robe 

Jo  but  a  gaudy  {hroud. 

Wifdom  !  where  art  thou  ?  None  on  earth. 
Though  grafping  wealth,  fame,  power, 

But  what,  O  death  1  through  thy  approach, 
Is  wifer  every  hour  ; 

Approach  how  fwift,  how  unconfin'd ! 

Worms  feaft  on  viands  rare, 
Thofe  little  epicures  have  kings 

To  grace  their  bill  of  fare  : 

From  kings  what  Refignation  due 

To  that  Almighty  will, 
Which  thrones  heftows,  and,  when  they  fail, 

Can  throne  them  higher  flill  ? 

Who  truly  great  ?  The  good  and  brave, 

Tl.e  matters  of  a  mind 
The  will  divine  to  do  relblv'd, 

To  fuffer  it  refign'J. 

Madam  !  if  that  may  give  it  weight, 

The  trifle  you  receive 
Is  dated  from  a  folemn  fcene, 

The  border  of  the  grave  ; 

Where  ftrongly  flrikes  the  trembling  foui 

Eternity's  dread  power, 
As  buriting  on  it  through  the  thin 

Partition  of  an  hour ; 

Hear  this,  Voltaire  !  but  this  from  me, 

Runs  hazard  of  your  frown  ; 
However,  fpare  it ;  ere  you  die 

Such  thoughts  will  be  your  own. 

In  mercy  to  yourfelf  forbear 

My  notions  to  chaftife, 
Left  unawares  the  gay  Voltaire 

Should  blame  Voltaire  the  wife  : 

Fame's  trumpet  rattling  in  your  ear. 

Now,  makes  us  difagree  ; 
When  a  far  louder  trumpet  foundss 

Voltaire  will  clofe  with  me  : 

How  {hocking  is  that  modefty, 

Which  keeps  fome  honeft  men, 
From  urging  what  their  hearts  loggeftj 

Y/hen  brav'd  by  folly's  pen 
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Affauiting  truths,  of  which  in  all 

Is  fown  the  facred  feed  ! 
Our  confutation's  orthodox, 

And  doles  with  our  creed  : 

What  then  are  they,  whofe  proud  conceits 

Superior  wifdom  boaft  ? 
Wretches,  who  fight  their  own  belief, 

And  labour  to  be  loft  ! 

Though  vice,  by  no  fuperior  joys 

Her  heroes  keeps  in  pay ; 
Through  pure  diliuterefted  love 

Of  ruin  they  obey  ! 

Strict  their  devotion  to  the  wrong, 

Though  tempted  by  no  prize  ; 
Hard  their  commandments,  and  their  creed 

A  magazine  of  iies 

From  fancy's  forge  :  gay  fancy  fmiles 

At  reafon  plain,  and  cool ; 
Fancy,  whofe  curious  trade  it  is 

To  make  the  fineft  fool. 

Voltaire  !  long  life's  the  greateft  curfe 

That  mortal's  can  receive, 
When  they  imagine  the  chief  end 

Of  living  is  to  live  ; 

Quite  thoughtlefs  of  their  day  of  death, 
That  birth-day  of  their  forrow  ! 

Knowing,  it  may  be  diftant  far, 
Nor  crufh  them  till — to-morrow. 

Thefe  are  cold,  northern  thoughts,  conceiv'd 

Beneath  an  humble  cot ; 
Not  mine,  your  genius,  or  your  ftate, 

No  *  caftle  is  my  lot  : 

But  foon,  quite  level  fhall  we  lie  ; 

And,  what  pride  mod  bemoans, 
Our  parts,  in  rank  fo  diftant  now, 

As  level  as  our  bones ; 

Hear  you  that  found  ?  Alarming  found  ? 

Prepare  to  meet  your  fate  !      4 
One,  who  writes  Finis  to  our  works, 

Is  knocking  at  the  gate ; 

Far  other  works  will  foon  be  weigh'd  j 

Far  other  judges  fit; 
Far  other  crowns  be  loft  or  won, 

Than  fire  ambitious  wit : 

Their  wit  far  brighteft  will  be  prov'd 

Who  funk  it  in  good  fenfe  ; 
And  veneration  moft  profound, 

Of  dread  Omnipotence. 

'Tis  that  alone  unlocks  the  gate 

Of  bleft  eternity ; 
p  !  may 'ft  thou  never,  never  lofe 

That  more  than  f  golden  key  ! 
Whate'er  may  feem  too  rough  excufe, 

Your  good  1  have  at  heart  : 
Since  from  my  foul  I  wifh  you  well ; 

As  yet  we  muft  not  part  j 

*  Letter  to  Lord  Lyttelfon, 
t  Alluding  ty  frifffiat 


Shall  you,  and  I,  in  love  with  life, 
Life's  future  fehemes  contrive, 

The  world  in  wonder  not  unjuft, 
That  we  are  ft  ill  alive? 

What  have  we  left  ?  How  mean  in  maq 

A  fliadow's  lhade  to  crave  ! 
When  life,  fo  vain  \  is  vainer  ftill, 

'Tis  time  to  take  your  leave  : 

Happier,  than  happieft  life,  is  death, 

Who  falling  in  the  field 
Of  conflict  \\ith  his  rebel  will, 

Writes  Vici,  on  his  fiiicld  ; 

So  falling  man,  immortal  heir 

Of  an  eternal  prize ; 
Undaunted  at  the  gloomy  grave, 

Defcends  into  zhe  fkie«. 

O  !  how  diforder'd  our  machine, 

When  contradictions  mix ! 
When  nature  ftrikes  no  lefs  than  twelve, 

And  folly  points  at  fix ! 

To  mend  the  moments  of  your  heart, 

How  great  is  my  delight 
Gently  to  wind  your  morals  up, 

And  fet  your  hand  aright ! 

That  hand  which  fpread  your  wifdom  wid<j 

To  poifon  diftant  lands' : 
Repent,  recant ;  the  tainted  age 

Your  antidote  demands. 

To  Satan  dreadfully  refign'd, 

Whole  herds  ruin  down  the  ftcep 

Of  folly,  by  lewd  wits  poffefs'd, 
And  periih  in  the  deep. 

Men's  praifc  your  vanity  purfuesj 

'Tis  well,  purfue  it  ftill ; 
But  let  it  be  of  men  deceas'd, 

And  you'll  refign  the  will. 

And  how  fuperior  they  to  thofe 

At  whofe  applaufe  you  aim  j 
How  very  far  fuperior  they 

In  number  and  in  name  ! 


POSTSCRIPT. 

THUS  have  I  written,  when  to  write 
No  mortal  fhould  prefume; 

Or  onjy  write,  what  none  can  blame, 
Hicjacet — for  his  tomb. 

The  public  frowns,  and  cenfures  loud 

My  puerile  employ ; 
Though  juft  the  cenfure,  if  you  fmile, 

The  fcandal  I  enjoy ; 

But  fing  no  more — no  more  I  Cng 

Or  reaflume  the  lyre, 
Unlefs  vouchfaf  'd  an  humble  part 

Where  Raphael  leads  the  choir. 

What  myriads  fwell  the  concert  loud  I 
Their  golden  harps  refoynd 

High  as  the  footftooi  of  the  throne^ 
And  deep  as  hell  profound  \ 
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Hell  (horrid  contraft !)  chord  and  long 

Of  raptur'd  angels  drowns 
In  fell-will's  peal  of  blafphemies, 

And  hideous  burft  of  groans; 

But  drowns  them  not  to  me ;  1  hear 

Harmonious  thunders  roll 
(In  language  low  of  men  to  fpeak) 

From  echoing  pole  to  pole ! 

Whilft  this  grand  chorus  {hakes  the  ikies-- 

"  Above,  beneath  the  fun, 
"  Through  boundlefs  age,  by  men,  by  gods, 

"  Jehovah's  will  be  done." 

?Tis  done  in  heaven  ;  whence  headlong  hurl'd 

Self-will  with  Satan  fell ; 
And  muft  from  earth  be  banifh'd  too, 

Or  earth's  another  hell. 

Madam  !  felf-will  inflicts  your  pains; 

Self-will's  the  deadly  foe 
Which  deepens  all  the  difmal  (hades, 

And  points  the  fhafts  of  woe. 

Your  debt  to  nature  fully  paid, 

Now  virtue  claims  her  due  : 
But  virtue's  caufe  I  need  not  plead, 

'Tis  fafe ;  I  write  to  you. 

You  know  that  virtue's  bafis  lies 

In  ever  judging  right, 
And  wiping  error's  clouds  away, 

Which  dim  the  mental  fight. 

Why  mourn  the  dead  ?  you  wrong  the  grave, 

From  ftorm  that  fafe  refort ; 
"We  are  ftill  toffmg  out  at  fea, 

Our  admiral  in  port. 

Was  death  deny'd,  this  world  a  fcene 

How  difmal  and  forlorn  ! 
To  death  we  owe  that  'tis  to  man 

A  bkffing  to  be  born  ; 

When  every  other  bleffmg  fails, 

Or  fapp'd  by  flow  decay, 
Or,  ftorm'd  by  fudden  blafls  of  fate, 

Is  fwiftly  whirl' d  away ; 

How  happy  !  that  no  ftorm  or  time 

Of  death  can  rob  the  jufl ! 
None  pluck  from  their  unaching  heads 

Soft  pillows  in  the  duft ! 

Well  pleas'd  to  bear  heaven's  darkeft  frown, 

Your  utmoft  power  employ, 
5Tis  noble  chemiflry  to  turn 

Neceflity  to  joy. 

Whate'er  the  colour  of  my  fate, 

My  fate  {hall  be  my  choice  : 
Determin'd  am  I,  whiifl  1  breathe, 

To  praife  and  to  rejoice. 

What  ample  caufe  !  triumphant  hope  ! 

O  rich  eternity  ! 
I  ftart  not  at  a  world  in  flames, 

Charm'd  with  one  glimpfe  of  thec. 


And  thou  !  its  great  inhabitant  1 
How  glorious  doft  thou  fliine  ! 

And  dart  through  forrow,  danger,  death, 
A  beam  of  joy  divine  ! 

The  void  of  joy  (with  fome  concern 

The  truth  fevere  I  tell) 
Is  an  impenitent  in  guilt, 
'  A  fool  or  infidel. 

Weigh  this,  ye  pupils  of  Voltaire  I 

From  joyk-fs  murmur  free  ; 
Or  let  us  know  which  character 

Shall  crown  you  of  the  three. 

Refign,  refign  ;  this  leffon  none 

Too  deeply  can  inftil; 
A  crown  has  been  refign'd  by  more 

Than  have  refign'd  the  will. 

Though  will  refign'd  the  mcaneft  makes 

Superior  in  renown, 
And  richer  in  celeftial  eyes 

Than  he  who  wears  a  crown. 

Hence,  in  the  bofom  cold  of  age, 

It  kindled  a  ftrange  aim 
To  fhine  in  fong,  and  bid  me  boafl 

The  grandeur  of  my  theme. 

But  oh  !  how  far  preemption  falls 

Its  lofty  theme  below  ! 
Our  thoughts  in  life's  December  freeze, 

And  numbers  ccafe  to  flow. 

Firft  !  greatefl !  beft !  grant  what  I  wrote 

For  others  ne'er  may  rife 
To  brand  the  writer  ;  thou  alone 

Canft  make  our  wifdom  wife. 

And  how  unwife  !  how  deep  in  guilt '. 

How  infamous  the  fault ! 
"  A  teacher  thron'd  in  pomp  of  words, 

"  Indeed  beneath  the  taught !" 

Means  moft  infallible  to  make 

The  world  an  infidel ; 
And,  with  inftrudions  moft  divine, 

To  pave  a  path  to  hell. 

O  !  for  a  clean  and  ardent  heart, 

O  !  for  a  foul  on  fire, 
Thy  praife,  begun  on  earth,  to  found 

Where  angels  firing  the  lyre. 

How  cold  is  man  !  to  him  how  hard 
(Hard  what  moft  eafy  feems) 

"  To  fet  a  juft  efteem  on  that 
«•  Which  yet  he — moft  efteems." 

What  mall  we  fay,  when  boundlefs  blifs 

Is  offer'd  to  mankind, 
And  to  that  offer  when  a  race 

Of  rationals  is  blind  ? 

Of  human  nature  ne'er  ton  high 

Are  our  ideas  wrought ; 
Of  human  merit  ne'er  too  low 

Deprefs'd  the  daring  thought. 


ON  THE  DEATH  OF  QUEEN  ANNE. 


ON  THE  LATE  QUEEN'S  DEATH, 
AND  HIS  MAJESTY'S  ACCESSION  TO  THE  THRONE. 


INSCRIBED  TO  JOSEPH  ADDISON, 

SECRETARY    TO    THEIR    EXCELLENCIES    THE    LORDS    JUSTICES. 


"  —  Gaudia  Curls."- 


-Hon. 


S*R,  1  have  long,  and  with  impatience,  fought 
To  cafe  the  fullnefs  of  my  grateful  thought, 
My  fame  at  once  and  duty  to  purfue, 
And  plcafe  the  pablic,  by  reipect  to  you. 

Though  you ,  long  fmce  beyond  Britannia  known, 
Have  fpread  your  country's  glory  with  your  own, 
To  me  you  never  did  more  lovely  fliine, 
Than  when  fo  late  the  kindled  wrath  divine 
Qjjench'd  our  ambition  in  great  Anna's  fate, 
And  darken'd  all  the  pomp  of  human  ftate. 
Though  you  are  rich  in  fame,  and  fame  decay, 
Though  rais'd  in  life,  and  greatnefs  fade  away, 
Your  luftre  brightens ;  virtue  cuts  the  gloom 
With  purer  rays,  and  fparkles  near  a  tomb. 

Know,  Sir,  the  great  efteem  and  honour  due, 
I  chpfe  that  moment  to  profefs  to  you, 
When  fadnefs  reign'd,  when  fortune,  fo  fevere, 
Had  warm'd  our  bofoms  to  be  mofl  fmcere. 
And  when  no  motives  could  have  force  to  raife 
A  fcrious  value,  and  provoke  my  praiie, 
But  fuch  as  rife  above,  and  far  tranfcend 
Whatever  glories  with  this  world  {hall  end, 
Then  fhining  forth,  when  deepeft  fhades  fliall  blot 
The  fun's  bright  orb,  and  Cato  be  forgot. 
I  ling — but  ah !  my  theme  I  need  not  tell, 
See  every  eye  with  confcious  forrow  fwell  : 
Who  now  to  verfe  would  raife  his  humble  voice, 
Can  only  (how  his  duty,  not  his  choice. 
How  great  the  weight  of  grief  our  hearts  fufiain ! 
We  languifh,  and  to  fpeak  is  to  complain. 

Let  us  look  back  (for  who  too  oft  can  view 
That  moft  illuflrious  fcene,  for  ever  new  !) 
See  all  the  feafons  fliine  on  Anna's  throne, 
And  pay  a  conftant  tribute  not  their  own. 
Her  fummer's  heats  nor  fruits  alone  beftow, 
They  reap  the  harveft,  and  fubdue  the  foe ; 
And  when  black  ftorms  confefs  the  diftant  fun, 
Her  winters  wear  the  wreaths  her  fummers  won. 
Revolving  pleafures  in  their  turns  appear, 
And  triumphs  are  the  producl  of  the  year. 
To  crown  the  whole,  great  joys  in  greater  ceafe, 
And  glorious  victory  is  loft  in  peace. 

Whence  this  profufion  on  our  favour'd  ifle  ? 
Bid  partial  fortune  on  our  virtue  fmile  ? 
Or  did  the  fceptre,  in  great  Anna's  hand, 
'Stretch  forth  this  rich  indulgence  o'er  our  land  ? 


Ungrateful  Britain  '.  quit  thy  groundlefs  claim, 
Thy  queen  and  thy  good  fortune  are  the  fame. 

Hear,  with  alarms  our  trumpets  fill  the  flcy ; 
'Tis  Anna  reigns !  the  Gallic  fquadrons  ily. 
We  fpread  our  canvafs  to  the  fouthern  fhore ; 
'  Tis  Anna  reigns !  the  fouth  refigns  her  ftore. 
Her  virtue  fmooths  the  tumult  of  the  main, 
And  fwells  the  field  with  mountains  of  the  flain. 
Argyll  and  Churchill  but  the  glory  (hare, 
While  millions  lie  fubdu'd  by  Anna's  prayer. 

How  great  her  zeal !  how  fervent  her  defire  ! 
How  did  her  foul  in  holy  warmth  expire  i 
Conftant  devotion  did  her  time  divide, 
Nor  fet  returns  of  pleafure  or  of  pride, 
Not  want  of  reft,  or  the  fun's  parting  ray, 
But  finifli'd  duty,  limited  the  day. 
How  fweet  fucceeding  fleep  !  what  lovely  themes 
Smil'd  in  her  thoughts,  and  foften'd  all  her<ireams! 
Her  royal  couch  defcending  angels  fpread, 
And  join'd  their  wings  a  fhelter  o'er  her  head. 

Though  Europe's  wealth  and  glory  claim'd a  part, 
Religion's  caufe  reign'd  miftrefs  of  her  heart : 
She  faw,  and  griev'd  to  fee,  the  mean  cftate 
Of  thofe  who  round  the  hallow'd  altar  wait  j 
She  fhed  her  bounty  pioufly  profufe, 
And  thought  it  more  her  own  in  facred  ufe. 

Thus  on  his  furrow  fee  the  tiller  ftand, 
And  fill  with  genial  feed  his  lavifli  hand  ; 
He  trufts  the  kindnefs  of  the  fruitful  plain, 
And  providently  fcatters  all  his  grain. 

What  ftrikes  my  fight  ?  does  proud  Augufla  rife 
New  to  behold,  and  awfully  furprife  ! 
Her  lofty  brow  more  numerous  turrets  crown, 
And  facred  domes  on  palaces  look  down  : 
A  noble  pride  of  piety  is  fhown, 
And  temples  caft  a  luftre  on  the  throne. 
How  would  this  work  another's  glory  raife  ! 
But  Anna's  greatnefs  robs  her  of  the  praife. 
Drown'd  in  a  brighter  blaze  it  difappears. 
Who  dry'd  the  widows  and  the  orphans  tears  ? 
Who  ftoop'd  from  high  to  fuccour  the  diftrefs'd, 
And  reconcile  the  wounded  heart  to  reft  ? 
Great  in  her  goodnefs,  well  could  we  perceive, 
Whoever  fought,  it  was  a  queen  that  gave. 
Misfortune  loft  her  name  ;  her  guiltlefs  frown 
But  made  another  'debtor  to  the  crown ; 
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And  each  unfriendly  ftroke  from  fate  we  bore, 
Became  our  title  to  the  regal  ftore. 

Thus  injur'd  trees  adopt  a  foreign  (hoot, 
And  their  wounds  bloflbm  with  a  fairer  fruit. 

Ye  numbers,  who  on  your  misfortunes  thriv'd, 
When  firft  the  dreadful  blafl  of  fame  arriv'd, 
Say  what  a  fhock,  what  agonies  you  felt, 
How  did  your  fouls  with  tender  anguifh  melt ! 
That  grief  which  living  Anna's  love  fupprefs'd, 
Shook  like  a  tempeft  every  grateful  breaft. 
A  fecond  fate  our  finking  fortunes  try'd  ! 
A  fecond  time  our  tender  parents  dy'd  ! 

Heroes  returning  from  the  field  we  crown, 
And  deify  the  haughty  victor's  frown, 
liis  fplendid  wealth  too  rafhly  we  admire, 
Catch  the  difeafi.,  and  burn  with  equal  fire  : 
Wifely  to  fyend  is  the  great  art  of  gain  ; 
And  one  reliev'd  tranicends  a  million  flain. 
When  time  fhall  afk  where  once  Ramillia  lay, 
Or  Danube  flow'd  that  iwept  whole  troops  away, 
One  drop  cf  water,  that  refrefh'd  the  dry, 
Shall  rife  a  fountain  of  eternal  joy. 

But  ah  !  to  that  unknown  and  diftant  date ; 
Is  virtue's  great  reward  pufh'd  off  by  fate; 
Here  random  lhafts  in  every  breafh  are  found, 
Virtue  and  merit  but  provoke  the  wound. 
Auguft  in  native  worth  and  regal  ftate, 
Anna  fate  arbitrefs  of  Europe's  fate  ; 
To  diftant  realms  did  every  accent  fly, 
And  nations  watch'd  each  moment  of  her  eye. 
Silent,  nor  longer  awful  to  be  feen, 
How  fmall  a  fpot  contains  the  mighty  queen  I 
No  throng  of  fuppliant  princes  mark  the  place, 
Where  Britain's  greatncfs  is  compos'd  in  peace: 
The  broken  earth  is  fcarce  difcern'd  to  rile, 
And  a  (tone  tells  us  where  the  monarch  lies. 
Thus  end  matureft  honours  of  the  crowa  1 
This  is  the  laft  conclufion  of  renown  ! 

So  when  with  idle  Ikill  the  wanton  boy    ?  f  joy, 
Breathes  through  his  tube;   he  fees,  with  eager 
The  trembling  bubble,  in  its  rifing  fmall; 
And  by  degrees  expands  the  glktering  ball. 
But  when,  to  full  perfection  blown,  it  flies 
High  in  the  air,  and  fhines  in  various  dyes, 
The  little  monarch,  \vith  a  falling  tear, 
Sees  his  world  burft  at  once,  and  difappear. 
*Tis  not  in  forrow  to  reverfe  our  doom, 
jsjo  groans  unlock  th'  inexorable  tomb  ! 
Why  then  this  fond  indulgence  of  our  woe  ! 
What  fruit  can  rife,  or  what  advantage  flow  ! 
"Yes,  this  advantage  ;  from  our  deep  diftrefs 
We  Jearn  how  much  in  George  the  gods  can  blefs. 


Had  a  lefs  glorious  princefs  left  the  throne, 
But  half  the  hero  had  at  firft  been  fliown : 
An  Anna  falling  all  the  king  employs, 
To  vindicate  from  guilt  our  rifing  joys  : 
Our  joys  arife  and  innocently  fhine, 
Aufpicious  monarch  1  what  a  praife  is  thine  ! 

Welcome,  great  ftranger,  to  Britannia's  throne  I 
Nor  let  thy  country  think  thee  all  her  own. 
Of  thy  delay  how  oft  did  we  complain  ! 
Our  hopes  reach'd  out,  and  met  thee  on  the  main. 
With  prayer  we  fmooth  the  billows  for  thy  fleet; 
With  ardent  wifhes  fill  thy  fwelling  fheet ; 
And  when  thy  foot  look  place,  on  Albion's  fliore, 
We  bending  blefs'd  the  gods,  and  afk'd  no  more. 
What  hand  but  thine  fhouid  conquer  and  com- 

pofe, 

Join  thofe  whom  intereft  joins,  and  chafe  our  foes  I 
Repel  the  daring  youth's  prefumptuous  aim, 
And  by  his  rival's  greatnefs  give  him  fame  ? 
No  win  fome  foreign  court  he  may  fit  down, 
And  quit  without  a  blufh  the  Britilh  crown. 
Secure  his  honour,  though  he  lofe  his  {lore, 
And  take  a  lucky  moment  to  be  poor. 

Nor  think,  great  Sir,  now  firft,  at  this  late  hour, 
In  Britain's  favour,  you  exert  your  power; 
To  us,  far  back  in  time,  I  joy  to  trace 
The  numerous  tokens  of  your  princely  grace. 
Whether  you  chofc  to  thunder  on  the  Rhine, 
Iiifpire  grave  councils,  or  in  courts  to  fhine ; 
In  the  more  fcenes  your  genius  was  difplay'd, 
The  greater  debt  was  on  Britannia  laid  : 
They  all  confpir'd  this  mighty  man  to  raife, 
And  your  new  fubje&s  proudly  {hare  the  praife. 

All  lhare  ;  but  may  not  we  have  leave  to  boaft 
That  we  contemplate,  and  enjoy  it  molt  ? 
This  ancient  nurfe  of  arts,  indulg'd  by  fate 
On  gentle  Ifis'  bank,  a  calm  retreat, 
For  many  rolling  ages  juflly  fam'd, 
Has  through  the  world  her  loyalty  proclaim'd ; 
And  often  pour'd  (too  well  the  truth  is  known  !) 
Her  blood  and  treafure  to  fupport  the  throne  ! 
For  England's  church  herlateit  accents  ftranVd; 
And  freedom  with  her  dying  hand  rerain'd, 
No  wonder  then  her  various  ranks  agree 
In  all  the  fervencies  of  zeal  for  thee. 

What  though  thy  birth  a  diftant  kingdom  boaft, 
And  feas  divide  thee  from  the  Bricifli  coail  ? 
The  crown's  impatient  to  enciofe  thy  head  : 
Why  ftay  thy  feet  ?  the  cloth  of  gold  is  fpread. 
Our  ftrict  obedience  through  the  world  fhall  tell 
That  king's  a  Briton,  who  can  govern  well  1 
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WITH  invocations  fome  their  breads  inflame ; 
\  need  no  rriufe,  a  Walpols  is  my  theme, 


I      Ye  mighty  dead,  ye  garter'd  fons  of  praife ! 
I  Ou{  morning  liars !  our  boaft  in  former  days ; 
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Which  hovering  o'er,  your  purple  wings  difplay, 
Lur'd  by  the  pomp  of  this  diftinguiih'd  day, 
.  Stoop,  and  attend  :  by  one,  the  knee  be  bound ; 
One,  throw  the  mantle's  crimfon  folds  around  ; 
By  that,  the  fword  on  his  proud  thigh  be  plac'd  ; 
This,  clafp  the  diamond-girdle  round  his  vvaift; 
His  breaft,  with  rays,  let  juft  Godolphin  fpread, 
Wife  Burleigh  plane  the  plumage  on  his  head, 
And  Edward  own,  fince  firft  he  fix'd  the  race, 
None  prefl  fair  glory  with  a  fwifter  pace. 

When  fate  would  call  fome  mighty  genius  forth 
To  wake  a  drooping  age  to  godlike  worth, 
Or  aid  fome  favourite  king's  illuftrious  toil, 
It  bids  his  blood  with  generous  ardour  boil; 
His  blood,  from  virtue's  celebrated  fource, 
Pour'd  down  the  fteep  of  time,  a  lengthen' d  courfe ; 
That  men  prepar'd  may  juft  attention  pay, 
Warn'd  by  the  dawn  to  mark  the  glorious  day, 
When  all  the  fcatter'd  merits  of  his  line 
Collected  to  a  point,  intenfely  fhine. 

See,  Britain,  fee  thy  Walpole  fhine  from  far, 
His  azure  ribbon,  and  his  radiant  ftar; 
A  ftar  that,  with  aufpicious  beams,  (hall  guide 
Thy  veffel  fafe,  through  fortune's  rougheft  tide. 

If  peace  ftill  fmiles,  by  this  fhall  commerce  fleer 
A  finifh'd  courfe,  in  triumph  round  the  fphere  ; 
And,  gathering  tribute  from  each  diftant  fhore, 
In  Britain's  lap  the  world's  abundance  pour. 

If  war's  ordain'd,  this  ftar  fhall  dart  its  beams 
Through  that  black  cloud  which  rifing  from  the 

Thames, 

With  thunder,  form'd  of  Brunfwick's  wrath,  isfent 
To  claim  the  feas,  and  awe  the  continent. 
This  fhall  direct  it,  where  the  bolt  to  throw, 
A  ftar  for  us,  a  comet  to  the  foe. 

At  this  the  mufe  fhall  kindle,  and  afprre  : 
My  breaft,  O  Walpole,  glows  with  grateful  fire. 
The  ftreams  of  royal  bounty,  turn'd  by  thee, 
Refrefh  the  dry  domains  of  poefy. 
My  fortune  fhows,  when  arts  are  Walpole's  care, 
What  flender  worth  forbids  us  to  defpair  : 
Be  this  thy  partial  fmile  from  cenfure  free ; 
'Twas  meant  for  merit,  though  it  fell  on  me. 

Since  Brunfwick's  fmile  has  authoris'd  my  mufe, 
Chafte  be  her  conduct,  and  fublime  her  views. 
Falfe  praifes  are  the  whoredoms  of  the  pen, 
Which  proftitute  fair  fame  to  worthlefs  men  : 
This  profanation  of  celeftial  fire 
Makes  fools  defpife,  what  wife  men  fhould  admire. 
Let  thofe  I  praife  to  diftant  times  be  known, 
Not  by  their  author's  merit,  but  their  own. 
If  others  think  the  tafk  is  hard,  to  weed 
From  verfe  rank  flattery's  vivacious  feed, 
And  rooted  deep ;  one  means  muft  fet  them  free 
Patron  !  and  patriot !  let  them  fing  of  thee. 

While  vulgar  trees  ignobler  honours  wear, 
Nor  thofe  retain,  when  winter  chills  the  year; 
The  generous  Orange,  favourite  of  the  fun,    [run  ; 
With  vigorous  charms  can  through   the  feafons 
JDefies  the  ftorm  with  her  tenacious  green  ; 
And  flowers  and  fruits  in  rival  pomp  are  fcen  : 
Where  bloffums  fall,  ftill  fairer  bloffoms  fpring; 
And  midft  their  fweets  the  feather'd  poets  fing. 

On  Walpole,  thus,  may  pleas'd  Britannia  view 
At  once  her  ornament  and  profit  too  j 


The  fruit  of  fervicc,  and  the  bloom  of  fame, 

Matur'd,  and  gilded  by  the  royal  beam. 

He,  when  the  nipping  hlafts  of  envy  rife, 

Its  guilt  can  pity,  and  its  rage  defpife  ; 

Lets  fall  no  honours,  but  fecurely  great 

Unfaded  holds  the  colour  of  his  fate  : 

No  winter  knows,  though  riffling  factions  prefa; 

By  wifdom  deeply  rooted  in  fuccefs ; 

One  glory  fhed,  a  brighter  is  difplay Td  *  ; 

And  the  charm'd  mufes  flicker  in  his  fhade. 

O  how  I  long,  enkindled  by  the  theme, 
In  deep  eternity  to  launch  thy  n?me ! 
Thy  name  in  view,  no  rights  of  verfe  I  plead, 
Buc  what  chafte  truth  indites,  old  time  fhall  read, 

"  Behold  !  a  man  of  ancient  faith  and  blood, 
"  Which,  foon,  beat  high   for   arts,   and   public 

"  good  ; 

u  Whofe  glory  great,  but  natural  appears, 
<c  The  genuine  growth  of  fervices  and  years  ; 
"  No  fudden  exhalation  drawn  on  high, 
"  And  fondly  gilt  by  partial  majefty  : 
"  One  bearing  greateft  toils  with  greateft  eafe, 
"  One  born  to  ferve  us,  and  yet  born  to  pleafe : 
"  Whom,  while  our  rights  in  equal  fcales  he  lays, 
"  The  prince  may  truft,  and  yet  the  people  praiic, 
"  His  genius  ardent,  yet  his  judgment  clear, 
"  His  tongue  is  flowing,  and  his  heart  fincere, 
"  His  council  guides,  his  temper  cheers  our  ifle, 
"  And,  fmiling,  gives  three  kingdoms  caufe   to 
"  fmile." 

Joy  then  to  Britain,  bleft  with  fuch  a  fon, 
To  Walpole  joy,  by  whom  the  prize  is  won ; 
Who  nobly-confcious  meets  the  fmiles  of  fate. 
True  greatnefs  lies  in  daring  to  be  great. 
Let  daf^ard  fouls,  or  affectation,  run 
To  fhades,  nor  wear  bright  honours  fairly  won  ; 
Such  men  prefer,  mifled  by  falfe  applaufc, 
The  pride  of  modefty  to  virtue's  caufe. 
Honours,  which  make  the  face  of  virtue  fair, 
'Tis  great  to  merit,  and  'tis  wife  to  wear  ; 
'Tis  holding  up  the  prize  to  public  view, 
Confirms  grown  virtue,  and  inflames  the  new  ; 
Hightens  the  luftre  of  our  age  and  clsme, 
And  fheds  rich  feeds  of  worth  for  future  time, 

Proud  chiefs  alone,  in  fields  of  flaughter  fam'cl, 
Of  old,  this  azure  bloom  of  glory  claim'd, 
As  when  fterrt  Ajax  pour'd  a  purple  flood, 
The  violet  rofe,  fair  daughter  of  his  blood. 
Now  rival  wifdom  dares  the  wreath  divide, 
And  both  Minervas  rife  in  eqvial  pride; 
Proclaiming  loud,  a  monarch  fills  the  throne, 
Who  fhines  illuftrious  not  in  wars  alone. 

Let  fame  look  lovely  in  Britannia's  eyes  3 
They  coldly  court  defert,  who  fame  defpife. 
For  what's  ambition,  but  fair  virtue's  fail  * 
And  what  applaufe,  but  her  propitious  gale  ? 
When  fwell'd  with  that,   fhe   fleets   before   the 

wind 

To  glorious  aims,  as  to  the  pprt  defign'd  : 
When  chain'd,  without  it,  to  the  labouring  oar, 
She  toils!   fhe  pants  !  nor  gains  the  flying  fhorc, 
From  herfjblime  purfuits,  or  turt/d  afide 
By  bla&s  of  envy, -or  by  fortune's  tide  : 

*  Knight  of  the  £atbt  and  then,  yfttjs  Garter, 


IJ* 
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For  one  that  has  fucceeded  ten  are  loft, 
Of  equal  talents,  ere  they  make  the  coaft. 

Then  let  renown  to  worth  divine  incite, 
With   all    her   beams,  but    throw    thofe    beams 

aright. 

Then  merit  droops,  and  genius  downward  tends, 
When  godlike  glory,  like  our  land,  defcends. 
Cuftom  the  garter  long  confin'd  to  few, 
And  gave  to  birth,  exalted  virtue's  due  : 
Walpole  has  thrown  the  proud  enclofure  down  ; 
And  high  defert  embraces  fair  renown. 
Though  rival'd,  let  the  peerage  fmiling  fee 
(Smiling,  in  juftice  to  their  own  degree), 
This  proud  reward  by  raajeity  bcftow'd 
On   worth  like  that  whence    firil   the    peerage 

flow'd. 

From  frowns  of  fate  Britannia's  blifs  to  guard, 
Let  fubje&s  merit,  and  let  kings  reward. 


Gods  are  moft  gods  by  giving  to  excel, 

And  kings  moft  like  theti,  by  rewarding  well. 

Though  ftrong  the  twanging  nerve,  and  drawn 

aright. 

Short  is  the  winged  arrow's  upward  flight ; 
But  if  an  eagle  it  transfix  on  high, 
Lodg'd  in  the  wound,  itfoars  into  the  fky. 

Thus  while  I  fing  thee  with  unequal  lays, 
And  wound  perhaps  that  worth  I  mean  to  praife  ; 
Yet  I  tranfcend  myfelf,  1  rife  in  fame, 
Not  lifted  by  my  genius,  but  my  theme. 

No  more  :  for  in  this  dread  fufpenfe  of  fate, 
Now  kingdoms  fluctuate,  and  in  dark  debate 
Weigh  peace  and  war,  now   Europe's  eyes  are 

bent 

On  mighty  Brunfwick,  for  the  great  event, 
Brunfwick  of  kings  the  terror  or  defence  ! 
Who  dares  detain  thce  at  a  world's  expence  ? 
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VIRG. 

WHEN  Rome,  my  lord,  in  her  full  glory  fhone, 
And  great  Auguflus  rul'd  the  globe  alone, 
While  fuppliant  kings  in  all  their  pomp  and  ftate, 
Swarm'd  in  his  courts,  and  throng'd  his  palace 

gate; 

Horace  did  oft'  the  mighty  man  detain, 
And  footh'd  his  breaft  with  no  ignoble  (train  ; 
Now  foar'd  aloft,  now  ftruck  an  humbler  firing  ; 
And  taught  the  Roman  genius  how  to  ling. 

Pardon,  if  I  his  freedom  dare  purfue, 
Who  know  no  want  of  Caefar,  finding  you  ; 
The  mufe's  friend  is  pleas'd  the  mule  Ihould  prefs 
Through  circling  crowds,  and  labour  for  accefs, 
That  partial  to  his  darling  he  may  prove, 
And  mining  throngs  for  her  approach  remove, 
To  all  the  world  induftrious  to  proclaim 
His  fove  of  arts,  and  boaft  the  glorious  flame. 

Long  has  the  weftern  world  reclin'd  her  head, 
Pour'd  forth  her  forrow,  and  bewail'd  her  dead ; 
Fell  difcord  through  her  borders  fiercely  rang'd, 
And  (hook  her  nations,  and  her  monarchs  chang'd ; 
By  land  and  lea  its  utmoft  rage  employ'd  ; 
Nor  heaven  repaired  fo  faft.  as  men  deftroy'd. 

In  vain  kind  fummers  plenteous  fields  beftow'd, 
In  vain  the  vintage  liberally  flow'd ; 
Alarms  from  loaden  boards  all  pleafures  chas'd, 
And  robb'd  the  rich  Burgudian  grape  of  tafte ; 
The  i'miles  of  nature  could  no  blefling  bring, 
The  fruitful  autumn,  or  the  flowery  fpring; 
Time  was  diftinguifh'd  by  the  fword  and  fpear, 
Not  by  the  various  afpecls  of  the-  year ; 


The  trumpet's  found  proclaim'd  a  milder  fky, 
And  bloodfhed  told  us  when  the  fun  was  nigh. 
But  now  (fo  foon  is  Britain's  bleffings  feen, 
When  fuch  as  you  are  near  her  glorious  queen ! ) 
Now  peace,  though  long  repuls'd,  arrives  at  laft, 
And  bids  us  fmile  on  all  our  labours  pad  ; 
Bids  every  nation  ceafeher  wonted  moan, 
And  every  monarch  call  his  crown  his  own  : 
To  valour  gentler  virtues  now  fucceed ; 
No  longer  is  the  great  man  born  to  bleed  ; 
Renown'd  in  councils,  brave  Argyll  {hall  tell, 
Wifdom  and  prowefs  in  one  breaft  may  dwell : 
Through  milder  tracts  he  foars  to  deathlefs  fame, 
And  without  trembling  we  refound  his  name. 
No  more  the  rifmg  harveft  whets  the  fword, 
No  longer  waves  uncertain  of  its  lord  ; 
Who  caft  the  feed,  the  golden  fhcaf  fhall  claim, 
Nor  chance  of  battle  change  the  mafter's  name. 
Each  ftream  unflain'd  with  blood  more  fmoothly 

flows  ; 

The  brighter  fun  a  fuller  day  beftows ; 
All  nature  feems  to  wear  a  cheerful  face, 
And  thank  great  Anna  for  returning  peace. 

The  patient  thus,  when  on  his  bed  of  pain, 
No  longer  he  invokes  the  gods  in  vain, 
But  rifes  to  new  life  ;  in  every  field 
He  finds  Elyfium,  rivers  nectar  yield  ; 
Nothing  fo  cheap  and  vulgar  fcut  can  pleafe, 
And  borrow  beauties  from  his  late  difeafe. 

t< or  is  it  peace  alone,  but  fuch  a  peace, 
As  more  than  bids  the  rage  of  battle  ceafe, 
Death  may  determine  war,  and  reft  fucceed, 
'Caufe  nought  furvivea  on  which  our  rage  may 

feed; 

In  faithful  friends  we  lofe  our  glorious  foes, 
And  flrifes  of  love  exalt  our  fweet  repofe. 
See  graceful  Bolingbroke  your  friend  advance, 
Nor  mifs  his  Lanidown&in  the  court  of  France; 
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So  well  receiv'd,  £>  welcome,  fo  at  liome, 
(Blefs'd  change  of  fate)  in  Bourbon's  (lately  dome ; 
The  monarch  pleas'd,  dcfccnding  from  his  throne, 
Will  not  that  Anna  call  him  all  her  own ; 
He  claims  a  part,  and  looking  round  to  find 
Something  might  fpeak  the  fuinefs  of  his  mind, 
A  diamond  (bines,  which  oft  had  touch'd  him  near, 
Renew'd  his  grief,  and  robb'd  him  of  a  tear  ; 
Now  firft  with  joy  beheld,  well  plac'd  on  one, 
Who  makes  him  lefs  regret  his  darling  fon ; 
So  dear  is  Anna's  minifter,  fo  great 
Your  glorious  friend  in  his  own  private  ftate. 

To  make  our  nations  longer  two,  in  vain 
Does  nature  interpofe  the  raging  main  : 
The  Gallic  (hore  to  tiiftant  Britain  grows, 
For  Lewis  Thames,  the  Seine  for  Anna  flows  : 
From  conflicts  pafs'd  each  other's  worth  we  find, 
And  thence  in  llri&er  friendfhip  now  are  join'd; 
Each  wound  receiv'd,  now  pleads  the  caufe  of  love, 
And  former  injuries  endearments  prove. 
What  Briton  but  mud  prize  th1  illuftrious  fword, 
That  caufe  of  fear  to  Churchill  could  afford  ? 
Who  fworn  to  Bourbon's  fceptre,  but  muft  frame 
Vaft  thoughts  of  him,  that  could  brave  Tallard 

tame  ? 

Thus  generous  hatred  in  affection  ends,     [friends. 
And  war,  which   rais'd  the  foes,    completes  the 
A  thoufand  happy  confequences  flow 
(The  dazzling  profped:  makes  my  bofom  glow)  ; 
Commerce  (hall  lift  her  fwelling  fails,  and  roll 
Her  wealthy  fleets  fecure  from  pole  to  pole ; 
The  Britifh  merchant,  who  with  care  and  pain 
For  many  moons  fees  only  ikies  and  main  ; 
When  now  in  view  of  his  lov'd  native  fhore, 
The  perils  of  the  dreadful  ocean  o'er, 
Caufe  to  regret  his  wealth  no  more  (hall  find, 
Nor  curfe  the  mercy  of  the  fea  and  wind  ; 
By  hardefl  fate  condcmn'd  to  ferve  a  foe, 
And  give  him  ftrength  to  flrike  a  deeper  blow. 
Sweet  Philomela  providently  flies 
To  aidant  woods  and  ftreams,  for  fuch  fupplies, 
To  feed  her  young,  and  make  them  try  the  wing, 
And  with  their  tender  notes  attempt  to  fing  : 
Meanwhile,  the  fowler  fpreads  his  fecret  fnare, 
And  renders  vain  the  tuneful  mother's  care. 
Britannia's  bold  adventurer  of  late, 
The  foaming  ocean  plow'd  with  equal  fate. 

Goodnefs  is  grcatnefs  in  its  utmoft  height, 
And  power  a  curfe,  if  not  a  friend  to  right : 
To  conquer  is  to  make  diffention  ceafe, 
That  man  may  ferve  the  King  of  kings  in  peace. 
Religion  now  fhall  all  her  rays  difpenfo, 
And  fhine  abroad  in  perfect  excellence  ; 
Elfe  we  may  dread  feme  greater  curfe  at  hand, 
To  fcourge  a  thoughtlefs  and  ungrateful  land  : 
Now  war  is  weary,  and  rctir'd  to  reft  ; 
The  meagre  famine,  and  the  fpotted  peft, 
Deputed  in  her  ftead,  may  biaft  the  day, 
And  fweep  the  relics  of  the  fword  away. 

When  peaceful  Numa  fuTd  the  Roman  throne, 
Jove  in  the  fuinefs  of  his  glory  (hone  ; 
Wife  Solomon,  a  ftranger  to  the  fword, 
Was  born  to  raife  a  temple  to  the  Lord. 
Anne  too  fhall  build,  and  every  facred  pile 
Speak  peace  eternal  to  Britannia's  ifle. 


Thofe  mighty  fouls,  whom  military  care 
Diverted  from  their  only  great  affair, 
Shall  bend  their  full  united  force,  to  blefs 
Th'  Almighty  Author  of  their  late  fuccefs. 
And  what  is  all  the  world  fubdued  to  this  ? 
The  grave  fets  bounds  to  fublunary  blifs  ; 
But  there  are  conquefts  to  great  Anna  known, 
Above  the  fplendour  of  an  earthly  throne  ; 
Conquefts !  whofe  triumph  is  too  great,  Vrithin 
The  fcanty  bounds  of  matter  to  begin  ; 
Too  glorious  to  fhine  forth,  till  it  has  run 
Beyond  this  darknefs  of  the  ftars  and  fun, 
And  (hall  whole  ages  paft  be  ftill,  ftill  but  begun. 

Heroic  fhadcs  !  whom  war  has  fwept  away, 
Look  down,  and  fmile  on  this  aufpicious  day  : 
Now  boaft  your  deaths ;  to  thofe  your  glory  tclij 
Who  or  at  Agincourt  or  Creffy  fell ; 
Then  deep  into  eternity  retire, 
Of  greater  things  than  peace  or  war  inquire ; 
Fully  content,  and  unconcern'^,  to  know 
What  farther  paffes  in  the  world  below. 

The  braveft  of  mankind  fhall  now  have  leave 
To  die  but  once,  nor  piece-meal  feek  the  grave  : 
On  gain  or  pleafurc  bent,  we  fhall  not  meet 
Sad  melancholy  numbers  in  each  ftreet 
(Owners  of  bones  difpers'd  on  Flandria's  plain, 
Or  v/afling  in  the  bottom  of  the  main) ; 
To  turn  us  back  from  joy,  in  tender  fear, 
Left  it  an  infult  of  their  woes  appear, 
And  make  us  grudge  ourfelves  that  wealth,  their 

blood 

Perhaps  preferv'd,  who  ftarve,  or  beg  for  food. 
Devotion  fhall  run  pure,  and  difengage 
From  that  ftrange  fate  of  mixing  peace  with  rage* 
On  heaven  without  a  fin  we  now  may  call, 
And  guiltlefs  to  our  Maker  proftrate  fall ; 
Be  Chriftians  while  we  pray,  nor  in  one  breath 
Aik  mercy  for  ourfelves,  for  others  death. 

But  O  !  I  view  with  tranfport  arts  reftor'd, 
Which  double  ufe  to  Britain  fhall  afford ; 
Secure  her  glory  purchas'd  in  the  field, 
And  yet  for  future  peace  fweet  motives  yield  : 
While  we  contemplate  on  the  painted  wall, 
The  prefling  Briton,  and  the  flying  Gaul, 
In  fuch  bright  images,  fuch  living  grace, 
As  leave  the  great  Raphael  but  the  fecond  place ; 
Our  cheeks  fhall  glow,  our  heaving  bofoms  rife, 
And  martial  ardors  fparkle  in  our  eyes  ; 
Much  we  fhall  triumph  in  our  battles  paft, 
And  yet  confent  thofe  battles  prove  our  laft  ; 
Left,  while  in  arms  for  brighter  fame  we  ftrive, 
We  lofe  the  means  to  keep  that  fame  alive. 

fn  filent  groves  the  birds  delight  to  fing, 
Or  near  the  margin  of  a  fecret  fpring  : 
Now  all  is  calm,  fweet  mufic  fhall  improve, 
Nor  kindle  rage,  but-  be  the  nurfe  of  lovei 

But  what's  the  warbling  voice,  the  trembling 

ftring, 

Or  breathing  canvafs,  when  the  mufes  fing  ? 
The  mufe,  my  Lord,  your  care  above  the  reft, 
With  rifing  joy  dilates  my  partial  breaft ; 
The  thunder  of  the  battle  ceas'd  to  roar, 
Ere  Greece  her  godlike  poets  taught  to  foar  j 
Rome's  dreadful  foe,  great  Hannibal,  was  dead, 
And  all  her  warlike  neighbours  round  her  bled  ; . 
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For  Janus  flint,  her  Jo  Pxanf,  rung, 
Before  an  Ovid  or  a  Virgil  fung. 

'A  thonfand  various  forms  the  mufe  may  wear 
(A  thoufand  various  forms  become  the  fair) ; 
But  fhines  in  none  with  more  majeftic  mien, 
Than  when  in  ftafc  Ihe  draws  the  purple  fcene  ; 
Calls  forth  her  monarchs,  bids  her  heroes  rage, 
And  mourning  beauty  melt  the  crowded  ftage ; 
Charms  back  paft  ages,  gives  to  Britain's  ui'e 
The  nobleft  virtues  time  did  e'er  produce  ; 
Leaves  fam'd  hiftorians'  boafted  art  behind  ; 
They  keep  the  foul  alone,  and  that's  confin'd, 
Sought  out  with  pains,  and  but  by  proxy  fpeaks  : 
The  hero's  pretence  deep  impreffion  makes; 
The  fcencs  his  foul  and  body  reunite, 
Furnifli  a  voice,  produce  him  to  the  fight ; 
3Vlake  our  contemporary  him  that  flood 
High  in  renown,  perhaps  before  the  flood  ; 
Make  NeRor  to  this  age  advice  afford, 
And  Hedlor  for  our  fervice  draw  his  fword. 
More  glory  to  an  author  what  can  bring, 
Whence  nobler  fervice  to  his  country  fpring, 
Than  from  thofe  labours,  which,  in  man's  defpight, 
Poffefs  him  with  a  paffion  for  the  right  ? 
With  honeft  magic  make  the  knave  inclin'd 
To  pay  devotion  to  the  virtuous  mind; 
Through  all  her  toils  and  dangers  bid  him  rove, 
And  with  her  wants  and  anguifh  fall  in  love  ? 
Who  hears  the  godlike  Montezuma  groan, 
And  does  not  wifh  the  glorious  pa?n  his  own  ? 
Lend  but  your  underflanding,  and  their  {kill 
Can  domineer  at  pleafure  o'er  your  will : 
JSfor  is  the  fhort-liv'd  conqueft  quickly  paft ; 
Shame,  if  not  choice,  will  hold  the  convert  faft. 

How  often  have  I  feen  the  generous  bowl 
With  pieafing  force  unlock  a  fecret  foul, 
And  fteal  a  truth,  which  every  fober  hour 
(The  profe  of  life)  had  kept  within  her  power  ? 
The  grape  victorious  often  has  prevail'd, 
When  gold  and  beauty,  racks  and  tortures,  fail'd  : 
Yet  when  the  fpirit's  tumult  was  aliay'd, 
She  mourn'd,  perhaps,  the  fentiment  betray'd  ; 
But  mourn'd  too  late,  nor  longer  could  deny, 
And  on  her  own  confeffion  charge  the  lie. 

Thus  they,  whom  neither  the  prevailing  love 
Of  goodnefs  here,  or  mercy  from  above, 
Or  fear  of  future  pains,  or  human  laws 
Could  render  advocates  in  virtue's  caufe, 
Caught  by  the  fcene,  have  unawares  refign'd 
Their  wonted  difpofition  of  the  mind  : 
By  flow  degrees  prevails  the  pieafing  tale, 
As  circling  glaffes  on  our  fenfes  lleal ; 
Till  throughly  by  the  mufes'  banquet  warm'd, 
The  paflions  toiling,  all  the  foul  aiarm'd, 
They    turn    mere    zealots  fiufh'd  with    glorious 

rage, 

Rife  in  their  feats,  and  fcarce  forbear  the  ftage, 
Afiiftance  to  wrong'd  innocence  to  bring, 
Or  turn  the  poignard  on  fome  tyrant  king. 
How  can  they  cool  to  villains  ?  how  fubfide 
To  dregs  of  vice,  from  iuch  a  godlike  pride  ? 
To  fpoiiing  orphans  how  to-day  return, 
Who  wept  lad  night  to  fee  Monimia  mourn  ? 
In  this  gay  fchool  of  virtue,  whom  fo  fit 
To  govern,  and  control  the  \vorld  of  wit, 


As  Talbot,Lanfdowne's  friend, has  Britain  known? 
Him  polifh'd  Italy  has  call'd  her  own  ; 
He  in  the  lap  of  elegance  was  bred, 
And  trac'd  the  mufes  to  their  fountain  head  : 
But  much  we  hope,  he  will  enjoy  at  home 
What's  nearer  ancierit  than  the  modern  Rome. 
Nor  fear  I  mention  of  the  court  of  France, 
When  I  the  Britifh  genius  would  advance  ; 
'I 'here  too  has  Shrewlbury  improv'd  his  tafte  ; 
Yet  fliil  we  dare  invite  him  to  our  feaft  : 
For  Corneille's  fake  I  (hall  my  thoughts  iupprefs 
Of  Oroonoko,  and  prefume  him  leis  : 
What  though  we  wrong  him  ?  Ifubella's  woe 
Waters  thole  bays  that  fhall  for  ever  grow. 
Our  foes  confefs,  nor  we  the  praife  refufe, 
The  drama  glories  in  the  Britifh  mufe. 
The  French  are  delicate,  and  nicely  lead 
Of  tlofe  intrigue  the  labyr'mihian  thread  ; 
Our  genius  more  affects  the  grand,  than  fine, 
Our  ftrength  can  make  the   great  plain  actiog 

fhine  : 

They  raife  a  great  curiofity  indeed, 
From  his  dark  maze  to  fee  the  hero  freed  ; 
We  roufe  th'  affections,  and  that  hero  mow 
Gafping  beneath  fome  formidable  blow  : 
They  figh  ;  we  weep  ;  the  Gallic  doubt  and  care 
We  heighten  into  terror  and  delpair  ; 
Strike  home,  the  ftrongeft  paflions  boldly  touch, 
Nor  fear  our  audience  ihould  be  pleas'd  too  much* 
What's  great  in  nature  we  can  greatly  draw, 
Nor  thank  for  beauties  the  dramatic  law. 
The  fate  of  Cxfar  is  a  tale  too  plain 
The  fickle  Gallic  tafte  to  entertain ; 
Their  art  would  have  pcrplex'd,  and  interwove 
The  golden  arras  with  gay  flowers  of  love  : 
We  know  heaven  made  him  a  far  greater  man 
Than  any  Czfar,  in  a  human  plan, 
And  fuch  we  draw  him,  nor  are  too  refin'd, 
To  Hand  affected  with  what  heaven  defign'd. 
To  claim  attention,  and  the  heart  invade, 
Shakfpeare  but  ivrole  the  play  th'  Almighty  made. 
Oar  neighbour's  ftage  art  too  bare-fac'd  betrays, 
' Tis  great  Corneille  at  every  fcene  we  praife  ; 
On  nature's  furer  aid  Britannia  calls, 
None  think  of  bhakfpeare  till  the  curtain  falls; 
Then  with  a  figh  returns  our  audience  home, 
From  Venice,  Egypt,  Perfia,  Greece,  or  Rome. 

France  yields  not  to  the  glory  of  our  lines, 
But  manly  conduct  of  our  ftrong  defigns; 
That  oft  they  think  more  jotlly  we  muft  own, 
Nor  ancient  Greece  a  truer  fenfe  has  fhown  : 
Greece  though  but  jufrly,  they  think  juftly  too  ; 
We  fometimes  err  by  ilriving  more  to  do. 
So  \vell  are  Racine's  meanest  perfons  taught, 
But  change  a  fentiment  you  make  a  fault ; 
Nor  dare  we  charge  them  with  a  want  of  flame  : 
When  we  boaft  more,  we  own  ourfelvesto  biame» 

And  yet  in  Shakfpeare  fomething  ftill  I  find, 
That  makes  me  lef?  efteem  all  humankind ; 
He  made  one  nature,  and  another  found, 
Both  iu  his  page  with  mafter-ftrokes  abound; 
His  witches,  fairies,  and  inchanted  iHe, 
Bid  us  no  longer  at  our  nurfes  fmile ; 
Of  loft  hift©rians  we  alraoft  complain, 
Nor  think  it  the  creation  of  hi?  hraia, 


EPISTLES. 


"Who  lives,  when  his  Othello's  in  a  trance  ? 
With  his  great  Talbot  *  too  he  conquer'd  France. 

Long  may  we  hope  great  Talbot's  blood  will 

run 

In  great  dcfcendants,  Shakfpeare  was  but  one ; 
And  him,  my  lord,  permit  me  not  to  name, 
But  in  kind  filence  fpare  his  rival's  fhame  :•— 
Yet  I  in  vain  that  author  would  fupprefs, 
What  can't  be  greater,  cannot  be  made  lefs : 
Each  reader  will  defeat  my  fruitlefs  aim, 
And  to  himfelf  great  Agamemnon  name. 

Should  Shakfpeare  rife  uhblefs'd  with  Talbot's 

fmile, 

Ev'n  Shakfpeare's  felf  would  curfe  this  barren  ifle: 
But  if  that  reigning  ftar  propitious  fbine, 
And  kindly  mix  his  gentle  rays  with  thine  ; 
Ev'n  I,  by  far  the  meaneft  of  your  age, 
Shall  not  repent  my  pafflon  for  the  ftage. 

Thus  did  the  Will-almighty  difallow, 
No  human  force  could  pluck  the  golden  bough, 
Which    left  the   tree   with  cafe  at  Jove's  com 
mand, 
And  fpar'd  the  labour  of  the  weakeft  hand. 

Aufpicious  fate  !  that  gives  me  leave  to  write 
To  you, the  mufes  glory  and  delight; 
Who  know  to  read,  nor  falfe  encomiums  raife, 
And  mortify  an  author  with  your  praifo  : 
Praife  wounds  a  noble  mind,  when  'tis  not  due, 
But  cenfure's  felf  will  pleafe,  my  lord,  from  you  ; 
Faults  are  our  pride  and  gain,  when  you  defcend 
To  point  them  out,  and  teach  us  how  to  mend. 
What  though  the  great  man  fet  his  coffers  wide, 
That  cannot  gratify  the  poet's  pride  ; 
Whofe  infpiration,  if  'tis  truly  good, 
Is  beft  rewarded,  when  beft  underftood. 
The  mufes  write  for  glory  not  for  gold, 
*Tis  far  beneath  their  nature  to  be  fold  ; 
The  greateft  gain  is  fcorn'd,  but  as  it  ferret 
To  fpeak  a  fenfe  of  what  the  mufe  deferves  ; 
The  mufe,  which  from  her  Lanfdowne  fears  no 

wrong, 

Beft  judge,  as  well  as  fubjec"b  of  her  fong. 
Should  this  great  theme  allure  me  farther  ftill, 
And  I  prefume  to  ufe  your  patience  ill, 
The  world  would  plead  my  caufe,  and  none  but  you 
Will  take  difguft  at  what  I  now  purfue  : 
Since  what  is  mean  my  mufe  can't  raife,  I'll  choofe 
A  theme  that's  able  to  exalt  my  mufe.        [name, 

For  \vho,  not  void  of  thought,  can  Granville 
Without  a  fpafk  of  his  immortal  flame  ? 
Whether  we  feek  the  patriot,  or  the  friendj 
Let  Bolingbroke,  let  Anna  recommend  ; 
Whether  we  choofe  to  love  or  to  admire, 
You  melt  the  tender,  and  th'  ambitious  fire. 

Such  native  graces  without  thought  abound, 
And  fuch  familiar  glories  fpread  around, 
As  more  incline  the  ftander-by  to  raife 
His  value  for  himfelf,  than  you  to  praife. 
Thus  you  befriend  the  moft  heroic  way, 
Blefs  all,  on  none  an  obligation  lay  ; 
So  turn'd  by  nature's  hand  for  all  that's  well, 
Tis  fcarce  a  virtue  when  you  moft  excel. 

*  An  anccjlor  of  tie  Duke  of  Shre wjluryl  tvlo  eon- 
irutrsJ  France,  drawn  by  Sbakfpeare. 
VOL.  X. 


Though  fwcet  your  p'reience,  graceful  is  your 

mein, 

You  to  be  happy  want  not  to  be  fceri  ; 
Though  priz'd  in  public  you  can  fmilc  alone, 
Nor  court  an  approbation  but  your  own  : 
In  throngs,  not  confcious  of  thofe  eyes  that  gaze 
In  wonder  fix'd,  though  refolute  to  pleafe  ; 
You,    were    all  blind,  would  ftill    deferve  ap« 

plaufe ; 

The  world's  your  glory's  witnefs,  not  its  caufe  ; 
That  lies  beyond  the  limits  of  the  day, 
Angels  behold  it,  and  their  God  obey. 

You  take  delight  in  others  excellence ; 
A  gift  which  nature  <  rarely  does  difpenfe  : 
Of  all  that  breathe  'tis  you,  perhaps,  alone 
Would  be  well  pleas'd  to  fee  yourfelf  outdone. 
You  wifh  not  thofe,  who  (how  your  name  refpect, 
So  little  worth,  as  might  excufe  neglect ; 
Nor  are  in  pain  left  merit  you  fhould  know ; 
Nor  fhun  the  well-deferver  as  a  foe ; 
A  troublefome  acquaintance,  that  will  claim 
To  be  well  us'd,  or  dye  your  cheek  with  fliame. 

You  wifh   your   country's  good;  that  told  fo 

well 

Your  powers  are  known,  th'  event  I  need  not  tell. 
When  Neftor  fpoke,  none  aflc'd  if  he  prevail'd ; 
That  god  of  fweet  perfuafion  never  fail'd  : 
And  fuch  great  fame  had  Hector's  valour  wrought 
Who  meant  he  conquer'd,  only  faid  ae  fought. 

When  you,  my  lord,  to  fylvan  fcenes  retreat, 
No  crowds  arennd  for  pleafure,  or  for  ftate, 
You  are  not  caft  upon  a  ftranger  land, 
And  wander  penfive  o'er  the  barren  ftrand ; 
Now  are  you  by  receiv'd  example  taught, 
In  toys  to  (hun  the  difcipline  of  thought; 
But  unconnVd  by  bounds  of  time  ar.d  place, 
You  choofe  companions  from  all  human  race  3 
Converfe  with  thofe  the  deluge  fwept  away, 
Or  thofe  whofe  midnight  is  Britannia's  day. 

Books  not  fo  much  in  form,  as  give  confent 
To  thofe  ideas  your  own  thoughts  prefent ; 
Your  only  gain  from  turning  volumes  o'er, 
Is  finding  caufe  to  like  yourfelf  the  more  : 
In  Grecian  fages  you  arc  only  taught 
With  more  reipect  to  value  your  own  thought : 
Great  Tully  grew  immortal,  while  he  drew 
Thofe  precepts  we  beheld  alive  in  you  : 
Your  life  is  fo  adjufted  to  their  fchools, 
Ft  maizes  that  hiftory  they  meant  for  rules. 
What  joy,  what  pleafing  tranfport,  mull  arifc 
Within  your  breaft,  and  lift  you  to  the  Ikies, 
When  in  each  learned  page  that  you  untold, 
You  find  fome  part  of  your  own  condu<5b  told  I 

So  pleas'd,  and  fo  furpris'd,  .ffineas  ftood, 
And  fuch  triumphant  raptures  fir'd  his  blood, 
When  far  from  Trojan  ihores  the  hero  fpy'd 
His  ftory  filming  forth  in  all  its  pride ; 
Admir'd  himfelf,  and  faw  his  actions  ftand 
The  praife  and  wonder  of  a  foreign  land. 

He  knows  not  half  his  being,  who's  confin'd 
In  converfe,  and  reflection  on  mankind : 
Your  foul,  which  underftands  her  charter  well, 
Difdains  imprifon'd  by  thofe  Ikies  to  dwell ; 
Ranges  eternity  without  the'  leave 
Of  death,  nor  waits  the  patTage  of  the  grave, 
JL* 
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When  pains  eternal,  and  eternal  blifs,        [mils 
When   thefe  high  cares  your  weary  thoughts  dif- 
In  heavenly  numbers  you  your  foul  unbend, 
And  for  your  eafe  to  deathlefs  fame  defcend. 
Ye  kings  !  would  ye  true  greatncfs  underftand, 
Read  Seneca  grown  rich  in  Granville's  hand  *. 

Behold  the  glories  of  your  life  complete  1 
Still  at  a  flow,  and  permanently  great  ; 
Kew  moments  {hed  new  pleafures  as  they  fly, 
And  yet  your  greatefl  is,  that  you  muft  die. 
Thus  Anna  faw,  and  rais'd  you  to  the  feat 
Of  honour,  and  confefs'd  her  fervant  great  ; 
Confefs'd  not  made  him  fuch  ;  for  faithful  fame 
Her  trumpet  fwell'd  long  fince  with  Granville's 

name  ; 

Though  you  in  modefty  the  title  wear, 
Your  name  fhall  be  the  title  of  your  heir  ; 
Farther  than  ermine  make  his  glory  known, 
And  caft  in  {hades  the  favour  of  a  throne. 
From  thrones  the  beam  of  high  diftiii(ftionfprings; 
The  foul's  diftin&ion  from  the  King  of  kings, 
1-0  !  one  great  day  calls  forth  ttn  mighty  peers  ! 
Produce  ten  Granville's  in  five  thoufand  years  ; 
Anna,  be  thou  content  to  fix  the  fate 
Of  various  kingdoms,  and  controul  the  great  ; 
But  O  !  to  bid  thy  Granville  brighter  fhine  ! 
To  him  that  great  prerogative  refign, 
Who  the  fun's  height  can  raife  at  pleafure  higher, 
His  lamp  illumine,  fet  his  flames  on  fire. 

Yet  ftill  one  blifs,  one  glory,  I  forbear, 
A  darling  friend  whom  near  your  heart  you  wear 
That  lovely  youth,  my  lord,   whom  you  muf 

blame, 

That  I  grow  thus  familiar  with  your  name. 
He's  friendly,  open,  in  his  conduct  nice, 
Kor  ferve  thefe  virtues  to  atone  for  vice  : 
Vice  he  has  none,  or  fuch  as  none  wifti  lefs, 
But  friends  indeed,  good-nature  in  excefs. 
You  cannot  boaft  the  merit  of  a  choice, 
In  making  him  your  own,  'twas  nature's  voice, 
Which  call'd  too  loud  by  man  to  be  withflood, 
Pleading  a  type  far  nearer  than  of  blood  ; 
Similitude  of  manners,  fuch  a  mind, 
As  makes  you  lefs  the  wonder  of  mankind. 
Such  eafe  his  common  converfe  recommends, 
As  he  ne'er  felt  a  paflion  but  his  friend's. 
Yet  fix'd  his  principles,  beyond  the  force 
Of  all  beneath  the  fun,  to  bend  his  courfe  {•. 

Thus  the  tall  cedar,  beautiful  and  fair, 
Flatters  the  motions  of  the  wanton  air  ; 
Salutes  each  paffing  breeze  with  head  inclin'd  ; 
The  pliant  branches  dance  in  every  wind; 
But  fix'd  the  ftem  her  upright  ftate  maintains, 
And  all  the  fury  of  the  north  difdains. 

How  are  you  bleft  in  fuch  a  matchlefs  friend'. 
Alas  '.  with  me  the  joys  of  friendfhip  end  ; 
O  Harrifon!  I  muft,  I  will  complain  ; 
Tears  footh  the  foul's  diftrefs,  though  {hed  in  vain 
Didft  thou  return,  and  blefs  thy  native  fhore 
With  welcome  peace,  and  is  my  friend  no  more? 
Thy  talk  was  early  done,  and  I  muft  own 
Death  kind  to  thee,  but  ah  !  to  thee  alone. 


Jut  'tis  in  me  a  vanity  to  mtfnra, 
ic  forrows  of  the  great  thy  tomb  adorn  ; 
afford  and  Bolingbroke  the  lofs  perceive, 
iiey  grieve,  and  make  thee  envy'd  in  the  grave* 
With  aching  heart,  and  a  foreboding  mind, 
night  to  day  in  painful  journey  join'd, 

Vhen  firft  inform'd  of  his  approaching  fate; 

Jut  reach'd  the  partner  of  my  foul  too  late : 
fwas   paft,    his   eheek  was  cold,    that   tunefuf 
tongue, 

Which  Ills  charm'd  with  his  melodious  fong, 
ow  languifh'd,  wanted  ftrength  to  fpeak  his  pain, 
carce  rais'd  a  feeble  groan,  and  funk  again  : 

iach  art  of  life,  in  which  he  bore  a  part, 
-lot  like  an  arrow  through  my  bleeding  heart, 
'o  what  ferv'd  all  hispromis'd  wealth  and  power, 
Jut  more  to  load  that  moft  unhappy  hour  ? 

Yet  ftill  prevail'd  the  greatnefs  of  his  mind ; 
'hat,  not  in  health,  or  life  itfelf  confin'd, 
elt  through  his  mortal  pangs  Britannia's  peace, 
VIounted  to  joy,  and  fmil'd  in  death's  embrace. 
His  fpirit  now  juft  ready  to  refign, 
o  longer  now  his  own,  no  longer  mine, 
le  gralpa  my  hand,  his  fwimming  eye-balls  rollj 

My  hand  he  grafps,  and  enters  in  my  foul; 
hen  with  a  groan — fupport  me,  O  !  beware 

Of  holding  worth,  however  great,  too  dear  *  I 

Pardon,  my  lord,  the  privilege  of  grief, 
"hat  in  untimely  freedom  feeks  relief; 
"o  better  fate  your  love  I  recommend, 
O  may  you  never  lofe  fo  dear  a  friend  ! 
Vlay  nothing  interrupt  your  happy  hours ; 
Enjoy  the  bleffmgs  peace  on  Europe  fliowers : 

r  yet  difdain  thofe  bleffmgs  to  adorn ; 
To  make  the  mufe  immortal  you  was  born. 
Sing  ;  and  in  lateft  time,  when  ftory's  dark, 
This  period  your  furviving  fame  fliall  mark  ; 
Save  from  the  gulf  of  years  this  glorious  age, 
And  thus  illuftrate  their  hiftorian's  page. 

The  crown  of  Spain  in  doubtful  balance  hung, 
Ar.d  Anna  Britain  fway'd,  when  Granville  fung : 
That  noted  year  Europa  ftieath'd  her  fvvord, 
When  this  great  man  was  firft  faluted  lord. 
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EPISTLE    I. 

WHILST  you  at  Twickenham   plan   the  futurd 

wood, 

Or  turn  the  volumes  of  the  wife  and  good, 
Our  fenate  meets ;  at  parties,  parties  bawl, 
And  pamphlets  ftun  the  ftreets,  and  load  the  ftall ; 
So  ruflung  tides  bring  things  obfcene  to  light, 
Foul  wrecks  emerge,  and  dead  dogs  fwim  in  fight; 
The  civil  torrent  foams,  the  tumult  reigns, 
Arid  Codrus'  profe  works  up,  and  Lico's  ftraini. 
Lo  !   what  from  cellars  rife,  what  ruftifrom  bight 
Where  fpeculation  roofted  near  the  fky  ; 
Letters,  effays,  fock,  bufldn,  fatire,  fong, 
And  all  the  garret  thunders  on  the  throng  ! 

*  Tie  author  here  beivails  flat  mojl  ingenious  gentle 
man,  Mr.  William  HarHfon,  Fellow  »f  New-College  t 
Oxen. 
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;    6  Pops  !  .1  hurft  ;  nor  can,  nor  will  refrain  ; 
I'll  write  ;  Itt  others  in  their  turn  complain  : 
Truce,  truce,  ye  Vandals  !  my  tormented  ear 
Lefs  tlreads  a  pillory  than  a  pamphleteer; 
I've  heard  myfelf  to  death  ;  and,  plagu'd  each  hour, 
Shan't  I  return  the  vengeance  in  my  power? 
For  who  can  write  the  true  abfurd  like  me  ? — 
Thy  pardon,  Codrus  1  who  I  mean  but  thee  ? 

Pope  !  if  like  mine  or  Codrus'  were  thy  ftyle, 
The  blood  of  vipers  had  not  ftain'd  thy  file ; 
Merit  lefs  folid,  lefs  defpite  had  bred; 
They  had  not  bit,  and  then  they  had  not  bled. 
Fame  is  a  public  miftrefs  none  enjoys, 
But  more  or  lefs  his  rival's  peace  deflroys; 
With  fame,  in  juft  proportion,  envy  grows  ; 
The  man  that  makes  a  character,  makes  foes  : 
Slight,  peevifh  infe&s  round  a  genius  rife, 
As  a  bright  day  awakes  the  world  of  flies ; 
With  hearty  malice,  but  with  feeble  wing, 
(To  fhow  they  live)  they  flutter,  and  they  fling  : 
But  as  by  depredations  wafps  proclaim      , 
The  faireft  fruit,  fo  thefe  the  faired  fame. 

Shall  we  not  cenfure  all  the  motley  train, 
Whether  with  ale  irriguous,  or  champain  ? 
Whether  they  tread  the  vale  of  profe,  or  climb, 
And  whet  their  appetites,  on  cliffs  of  rhyme  ; 
The  college  floven,  or  embroider'd  fpark ; 
The  purple  prelate,  or  the  parifli  clerk  ; 
The  quiet  Quidnunc,  or  demanding  Prig  ; 
The  plaintiff  Tory,  or  defendant  Whig; 
Rich,  poor,  male,  female,  young,  old,  gay,  or  fad  j 
Whether  extremely  witty,  or  quite  mad  j 
Profoundly  dull,  or  ihallowjy  polite  ;• 
Men  that  read  well,  or  men  that  only  write  ;  . 
Whether. peers,  porters,  taylors,  tune  the  reeds, 
And  meafuring  words  to  meafuring  fhapes  fucceeds  * 
For  bankrupts  write,  when  ruin'd  fhops  are  ihut, 
As  maggors  crawl  from  out  a.  perifh'd  nut. 
His  hammer  this,  and  that  his  trowd  quits, 
And  .wanting  fenfe  for.  (radefmen,  ferve  for  wits, 
By  thriving  men  fsjibfifts  each  other  trade  ; 
Of  every  broken  .craft  a  writer's  made  : 
Thus  his  material,  paper,  takes  ite  birth 
From  tatter'd  rag*  of  all  the  fluff  on  earth. 
Hail,  fruitful  ijle  '.   to  thee  alone  belong 
Millions  of  wits,  and  brokers  in  old  fong  ; 
Thee  wejl  a  land  of  liberty  we  name,. 
Where  all  are  free  to  fcandal  and  to  fhame; 
Thy  fons,  by  print,  may  fet  their  hearts  at  eafe, 
And    be    mankind's    contempt,    whene'er    they 

pleafe ;  ,  4  . 

Like  trodden  filth,  their  vile  and  abje&  fenfe 
Is  unperceiv'd,  but  when  it  gives  offence : 
This  heavy  profc  our  injur'd  reafon  tires; 
Their  verfe  immortal  kindles  laofe  defires  : 
Our  age  they  puzzle,  and  corrupt  our  prime, 
Our  fport  and  .pity,  pupifhment  and  crime.  . 

What  glorious  motives  urge  our  authors  on, 
Thus  to  undo,  and  thus  to  be  undone  ! 
One  lofes  his  eftate,  and  down  he  fit?, 
To  fhow  (in  vain  \)  he  ftill  retains  his  wits  : 
Another  marries,  and  his  dear  proves  keen  ; 
He  writes  as  an  Hypnotic  for  the  ipleen  : 
Some  write,  confin'd  by  phyfic  ;  fome  by  debt ; 
Some,  for  'tis  Sunday  j  fome  becsufe  'tis  wet ; 


Through  private  pique  fome  do  the  public  right, 
And  love  their  king  and  country  out  of  fpight : 
Another  writes  becaufe.  bis  father  writ, 
And  proves  himfelf  a  bddard  by  his  wit. 

Has  Lico  learning,  humour,  thought  profound? 
Neither :   why   write    then  ?    Ke   wants  twenty 

pounJ  ; 

His  belly,  not  his  brains,  this  impulfe  give  ; 
He'll  grow  immortal ;  for  he  cannot  live  : 
He  rubs  his  awfu!  front,  and  takes  his  ream, 
With  no  provifion  made,  but;  of  his  theme  ; 
Perhaps  :a  title  has  his  fancy  fmit, 
Or  a  quaint  tnutto,  which  he  thinks  has  wit  : 
He  writes,  in  infpiration  puts  his  truft, 
Though  wrong  his  thoughts,  the  gods  will  mak€ 

them  juft ; 

Genius  diredlly  from  the  gods  defcends, 
And  who  by  labour  would  diftruft  his  friends  ? 
Thus  having  realbn'd  with  confumniate  Ik  ill, 
In  immortality  he  dips  his  quill: 
And  fince  blank  paper  is  deny'd  the  prefs, 
He  mingles  the  whole  alphabet  by  guefs  : 
In  various  fets,  which  various  words  compofe, 
Of  which,  he  hopes,  mankind  the  meaning  knows* 

So  founds  fpontaneous  from  the  bjbyl  broke, 
Dark  to  herfelf  the  wonders  which  Ihe  fpoke ; 
The  priefts  found  out  the  meaning,  .if  they  could  } 
And  nations  ftar'd  at  what  none  understood. 
Clodio    dreTs'd,    danc'd,   drarik,     vifited,    (thtf 

whole 

And  great  concern  of  an  immortal  foul !) 
Oft  have  I  faid,  "  Awake  !  exift  !  and  ftrive 
"  For  birth  !   nor  think  .to  loiter  is  to  live!" 
As  oft  I  overheard  the  demon  fay, 
Who  daily  met  the  loiterer  in  his  way, 
"  I'll  meet  thee,  youth,  at   White's  :"  the  youtlj 

replies. 

"  I'll  meet  thee  there,"  and  falls  his  facrifice; 
His  fo;  tune  fquander'd,  leaves  his  virtue  bare 
To  every  bribe,  and  blind  to  every  fnarc  : 
Clodio  for  bread  his  indolence  muft  quit, 
Or  turn  a  foldie/,  or  commence  a  wit, 
Such  heroes  have  we  !.  all,  but  life,  they  flake* 
How  muft  Spain  tremble,  an.d  the  German  fhake  $ 
Such  writers  have  we  1   all,  but  ienfe,  they  print, 
E v'tt. George 's.p'raife  is.  dated  from  the  mint. 
In  arms  contemptible,  in  arts  profane, 
Such  fwords,  fuch  pens,  difgrace  a  monarch's  reign* 
Reform  your  lives  before  yo.u  thus  afpire, 
And  fteaj  (for  you  canJle.J)  celeftkl  fire. 

Q  !  the  juft  contraft  !   O  !  the  beauteous  flrife  ! 
'  Fwixt  their  cool  writings,  and  Pindaric  life  : 
They   write   with  phlegm,   but   then    they  live 

with  fire  ;  .. 
They  cheat  the  lender,  and  their  zuorls  the  buyer,  ( 

I  reverence  misfortune,  not  deride  ; 
I  pity  poverty,  but  laugh  at  pride  : 
For  who  fo  fad,  but  muft  fome  mirth  confefs 
At  gay  Caftruchio's  mifcellaneous  drefs? 
Though  there's  but  one  of  the  dull  works  he  wrotij 
There's  ten  editions  of  his  old  lac'd  coat. 

Thefe  nature's  commoner*,  who  want  a  home, 
Claim  the  wide  world  for  their  majeftic  dom<£  j 
They  make  a  private  ftudy  of  the  ftreet ; 
And,  locking  full  on  every  man  the 
t  ij 
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Run  foufe  againft  his  chaps;  who  ftands  amaz'd 
To  find  they  did  not  fee,  but  only  gaz'd. 
How  irmil  thefe  bards  be  rapt  into  the  ikies  ? 
You  need  not  read,  yuuftel  their  ecftafies. 

Will  they  periift  ?  'fis  madnefe;  Lintot,  run, 
See  them  confin'd — "  O,  that's  already  done." 
Moft,  as  by  leafes,  by  the  works  they  print, 
Have  took,  for  life,  poffeffion  of  the  mint. 
Tf  you  miflake,  and  pity  thefe  poor  men, 
JKft  ulubris,  they  cry,  and  write  again. 

Such  wits  their  nuiCance  manfully  expofe, 
And  then  pronounce  juft  judges  learning's  foes ; 
O  frail  conclufion ;  the  reverfe  is  true; 
If  foes  to  learning,  they'd  be  friends  to  you  : 
Treat  them,  ye  judges !  with  an  honeft  fcorn, 
And  weed  the  cockle  from  the  generous  corn  : 
There's  true  good-nature  in  your  difrefpect ; 
In  juftice  to  the  good,  the  bad  negle«5t  : 
For  immortality,  if  hardfliips  plead, 
It  is  not  theirs  who  write,  but  ours  who  read. 
But,  O  1  what  wifdom  can  convince  a  fool, 
But  that  'tis  dullnefs  to  conceive  him  dull  I 
Tis  fad  experience  takes  the  cenfor's  part, 
Conviction,  not  from  reafon,  but  from  fmart. 

A  virgin-author,  recent  from  the  profs, 
The  fheets  yet  wet,  applauds  his  great  fuccefs  ; 
Surveys  them,  reads  them,  takes  their  charm*  to 

bed, 

Thofe  in  his  hand,  and  glory  in  his  head: 
'Tis  joy  too  great ;  a  fever  of  delight ! 
His  heart  bears  thick,  nor  clofe  his  eyes  all  night : 
But,  rifing  the  next  morn  to  clafp  his  fame, 
He  finds  that,  without  fleeping,  he  could  dream; : 
So  fparks,  they  fay,  take  goddefies  to  bed, 
And  find  next  day  the  devil  in  their  (lead. 

In  vain  advsrtifementf  the  town  o'erfpread  j 
They  're  epitaphs,  and  fay  the  work  is  dead. 
"Who />*•£//  for  fame,  but  fmall  recruits  will  raife; 
*Tis  •volunteers  alone  can  give  the  bays. 
A  famous  author  vifirs  a  great  man, 
Of  his  immortal  work  difplays  the  plan, 
And  fays,  "  Sir,  I'm  your  friend  ;  all  fears  difmifs 
**  Your  glory,  and  my  own,  fhall  live  by  this; 
**  Your  power  is  fiatt,  your  fame  through  time 

"  convey'd ; 

"  And  Britain  Europe's  queen — if  !  am  paid." 
A  ftatefman  has  his  anfwer  in  a  trice  ; 
**  Sir,  fuch  a  genius  is  beyond  all  price ; 
**  What  man  can  pay  for  this •?" — Away  he  turns 
His  work  is  folded,  and  his  bofom  burn*: 
His  patron  he  will  patronife  no  more ; 
But  ruihes  like  a  tempeft  out  of  door.. 
JLoft  is  the  patriot,  and  extinct  his  name  1 
Out  comes  the  piece,  another,  and  the  fame  ; 
For  A,  his  magic  pen  evokes  an  O, 
And  turns  the  tide  of  Europe  on  the  foe  : 
He  rams  his  quill  with  fcandal  and  with  feoff; 
But  'tis  fo  very  foul,  it  won't  go  off : 
Dreadful  his  thunders,  while  unprinted,  roar  ; 
But  when  once  publifh'd,  they  are  heard  no  more 
Thus  diftant  bugbears  fright,  but  nearer  draw, 
The  block's  a  block,  and  turns  to  mirth  your  awe 
Can  thofe  oblige,  whofe  heads  and  hearts  are 

fuch  } 

"No ;  every  party's  tainted  by  their  touch. 
3 


nfected  perfons  fly  each  public  ptace  j" 
And  none,  or  enemies  alone,  embrace  : 
*o  the  foul  fiend  their  every  paffion's  fold-: 
"hey  love  and  hate,  extempore,  for  gold  : 
What  image  of  their  fury  can  we  form  ? 
dullnefs  and  rage,  a  puddle  in  a  florm. 
ieft  they  in  peace  ?  If  you  are  pleas'd  to  buy, 
"o  fwell  your  fails,  like  Lapland  wind«,  they  fly  " 
Write  they  with  rage  ?  The  tempeft  quickly  flags; 
And  ftate-Ulyffes  tames  them  with  his  bags; 
,et  him  be  what  he  will,  Turk,  Pagan,  Jew  : 
For  Chriftian  minifters  of  ftare  are  few. 

Behind  the  curtain  lurks  the  fountain  hcad> 
'hat  poars  his  politics  through  pipes  of  lead ; 
Which  far  and  near  ejaculate,  and  fpoat 
)'er  tea  and  coffee,  poifon  to  the  rout : 
Jut  whew  they  have  befpatter'd  all  they  mayj 
The  ftatefman  throws  his  filthy  fquirts  away  I 

With  golden  forceps,  thefe  another  takes, 
And  ftare  elixirs  of  the  vipers  makes. 

The  riche/l  ftatefaian  wants  wherewith  [o  fay 
A  fervile  fycophant,  if  well  they  weigh 
riow  much  it  coils  the  wretch  to  be  fo  bafe; 
Mor  can  the  yrcatejl  powers  enough  dlfgratey 
Snough  chajlifet  fach  proftitute  applaufe, 
If  well  they  weigh  how  much  it  ftains  their  caufe, 

But  are  our  writers  ever  in  the  wrong  ? 
Does  virtue  ne'er  feduce  the  venal  tongue  ? 
Yes ;  if  well  brib'd,  for  virtue's  £elf  they  fight ; 
Still  in  the  wrong,  though  champions  for  the  right  i 
Whoe'er  their  crimes  for  intereft  only  quit, 
Sin  on  i»  virtue,  and  good  deeds  commit. 

Nought  but  inconftancy  Britannia  meet?* 
And  broken  faith  in  their  abandon'd  fheets ; 
From  tke  fame  hand  how  various  is  the  page  ! 
What  civil  war  their  brother  pamphlets  wage  ! 
Tracts  battle  tracts,  felf-  contradictions  glare ; 
Say,  is  this  lunacy  ? — I  wiftvit  were. 
If  fuch  our  v.n-iters,  ftartled  at  the  fight, 
Felons  may  biefs  their  ftars  they  cannot  write  1 

How  juftly  Proteus'  tranfmigrations  fit 
The  monftrous  changes  of  a  modern  wit ! 
Now  fuch  a  gentle  fream  of  eloquence 
As  feldotn  rifes  to  the  verge  of  fenfe  ; 
Now  by  mad  rage  transform'd  into  zjlamg, 
Which  yet  fit  engines,  well  apply'd,  can  tame  i 
Now,  on  immodeft  train,  the /«;/«<?  cbfeene 
Invites  the  town  to  fup  at  Drury-lane ; 
A  dreadful  /i<?«,  now  he  roars  at  power, 
Which  fends  him  to  his  brothers  at  the  Tower; 
He's  now  afirfent,  and  his  double  tongue 
Salutes,  nay  licks,  the  feet  of  thofe  he  ftung  ; 
What  knot  can  bind  him,  his  evafi&n  fuch  ? 
One  knot  he  well  deferves,  which  might  do  much, 
The  flood,  flame,  it*»ne>  tne  li°n>  a°d  the  fnakc 
Thofe  fivefold  monfteTs,  modern  authors  make  : 
The  fnake  reigns  rhoft ;  fnakes,   Pliny  fays,  arj 

bred, 

When  the  brain  s  perith'd  in  a  human  head. 
Ye  groveling,  trodden,   whipt,  fiript,  turncoat 

things, 

Made  up  of  venom,  volumes,  ftains,  and  flings ! 
Thrown  from  the  tree  of  knowledge,  like 

curft 
To  fcribble  in  the  duft,  was  Snake  the  firft, 
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What  if  thcfgure  fiiould  in/d<«?  prove  true  ? 
ft  did  in  Elkenah  *,  why  not  in  you  ? 
Poor  Elkenah,  all  other  changes  paft, 
For  bread  in  Smithfield  dragons  hift  at  laft, 
Spit  ftreams  of  fire  to  make  the  butchers  gape, 
And  found  his  manners  £»ited  to  his  (hape  : 
Such  is  the  fate  of  talents  mifapply'd; 
So  liv'd  your  prototype  ;  and  lo  he  dy'd. 

Th'  abandon'd  manners  of  our  writing  train 
May  tempt  mankind  to  think  religion  vain  ; 
But  in  their  fate,  their  habit,  and  their  mien, 
That  gods  there  are  is  eminently  leen  : 
Heaven  ftands  abfolv'd  by  vengeance  on  their  pen, 
And  marks  the  murderers  of  fame  from  men  : 
Through  meagre  jaws  they  draw  their  venal  breath, 
As  gaftly  as  their  brothers  in  Macbeth  : 
Their  feet  through  faithlefs  leather  meet  the  dirt, 
And  oftner  chang'd  their  principles  than  ftmt, 
The  tranfient  veftments  of  thefe  frugal  men, 
Haftens  to  paper  for  our  mirth  again  : 
Too  foon  (O  merry-melancholy  fate  ! ) 
They  beg  in  rhyme,  and  warble  through  a  grate  : 
The  man  lampoon'd  forgets  it  at  the  fight;  [fpite^ 
The  friend  through  pity  gives,  the  foe  through 
And,  though  full  confcious  of  his  injur'd  purfe, 
Lintot  relents,  nor  Curll  can  wiih  them  .vorfe. 
So  fare  the  men,  who  writers  dare  commence 
Without  their  patent,  probity  and  fenfe. 

From  tbefe,  their  politics  our  quidnuncs  fee!:, 
And  Saturday's  the  learning  of  the  week  : 
'^befi  labouring  wits,  like  paviors,  mend  our  ways, 
With  heavy,  huge,  repeated,  flat  efiays ;         [dull ; 
Ram  their  coarie  nonfenfe  down,  though  ne'er  fo 
And  hem  at  every  thump  upon  your  ikull : 
*T'hefe  ftaunch-bred  writing  hounds  begin  the  cry, 
And  honeft  folly  echoes  to  the  lie. 
O  how  I  laugh,  when  I  a  blockhead  fee, 
Thanking  a  villain  for  his  probity  ! 
Who  ft  retches  out  a  mofl  refpeclful  ear, 
With  fnares  for  woodcocks  in  his  holy  leer  : 
It  tickles  through  my  foul  to  hear  the  codtt 
Sincere  encomium  on  his  friend  the/cx, 
Sole  patron  of  his  liberties  and  rights  '. 
While  gracelefs  Reynard  liftens — till  he  bites. 

As  when  the  trumpet  founds,  th'  o'erloaded  ftate 
Difcharges  all  her  poor  and  profligate  ; 
Crimes  of  all  kinds  difhonour'd  weapons  wield, 
An&prifom  pour  their  filth  into  the  field  ; 
Thus  nature's  refufe,  and  the  dregs  of  men, 
Compofe  the  black  militia  of  the  pen. 

EPISTLE  II. 
raoM  OXFORD. 

ALL  write  at  London  ;  fha^the  rage  abate 
Here,  where  it  moft  (houlJRine,  the  muf^feat  ? 
Where  mortal,  or  immortal,  as  they  pleafe, 
The  learn'd  may  choofe  eternity  or  eafe  ? 
Has  not  a  f  royal  patron  wifely  ftrove 
To  woo  the  mufe  in  her  Athenian  grove  ? 
Added  new  firings  to  her  harmonious  (hell, 
And  given  new  tongues  to  thofc  \vhe  fpoke  fo  well  ? 

*  Settle,  tie  city  ptett 
\  King  Gtor^e  /, 


Let  tbsfe  inftruA  with  truth's  illuftnous  ray, 
Awake  the  world,  and  (care  our  owls  away. 

Meanwhile,  O  friend  :  indulge  me,  if  I  give 
Some  needful  precepts  how  to  ivrite  and  live  > 
Serious  {hould  be  an  author's  final  views  ; 
Who  write  for  pure  amufement,  ne'er  amufe. 

An  author  !  Tis  a  venerable  name  ! 
How  few  deferve  it,  and  what  numbers  claim  ! 
Unbleft  with  fenfe  above  their  peers  refin'd, 
Who  ft.al!  ftand  up  dilators  to  mankind? 
Nay,  who  dzrcfiiue,  if  not  in  virtue's  caufe, 
The  fole  proprietor  of  juft  applaufe  ? 

Ye  reitlefs  men,  who  pant  for  letter'd  praife, 
With  whom  would  you  confult  to  gain  the  bays  ? — 
With  thofe  great  authors  \vhofe  fam'd  works  yon 

read? 

'  ['is  well :  go  then,  confult  the  laureil'd  fhade, 
What  anfwer  will  the  laureil'd  (hade  return  ? 
Hear  it,  and  tremble  !  he  commands  you  burn 
The  nobleft  works  his  envy'd  genius  writ, 
That  boaft  of  nought  more  excellent  than  tulf. 
If  this  be  true,  as  'tis  a  truth  moft  dread, 
Woe  co  the  page  which  has  not  that  to  plead  '. 
Fontaine  and  Chaucer,  dying,  wifh'd  unwrote 
The  fprightlieft  efforts  of  their  wanton  thought  i 
Sidney  and  Waller,  brighteft  fons  of  fame, 
Condemn  the  charm  of  ages  to  the  flame  : 
And  in  one  point  is  all  true  wifdom  caft, 
To  think  that  early  we  mujl  think  at  lajl. 

Immortal  \vits,  ev'n  dead,  break  nature's  laws, 
h;;urious  ftill  to  virtue's  facred  caufe  ; 
Anil  their  guilt  growing,  as  their  bodies  rot, 
(Reve/s'd  ambition  1)  pant  to  be  forgot. 

Thus  erds  your  courted/aw*.-  does  lucre  then, 
The  facred  tlirjl  of  goldt  betray  your  pen  ? 
In  profe  'tis  blameable,  in  verfe  'tis  worfe, 
Provokes  the  mufe,  extorts  Apollo's  curfe; 
His  facred  influence  never  fhould  be  fold  ; 
Tis  arrnntftmony  to  fmg  for  gold  : 
'  i'is  immortality  fhould  fire  your  mind ; 
Scorn  a  lefs  paymafter  than  all  mankind. 

If  bribes  ye  feek,  know  this,  ye  writing  tribe  ! 
Who  writes  for  virtue  has  the  largeft  bribe  : 
All  's  on  the  party  of  the  virtuous  man  ; 
The  good  will  furely  ferve  him,  if  they  can  ; 
The  bad,  when  intereft  or  ambition  guide, 
And  'tis  at  once  their  intereft  and  their prider 
But  (hould  both  fail  to  take  him  to  their  care, 
He  boafts  a  greater  friend,  and  both  may  fpare. 

Letters  to  man  uncommon  light  difpenfe ; 
And  what  is  virtue,  but  fuperior  fenfe  ? 
In  parts  and  learning  ye  who  place  your  pride, 
Tour  faults  are  crimes,  your  crimes  are  double-dy'd« 
What  is  a.fcandal  of  the  firft  renown, 
But  letfer'd  knaves,  and  atbeifo  in  a  gown  ? 

Tis  harder  far  to  pleafe  than  give  offence ; 
The  leall  mifconducl;  damns  the  brighteft  ienfe  ; 
Each  (hallow  pate,  that  cannot  read  your  name. 
Can  read  your  life,  and  will  be  proud  to  blame. 
Flagitious  manners  make  impreflions  deep 
On  thofe  that  o'er  a  page  of  Milton  fleep  : 
Nor  in  their  dulnefs  think  to  fave  your  (name, 
True,  thefe  are  fools  ;  but  wife  men  fay  the  fam?, 

Wits  arc  a  defpicable  race  of  men, 
If  they  confine  their  talents  to  the  pen  ; 

Ujj 
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"When  tie  man  frocks  us,  while  the  writer  fhines, 
pur  (corn  in  life,  our  envy  in  his  lines. 
Yet,  prcud  of  parts,  with  prudence  feme  difpenfe, 
And  play  the  fool,  becaufe  they're  men  of  fenfe. 
"What  inftances  bleed  recent  in  each  thought, 
Cf  men  to  ruin  by  their  genius  brought  i 
Againft  their  wills  what  numbers-ruin  fhun, 
Purely  through  want  of  wit  to  be  undone  I 
Mature  has  fhown,  by  making-  it  fo  rare, 
That  ivit  's  a  jewel  which  we  need  not  wear. 
Of  plain  fptmdy^fi  life's  current  coin  is  ma<ie ; 
"With  that  we  drive  the  moil  fubftantial  trade. 

Prudence  prote<5b  and  guides  a?,  wit  betrays; 
A  fplendid  fource  of  ill  ten  thoufand  ways ;    ' 
A  certain  fnare  to  miferies  immenfe  ; 
A  gay  prerogative  from  common  fenfe  ; 
Unlefs  ftrcng  judgment  that  wild  thing  can  tame, 
And  break  to  paths  of  virtue  and  of  fame. 

But  grant  your  judgment  equal  to 'the' heft, 
Sen  A:  fills  your  head,  and  genius  fires  your  breafl ; 
Yet  ftill  forbear  :  your  wit  (confider  well) 
Tis  great  to  fhow,  but  greater  to  conceal; 
As  it  is  great  to  feize  the  golden  prize 
<3f  place  or  power  ;  but  greater  to  defpife. 

If  ftill  you  languifh  for  an  author's  name, 
Think  private  merit  lefs  than  public  fame, 
And  fancy  not  to  write  is  not  to  live  ; 
Deferve,  and  take,  the  great  prerogative. 
But  ponder  what  it  is;  how  dear  't  will  cofl, 
To  write  one  page  which  you  may  juftly  boaft. 

Senfe  may  be  good,  yet  not  deferve  the  prefs ; 
"Who  write,  an  awful  character  profcfs; 
The  world  as  pupil  of  their  wifdom  claim, 
Arid  for  their  ftipend  an  immoral  fame  : 
Nothing  but  what  is  folid  or  refin'd, 
Should  dare  alk  public  audience  of  mankind. 

Severely  weigh  your  learning  and  your  wit ; 
Keep  down  your  pride  by  what  is  nobly  writ : 
No  writer,  ^fam'd  in  your  own  way,  pals  o'er ; 
3VIuch  trufl  example,  but  reflection  more  : 
$flore    had    the   ancients  writ,    they   more   had 

taught ; 
Which  ftu>ws  Ibme  work  is  left  for  modern  thought. 

This  weigh'd  perfection  know;  and,  know 
Toil,  burn  for  that ;  but  do  not  aim  at  more ; 
Above,  beneath  it,  the  juft  limits  fix  ; 
And  zealoufly  prefer  four  lines  to  fix. 

Write,  and  re-write,  blot  out,  ard  write  again, 
And  for  itsfiviftr.tfs  ne'er  applaud  your  pen. 
Leave  to  the  jockeys  that  Newmarket  praife, 
Slow  runs  the  Pegafus  that  wins  the  bays. 
JVi uch  ttvip  {or  itofttortaKty  to  pay, 
Is  juft  and  wife;  for  left  is  thrown  away. 
Time  only  can  mature  the  labouring  brain  ; 
'Time  is  the  father,  and  the  midwife  fain  : 
The  fame  good  fenfe  that  makes  a  man  excel, 
Stiii  makes  him  doubt  be  ne'er  has  written  well. 
Downright  impoffibilities  they  feek  ; 
\Vhat  man  can  be  immortal  in  a  week  ? 

Excufe  no  fault ;  though  beautiful,  't  will  harm  ; 
One  fault  fhocks  more  than  twenty  beauties  charm. 
Our  age  demands  corrcdnefs;  Addifon 
And  you  this  commendable  hurt  have  done. 
Kow  writers  find,  as  once  Achilles  found, 
The  w&olc  i«  mortal,  if  a  fart 's  unfoundo 


He  \\mjlrikes  out,  and  fcrikes  not  out  the  l?jt^ 
Pours  luftre  in,  and  dignifies  the  reft  : 
Qive  e'er  fo  little,  if  what's  right  be  there, 
We  praife  for  what  you  burn,  and  what  youfparei 
The  part  you  burn,  imells  iweet  before  the  ihrine, 
And  is  an  incenfe  to  the  part  divine. 

Nor  frequent  write,  though  you  can  do  it  well; 
Men  may  too  oft,  though  not  too  much,  excel. 
A  few  good  works   gain  fame  ;  more  fink  their 

price  ; 

Mankind  are  fickle,  and  hate  paying  twice  : 
Tney  granted  you  writ  well,  what  can  they  mores 
Uniefs  you  let  them  praife  for  giving  o'er? 

Do  boldly  what  you  do ;  and  let  your  page 
Smile,  if  it  fmiles,  and  if  it  rages,  rage. 
So  faintly  .Lucius  cenfures  and  commends. 
That  Lucius  has  no  foes,  except  his  friends. 

Let  fatire  lels  engage  you  than  applaufe ; 
It  fnow$  a  generous  mind  to  wink  at  flaws  : 
Is  genius  yours?  Be  yours  a  glorious  end, 
Be  your  kings.,  country's,  truth's  religion's  friend  J 
The  public  glory  by  your  own  beget ; 
Run  nations,  run  pofterity,  in  debt. 
Arid  fince  the  fam'd  alone  make  others  live, 
Firfl  have  that  glory  you  prefume  to  give. 

If  iatire  charms,  ftrike   faults,  but  fpare  the 

man ; 

'Tis  dull  to  be  ?s  witty  as  you  can. 
Satirq  recoils  whenever  charg'd  too  high  ; 
Round  your  own  fame  the  iatal  fplinters  fly. 
As  the  foft'plume  gives  fwiftnefs  to  the  dart, 
Good-breeding-  fends  the  fatire  to  the  heart. 

Painters  and  furgeons  may  thcjlruftute  fcan  ; 
Genius  and  morals  be  with  you  the  man  : 
Defaults  in  thole  alone  /heuld  give  offence  ! 
Who  ftrikes  the  perfon,  pleads  his  innocence. 
My  narrow-minded  fatire  can't  extend 
To  Codrus'  form;  I'm  not  fo  much  his  friend  : 
Hiniielt  fh<  uld  publifn  that  (the  world  agree) 
Before  his  works,  or  in  the  pillory. 
Let  him  be  blacky  fair,  tall,  ihnrt,  thin,  or  fat, 
Dirty  or  clean,  I  find  no  thtmein  that. 
Is  that  call'd  humour?   It  has  this  pretence. 
Tis  neither  virtue,  breeding,  wit,  or  fenfe. 
Unleis  you  boaft  the  genius  of  a  Swift, 
Beware  of  humour,  the  dull  rogue's  lajl Jbifi. 

Can  others  write  like  you  ?   Your  talk  give  o'er, 
'Tis  printing  what  was  publifiYd  long  before. 
If  nought  peculiar  through  your  labours  run, 
They're  duplicates,  and  twenty  are  but  one. 
Think  frequently,  think  clofe,  read  nature,  turn 
Mens  manners  o'er,  and  half  your  volumes  burn  ; 
To  nurfe  with  quick  reflection  be  your  ft  rife, 
Thoughts  born  from  prefent  objedts,   warm  from 

life; 

When  moll  unfought,  fuch  infpirations  rife, 
S!io^  ed  by  fools,  and  cherifh'd  by  the  wife: 
Exped  peculiar  fame  from  thefe  alone  ; 
Thcfe  make  an  author,  thefe  are  all  your  own. 

Life,  like  their  Bibles,  coolly  men  turn  o'er; 
Hence  unexperienc'd  children  of  threefcore. 
True,  all  men  think  of  courfe,  as  all  men  dream  j 
And  if  they  flightly  think,  'tis  much  the  fame. 

Letters  admit  not  of  a  half  Tenown  ; 
They  give  you  nothing^  or  they  give  a  creiyt* 


No  work  e'er  gain'd  true  fame,  or  ever  can, 
JJut  what  did  honour  to  the  name  of  man. 

Weighty  thefubjifl,  cogent  the  difaurfe, 
plear  be  the  fyle,  the  very  found  of  force  : 
Eafy  the  eondafi,  limple  the  de/ign, 
Striking  the  moral,  and  the  foul  divine  : 
Let  nature  art,  and  judgment  wit,  exceed  ; 
O'er  learning  reafon  reign  ;  ^o'er  that,  your  Greed  ; 
Thus  virtue's  feeds,  at  once,  and  laurel's  grow; 
Do  thus,  and  rife  a  Pope,  or  a  Defpreau  : 
And  when  ynur  genius  exquifuely  dunes, 
Live  up  to  the  full  luftre  of  y.ur  lines : 
Parts  but  expofe  thofe  men  who  virtue  quit ; 
A  fallen  angel  is  a  fallen  wit ; 
And  they  plead  Lucifer's  detefted  caufe, 
Who  for  bare  talents  challenge  our  applaufe. 
Would  you  rcftore  juft  honours  to  the  pen  ? 
From  able  writers  rife  to  worthy  men. 

"  Who's  this  with  nonfenfe,  nonfenfe  would 

"  reftrain  ? 

«{  Who's  this  (they  cry)  fo  vainly  fchools  the  vain  ? 
"  Who  damns  our  train,  with  fo  much  trafh  re- 

"  plcte? 
11  As,  three  ells  round,  huge  Cheyne  rails  at  meat? " 

Shall  I  with  Bavius  then  my  voice  exalt, 
And  challenge  all  mankind  to  find  one  fault  ? 
With  hilge  examens  overwhelm  my  page, 
And  darken  reafon  with  dogmatic  rage  ? 
As  if,  one  tedious  volume  writ  in  rhyme, 
In  profe  a  duller  could  excufe  the  crime  ? 
Sure,  next  to  writing,  the  mod  idle  thing 
Is  gravely  to  harangue  on  what  we  fing. 

At  that  tribunal  itands  the  writing  tribe, 
Which  nothing  can  intimidate  or  bribe, 
Time  is  the  judge  ;  time  has  nor  friend  nor  foe  ; 
Falfe  fame  mujl  wither,  and  the  true  "will  grow.  " 
Arm'd  with  this  truth,  all  critics  I  defy  ; 
For  if  I  fall,  by  my  o-wn  pen  I  die  ; 
While  fnarlers  ftrive  with  proud  but  fruitlefs  pain, 
To  •wound  immortals ,  or  \ojlay  tbejlain. 

Sore  preft  with  danger,  and  in  awful  dread 
Of  twenty  pamphlets  levell'd  at  my  head, 
Thus  have  I  forg'd  a  buckler  in  my  brain, 
Of  recent  form,  to  ferve  me  this  campaign  ; 
And  fafely  hope  to  quit  the  dreadful  field 
Delug'd  with  ink,  and  fleep  behind  my  ihield; 
Unlefs  dire  Codrus  roufcs  to  the  fray 
In  all  his  mi^ht,  and  damns  me — for  a  day. 

As  turns  a  flock  of  geefe,  and,  on  the  green, 
Poke  out  their  foolilh  necks  in  awkward  fplcen, 
(Ridiculous  in  rage  !)  to  bifs,  not  bite, 
$o  war  their  quills,  whenyo«j  of  dullneft  write. 


TO  THE 
RIGHT  HON.  SIR  ROBERT  WALPOLE. 

By  Mr.  DoddingtoH. 
AFTERWARDS  LORD  MELCOMBE. 


"  — Quae  cenfet  Amiculus,  ut  fi 
"  Caecus  iter  monilrare  velit — " 


THOUGH  ftrength  of  genius,  by  experience  taught, 
Giles  thec  to  found  the  depths  of  human  thought, 
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To  trace  the  various  workings  of  the  mind, 

And  rule  the  fccret  fprings,  that  rule  mankind  ; 

(Rare  gift !)  yet,  Walpole,  wilt  them  condefcend 

To  liftxn,  if  thy  unexpenenc'd, friend 

Can  aught  of  ufe  impart,  though  void  of  Ikill, 

And  win  attention  by  fin  cere  gO'>d-will; 

For  friendfliip,  fometimes,  want  of  parts  fupplies, 

The  heart  may  furniih  what  the  head  denies. 

As  when  the  rapid  Rhone,  o'er  dwelling  tides, 
To  grace  old  Ocean's  court,  in  triumph  rides, 
Though   rich   his  fource,  he   drains  a  thoufand 

fprings, 
Nor  fcorns  the  tribute  each  fmall  rivulet  bring?. 

So  thou  fhalt,  hence,  abforh  each  feeble  ray, 
Each  dawn  of  meaning,  in  thy  brighter  day  ; 
Shalt  like,  or,  where  thou  canft  not  like,  excufe, 
Since  no  mean  intereft  mall  profane  the  mufe, 
No  malice,  wrapt  in  truth's  difguife,  offend, 
Nor  flattery  taint  the  freedom  of  the  friend. 

When  firft  a  generous  mind  furveys  the  great, 
And  views  the  crowds  that  on  their  f  irtune  wait ; 
Pleas'd  with  the  (how  (though  little  underflood) 
He  only  feeks  the  power,  to  do  the  good  ; 
Thinks,  till  he  tries,  'tis  godlike  to  difpofe, 
And  gratitude  ftill  fprings,  where  bounty  fows; 
That  every  grant  fincerc  affection  win?, 
And  where  our  wants  have  end,  our  love  begins: 
But  thofe  who  long  the  paths  of  ftate  have  trod, 
Learn  from  the  clamours  of  the  murmuring  crowd, 
Which  cramm'd,  yet  craving  ftill,   their  gates  be- 

fiege, 
'Tis  eafier  far  to  give,  than  to  oblige. 

This  of  thy  conduct  feems  the  niceft  part, 
The  chief  perfection  of  the  ftatefman's  art, 
To  give  to  fair  affent  a  fairer  face, 
Or  foften  a  refufal  into  grace  : 
But  few  there  are  that  can  be  truly  kind, 
Or  know  to  fix  their  favours  on  the  mind ; 
Hence,  fome,  whene'er  they  would  oblige,  offend, 
And  while  they  make  the  fortune,  lofe  the  friend; 
Still  give,  unthank'd ;  ftill  fquander,  not  beftow  ; 
For  great  men  want  not,  what  to  give,  but  how. 

The  race  of  men  that  follow  courts,  'tis  true, 
Think  all  they  get,  and  more  than  all,  their  due  ; 
Still  aik,  but  ne'er  confult  their  own  deferts, 
And  meafure  by  their  intereft,  not  their  parts  £ 
From  this  miftake  fo  many  men  we  fee, 
But  ill  become  the  thing  they  wifh'd  to  be; 
Hence  difcontent,  and  frefti  demands  arife, 
More  power,  more  favour  in  the  great  man's  eyesj 
All  feel  a  want,  though  none  the  caufe  fufpects, 
But  hate  their  patron,  for  their  own  defects ; 
Such  none  can  pleafe,  but  who  reforms  their  hearts, 
And,  when   he   gives  them  places,    gives  them 
parts. 

As  thcfe  o'erprize  their  worth,  fo  fure  the  great 
May  fell  their  favour  at  too  dear  a  rate ; 
When  merit  pines,  while  clamour  is  preferr'd, 
And  long  attachment  waits  among  the  herd ; 
When  no  diftinction,  where  diftinction's  due, 
Marks  from  the  many  the  fuperior  few ; 
When  ffrong  cabal  conftrains  them  to  be  juft, 
And  makes  them  give  at  laft — becaufe  they  muft  j 
What  hopes  that  men  of  real  worth  fhould  prize^ 
What  neither  friendftnp  gives,  nor  merit  buys  I 
L  iiij 
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The  man  who  juftly  o?er  the  whole  prefides, 
His  well-weigb'd  choice  with  wifc  affedion  guides; 
Knows  when  to  flop  with  grace,  and  when  ad 
vance, 

Nor  gives  through  importunity  or  chance ; 
But  thinks  how  little  gratitude  is  ow'd, 
When  favours  arc  extorted,  not  heft  ow'd. 

When,  fafe  on  fhore  ourfelves,  we  fee  the  crowd 
Surround  the  great,  importunate,  and  loud ; 
Through  fuch  a  tumult,  'tis  no  c?.fy  tafk 
To  drive  the  man  of  real  worth  to  afk  : 
Surrounded  thus,  and  giddy  with  the  fhow, 
'Tis  hard  for  great  men,  rightly  to  beftow ; 
Prom  hence  fo  few  are  fkill'd,  in  cither  cafe, 
To  afk  \v:th  dignity,  or  give  with  grace. 

Sometimes  the  great,  feduc'd  by  love  of  parts, 
Confult  our  genius, and  negle&  our  hearts; 
Pleas'd  with   the   glittering  fparks  that  genius 

flings, 

They  lift  us,  towering  on  their  eagle's  wings, 
Mark  out  the  flights  by  which  themfelves  begun, 
And  teach  our  dazzled  eyes  to  hear  the  fun ; 
Till  we  forget  the  hand  that  made  us  great. 
And  grow  to  envy,  not  to  emulate  : 
To  emulate,  a  generous  warmth  implies, 
To  reach  the  virtues,  that  make  great  men  rife  \ 
JBut  envy  wears  a  mean  malignant  face, 
And  aims  riot  at  their  virtues— but  their  place. 

Such  t6  oblige,  how  vain  is  the  pretence  ! 
When  every  favour  is  a  frefh  offence, 
£y  which  fuperior  power  is  ftill  imply'd, 
And,  while  it  helps  their  fortune,  hurts  their 

pride. 

Flight  is  the  hate,  neglecl  or  hardfhips  breed ; 
But  thofe  who  hate  from  envy,  hate  indeed. 

"  Since  fo  perplcx'd  the  choice,  whom  Ihall  we 

truft  ?" 

Methinks  I  hear  thee  cry — The  braye  and  juft ; 
The  man  by  no  mean  fears  or  hopes  controul'd, 
XVho  ferves  thee  from  a£e<5lion,  not  for  gold. 

We  love  the  honeft,  and  cfteem  the  brave, 
Dcfpife  the  coxcomb,  but  deteft  the  knave  ; 
No  {how  of  parts  the  truly  wife  feduce, 
To  think  that  knaves  can  be  of  real  ufe. 

The  man,  who  contradi&s  the  public  voice, 
And  ftrives  to  dignify  a  vvorthlefs  choice, 
Attempts  a  tafk  that  on  that  choice  reflefte, 
And  lends  us  light  to  point  out  new  derecls. 
One  worthlefs  man,  that  gains  what  he  pretends, 
pifgufts  a  thoufand  unpretending  friends  : 
And  fintc  no  art  can  make  a  couhterpafs, 
Or  add  the  weight  of  gold  to  mimic  brafs,  • 
When  princes  to  bad  ore  their  image  join, 
They  more  debafe  the  ftarnp,  than  raife  the  coin. 

Be  thine  the  care,  true  merit  to  reward, 
And  gain  the  good — nor  will  that  talk  be  hard ; 
Souls  form'd  alike  fo  quick  by  nature  blend, 
4-n  honeft  man  is  more  than  half  thy  friend. 

Him,  no  mean  views,  or  hafte  to  rife,  ihal! 

fway, 

Thy  choice  to  fully,  or  thy  trpft  betray: 
Ambition,  here,  iliall  at  due  diftance  (land  ; 
Nor  is  wit  dangerous  in  an  hcutft  hand  ; 
Befides,  if  failings  at  the  bottom  He, 
"We  view  thofe  failings  •syith  s,  l^vs/o  eye  | 


Though  fmall  his  genius,  let  him  do  his  bcfts 
Our  wifb.es  and  belief  fupply  the  reft. 

Let  others  barter  fervile  faith  for  gold, 
His  friendfhip  is  not  to  be  bought  or  fold  : 
Fierce  oppofition  he,  unmov'd,  fhall  face, 
Modeft  in  favour,  daring  in  difgrace, 
To  fhare  thy  adverfc  fate  alone,  pretend ; 
In  power,  aferrant;  out  of  power,  a  friend. 
Here  pour  thy  favours  in  an  ample  flood, 
Indulge  thy  boundlefs  thirft  of  doing  good  : 
Nor  think  that  good  to  him  alone  confin'd; 
Such  to  oblige,  is  to  oblige  mankind. 

If  thus  thy  mighty  matter's  fteps  thou  trace, 
The  brave  to  cherifh,  and  the  good  to  grace  ; 
Long  {halt  thou  ftand  from  rage  and  faction  free, 
And  teach  us  long  to  love  the  king,  through  thee: 
Or  fall  a  victim  dangerous  to  the  fue, 
And  make  him  tremble  when  he  ftrikes  the  blow; 
While  honour,  gratitude,  affection  join 
To  deck  thy  dole,  and  brighten  thy  decline  ; 
(Illuftrious  doom  !)  the  great,  when  thus  difplac'd, 
With  friendfhip  guarded,  and  with  virtue  grac'd, 
In  awful  ruin,  like  Rome's  fenate,  fall. 
The  prey  and  worfhip  of  the  wondering  Gaul. 

No  doubt,  to  genius  fome  reward  is  due, 
(Excluding  that,  were  fatirizing  you  :) 
But  yet,  believe  thy  undefigning  friend, 
When  truth  and  genius  for  thy  choice  contend, 
Though  both  have  weight  when  in  the  balance 

caft, 
Let  probity  be  firft,  and  parts  the  laft. 

On  thefc  foundations  if  thou  dar'ft  be  grea.t, 
And  check  the  growth  of  folly  and  deceit ; 
When  party  rage  (hall  droop  through  length  of 
And  calumny  be  ripen'd  into  praifc,  [days, 

Then  future  times  fhall  to  thy  worth  allow 
That  fame,  which  envy  would  call  flattery  now. 

Thus  far  my  zeal,  though  for  the  tafk  unfit, 
Has  pointed  out  the  rocks  where  others  fplit ; 
By  that  infpir'd,  though  flrangcr  to  the  nine, 
And  negligent  of  any  fame — but  thine, 
I  take  the  friendly,  but  fuperfluous  part  ; 
You  adl  from  nature  what  I  teach  from  art. 

THE  OLD  MAN'S  RELAPSE. 

VERSES  OCCASIONED  BY  THE   FOREGOING 
EPISTLE. 

«  —  Sopitos  fufcitat  ignes." VIRG. 

FROM  man's  too  curious  and  impatient  fight, 
The  future,  heaven  involves  in  thickeft  night. 
Credit  gray  hairs :  though  freedom  much  we  boaft, 
Some  leaft  perform,  what  they  determine  moft. 
What  fudden  changes  our  refolvss  betray  I 
To-morrow  is  a  fatire  on  to-day, 
And  fhows  its  weaknefs.  Whom  fhall  men  believe, 
Whe  .  conftantly  themfelves,  themfelves  deceive. 

Long  had  I  bid  my  once-lov'd  mufe  adieu  ; 
You  warm  old  age  ;  my  paffion  burns  anew. 
How  fweet  your  yerfe  !  how  great  your  force  of 
mind!  .  [kind  I 

What  power  of  words !  what  (kill  in  dark  man. 
Polite  tlie  conduct  ;  generous  the  dcfign  ; 
And  beauty  files,  and  ftrcngth  iuftains  each  line. 
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Thus  Mars  and  Venus  are  once  more  befet ; 
Your  wit  has  caught  them  in  its  golden  net. 

But  what  ftrikes  home  with  mod  exalted  grace, 
Is  haughty  genius  taught  to  know  its  place ; 
And  where  worth  fhines,  its  humbled  crcft  to  bend, 
With  zeal  devoted  to  that  godlike  end. 
When  we  difcern  fo  rich  a  vein  of  fenfe, 
Through  the  fmooth  flow  of  pureft  eloquence ; 
'Tis  like  the  limpid  dreams  of  Tagus  roll'd 
O'er  boundlefs  wealth,  o'er  fhining  beds  of  gold. 

But  whence  fo  finifh'd,  fo  refin'd  a  piece  ? 
The  tongue  denies  it  to  old  Rome  and  Greece ; 
The  genius  bids  the  moderns  doubt  their  claim, 
And  flowly  take  pofleffion  of  the  fame. 
But  I  nor  know,  nor  care  by  whom  'twas  writ, 
Enough  for  me  that  'tis  from  human  wit, 
That  fooths  my  pride  :  all  glory  in  the  pen 
Which  has  done  honour  to  the  race  of  men. 

But  this  have  others  done ;  a  like  applaufe 
An  ancient  and  a  *  modern  Horace  draws. 
But  they  to  glory  by  degrees  arofe, 
Meridian  luftrc  you  at  once  difclofe. 
?Tis  continence  of  mind  unknown  before, 
To  write  fo  well,  and  yet  to  write  no  more. 
More  bright  renown  can  human  nature  claim, 
Than  to  delerve,  and  fly  immortal  fame  ? 

Next  to  the  godlike  praife  of  writing  well, 
Is  on  that  praife  with  juft  delight  to  dwell. 
O  for  fome  god  my  drooping  foul  to  raife  ! 
That  I  might  imitate,  as  well  as  praife  ; 
For  all  commend  :  ev'n  foes  your  fame  confefs; 
Nor  would  Auguftus'  age  have  priz'd  it  lefs; 
An  age,  which  had  not  held  its  pride  fo  long, 
But  for  the  want  of  fo  complete  a  fong. 

A  golden  period  (hall  from  you  commence  : 
Peace  fhall  be  fign'd  'twixt  wit  and  manly  fenfe ; 
Whether  your  genius  or  your  rank  they  view, 
The  mufes  find  their  Halifax  in  you. 
Like  him  fucceed !  nor  think  my  zeal  is  mown 
for  you  ;  'tis  Britain's  intereft,  not  your  own  ; 

•  Boileau. 


For  lofty  flations  are  tut  golden  fnares, 

Which  tempt  the  great  to  fall  in  love  with  cares* 

I  would  proceed,  but  age  has  chill'd  my  vein, 
'Twas  a  (hort  fever,  and  I'm  cool  again. 
Though  life  I  hate,  methinks  I  could  renew 
Its  taftelcfs,  painful  courfc,  to  fmg  of  you. 
When  fuch  the  fubject,  who  fhall  curb  his  flight  ? 
When  fuch  your  genius,  who  fhall  dare  to  write  ? 
In  pure  refyect,  I  give  my  rhyming  o'er, 
And  to  commend  you  moft,  commend  no  more. 

Adieu,  whoe'er  thou  art !  on  death's  pale  coaft 
Ere  long  I'll  talk  thee  o'er  with  Dryden'0  ghoft ; 
The  bard  will  fmile.  A  laft,  a  long  farewell  1 
Henceforth  I  hide  me  in  my  dufky  cell , 
There  wait  the  friendly  ftroke  that  fets  me  free, 
And  think  of  immortality  and  thee — 
My  ftrains  are  number'd  by  the  tuneful  nine ; 
Each  maid  prefents  her  thanks,  and  all  prefent  thee 


mine. 


VERSES, 


Sent  by  Lord  Melcombe  to  Dr.  Toung,  not  long  before 

bit  Lordftip's  Death  *. 
KIND  companion  of  my  youth, 
Lov'd  for  genius,  worth,  and  truth  ! 
Take  what  friendfhip  can  impart, 
Tribute  of  a  feeling  heart ; 
Take  the  mufe's  latcft  fpark, 
Ere  we  drop  into  the  dark. 
He  who  parts  and  virtue  gave, 
Bade  thee  look  beyond  the  grave  : 
Genius  foars,  and  virtue  glides  ; 
Above  the  love  of  God  prefides. 
There's  a  gulf  'twixt  us  and  God  ; 
Let  the  gloomy  path  be  trod  : 
Why  ftand  fhivering  on  the  more  ? 
Why  not  boldly  venture  o'er  ? 
Where  unerring  virtue  guides, 
Let  us  have  the  winds  and  tides  : 
Safe  through  feas  of  doubts  and  fears, 
Rides  the  bark  which  virtue  fleers. 

*  A  poetical  epijile  from  the  late  Lord  Melcomle  ti 
the  Earl  of  Bute,  ivitb  corrections  f>j  the  author  of  the 
Night  Thoughts,  was  puWfbcd  in  tfo,  1776. 
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CONTAINING, 

I.  THE  BRITISH  SAILOR'S  EXULTATION. 

II.  HIS  PRAYER  BEFORE  ENGAGEMENT. 


THE  DEDICATION. 

TO  MR.  VOLTAIRE. 

IVlr  mufe,  a  bird  of  paflage,  flies 

From  frozen  clime  to  milder  fkies ; 
Trom  chilling  blafts  (he  feeks  thy  cheering  beajn, 

A  beam  of  favour,  here  deny'd ; 

Confcious  of  faults,  her  blufhing  pride 
Hopes  an  afylum  in  fo  great  a  nams. 


*  To  dive  full  deep  in  ancient  days, 

The  -warriors'1  ardent  deeds  to  raife, 
And  monarch's  aggrandize; — the  glory  thine 

Thine  is  the  drama,  how  renown'd  ! 

Thine  epic's  loftier  trump  to  found  ; — 
But  let  Arion's  fea-flrung  harp  be  mine  : 

*  Annals  of  the  Etnferor  Charltt  XII,  Zr  w/"r 
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But  where's  his  dolphin  ?  Know'ft  thou  where  ? 

May  that  be  found  in  thee,  Voltaire  ! 
Save  thou  from  harm  my  plunge  into  the  wave  : 

How  will  thy  name  illuftnous  raife 

My  finking  long  !  Mere  mortal  lays 
So  pratronis'd,  are  refcued  from  the  grave. 

"  Tell  me,"fay'ft  thou,  who  courts  my  fmile  ? 

"  What  ftranger"  ftray'd  from  yonder  ifle  !— — 
No  ftranger,  Sir  '.  though  born  in  foreign  climes ; 

On  Dorfet  downs,  when  Milton's  page, 

Withy?«  and  death,  provok'd  thy  rage, 
Thy  rage  provok'd,   who  iooth'd   with   gentle 
rhymes  ? 

Who  kindly  couch'd  thy  cenfure*s  eye, 

And  gave  thee  clearly  to  defcry 
Sound  judgment  giving  law  to  fancy  ftrong  ? 

Wbo  half  inclin'd  thee  to  confefs, 

Nor  could  thy  modefty  do  lefs, 
That  Milton's  blindnefs  lay  not  in  his  fong  ? 

But  fuch  debates  loag  fince  are  flown  ; 

For  ever  fet  the  funs  that  fhone 
On  airy  paftimes,  ere  our  brows  were  gray  : 

How  fhortly  fhall  we  both  forget, 

To  thee  my  patron  I  my  debt, 
And  thoi*  to  thine  fpr  Pruflia's  golden  key. 

The  prefent  in  oblivion  caft, 

Full  loon  fhall  fleep,  as  fleeps  the  paft  ; 
pull  foon  the  wide  diftmdion  die  between 

The  frowns  and  favours  of  the  great ; 

High  flufh'd  fuccefs.  and  pale  defeat  ; 
The  Gaelic  gaiety,  and  Britifh  fpleen. 

Ye  wing'd,  ye  rapid  moments!  ftay : 

Oh  friend  !  as  deaf  as  rapid  they ; 
Life's  little  drama  done,  the  curtain  falls  !— 

Doft  thou  not  hear  it  ?  1  can  hear, 

Though  nothing  ftrikes  the  liftening  ear ; 
Time  groans  his  laft  I  Eternal  loudly  calls  ! 

Nor  calls  fii  vain  ;  the  call  infpires 

Far  other  counfels  and  defires, 
Than  once  prevail'd ;  we  Hand  on  higher  ground  ; 

What  fcenes  we  fee  ' — Exalted  aim  ? 

With  ardours  new  our  fpirits  flame ; 
Ambition  bleft  1  with  more  than  laurels  crown'd. 

ODE  I. 
THE  BRITISH  SAILOR'S  EXULTATION. 

IN  lofty  founds  let  thofe  delight 

Who  brave  the  foe,  but  fear  the  fight ; 
And  bold  in  word,  of  arms  decline  the  ftroke ; 

'Tismean  to  boaft;  but  great  to  lend 

To  foes  the  counfel  of  a  friend, 
And  warn  them  of  the  vengeance  they  provoke. 

From  whence  arife  thefe  loud  alarms  ? 

Why  gleams  the  foutb  with  brandifh'd  arms  ? 
War,  bath'd  in  blood,  from  curfl  ambition  fprings : 

Ambition  '  mean,  ignoble  pride  ! 

Perhaps  their  ardours  may  fubfide, 
"When  weigh'd  the  wonders  Britain's  failor  fings. 

Hear,  and  revere. — At  Britain's  nod, 
From  each  enchanted  grove  and  wood 


Hades  the  huge  oak,  or  fhadelefs  foreft  leaves ; 
The  mountain  pines  afiume  new  forms. 
Spread  canvas  wings,  and  fly  through  ftorms, 

And  ride  o'er  rocks,  and  dance  on  foaming  waves. 
She  nods  again  :  the  labouring  earth 
Difclofes  a  tremend'ous  birth; 

In  fmoking  rivers  runs  her  molten  ore ; 
Thence  monfters  of  enormous  fize, 
And  hideous  afpedt,  threatening  rife, 

Flame  from  the  deck, from  trembling  baftions  roar, 
Thefe  minifters  of  fate  fulfil, 
On  empires  wide,  an  i/land's  will, 

When  thrones  unjuft  wake  vengeance  :  know,  yc 

powers ! 

In  fudden  night,  and  ponderous  balls, 
And  floods  of  flame,  the  tempeft  falls, 

When  brav'd  Britannia's  awful  fenate  lowers. 
In  her  *  grand  council  fhe  furveys, 
In  patriot  pidrure,  what  m:iy  raife, 

Of  infolent  attempts,  a  warm  difdain  ; 

From  hope's  triumphant  fummit  thrown, 
Like  darted  lightning,  fwiftly  down 

The  wealth  of  Ind,  and  confidence  of  Spain. 
Britannia  (heaths  her  courage  keen, 
And  fpares  her  nitrous  magazine  ; 

Her  cannon  flumber,  till  the  proud  afpire, 

And  leave  all  law  below  them  ;  then  /£*y  blaze  i 
They  thunder  from  refounding  fsas, 

Touch'd  by  their  injur'd  mafter's  foul  of  fire. 
Then  furies  rife  !   the  battle  raves ! 
And  rends  the  ikies !  and  warms  the  wave*' 

And  calls  a  temped  from  the  peaceful  deep, 
In  fpite  of  nature,  fpite  of  Jove, 
While  all-ferene,  and  hufli'd  above, 

Tumultuous  winds  in  azure  chambers  fleep, 
A  thoufand  deaths  the  burfting  bomb 
Hurls  from  her  difembowel'd  womb ; 

Chain'd,  glowing  globes,  in  dread  alliance  join'd,_ 
'Red-wing'd  by  ftrong,  fulphureous  blafts, 
Sweep,  in  black  whirlwinds,  men  and  marts ; 

And  leave  fing'd,  naked,  blood-dnwn'd,  decks  be 
hind. 

Dwarf  laurels  rife  in  tented  fields ; 
The  wreath  immortal  ocean  yields ; 

There  war's  whole  fting  is  fhot,  whole  fire  is  fpent, 
Whole  glory  blooms  :  how  pale,  how  tamea 
How  lambent  in  Bellona's  flame; 

How  her  ftcrms  languifh  on  the  continent ! 

From  the  dread  front  of  ancient  war 
Lefs  terror  frown'd ;  her  fcythed  car, 

Her  caftled  elephant,  and  battering  beam, 
Stoop  to  thofe  engines  which  deny 
Superior  terrors-to  the  fky,  [flame. 

And  boaft  their  clouds,  their  thunder,  and  their 

The  flame,  the  thunder,  and  the  cloud, 
The  night  by  day,  the  fea  of  blood, 

Hofts  whirl'd  in  air,  the  yell  of  finking  throng, 
The  gravelefs  dead,  an  ocean  warm'd, 
A  firmament  by  mortals  ftorm'd, 

To  patient  Britain's  angry  brow  belongs. 

*  Houfe  of  Lords* 
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Or  do  I  dream  ?  Or  do  I  rave  ? 

Orjee  I  Vulcan's  footy  cave, 
Where  Jove's  red  bolts  the  giant  brothers  frame  ? 

Thofe  fwarthy  gods  of  toil  and  bcaty 

Loud  peals  on  mountain  anvils  heat, 
And  panting  tempefts  roufe  the  roaring  flame. 

Ye  fons  of  ./Etna !  hear  my  call ; 

Unfinim'd  let  thofe  bauble*  fall, 
Yon  fhield  of  Mars,  Minerva's  helmet  blue  : 

Your  flrokes  fufpend,  ye  brawny  throng! 

Charm'd  by  the  magic  of  my  fong, 
Drop  the  feign'd  thunder,  and  attempt  the  true. 

Begin :  *  and  firft  take  rapid  fight, 
fitrcejlame,  and  clouds  of  thickcft  night t 

And  ghaftly  terror,  paler  than  the  dead  ; 
Then  borrow  from  the  north  his  roar, 
Mix  groans  and  deaths  ;  one  phial  pour 

Of  wrong'd  Britannia's  wrath  ;  and  it  is  made  ; 

fcaul  ftarts  and  trembles — at  your  dreadful  trade, 

ODE  II: 

IN  WHICH  IS 

THE  SAILOR'S  PRAYER  BEFORE 
ENGAGEMENT. 

So  form'd  the  bolt,  ordajn'd  to  break 

Gaul's  haughty  plan,  and  Bourbon  fnake  ; 
li  Britain's  crimes  fupport  not  Britain's  foes, 

And  edge  their  fwords  :  O  power  divine  ! 

It  bltft  by  thee  the  bold  defign, 
Embattled  hofts  a  fingle  arm  o'erthrowg. 

Ye  warlike  dead,  who  fell  of  old 
In  Britain's  cauie,  by  fame  enroll'd 

In  deathlefs  annal !  deathlefs  deeds  iufpire ; 
From  oozy  beds,  for  Britain's  fake, 
Awake,  illuftrious  chiefs  !  awake; 

And  kindle  in  your  fons  paternal  fire. 

The  day  commiflion'd  from  above, 

Our  worth  to  weigh,  our  hearts  to  prove, 

If  war's  full  ftock  loo  feeble  to  fuftain  ; 
Qrfrm  to  ftand  its  final  blow, 
When  vital  ftreams  of  blood  fhall  flovp, 

And  turn  to  crimfon  the  difcolour'd  main ; 

That  day's  arriv'd,  that  fatal  hour  ! — 

"  Hear  us,  O  hear,  Almighty  Power  ! 
"  Our  guide  in  counfel,  and  our  ftrength  in  fight ! 

"  Now  war's  important  die  is  thrown, 

"  If  left  the  day  to  man  alone, 
"  How  blind  is  wifdom,  and  how  weak  is  might ! 

"  Let  proftrate  hearts,  and  awful  fear, 
"  And  deep  remorfe,  and  fighs  fincere 

**  For  Britain's  guilt  the  wrath  divine  appeafe ; 
"  A  wrath,  more  formidable  far 
**  Than  angry  nature's  wafteful  war, 

rt  The  whirl  of  tempefts,  and  the  roar  of  feas. 

"  From  out  the  deep  to  thee  we  cry, 
"  To  thee  at  nature's  helm  on  high  ! 
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"  Steer  thou  our  conduct,  dread  Omnipotence  ! 

'*  To  thee  for  fucccur  we  refort ; 

"  Thy  favour  is  our  only  port ; 
"  Our  only  ruck  of  fafcty,  thy  defence. 

"  O  thou,  to  whom  the  lions  roar, 

"  And,  not  unheard,  thy  boon  implore  ! 
"  Thy  throne  our  burfts  of  cannon  loud  invoke: 

**  Thou  canu  arreft  the  flying  ball; 

"  Or  fend  it  back  and  bid  it  fall 
"  On  thofe  from  wftofe  proud  deck  the  thunder 
"  broke. 

"  Britain  in  vain  extends  her  care 

"  To  climes  *  remote,  for  aids  in  war; 

"  Still  farther  mud  it  ftretch  to  crufti  the  foe; 
*'  There's  one  alliance,  one  alone, 
"  Can  crown  her  arms,  or  fix;  her  throne; 

"  And  that  alliance  is  not  found  below. 

"  Ally  Supreme  !  we  turn  to  thee ; 

"  We  learn  obedience  from  the  fea  ; 
"  With  feas  and  winds,  henceforth  thy  laws  fulfil; 
'  '  Tis  thine  our  blood  to  freeze,  or  warm  • 

"  To  roufe  or  hulh  the  martial  ftorm  ; 
"  And  turn  the  tide  of  conqueft  at  thy  will. 

"  'Tis  thine  to  beam  fublime  renown, 
"  Or  quench  the  glories  of  a  crown  ; 

"  'Tis  thine  to  doom,  'tis  thine  from  death  to 

"  free; 

"  To  turn  afide  his  levell'd  dart, 
"  Or  pluck  it  from  the  bleeding  heart  :— 

"  'There  we  caft  anchor,  we  confide  in  thee. 

"  Thou,  who  haft  taught  the  north  to  roar, 
"  And  ftreaming  |  lights  nocturnal  pour 

*'  Of  frightful  afpedl !   ^Yhen  proud  foes  invade, 
"  Their  Mailed  pride  with  dread  to  feize, 
"  Bid  Britain's  flags  as  meteor's  blaze  ; 

"  A^d  George  depute  to  thunder  in  thy  ftea<3. 

"  The  right  alone  is  bold  and  ftrong ; 
"  Black,  hovering  clouds  appal  the  wrong 
"  With    dread    of    vengeance  :    nature's    awful 

"  fire  ! 

"  Lefs  than  one  moment  fhouldft  thou  frow* 
"  Where  is  puiffance  and  renown  ? 
"  Thrones  tremble,  empires  fink,  or  worlds  ex- 
•'  pire. 

"  I.»t  George  the  juft  chaftife  the  vain  : 
"  Thou,  who  durft  curb  the  rebel  main, 

"  To   mount   the    fhore   when    boiling    billows 

«  rave! 

"  Bid  George  repel  a  bolder  tide, 
"  The  bou'ndlefs  fwell  of  Gallic  pride  ; 

"  And  check  ambition's  overwhelming  wave. 

"  And  when  (all  milder  means  withftood) 
<c  Ambition,  tam'd  by  lofs  of  blood, 

Regains  her  reafon;  then,  on  angels  wings, 
"  Let  peace  defcend,  and  fhouting  greet, 
"  With  peals  of  joy,  Britannia's  fleet, 

How  richly  freighted  !   It  triumphant,  brings 
"  The  poife  of  kingdoms,  and  the  fate  of  kings." 

»  RuJ/la. 

f  Aurtra  Borealh. 
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A  NAVAL  LYRIC: 
WRITTEN  IN  IMITATION  OF  PINDAR'S  SPIRIT. 

OCCASIONED  BY  HIS  MAJESTY'S  RETURRN,   SEPT.  1729,  AND  THE  SUCCEEDING  PEACE, 

"  Monte  decurrens  vclut  amnis,  imbres 

"  Quern  fuper  notas  aluere  ripas, 

"  Fervet,  immenfufque  ruit  protbundo.  FIND. 


"  Concines  laetofque  dies,  &  urbis 
"  Publicum  ludum,  fuper  impetrato 
"  Fortis  ADGUSTI  reditu." 


HOR* 


PREFACE. 

A  PINDARIC  carries  a  formidable  found;  but  there 
is  nothing  formidable  in  the  true  nature  of  it ;  of 
•which  (with  utm6ft  fubmiflion)  I  conceive  the 
critics  have  hitherto  entertained  a  falfe  idea.  Pin- 
dar  is  as  natural  as  Anacreon,  though  not  fo  fami 
liar.  As  a  fixt  ftar  is  as  much  in  the  bounds  of  na 
ture,  as  a  flower  of  the  field,  though  lefs  obvious, 
and  of  greater  dignity.  This  is  not  the  received 
notion  of  Pindar ;  I  mall  therefore  foon  fupport  at 
]arge  that  hint  which  is  now  given. 

'trade  is  a  very  nolle  fubjecl  in  itfelf;  more/ro- 
f>er  than  any  for  an  Engliihman ;  and  particularly 
Jeafonable  at  this  juncture. 

We  have  more  fpecirnens  of  good  •writing  in 
every  province,  than  in  the  fubUtne  •  bur  two 
famous  epic  poems  excepted.  1  was  willing  to  make 
an  attempt  where  I  had  feweft  rivals. 

If,  on  reading  this  ode,  any  man  has  a  fuller  idea 
of  the  real  intereft,  or  fojjlble  glory  of  his  country, 
than  before ;  or  a  ftronger  impreflion  fnm  it,  or 
a  warmer  concern  for  it,  I  give  up  to  the  critic  any 
farther  reputation. 

We  have  many  copies  and  tranflations  that  pafs  for 
originals.  This  ode  I  humbly  conceive  is  an  original, 
though  it  profefles  imitation.  No  man  can  be  like 
Pindar,  by  imitating  any  of  his  particular  works  ; 
any  more  than  like  Raphael,  by  copying  the  car- 
•toons.  The  genius  and  fpirit  of  fuch  great  men 
inufr  be  collected  from  the  "whole ;  and  when  thus 
we  are  pcfleffed  of  it,  we  muft  exert  its  energy  in 
fitbjefis  and  drftgns  of  our  own.  Nothing  is  fo 
vnpindarital  as  following  Pindar  on  the  foot.  Pin 
dar  is  an  original,  and  he  muft  be  fo  too,  who 
would  be  like  Pindar  in  that  which  is  his  greatefl 
praife.  Nothing  fo  unlike  as  a  chfe  copy,  and  a 
Tioble  original. 

As  for  lengtbt  Pindar  has  an  unbroken  ode  of  fix 
hundred  line?.  Nothing  is  long  or  Ihort  in  writ 


ing,  but  relatively  to  the  demand  of  the  fubje&, 
and  the  manner  of  treating  it.  A  diflich  may  be 
hug,  and  a  folio  Jbort  However,  I  have  broken, 
this  ode  into  ftrains,  each  of  which  may  be  con- 
fidered  as  a  feparate  ode  if  you  pleafe.  And  if 
the  variety  and  fullnefs  of  matter  be  confidered, 
I  am  rather  apprehenfive  of  danger  from  brevity 
in  this  ode,  than  from  length.  But  lank  writing 
is  what  I  think  ought  moft  to  be  declined,  if  for 
nothing  elfe,  for  our  plenty  of  it. 

The  ode  is  the  moft  fpirited  kind  of  poetry,  and 
the  Pindaric  is  the  moft  fpirited  kind  of  ode  ;  this 
I  fpeak  at  my  own  very  great  peril :  but  truth 
has  an  eternal  title  to  our  confeffion,  though  we 
are  furc  to  fuffer  by  it. 

THE  MERCHANT. 
ODE   I. 

ON   THE 

BRITISH  TRADE  AND  NAVIGATION. 

TO  HIS  GRACE  THE  DUKE  OF  CHANDO9. 

•sr^artiui  Z?KVTO£H 


ttrt 


rufev 
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THE  PRELUDE. 

The  Proportion.  An  addrefs  to  the  veflel  that 
brought  over  the  King.  Wbo  fhould  fing  on  this 
occafion.  A  Pindaric  boaft. 

FAST  by  the/Mr^  mytlimbs  are  fpread, 

The  naval  oak  nods  o'er  my  head  ; 
The  winds  are  loud;  the  waves  tumultuous  roll; 

Ye  winds  !  indulge  your  rage  no  more  ; 

Ye  founding  billows  !  ceafe  to  roar ; 
The  God  defcendsj  and  tranf^orts  warm  my  fou!^ 
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The  waves  are  hufti'd ;  the  winds  are  fpent!— 
This  kingdom,  from  the  kingdoms  rent, 
3  celehrate  in  fong— Fam'd  ifle  !  no  lefs, 


Though  fate  and  time  havedamp'd  my  drains, 
Though  youth  no  longer  fires  my  veins, 

Though  flow  their  ftreamsin  this  cold  climate  run; 
The  royal  eye  difpels  my  cares, 
Recals  the  warmth  of  blooming  years, 

Returning  Geerge  fupplies  the  diflant  fun. 

Away,  my  foul !  falute  the  *  Pine, 
That  glads  the  heart  of  Caroline, 

Its  grand  depofit  faithful  to  rcfiore ;    , 
Salute  the  bark  that  ne'er  fhall  hold 
So  rich  a  freight  in  gems  or  gold, 

And  loaded  from  both  Indies  would  be  poor. 
My  foul !  to  thee,^  fpreads  her  fails ; 
Their  bofoms  fill  with  facred  gales; 

With  infpiration  from  the  godhead  warm; 
jVc-ru  bound  for  an  eternal  clime  \ 
O  fend  her  down  the  tide  of  time, 

Snatch'd  from  oblivion,  and  fecure  horn  farm. 

Or  teach  tils  flag,  like  tkat  to  foar, 
Which  gods  of  old  and  heroes  bore ; 

Bid  her  a  Britifh  conftellation  rife — 

The  fea  fhe  fcorns;  and,  jww,  fhall  bound 
On  lofty  billows  of  fweet  found, 

1  am  her  pilot,  and  her  port 


Dare  you  to  fmg,  ye  tinkling  train  ? 

Silence,  ye  wretched !  ye  profane  ? 
Who  fhakle  frofe ,  and  boaft  of  abfent  gods  ; 

Who  murder  thought,  and  numbers  maim, 

Who  write  Pindarics  cold  and  lame, 
And  labour  ttiff  Anacreontic  odes. 

Ye  laivful  fons  of  genius  rife  ! 

Of  genuine  title  to  the  ikies; 
Ye  founts  of  learning  '.  and  ye  mints  of  fame  t 

You,  who  file  off  the  mortal  part 

Of  glowing  thought,  with  Attic  art, 
And  drink  pure  fong  from  Cam's  or  Ifisr  ftream. 

I  glow,  I  burn  1  the  numbers  pure, 
High-flavourrd,  delicate,  mature, 

Spontaneous  ftream  from  my  unlabour'd  breaft, 
As,  when  full- ripened  teems  the  vine, 
The  generous  burfts  of  willing  wine 

Diftil  ne&areous  from  the  grape  uafrefl. 

STRAIN  I. 

THE  ARGUMENT. 

Mow  the  King  attended.     A  profpect  of  happine 
Jndaftry.  A  furprifing  inftance  of  it  in  old  Rom 
The  mifchief  oljlotb.  What  happinefs  is.  Sloth 
greateft  enemy.  Trade  natural  to  Britain-  Tra 
invoked.  Defcribed.  What  the  greateft  human  e 
ccllence.    The  fraift  of  wealth.    Its  vfe,  abuf 
<ni.    The  variety  of  nature.    The  final  mor 

*    Tie  vt/el  flat  brwgkt  ever  the  King. 
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caufe  of  it.  The  benefit  of  man's  tieceffitier.  Bri 
tain's  naval  ftores.  She  makes  all  nature  fervice- 
ablc  to  her  ends.  Of  reafon.  Its  excellence.  How 
we  fhould  form  our  ejlimats  of  things.  Reafon' s 
difficult  taflc  Why  the  firft  glory  hers.  Her 
effetls  in  old  Britain. 

"  OUR  monarch  comes '  nor  comes  alone  !'* 
What  fhining  forms  furround  his  throne, 
fun  !  as  planets  thee  ! — To  my  loud  ftrain 
See  peace,  by  wifiiom  led,  advance  ; 
The  grace,  the  mufe,  the  feafon,  dance  j 
And  plenty  fpreads  behind  her  flowing  train  I 

"  Our  monarch  comes  1  nor  comes  alone  ;** 
New  glories  kindle  round  his  throne, 

The  vifions  rife  !  I  triumph  as  I  gaae  : 
By  Pindar  led,  I  turn'd  of  late 
The  volume  dark,  the  folds  of  fate  ; 

And,  now,  am  prefent  to  thefutura  blaze, 

By  George  and  Jove  it  is  decreed, 
The  mighty  months  in  pomp  proceed, 

:air  daughters  of  the  fun  ! — O  thou  divine, 
Bleft  Induftry  f  a  fmiling  earth 
From  thee  alone  derives  its  birth  : 

By  thee  the  ploughfhare  and  its  matter  flrine. 

From  thee,  majf,  cable,  anchar,  oar, 
From  thee  the  cannon  and  his  roar ; 

On  oals  nurft,  rear'd  by  thee,  wealth  empire  g 
O  golden  fruit !  oak  well  might  prove 
The  facred  tree,  the  tree  of  Jove; 

All  Jove  can  give,  the  naval  oak  beftows- 

What  cannot  induftry  complete  ? 

When  Punic  war  firft  fiam'd,  the  great, 
Bold,  active,  ardent,  Roman  fathers  meet : 

"  Fell  all  your  groves,"  a  flamen  cries  ; 

As  foon  they  fall ;  as  foon  they  rife ; 
One  moon  a  fore/1,  and  Uie  next  aj&rf. 


indulgence  !  'Tis  a  toil; 

Enervates  man,  and  damns  the  foiJ;. 
Defeats  creation,  plunges  in  diftrefs, 

Cankers  our  being,  all  devours ; 

A  full  exertion  of  our  powers ! 
T&ence,  and  thence  only  glows  our  happinef*. 

The  ftream  may  ftagnate,  yet  be  clear, 
The  fan  fufpend  his  fwift  career, 

Yet  healthy  nature  feel  her  wonted  force  ; 
Ere  man  his  a<£live  fprings  refign'd, 
Can  ruft  in  body  and  in  mind, 

Yet  tafte  of  blifs,  of  which  he  chokes  the 


Where,  induftry  !  thy  daughter  fair  i 

Recal  her  to  her  native  air ; 
Here,  was  trade  born,  here  bred,  here  flourifh'd 

And  ever  fhall  fhe  fiourifh  ttre : 

What  though  fhe  languifh'd  ?  'twas  but/w, 
She's  found  of  heart ;  her  conftitution  ftrong. 

Wake,  fting  her  up.    Trade  '  lean  no  more 
On  thy  fixt  anchor,  puih  from  more, 

Earth  lies  before  thee,  every  climate  court. 

And,  fee,  (he's  rous'd  abfolv'd  from  fear», 
Her  brow,  in  cloudlefs  azure,  rears, 

Spreads  all  her  fail,  and  opens  every  port. 
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See,  cherifh'd  by  her  fifter,  Peace, 

She  levies  gain  on  every  place, 
Religion,  habit,  cuftom,  tongue,  and  name  ! 

Again,  fhe  travels  with  the  fun, 

Again,  fhe  draws  a  golden  zone  [fame  ! 

Round  earth  and  main;  bright  zone  of  wealth  and 

Ten  thoufand  a&ivfi  hands,  that  hung 
In  ihameful  floth  with  nerves  unflrung, 
The  nations  languid  load,  defy  the  ftorms, 
The  fheets  unfurl,  and  anchors  weigh, 
Tfee  long-moor'd  veffel  wing  to  fea, 
'Jtf,  worlds  falute,  and  peopled  ocean  fv/arms. 


His  fons,  Por  Ganges,  Danube,  Nile, 
Their  fetigy  foreheads  life,  and  fmile  ; 

Their  urn?  inverted  prodigally  pour  , 

Streams  charg'd  with  wealth,  and  vow  fobuy 
Britannia  for  their  great  ally,  [more? 

With  climes  paid  down  ;    what  can  the  gods  do 

Cold  Ruflia.coftly  furs  from  far, 

Hot  China  fends  her  painted  jar, 
Trance  generous  wines  to  crown  it,  Arab  fweet 

With  gales  of  incenfe  fwells  our  fails, 

Nor  diftant  Ind  our  merchant  fails, 
Her  richeft  ore  the  Lallajl  of  our  fleet. 

Luxuriant  ifle  !  What  tide  that  flows,   . 

Or  dream  that  glides,  or  wind  that  blows, 
Or  genial  fun  that  {bines,  or  fhower  that  pours, 

But  flows,  gUdcs,  breathes,  Ibines,  pours  fx>r 
thee? 

How  every  heart  dilates  to  fee 
Each  land's  each  feafon  blending  on  thy  fliores  ! 

All  thefe  one  Britifh  harveft  make  ! 

The  fcrvant  ocean  for  thy  fake 
Both  finks  and  fwells  :  his  arms  thy  bofom  wrap, 

And  fondly  give  in  boundlefs  dower, 

To  mighty  George's  growing  power, 
The  wafted  world  into  thy  loaded  lap. 

Commerce  brings  riches,  riches  crowh 

Fair  virtue  with  the  firft  renown  : 
A  large  revenue,  and  a  large  expence, 

When  hearts  for  others  welfare  glow, 

A.ndfpend  as  free  as  gods  beftow, 
Gives  the  full  bloom  to  mortal  excellence. 

Glow  then  my  breaft  !  abound  my  {lore  ! 

This,  and  this  boldly  I  implore, 
Their  -want  and  apathy  let  Stoics  boaft  : 

Pajjions  and  riches,  good  or  ill, 

As  us'd  by  man,  demand  our  ilcill  ; 
All  bleffings  wound  us,  when  difcretion's  loft. 

Wealth,  in  the  virtuous,  and  the  •wijet 

'Tis  vice  and  folly  to  dcfpife  : 
Let  thofe  in  praife  of  poverty  refine, 

Whofe  heads  or  hearts  pervert  its  ule, 

The  narrow-four  d,  or  the  frofufe, 
The  truly  great  find  morals  in  the  mine  ; 

Happy  the  man  !  who,  large  of  heart, 

Has  learnt  the  rare  illuftrious  art 
Of  being  rich  :  ftores^fcrw  us,  or  they  cloy  ; 

From  gold,  if  more  than  chemie  fkiil, 

Extract  not  what  is  brighter  ftill  : 
'Ti?  hafd  to  £<//«,  much  harder  to  enjoy, 


Plenty's  a  means,  and  joy  her  end  : 

F.  alied  minds  their  joys  extend  ; 

A  Chandos  fhines  when  ethers'  joys  are  done  I 
As  lofty  turrets,  by  their  height, 
When  humbler  fcenes  refign  their  light, 

Retain  the  rays  of  the  declining  fun. 

Pregnant  with  bleflings,  Britain  !  fvvear 

No  fordid  fon  of  thine  fhall  dare 
Offend  the  dbnor  of  thy  wealth  and  peace  ; 

Who  noiv  his  whole  creation  drains 

To  pour,  into  my  tumid  veins 
That  blood  of  nations  !  commerce  and  increafe. 

How  various  nature  J   turgid  grain 

Here  nodding  floats  the  golden  plain ;    [vines 

There,  'worms   weave   filken  webs;  ttrgt  glowing 
Lay  forth  their  purple  to  the  fun, 
Beneath  the  foil,  there  harveftsrun, 

And  kings'  revenues  ripen  in  the  mines. 

What's  various  nature  ?  Art  divine 
Man's. foul  to  foften  and  refine  ; 

Heavan  different  growths   to  different  lands  inr* 

parts, 

That  all  may  ftand  in  need  of  all, 
And  interefl  draw  around  the  ball,- 

A  net  to  catch  and  join  all  human  hearts. 

Thus  has  the  great  Creator's  pen 

His  lawfupreme,  to  mortal  men, 
In  their  necejjities  diftin&ly  writ  :    . .. 

Ev'n  appetites  fupplies  the  place 

Of  abient  virtue,  abfent  grace,       ...> 
And  human  want  performs  for  human  wit. 

Vaft  naval  enfigns  ftrow'd  around 

The  \vor\d' ring  foreigner  confound ! 
How  ftands  the  deep-aw'd  continent  aghaft, 

As  her  proud  fcepter'd  fons  furvey, 

At  every  port,  on  every  quay,- 
Huge  mountains  rife,  of  cable,  anchor,  maft  ? 

The  unwieldy  tun  !  the  ponderous  bale  ! — « 
Bach  prince  his  own  clime  fet  to  fak 

Sees  here,  by  fubje&s  of  a  Britifh  king  : 

How  earth's  abridg'd  !  all  nations  range 
A  narrow  fpot,  our  throng'd  Exchange  ! 

And  fend  the  ftreams  of  plenty  from  their  fpring;. 

Nor  earth  alone,  all  nature  bends 
To  aid  in  Britain's  gloricus  ends: 

Toils  fhe  in  trade  ?  or  bleeds  in  honeft  -wars  f 
Her  keel  each  yielding^  enthrals, 
Each  willing  mind  her  canvas  calls,' 

Her  pilot  intofervice  lifts  the  flars. 

In  fize  confin'cl,  and  humbly  made, 
What  though  we  creep  beneath  the  fhadc, 

And  feem  as  emmets  on  this  point,  the  ball  ? 
Heaven  lighted  up  the  human  foul, 
Heaven  bid  its  rays  tranfpierce  the  whole, 

And,  giving  godlike  reafon,  gave  us  all. 

Thou  golden  chain  'twixt  God  and  men, 

Bleft  reafon  !  guide  my  life  and  pen; 
All  ills,  like  ghofh,  fly  trembling  at  thy  light : 

Who  thee  obey?,  reigns  o'er  all ; 

Smiles,  though  the  ftars  around  him  fallj 
A  God  ;:  c^vht  bu;  reafrn  infinite. 
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•the  man  of  reafon  is  a  God 

Who  feorns  to  {loop  to  fortune's  nod ; 

Sole  agent  he  beneath  the  mining  fphere, 
Others  *re  paffive,  are  impell'd, 
Are  frighten'd,  flatter'd,  funk,  or  fwell  d, 

As  accident  is  pleas'd  to  domineer. 

Our  hopes  and  fears  are  much  to  blame  ; 
Shall  monarchs  a-we  ?  or  crowns  in/lame  ? 

From  grofu  miftake  our  tumult  fprings  ; 
Tbofe  men  the  filly  world  difarm, 
Elude  the  dart,  diflblve  the  charm, 

Who  know  thejlender  worth  of  men  and  things. 

The  prcfent  object,  prefent  day, 

Are  idle  phantoms,  and  away  ; 
What's  lofting  only  does  exijl.     Know  this, 

Life,  fame,  friends,  freedom,  empire,  all, 

Peace,  commerce,  freedom,  nobly  fall 
To  launch  us  on  the  flood  of  endlefs  blifs. 

Ho\v  foreign  thcfe,  thou  mofl  in  view  ! 

Go,  look  your  whole  exiftence  through  ; 
Thence,  form  your  rules  :  thence  fix  your  eftimate, 

For  fo  the  gods  :  but  as  the  gains, 

How  great  the  toil!  'Twill  coft  more  pains, 
To  vanquifh/o//y,  than  reduce  zjiate. 

Hence,  reafon  .'  the/r/7  palm  is  thine, 

Old  Birtain  learnt  from  thee  to  fhine. 

Bythee,/ra&.r  fwarming  throng,  gay/r«</o»»V  fmile, 
Armies,  in  war  of  fatal  frown, 
Of  peace  the  pride,  arts  flowing  down> 

iLnrich,  exalt,  defend,  iriftrutt  our  iile. 

STRAIN  II. 

THE  ARGUMENT. 

Arts  from  commerce.  Why  Britons  mould  pur 
fue  it.  What  wealth  includes.  An  hijlorical  di 
grcffion,  which  kind  is  moft  frequent  in  Pindar 
The  wealth  and  wonderful  glory  of  Tyre.  The 
tpproach  of  her  ruin.  The  caufe  of  it.  He 
crimes  through  all  ranks  and  orders.  Her  mi 
ferable  fall.  The  neighbouring  kings  juft  re 
feclion  on  it.  An  awful  image  of  the  Divin 
Power  and  vengeance.  From  what  Tyre  fel 
and  how  deep  her  calamity. 

COMMERCE  gives  arts,  as  well  as  gain; 

By  commerce  wafted  o'er  the  main, 
they  barbarous  climes  enlighten  as  they  run ; 

Arts,  the  rich  traffic  of  the  foul ! 

May  travel,  thus ,  from  pole  to  pole, 
And  gild  the  world  with  learning's  brighter  fun 

Commecre  gives  learning,  virtue, gold  ! 

Ply  commerce,  then,  ye  Britons  bold, 
Inur'd  to  winds  and  feas  !  left  gods  repent : 

The  gods  that  thron'd  you  in  the  wave, 

And,  as  the  trident's  emblem,  gave 
A  triple  realm,  that  awes  the  continent : 

And  awes  with  wealth  ;  for  wealth  is  power 

When  Jove  dcfcends  a  golden  fhower, 
*Tis  navies,  armies,  empire,  all,  in  one.— 

View,  emulate,  outfhine  old  Tyre ; 

In  fcarlet  rob'd,  with  gems  on  fire, 
Her  merchants,  f  rinses  /  every  deck,  a  throne ! 


She  fate  an  emprefs  !  aw'd  the  flood  ! 
Herjlablc  column  Ocean  trod  ; 
he  cali'd  the  nations,  and  {he  call'd  thefeas, 
By  both  obey'd  :   the  Syrian  fings  ; 
The  Cyprian's  art  her  viol  firings  ; 
ogarmagh's  fteed  along  her  valley  neighs. 

The  fir  of  Senir  makes  her  floor, 
And  Bafhan's  oak,  transform'd,  her  oir  ; 
High  Lebanon  her  mad  ;  far  Dedan  warms 
Her  mantled  hoft  ;   Arabia  feedj,  j 
Her  fail  of  purple  Egypt  fpreads  ;     , 
rvad  fends  mariners  ;  the  Perfian,  arms. 

The  world's  lafl  limit  bounds  her  fame  ; 
The  golden  city  was  her  name! 
'hofe  {lars  on  earth,  the  topaz,  onyx,  blaze 
Beneath  her  foot  :  extent  of  coaft, 
And  rich  as  Nile's,  let  others  boaft  ; 
Hers  the  far  nobler  har-vtjl  of  the  feaj. 

O  merchant  land  !  as  Eden  fair  ! 

Antient  of  empires  '.   Nature's  care  ! 
'he  flrength  of  Ocean  !  head  of  plenty's  fpringS 

The  pride  of  ifles  !  In  -wars  rever'd  ! 

Mother  of  crafis  !  lov'd  !  courted  !  fear'd  ! 
Jilot  of  kingdoms  !  and  fupport  of  kings  1 

Great  mart  of  nations  !  —  But  fhe  fell  : 
Her  pamper'd  fons  revolt  !  rebel  ! 

Againft  his  favourite  ifle  loud  roars  the  main  / 
The  tempeft  howls  ?  her  fculptur'd  dome 
Soon,  the  -wolf's  refuge  ;  dragon's  home  ! 

The  land,  one  altar  .'  a  w 


The  deftin'd  day  puts  on  her  frown; 
The  fable  hour  is  coming  down  : 
She's  on  her  march  from  yon  Almighty  throne  : 
Thefivord  and  form  are  in  her  hand  ; 
She  trumpets  fhrill  her  dread  command  : 
be  the  light  of  earth  !  the  boafl,  unknown  ! 


For,  oh  !  her  fins  as  red  as  blood, 

As  crimfon  deep,  outcry  the  flood  ; 
The  queen  of  trade  is  bought  !  once  wife  and  juft, 

Noiv,  venal  is  her  council's  tongue  ; 

How  riot,  violence,  and  wrong, 
Turn  gold  to  drofs,  her  bloffom  into  dujl  ! 

To  things  inglorious,  far  beneath 

Thole  high-born  fouls  they  proudly  breathe, 

Her  fordid  noble  finks  !  her  mighty,  bow  ! 
Is  it  for  this,  the  groves  around 
Return  the  tabret's  fprightly  found  ? 

Is  it  for  this,  her  great-  ones  tofs  the  brow  ? 

What  burning  feuds  'twixt  brothers  reign  1 

To  nuptials  cold,  how  gloivs  the  vein, 
Confounding  kindred,  and  miflcading  right  ? 

Thefpurious  lord  it  o'er  the  land  ! 

Bold  blafphemy  dares  make  a  {land, 
Aflault  the  Iky,  and  brandifh  all  her  might  : 

Tyre's  artizan,  fweet  orator, 

Her  merchant  fage,  big  mm  of  tvar, 

Her  judge,  her  prophet,  nay  her  hoary  beads, 

Whofe  brows  with  ivifdom  fhould  be  crown'd, 
Her  very  priejis  in  guilt  abound  : 

Hencf,  the  world's  eedar  all  her  honotin  fhedfc 


THE   WORKS  OF   YOUNG. 


What  ileath  cl  truth  !  what  thirft  ntgold! 

Chiefs  warm  in  peace,  in  battle  cold  ! 
What  youth  unletter'd  !  lafe  ones  lifted  high  ! 

What  public  boafts  !  what  private  views  ! 

What  dtfert  temples  !  crowded  (lews  ! 
What  women  '. — pra&is'd  but  to  roll  an  eye  ! 

O  '.  foul  of  heart,  her  faireft  dames 

Decline  the  fun's  intruding  beams, 
To  mad  the  midnight  in  their  gloomy  haunts : 

Alas !  there  is,  who  fees  them  there ; 

There  is,  who  flatters  not  the  fair, 
When  cymbals  tinkle,  and  the  virgin  chaunts. 

He  fees,  and  thunders  ! — Now,  in  vain  I 
The  courfer  paws,  and  foams  the  rein ; 

And  chariots  ftream  along  the  printed  foil  : 
In  vain  !  Her  high,  prefumptuous  air 
In  gorgeous  veftmcnts  rich  and  rare, 

O'er  her  proud  fhoulder  throws  the  poor  man's  toil. 

In  robes  or  gems,  her  coftlyy?a/«, 

Green,  fcarlet,  azure,  (hine,  in  vain  ! 
In  vain  !  their  golden  heads  her  turrets  rear ; 

In  vain  !  bjgh-flavour'd  foreign  fruits, 

Sydonian  oils,  and  Lydian  lutes, 
Glide  o'er  her  tongue,  and  melt  upon  her  ear. 

In  vain !  wines  flow  in  various  ftreams, 
With  helm  and  fpear  each  pillar  gleams  ; 

Damafcus,  vain !  unfolds  the  glofly  (lore  ; 
The  golden  wedge  from  Ophir's  coafls, 
From  Arab  incenfe  vain,  {he  boafts, 

Vain  are  her  gods,  and  vainly  men  adore. 

Bell  falls  !  the  mighty  Nebo  ben^s  ! 

The  nation*  hifs !  her  glory  ends  1 
To  flips,  her  confidence  !  ihe  flies  from  foes  ; 

Foes  meet  her  there :  the  wind,  the  wave, 

That  once  aid,  ftrength,  and  grandeur  gave, 
Plunge  her  in.feas,  from  which  her  glory  rofe. 

Her  ivory  deck,  embroider'd  fail, 

And  mail  of  cedar  nought  avail, 
Or  pilot  learn  d  !  She  finks,  nor  finks  alone  ; 

Her  gods  fink  with  her  !  to  the  iky, 

Which  never  more  (hall  meet  her  eye, 
She  fends  her  foul  out  in  one  dreadful  groan. 

What  though  fo  vaft  her  naval  might, 

In  her  firft  dawn'd  the  Britifh  right  ? 
A\\Jlags  c&jffVher  fee-dominion  greet : 

What  though  (he  longer  warr'd  than  Troy  ? 

At  length  her  foes  that  ifle  deflroy 
Whofe  conqueft  fail'd,  as  far  as  fail'd  her  fleet. 

The  kings  fle  cloth'd  in  purple  fhake 
Their  awful  brows  :  "  O  foulmiilake  ! 

"  O  fatal  pride  !  (they  cry)  this,  this  is  {he, 
"  Who  faid — with  my  own  art  and  arm, 
"  In  the  world's  wealth  I  wrap  me  warm" — 

And  fwell'd  at  heart,  vain  emprefs  of  the  fea  1 

"  This,  this  is  {he,  who  meanly  foar'd  : 

"  Alas !  how  low,  to  be  ador'd, 
"  And  ftyle  herfelf  a  god  ! — Through  ftormy  wars 

"  This  eagle-ifle  her  thunder  bore, 

"  High-fed  her  young  with  human  gore ; 
*'  And  "wouldhyrt  built  her  neft  among  ihe  ftars. 


"  But  ah,  frail  man  !  liotv  impotent 

M  To  (land  heaven's  vengeance,  or  prevent  f 

"  To  turn  afide  the  great  Creator's  aim  ! 
"  Shall  ifland-kings  with  him  contend, 
"  Who  makes  the  poles  beneath  him  bend  ? 

"  And  {hall  drink  up  the  fea  herfelf  with  flame  ? 

"  Earthy  ether,  empyreum  bow, 

**  When  from  the  brazen  mountain's  brow 
"  The  god  of  battles  takes  his  mighty  bow  : 

"  Of  wrath  prepares  to  pour  the  flood, 

"  Puts  on  his  vefture  dipt  in  blood, 
"  And  marches  out  to  fcourge  the  world  below. 

"  Ah  1  wretched  ifle,  once  call'd  the  great  .' 
"  Ah  !  wretched  ifle,  and  wife  too  late  ! 

"  The  vengeance  of  Jehovah  is  gone  out  : 
"  Thy  luxury,  corruption,  pride, 
"  Andfreedom  loft,  the  realms  deride, 

c*  AdorM  iheejlatiding,  o'er  thy  ruins  (hout  : 

"  To  fcourge  with  war,  or  peace  be/low, 

"  Was  thine,  O  fallen  !  fallen  low  ' 
"  "Twos  thine,  of  jarring  thrones  to  ftill  debates  * 

"  How  art  thou  fallen,  down,  down,  down  ! 

"  Wide  •wajle,  and  night  ;  and  horror  frown, 
"  Where  empire    flam'd   in   gold,  and  balanc'd 
"  ftates." 

STRAIN  III. 

TUE  ARGUMENT. 

An  inference  from  this  hiftory.  Advice  to  Britain. 
More  proper  to  her  than  other  nations.  Hovrfar 
the  ftroke  of  tyranny  reaches.  What  fupports 
our  endeavours.  The  unconftdered  benefits  of  //'- 
btrty.  Britain's  obligation  to  purfue  trade.  Why 
above  half  the  globe  is  fea.  Britain's  grandeur 
from  herjituation.  The  winds,  the  feat,  the  con- 
Jlellations,  defcribed.  Sir  Ifaac  Newton's  praife. 
Britain  compared  with  other  ftates.  The  Le 
viathan  defcribed.  Britain's  fite,  and  ancient 
title  to  the/^/.  Who  rivals  her.  Of  Venice. 
Holland.  Some  defpife  trade  as  mean.  Cenfured 
for  it.  Traders  glory.  The  late  Czar.  Solo 
mon.  A  furprifing  inftance  of  magnificence. 
The  merchant's  dignity.  Compared  with  men 


HENCE  learn,  as  hearts  are  foul  or  pure, 

Our  fortunes  wither  or  endure  : 
Nations  may  thrive,  or  perijb  by  the  wave. 

What  ftorms  from  Jove's  unwilling  frown, 

A  people's  crimes  fclicit  down  ! 
Ocean's  the  nvomb  of  riches,  and  the  grave; 

This  truth,  O  Britain  !  ponder  well  ; 

Virtues  {hould  rife,  as  fortunes  fwell  : 
What  is  large  property  ?  —  1\itftgn  of  good, 

Of  worth  fuperior  :  if  'tis  lefs, 

Another's  treafure  we  poffefs, 
And  charge  the  gods  with  favours  mifiejloiv'd. 

This  council  fuits  Britannia's  ifle,         [fmile; 

High-flufh'd   with   wealth,    and    freedom's 
To  vaflals  prifon'd  m  the  continent, 

Who  ftarve,  at  home,  on  meager  toil, 

And  fuck  to  death  their  mother  foil, 
Twere  ufelefa  caution,  and  a  truth  mif-fpent, 


Fell  tyrants  ftrike  beyond  the  bone, 

And  wound  the  foul ;  how  genius  down, 
Lay  virtue  wafte  !  for  worth  or  arts,  who  ftrain, 

To  throw  them  at  a  mover's  foot  ? 

'Ti«  property  fupports/>z/A/tf/V  : 
Freedom  gives  eloquence;  and  freedom,  gain. 
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Leviathan  !  whom  nature's  ftrife 
Brought  forth,  her  largcft  piece  of  life  ; 
efj  an  ifle  !  his  fports  the  billows  warm  ! 
Dreadful  leviathan  !  thy  fpout 
Invades  the  Ikies  ;  the  {tars  are  out : 
He  drink*  a  river,  and  ejects  a  form. 


She  pours  the  thought,  and  forms  the  ftyle> 
She  makes  the  Mood  and  fpirits  boil ; 

I  feel  herwcw/  and  roufe,  and  rife,  and  rave 
In  Theban  fong  :   O  mule  !   not  t&intt 
Verfe  is  gay  freedom's  gift  divine  : 

The  man  that  can  think  greatly,  is  no  flavc. 

Others  may  traffic  if  they  pleafe ; 

Britain,  fair  daughter  of  the  feas, 
Is  born  for  trade  ;  to  plough  her  field,  the  wave  : 

And  reap  the  growth  of  every  coaft  : 

A  fpcck  of  land  !   but  let  her  hoaft, 
Cods  gave  the  ivor/J,  when  they  the  waters  gave. 

Britain  !  behold  the  world's  wide  face; 

Nor  cover'd  half  with  fol/J  fyzce, 
Three  parts  arejtu/a';  empire  of  the  fca  ! 

And  why  ?  for  commerce.     Ocean  dreams 

For  that,  through  all  his  various  names  : 
And,  if  for  commerce,  ocean  flows  for  thee. 

Britain,  like  fome  great  potentate 
Of  eaftern  clime,  retires  in  {late, 

Shuts  out  the  nations !   Would  a  prince  draw  nigh  ? 
He  rr  affes  her  llrong  guards,  the  waves, 
Qffervant  winds  admifiion  craves, 

Her  empire  ha«no  neighbour  but  the  iky. 

'There  are  her  friends  ;    foft  zephyr  there, 

Keen  Eurus,  Notus  never  fair, 
Rough  Boreas  burfiing  from  the  pole  :  all  urge, 

And  urge  for  her,  their  various  toilj 

The  Cafpian,  the  broad  Baltic  boil, 
And  into  life  the  dead  Pacific  fcourge. 

There  arc  her  friends ,  a  marfball'd  train  : 

A  golden  holt  !  and  azure  plain  ! 
By  turns  do  duty,  and  by  turns  retreat : 

They  may  retreat,  but  not  from  her  ; 

The  (tar  that  quits  tin  hemifphere 
Muft  quit  the  ikies,  to  want  a  Britifli  fleet. 

Hyad,  for  her,  leans  o'er  her  urn  ; 

For  her,  Orion's  glories  burn, 
The  Pleiads^7<?aw.     For  Britons  fet  and  rife 

The  fair-fac'd  fons  of  Mazaroth, 

Near  the  deqp  chambers  of  the  fouth, 
The  raging  dog  that  fires  the  midnight  fcizs. 

Thefe  nations  Newton  made  his  own  ; 

All  intimate  with  him  alone. 
His  mighty  foul  did,  like  a  giant,  run 

To  the  vaft  volume's  dofing  ftar  ; 

Decypher'd  every  character  : 
His  reafon  pour'd  new  light  upon  the  fun. 

Let  the  proud  brothers  of  the  land 

Smile  at  our  rock  and  barren  flrand, 
Notywc£  the  fea  :  let  FoLe's  ancient  line 

Vaft  trafts  and  ample  bimgs  vauni; 

The  camel  luw.fmall.  elephant— 
O,  Britain  1  the  leviathan  is  thine. 
VOL.  X. 


Th'  Atlantic  furge  around  our  fhore 

German  and  Caledonian  roar; 
Their  mighty  genii  hold  us  in  their  lap. 

Hear  Egbert,  Edgar,  Ethelred  ; 

"  The  feas  are  ours." —  The  monarch  Faid— - 
The  floods  their  hands,  their  hands  the  nations, 
clap. 

Whence  is  a  rival,  then,  to  rife  ? 

Can  he  be  found  beneath  the  Ikies? 
No,  there,  they  dwell,  that  can  give  Britain  fear: 

The  powers  of  earth,  by  rival  aim 

Her  grandeur  but  the  more  proclaim  ; 
And  prove  their   dillance   moft,   as   they    draw 
near. 

Proud  Venice  fits  amid  the  wavei ; 

Her  foot  ambitious  ocean  laves  : 
Arfs  nobleft  boaft  !   but  O  what  wondrous  odd* 

Twixt  Venice  and  Britannia's  ifle  ! 

Twixt  mortal  and  immortal  toil ! 
Britannia  is  a  Venice  built  by  gods. 

Lei  Holland  triumph  o'er  her  foes, 
But  not  o'er  friends  by  whom  (he  rofe ; 

The  child  of  Brirain  !  And  fhall  (he  contend  ? 
It  were  no  lefs  than  parricide  : 
What  wonders  rife  from  out  the  tide  1 

Her  high  and  mighiy  to  the  rudder  bend. 

And  are  there,  then,  of  lofty  brow, 
Who  th'nk  trade  mean,  and  fcorn  to  bow 

So  far  beneath  the  Mate  of  noble  birth  ? 
Alas!  thefe  chiefs  but  little  know 
Commerce  how  high,  tlemfelves  how  low; 

The  fons  of  nobles  are  the  fons  of  earth. 

And  what  have  earth's  mean  fons  to  do, 
'But  reap  her  fruits,  and  warm  purfue 

The  world's  <:£/«/ good,  not  glut  on  other's  toil  ? 
High  commerce  from  the  gods  came  dowii| 
With  comp^fs,  chart,  andjlarry  croivn, 

Their  delegate,  to  make  the  nation sfmile 

Blufli,  and  behold  the  .Ruffian  bnw, 
From  forty  crowns,  his  mighty  broiv, 

To  trade. — To  toil  he  turns  his  glorious  Land : 
That  arm,  which  fwept  the  bloody  field, 
See  !  the  huge  ax,  or  hammer •,  wield  ; 

While  fcsfires  wait,  and  thrones  impatient  ftand. 

O  fliame  tnfubjefts  !  fiift  xenown, 
Matthlefs  example  to  the  cro<wn  ! 

'Old  time  is  poor :  what  age  boafts  fuch  a  fight  ? 
Ye  drones  !  adore  the  man  divine- 
No  ;  virtue  flill  as  mean  decline, 

Call  Ruffians  barbarous,  and  yourfelves  polite. 

He  too  of  Judah,  great,  as  wife, 
With  Hiram  ftrove  in  merchandife  : 
Monarchs  with,  raonarchs  flruggle  for  an  oar  ! 
M 
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That  merchant  *  finking  to  his  grave, 
A  flood  of  treafure  fwelU  the  cave  ; 
The  king  left  much,  the  merchant  buryd  more. 

Is  merchant  an  inglorious  name  ? 
No  ;  fit  for  Pindar  fuch  a  theme, 
Too  great  for  me  ;  I  pant  beneath  the  weight  ! 
If  loud  as  ocean's  were  my  voice, 
If  words  and  thoughts  to  court  my  choice 
Out-number'd^rfwfifr   1  could  not  reach  its  height. 

Merchants  o'er  proudefb  heroes  reign  ; 

Thofe  trade  in  blefilng,  theft-  in  fain, 
At  flaughter  fwell,  and  fhout  while  nations  groan  : 

With  purple  monarchs,  merchants  vie  ; 

If  great  tofpend,  what,  tofupply  ? 
Priefts  pray  for  bleflings;  merchants  pour  them 
down. 

Kings,,  merchants  are  in  league  and  love  ; 

Earth's  odour*  pay  foft  airs  above, 
That  o'er  the  teeming  field  prolific  range  ; 

Planets  are  merchants  ;  take,  return, 

JLuftre  and  heat  ;  by  traffic  burn; 
The  whole  creation  is  one  vait  exchange. 

Is  merchant  an  inglorious  name  ? 


What  lays  the  fc-ns 

Proud  of  their  volumes,  fwelling  in  their  cells  ? 
In  open  life,  in  change  of  fcene, 
Mid  various  manners,  throngs  of  men, 

Experience,  arts,  and  folia1  wifdom  dwells. 

Trade,  art's  mechanic,  nature's  (lores 
Well-weighs     tojlarry  fcience  foars  : 

Reads  warm  in  life  (dead-colour  d  by  the  pen) 
The  fcites,  tongues,  interefts,  of  the  ball  : 
Who  ftudies  trade,  he  ftudies  all  ; 

AccompliftYd  merchants  are  accompliftVd  men. 

STRAIN  IV. 

THE  ARGUMENT. 

Pindar  invoked.  His  praife.  Britain  fhould  de 
cline  -war  ;  but  boldly  affert  her  trade.  Encou 
raged  from  the  throne:  Britain's  condition  with 
out  trade.  Trade's  characler,  and  furpriiing'  */<?«&. 
Carthage.  Solomon's  temple.  St.  Paul's  church. 
The  UttftPs  character.  The  wonderful  effects  of 
trade.  Why  religion  recommended  to  the  mer 
chant  Whzt,fa/ff  joy.  What,  true.  What  re 
ligion  is  to  the  merchant.  Why  trade  more  glo 
rious'  in  Britons  than  others.  How  warmly,  and 
how  long,  to  be  purfued  by  us.  The  Brit«n's 
legacy  Columbus.  His  praife.  America  de- 
fcribed  Worlds  ftill  unknown.  Q^ieen  Eliza 
beth.  King  George  the  Second.  His  glory  na 
sally  reprefented. 

How  ft  all  I  farther  roufe  the  foul  ? 

How  Sloth's  lafcivious  reign  controul 
By  verfc  with  unextinguifb'd  ardour'  wrought  ?' 

How  every  breaft  inflame  with  mine  ? 

How  bid  my  theme  ftill  brighter  fhine, 
With  wealth  of  words,  and  unexhaufted  thought  ? 

*    Vcfl  treafure  taken  from    Solomon  s   tomb    1300 
yean-  after  his  death, 


O  thou  Dircxan  fwan,  ch  High, 
Round  whom  familiar  thunders  fly  \ 

While  Jove  attends  a  language  like  his  own  .-* 
ThyjjWWl  pour,  like  vernal  fhowers, 
My  verfe  fhall  burft  out  with  the  flowefs7 

While  Britain's  trade  advances  with  her  fun. 

Though  Britain  was  not  born  to  fear, 
G.-afp  not  at  bloody  fame  from  war ; 

Nor  war  decline,  if  thrones  your  right  invade  : 
Jove  gathers  tempeft  black  as  night : 
Jove  pours  the  golden  flood  of  light; 

Let  Britain  thunder,  or  let  Britain  trade. 

Britain  a  comet,  or  zjlar, 

In  commerce  this,  or  that  in  war, 

Let  Britons  fhout  1  earth,  feas,  and  fkies  refound  I 
Commerce  to  kindle,  raife,  preferve, 
And  fuirit  dart  through  every  nerve, 

Hear  fr«>m   the  throne  *  a  voice   through   tima 
renown'd. 

So  fall  from  heaven  the  vernal  fhowers, 

To  cheer  the  glebe,  and  wake  the  flowers ; 
The  gloom  call'd  forth  fees  azure  ikies  difplay'd^ 

The  bird  of  voice  is  proud  to  (ing, 

Induftrious  bees  ply  every  wing, 
Diftend  their  cells,  and  urge  their  golden  trade» 

Trade  onice  extinguifh'd,  Britain's  fun 

Is  gone  out  too;   his  race  is  run  ; 
He  (bines  in  vain  !  her  ifle's  an  ifle  indeed, 

A/pot  coo  fmall  to  be  o'ercome ; 

Ah,  dreadful  fafety  !  wretched  doom  ! 
No  foe  will  conquer  what  no  foe  c&nfeed. 

Trade's  the  fource,  finew,  foul  of  all  :J 
Trade's  all  herfelf;  hers,  hers,  the  ball; 

Where  mofl  unfeen,  the  goddefs  ftill  is  there  ! 

Trade  leads  the  dance,  trade  lights  the  blaze  3 
The  courtier's  pomp !   the  (ludent's  eafe  ! 

'Twas  trade  at  Blenheim   fought,  and  clos'd  the 
year. 

What  Rome  and  all  her  gods  defies  ? 

The  Punic  oar.     Behold  it  rife 
And  battle  for  the  world  !   trade  gave  the  call; 

Rich  cordial  from  his  naval  art 

Sect  the  ftrong  (pints  to  his  heart, 
That  bid  an  Afric  merchant  grafp  the  ball. 

Where  is,  on  earth,  Jehovah's  home  ? 

Trade  mark'd  the  foil,  and  built  the  dome^ 
In  which  his  Majefly/r/2  deign'd  to  dwell ; 

The  walls  with//wr  fheets  o'erlaid, 

Rich,  as  the  fun,  through  gold  unweigfrd, 
Bent  the  moon'd  arch,  and  bid  the  column  fwell. 

Grandeur  unknown  to  Solomon  ! 

Methinkt  the  labouring  earth  fhould  groan, 
Beneath  yon  load  f     created  fare,  not  made! 

Servant  and  rival  of  the  fkies  ! 

Heaven's  arch  alone  can  higher  rife  : 
What  hand  immortal  rais'd  thec  ? — Humble  trade. 

Where  hadft.  thnu  been,  if  left  a:  large, 
Thofe  finewy  arms  that  tugg'd  the  barge? 

*    The  Klngtfpeecb. 
|  St.  Paul's,  built  by  the  coal-tax. 


THE   MERCHANT. 


X79 


Had  caught  at  pleafure  on  the  flowery  green  ? 
If  they  that  watch'd  the  midnight  ftar 
Had  fwung  behind  the  rolling  car, 

it  with  difgrace,  where  hadft  thou  been  ? 

As  by  repletion  men  confume, 

Abundance  is  the  mifer's  doom  • 
Expend  it  nobly,  he  that  lets  it  ruf, 

Which,  pafling  numerous  hands,  would  Jbine ; 

Is  not  a  man,  but  living  mine, 
Foe  to  the  gods,  and  rival  to  the  dujl. 

Trade  barbarous  lands  can  polifb,  fair ; 

Make  earth  well  worth  the  'wife  man's  care  ; 
Call  forth  her  forefts,  clxirm  them  into  fleets; 

Can  make  one  bouft  of  human  race  ; 

Can  bid  the  diftant  poles  embrace  ; 
Hers,  every  fun ;  and  India,  India  meets. 

Trade  monarchs  crowns,  and  arts  imports, 

With  bounty  feeds,  with  laurel  courts  : 
Trade  gives  fair  virtue  fairer  ftill  to  fhine  ; 

Enacts  thofe  guards  of  gain,  the  latvs ; 

Exalts  ev'n  freedom's  glorious  caufe. — 
Trade  !  warn'd  by  Tyre,  O  make  religion  thine  ! 

Tou  lend  each  other  mutual  aid  : 

Why  is  heaven's  fmile,  in  'wealth,  convey'd  ! 
Not  to  place  vice,  but  virtues  in  our  power  : 

Pleafure  declined,  is  luxury, 

Boundlefs  in  time  and  in  degree  : 
Pleafure  enjoy'd.  the  tumult  of  an  Lour. 

Falfe  joy's  a  difcompofing  thing, 

That  jars  on  Nature's  trembling  firing, 

Tcmpefts  the  fpirits,  and  untunes  the  frame : 
True  joy,  the  funfliine  of  the  foul, 
A  bright  ferene  that  calms  the  whole  ; 

Which  tley  ne'er  knew,  "whom  other  joys  inflame. 

Merchant !  religion  is  the  care 

To  grow  as  rich — as  angels  are  ; 
To  know/a^  coin  from  true ;  to  fweep  the  main  ; 

The  mighty  jlake  fecure,  beyond 

The  ftrongeft  tie  of  field,  ol  fund: 
Commerce  gives  gold,  religion  makes  it  gfin. 

Join,  then,  religion  to  thy  {lore, 

Or  India's  mines  will  make  thee/>oor.- 

Greater  than  Tyre  !  6  bear  a  nobler  mind 
Sea-fovereign  ifle  !  proud  *war  decline, 
Trade  patronize  !  what  glory  thine, 

Ardent  to  ilefs,  who  couldil  fubdue  mankind  ! 

Rich  commerce  ply  with  warmth  divine 

By  day,  by  nigbt ;  the  far s  are  thine, 
Wear  out  the  liars  in  trade  !  eternal  run 

From  age  to  age,  the  noble  glow, 

A  rage  to  gain,  and  to  be/lo<w, 
While  ages  laft  1  in  trade  burn  out  the  fun  ! 

Trade,  Britain's  all,  our  fires  fcnt  down 
With  toil,  blood,  treaftire,  ages  Won  ; 
'tS)  Edgar  great  bequeath'd  ;  this,  Edward  bold  ; 
Let  Forbifhers,  let  Raltighsfire  ! 
O  let  C  lumbus's  fhade  infpire  ! 
New  worlds  difclofe,  with  Drake  furround  an  oldt 


Columbus  I  fcarce  inferior  fame 

For  thee  tojind,  than  heaven  to  frame 

Tha  t  womb  of  gold  and  gem  :  her  wide  domain, 
An  univerfe  '.    her  rivers,  feas  .' 
Her  fruits,  both  men  and  g<  ds  to  pleafe  ! 

Heaven's  faireft  birth  !  and,  but  for  thee,  in  vain  t 

Worlds  Jtilluntnoiun  deep  fliadows  wrap  j 

Call  wonders  forth  from  nature's  lap  ; 
Neiv  glory  pour  on  her  Eternal  Sire  : 

O  noble  fearch  !   O  glorious  care  ! 

Are  ye  not  Britons  ?  why  defpair  ? 
New  worlds  are  due  to  fuch  a  godlike  fire. 

Swear  by  the  great  Eliza's  foul, 

That  trade,  as  long  as  water's  roll — 
Ah !  no ;  the  gods  chaftife  my  rafh  decree  : 

By  great  Eliza  do  not  fwear ; 

For  thee,  O  George  !  the  gods  declare  : 
And  thou  for  them  !  late  time  fhall  fwear  by  thee* 

Truth,  bright  asjlars,  with  thee  prevails; 

Full  be  thy  fame,  asfwelling/z/'/j, 
Conftant,  as  tides,  thy  mind ^  as  majls,  elate  ; 

Thyji/flice,  an  unerring  lelm 

To  fleer  Britannia's  fickle  realm  ; 
Thy  numerous  race,  fure  anchor  of  her  (late  ? 

STRAIN  V. 

THE  ARGUMENT. 

What  is  the  bound  of  Britain's  power.  Beyond 
that  of  the  moft  famed  in  hiflory.  The  fign 
Lyra.  What  the  conilellations  are.  Argo, 
The  whale.  The  Dolphin.  Eridanu'.  The 
lion.  Libra.  Virgo.  Bernice.  The  Britifli 
ladies  cenfured.  The  moon.  What  the  fea  is. 
-npo/lropbe  to  the  emperor.  The  Spanifli  arma 
da.  How  Britain  fhould  fpeak  her  refentment. 
What  gives  power.  What  navies  do  in  war. 
The  Tartar.  Mogul.  Africa.  China.  Wha 
matter  of  the  world.  What  the  hiftory  of  the 
world  is.  The  genealogy  of  glory.  Miilakes 
about  it.  Peace  the  merchant's  harvelt.  Sbipf 
of  divine  origin.  Merchants  ambafi adors.  The 
Briton's  voyage.  Praife  the  food  of  glory.  Bri 
tain's  record. 

BRITANNIA'S  ftate  what  bounds  confine  ! 

(Of  riling  thought  O  golden  mine! 
^Mountain?,  Alt. s,fh'eams, gulfs,  oceans ,  fet  HO  bouncl 

She  faliies  till  fhe  ftnkes  the  ftar; 

Expanding  wide,  and  launching  far 
As  wind  can  fly,  or  rolling  wave  reibund. 

Small  ifle  !  For  Csefars,  for  the  fon 
Of  Jove,  who  burft  from  Macedon, 

For  gorgeou*  eafterns  blazing  o  er  mankind  ; 

Then,  when  they  call'd  the  world  their  own, 
Not  equal  fame  from  fable  fhone  : 

They  rofe  to  gods,  in  half  thy  fphere  confin'd. 

Here,  no  demand  for  fancy's  wing  ; 

Plain  truth's  Dluftrious  :  as  I  fing, 
O  hear  yv&f pawled  barf  rrpeat  my  lay  ! 

\ouffarry  lyre  has  caught  the  found, 

And  ipreads  it  to  the  plants  round, 
Who  beft  can  tell  where  ends  Britannia's  fway. 

Mij 


i-So 

The  ikies  (fair-printed  page  !)  unfold 

The  naval  fame  of  heroes  old  ; 
As  in  a  mirror  {how  th'  adventurous  throng: 

The  deeds  of  Grecian  mariners 

Are  read  by  gods,  are  writ  injlars, 
And  noble  verfe,  that  fhall  endure  as  long. 

The  flies  are  records  of  the  main, 
Thence  Argo  liftens  to  my  drain  ;    • 

Chiron,  for  fong  renown'd,  his  noble  rage 
For  naval  fame  and  fong  renews, 
As  Britain's  fame  he  bears,  and  views  ; 

Chiron,  the  bhovell  of  a  former  age. 

The  whale  (for  late  Ifung  his  praife) 

Pours  grateful  ludre  on  my  lays ; 
How  fmiles  Arion's  friend  *  with  partial  beams  ! 

Eridanus  would  flatter  too, 

But  jealoufies  his  fmile  fubdue; 
He  fears  a  Britifh  rival  in  the  Thames. 

In  pride  the  lion  lifts  his  mane, 
To  fee  his  Britifh  brothers  reign 

As  ftars  below  :  the  balance,  George  \  from  thine, 
Which  weighs  the  nations  t  learns  to  weigh 
More  accurate  the  night  and  day  ; 

From  thy  fair  daughters  Virgo  learns  to  fhine. 

Of  Britain's  court,  ye  leffer  lights ! 

How  could  the  wife  man  gaze  whole  nights 
On  Richmond's  eye,  on  Berenice's  hair  ! 

But,  oh !  you  pt*&i[e /baneful  arts  ; 

Your  own  retain  feizet<>\\\ers   hearts, 
Pirates,  not  merchants,  are  the  Britifh  fair. 

This  truth  I  fwear  by  Cynthia's  beam. 

Pale  Queeu  !  bt  jtujh'd  at  Britain's  fame  ; 
And,  rollir.tr  tell  the  iiat.ons — "  o'er  the  main 

"   Tvjbare  htr  err;p-.re  is  thy  pride  " 

He,  ni'ghty  p<  wrr  !    wlio  curb    the  tide, 
Uncurbs,  extends,  -hrows  wide  Britannia's  reign. 

What  is  the  main  !  Ye  kings  renown'd  ! 

Britannia's  centre,  and  your  bound : 
Auftrian  '   where-e'cr  Leviathan  can  roll, 

Is  Britain's  home  ;   And  Britain'?  mine, 

Where'er  the  ripening  fun  can  fhine, 
Parts  are  for  emperors  ;   for  her  the  whole. 

Why,  Auftrian !  wilt  thou  hover  dill 

On  doubtful  wing,  and  want  the  fkill 
To  fee  thy  welfare  in  the  world's  ?  Too  late 

Another  Churchill  thou  may' (I  find,  , 

Another  Churchill,  nut  fo  kind, 
And  other  Blenheims,  big  with  other  fafe. 

Ill  thou  remember'ft,  ill  doll  own, 

Who  refcued  an  ungrateful  throne  ; 
111  thou  confider'd,  that  the  Hind  are  brave  ; 

111  dofl  thou  weigh,  that  in  time's  womb 

A  day  may  fieep,  a  day  of  doom, 
As  great  to  ruin,  as  was  that  tojave. 

How  would'd  thou  fmile  to  hear  my  drain,. 
V/hofe  boaded  intyirtiiions  vain  \ 

*   7be  Dolphin. 
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Yet  what  if  my  prediction  fhould  prove  true  f 
Know'ft  thou  the  fatal  fair  who  fhine 
O'er  Britain's  trading  empire  thine 

As  one  rejefhd,  what,  if  one.  fubdue? 

What  naval  fcene  adorns  the  feat 
Of  awful  Britain's  high  debate  *, 

Infpires  her  councils,  and  records  her  po-wer  f 
The  nations  know,  in  glowing  balls 
On  finking  thrones,  the  temped  falls, 

When  her  augud  aflembled  ftnatts  lour. 
O  language  fit  for  thoughts  fo  bold! 
Would  Britain  have  her  anger  told ; 

Ah  !  never  let  a  meaner  language  found, 

Than  that  which  proftrates  human  fouls, 
Through  heaven's  dark  vault  impetxious  rolls 

And  nature  rocks,  when  angry  Jove  has  frown'd. 

Not  realms  unbounded,  not  a  food 
Of  natives,  cot  e+pcnce  of  blood, 

Or  reach  of  counfel  gives  the  world  a  lord : 

Trade  calls  him  forth,  and  fe?s  him  high, 
As  mortal  man,  o'er  men  can  fly  : 

Trade  leaves  poor  gleanings  to  the  keened^w orj. 

Nay,  bers  the  fword  !  far  fleets  have  •wings* 
Like  lightning  fly  to  dijlant  kings  ; 

Like  godsdefcend  at  vice  on  trembling  dates: 
Is  war  proclaim'd  I  Our  wars  are  hurl'd 
To  farthed  confines  of  the  world, 

Surprife  yi.ar  ports,  and  thunder  at  your  gates. 

The  king  of  tempefts,  JEolus, 
Sends  forth  his  pinion 'd  people,  thus, 

On  rapid  errands :  as  they  fly,  they  roar, 
And  carry  fable  clouds,  and/u^ 
The  land,  the  defert,  and  the  deep! 

Earth  (hakes  '    proud  cities  fall !   and  thrones  adore 

The/oo/j  of  nature  ever  drike 

On  bare  outfides ;  and  loath,  or  like, 

As  glitter  bids  ,  in  endlefs  error  vie  ; 
Admire  the  purple  and  the  croivn  : 
Of  human  welfare  and  renown, 

Trade's  the  big  heart ;  bright  empire,  but  their  eye. 

Whence  Tartar  Grand  ?  or  Mogul  Great  ? — 

Trade  gilt  their  titles,  pour'd  their  date; 
While  Afric^  black,  lalcivious,  flothful  breed, 

To  clafp  thtir  ruin,  fly  from  toil ; 

That  meaneji  product  on  thf  ir  foil. 
Their  people  fell :  one  half  on  t'other  feed. 

Of  nature's  wealth  from  commerce  rent, 

Afric's  a  glaring  monument : 
Mid  citron  foreds  and  pomegranate  groves 

(Curd,  in  a  paradife  !)  flie  pines; 

O'er  generous  glebe,  o'er  goldsn  mines 
Her  beggar 'd  famffid,  tradelefs  native  roves  : 

Not  fo  thine,  China,  blooming-wide  ; 

Thy  numerous  fleets  might  bridge  the  tide  ; 
Thy  prcdufts  would  exhaud  both  India's  mines  : 

Shut  be  that  gate  of  trade  !  or  woe 

To  Britain's!  Europe  'twill  o'erflow.— — 
Ungrateful  fang  /   her  growth  f  infpires  thy  lines, 

f   77>e  ^panijh  Armada  in  the  Keufe  of  Ltrd*. 
\    Coffee. 
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Britain  !  to  tlefe,  and  fucfr  as  thefe, 

The  river  broad,  and  foaming  feas 
Which  fever  lands  to  mortals  iefs  renown'd, 

Devoid  of  naval  flcill  or  might ; 

Thofe  fever'd  parts  of  earth  unite  : 
Trade>  the  full/>«^,  that  lends  their  vigour  round. 

C>  uld,  O  !  could  one  engmjjing  hand 

The  various  ftreams  of  trade  command, 
That,  like  the  fun,  would  gazing  nation's  awe; 

That  awful  power  the  world  would  brave.    . 

Bold  war,  and  empire  proud,  his  fhve  ; 
Mankind  hisfubjtcts  ;  and  his  *,ill,  their  law. 

Haft  thou  look'd  round  the  fpacious  earth  ? 

From  commerce,  grandeur  s  humble  birth  : 
To  George  from  Noah,  empires  living,  dead, 

Their  pride,  their  fhame,  their  rife,  their  fall, 

Time's  whole  plain  chronicle  is  all 
One  bright  encomium,  undeilgn'd,  on  trade. 

Trade  fprings  from  peace,  and  wealth  from 
trade, 

And  power  from  wealth  !  of  power  is  made 
The  god  on  earth  :  hail,  then,  the  dove  of  peace  1 

Whofe  olive  fpeaks  the  raging  flood 

Of  war  reprels'd  :  what's  lofs  of  blood  ? 
War  is  the  death  of  commerce  and  increafe. 

Then  perifh  \var  ! — Detefted  war  1 

Shalt  thou  make  gods  ?  like  Csefar's  ftar  ? 
What  calls  man  fool  fo  loud  as  this  has  done, 

From  Nimrod's  down  to  Bourbon's  line  ?— 

Why  not  adore  too,  as  divine, 
Wide-wafting  ftorms,  before  the  genial  fun  ? 

Peace  is  the  merchant's  fummer  clear  1 
his  larveft  /  harveft  round  the  year  '. 

For  peace  with  laurel  every  majl  be  bound; 
teach  dtck  caroufe,  each ^foo-  ftream  out, 
Each  cannon  found,  eachfiilor  fliout  ! 

For  peace  let  every  f acred ' Jlnp  be  ciown'd  ; 

Sacred  art/tift,  of  birth  divine  ! 

An  angel  drew  the  firtt  drjign  ; 
With  which  th«  patriarch  nature's  ruins  brav'd  : 

Two  world's  abroad,  an  old  and  new, 

He  fafe  o'er  foaming  billows  flew  : 
The  gods  made  human  race,  a  pilot,  fav'd. 

Hoiv  f  acred  too  the  merchant's  name  .' — 

When  Britain  blaz'd  meridian  fame*;  [law; 

Bright  (hone  the  fiuord,  but  brighter  trade  gave 
Merchants  in  dijlant  courts  rever'd, 
Where  prouder  ilatdmen  ne'er  appear'd, 

Merchants  ambaffadors  1  and  thrones  in  awe. 

'Tis  theirs  to  know  the  tides,  the  times  ; 

The  march  of  ftars ;  the  births  of  ciimes ; 
Summer  and  winter  theirs ;  theirs  land  andfta, 

Theirs  are  thc'feafons.  months,  and  years  ; 

And  each  a  different  garland  wears  . — 
O  that  my  fong  could  add  eternity  ! 

Praife  is  the  facred  oil  that  feeds 
The  burning  lamp  of  godlike  deeds ; 
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Immortal  glory  pay*  ilhflrious  cares: 

Whither,  ye  Britcns  !   are  you  bound? 
O  noble  voy.i^f  .'   glorious  round.' 

Launch  from  the  .Thames,  and  end  among  the  ftars. 


•   In 


Elisalct&s 


If  to  my  fubjcR  rofe  my /ow/, 

Your  fame  fliould  laft  while  oceans  roll : 

When  other  world;  in  deprhsof  time  lhall  rife, 
As  we  the  Greeks  of  mighty  name, 
May  they  Britannia's  fleet  proclaim, 

Look  up,  and  read  her  (lory  in  the  ikies. 

Ye  Syrens,  fing  ;  ye  Tritons,  blow  ; 

Ye  Nereids,  dance  ;  ye  billows,  flow  ; 
Roll  to  my  meafures,  O  ye  fUrry  throng  ; 

Ye  winds  in  concert  breathe  around  ; 

Ye  navies  !  to  the  concert  bound 
From  pole  to  pole  !  to  Britain  all  belong. 

THE  MORAL. 

The  moft  happy  fhould  be  the  mofl  virtuous.  Of 
eternity.  What  Britain's  arts  fhould  be.  Whencs 
flavcry. 

BRITAIN  !  thus  bleft,  thy  bleffing  know; 

Or  blifs,  in  vain  !  the  gods  beftow; 
Its  end  fulfil,  means  cherifh,/ez/rrc  adore  : 

Vain  five llings  of  thy  loul  reprefs; 

They  moft  may  /off,  who  mofi.fo/]es; 
Then  let  blifs  awt,  and  tremble  at  thy  itore. 

Nor  be  too  fond  of  life  at  beft, 

Her  cheerful,  not  enamoured  gVLtft. : 
Let  thought  fty forward ;  'twill  gay  profpe<Sls give ; 

Prolpe&s  immortal;  that  deride 

A  Tyrian  wealth,  a  Perfian  pride, 
And  make  it  perfedt/0rf/YW,r  to  live. 

O  for  eternity  !   a  fccne  ! 

To  fair  adventurer:  ferene  ? 
O  !  on  thatyi-a  to  deal  in  pure  renown  ! 

Trcffic  with  gods  !  what  tranfports  roll; 

What  boundlefs  import  to  the  foul  ! 
The  pocr  n.an's  twfrirc  !  and  the  iU.jccts  froiva  f 

Adore  the  gods,  and  plough  the  feas: 

Thefe  be  thy  arts,  O  Britain  f  thefe. 
Let  others  pant  for  ati  immenfe  command ; 

Let  others  breathe  war's  fiery  god  ; 

The  proudeft  wc-'ior  fcp.rs  thy  nod, 
Long  as  the  trident  fills  thy  glorious  hacd. 

Glorious,  while  heaven-born  freedom  lafts. 
Which  trade's  ft) ft  fpurious  daughter  blalls; 
For  what  is  tyranny  ?  A  monftrous  birth     v 
From  luxury,  by  bribes  carefs'd, 
By  glowing  power  wjhaa'es  con;prefs'd, 

around,  and  chains  the  groaning  earth, 

THE  CLOSE. 

firft  fungf.  How  lung.  Prefer 
able  to  Pindar's  fubjt&s.  How  Britain  fliould 
be  fung  by  all. 

THESE,  trade  !  IjtrJI,  who  boa  ft  no  ftore, 
Who    owe   the   nought,    thus  fnatch    from 
fhore 
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The  fhore  of  profe,  where  thou  haft  ilumber'd 

Ion?  ; 

And  fend  thy  flag  triumphant  down 
The  tide  of  time,  to  fure  renown  ; 

O  blefs  my  country  !  and  thou  pay'fl  my  fong. 

Thou  art  the  Briton's  nobleft  theme, 

Why,  then,  unfung  ?  Wlyfimple  aim 
To  drefs  plain  Jenfe,  and  fire  the  generous  blood  ; 

Not  fport  imaginations  vain, 

But  lift,  with  yon  ethereal  train, 
The  fliimng  mufe,  to  ferve  the  public  good. 

Of  ancient  art  and  ancient praife, 

*T\it  firings  are  npen'd  in  my  lays  : 
Olympic  heroes  ghofts  around  me  throng, 

And  think  their  pfloryfung  anew ; 

Till  chiefs  of  equal  fame  they  view  ; 
Nor  grudge  to  Britons  bold  their  Theban  fong. 

Not  Pindar's  theme  with  mine  compares, 

A.S  far  furpaft,  as  ufeful  cares 
Tranfcend  diveru'on  light  and  glory  vain : 

The  wreath  fantaftic,  (houting  throng, 

And  panting  fteed,  to  him  belong 
The  charLtcer's,  not  empire**  golden  rein. 

Nor  Chandos  !  thou  the  mufe  defpife 

That  would  to  glowing  ./Etna  rife 
'(Such  Pindar's  breaft)  thou  Theron  of  our  time! 

Seldom  to  man  the  gods  impart  .  . 

A  Pindar's  head,  or  Theron's  heart : 
In  life,  or  fong,  how  rare  the  true  fublims  ! 


None  Britijb'borny  will  fure  difdain 
This  new,  bold,  moral  patriot  drain, 

Though  not  with  genius  with  Jome  virtue  crown'd  j 
(How  vain  the  mufe  !)  the  lay  may  laft, 
Thus'twin'd  around  the  Britifh  maft, 

The  Britifh  maft,  with  nobler  laurels  bound ! 


Weak  ivy  curls  round  naval  oak, 

And  fmiles  at  wind  and  ftorm  unbroke  ; 

By  ftrength  not   hers    fublime :    thus,    proud 

foar, 

To  Britain's  grandeur  cleaves  my  Jl 'rain  : 
And  lives,  and  echoes  through  the -plain, 

While  o'er  the  billow  Britain's  thunders  roar. 


Be  dumb,  ye  groveling  fons  of  verfef 
Whojing  not  actions,  but  rebearfe, 

And/oo/ the  mufe  with  impotent  defire  ; 
Ye  facrilegious  !  who  prefume 
To  tarnifh  Britain's  naval  bloom, 

Sing  Britain's  fame,  with  all  her  hero's  fire, 

CHORUS. 

"  Ye  Syrens,  fing ;  ye  Tritons,  blow; 

"  Ye  Nereids,  dance  ;  ye  biilows,  flow; 
"  Roll  to  my  meafures,  O  ye  ftarry  throng ! 

"Ye  winds !  in  concert  breathe  around ; 

"  Ye  navies  !   to  the  concert  bound 
"  From  pole  to  pole ;  to  Britain  all  belong  ; 
"  Britain  to  heaven  j  from  heaven  defcends  mj 

.    "  long." 
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Not  that  her  blooms  are  mark'd  with  beauty's  hue, 
My  ruftic  mufe  her  votive  chaplet  brings, 
Unfeen,  unheard,  O  GRAY,  to  thee  (he  fmgs ! 
While  flowly-pacing  through  the  church-yard  dew, 
At  curfeu-time,  beneath  the  dark-green  yew, 
Thy  penfive  genius  ftrikes  the  moral  firings; 
Or  borne  fublime  on  infpiration's  wings 
Hears  Cambria's  bards  devote  the  dreadful  clue 
Of  Edward's  race,  with  murthers  foul  delil'd  : 
Can  aught  my  pipe  to  reach  thine  ear  eflay  I        \ 
No  bard  divine !  For  many  a  care  beguil'd. 
By  the  fweet  magic  of  thy  foothing  lay, 
For  many  a  raptur'd  thought  and  vifion  wild, 
To  thee  this  ftrain  of  gratitude  I  pay. 

WARTON'S  SONNET  TO  GRAV« 


EDINBURGH! 

f  WNTED  BY  MVNDELL  AND  SON,  ROYAIi  BANK  CLOS2* 


THE  LIFE  OF  GRAY. 


THE  life  of  GRAV,  "  the  Britifli  Pindar,"  has  been  written  by  his  friend  and  editor  Mr.  Mafon, 
from  perfonal  knowledge,  and  the  intelligence  obtained  from  his  correfpendence  with  his  friends. 

The  fads  dated  in  the  prefent  account,  are  chiefly  taken  from  Mr.'Mafon's  narrative,  with  the 
addition  of  fuch  particulars  as  fubfequent  information  has  fupplied. 

Themas  Gray,  defcended  of  a  reputable  family  in  the  city  of  Lcndon,  was  born  in  Cornhill,  De* 
cember  26.  1716.  His  grandfather  was  a  confiderable  merchant.  His  father,  Philip  Gray, 
was  what  was  then  called  a  money-fcrivener,  which  was  the  profcfll;<n  of  Milton's  father;  but  being 
of  an  unfocial  and  inactive  difpofition,  he  rather  diminifhed  than  increafed  his  paternal  fortune.  His 
mother's  name  was  Dorothy  Antrobu".  They  had  many  children,  of  whom  the  poet  was  the  fifth 
born.  All  of  them,  except  him,  died  in  their  infancy. 

He  was  educated  at  Eton  School,  under  the  care  of  Mr.  Antrobus  his  mother's  brother,  then  aflifU 
ant  to  Dr.  George,  and  alfo  Fellow  of  St.  Peter's  College,  Cambridge.  While  at  fchool,  he  con- 
trailed  a  friendfhip  with  Mr.  Horace  Walpole,  the  prefent  Earl  of  Orford,  who  has  been  fo  long 
confpicuous  for  hislkillin  the  fine  arts, and  his  love  of  letters,  and  Mr.  Richard  Weft,fon  of  the  Right 
Honourable  Richard  Weft,  Efq  ,  Lord  Chancellor  of  Ireland,,  a  youth  of  great  promife,  on  whonv 
he  fet  a  high  value. 

In  1734,  he  removed  from  Eton  to  Cambridge,  and  entered  a  perfioner  in  Sf.  Peter'?  College,  and 
his  friend  Weft  to  Chrift-Church,  Oxford,  where  they  commenced  a  correfpondence,  part  of  which 
is  included  in  the  collection  of  letters  pubiilhed  by  Mr.  Mafoa. 

When  he  entered  at  St.  Peter%  College,  his  effeminacy  and  fair  complexion  drew  upon  him  the 
flame  of  Mifs  Gray.  It  is  remarkable  thar  Milton  had  the  fame  appellation  of  Mifs  at  the  Univerfity. 

Mr.  Walpole  was  at  that  time  of  King's  College  in  the  fame  Univerfity.  They  frequently  met, 
converfed  on  fubjecls  of  tafte,  and  drank  nothing  but  tea. 

In  April  1738,  Weft  left  Chrift-Church  for  the   Inner  Temple,  and,  in   September  following, 
Gray  returned  to  London,  intending  likewife  to  apply  himfelf  to  the  ftudy  of  the  law,  in  the  fame  ' 
Society,  for  which  purpofe  his  father  had  either  hired  or  bought  him  a  fet  of  chambers. 

It  was  his  llrft  ambition  to  excel  in  Latin  poetry  ;  and  upon  this  occafion  he  addreflVd  a  SjfplJc 
Ode  to  his  friend  Weft,  which  is  the  more  curious,  as  Mr.  Mafon  informs  us  it  was  the  firft  volun 
tary  production  of  his  mufe.  A  copy  of  Latin  verfes  in  the  Cambridge  collections,  and  his  traufla- 
tioq  from  Statius,  arc  of  an  earlier  date. 

Barbaras  aede«  adimre  rnecum 
Qua«  Eris  femp*.r  iovet  irquif  ta, 
Lis  ubi  late  fonat,  et  to«ratum 

/Eftuat  agmen! 

Dulcius  qnanto,  patulis  fub  ulmi 
HofpirjE  ramis  remerfj  jaccnttm 
Sic  abris  horas,  tenuiq.  irurte? 

Fallere  Mufa  ? 

Sacpe  enim  curis  vagor  expeHita 

IVlente  ;  dum,  hlandam  medirans  Camasnam, 

Yix  malo  ron,  memiiiivc  (oraj 

Cedere  nodi ; 
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Et,  pedes  quo  me  rapiunt,  in  omni 
Colle  Parnaffum  videor  videre 
Fertilem  fylvae,gelidamq.  in  omni 

Fonte  Aganippenf 

Rifit  et  Ver  me,  facilefq.  nymphse 
Nare  captantem,  nee  ineleganti, 
Mane  quicquid  de  violis  eundo 

Surripit  aura  : 

Me  reclinatum  ceneram  per  herbam ; 
Qiia  leves  curfes  aqua  cunque  ducit, 
Et  moras  dulci  ftrepi-u  lapillo 

NecHt  in  omni, 

Hx  novo  noftrum  fere  pe&us  anno 
Simplices  curae  tenuere,  coelum 
Quamdiu  fudum  explicuir  Favoni 
Purior  hora  : 

Otia  et  campos  nee  adhuc  relinquo, 
Nee  magis  Phoebe  Clycie  fidelis  ; 
(Ingruant  venti  licet,  et  fcnefcat 

Mollior  aeftas.) 

Namque,  feu,lcetos  hominum  labores 
Prataq.  et  montes  recreante  curru, 
Purpura  tra£tus  oriens  Eons 

Veftit,  et  auro; 

Sedulus  fervo  veneratus  orbem 
Prodigum  fplendoris :   amaeniori 
Sive  diledam  meditatur  ignc 

Pingere  Calpenj 

Ufque  dum,  fulgore  magis  maj^is  jam 
Lauguido  circum,  variata  nubes 
JLabitur  furtim,  viridifq.  in  umbras 
Scena  receffit. 

O  ego  felix,  vice  fi  (nee  unquam 
Surgerem  rurfus)  fimili  cadentem 
Parca  me  lenis  fineret  quieto 

Fallere  Letho ! 

Multa  flagranti  radiifq.  cindlo 
Integris  ah  !  quam  nihil  inviderem, 
Cum  Dei  ardentes  mcdius  quadrigas 

Scntit  Olympus  ? 

The  fplendor  and  pielurefque  turn  of  his  genius  are  ftrongly  marked  in  this  juvenile  performance. 

The  following  fpring,  upon  an  invitation  which  Mr.  Walpole  gave  him  to  be  his  companion  in 
his  travels,  his  intention  of  ftudying  the  law  was  laid  afide  for  the  prefent,  and  never  after  put  in 
execution.  About  the  end  of  March  1739,  they  fet  out  for  France  together,  vifiting,  in  the  courfe 
of  their  travels  through  that  country,  Paris,  Chantilly,  Rheims,  Dijon,  Lyons,  the  Chartreufe,  and 
other  places. 

In  November  they  arrived  at  Turin  ;  from  thence  they  proceeded  to  Genoa,  Bologna,  Florence, 
Rome,  Naples,  &c.  In  July  1740,  they  returned  to  Florence,  where  they  ftaid  till  towards  the  end, 
of  April  1741,  and  then  fet  out  for  Venice. 

At  Rome  he  wrote  the  following  Alcaic  Ode  to  Weft,  (Ad.  C.  Favoritism  Zepbyrinum,}  immediately 
after  his  journey  to  Frefcati  and  the  Cafcades  of  Tivoli : 

Mater  rofarum,  cui  tenera»  vigent 
Aura  Favorii,  cui  Venus  it  comes 
Lafciva,  Nympharum  chorcis 
Et  volucrum.  celebrata,  can^ij  I 
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Die,  non  inertcm  fallere  qua  diem 

Amat  Tub  umbra,  feu  finit  aureum. 

Dormire  pledtrum,  feu  retentat 

Pierio  'Zephyrinus  antro 
Furore  dulci  plenus,  et  immemor 
Reptantis  inter  frigora  Tcfculi 
Umbrofa,  vel  colles  Amici 

Palladiae  fuperantis  Albre. 
Dile&a  Fauno  et  capridcdum  choris 
Pineta,  teftor  vos,  Anio  minax 
Quzecunque  per  clivos  volutus 
Praecipiti  tremefecit  amne, 
Illius  altum  Tibur,  et  JEfalx, 
AudifTt:  fylvas  nomen  amabiles, 
Illius  et  gratas  Latinis 

Naiafm  ingeminaffe  rupes : 
Nam  me  Latime  Naiades  uvida 
Videre  ripa,  qua  nivcas  levi 
Tarn  fa;pe  lavit  rore  plurnas 

Dulce  canens  Venufinus  ales; 
Mirum  1  canemi  conticuit  nemus, 
Sacrique  fontes,  et  retinent  adhuc 
(die  Mufa  juffit)  faxa  molles 

Dodla  modos,  veterefque  lauri. 
Mirare  nee  tu  me  citharae  rudem 
Claudis  laborantem  numeris :  loca 
Amsena,  jucundumque  ver  in- 

compofitum  docuere  carmen  j 
Hasrent  fub  omni  nam  folio  nigri 
-  J*hoebea  luci  (creditc)  fomnia, 
•    Argutiufque  et  lympha  et  aurze 
Nefcio  quid  folito  loquuntur. 

At  Florence,  Gray  conceived  the  defign,  and  wrote  the  firft  book  of  a  didactic  poem  in  Latin,  en 
titled  Ds  Priaeifiis  Cogitandi,  which  he  adurefled  to  Weft  (ad  FavoniumJ,  but  unfortunately  neve? 
completed. 

An  unfortunate  difagreement  between  the  two  travellers,  arifing  from  the  difference  of  theie 
tempers,  occafioned  their  feparation  at  Reggio.  Gray  being,  even  from  his  aarlieft  years,  curious, 
penfive,  and  philofophical ;  Mr.  Walpole,  gay,  lively,  and  confequently  inconfiderate.  The  latter, 
however,  enjoined  Mr.  Mafon  to  charge  him  with  the  chief  blame  in  their  quarrel,  confeffing  that 
more  attention  and  complaifance,  more  deference  to  a  warm  friendfrup,  fuperior  judgment  and  pru 
dence,  might  have  prevented  a  rupture  that  gave  much  uneafinefs  to  them  both ;  though  in  I744>  a 
reconciliation  was  effected  between  them  by  a  lady  who  wifhed  well  to  both  parties. 

Gray  continued  his  journey  to  Venice,  in  a  manner  fuitable  to  his  own  little  fortune  ;  and,  having 
continued  there  till  about  the  middle  of  July,  he  returned  home  through  Padua,  Verona,  Milan  and 
Turin,  and,  repaffing  the  Alps,  purfued  almofl  the  fame  route  by  which  he  had  before  gone  t« 
Italy 

His  Letters,  publiflied  by  Mr.  Mafon,  contain  a  very  pleafing  account  of  many  parts  of  his  jour 
ney.  His  defcriptions  of  Verfailles,  of  the  amufements  at  Rheims,  of  the  confluence  of  the  Rhone 
and  Saone,  vifit  to  the  Grande  Chartreufe,  and  the  paflage  of  the  Alps,  bear  more  particular  marks  of 
his  genius  and  difpofition.  When  he  afcends  the  Alps,  we  fee  even  the  native  grandeur  of  his  ideas 
heightened.  He  is  hardly  any  longer  a  mortal  being,  nee  vox  fonat  hominem,  particularly  when  he 
goes  up  to  the  Grande  Chartreufe,  that  wild  magical  enthufiafm  fo  natural  to  him,  feems  to  pof 
fefs  his  whole  foul. 

On  his  return  from  his  travels,  and  after  the  mifunderftanding  with  Mr.  Walpole,  when  his  na 
tural  melancholy,  heightened  by  chagrin,  had  led  his  wifhes  to  a  gloomy  dereliction  of  fociety,  he 
again  vifited  the  Chartreufe.  The  fituation  was  perfectly  fuitable  to  his  ftate  of  mind,  and  there 
he  wrote,  in  the  Album  of  the  fathers,  fuch  an  Alcaic  Ode  as  he  himfelf  only  could  have  written.  It 
is  marked  with  all  the  fineft  touches  of  his  melancholy  mufe,  and  flows  with  fuch  an  originality  of 
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expreffion,  that  one  can  hardly  lament  he  did  not  honour  his  own  language,  by  making  it  the  vc«» 

hide  of  this  noMe  imagery  and  pathetic  fentiment  : 

Oh  tu,  feveri  religio  loci, 
Quocunque  gaudes  nomine  (non  leve 
Nativa  nam  certe  fluenfa 

Numeri  habet,  veterefque  fylvas  ; 
Praefentiorem  et  confpicimus  Dtum 
Per  invias  rupes,  fera  per  juga, 
Clivofque  praeruptos,  fonantes 

Inter  aquas,  nemorurnquenoftem; 
Q^iam  fi  repoftus  fub  trabe  citrca 
Fulgeret  auro,  et  Phidiaca  manu) 
Salve  vocanti  rite,  feffo  et 

Da  placidam  juvcni  quietem. 
Qnod  fi  invidendis  fedibus,  et  frui 
Fortuna  facra  Jegefilentii 

Vctat  volentem.  me  reforbens 
In  medios  violenta  fluc.lus  : 
Saltern  remoto  des,  Pater,  angulo 
Horas  fene&z  ducere  liberas; 
1'utumque  vulgari  tumultu 
Surripias,  hominumque  curis. 

He  returned  to  England  September  i.  1741,  and,  in  about  two  months  afterwards,  buried  hia 
father;  who,  by  the  negled  of  his  bufinefs,  and  an  injudicious  wafte  of  money  upon  anew  houfe  at 
Wanftcad,  fo  n-.uch  leffened  his  patrimony,  that  it  would  by  no  means  enable  him  to  profecute  the 
ftudy  of  the  law,  without  his  becoming  burthenfome  to  his  mother  and  aunt. 

Thefe  two  fifters  had,  for  many  years,  kept  an  India  warehoufe  in  Cornhiil,  under  the  joint 
names  of  Gray  and  Ancrobus.  Upon  Mr.  Gray's  death,  having  acquired  what  would  fupport 
them  decently  for  the  reft  of  their  jives,  they  retired  to  Stoke,  near  Vindfor,  to  the  houfe  of  their 
othrr  fifter  Mrs.  Rogers,  lately  become  the  widow  of  a  gentleman  of  that  name,  who  had,  in  the 
earlier  part  of  his  life,  followed  the  profeffion  of  the  law,  but  retired  from  bufinefs  many  years  be 
fore  his  death. 

Gray,  though  he  had  taken  his  refolution  of  declining  the  ftudy  of  the  law,  was  too  delicate  to 
hurt  two  perfons,  for  whom  he  had  the  tendered  afTVclion,  by  peremptorily  declaring  his  real  in 
tention^;  and  therefore  changed,  or  pretended  to  change  the  line  of  that  ftudy:  And  accordingly, 
towards  the  end  of  the  fubfequent  year,  went  to  Cambridge  to  take  his  bachelor's  degree  in  civil 
Jaw. 

But  the  narrownefs  of  his  circumirances  was  not  the  only  thing  that  diflrefled  him  at  this  period. 
He  had  loft  the  friendfhip  of  Mr.  Walpole  abroad.  He  had  alfo  loft  much  time  in  his  travels ;  and 
he  well  knew,  that  whatever  improvement  he  might  have  made  in  this  interval,  either  in  tafte  or 
fcience,  fuch  improvement  would  be  of  little  ufe  to  him  in  his  prefent  fituati^n  and  exigencies.  This 
was  not  all.  His  other  friend  Weft,  he  found,  on  his  return,  opprefied  by  fickuefs  and  a  load  of 
family  misfortunes.  Thefe,  the  fympathizing  heart  of  Gray  made  his  own.  But  his  cares  were 
vain.  Weft's  htalth  declined  daily,  and  he  left  London  in  March  1742;  and,  foi  the  benefit  of 
the  air,  went  to  David  Mitchell's,  Efq.  at  Pope's  in  Hertfordshire. 

During  an  interval  of  fomething  more  than  two  months,  they  maintained  a  conflant  correfpon- 
dence  on  fubjcdts  of  literature  and  their  claflical  ftudies.  The  laft  letter  from  Weft  is  dated  May 
II.  174*.  Gray  returned  an  anfwer  Mny  27.  Immediately  afterwards,  he  went  upon  a  viftt  to 
his  relations  at  Stoke,  where  he  wrote  his  Ode  tn  tie  Spring,  He  fent  it,  as  foon  as  written,  to  his 
"beloved  friend  ;  but  he  was  dead  before  it  reached  Hertfordshire. 

There  feems  to  be  a  kind  of  prefentiment  in  that  pathetic  piece,  which  readers  of  tafte  will  feel 
tyhen  they  learn  this  anecdote,  and  which  will  make  them  read  it  with  redoubled  pleafure.  It 
tvill  alfo  throw  a  melancholy  grace  on  the  Ode  on  tbt  DiJJant  Profpeft  of  £ton,  and  on  the  Ode  to  Ad- 
•Vfftfy,  both  of  them  written  the  Augufl  following  ;  for  as  both  thefe  poems  abound  with  pathos, 
thofe  who  have  feeling  hearts  will  feel  this  exceliencc  the  more  ftroiigly,  when  they  know  thecaufe 
from  whence  it  arofe  j  and  the  unfeeling  will  perhaps  learn  to  refptd  what  they  cannot  talk, 
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they  are  prevented  from  imputing  to  a  fpienetic  melancholy,  what,  in  fact,  fprung  from  the  molt 
benevolent  of  ail  fenfations. 

It  is  probable,  that  the  Elegy  in  a  Country  Church  -Yard  was  begun,  if  not  finiftied,  about  this  time, 
though  the  conclufion,  as  it  ftands  at  preient,  is  certainly  different  from  what  it  was  in  the  firft;  ma- 
nufcript  copy. 

The  firft  impulfe  of  his  forrow,  for  the  death  of  his  friend,  gave  birth  to  a  little  f«finst}  in  Englifti, 
•n  the  Petrarchian  model,  which  is  exceedingly  tender  and  mournful. 

In  vain  to  me  the  fmiling  mornings  fhine, 

And  rcdd'ning  Phoebus  lifts  his  golden  fire  : 

The  bird-  in  vain  their  amorous  defcant  join  ; 
Or  cheerful  field*  refume  their  grren  attire  : 
Thefe  ears,  alas  !  for  other  nots^  repine, 

A  different  object  do  thefe  eyes  require  : 

My  lonely  anguifli  melts  no  heart  but  mine; 
And  in  my  brealt  the  imperfect  joys  expire. 

Yet  morning  fmiles  the  bufy  race  to  cheer, 

And  new-born  pleafure  brings  to  happier  men  : 
The  fields  to  all  their  wonted  tribune  bear  : 

To  warm  their  little  loves  the  birds  complain : 
I  fruitlefs  mourn  to  him,  thar  cannot  hear, 

And  weep  the  more,  becaufe  I  weep  in  vain. 

The  only  addition  he  afterwards  made  to  his  didactic  poem,  De  Prindpiis  Cogitandi,  is  the  apof- 
trophe  in  hexameters  to  the  friend  he  had  loft,  written  in  the  genuine  flrain  of  claffical  majefty,  with 
which  he  intended  to  begin  the  fourth  book. 

Hactenus  haud  fegnis  Naturae  arcana  retexi 

Mufarum  it  terpres,  primufque  Britanna  per  arva 

Romano  liquidum  deduxi  flumine  rivum. 

Cum  tu  opere  in  medio,  ipes  tanti  et  caufa  loboris, 

Linquis,  et  zerernam  fati  tc  condis  in  umbram  ! 

Vidi  cgomet  duro  graviter  concuffa  dolore 

Pectora,  in  alter  jus  non  unquam  lenta  dolorem; 

Et  languere  oculos  vidi,  et  paliefcere  amantem, 

Vulttim,  quo  minquam  pietas  nifi  rara,  fidefque, 

Altus  amor  veri,  et  purum  fpirabat  honeftum. 

Vifa  tamen  tardi  demum  iriclementia  morbi 

Ceffare  eft,  reducemque  iterum  rofeo  ore  Saluteni 

Speravi,  atque  una  tecum,  dilecte  Favoni ! 

Credulu*  heu  longos,  ut  quondam,  fallere  foles  : 

Heu  fpes  nequicquam  dulces,  arque  irrita  vota ! 

Heu  mcettos  i'oles,  fine  te  quos  ducere  fiendo  i 

Per  defideria,  et  queftus  jam  cogor  inanes  ! 

At  Tu,  fancta  anima,  er  noftri  non  indiga  ludu 9, 
Stellanti  templo   fincerique  a^theris  igne, 
Unde  orta  es,  fr uere ;  atque  o  fi  fecura,  nee  ultra 
Mortalis,  notos  olim  milerata  labores 
Refpectes,  tenuefque  vacet  cognofcere  curas; 
Humanam  fi  forte  al:a  de  fede  procellam 
Contemplefe,  mctus,  ftimulofque  cupidinis  acres, 
Gaudiaque  et  gemitus,  parvoque  in  corde  tumultum 
Irarum  ingentcm,  et  fsevos  fub  pcctore  fluctus; 
Rel'picc  et  has  lacryrnas,  memori  qua«  ictus  amore 
Fundo;   quod  poffum,  juxta  lugere  fepulchrum 
Bum  juvat,  et  mutse  vana  hsc  jactare  favillse. 
*  #  * 

Having  made  a  vifit  of  fome  length  at  Stcke,  where  he  wrote  a  confiderable  part  of  his  more 
finifhed  poems,  he  returned  to  Cambridge,  which,  from  this  period,  became  his  principal  refidence. 
He  fpent,  indeed,  during  the  lives  of  his  mother  and  aunts,  his  fummer  vacations  at  Stoke,  and  after 
they  died,  in  making  little  tours  or  vifits  to  his  friends  in  different  parts  of  the  country. 

The  conveniences  refulting  from  that  fituation,  to  a  perfonof  circumfcribed  fortune  and  a  ftudioui 
life,  were,  in  his  eflirnation,  more  than  a  counterbalance  for  the  diflike,  which,  on  feveral  accounts, 
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he  bore  to  the  place.  He  was  admitted  to  the  degree  of  Bachelor  of  the  Civil  Law  in  the  wintc'f 
1742,  as  appears  by  his  letter  to  his  intimate  friend,  Dr.  Wharton  of  Old  Park,  near  Durham,  for 
merly  fellow  of  Pembroke-Hall,  Cambridge,  dated  December  27.  1742,  in  which  he  employs  his 
wfual  vein  of  ridicule  on  the  Univerfity.  From  this  time  he  appears  to  have  laid  afide  compofition 
almofl.  entirely.  Lefs  pleafed  with  exerting  his  own  powers  than  in  contemplating  the  exertions  of 
ethers,  he  applied  himfelf,  with  intenfe  affiduity,  to  the  ftudy  of  the  beft  Greek  authors ;  infomuch, 
that  in  the  fpace  of  about  fix  years,  there  were  hardly  any  writers  of  note  in  that  language,  which  he 
had  not  only  read  but  digefted ;  remarking,  by  the  mode  of  common-place,  their  contents,  their 
difficult  and  corrupt  paflages ;  and  all  this  with  the  accuracy  of  a  critic,  added  to  the  diligence  of  a 
ftudent, 

During  this  interval,  however,  he  was  not  fo  entirely  occupied  with  his  dated  employment,  as  to 
have  no  time  for  exprefling  his  averfion  to  the  ignorance  and  dullnefs  which  appeared  to  furround 
him;  but  of  what  he  intended  on  this  fubjedl,  a  fhort  fragment  only  remains,  which  feems  to  have 
been  intended  as  a  Hymn  to  Ignorance ;  and  had  he  proceeded  with  it,  would  have  contained  much 
good  fatire  upon  falfe  fcience  and  fcholaftic  pedantry.  What  he  wrote  of  it  is  purely  introductory  ; 
yet  many  of  the  lines  are  fo  ftrong,  and  the  general  caft  of  the  verfification  fo  mufical,  that  it  will 
probably  give  the  admirers  of  Dryden  and  Pope  a  higher  opinion  of  his  poetical  talents,  than  ma- 
sy  of  his  lyric  produ&ions  have  done. 

Hail,  horrors,  hail !  ye  ever  gloomy  bowers, 
Ye  gothic  fanes,  and  antiquated  towers, 
Where  rulhy  Camus'  flowly-winding  flood 
Perpetual  draws  his  humid  train  of  mud  : 
Glad  I  revifit  thy  negle<5led  reign, 
Oh  take  me  to  thy  peaceful  (hade  again. 

But  chiefly  thee,  whofe  influence  breath'd  from  highs 
Augments  the  native  darknefs  of  the  Iky ; 
Ah  ignorance  '.  foft  falutary  power  ! 
Proftrate  with  filial  reverence  I  adore. 
Thrice  hath  Hyperion  roll'd  his  annual  race9 
Since  weeping  I  forfook  thy  fond  embrace. 
Oh  fay,  fucccfsful  doft  thou  ftill  oppofe 
Thy  leaden  ./Egis  'gainft  our  ancient  foes? 
Still  ftreach,  tenacious  of  thy  right  divine, 
The  maffy  fceptre  o'er  thy  flumbering  line  ? 
And  dews  Lethean  through  the  land  difpenfe 
To  fleep  in  (lumbers  each  benighted  feufe  ? 
If  any  fpark  of  wit's  delufive  ray 
Break  out,  and  flam  a  momentary  day,    ' 
With  damp,  cold  touch  forbid  it  to  afpire, 
And  huddle  up  in  fogs  the  dangerous  fire. 

Oh  fay — flie  hears  me  not,  but  carelefs  grown, 
Lfethargic  nods  upon  her  ebon  throne. 
Goddeis !  awake,  arife,  alas  my  fears  1 
Can  powers  immortal  feel  the  force  of  years? 
Not  thus  of  old,  with  enfigns  wide  unfurl'd, 
She  rode  triumphant  o'er  the  vanquifh'd  world ;' 
Fierce  nations  own'd  her  unrefifted  might, 
And  all  was  ignorance,  and  all  was  night. 

Oh  facred  age  !   Oh  times  for  ever  loft  ! 
(The  fchool-man's  glory,  and  the  churchman's  boaft.) 
For  ever  gone — yet  ftill  to  fancy  new, 
Her  rapid  wings  the  tranfient  fcere  purfue, 
And  bring  the  buried  ages  back  to  view. 

High  on  her  car,  behold  the  grandam  ride 
Like  old  Sefoftris  with  barbaric  pride; 

*  *  *  *  a  team  of  harnefs'd  monarchs  bencl 

***** 

In  1744,  he  appears  to  have  given  up  entirely  his  didadic  poem,  and  to  have  rclinquifhed,  for 
fprne  time  at  leaft,  any  farther  folicitations  of  the  mufe. 
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Mr.  Walpole,  notwithftanding,  being  defirous  to  preferve  what  he  had  already  written,  and  to 
perpetuate  the  merit  of  thdr  deceafed  friend,  importuned  him  to  publifh  his  own  poems,  together 
with  thofe  of  Weft  ,  but  this  he  declined,  from  the  apprehenfion,  that  the  joint  ftock  of  both  would 
hardly  fill  a  fmall  volume. 

In  1747,  Mr.  Mafon,  then  fcholar  of  St.  John's  College,  afterwards  fellow  of  Pembroke- Hall, 
was  introduced  to  his  acquaintance.  He  had  written  the  year  before,  his  "  Monody  on  the  Death 
of  Pope,"  and  his  "  II  Beilicofo,"  and  "  II  Pacifico,"  and  Gray  had  revifed  them  at  the  requeft.  of  a 
friend.  This  laid  the  foundation  of  an  intimacy,  which  continued  without  interruption  till  the 
death  of  Gray. 

The  fame  year,  a  favourite  cat,  belonging  to  Mr.  Walpole,  happening  to  be  drowned,  Gray  amu- 
fed  himfelf  on  the  occafion,  with  writing  an  elegant  little  Qde-t  in  which  he  has  happily  united  both 
humour  and  inftru6tion. 

Bur  the  following  year  was  diflinguifhed  by  a  far  njore  important  effort  of  his  mufe,  the  initiato 
ry  fragment  of  an  EJfay  on  the  Alliance  of  Education  and  Government,  which  is  fuperior  to  every  thing 
in  the  fame  ftyle  of  writing  in  our  language.  He  meant  to  {hew,  that  both  muft  concur  to  produce 
great  and  ufeful  men.  It  was  intended  to  be  addreffed  to  the  Prefident  MontefquieU,  and  poflibly 
the  intervening  death  of  that  great  man  might  be  a  means  of  his  relinquifhing  his  purpofe  It 
opens  with  two  limiles,  an  uncommon  kind  of  exordium  ;  but  which,  it  is  probable,  he  intentionally 
chofe  to  intimate  the  analogical  method  he  meant  to  purfue  in  his  fubfequent  reafonings. 

As  fickly  plants  betray  a  nigard  earth, 

Whofe  barren  bofom  ftarves  her  gen'rous  birth, 

Nor  genial  warmth,  nor  genial  juice  retains 

Th£ir  roots  to  feed,  and  fill  their  verdant  veins  : 

And  as  in  climes,  where  winter  holds  his  reign, 

The  foil,  though  fertile,  will  not  teem  in  vain, 

Forbids  her  gems  to  fweil,  her  (hades  to  rife, 

Nor  trufts  her  bloffoms  to  the  churlifh  flcies  : 

TO  draw  mankind  in  vain  rhe  vita!  airs, 

Unform'd,  unfriended,  by  thofe  kindly  cares, 

That  health  and  vigour  to  the  foul  impart, 

Spread  the  young  thought,  and  warm  the  opening  heart; 

So  fond  inftru&ion  on  the  growing  powers 

Of  nature  idly  lavifhes  her  ftores, 

If  equal  juftice,  with  unclouded  face, 

Smile  not  indulgent  on  the  fifing  race, 

And  fcatter  with  a  free,  though  frugal  hand, 

JLight  golden  fhowcrsof  plenty  o'er  the  land  : 

But  tyranny  has  fix  d  her  empire  there,  -» 

To  check  their  tender  hopes  with  chilling  fear,  C. 

And  blaft  the  blooming  promife  of  the  year.  j 

This  fpacious  animated  fcene  furvey, 
From  where  the  rolling  orb,  that  gives  the  day, 
His  fable  fons  with  nearer  courfe  iurrounds 
To  either  pole,  and  life's  remoteft  bounds. 
How"  rude  foe'er  th'  exterior  form  we  find, 
Howe'er  opinion  tinge  the  varied  mind, 
Alike  to  all  the  kind,  impartial  heav'n 
The  i'parks  of  truth  and  happinefs  has  giv'n  : 
"With  fenfe  to  feel,  with  memory  to  retain, 
They  follow  pleafure,  and  they  fly  from  pain  ; 
Their  judgment  mends  the  plan  their  fancy  draws,, 
Th'  event  prefages,  and  explores  the  caule  ; 
The  foft  returns  of  gratitude  they  know, 
By  fraud  elude,  by  force  repell  the  foe  ; 
While  mutual  wimes,  mutual  woes  endear 
The  iocial  fmile  and  fympathetic  tear. 

Say,  then,  through  ages  by  what  fate  confin'd 
To  different  climes  feem  different  fouls  affign'd  I 
Here  meafur'd  laws  and  philofophic  eafe 
Fix,  and  improve  the  polifh'd  arts  of  peace. 
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There  induftry  and  gain  their  vigils  keep, 

Command  the  winds,  and  tame  th'  unwilling  deep. 

Here  force  and  hardy  deeds  of  blqod  prevail; 

There  languid  pleafure  fighs  in  every  gale. 

Ofi  o'er  the  trembling  nations  from  afar 

Has  Scythia  breath  .1  the  living  cloud  of  war; 

And,  where  the  delude  burft,  with  fweepy  fway, 

Their  arms,  their  kings,  'heir  gods  w  TC  roll'u  away. 

As  oft  have  iffued,  hoit  impelling  hoft, 

The  blue-eyed  myriads  from  the  Baltic  coaft. 

The  proftrate  fouth  to  the  defiroyer  yields 

Her  boafted  titles,  and  her  golden  fields ; 

With  grim  delight  the  brood  of  winter  view 

A  brighter  day,  and  hcav'n^  of  azure  hue, 

Scent  the  new  fragrance  of  the  breathing  rofe, 

And  quaff  the  pendent  vintage  as  it  grows. 

Proud  of  the  yoke,  and  pliant  to  the  rod, 

Why  yet  does  Afia  dread  a  monarch's  nod, 

While  European  freed  'in  ftill  withftands 

Th'  encroaching  tide,  that  drowns  her  leffening 

And  fees  far  off  with  an  indignant  groan 

Her  native  plains,  and  empires  once  her  own. 

Can  opener  ikies  and  funs  of  fiercer  flame 

O'erpovver  the  fire,  that  animates  our  frame  ; 

As  lamps,  that  fhed  at  eve  a  cheerful  ray, 

Fade  and  expire  beneath  the  eye  of  day  ? 

Need  we  the  influence  of  the  northern  ftar 

To  firing  our  nerves  and  flcel  our  hearts  to  war? 

And,  where  the  face  of  nature  laugh*  around, 

Muft  fick'ning  virtue  fly  the  Tainted  ground  ? 

Unmanly  thought !  what  feafons  can  controul, 

What  fancied  zone  can  circumfcnbe  the  foul, 

Who,  confcious  of  the  fource  from  whence  fhe  fprings, 

By  reafon's  light,  on  refolution's^  wings, 

Spite  of  her  frail  companion,  dauntlefs  gees 

O'er  Lybia's  deferts  and  through  Zembla's  fnovvs  ? 

She  bids  each  ftumb'ring  energy  awake, 

Another  touch,  another  temper  take, 

Sufpends  t.h'  inferior  laws,  that  rule  our  clay  : 

The  ftubborn  elements  confefs  her  fway  ; 

Their  little  wants,  their  low  defires,  refine, 

And  raife  the  mortal  to  a  height  divine. 

Not  but  the  human  fabric  from  the  birth 
Imbibes  a  flavour  of  its  parent  earth. 
As  various  tracts  enforce  a  various  toil, 
The  manners  fptak  the  idiom  of  their  foil. 
An  iron-race  the  mountain- cliffs  maintain, 
Foes  to  the  gentler  genius  of  the  plain  : 
For  where  unwearied  finews  muft  be  found 
With  fide-long  plough  to  quell  the  flinty  ground, 
To  turn  the  torrent's  fwifr-defcending  flood, 
To  brave  the  favage  rufhing  from  the  wood, 
What  wonder   if  to  patient  valour  train'd 
They  guard  with  fpirit,  what  by  ftrength  they  gain'd  ? 
And  while  their  rocky  rampart^  round  they  fee, 
The  rough  abode  of  want  and  liberty, 
(As  lawltfs  force  from  confidence  wi!l  grow) 
Infult  the  plenty  of  rhe  vales  below  ? 
What  wonder,  in  the  fultry  climes,  that  fpread, 
Where  Nile  redundant  o'er  his  fummer  bed 
From  his  broad  bofom  life  and  verdme  flings, 
And  broods  o'er  Egypt  with  his  wat'ry  wingf, 
It  with  advent'rous  oar  and  ready  fail, 
The  dufky  people  drive  before  the  gale  ; 
Or  on  frail  floats  to  neighb'ring  cities  ride 
"Ihat  rife  and  glitter  o'er  the  ambient  tide, 
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How  much  It  is  to  be  wifhed,  that  Gray  had  completed  what  he  thus  admirably  begun  !  The 
defign  is  the  nobleft  which  he  ever  attempted  ;  and  alfo,  as  far  as  he  carried  it  into  execution,  the 
moft  exquifitely  finiflied. 

The  Ode  on  Eton  College  was  his  firfl  Englifh  production  which  appeared  in  print.  It  was  pub- 
lilhed  in  folio,  by  Dodfley,  in  1747  ;  about  the  fame  time,  at  Mr.  Walpole's  requeft,  he  fat  for  his 
picture  to  Echart,  in  which,  on  a  paper  which  he  held  in  his  hand,  Mr.  Walpole  wrote  the  title  of 
this  ode ;  and  to  intimate  his  own  high  juft  opinion  of  it,  added  this  line  of  Lucaa  by  way  of  motto, 

Nee  licuit  populis  parvum  temte,  Nile,  videre. 

Phars.  lib.  x.  1.  296. 

This  highly-finifhed  ode,  together  with  his  three  other  monoftrophic  odes  on  Spring,  on  a  Favour" 
tie  Cat,  to  Advefity,  was  afterwards  inferted  in  "  Dodfley's  Mifcellany."  The  Ode  to  Ad-verftty  was 
firft  printed  under  the  title  of  an  Hymn  to  Adverfity,  which  is  here  dropped  for  the  fake  of  unifor 
mity.  It  is  unqueftionably  as  truly  lyrical  as  any  of  his  other  odes. 

In  1750,  he  put  his  laft  hand  to  the  Elegy  Written  in  a  Country  Church-Yard,  which,  when  finiflied, 
was  communicated  firft  to  Mr.  Walpole,  and  by  him  to  fcveral  perfons  of  diftinction.  This 
brought  Gray  acquainted  with  Lady  Cobham,  and  furnifhed  an  occafion  for  his  Long  Story,  a  com- 
pofition  in  ballad-meafure,  in  which  the  different  colours  of  wic  and  humour  are  peculiarly  and 
intimately  blended. 

The  Elegy,  having  found  its  way  into  the  "  Magazine  of  Magazines,"  he  wrote  Mr.  Walpole, 
February  n.  1751,  defiring  him  that  he  would  put  his  own  manufcript  into  the  hands  of  Dodf 
ley,  and  order  him  to  print  it  immediately. 

This  was  the  moft  popular  of  all  his  productions.  It  ran  through  eleven  editions  in  a  very  fhort 
fpace  of  time,  was  finely  tranflated  into  Latin  by  Meffrs.  Anftey  and  Roberts,  and  in  the  fame  year 
another,  though  inferior,  verfion  of  it  was  publifhed  by  Lloyd.  In  the  manufcript  copy,  he  gave  it 
only  the  fimple  title  of  Stanzas  Written  In  a  Country  Church-Yard.  Mr.  Mafoft  perfuaded  him  to 
call  it  an  Elegy,  becaufe  the  fubject  authorifed  him  fo  to  do,  and  the  alternate  meafure  in  which  it 
was  written,  feemed  peculiarly  fit  for  that  fpecies  of  compofition. 

In  1753,  Mr.  Bentley,  wifhing  to  fupply  every  ornament  that  his  pencil  could  contribute,  drew 
not  only  for  it,  but  alfo  for  the  reft  of  Gray's  productions,  a  fet  of  defigns,  which  were  hand- 
fomely  repaid  by  the  following  complimentary  Jlanzas,  many  of  which  arc  equal  in  merit  to  the 
beft  in  his  moft  finifhed  poems. 

In  filent  gaze  the  tuneful  choir  among, 

Half-pleas'd,  half-blufhing  let  the  mufe  admire, 
"While  Bentley  leads  her  fifter-art  along, 

And  bids  the  pencil  anfwer  to  the  lyre. 
See,  in  their  courfe,  each  tranfitory  thought 

Fix'd  by  his  touch  a  lafting  cffence  take; 
Each  dream,  in  fancy's  airy  colouring  wrought, 

f  o  local  fymmetry  and  life  awake  1 
The  tardy  rhymes  that  us'd  to  linger  on, 

To  cenfure  cold,  and  negligent  of  fame, 
In  fwifter  meafures  animated  run, 

And  catch  a  luftre  from  his  genuine  flame. 
Ah  !  could  they  catch  his  ftrength,  his  eafy  grace, 

His  quick  creation,  his  unerring  line  ; 
The  energy  of  Pope  they  might  efface, 

And  Dryden's  harmony  fubmit  to  mine. 
But  not  to  one  in  this  benighted  age 

Is  that  diviner  infpiration  giv'n 
That  burns  in  Shakfpeare's  or  in  Milton's  page, 

The  pomp  and  prodigality  of  heav'n. 
As  when  confpiring  in  the  diamond's  blaze, 

The  meaner  gems,  that  fingly  charm  the  fight, 
Together  dart  their  intermingled  rays, 

And  dazzle  with  a  luxury  of  light. 
Enough  for  me,  if  to  fome  feeling  bread 

My  lines  a  fecret  fympathy  impart  ; 
VOL,  X  N 
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And  as  their  pleafi"g  influencejfow  confeft, 
A  Cgh  of  loft  reflection  heave  the  heart. 

The  papef  on  which  the  laft  ftanza  was  written  being  broken,  the  words  in  Italics  were  fupplied 
by  Mr.  Mafon,  who  very  higenuoufly  and  very  juftiy  expreffes  his  diffatisfadtion  with  the  termina 
tion  of  the  third  line  :  the  end  of  the  fourth,  however,  is  noc  lets  exceptionable  ;  perhaps  it  would 
be  better  if  it  flood  thus  : 

Enough  for  me,  if  to  feme  feeling  breaft, 

My  line*  a  fecret  fympathy  convey  ; 
And  as  their  pleating  influence  there  fsall  reft, 

A  figh  of  foft  reflection  f.ealaivay. 

The  panegyric  is  certainly  carried  too  far  ;  there  is  fo  much  of  grotefque  fancy  in  the  defigns,  that 
they  have  failed  to  pleafe  univerfaily.  Let  the  reader  perufe  the  fecond  flanza,  and  turn  to  the  clefignv 
for  the  Ode  to  Adverfity.  Let  him  behold  the  Quarter  Staff  of  Japiter,  the  Hnrfe-Lock,  the  Hunt 
ing  Whip,  and  the  Talons,  and  bid  defiance  to  rifibility  if  he  can.  The  original  drawings,  in  Mr. 
Mafon  s  opinion,  are  infinitely  fuperior  to  the  publifhed  engravings  of  them. 

The  head-pieces  to  the  Lcng  Story,  exhibiting  a  view  of  Stoke-Pogis  church  and  manfion,  were 
copied  from  a  fketch  by  Gray.  The  Church-yard  was  the  fubjtdt  of  his  Elegy. 

In  the  March  following,  Gray  fuftained  a  lofs  which  he  long  and  fevercly  felt;  his  mother,  to 
xvhom  his  conduct  was  exemplary  for  the  difcharge  of  every  filial  duty,  and  who  merited  att  the 
tendernef-1  and  attention  fhe  received,  was  taken  from  him  by  death.  She  was  buried  in  the  fame 
vault,  where  her  lifter's  remains  had  been  depofited,  more  than  three  years  before,  in  the  church 
yard  of  Stoke.  As  the  infcription  on  the  the  tombftone  (at  leaft  the  latter  part  of  it)  is  undoubt 
edly  of  Gray's  writing,  it  here  would  claim  a  place,  if  it  had  not  a  peculiar  pathos  to  recommend 
it,  and  at  the  fame  time  a  true  infcriptive  limplicity. 

In  the  vault  beneath,  are  depoiited, 
in  hope  of  a  joyful  refurre<5tion, 

The  remains  of 

MARY  ANTKOBUS. 

She  died,  unmarried,  Nov.  v.  M,DCC,XLIX. 

Aged  LXVI. 

In  the  fame  pious  confidence, 

Befide  her  friend  and  fitter, 

Here  fleep  the  remains  of 

Dorothy  Gray, 

Widow,  the  careful  tender  mother 

Of  many  children,  one  of  whom  alone 

Had  the  misfortune  to  furvive  her. 

She  died  March  xi.  M,DCC,LIII. 

Aged  LXVII. 

The  lines,  in  which  Pope  has  expreffed  his  piety,  beautiful  as  they  are,  and  much  as  they  de- 
ferve  to  be  praifed,  appear,  notwithftanding,  to  excite  lefs  of  fympathy  than  a  fingle  ftroke  in  this 
infcription,  or  a  paffage  in  a  letter  to  Mr.  Mafon,  written  the  following  December,  on  the  deaths 
of  his  father  and  friend,  Dr.  Marmaduke  Pricket,  a  young  phyfician.  lt  I  have  feen  the  fcene  you 
defcribe,  and  know  how  dreadful  it  is ;  I  know  too,  I  am  the  better  for  it.  We  are  all  idle  and 
thoughtlefs  things,  and  have  no  fenfe,  no  ufe  in  the  world,  any  longer  than  that  fad  Jmpreffion 
lafts  ;  the  deeper  it  is  engraved  tit  tetter." 

Impreffions  of  grief  on  the  generality  of  mankind,  like  characters  marked  on  the  fand  of  the 
fea,  are  fpeedily  effaced  by  rhe  influx  of  bufinefs  or  pleafure ;  but  the  tntces  of  them  on  the  heart 
of  Gray  were  too  deeply  infcribed  to  be  fooh  obliterated.  He  cherifhed  the  remembrance  of  his 
lofs  with  a  melancKoly  pleafure,  of  which  the  prefent  writer  can  eafily  comprehend  the  value ;  for 
he  knows  what  it  is  to  lofc  perfons  that  his  eyes  and  heart  have  been  long  ufed  to,  and  he  never 
clefires  to  part  with  the  remembrance  of  that  lofs. 

Gray,  as  is  evident  by  a  letter  to  T)r.  Wharton,  finiflied  his  Ode  on  toe  Progrtfs  of  Potfy,  early  in 
1755;  the  Bard  alfo  was  begun  about  that  time,  and  the  following  beautiful  fragment  Qn 
fare  arlfingfr<jr,i 
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Now  the  golden  morn  aloft 

Waves  her  dew-beipangled  wing, 

With  vermil  cheek,  and  whifper  foft 

She  wooes  the  tardy  Ipring  : 

Till  April  ftarts.  and  calls  around 

The  fleeping  fragrance  from  the  ground  ; 

And  lightly  o'er  the  living  fcene 

Scatters  his  frefheft,  tendered  green. 

New  born  flocks,  in  ruftic  dance, 

Friflcmg  ply  their  feeble  feet; 

Forgetful  rf  their  wint'ry  trance 

The  birds  his  prefence  greet : 

But  chief,  the  Iky-lark  warbles  high 

His  trembling  thrilling  ecftacy  ; 

And,  leffening  from  the  dazzled  fight, 

Melts  into  air  and  liquid  light. 

Yefterday  the  fullen  year 

Saw  the  fnowy  whirwind  fly ; 

Mute  was  the  mufic  of  the  air, 

The  herd  ftood  drooping  by  : 

Their  raptures  now  that  wildly  flow, 

No  yefterday,  nor  morrow  know; 

Tis  man  aione  that  joy  defcries 

With  forward  and  reverted  eyes. 

Smiles  on  paft  misfortune's  brow, 

Soft  reflexion's  hand  can  trace ; 

And  o'er  the  cheek  of  forrow  throw 

A  melancholy  grace  : 

While  hope  prolongs  our  happier  hour; 

©r  deepeft  fhades,  that  dimly  lower 

And  blacken  round  our  weary  way, 

Gilds  with  a  gleam  of  diftant  day. 

Still,  where  rofy  pleafure  leads, 

See  a  kindred  grief  purfue  ; 

Behind  the  fteps  that  mifery  treads 

Approaching  comfort  view : 

The  hues  of  blifs  more  brightly  glow, 

Chaftis'd  by  fabler  tints  of  woe  ; 
And  blended  form,  with  artful  ftrife, 
The  ftrength  and  harmony  of  life. 

See  the  wretch,  that  long  has  toft 

On  the  thorny  bed  of  pain, 

At  length  repair  his  vigour  loft, 

And  breathe,  and  walk  again  : 

The  meaneft  flowerr t  of  the  vale, 

The  Cmpleft  note  that  fwells  the  gale, 

The  common  fun,  the  air,  the  fkies, 

To  him  are  opening  Paradife. 

Humble  quiet  builds  her  cell 
Near  the  courfe  where  pleaiure  flows; 
She  eyes  the  clear  cryftaliine  well, 
And  taftes  it  as  it  goes. 

*  *  * 

From  the  loofe  hints  in  his  common-place  book,  he  appears  to  have  planned  a  fourth  Ode  on  tl& 
Connexion  between  Genius  and  Grandeur  ;  but  it  cannot  now  be  ascertained  if  any  part  of  it  was  a&uallf 
written. 

In  1756,  he  removed  from  St.  Peter's  College  to  Pembroke- Hall,  in  ccmfoquence  of  two  or  three 
young  men  of  fortune,  who  lived  in  the  fame  ftair-cafe,  having,  for  fome  time,  intentionally  dif- 
turbed  him  with  their  riots.  He  complained:  to  the  governing  part  of  the  Society  ;  and  not  think 
ing  that  his  remonftrance  was  fufficiently  attended  to,  he  "  left  hia  lodgings,"  as  he  himfelf  expreffes 
it,  "  becaufe  the  rooms  were  unify,  and  the  people  of  the  houfe  uncivil." 

Upon  the  death  of  Cibber,  in  17.57,  the  Duke  of  Devonfhire,  then  Lord  Chamberlain,  made  hiifl 
an  offer  of  the  vacant  office  of  Peet-JLaurcat,  through  the  hands  o£  £,ord.  John  Cavendiih,  his  bra- 

Ni)  •, 
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ther  ;  but  the  difgrace  brought  upon  that  office,  by  the  inability  of  fome  who  had  filled  it,  probably 
induced  him  to  decline  the  appointment,  which  was  beftowed  on  Whitehead. 

The  fame  year,  he  publilhed  the  Progrefs  of  Poe/y,  and  the  Bard,  his  two  greateft  lyric  perform, 
ances.  Their  merit  was  not  immediately  perceived,  nor  generally  acknowledged.  Garrick  wrote 
a  few  lines  in  their  praife.  Lloyd  and  Colman  wrote  in  concert  two  Odes  to  "  Oblivion"  and 
"  Obfcurity,"  in  which  they  were  ridiculed  with  much  contempt  and  much  ingenuity. 

In  1759,  his  curiofity  drew  him  away  from  Cambridge,  to  a  lodging  in  Southampton-row,  near 
the  Mufeum,  where  he  refided  near  three  years,  reading  and  tranfcribing.  His  extracts,  amount 
ing  in  all  to  a  tolerably-fized  folio,  are  at  prefent  in  the  hands  of  Lord  Orford,  who  printed  the 
fpeech  of  Sir  Thomas  Wyat  from  them,  in  the  fecond  number  of  his  "  Miscellaneous  Antiquities." 

In  i?6z,  when  the  ProfefTorfhip  of  Modern  Languages  and  Hiftory  at  Cambridge,  became  va 
cant  by  the  death  of  Mr.  Turner,  he  was,  as  he  fays, "  cockered  and  fpirited  up,"  till  he  afked  it  of 
Lord  Bute,  who  fent  him  a  civil  refufal,  and  the  place  was  given  to  Mr.  Laurence  Brocket,  the  tu 
tor  of  Sir  James  Lowther. 

His  con  itution  was  weak,  and  believing  that  his  health  was  promoted  by  exercife  and  change 
of  place,  he  undertook,  in  J  765,  a  journey  into  Scotland,  of  which  his  account,  fo  far  as  it  extends, 
is  very  curious  and  elegant ;  for,  as  his  comprehenfion  was  ample,  his  curiofity  extended  to  all  the 
works  of  art,  all  the  appearances  of  nature,  and  all  the  monuments  of  paft  events.  He  naturally 
contracted  a  friendship  with  Dr.  Beattie,  whom  he  found  "  a  poet,  a  philofopher,  and  a  good  man." 
The  Marifchal  College  at  Aberdeen  offered  him  the  degree  of  Doctor  of  Laws,  which,  having  omit 
ted  to  take  it  at  Cambridge,  he  thought  it  decent  to  refufe. 

In  1767,  Pr.  Beattie,  defirous  that  his  country  fhould  afford  fome  teftimony  of  its  regard  to 
Gray,  folicited  his  permiffion,  to  Mr.  Foulis,  to  print,  at  the  Univerfity  prefs  of  Glafgow,  an  elegant 
edition  of  his  works.  Dodfley  had  before  afked  the  fame  favour,  and  Gray,  unwilling  to  refufe, 
gratified  both  with  a  copy,  containing  a  few  notes,  and  the  imitations  of  the  Norfe  poetry,  intended 
to  fupplant  the  Long  S/ory,  which  was  printed  at  fiift  only  to  illutlrate  Mr.  Bentley's  defigns. 

The  death  of  Mr.  Brocket,  in  July  1768,  left  another  opening  to  the  Profefforfhip,  which  he  had 
"before  unfuccefsfully  fought.  Lord  Bute,  however,  was  not  then  in  office,  and  the  Duke  of  Graf- 
ton,  to  preclude  a  requeft,  within  two  days  of  the  vacancy,  appointed  Gray. 

This  place  was  valuable  in  itfelf,  the  falary  being  400  1.  a  year  ',  but  what  rendered  it  particu 
larly  acceptable  to  Gray,  was  its  being  given  him  without  any  folicitation. 

On  the  Duke  of  Grafton  being  eledted  Chancellor  of  the  Univerfity,  in  1769,  gratitude  prompted 
Giay,  unafkedjto  furnifh  an  irregular  Odefo,-  Mufic,  to  be  performed  at  his  inftallation ;  and  what 
ever  the  celebrated  Junius  (notwithftanding  his  compliment  to  Gray)  might  pretend,  it  was  the 
offering  <i  no*  venal  mufe.  The  ode  in  its  ftru&ure  is  dramatic,  and  it  contains  nothing  of  the 
complimentary  kind,  which  is  not  entirely  fuked  to  the  characlers  employed.  In  point  of  lyrical 
arrangement  and  expreffion,  it  is  equal  to  moft  of  his  other  odes. 

Not  long  after  the  bufile  of  the  inftallation  was  over,  ill  health  made  another  journey  necefTary, 
and  he  vifited  the  lakes  of  Weftmoreland-  and  Cumberland.  The  impreffinns  he  received  from 
the  wonderful  fcenery  that  furrounded  him,  he  tranfmitted  to  his  friend,  Dr.  Wharton,  in  epifto- 
Jary  journals,  with  all  the  wiklnefs  of  Salvator,  and  the  foftnefs  of  Claude. 

In  May  1771,  writing  to  the  fame  friend,  he  complains  of  a  violent  cough,  which  had  troubled 
him  for  three  months,  and  which  he  called  incurable;  adding,  that  till  this  year  he  never  knew 
what  (mechanical)  low  fpirits  were. 

•     The  anxiety  he  felt  from  holding,  as  a  finecure,  an  office,  the  duties  of  which  he  thought  himfelf 
bound  to  perform,  without  doubt,  contributed  to  the  latter  complaint. 

The  object  of  his  profefibrlhip  being  twofold,  and  the  patent  allowing  him  to  effect  one  of  its 
defigns  by  deputy,  it  is  underftood,  that  he  liberally  rewarded,  for  that  purpofe,  the  teachers  in  the 
XJniverfity  of  Italian  and  French. 

The  other  part  he  himfelf  prepared  to  execute  ;  but  though  the  profeflbrfhip  was  inftituted  in 
1724,  none  of  his  predeceffors  had  furnifhed  apian  of  lectures. 

Embarraffed  by  this  and  other  difficulties,  and  retarded  by  ill  health,  the  undertaking  at  length 
became  fo  irkfoaie,  that  he  fcricufly  propofed  to  reflgn  the  office. 
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About  the  end  of  May  he  removed  from  Cambridge  to  London,  after  having  fuffered  from  irre 
gular  attacks  of  an  hereditary  gout,  to  which  he  had  long  been  fubject,  and  from  which  a  life  of 
lingular  temperance  could  not  protect  him. 

In  London  his  indifpcfition  having  increafed,  Dr.  Gilborne  advifed  him  to  remove  frorn  hi& 
lodgings  in  Jermyn-ftreet  to  Kenfington.  This  change  was  of  fo  much  benefit,  that  he  was  foon 
enabled  to  return  to  Cambridge,  from  whence  he.  meditated  a  journey  to  Old  Park,  near  Durham, 
the  refidence  of  his  friend  Dr.  Wharton,  which  he  hoped  might  re-eftablifti  his  health  ;  but  his  in 
tentions  and  hopes  were  delufive. 

On  the  24th  of  July,  while  at  dinner  in  the  College-hall,  he  felt  a  fudden  naufea,  which  obliged 
him  to  rife  from  table,  and  retire  to  his  chamber.  The  gout  had  fixed  on  his  ftomach,  and  refifted 
all  the  powers  of  medicine.  On  the  29th,  he  was  feized  with  a  ftrong  convulfion  fit,  which,  on, 
the  3Oth,  returned  with  increafed  violence  ;  and  the  next  evening  he  expired,  in  the  .jjth  year  of 
his  age. 

He  was  fenfible  at  times,  almoft  to  the  laft,  and  from  the  firft  aware  of  his  extreme  danger,  but 
expreffed  no  vifible  concern  at  the  thought*  of  his  approaching  diflblution.  He  was  buried  in  the 
•vault,  in  which  his  aunt  and  his  mother  were  interred,  in  the  church-yard  of  Stoke,  agreeable  to  his 
own  direction. 

By  his  will,  dated  July  a.  1770,  he  appointed  Mr.  Mafon,  and  the  Rev.  Dr.  Browne,  Prefident 
of  Pembroke -hall,  his  joint  executors  ;  and  left  *•  Mr.  Maion  all  his  books,  manufcripts,  coins,  mu- 
fic,  printed  or  written,  and  papers  of  all  kinds,  to  preferve  or  deflroy  ar  his  own  difcrction." 

His  Poems  and  Letters  were  collected  and  publifhed  by  Mr.  Mafon,  in  one  volume  410,  1775,  to 
which  he  prefixed  "  Memoirs  of  his  Life  and  Writings,"  with  "  imitations,  variations  and  addi 
tional  notes,"  and  republiflied  in  4  vols.  8vo.  1778.  The  common  editions  of  his  Poems  are  too 
numerous  to  be  fpecified.  To  the  edition  in  8vo.  1786,  were  added  notes  and  parallel  paffagas 
by  Mr.  Wakefield.  The  notes  are  in  general  pertinent  and  judicious,  and  the  parallel  places  dif- 
cover  extenfive  erudition,  and  are  felected  with  tafte  and  judgment.  An  edition,  with  a  perpetual 
commentary,  is  preparing  for  the  prefs,  which  the  prefent  writer  is  happy  to  announce  as  the  pro 
duction  of  his  friend  Alexander  Thomfon,  Efq.  author  of  "  Whift,"  «•  The  Paradife  of  Tafte," 
and  other  ingenious  performances.  The  Latin  language  was  enriched  with  an  elegant  and  fpirited 
tranfiation  of  the  Bard,  in  1775,  anc^  an  admirable  Greek  verfion  of  the  Elegy  in  a  Country  Church- 
Yard,  proceeded  from  the  claflical  pen  of  Dr.  Norbury,  in  1793.  The  imitations  it  has  produced 
are  innumerable. 

It  may  be  collected  from  the  -narrative  of  Mr.  Mafon,  that  the  greateft  part  of  Gray's  life  was 
fpent  in  that  kind  of  learned  leifure,  which  has  only  felf-improvement  and  felf-gratification  for  its 
object  He  was  remarkably  difinterefted  in  all  his  purfuits.  He  never  read  or  wrote  with  a  view 
of  making  labours  ufeful  to  himfelf.  He  may  be  faid  to  have  been  one  of  thofe  few  perfonages  in 
the  arfnals  of  literature,  efpecially  in  the  poetical  clafs,  who  are  devoid  of  felf-intereft,  and  at  the 
fame  time  attentive  to  economy;  and  alfo  was  among  mankind  in  general,  one  of  the fe  very 
few  economifts  who  pofiefs  that  talent  untinctured  with  the  fligheit  {lain  of  avarice.  Whtn  his 
circumftances  were  at  the  lowefl,  he  gave  away  fuch  Turns  in  charity,  as  would  have  done  credit  to 
an  ampler  purfe.  But  what  chiefly  deterred  him  from  taking  any  advantage  by  hi?  literary  pur 
fuits,  was  a  certain  degree  of  pride,  which  led  him  to  deipifethe  idea  of  being  thought  an  author 
by  profeffion. 

However,  it  is  probable,  that,  early  in  life,  he  had  an  intention  o<f  publifhing  Kn  edition  of  Strabo  ; 
for  his  papers  contain  a  great  number  of  notes  and  geographical  difquifitions  on  that  author,  parti 
cularly  with  refpect  to  that  part  of  Afia  which  comprehends  Perfia  and  India.  The  indefatigable 
pains  which  he  took  with  the  writings  of  Plato,  and  the  quantity  of  critical,  as  well  as  explanatory 
obfervations,  which  he  has  left  upon  almofl  every  part  of  his  works,  plainly  indicate  that  no  man 
in  Europe  was  better  prepared  to  republiih  and  illuftrate  that  philofopher  than  Gray.  Another 
work,  on  which  he  beftowed  uncommon  labour,  was  the  Anthvlsgia  In  an  interleaved  copy  of 
that  collection  of  Greek  epigrams,  he  has  tranfcribed  feveral  additional  ones,  which  he  felected 
M  his  cstenfive  reading,  has  inferred  a  great  number  of  critical  notes  r-nd  emendations,  and  fubjoined 
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a  copious  index,  in  which  every  epigram  is  arranged  under  the  name  of  its  refpective  author.  But 
\vhether  he  intended  this  manufcript  for  the  prels  or  not  is  uncertain.  The  only  work  which  he 
meditated  upon  with  that  view  from  the  beginning,  was  a  Hiftory  of  Evglrfl  Poetry,  upon  a  plan 
Sketched  out  by  Pope.  He  has  mentioned  this  himiclf  in  an  advertifement  prefixed  to  thofe  three 
£ne  imitations  of  Norfe  and  Welch  poetry,  which  he  gave  to  the  world  in  the  luft  edition  of  his 
poems.  Bur  after  he  had  made  fome  confiderable  preparations  for  the  execution  of  this  defign,  ami 
3Vlr.  JVlafon  had  offered  him  h's  affiftance,  he  was  informed  that  Mr.  War  ton  was  engaged  in  * 
•work  of  the  fame  kind.  The  undertaking  was  therefore  relinq,iifhtd  by  mutual  confent  ;  and,  in 
1770,  on  Mr  Warton's  defirii;g  a  fight  of  the  plan,  he  readily  lent  Lira  the  following  "  iketch 
of  the  arrangement  of  the  fubject"  in  a  letter,  which  was  puhhfhed  in  the  "  Gentleman's  Maga 
zine"  for  February  1/83. 

"  introduction.  On  the  poetry  of  the  Ga'ic  or  Celtic  nations,  as  far  back  as  it  can  be  traced.  —  On 
that  of  the  Goths,  its  introduction  into  thefe  iflanos  by  the  Sax  ns  and  Danes,  and  its  duration  —  On 
the  origin  of  rhyme  among  the  Franks,  the  Saxoiis,  and  Broven^aux.  —  Some  account  of  the  .Latin 
rhyming  poetry,  from  its  early  origin,  down  to  the  fifteenth  ceiuu.-y. 

*'  Part  I.  On  the  School  of  Provence,  which  role  about  the  year  nco,  and  wa«  foon  followed  by 
the  French  and  Italians.  Their  heroic  poefy,  or  Romances  in  verfe,  Allegories,  Fabliaux,  Syrvientes, 
Comedies,  Farces,  Canzoni,  Sonnets,  Balades,  Madrigal-,  Seibines,  &c.  Of  their  imitators,  the 
jtfrench  :  and  of  the  firft  Italian  School,  commonly  called  the  Sicilian,  about  the  year  1200,  brought 
to  perfe&ion  by  Dante,  Petrarch,  Boccace,  and  others  —  State  of  Poetry  in  England  from  the  Con- 
queft,  1066,  or  rather,  from  Henry  the  Second  s  time,  1154,  to  the  reign  of  Edward  the  Third, 


"  Part  II.  On  Chaucer,  who  firft  introduced  the  manner  of  the  Provencaux,  improved  by  the  Ita 
lians,  into  our  country  :  his  character  and  merits  at  large  :  the  different  kinds  in  which  he  excelled 
—  Gower,  Occleve,  Lydgate,  Hawes,  Gawen  Douglas,  Lyndefay,  Bellenden,  Dunbar,  &c. 

"  Part  III.  Second  Italian  School,  of  Ariofto,  Faffo,  &c.  an  improvement  on  the  firft,  occafioned 
by  the  revival  of  Letters,  the  end  of  the  fifteenth  century.  The  Lyric  poetry  of  this  and  the  former 
age  introduced  from  Italy  by  Lord  Surrey,  Sir  T.  Wyat,  Bryan,  Lord  Vaulx,  &c.  in  the  beginning 
of  the  fixteenth  century. 

"  Pa\t  IF.  Spenfer,  his  character  :  fubject  of  his  poem,  allegoric  and  romantic,  of  Provencal  in 
vention  ;  tut  his  manner  of  tracing  it,  borrowed  from  the  Second  Italian  School.  —  Drayton,  Fair 
fax,  Phineas  Fletcher,  Golding,  Phaer,  &c.  This  School  ends  in  Milton.  —  A  Third  Italian  School, 
full  of  conceit,  begun  in  Queen  Elizabeth's  reign,  continued  under  Janus  and  Charles  the  Firft,  by 
JDonne,  Crafhaw,  Cleiveland,  carried  to  its  height  by  Cowley,  and  ending  perhaps  in  Sprat. 

"  Part  V\  School'  of  France,  introduced  after  the  Reiteration  —  Waller,  Dryden,  Addifon,  Prior, 
and  Pope  —  Which  has  continued  to  our  own  times." 

Among  other  fciences,  Gray  had  acquired  a  great  knowledge  of  Gothic  architecture.  He  en 
deavoured  to  trace  tins  mode  of  building  from  the  time  it  commenced,  through  its  various  changes, 
till  it  arrived  at  its  perfection  in  the  reign.  of  Henry  VIII.,  and  ended  in  that  of  Elizabeth.  For 
this  purpofe,  he  did  not  fo  much  depend  upon  written  accounts,  as  that  internal  evidence  which 
the  buildings  themfelves  give  of  their  refpective  antiquity.  On  this  account,  he  applied  himfelf  to 
the  fludy  of  heraldry,  as  a  preparatory  fcience,  and  has  left  behind  him  a  number  of  genealogical 
papers,  more  than  fufficient  to  prove  him  a  complete  mafter  of  it.  The  Remarks  on  Saxon  Churches  in 
the  Introduction  to  Mr.  Bentham's  "  Hiftory  of  Ely"  were  drawn  up  by  Gray. 

But  the  favourite  fludy  of  Gray,  for  the  laft  ten  years  of  his  life,  was  natural  hiftory,  which  he 
then  rather  refumed  than  began  ;  as  by  the  inductions  of  his  uncle  Antrobus,  he  was  a  confider 
able  botanift  at  fifteen,  The  marginal  notes  which  he  has  left  on  Linnaus  and  other  writers,  on 
the  vegetable,  animal,  and  foffile  kingdoms,  are  very  numerous.  But  the  moft  confiderable  are  on 
*'  Hudfon's  Flora  Anglicaj*  and  the  tenth  edition  of  the  Syftema  Nature,  which  latter  he  inter^- 
leaved  and  filled  almofr,  entirely.  While  employed  on  zoology,  he  alfo  read  Arijlotlis  treatife  on 
that  f.ubje&  with  great  care,  and  explained  many  diScuit  paflages  of  that  obfcure  ancient,  from,  ;&* 
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Hghtshe  had  acquired  from  modern  naturaliiis.  Excepting  pure  mathematics,  and  the  ftudies  de- 
pendent  on  that  fcience,  there  was  hardly  any  part  of  human  learning,  in  which  he  had  not  ac 
quired  a  competent  {kill ;  in  moft  of  them  a  couf'ummate  maftery. 

Of  his  amufements,  the  chief  and  almoft  the  only  one  (excepting  the  frequent  experiments  he 
madeon  flowers.for  the  purpofe  of  inveftigating  the  procefs  of  vegetation)  was  mufic  His  tafteinthis 
art  was  equal  to  his  {kill  in  any  more  important  fcience.  Vocal  mufic  he  chiefly  preferred.  His 
inftrument  was  the  harpficord ;  on  which,  though  he  had  little  execution,  yet  he  accommodated  his 
voice  fo  judicioufly  to  his  playing,  as  to  give  an  auditor  confiderable  pleafure.  His  judgment  in 
itatuary  and  painting  was  exquifite,  and  formed  from  an  almoft  inflihdive  perception  of  thole 
graces  beyond  the-.reach  of  art,  in  which  the  divine  works  of  the  great  a, afters  abound.  He  had 
a  fine  tafte  in  prints,  in  his  choice  of  which  he  obferved  the  fame  judicious  rule  which  he  followed 
in  making  his  collection  of  mufic  ;  which  wns  not  fo  much  to  get  together  complete  lets-  of  the 
works  of  any  mafter,  as  to  feled  thofe  (the  heft  in  their  kind)  which  w*  uld  recal  to  his  memory, 
the  capital  pictures,  ftatues,  and  buildings,  which  he  had  feen  and  ftudied. 

Of  Gray's  religious  opinions  but  little  is  known  ;  there  are,  however,  fufficient  traces  left  to  {how 
him  a  believer.  To  Bolingbn  ke's  fcepticifm  he  has  written  an  anfwer.  His  fenti.-v.ents  oi  Shafttf. 
bury  cannot  be  miftaken  ;  and  both  Voltaire  and  Hume  he  cenfures  with  freedom.  In  private  life 
he  was  moft  refpeded  by  thofe  who  bell  knew  him;  he  was  a  man  of  good-breeding,  virue,  and 
humanity. 

Mr.  Mafon  has  declined  drawing  up  any  formal  character  of  Gray  ;  but  has  adopted  one  from  a 
letter  to  James  Bofwell,  Efq..  by  rhe  R.ev.  Mr.  Temple,  Kedor  of  St.  Giuvias  in  Cornwall,  iirft 
printed  anonymoufly  in  the  "  London  Magazine." 

"  Perhaps  he  was  the  moft  learned  man  in  Europe.     He  was  equally  acquainted  with  the  ele 
gant  and  profound  parts  of  fcience,  and  that  not  fuperficially  but  thorough  y.     He   knew  twiy 
branch  of  hiftyry,  both  natural  and  civil;  had  read  all   the  original  hidoriaos  of  England,   F;anc.j, 
and  Italy  ;  and  was  a  great  antiquarian.     Criticifm,  metaphyfics,  moraU,  politics,  made  a  principal 
part  of  his  ftudy;  voyages  and  travels  of  all  forts  were  his  favourite  an.uiemeuts,  and  he  ha, 
tafte  in  painting,  prints,  architecture,  and  gardening.     With  fuch  a  fund  of  knowledge,  his  convcr- 
fation  muft  have  been  equally  inftruding  and  entertaining;   but  he  was  alfo  a  good  a»an,  a  man  of 
virtue  and  humanity.     There  is  no  charader  without  fome  fpeck,  fome  impe.fedion  ;  and  I  th.':k 
the  greatcft  defed  in  his  was  an  affedation  in  delicacy,  or  rather  effeminacy,  «nd  a  vifible  far:  i 
nefs,  or  contempt  and  difdain  of  his  inferiors  in  fcience.      He  alfo  had,  in  fome  degree,  that 
nefs  which  difg-.ifted  Voltaire  fo  much  in  Mr.  Congreve ;   though  he  feerned  to  value  others  chiefly 
according  to  the  progrcfb  they  had  made  in  knowledge,  yet  he  could  not  bear  to  be  confide-c 
felf  merely  as  a  man  of  letters;  and  though  without  birth;  or  fortune,  or  ftation,  his  CcHrc 
be  looked  upon  as  a  private  independent  gentleman,  who  read  for  his  amufement.      Perhaps  it  may 
be  faid,  What  fignifies  fo   much   knowledge,  when   it   produced   foii'tle?      Is  it  wortn  t:ikii:£  fo 
much  pains  to  leave  no  memorial  but  a  few  poems  ?     But  let  it  be  confiuered   that  Mr.  Gray  was 
to  i  thers  at  leaft  innocently  employed  ;  to  himfelf,  certainly  beneficially.     His  time   patted  agree 
ably ;  he  was  every  day  making  fome  new  acquisition  in  fcience  ;  his  mind  was  enlarged,  hi-  heaic 
foftened,  his  virtue  ftrengthened  ;  the  world   and   mankind    were   ihown  to   him  without  a 
and  he  was  taught  to  confider  every  thing  as  trifling,  and  unworthy  of  the  attention  of 
except  the  purfuit  of  knowledge  and  pradice  of  virtue,  in  that  ftate  wherein  Gcd  hath  plac 

The  friendfhip  of  Mr.  Mafon  could  not  fail  him  here  ;  yet  his  judgment  furely  has  bet;: 
for  to  leave  his  friend  under  the  idea  of  zjafiiJ';otisfribbIet  was,  to  fay  no  more,  unfavourable  to  his 
memory.     That  fuch  is  the.  idea,  no  one,  who  reads  the  charader,  can  doubt.     It  is  true,  tiv 
knew  it.     There  was  a  referve  in  his  behaviour,  too  near  refembling  faftidioufneis  ;   and  he  v 
to  indulge  himfelf  in  fuch  modifli  niceties  of  clrefs,  as  did  not  always  corr,efpond   with  the  > 
of  an  academic  gown.    After  his  return  from  his  traveis,  he  commonly  wore  a  mur;',  an  ; 
fmall  derifion  with  the  U^iverfity  lads.      If  he  went  to  a  coflx-e-hou|'e,   he  w<  uld  tell  the  v- 
a  tone  the  moft  effeminate,  to   give   him  "  that  filly  paper  book,"  meaning  the  "  Gentlcn, 
gazine,"  and  fometimes  thf  "  Review."     Timorous,  as  dominate,  and  fearful  of  accident, 
a  ladder  to  let  down  fr-.m.  his  -.vindow,  in  cafe  of,  fire.     Some  young  men  of  his  college  iu 
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wantonly  fet  up  a  falfe  alarm,  in  order  to  draw  him  upon  his  ladder ;  and  this,  among  other  cir- 

cumftances  was  faid  to  be  the  occafion  of  his  removing  to  Pembroke- Hall. 

Mr.  Mafrn  has  remarked,  that  Gray's  effeminacy  was  affected  moft  before  thofe  whom  "  he  did 
pot  wifh  to  pleafe  ;"  and  that  he  is  unjuftly  charged,  with  making  knowledge  his  fole  reafon  of  pre 
ference,  as  he  paid  his  efteem  to  none,  whom  he  did  not  likewife  believe  to  be  good. 

As  a  poet,  his  excellence  will  be  confeffed  by  all  who  are  entitled  to  judge  of  it,  except  now 
and  then  by  a  jealous  critic  educated  at  Oxford,  and  affiduous  in  depreciating  the  merit  of  every 
author,  who  flourifhed  at  a  rival  Univerfity.  On  his  poetry,  it  is  needlefs  to  beftow  praifes,  or  to 
repel  the  attacks  of  envy  and  rancour-  If  Gray  was  not  a  poet  of  the  firft  order,  there  is  no  poe 
try  exifting  ;  and  if  his  bold  expreflions  be  nonfenfe,fo  are  the  moft  rapturous  paffages  of  Sophocles, 
Klopflock,  Shakfpeare  and  Milton,  and  the  fublimeft  figures  of  divine  infpiration.  In  fublimity,  pa 
thos,  and  enthufiafm,  he  is  perhaps  excelled  by  Dryden  and  Collins  ;  but  in  richnefs  of  imagery,  glow 
of  expreffion,  and  harmony  of  numbers,  he  furpaffes  the  two  great  mafters  of  Englifh  lyric  poetry. 

Gray's  poems  are  not  numerous ;  but  all  of  them,  at  leaft  his  ferious  pieces,  have  great  merit ; 
and  whoever  writes  but  as  correctly  as  he  has  written,  will  not  find  himfelf  able  to  write  much. 
His  pieces  have  all  the  marks  of  clofc  ftudy  and  patient  revifion ;  and  the  fmallnefs  of  their  num 
ber,  compared  with  the  length  of  time  he  was  known  as  a  poet,  fufficiently  (hows,  that  they  were 
kept  long  under  his  own  eyes,  before  they  were  fubmitted  to  thofe  of  the  public.  They  may, 
therefore,  be  regarded  as  a  kind  of  ftandard  of  the  corredlnefs  to  which  Englifh  poetry  has  arrived 
in  our  days. 

The  Eltgy  Written  in  a  Gauntry  Chur d-Yard,  is,  perhaps,  the  firft  of  the  kind  in  any  language  ;  its 
fubject,  like  the  fubject  of  Milton's  Epic,  is  univerfally  interefting,  the  allegorical  imagery  is  fub- 
lime,  and  the  natural  defcription  picturefque  ;  the  fentiment  is  moftly  Cmple  and  pathetic,  and  the 
verfification  has;' a  melody,  which  has  not  often  been  attained,  and  cannot  be  furpaffed. 

The  principal  refpecl:  in  which  it  has  been  fuppofed  defective  is  want  of  plan.  Dr.  Knox,  in  his 
"  .Effays,"  has  obferved,  "  that  it  is  thought  by  fome  to  be  no  more  than  a  confufed  heap  of  fplendid 
ideas,  thrown  together  without  order,  and  without  proportion,"  That  it  is,  however,  not  defti- 
tute  of  plan,  is  fufficiently  demonflrated  by  Scott,  in  his"  Critical  Eflays."  The  analyfis  fhows, 
that  it  is  perfectly  regular,  though  fimple  in  its  general  plan  ;  buc  the  arrangement  might  perhaps 
have  been  in  fome  parts  improved.  Some  paffages  have  been  cenfured  by  Mr.  Kelly,  in  the  "  Bab 
bler,"  with  great  injuttice.  Unacknowledged  imitations  of  Collins,  Young,  Pope,Tickell,  Thomfon, 
&c.  have  been  pointed  out  by  other  critics.  Thefe,  however,  are  by  no  means  certain.  There 
are  fo  many  inftances  of  a  coincidence  totally  cafual,  that  it  is  difficult  to  afcertain  what  is,  or  is 
not  really  a  defigned  or  accidental  imitation.  When  Gray  condefcends  to  imitate,  he  recovers  his 
level  at  leaft  by  fome  new  thoughts,  fome  dignity  of  verfe,  or  fome  luminous  embellishments  of 
duftion. 

In  the  firft  copy  of  this  exquifite  poem,  the  cooclufion  was  different  from  that  which  he  after 
wards  compofed ;  and  though  his  after-thought  was  unqueftionably  the  bcft,  yet  there  is  a  pathetic 
melancholy  in  the  four  rejected  flanzas,  following,  With  incenfe  kindled  at  ths  mufesjlamet  which 
highly  claims  prefervation. 

The  thoughtlefs  world  to  majefly  may  bow, 

Exalt  the  brave,  and  idolize  fuccefs ; 

But  more  to  innocence  their  lafety  owe, 

Than  pow'r,  or  genius,  e'er  confpir'd  to  blefs. 

And  thou,  who  mindful  of  th'  unhonour'd  dead, 

I)i>ft  in  thefe  notes  their  artlefs  tale  relate, 

By  night  and  lonely  contemplation  led 

To  wander  in  the  gloomy  walks  of  fate  : 

Hark  !  how  the  facred  calm,  that  breathes  around, 

Bids  every  fierce  tumultuous  paffion  ceafe; 

In  ftill  fmall  accents  whifpering  from  the  ground, 

&  grateful  earneft  of  eternal  peace. 

No  more,  with  reafon  and  thyfelf  at  ftrife, 
Give  anxious  cares  and  endiefs  wi&es  room  ; 
But  through  'he  cool  fequefter'd  vale  of  iifs 
Purfue  the  filent  tenor  of  thy  dcoai. 


THE   LI  £E    OF   GRAY.  '  a«i 

And  here  the  poem  was  originally  intended  to  conclude,  before  the  happy  idea  of  the  boary. 

leaded  f-wain,  &c.  fuggefted  itfelf  to  him.     Mr.  Mafon  thinks  the  third  of  thcfe  rejected  ftanzu 

equal  to  any  in  the  whole  elegy. 

After  the  ftanza,  ending,  To  mtef  the  fun  upon  tie  upland  lawn,  in  the  firft  copy,  followed  this 

ftanza : 

Him  have  we  feen  the  greenwood  fide  along, 
While  o'er  the  heath  we  hied,  our  labour  done, 
Oft  as  the  woudlark  pip'd  her  farewell  fong, 
With  wiltful  eyes  purfue  the  fetting  fun. 

Mr.  Mafon  wonders  that  he  rejected  this  ftanza,  as  it  not  only  has  the  fame  fort  of  Doric  delica 
cy,  which  charms  us  peculiarly  in  this  part  of  the  poem,  but  alfo  completes  the  account  of  his  whole 
day  :  whereas,  this  evening  fcene  being  omitted,  we  have  only  his  morning  walk,  and  his  noon-tide 
repofe. 

The  ftanza,  confidered  in  itfelf,  is  not  a  bad  one,  but  Gray  was  right  in  fupprefling  it.  The 
poet's  evening  had  been  dcfcribed  before,  at  the  opening  of  the  poem ;  to  have  defcribed  it  again 
would  have  been  fuperfluous,  and  an  inftance  of  that  difgufting  redundance,  which  is  fure  to  create 
confufion,  and  which  we  always  meet  with  in  the  works  of  common  writers.  Diverfity  of  fitua- 
tion  is  alfo  wanting;  we  had  the  toaad  before,  Hard  by  yon  'wood,  fcrV.,  and  here  we  have  it  again, 
The greenivoadfide  along,  &c. 

Between  the  line,  Graved  on  tie  fane  beneath  yon  aged  tlorn,  and  the  epitaph,  Gray  originally  in- 
ferted  a  very  beautiful  ftanza,  which  was  printed  in  fome  of  the  firft  editions,  but  afterwards  omit 
ted  ;  becaufe  he  thought,  that  it  was  too  long  a  parenthefis  in  this  place.  The  lines,  however,  are, 
in  themfclves,  exquifitcly  fine,  and  demand  prefervation. 

There  fcatter'd  oft,  the  earlieft  of  the  year, 
By  hands  unfeen  are  fhow'rs  of  violets  found  ; 
The  redbreaft  loves  to  build  and  warble  there, 
And  little  footfteps  lightly  print  the  ground. 

Mr.  Edwards  endeavoured  to  fupply  what  he  thought  a  defeat  in  the  Elegy,  by  adding  after, 
Some  Cromwell guiltlefs,  Izfc.,  the  two  following  ftanzas,  which  are  ftrongly  marked  with  the  charac- 
f  ers  of  fimpiicity,  tendernefs,  and  harmony  : 

Some  lovely  fair,  v/hofe  junafiecled  charms 

Shone  with  attraction  to  herfelf  unknown; 
Whofe  beauty  might  have  bleft  a  monarch's  arms, 

And  virtue  calk  a  luftre  on  the  throne. 
That  humble  beauty  warm'd  an  honeft  heart, 

'And  chcer'd  the  labours  of  a  faithful  fpoufe; 
That  virtue  fornrd  for  every  decent  part, 

The  healthful  offspring  that  adorn'd  their  houfe. 

Gray,  in  his  Clurcb-Tard  Elegy,  certainly  Ihowed  great  excellence  in  dwelling  on  the  tendered 
intcrefts  of  human  nature.  His  eafy  native  pathos  Brought  thofe  interefts  to  the  heart.  But  his 
genius  was  not  marked  alone  by  that  tender  and  melancholy  fenfibility,  fo  interefting  in  that  ini 
mitable  performance.  That  impreffion  «vas  only  its  bas-relief.  There  was  a  Gothic  grandeur  iu 
the  ftru&ure,  of  the  moft  ftriking  and  powerful  effe6t.  Yet  this  could  be  felt,  could  be  tailed  only 
by  the  few,  while  the  natural  pictures  of  the  former  were  caught  by  and  melted  in  every  eye. 

It  is  obfervable,  that  fublimity  of  genius  has  been  generally  attended  with  a  ftrong  affection  for 
the  demonry  of  the  ancient  northern  fable.  Milton  was  particularly  fond  of  it.  It  was  the  ftudy  of 
his  youth  and  the  dream  of  his  age.  This  paflion  feems  natural.  There  is  fomcthing  fublime  in  the 
Gothic  mythology,  in  the  idea  of  ancient  hardihood,  and  the  feats  of  former  times,  that  is  peculiarly 
adapted  to  a  natural  grandeur  cf  imagination.  In  the  mythology  of  the  Greeks,  every  thing  feems 
little,  feems  puerile  in  comparifon.  Hence  Gray's  ftrong  attachment  to  every  thing  that  breathed 
of  the  former.  The  hall  of  Odin  was  heaven  itfelf  to  him,  and  OJiun  the  very  demon  of  poetry. 
It  would  be  fuperfluous  for  the  prefent  writer  to  enlarge  on  the  effect  this  enthufiafm  had  on  Gray's 
poetical  writings.  The  readers  of  poetry  are  no  ftrangers  to  that  fublime  expreffion,  and  to  that 
noble  air  of  mind,  which  diftinguifli  his  two  greater  odes,  the  Prvgrefs  of  Poefy,  and  the  Bard.  They 
breathe  the  high  fpirit  of  lyric  enthufiafm ;  the  tranfitions  are  fudden  and  impetuous,  the  language 
full  of  fire  and  force,  and  the  imagery  carried,  without  impropriety,  to  the  moft  daring  height.  They 
have  been  accwfed  cf  obfcurity  ;  but  the  one  can  be  obfcure  to  thofe  only  who  have  noc  read  Pindar  t 
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and  the  other  only  to  thofe  who  are  unacquainted  with  the  hiftory  of  our  own  nation.  Ample 
juftice  has  been  very  lately  done  them  by  Mr.  Potter,  the  juflly  celebrated  tranflator  of  Efchylu* 
and  Euripidts,  in  his  "  Curfory  Examination  of  the  Lyric  Performances  of  Gray,  &c."  and  by  his 
ingenious  commentator,  Mr.  Wakefield. 

"  Thefe  two  Pindaric  Odes  of  Gray,"  fays  Mr.  Wakefield,  "  have  a  much  greater  refemblance  to 
the  Theban  Bard,  than  any  thing  of  the  kind  in  our  own,  and  probably  in  any  other  language. 
Wildnefs  of  thought,  and  irregularity  of  verfe,  had  ufually  been  efteemed  the  only  way  to  refemble 
Pindar.  The  chara&eriftic  excellencies  of  Pindar's  poetry  are  fubiimity  of  conception,  boldnefs 
of  metaphor,  dignity  of  ftyle,  rapidity  of  compofuion,  and  magnificence  of  phrafeology.  If  a  fair; 
judgment  can  be  formed  upon  thofe  few  fpecimcns,  which  the  defolations  of  time  have  fpared ;  in 
grandeur  of  imagery,  and  regularity  of  thought,  he  is  furpaffed  by  Gray  ;  as  on  the  other  hand,  he 
may  juflly  claim  a  fuperiority  from  the  moral  dignity  of  his  compofitions. 

"  Thefe  fublime  and  elaborate  productions  of  genius  chaftifed  by  learning,  and  of  learning  invi 
gorated  by  genius,  are,  from  their  nature,  by  no  means  calculated  to  pleafe  the  generality  of  read 
ers,  efpecialiy  upon  a  flight  acquaintance.  A  frequent  and  diligent  contemplation  of  them  is  ne- 
ccflary  to  an  adequate  perception  of  their  beauties;  and  perhaps  no  fmall  tinc~lure  of  that  erudition 
which  enabled  the  author  to  produce  them.  Indeed,  that  fpirit  of  lyric  infpiration  which  they  breathe, 
that  divine  glow  of  pathos,  which  at  the  fame  time  melts  and  inflames  the  reader,  cannot  operate 
with  their  full  effect,  but  on  a  congenial  foul,  attuned  to  the  bold  vibrations  of  enthufiaftic  poefy. 
The  motto  juiily  proclaims — 

To  wifdom's  ear  'tis  fenfe  and  fweetnefs  all, 
Darknefs  and  diffonance  to  vulgar  minds. 

"  He  who  can  continue  amidft  the  blaze  of  fplendor  that  burfts  around  him,  amidft  the  torrent 
of  fublimiry  that  pours  along,  fedately  fpeculating  upon  petty  blemifhes,  is  certainly  a  ftranger  to 
thofe  fenfations  which  animated  Pindar  and  Gray  ;  and  deferves,  for  the  punifhment  of  his  malice, 
that  poetical  curfe  denounced  by  the  pathetic  Collins,  upon  all  thofe  who  could  reflect  on  the  author 
of  the  *'  Seafons,"  without  emotions  of  benevolence  and  concern. 

With  him,  fweet  bard  !  may  fancy  die, 
And  joy  defert  the  blooming  year." 

Itmuft  be  acknowledged,  however,  that  the  The  Progrefs  of 'Poefy ,  though  impregnated  through 
out  with  the  fire  and  energy  proper  to  lyric  poetry,  has  a  ftiffnefs  to  which  Pindar  had  certainly 
no  recourfe,  and  from  which  Dryden's  "  Alexander's  Feaft"  is  entirely  exempt;  and  that  the  Eard, 
though  adorned  with  thofe  thoughts  that  breathe,  and  words  that  burn,  that  Gray's  mufe  could  fo  richly  fup- 
ply,  is  too  artificial  as  oppofed  to  natural,  and  fometimes  loaded,  rather  than  enriched  with  poetical 
imagery.  But  when  every  deduction  is  made  that  criticifm  requires,  the  Bard  of  Gray  is  en 
titled  to  rank  with  the  "  Alexander's  Feaft"  of  Dryden,  and  the  "  Paflions"  of  Collins. 

Of  his  other  lyric  pieces,  the  Ode  on  Spring*  Ode  on  Eton  College,  Ode  on  a  Favourite  Cat,  Ode  to  Ad- 
verfity,  and  the  Muftc  Ode,  pleafe  the  generality  of  readers  more  than  the  Fatal  Sifters,  Defcent  of  Odin, 
and  Triumphs  of  Given.  They  are  by  no  means  without  faults,  but  the  fpirit  of  poetry,  and  exqui- 
fite  charms  of  the  verfe,  are  fufficient  almoft  to  obtain  reverence  for  their  defedls.  The  Odd  on  Eton 
College,  is,  in  the  opinion  of  the  prefent  writer,  fuperior  to  the  reft.  The  fentiments  are  natural  and 
confonant  to  the  feelings  of  humanity,  and  exhibited  with  perfpicuity  of  method,  and  in  an  elegant, 
intelligible,  and  exprcflive  language.  The  Sonnet  on  the  Death  of  Wejl,  and  the  Epitaph  on  Sir  Wil 
liam  Williams,  are  the  moft  perfect  compofitions  of  the  kind  in  our  language. 

Indolence  is  an  almoft  certain  characteriftic  of  genius,  and  irrefolution  is  a  natural  effect  of  indo 
lence.  It  is  not  to  be  wondered  at,  therefore,  that  Gray  made  many  poetical  effays  and  beginnings 
on  fubjedb,  from  which,  either  by  accident,  or  through  a  want  of  induftry,  he  was  afterwards  di 
verted.  Among  thefe,  was  the  following  fcer.e  of  a  tragedy,  taken  from  Tacitus,  on  the  death  of 
Jgrippinat  which  leaves  us  to  regret,  that  he  only  attempted  a  tragedy  ; 

A  C  T    I.     S  C  E  N  E    I. 
Sjgrippina,  ^ceronia. 
sigrippina. 

•Tis  well,  begone  !  your  trrand  is  pcrform'd  : 
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The  meffage  needs  no  comment.    Tell  your  matter, 
His  mother  {hall  obey  him.     Say  you  faw  her 
Yielding  due  reverence  to  his  high  command  : 
Alone,  unguarded,  and  without  a  lidor, 
As  fits  the  daughter  of  Germanicus. 
Say,  fhe  retired  to  Antium;   there  to  tend 
Her  houfehold  care.s,  a  woman's  beft  employment. 
What  if  you  add,  how  fhe  turn'd  pale,  and  trembled; 
You  think,  you  fuied  a  tear  Hand  in  her  eye, 
And  would  have  dropp'd,  but  that  her  pride  reftrain'd  it? 
(Go  !  you  can  paint  it  well)  'twill  profit  you, 
And  pleafe  .the  irripling;.     Yet  'twould  dafh  his  joy 
To  hear  the  fpirit  of  Britar.nicus 
Yet  walks  on  earth  ;  at  leaft  there  are  who  know 
Without  a  fpell  to  raife,  and  bid  it  fire 
A  thoufand  haughty  heart*,  unu»'d  to  fhake 
When  a  boy  frowns,  nor  to  be  liu'd  with  fmiles 
To  tafte  of  hollow  kindnefs,  or  partake 
Hib  hofpitabie  board  :   They  ate  aware 
Of  th'  unpledg'd  bowl,  they  love  not  Aconite. 

Acetonia. 

He's  gone  ;  and  much  I  hope  thefe  walls  alone, 
And  the  mute  air  are  privy  to  your  pafiion. 
Forgive  your  iervant's  fears,  who  fees  the  danger 
Which  fierce  reicntment  cannot  fail  to  raifc 
In  haughty  youth,  and  irritated  power. 

And  doft  thou  talk  to  me,  to  me,  of  danger, 

Of  haughty  youth,  and  irritated  power, 

To  her  that  gave  it  being,  her  that  arm'd 

This  painted  Jove,  and  untaught  his  novice  hand 

To  aim  the  forked  bolt;   whitft  he  flood  trembling 

bcar'd  at  the  found,  and  dazzled  with  its  bn'ghtntfs  ? 

'  fis  like,  thou  haft  forgot,  when  yet  a  ftranger 
To  adoration,  to  the  grateful  {learn 
Of  flattery's  incenfe,  and  obfequious  vows 
From  voluntary  realms,  a  puny  boy, 
Deck'd  with  no  other  luflre,  than  the  blood 
Of  Agrippina's  race,  he  liv'd  unknown 
To  fame,  or  fortune ;  haply  ey'd  at  diflance 
Some  edilefhip,  ambition  of  the  power 
To  judge  of  weights,  and  meafures ;  fcarcely  dar'd 
On  expectation's  ftrongeft  wing  to  ibar 
High  as  the  confulate,  that  empty  {hade 
Of  long- forgot  ten  liberty  :   When  I 
Oped  his  young  eye  to  bear  the  blaze  of  greatnefs  ; 
Show'd  him,  where  empire  tower'd,  and  bad  him  ftrike 
The  noble  quarry.     Gods  !   then  was  the  time 
To  {brink  from  danger ;  fear  might  then  have  worn 
The  mafk  of  prudence  :  but  a  heart  like  mine, 
A  heart  that  glows  with  the  pure  Julian  fire, 
If  bright  ambition  from  her  craggy  feat 
Difplay  the  radiant  prize,  will  mount  undaunted, 
Gain  the  rough  heights,  and  grafp  the  dangerous  honour, 

Aceronia. 

Through  various  life  I  have  purfued  your  fteps, 
Have  ieen  your  foul,  and  wonder'd  at  its  daring  : 
Hence  rife  my  fears.     Nor  am  I  yet  to  learn 
How  vaft  the  debt  of  gratitude,  which  Nero 
To  fuch  a  mother  owes ;  the  world,  you  gave  him, 
Suffices  not  to  pay  the  obligation. 

I  well  remembu  too  (for  I  was  prefent) 
When  in  a  iecret  and  dead  hour  of  night, 
Due  facrifice  pcrform'd  wiih  barb'rous  rites 
Of  mutter'd  charms,  arid  foiemn  invocation, 
You  bad  the  magi  call  the  dreadful  powers, 
'  That  read  futurity,  to  know  the  fate 
Impending  o'er  your  fun  :  Their  auftfcr  \vasa 
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If  the  fbn  reign,  the  mother  perifhes/ 

Fcriih  (you  cry'd)  the  mother!  reign  the  fon  ! 

He  reigns,  the  reft  is  heaven's ;  who  oft  has  bade, 

Ev'n  when  its  will  leem'd  wrote  in  lines  of  blood, 

Th'  unthought  event  difclofe  a  whiter  meaning. 

Think  too  how  oft  in  weak  and  fickty  minds 

The  fweets  of  kindnefs  lavifhly  indulg'd 

Rankle  to  gall ;  and  benefits  too  great 

To  be  repaid,  fit  heavy  on  the  foul, 

As  unrequited  wrongs      The  willing  homage 

Of  proftrate  Rome,  the  fenate's  joint  applaufe, 

The  riches  of  the  earth,  the  train  ofplealures, 

That  wait  on  youth,  and  arbitrary  fway  ; 

Thefe  were  your  gift,  and  with  them  you  beftow'd 

The  very  power  he  has  to  be  ungrateful. 

^  grippina. 

Thus  ever  grave,  and  undifturb'd  reflection 
Pours  its  cool  dictates  i  >  the  madding  car 
Of  rage,  and  thinks  to  quench  the  fire  it  feels  not. 
Say  ft  thou  1  mu  ;  be  caurious,  muft  be  filent, 
And  tremble  at  the  phantom  I  have  rais'd  ? 
Carry  to  him  thy  timid  cnunfels.      He 
Perchance  may  heed  'em  :  Tell  him  too,  that  one, 
Who  had  fuch  liberal  power  to  give,  may  ftill 
With  equal  power  relume  that  gift,  and  raife 
A  tempeil,  that  (hall  (hake  her  own  creation, 
To  its  original  atoms — tell  me  !  fay 
This  mighty  emperor,  this  dreaded  hero, 
Has  he  beheld  the  glittering  front  of  war  ? 
Knows  his  loft  ear  the  trumpet's  thrilling  voice, 
And  outcry  of  the  battle  ?  Have  his  limbs 
Sweat  under  iron  harnefs  ?  Is  he  not 
The  (liken  fon  of  dalliance,  nurs'd  in  eafe 
-And  pleafure's  flowery  lap  ? — Rubellius  lives, 
And  Sylla  has  his  friends,  though  fchool'd  by  fear 
To  bow  the  fupple  knee,  and  court  the  times 
With  fhows  of  fair  obeifance  ;  and  a  call, 
Like  mine,  might  ferve  belike  to  wake  pretenfions 
Drowfier  than  theirs,  who  boaft  the  genuine  blood 
Of  our  imperial  houfe, 

Aceronia. 

Did  I  not  wifh  to  check  this  dangerous  paffion, 
I  might  remind  my  miftreis  that  her  nod 
Can  roufe  eight  hardy  legions,  wont  to  ftem 
With  ftubborn  nerves  the  tide,  and  face  the  rigour 
Of  bleak  Germania's  fnows.     Four  not  lef?  brave, 
That  in  Armenia  quell  the  Parthian  force 
Under  the  warlike  Corbulo,  by  you 
Mark'd  for  their  leader  :   Thefe,  by  ties  confirm'c1a 
Of  old  refpccl:  and  gratitude,  are  yours. 
Surely  the  Mafians  too,  and  thofe  of  Egypt, 
Have  not  forgot  your  fire  :   The  eye  of  Rome 
And  the  prsetorian  camp  have  long  rever'd, 
With  cuftom'd  awe,  the  daughter,  fifter,  wife, 
And  mother  of  their  Cxfars. 

Agripflna. 
Ha '  by  Juno, 

It  bears  a  noble  femblance.     On  this  bafe 
My  great  revenge  fball  rife  ;  or  fay  we  found 
The  trump  of  liberty;  there  will  not  want, 
Even  in  the  fervile  fenate,  ears  to  own 
Her  fpirit-ftirring  voice  ;  Soranus  there, 
And  Caffius;  Vetus  too,  and  Thrafea, 
Minds  of  the  antique  caft,  rough,  ftubborn  fouls, 
That  ftruggle  with  the  yoke.     How  fhall  the  ipark 
Unquenchable,  that  glows  within  their  breafts? 
Slaze  into  freedom,  when  the  idle  herd 
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(Slaves  from  the  womb,  created  but  to  ftare, 
And  bellow  in  the  Circus)  yet  will  ftart, 
And  {hake  'em  at  the  name  of  liberty, 
Stung  by  a  fenfelefs  word,  a  vain  tradition, 
As  there  were  magic  in  it  ?  wrinkled  bedlams 
Teach  it  their  grandchildren,  as  fomewhat  rare 
That  anciently  appear'd,  but  when,  extends 
Beyond  their  chronicle — oh !   'tis  a  caufe 
To  arm  the  hand  of  childhood,  and  rebrace 
The  flacken'd  finews  of  time-wearied  age. 

Yes,  we  may  meet,  ingrateful  boy,  we  may  ! 
Again  the  buried  genius  of  old  Rome 
Shall  from  the  duft  uprear  his  reverend  head, 
Rous'd  by  the  Ihout  of  millions :  There  before 
His  high  tribunal  thou  and  I  appear. 
Let  majefty  fit  on  thy  awful  brow, 
And  lighten  from  thy  eye  •    Around  thee  call 
The  gilded  fwarm  that  wantons  in  the  funfhine 
Of  thy  full  favour  :  Seneca  be  there 
In  gorgeous  phrafe  of  labour'd  eloquence 
To  drefs  thy  plea,  and  Burrhus  ftrengthen  it 
With  his  plain  foldier's  oath,  and  honeft  feeming. 
Againft  thee,  liberty  and  Agrippina  : 
The  world,  the  prize ;  and  fair  befall  the  vi&ofs. 

But  foft !   why  do  I  wafte  the  fruitlefs  hours 
In  threats  unexecuted  ?  Hafte  thee,  fly 
Thefe  hated  walls,  that  feem  to  mock  my  fhamc, 
And  caft  me  forth  in  duty  to  their  lord. 

Aceronia. 

'Tis  time  we  go,  the  fun  is  high  advanced, 
And,  ere  mid-day,  Nero  will  come  to  Baise. 

Agrippina. 

My  thought  aches  at  him ;  not  the  bafilifk 
More  deadly  to  the  fight,  than  is  to  me 
The  cool  injurious  eye  of  frozen  kindnefs. 
I  will  not  meet  its  poifon.     Let  him  feel 
Before  he  fees  me. 

Aceronia. 
"Why  then  flays  my  fovereign, 

Where  he  fo  foon  may 

Agrippina. 

Yes,  I  will  be  gone, 

But  not  to  Antium — all  (hall  be  confefs'd, 
Whate'er  the  frivolous  tongue  of  giddy  fame 
Has  fpread  among  the  crowd ;  things,  that  but  whifper'd 
Have  arch'd  the  hearer's  brow,  and  riveted 
His  eyes  in  fearful  ecftafy  :   No  matter 
What ;  fo't  be  ftrange,  and  dreadful. — Sorceries, 
Aflaflination«,  poifonings — the  deeper 
My  guilt,  the  blacker  his  ingratitude. 

And  you,  ye  manes  of  ambition's  victims, 
Enfhrined  Claudius,  with  the  pitied  ghofts 
Of  the  Syllani,  doom'd  to  early  death, 
(Ye  unavailing  horrors,  fruitlefs  crimes  !) 
If  from  the  realms  of  night  my  voice  ye  hear, 
In  lieu  of  penitence,  and  vain  remorfe, 
Accept  my  vengeance.     Though  by  me  ye  bled, 
He  was  the  caufe.     My  love,  my  fears  for  him 
Dried  the  foft  fprings  of  pity  in  my  heart, 
And  froze  them  up  with  deadly  cruelty. 
Yet  if  your  injur'd  fhades  demand  my  fate, 
If  murder  cries  for  murder,  blood  for  blood, 
Let  me  not  fall  alone ;  but  crulh  his  pride, 
And  fink  the  traitor  in  his  mother's  ruin.  Exev/tt, 
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SCENE     II. 

Otto,  Popfaa. 

oft,*: 

Thus  far  we're  fafe.    Thanks  to  the  rofy  queen 
Of  amorous  thefts :   And  had  her  wanton  Ion 
I,ent  us  his  wings,  we  could  not  have  beguil'd 
With  more  elufive  fpeed  the  dazzled  fight 
Of  wakeful  jealoufy.     Be  gay  fecurely  ; 
Difpell,  my  fair,  with  fmiles,  the  tim'rous  cloud 
That  hangs  on  thy  clear  brow.     So  Helen  look'd, 

50  her  white  neck  reclin'd,  fo  was  {he  borne 
By  the  young  Trojan  to  his  gilded  bark 
With  fond  reluctance,  yielding  modefty, 
And  oft  reverted  eye,  as  if  ihe  knew  not 
Whether  flie  fear'd,  or  wifli'd  to  be  purfu'd. 

•  *  *  » 

Thcfe  fpeeches,  it  muft  be  acknowledged,  are  too  long  for  dramatic  exhibition,  and  the  language 
may  be  fomewhat  too  poetical  for  the  ftage ;  yet  had  the  play  been  finished,  thcfe  circumftances 
might  poflibly  have  been  accommodated ;  at  all  events,  it  muft,  in  fuch  hands,  have  made  a  noble 
dramatic  poem. 

The  following  initiatory  fragment  of  his  poem,  De  Pnnclplls  Cogitandi,  the  moft  confiderable  in 
itfelf  all  his  Latin  compofitions,  and  perhaps  the  moft  laboured  of  any  of  his  poems,  entitles  him  to 
rank  with  Jonfon,  Donne,  Crafhaw,  Cowley,  Milton,  Addiibn,  who  cultivated  Latin  poetry  with 
the  greateft  fuccefs : 

Unde  animus  fcire  inclpiat :  quibus  inchoet  orfa 
Principiis  feriem  rerum,  tenuemque  catenam 
Mnemofyne  :  Ratio  unde  rudi  fub  pe&ore  tardum 
Augeat  imperium  ;  et  primum  morcalibus  xgris 
Ira,  Dolor.  Metus,  ec  Curs  nafcantur  inanes, 
Hinc  canere  aggredior.     Nee  dedignare  canentem, 
O  decus  !  Angliacas  certe  O  lux  akera  gentis ! 

51  qua  primus  iter  monftras,  veftigia  conor 
Signare  incerta,  tremulaque  infiftere  planta. 

Quin  potius  due  ipfe  (potes  namque  omnia)  fan&um 
Ad  limen,  (fi  rite  adeo,  fi  pectore  puro,) 
Obfcurae  referans  Naturae  ingentia  clauftra. 
Tu  csecas  rerum  caufas,  fontemque  feverum 
Pande,  Pater ;  tibi  enim,  tibi,  veri  magne  Sacerdos, 
Corda  patent  hominum,  atque  altas  penetralia  Mentis. 

Tuque  aures  adhibe  vacuas,  facilefque,  Favoni, 
(Q^od  tibi  crefcit  opus)  fimplex  nee  defpice  carmen, 
Nee  vatem  :  non  ilia  leves  primordia  motus, 
Qiianquam  parva,  dabunt.    Lztum  vel  amabile  quicquid 
Uiquam  oritur,  trahit  hinc  ortum  ;  nee  furgit  ad  auras, 
Q^iin  ea  confpirent  fimul,  eventufque  fecundent. 
Hinc  variae  vita'j  artes,  ac  moliior  ufus, 
Dulce  et  amicitia?  vinclum  :  Sapientia  dia 
Hinc  rofeum  accendit  lumen,  vultuque  fereno 
Humanas  aperit  mentes,  nova  gaudia  monftrans, 
Deformefque  fugat  curas,  vannfque  timores : 
Scilicet  et  rerum  crefcit  pulcherrima  virtus. 
Ilia  eriam,  qua;  te  (mirum)  no<5lelque  diefque 
Aflidue  fovet  infpirans,  linguamque  fequentem 
Temperat  in  numeros,  atque  horas  mulcet  inertes; 
Aurea  non  aha  fe  ja&at  origine  mufa 

Principio,  ut  magnum  foedus  Natura  creatrix 
Firmavit.  tardis  juffitque  inolefcere  membris 
Sublimes  animas;  tenebrofo  in  carcere  partem 
N<  luit  aetheream  longo  rorpere  veterno  : 
Ncc  per  :e  proprium  paffa  exercere  vigorem  eft, 
Ne  (oci3£  molis  cor.jurxSto*  fperneret  artus, 
l'<  nderisobhta,^t  coe  eftis  confcia  fiammas. 
Idcirco  .nnumero  dudtu  tremere  undique  fibras 
Nervt  rum  inftituit  :  turn  toto  corpore  mifcena 
Implicuit  late  ranios,  et  fenfile  textunij 
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Implevitque  humore  fuo  (feu  lympha  vocanda, 
Sive  aura  eft)  tenuis  certe,  atque  leviflima  quasdam 
Vis  verfatur  agens,  parvofque  infufa  canales 
Perfluit ,  affiduc  externis  quae  concita  plagis, 
Mobilis,  incuffique  fidelis  nuntia  motus, 
Hinc  inde  accenfa  contage  relabitur  ufque 
Ad  fuperas  hominis  fedes,  arcemque  cerebri. 
Namque  illic  pofuit  folium,  ct  fua  templa  facravit 
Mens  animi :  hanc  circum  coeunt,  denlbque  feruntur 
Agmine  notitix,  fimulacraque  tenuia  rcrum : 
Ecce  autem  naturae  ingens  aperitur  imago 
Immenfas,  variique  patent  commercia  mundi. 

Ac  uti  longinquisdelcendunt  mo.ntibus  amnes 
Velivolus  Tamifis,  flaventifque  Indus  arer.se, 
Euphratefque,  Tagufque,  et  opimo  flumine  Ganges, 
Undas  quifque  fuas  volvens,  curfuque  fonoro 
In  mare  prorumpunt  :  hos  magno  acclinis  in  antro 
Excipit  ooeanus,  natorumque  ordir.e  longo 
Dona  recognofcit  venientum,  uhrdque  fcrenat 
Ca:ruleam  faciem,  et  difFufo  marmore  ridet. 
Haud  aliter  fpecies  properant  fe  inferre  novelise 
Certatem  menti,  atque  aditus  quino  agmine  complent. 

Primas  tactus  agit  partes,  primufque  minut«e 
JLaxat  iter  cjecum  turbse,  recipitque  ruentem. 
Non  idem  huic  modus  eft,  qui  fratribus  !  amplius  ille 
Imperium  affe«5tat  fenior,  penitufque  medullis, 
Vifceribufque  habitat  totis,  pellifque  recentem 
Funditur  in  telam,  et  late  per  ftamina  vivit. 
Necdum  etiam  matris  puer  eluclatus  ab  alvo 
Multiplices  folvit  tunicas,  et  vincula  rupit ; 
Sopitus  molli  fomno,  tepidoque  liquore 
Circumfufus  adhuc :  tailus  tamen  aura  laceffit 
Jamdudum  levior  fenfus,  animamque  reclufit. 
Jdque  magis  fimul,  ac  folitum  blandumque  calorem 
Frigore  mutavit  cceli,  quod  verberat  acri 
Impete  inafluetos  artus :  turn  faevior  adftat, 
Humanseque  comes  vitse  Dolor  excipit ;  ille 
Cun&antem  fruftra  et  tremulo  multa  ore  querentcm 
Corripit  invadens,  ferreifque  ampleditur  ulnis. 
Turn  fpecies  primum  patefada  eft  Candida  Lucis 
(Ufque  vices  adco  Natura  bonique,  malique, 
Exa2quat,  jtiftaque  manu  fua  damna  rependit) 
Turn  primum,  ignotofque  bibunt  nova  lumina  foles, 

Carmine  quo,  Dea,  te  dicam,  gratiffima  coeli 
Progenies,  ortumque  tuum;  gemmantia  rore 
Ut  per  prata  Jevi  luftras,  et  floribus  halans 
Purpureum  Veris  gremium,  fcenamque  virentetn 
Pingis,  et  umbrifcros  colles,  et  cserula  regna  ? 
Gratia  te,  Venenfque  Lepos,  et  mille  Colorum, 
Formarumque  chorus  fequitur,  Moteique  decentcs. 
At  caput  invjfum  Stygiis  Nox  atra  tenebris 
Abdidit,  horrendzeque  fimul  Formidinis  ora, 
Pervigilefque  asftus  Curarum,  atque  anxius  Angor  : 
Undique  Lastitia  florent  mortalia  corda, 
Purus  et  arridet  largis  fulgoribus  ./Ether. 

Omnia  nee  tu  ideo  invalids  fe  pandere  Menti 
(Quippe  nimis  teneros  poflet  vis  tanta  dici 
Percurbare,  et  inexpertos  confunde're  vifus) 
Nee  capere  infantes  animos.  neu  .cernere  credas 
Tarn  variam  molem,  et  mirae  fpedacula  lucis  : 
Nefcio  qua  tamen  haze  oculos  dulcedine  parvos 
Splendida  percuffit  novitas,  traxitqje  fequentes; 
Monne  videmus  enim,  latis  inferta  feneftris 
Sicubi  fe  Phcebi  difpergant  aurea  tela, 
Sive  lucernarum  rutilus  colluxerit  ardor, 
Extemplo  hue  obverti  aciem,  qux  fixa  repertos 
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Haurlt  inexpletum  radios,  fruiturque  tuendo. 

Altior  huic  vero  fenfu,  majorque  videtur 
Addita,  judicioquc  ar<5le  connexa  poteftas, 
Quod  fimul  atque  aetas  volventibus  auxerit  annis3 
Hxc  fimul,  affiduo  depafcens  omnia  vifu, 
Perfpiciet,  vis  quanti  loci,  quid  polleat  ordo, 
Jun&uras  quis  honos,  ut  res  accendere  rebus 
JLumina  conjurant  inter  fc,  et  rnutwa  fulgent. 

Nee  minor  in  gerninis  viget  auribus  infha  virtus, 
Nee  tantum  in  curvis  qux  pervigil  excubet  antris 
Hinc  atque  hinc  (ubi  Vox  tremefecerit  oftia  pulfu 
Acriis  invedla  rotis)  longeque  recurfet : 
Scilicet  Eloquio  haec  fonitus,  hsec  fulminis  alas, 
Et  mulccrc  dedit  diclis  et  tollere  corda, 
Verbaque  meteri  numeris,  verfuque  ligare 
Repperit,  et  quicquid  difcant  Libethrides  undas, 
Calliope  quoties,  quoties  Pater  ipfe  canendi 
Evolvat  liquidum  carmen,  calamove  loquenti 
Jnfpiret  dulces  animat,  digitifque  figuret. 

At  medias  fauces,  et  lingux  humentia  templa 
Cuftus  habet,  qua  fe  infinuet  jucunda  faporum. 
Luxuries,  dona  Autumni,  Bacchique  volup tas. 

Naribus  interea  confedit  odora  hominum  visf, 
Do6la  leves  captare  auras,  Pancha'ia  quales 
Vere  novo  exhalat,  Florgeve  quod  ofcula  fragrant 
Rofcida,  cum  Zephyri  furtim  fub  vefperis  hora 
Refpondet  votis,  mollemque  afpirat  amorcm. 

Tot  portas  altae  capitis  circumdedit  arci 
Alma  Parens,  fenfufque  vias  per  membra  reclufit; 
Haud  folas  :  namque  intus  agit  vivata  facultas, 
Qua  fefe  explorat,  /:ontemplatufque  repente 
Jpie  fuas  animus  vires,  momentaquc  cernit. 
Quid  velit,  aut  poffit,  cupiat,  fugiatve,  vicifsim 
Ptrcipit  imperio  gaudens ;  neque  corpora  fallunt 
Morigera  ad  celeres  a&us,  ac  numina  mentis. 
Qualis  Hamadryadum  quondam  fi  forte  fororutn 
Una,  hovos  peragrans  faltus,  et  devia  rura  ; 
(Atque  illam  in  viridi  fuadet  procumbere  ripa 
Fotitis  pura  quies,  et  opaci  frigoris  umbra) 
Dum  prona  in  htices  fpeculi  de  raargine  pendet, 
Mirata  eft  fubitam  vcnienti  occurrere  Nympham : 
Mox  eofdem,  quo^  ipfa,  artus,  eadem  ora  gerenteni 
Una  inferre  gradus,  una  fuccedere  fylvx 
Afpicit  alludens ;  fefeque  agnofcit  in  undis. 
Sic  fenfu  interne  rerum  fimulacra  fuarum 
IMens  ciet,  et  proprios  obfervat  confcia  vultus. 
Nee  vero  fimplex  ratio,  aut  jus  omnibus  unum 
Conftat  imaginihiis.     Sunt  quas  bina  oftia  norunt ; 
Hse  privos  fcrvant  aditus ;  fine  legibus  illse 
Pifsim,  qua  data  porta,  ruunt,  animoque  propinquant. 
Refpice,  cui  a  cunis  triftesext'nxit.ocellos, 
Saeve  et  in  eternas  merfit  natura  tenebras  : 
llli  ignota  dies  lucet,  vernufque  colorum 
OfTufus  nitor  eft,  et  vivas  gratia  formce. 
Corporis  at  filum,  et  motus,  fpatiumque,  locique 
Intervalla  datur  certo  dignofccre  tadu  : 

'  Quandoquidem  his  her  ambiguum  eft,  er  janua  duplex, 

Exclufseque  ocuiis  fpacies  irrumpcre  fendunt 
Per  digitos.    Atqui  folis  conceffa  poteftas 
.     Luminibus  blanclx  eft  radios  immittere  luci? 

Undique  proporro  fociis,  quatiu-que  patefcit 
Notitia;  campus,  mifta  lafciva  feiuntur 
Turba  voluptatii  comites,  furmxque  dolorum 
Terribiles  vilu,  et  pcrta  glomerantur  in  omni. 
Nee  vario  minus  introitu,  magnum  ingruit  illud, 
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Quo  faccre  et  fungi,  quo  res  exiftere  circum 
'^uamque  fibi  proprio  cum  corpora  fcimus  et  ire 
Ordine,  perperuoquc  per  rcvum  tiumine  lain. 

Nnnc  age  quo  valeat  pa£h>,  qua  fenfilis  arte 
AfFeclare  viam,  atque  aiiimi  tentare  lateras 
Materies  (didtis  aures  adverte  favemes) 
Exfequar.    Imprimis  fpatii  qtiam  multa  per  acquor 
3VliUia  multigenis  pandant  fe  corpora  feclis 
Expends  ;  Laud  unum  invenics,  quod  mente  licebiC 
Amplecli,  nedum  proprius  dependere  fenlu, 
Molis  egens  certce,  aut  iblido  fine  robore,  cujus 
Denique  mobilitas  linquit,  texturave  partes 
Uila  nee  ovarum  circumcxfura  cocrcet. 
Hzec  conjuncta  adeo  tota  compare  fatetur 
Mandus,  et  extremo  clamant  in  limine  rerum,, 
(Si  rebus  datur  extremum)  primordia.    Firmat 
Ha?c  eadcm  tadlus  (ta&um  quis  dicere  falfum 
Audeat  ?)  hxc  oculi  nee  lucidus  arguit  orbis. 

Inde  poteftatum  enafci  denjiffima  proles; 
Nam  quodcunque  ferit  vifum,  tangive  laborat, 
Qjjicquid  nare  bihis,  vel  concava  concipit  auris, 
C^uicquid  lingua  fapit,  cr^das  hoc  ornne,  neceffe  eft, 
Pondcribus,  textu,  difcuffu,  mole,  figura 
Particulas  prseftare  leves,  et  femina  rerum. 
Nunc  oculos  igitur  pafcunt,  et  luce  miniftra 
Fulgere  cun(5ta  vides,  ipargique  coloribus  orbem, 
Dum  de  fole  trahunt  alias,  aliafque  fuperne 
Dotorquent,  retroque  docent  fe  vertere  flammas. 
Nunc  trepido  inter  fe  fervent  corpufcula  pnlfu, 
Ut  tremor  aethera  per  magnum,  lateqiie  natantes 
Aurarum  fiudus  avidi  vebrantia  clauftra 
Auditus  queat  allabi,  fonitumque  propaget. 
Cominus  interdum  non  ullo  interprete  per  fe 
Nervorum  invadunt  tenerasquaticntia  fihras, 
Senfiferumque  urgent  ultro  per  vifcera  motum. 
*  *  *  *=  * 

The  firft  fix  lines  of  this-fragmenr  plainlf  intimate  that  his  general  defign  was  to  be  comprifed  in 
four  books.  Fir/1,  On  the  origin  of  our  idea?.  Second,  On  the  diftribution  of  the  ideas  in  the  me 
mory.  Third,  On  the  province  of  reafon,  and  its  gradual  improvement.  Fourth,  On  the  caufe  and 
effects  of  the  paflions.  It  is  evident  alfo,  from  the  exordium,  that  he  meant  to  make  the  fame  ufe 
of  Locke's  "  Eflay  on  the  Human  Underftanding,"  that  Lucretius  did  of  the  dogmas  of  Epicurus. 
His  hexameters  are,  as  far  as  modern  ones  can  be,  after  the  manner  of  Virgil ;  they  move  in  the 
fucceflion  of  his  paufes,  and  clofe  with  his  elifions. 

The  following  Alcaic  fragment  is  fo  happily  executed,  that  it  might  inipofe  upon  the  beft  critic 
as  being  a  genuine  ancient  compofition. 

O  lachrymarum  fx>ns,  tenero  facros. 
Ducentium  ortus  ex  animo ;  quater 

Ftlix  !  in  imo  qui  fcatentem 

Peclore  te,  pia  Nympha,  fenfit. 

The  following  fragment  of  an  Heroic  Epiftle  from  Sepbonlfta  to  MaJJlnljfa^  in  pentameters,  is  thCj 
beft,  becaufe  the  only  original  fpecimen  of  his  Ovidian  verfe.  His  copioufnefs  of  language. is- 
fuch  as  very  few  poflefs,  and  his  verification  is  ikilfully  conftruc^ed,  and  commonly  leaves  thf 
ear  fully  fatisfied, 

Egregium  accipio  promiffi  Munus  amoris, 

Inque  manu  mortem,  jam  fruitura,  fero  : 
Atque  utinam  citius  mandaffes,  luce  vel  una; 

Tranfieram  Stygios  non  inhonefta  laeus. 
Viclioris  nee  pafla  toros,  nova  nupta,  maritij 

JSTee  fueram  faftu»0  Roma  fuperba,  tuos, 
VOL.  X.  O 
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Scilicet  base  pattern  tibi,  Maffiniffa,  triumph! 

Detra&am,  haec  pomps  jura  minora  fux 
Imputat,  atque  uxor  quod  non  tua  prefla  catenis, 

Objecta  et-feva:  plaufibus  urbis  eo  : 
Quin  tu  pro  tantis  cepifti  praemia  fa<ftis, 

Magnum  Romanae  pignus  amicitiz  I 
Scipiadze  excufes,  oro,  fi  tardius  utar 

Munere.     Non  nimium  vivere,  crede,  velim. 
Parva  mora  eft,  breve  fed  tempus  mea  fama  requirit : 

Detinet  hnec  animam  cura  fuprema  meam. 
<S£u33  patrias  prodefie  mess  Regina  ferebar, 

Inter  Elifzeas  gloria  prima  nurus, 
Ne  videar  flammae  nimis  indulfifie  fecundns, 

Vel  nimis  hoftiles  extimuifie  manus. 
Ifortunam  atque  arnios  liceat  revocare  priores, 

Gaudiaque  heu  !  quantis  noftra  repenfa  mafis. 
Primitiafne  tuas  meminiili  atque  arma  Syphacis 

Fufa,  et  per  Tyrias  ducla  trophsea  vias  ? 
jfLaudis  at  antiquae  forfan  meminiffe  pigebit, 

Quodque  decus  quondam  caufa  ruboris  erit.) 
Tempus  ego  certe  memini,  felicia  Pasnis 

Quo  te  non  puduit  folvere  vota  deis ; 
Maeniaque  intrantem  vidi :  longo  agmine  duxit 

Turba  falutantum,  purpureique  patres. 
Fasminea  ante  omnes  longe  admiratur  euntem 

Hasret  et  afpedlu  tota  caterva  tuo. 
Sam  fi^xi,  regale  decus,  per  colla  capilli, 

Jam  decet  ardenti  fufcus  in  ore  color  ! 
Commendat  frontis  generofa  modeftia  formati7} 

Seque  cupit  laudi  furripuifTe  fuae. 
Prima  genas  tenui  fignat  vix  flore  juventas, 

Et  dextrse  foli  credimus  efle  virum. 
Dum  faciles  gradiehs  oculos  per  fingula  jadlas9 

(Seu  rexit  cafus  lumina,  five  Venus) 
In  me  (vel  certe  vifum  eft)  converfa  morari 

Senfi ;  virgineus  perculit  ora  pudor. 
Nefcio  quid  vultum  molle  fpirare  tuendo, 

Credideramque  tuos  lentius  ire  pedes. 
Quserebam,  juxta  squalis  fi  dignior  effet, 

Quae  poterat  vifus  detinuiffe  tuos  : 
Nulla  fuit  circum  asqualisquae  dignior  eflet, 

Afferuitque  decus  confcia  forma  fuum. 
Pompae  finis  erat.     Tcta  vix  no&e  quievi: 

Sm  premat  in  vitas  lumina  vicla  fopor, 
Somnus  habet  pompas,  eademque  recurfat  Imago  5 

Atque  ite/um  hefterno  munere  victor  ades. 
*          *         *          *         *         * 
I 

There  is  fo  much  of  nature  in  the  fentiment  as  well  as  poetry  in  the  defcription  of  the  triumphal 
entry  of  young  MaJJiniJJat  that  it  is  much  to  be  regretted  he  did  not  finifh  this  epiftle. 

The  moral  and  intellectual  character  of  Gray,  as  given  by  Dr.  Johnfonr  entitles  him  to  con- 
fiderable,  but  not  unalloyed  praife.  His  pencil  has  thrown  little  into  fhade  ;  at  the  fame  time  that 
we  fee  the  great  genius,  we  fee  a  man  of  fingularities,  almoft  too  violent  for  the  commerce  of  fo- 
ciety  Of  the  rigorous  examination  to  which  he  has  fubjec~bed  his  poetry,  the  prefent  writer  is  not  in 
clined  to  make  the  eulogy.  Declining  all  confederation  of  the  general  plan  and  conduct  of  the  pieces, 
he  has  confined  himfelf  folely  to  ftric'rures  on  the  word-*  and  forms  of  expreffion.  Verbal  criticifm  is 
an  o/deal  which  the  moft  perfe(5l  compofition  cannot  pafs  without  injury. 

The  partial  and  uncandid  mode  of  criticifm  adopted  by  Dr.  Johnfon,  in  his  remarks  on  Gray,  feems 
to  have  given  general,  and  indeed  jaft  offence.  Particular  relfentment  has  been  expreffed,  as  might  be 
expected,  by  his  Alma  Mate-  the  univerfity  of  Cambridge.  An  ingenious  vindication  of  his  "  Lyric 
Performances"  by  Mr.  Potter,  appeared  in  1782,  which  was  followed  in  the  fame  year,  by  an  able 
defence  of  "  his  writings"  in  "  Remarks  on  Dr.  Johnfoo's  Life  of.  Gray,"  &c.  His  atrabiliou* 
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de  of  criticifmg,  and  ftyle  of  expreffion,  have  been  fuccelsfully  imitated  by  Profeffor  Voting  of 
Glafgow,  in  an  ironical  continuation  of  his  ".Criticifm  on  the  Poems  of  Gray,"  intituled,  "  A  Cri- 
ticiim  on  the  Elegy  written  in  a  Country  Church- Yard,"  8vo.  1783.  He  has  alfo  fallen  under  Mr» 
Wakefield's  fevereft  indignation.  The  refutation  of  his  fractures  upon  Gray  he  thinks  a  neceflary 
fervice  to  the  public,  without  which  they  might  operate  with  a  malignant  influence  upon  the  national 
tafle.  His  cenfure,  however,  is  too  general,  and  expreffed  with  too  much  vehemence.  Dr  Johnfon'i 
remarks,  undoubtedly  betray  a  blindnefs  to  poetic  beauty,  an  unreafonable  faftidioufnef?  of  tafte,  and 
an  unbecomiag  illiberality  of  1'pirit,  yet  they  are  not  without  fome  foundation  ;  particularly  that  his 
language  is  encumbered  and  harfh,  and  that  his  poetry  was  in  a  manner  the  effect  of  induflry  and 
perieverance.  He  appears  to  have  turned  an  unwilling  eye  upon  the  beauties  of  Gray,  became  his 
jealou;y  would  not  luffer  him  to  fee  fuch  fuperlative  merit  in  a  contemporary,  yet  he  is  compelled 
to  pals  a  panegyric  on  the  E-iegy  in  a  Country  Church-Tard,  and  the  Ode  to  Adverfity.  The  preferit 
writer  perfectly  agrees  with  Mr.  Wakefield  in  his  general  idea  (though  he  Ihouid  not  choofe  to  adopt 
his  mode  of  expreiling  it)  that  Dr.  Johnfon  was  not  poffcffed  of  delicate  fenfibility  ;  and  to  this 
caufe,  as  well  as  to  his  political  and  religious  prejudices,  he  is  inclined  to  impute  the  coldnefs  with, 
which  he  applauds  fome  of  the  productions  of  our  beft  writers,  and  the  feverity  with  which  he  cen- 
fures  the  lyric  performances  of  Gray.  It  is  perhaps  certain,  that  no  one  poetical  reader  will  univer- 
fally  fubfcribe  to  his  decifions,  but  all  may  admire  his  vaft  intuitive  knowledge  and  power  of  reafoning. 

What  has  occurred  to  me  from  the  flight  inflection  of  his  letters,  is,  that  his  mind  had  a  large 
grafp  ;  that  his  curiofity  was  unlimited,  and  his  judgment  cultivated ;  that  he  \vas  a  man  likely  to 
love  much  where  he  loved  at  all,  but  that  he  was  faftidious  and  hard  to  pleafe.  His  contempt, 
however,  is  often  employed,  where  I  hope  it  will  be  approved,  upon  fceptidiVn,  and  infidelity. 

As  a  writer  he  had  this  peculiarity,  that  he  did  not  write  his  pieces  firlt  rudely,  and  then  correct 
them,  but  laboured  every  line  as  it  arofe  in  the  train  of  compofition  j  and  he  had  a  notion  not  very 
peculiar,  that  he  could  not  write  but  at  certain  times,  or  at  happy  moments  ;  a  fan;aiHc  loppery, 
to  which  my  kindnefs  for  a  man  of  learning  and  of  virtue  wifhes  him  to  have  been  fupenor. 

"  Gray's  poetry  is  now  to  be  confidered ;  and  I  hope  not  to  be  looked  on  as  an  enemy  to  his  name, 
if  I  confefsthat  1  contemplate  it  with  lefs  pleafure  than  his  life. 

"  His  ode  on  Spring  has  fomething  poetical,  both  in  the  language  and  the  thought;  but  the 
language  is  too  luxuriant,  and  the  thoughts  have  nothing  new.  There  has  of  late  anfen  a  practice 
t)f  giving  to  adjectives  derived  from  iubftantive?,  the  termination  of  participles  ;  fuch  as  the  cultured 
plain,  the  dalfted  bank;  but  I  was  forry  to  fee,  in  the  lines  of  a  fcholar  like  Gray,  the  lonled  Spiing. 
The  morality  is  natural,  but  too  ftale  ;  the  conclufion  is  pretty. 

"  The  poem  On  the  Cat  was  doubtlefs  by  its  author  confidered  as  a  trifle,  but  it  is  not  a  happy 
trifle.  In  the  firft  ftanza,  "  the  azure  flowers  tbat  blow,"  fhow  refolutely  a  rhyme  is  fomedmea 
made  when  if  cannot  eafily  be  found-  Selima,  the  Cat,  is  called  a  nymph,  with  fome  violence  both 
to  language  and  fenfe  ;  but  there  is  good  ufe  made  of  it  when  it  i^  done ;  for  of  the  two  lines, 

What  female  heart  can  gold  defpife  I 
What  cat's  averfe  to  fifh  ? 

the  firft  relates  merely  to  the  nymph,  and  the  fecond  only  to  the  caf.  The  fixth  ftansa  contains  a 
melancholy  truth,  that  "  a  favourite  has  no  friend ;"  but  the  laft  ends  in  a  pointed  fentence  of  no 
relation  to  the  purpofe  ;  if  iviiat  gliftered  had  been  gold^  the  cat  would  not  have  gone  into  the  water  j 
and,  if  fhe  had,  would  not  lefs  have  been  drowned. 

"The  Profpetl  of  Eton  College  fuggefts  nothing  to  Gray,  which  every  beholder  does  not  equal- 
ly  think  and  feel.  His  fupplication  to  father  Thames,  to  tell  him  who  drives  the  hoop  or  toffes  the 
ball,  is  ufelefs  and  puerile.  Father  Thames  has  no  better  means  of  knowing  than  himfelf.  His 
epithet  "  buxom  health"  is  not  elegant ;  he  ieems  not  to  undcrftand  the  word.  Gray  thought  his 
language  more  poetical  as  it  was  more  remote  from  common  ufe  :  finding  in  Dryden  "honey  re 
dolent  of  Spring,''  an  expreffion  that  reaches  the  utmoft  limit?  of  our  language,  Gray  drove  it  a 
little  more  beyond  common  apprehenfion,  by  making  "  gales"  to  be  "  redolent  of  joy  and  youth.'' 

Oij 
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<k  Of  the  Ode  <3>z  A<l<terfoyy  the  hint  was  at  firft  taken  from  «'  O  Diva,  gfatum  qurc  regis  Art- 
tium  ;"  but  Gray  has  excelled  his  original  by  the  variety  of  his  fentiim-- ;••••.  a  A.  by  rhei:  moral  ap 
plication.  Of  this  piece,  at  once  poetical  and  rational,  I  will  not  by  flight  objections  violate  the 
dignity. 

'•  My  procefs  has  now  brought  me  to  the  wonderful"  Wonder  of  Wonders,"  the  two  Sifter  Ode** 
by  which,  though  either  vulgar  ignorance  or  common  f-nie  at  firft  univcrfolly  rejected  them,  many 
have  been  fince  perfuaded  to  think  themfelves  delighted.  I  am  one  of  thofe  that  are  willing  to  be 
pleafed,  and  therefore  would  gladly  find  the  meaning  of  the  firft  ftanza  of  the  Progre^  of  Poelry 
Gray.fcems  in  his  rapture  to  confound  the  images  of  "  fpreading  found  and  running  water."  A 
*:  ftream  of  mufic"  may  be  allowed;  but  where  does  "  mufic,"  however  "  fmooth  and  llrong," 
after  havii:g  vifi  ed  the  v'  verdant  vales,  rowl  down  the  fteep  amain,"  fo  as  that  u  roc>c  an  nod- 
ding  groves  rebellow  to  the  roar  ?"  If  this  be  faid  of  mufic,  it  is  nonfenfe;  if  it  be  faid  of  water, 
it  is  nothing  to  the  purpofe. 

"  The  feco-:d  ftanza.  exhibiting  Mars's  car  and  Jove's  eagle,  is  unworthy  of  further  notice.  Cri- 
tlcifm  Jifdains  to  chafe  a  fchool-boy  to  his  common  places. 

"  To  the  third,  it  may  likewife  be  objected,  that  it  is  drawn  from  mythology,  though  fuch  as  mar 
fce  more  eafily  affimikted  to  real  life.  Idalia's  "  velvet-ereen"  has  fomething  of  cant.  An  epithet 
or  metai'h  r  d^awn  from  nature  ennobles  art ;  an  epithet  or  metaphor  drawn  fr ^m  art  degrades 
irajme.  Gray  is  too  fond  of  words  arbitrarily  compounded.  lC  Many-twinkling"  was  formerly 
cenfiired  as  net  analogical ;  we  may  fay  "  mar.y-fpotted,"  but  fcarcely  "  many-fpotting."  This 
ilac^a  however,  has  fomething  pleafing. 

"  Of  the  fecond  ternary  of  ftanzas,  the  firft  endeavours  to  tell  fomething,  and  would  have  told  it, 
had  it  not  been  crofied  by  Hyperion  :  the' fecond  defcribes  we'll  enough  the  univerfal  prevalence  of 
poetry ;  bat  I  am  afraid  that  the  concluflon  will  not  rife  from  the  premifes.  The  caverns  of  the 
North,  and  the  plains  of  Chili,  are  not  the  refidences  of  "  glory  and  generous  fhame."  But  that 
poetry  and  virtue  go  always  together,  is  an  opinion  fo  pleafing,  that  I  can  forgive  him  who  refolves 
to  think  it  true. 

"  The  third  ftanza  founds  big  with  "  Delphi."  and  "  Egean,"  and  "  WiTus  "  arid  «  Meander,'* 
and  "  hallowed  fountain,"  and  "  folemn  found;*'  but  in  all  Gray's  odes  there  is  a  kind  of  cumbrous 
fplendour  which  we  wifh  away.  His  pofition  is  at  laft  falfe  :  in  the  time  of  Dante  and  Petrarch, 
from  whom  he  derives  our  firft-  fchool  of  poetry,  Italy  was  over-run  by  "  tyrant  power"  and 
"  coward  vice  "  nor  was  our  (late  much  better  when  we  firft.  borrowed  the  Italian  arts. 

"  Of  the  third  ternary,  the.  firft  gives  a  mythological  birth  of  Shakfpear'e.  What  is  laid  of  thai 
mighty  genius  is  true  ;  but  it  is  not  faid  happily  :  the  real  effects  of  this  poetical  power  are  put 
cut  of  fight  by  the  pomp  of  machinery.  Where  truth  is  fufficient  to  fill  the  mind,  fiction  is  worfc 
than  ufelefs;  the  counterfeit  debafes  the  genuine. 

"  His  account  of  Milton's  bliixlfiefs,  if  we  fuppofed  it  caufed  by  ftudy  in  the  formation  of  his  poem, 
•a  fuppofition  furely  allowable,  is  poetically  true,  and  happily  imagined.  But  the  car  of  Dryden,  with 
his  two  courfers)  has  nothing  in  it  peculiar ;  it  is  a  car  in  which  any  other  rider  may  be  placed. 

The  Sard  appears,  at  the  firft  view,  to  be,  as  Algarotti  and  others  have  remarked,  an  imita 
tion  of  the  prophecy  of  Nereus.  Algarotti  thinks  it  fuperior  to  its  original ;  and,  if  preference  de 
pends  only  or>  the  imagery  and  animation  of  the  two  poems,  his  judgment  is  right.  There  is  ia 
the  Sard  more  force,  more  thought,  and  more  variety.  But  to  copy  is  lefs  than  to  invent;  and 
the  copy  has  been  unhappily  produced  at  a  wrong  time.  The  ficUon  of  Horace  was  to  the  Romans 
credible  but  its  revival  difgufts  us  with  apparent  and  unconquerable  falfehood.  Incrcdnlus  odl. 

"  To  fele&  afingular  evem\  and  fwell  it  to  a  giant's  bulk,  by  fabulous  appendages  of  fpedres  and 
predictions,  has  little  difficulty ;  for  he  that  forfakes  the  probable  may  always  find  the  marvellous. 
And  it -has  little  ule  ;  we  are  afTe&ed  only  as  we  believe  ;  we  are  improved  only  as  we -find  fome-v 
thing  to  be  imitated  or  dsclioedi  I  do  Kt  fee  that  the  &ard  promotes  any  truth,  moral  or  po* 
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v  Ills  ftanzas  are  too  long,  efpecially  his  epodes ;  the  ode  is  finiflied  before  the  ear  has  learned  its 
meafures,  and  consequently  before  it  can  receive  pleafure  from  their  confonance  and  recurrence. 

"  Gf  the  firfl  flanza,  the  abrupt  beginning  has  been  celebrated  ;  but  technical  beauties  .can  give 
praife  only  to  the  inventor.  It  is  in  the  power  of  any  man  to  rufh  abruptly  upon  his  fubjcdl,  that 
has  read  the  ballad  of  "Johnny  Armjlrang^ 

Is  there  evtr  a  man  in  all  Scotland — 

"  The  initial  refemblances,  or  alliterations,  "  ruin,  ruthlefs,helm,  or  hauberk,"  are  below  the  gran 
deur  of  a  poem  that  endeavours  at  fublimity. 

"  In  the  fecond  ftanza,the  Bard  is  well  dcfcribed ;  but  in  the  third  we  have  the  puerilities  of  olv 
folete  mythology.  When  we  are  told  that  "  Cadwailo  hufh'd  the  ftormy  main,"  and  that  "  Mo- 
dred  made  huge  Plinlimmon  bow  Ms  cloud-top'd  head,"  atterition  recoils  from  the  repetition  of  a 
tale  that,  even  when  it  was  firft  heard,  was  heard  with  fcorn. 

"  The  ivtanin*  of  the  winding  Jbeet  he  borrowed,  as  he  owns,  from  the  northern  bards  ;  but  their 
texture,  however,  was  very  properly  the  work  of  female  powers,  as  the  a6l  of  Spinning  the  thread 
of  life  in  another  mythology.  Theft  is  always  dangerpus  ;  Gray  has  made  weavers  of  flaughtered 
bards,  by  a  fidion  outrageous  and  incongruous.  They  are  then  called  upon  to  "  Weave  the  warp, 
and  weave  the  woof,"  perhaps  with  no  great  propriety  ;  for  it  is  by  crofiing  the  •woof  with  the 
warp  that  men  -weave  the  iveb  or  piece  ;  and  the  firft  line  was  dearly  bought  by  the  admiflion  of  its 
wretched  correfpondent,  "  Give  ample  room  and  verge  enough."  He  has,  however,  no  other  line 
as  bad. 

"  The  third  ftanza  of  the  fecond  ternary  is  commended  I  think,  beyond  its  merit.  The  perfonifi- 
cation  is  indiftincl.  Tbirji  and  hunger  are  not  alike  ;  and  their  features,  to  make  the  imagery  per- 
feel,  fiiould  have  been  discriminated.  We  are  told,  in  the  fame  fcanza,  how  "  towers  are  fed." 
But  I  will  no  longer  look  for  particular  faults;  yet  let  it  be  obferved  that  the  ode  might  have  been 
concluded  with  an  a&ion  of  better  example  ;  but  fuicide  is  always  to  be  had  without  expencc  of 
thought. 

"  Thefe  odes  are  marked  by  glittering  accumulations  of  ungraceful  ornaments;  they  ftrike  rather 
than  pleafe ;  the  images  are  magnified  by  affedtation  ;  the  language  is  laboured  into  harmnefs.  The 
mind  of  the  writer  feems  to  work  with  unnatural  violence.  "  Double,  double,  toil  and  trouble." 
He  has  a  kind  of  ftrutting  dignity,  and  is  tall  by  walking  on  tiptoe.  His  art  and  his  ftruggle  arc 
too  vifible,  and  there  is  too  little  appearance  of  cafe  and  nature. 

"  To  fay  that  he  has  no  beauties,  would  be  unjuft  :  a  man  like  him,  of  great  learning  and  great 
induftry,  could  not  but  produce  fomething  valuable.  When  he  pleafes  leaft,  it  can  only  be  faid  that 
a  good  defign  was  ill  directed. 

"  His  tranflations  of  Northern  and  Welfh  poetry  deferve  praife;  the  imagery  is  prefervcd,  perhaps 
often  improved;  but  the  language  is  unlike  the  language  of  other  poets. 

"In  the  character  of  his  Elegy  I  rejoice  to  concur  with  the  common  reader;  for  by  the  common 
fenfe  of  readers  uncorrupted  with  literary  prejudices,  after  all  the  refinements  of  fubtilty,  and  the 
dogmatifm  of  learning:,  muft  be  finally  decided  all  claim  to  poetical  honours.  The  Gburcb-Tard 
abounds  with  images  which  find  a  mirror  in  every  mind,  and  with  fentiments  to  which  every  bo* 
Com  returns  an  echo.  The  four  ftanzas,  beginning  "  Yet  even  thefe  bones,"  are  to  me  original ; 
I  have  never  feen  the  notions  in  any  other  place ;  yet  he  that  reads  them  here,  perfuades  himfelf 
that  he  has  always  felt  them.  Had  Gray  written  often  thus,  it  had  been  vain  to  blame,  and  ufelela 
to  praife  him."  O  iiij 
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ODE  ON  THE  SPRING. 

IjO  !  where  the  rofy-bofom'd  hours, 

Fair  Venus'  train  appear, 

Difclofe  the  long  expelling  flowers, 

And  wake  the  purple  year! 

The  Attic  warbler  pours  her  throat, 

Refponfive  to  the  cuckoo's  note, 

The  untaught  harmony  of  fpring  : 

While,  whifpering  pleafure  as  they  fly, 

Cool  zephyrs  through  the  clear  blue  iky 

Their  gather'd  fragrance  fling. 

Where'er  the  oak's  thick  branches  ftretch 

A  broader  browner  (hade ; 

Where'er  the  rude  and  mofs-grown  beech     • 

O'er-canopies  the  glade  *, 

Befide  fome  water's  rufliy  brink 

With  me  the  mufe  fiiall  fit,  and  think 

(At  cafe  reclin'd  in  ruftic  ftate) 

How  vain  the  ardour  of  the  crowd, 

How  low,  how  little  are  the  proud, 

How  indigent  the  great ! 

Stiil  is  the  toiling  hand  of  care  : 

The  panting  herd's  repofe  : 

Yet  hark,  how  through  the  peopled  air 

The  bufy  murmur  glows ! 

The  infecSt  youth  are  on  the  wing, 

Eager  to  rafte  the  honied  fpring, 

And  float  amid  the  liquid  noon  f  : 

Some  lightly  o'er  the  current  ikinf, 

Some  (how  their  gaily-gilded  trim 

Quick- glancing  to  the  fun  \. 

To  contemplation's  fober  eye  § 
Such  is  the  race  of  man  : 

* «  a  bank 

"  O'er-canopied  with  lufcious  woodbine." 

Skakefr.  Mids.  Night's  Dream. 
f  "  Nare  per  wftatem  liquidam— " 

Virg.  Georg.  Lib.  iv. 

%     -     -     -     -     "  fporting  with  quick  glance 
«  Show  to  the  fun  their  waved  coats  drop'd 
"  with  gold." 

Milton 's  Parad'ife  Loft,  Book  vii. 
$  *  While  infedsfrom  the  threfbold  preach,  &c." 
M.  Green,  in  the  Grotto. 
aiilt^  I' el.  v.  p.  j6r,. 


And  they  that  creep,  and  they  that  fly, 
Shall  end  where  they  began. 
Alike  the  bufy  and  the  gay 
But  flutter  through  life's  little  day. 
In  fortune's  varying  colours  dreft  : 
Brufh'd  by  the  hand  of  rough  mifchance3 
Or  chill'd  by  age,  their  airy  dance 
They  leave  in  duft  to  reft. 

Methinks  I  hear  in  accents  low 

The  fportivc  kind  reply  ; 

Poor  moralift  !  and  what  art  thou  ? 

A  folitary  fly  ! 

Thy  joys  no  glittering  female  meets, 

No  hive  haft  thou  of  hoarded  fweets, 

No  painted  plumage  to  difplay : 

On  hafty  wings  thy  youth  is  flown  : 

Thy  fun  isfet,  thy  fpring  is  gone — 

We  frolic  while  'tis  May. 

ODE 

ON  THE  DEATH  OF  A   FAVOURITE  CAT\ 
Drowned  in  a  Tub  of  Gold  Fijhes* 

'TwAS  on  a  lofty  vafe's  fide, 
Where  China's  gayeft  art  had  dy'd 

The  azure  flowers  that  blow  j 
Demureft  of  the  tabby  kind, 
The  penfive  Selima  reclin'd, 

Gaz'd  on  the  lake  below. 

Her  confcious  tail  her  joy  declar'd ; 
The  fair  round  face,  the  fnowy  beard, 

The  velvet  of  her  paws, 
Her  coat,  that  with  the  tortoife  vies, 
Her  ears  of  jet,  and  emerald  eyes, 

She  faw ;  and  purr'd  applaufe. 

Still  had  fhe  gaz'd;  but  'midft  the  tids 
Two  angel  forms  were  feen  to  glide, 

The  genii  of  the  ftream  : 
Their  fcaly  armour's  Tyrian  hue 
Through  richeft  purple  to  the  view 

Betray'd  a  golden  gleam. 

The  haplefs  nymph  with  wonder  faw  : 
A  whilker  firft,  and  then  a  claw, 

With  many  an  ardent  wifli, 
She  ftretch'd  in  vain  to  reach  the  prize  j 
What  female  heart  can  gold  defpife  ? 

What  cat's  averfe  to  fifh  ? 


Li* 
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7  refumptufttis  maid  !  with  look?  intent 
Again  (He  ftrrtch'd,  airain  (he  bent, 

N«  r  kt  ew  the  gulf  between. 
(Malignant  fate  far  by,  and  fmil'd) 
The  flippery  verge  her  feet  beguiFd, 

She  tumbled  headlong  in. 

Eight  times  emerging  from  the  flood 
She  mew'd  to  every  watery  god, 

Some  fpeedy  aid  to  fend. 
No  dolphin  came,  no  Nereid  ftirrd; 
Nor  cruel  Tom,  nor  Su'fan  heard, 

A  favourite  has  no  friend  ! 

From  hence,  ye  beauties,  undeceiv'd, 
Know,  one  falfe  ftep  is  ne'er  retriev'd, 
;     And  he  with  caution  bold. 
Not  all,  that  tempts  your  wandering  eyes 
And  heedlefs  hearts,  is  lawful  prize  ; 
Not  all  that  glifters,  gold. 

ODE 

ON  A  DISTANT  PROSPECT  OF  ETON  COLLEGE. 


MENANDER. 

YE  diftant  fpires,  ye  antique  towers, 

That  crown  the  watery  glade, 

"Where  grateful  fcience  ftill  adores 

Her  Henry's  *  holy  (hade  ; 

And  ye,  that  from  the  (lately  brow 

Of  Winclfor's  heights  th*  expanfe  below 

Of  j;rove,  of  lawn,  of  mead  furvey, 

Whofe  turf,  whofe  fhade,  whofc  flowers  among 

"Wanders  the  hoary  Thames  along 

His  filver-winding  way, 

Ah,  happy  hills,  ah,  pleafing  fhade, 
Ah.  fir  Ids  belov'd  in  vain, 
Where  once  my  carelefs  childhood  ftray'd, 
A  Granger  yet  to  pain  ? 
I  feel  the  gales,  that  from  ye  blow, 
A  momentary  blifs  beftow, 
As  waving  frtfh  their  gladfome  wing, 
My  weary  foul  they  feem  to  footh, 
And,  f  redolent  of  joy  and  youth, 
To  breathe  a  fecond  fpnng; 

Say,  father  Thames,  for  thou  haft  feen 
Full  many  a  fprightly  race 
pifporting  on  thy  margent  green 
The  paths  of  pkafure  trace, 
Who  foremoit  now  delight  to  cleave 
With  pliant  arm  thy  glaffy  wave  ? 
Tne  captive  linnet  which  enthrall  ? 
What  idle  progeny  fucceed 
To  chafe  the  rowing  circle's  fpeed, 
Or  urge  the.  flying  ball  ? 

While  fome  on  earned  bufinefs  bent 
Their  murmuring  labours  ply 
'Gainft  graver  hours,  that  bring  conftraint 
To  iwetten  liberty  ; 

*  King  Henry  the  Sixfi.,  Founder  of  the  College. 
\  -"  And  bees  hf'ir  honey  rtrdohm  of  fpring  " 
Prydens  Fable  on  tie  Pytbag.  Syjlcm. 


Some  bold  adventurers  difdain 
The  limits  of  their  little  reign, 
And  unknown  regions  dare  Uefcrys 
Still  as  they  run  they  look  behind, 
They  hear  a  voice  in  every  wind, 
And  fnatch  a  fearful  joy. 

Gay  hope  is  theirs,  by  fancy  fed, 
Lefs  pleafing,  when  poffeft ; 
The  tear  forgot  as  foon  as  fhed, 
The  funfliine  of  the  bread  : 
Theirs  buxom  health,  of  rofy  hue  : 
Wild  v.'ir,  invention  ever  new, 
And  lively  cheer  of  vigour  born  ; 
The  thoughtlefs  day,  the  eafy  night, 
The  fpiritspure,  the  {lumbers  light, 
That  fly  th*  approach  ef  morn. 

Alas,  regardlefs  of  their  doom, 
The  little  vivftims  play  ! 
No  fenfe  have  they  of  ills  to  come, 
Nor  care  beyond  to-day. 
Yet  fee  how  all  around  them  wait 
The  minifters  of  human  fate, 
And  black  misfortune's  baleful  train, 
Ah,  fhov   them  where  in  ombuih  ftand 
To  feize  their  prey,  the  murderous  band  I 
Ah,  tell  them,  they  are  men  ! 

Thefe  fhall  the  fury  paffions  tear, 
The  vultures  of  the  mind, 
Difdainful  anger,  pallid  fear, 
And  fhame  that  fkulks  behind: 
Or  pining  love,  fhall  waflc  their  youth, 
Or  jealoufy,  with  rankling  tooth, 
That  inly  gnaws  thefecret  heart, 
And  envy  wan,  and  faded  care, 
Grim-vifag'd  comfortlefs  defpair. 
And  forrow's  piercing  dart. 

Ambition  this  fhall  tempt  to  rife, 
Then  whirl  the  wretch  from  high, 
To  bitter  fcorn  a  facrifice, 
And  grinning  infamy, 
The  itings  of  fali'ehood  thofe  (hall  try, 
And  hard  unkindnefs'  alter'd  eye, 
That  mocks  the  tear  it  forc'd  to  flow ; 
And  keen  remorfe,  with  blood  defil'd, 
And  m<  ody  madnefs*  laughing  wild 
Amidft  fevereft  woe. 

Lo,  in  the  vale  of  years  beneath 
A  grifly  troop  are  feen, 
The  painful  family  of  death, 
More  hideous  than  their  queen  : 
This  racks  the  joints,  this  fires  the  veins, 
That  every  labouring  finew  Grains, 
Thofe  in  the  deeper  vitals  ruge  : 
L-'s  poverty,  to  fill  the  band, 
That  numbs  the  foul  with  icy  hand, 
And  flow-confuming  age. 

To  each  his  fufferings  J  all  are  men, 
Condemn'd  alike  to  groan  ; 

*  — «  Madnefs  laughing  in  his  ireful  mood. 
Drydcn*  Fable  cf  Palenwn  and  Anil 
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iThe  fender  for  another's  pain, 
The  unfeeling  for  his  own. 
Yet  ah  !  why  {hould  they  know  their  fate  ! 
Since  forrow  never  conies  too  late, 
And  happirefs  too  fwiftly  flies. 
Thought  would  deflroy  their  paradife. 
No  mere  ;  where  ignorance  is  bills, 
*Tis  iolly  to  be  wife. 

HYMN  TO  ADVERSITY. 


Tav  ipeovtiv  fi^olxg  oc&- 
e-otvlce,  ru  vroifat  uxtay 
Qtvlct,  KV^iag  tffiiv. 

J£scHYi.us,  in  AGAMEMNONE- 

DAUGHTER  of  Jove,  relentlefs  power, 

Thou  tamer  of  the  human  breaft, 

\Vhofe  iron  fcourge,  and  torturing  hour, 

The  bad  affright,  amidft  the  heft  ! 

Bound  in  thy  adamantine  chain 

The  proud  are  taught  to  tafte  of  pain, 

And  purple  tyrants  vainly  groan 

With  pangs  unfelt  before,  unpitied,  and  alone. 

"When  firft  thy  fire  to  fend  on  earth 

Virtue,  his  darling  child,  defign'd,    • 

To  thee  he  gave  the  heavenly  birth, 

And  bade  to  form  her  infant  mind. 

Stern  rugged  nurfe;  thy  rigid  lore 

With  patience  many  a  year  fhe  bore  : 

What  forrow  was,  ^hou  bad'ft  her  know, 

And  fromh&r  own  fhe  learn'd  to  melt  at  others  woe. 

Scar'd  at  thy  frown  terrific,  fly 

Self-pleafing  folly's  idle  brood, 

Wild  laughter,  rioife,  and  thoughtlefs  joy, 

And  leave  us  leifure  to  be  good. 

Light  they  difperfe,  and  with  them  go 

The  Cummer  friend,  the  flattering  foe  ; 

By  vain  profperity  receiv  d, 

To  her  they  vow  their  truth,  and  are  again  believ'd. 

Wifdom,  in  fable  garb  array'd, 

Immers'd  in  rapturous  thought  profound, 

And  melancholy,  filent  maid, 

Wi*h  leadtn  eye,  that  loves  the  ground, 

Still  on  thy  foltinn  fteps  attend  : 

Warm  charity,  the  general  friend, 

With  juflice,  to  lurlelf  fevere, 

And  pity,  dropping  foft  the  fadly-pleafing  tear. 

Oh.  gently  on  thy  fuppliant's  head, 

Dread  goddefs,  lay  thy  chaftening  hand  ! 

Not  in  thy  gorgon  terrors  clad, 

Nor  circled  with  the  vengeful  hand 

(As  by  the  impious  thou  art  iieeii) 

With  thundering  voice,  and  threatening  mien, 

With  fcreaming  horror's  funeral  cry, 

Dcf.  -.arv  and  fell  difeafe,  and  ghaftiy  poverty. 

Thy  form  benign,  oh  goddefs  wear, 
Thy  milder  influence  impart, 
Thy  puilolbphic  train  be  there 
T    foittn,  not  to  wound  my  heart, 


The  generous  fpark  extin&  revive. 

Teach  me  to  love  and  to  forgive, 

lixicl  my  own  defects  to  fcan, 

What  others  are,  to  feel,  and  know  myfelf  a  man. 

ELEGY 

\VRITTEN  IN  A  COUNTRY  CHURCH-YARD. 

THE  curfew  tolls*  the  knell  of  parting  day, 
The  lowing  herd  wind  flowly  o'er  the  lea, 
The  plowman  homeward  plods  his  weary  way, 
And  leaves  the  world  to  darknefs  and  to  me. 

Now  fades  the  glimmering  )andfc?pe  on  the  fight, 
And  all  the  air  a  folemn  ftiflrtefs  holds, 
Save  where  the  beetle  wheels  his  droning  flight, 
And  drowfy  tinklings  lull  the  diilant  folds; 

Save  that,  from  yonJer  ivy-mantled  tower, 
The  moping  owl  does  to  the  moon  complain 
Of  fuch  as,  wandering  near  her  fecret  bower, 
Moleft  her  ancient  folitary  reign. 

Beneath  thofe  rugged  elms,  that  yew-tree's  fhade, 
Where  heaves  the  turf  in  many  a  mouldering  heap, 
Each  in  his  narrow  cell  for  ever  laid, 
The  rude  forefathers  of  the  hamlet  fieep. 

The  breezy  call  of  incenfe-brcathing  morn, 
The  fwallow  twittering  from  the  ftraw-built  fhed, 
The  cock's  fhrill  clarion,  or  the  echoing  horn, 
No  more  (hall  roufe  them  from  their  lowiy  bed. 

For  them  no  more  the  blazing  hearth  fhall  burn, 
Or  bufy  houfewife  ply  her  evening  care  : 
No  children  run  to  lifp  their  fire's  return, 
Or  climb  his  knees  the  envied  kifs  to  (hare. 

Oft  did  the  harveft  to  their  fickle  yield, 
Their  furrow  oft  the  ftubborn  glebe  has  brqke; 
How  jocund  did  they  drive  their  team  afield ! 
How  bow'd  the  woods  beneath  their  fturdy  ftrokc! 

Let  not  ambition  mock  their  ufefui  toil, 
Their  homely  joys,  and  defliny  obfcure; 
Nor  grandeur  hear  with  a  difoain.ful  fmilef 
The  Ihort  and  fimple  annals  of  the  poor. 

The  boaft  of  heraldry,  the  pomp  of  power, 
And  all  that  beauty,  all  that  wealth  e'er  gave. 
Await  alike  the  inevitable  hour. 
The  paths  of  glory  lead  but  to  tbe  grave. 

Nor  you,  ye  proud,  impute  to  thefe  the  fault, 
If  memory  o'er  their  tomb  no  trophies  raife, 
Where  through  the  long-drawn  aifle  and  frette«jl 

vault, 
The  peeling  anthem  fvvells  the  note  of  praife. 

Can  ftorjed  urn  or  animated  buft 
Back  to  its  manfion  call  the  fleeting  breath  ? 
Can  honour's  voice  provoke  the  filent  duft. 
Or  flattery  footh  the  dull  cold  ear  of  death  ? 

Perhaps  in  this  neglected  fpot  is  laid 

Some  heart  once  pregnant  with  ceieilial  fire ; 


*  — «  fquilla  di  lontano 


— "  fquilla  di  lontano 
'Qhe  paia  '1  giorno  pianger,  che  fi  muore." 
Dffffe.  Purgat.  1.  8. 
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Hands,  that  the  rod  of  empire  might  have  fway'd, 
Or  wak'd  to  ecftafy  the  living  lyre. 

But  knowledge  to  their  eyes  her  ample  page, 
Rich  with  the  fpoils  of  time,  did  ne'er  unroll; 
Chill  petiury  reprefs'd  their  noble  rage, 
And  froze  the  genial  current  of  the  foul. 

Full  many  a  gem  of  pureft  ray  ferene, 
The  dark  unfathom'd  caves  of  ocean  bear  : 
Full  many  a  flower  is  born  to  blufh  unfeen, 
And  wafte  its  fweetnefs  on  the  defert  air. 

Some  village-Hampden,  that  withdauntlefs  breaft 
The  little  tyrant  of  his  fields  withftood; 
Some  mute  inglorious  Milton  here  may  reft, 
Some  Cromwell  guiltlefs  of  his  country's  blood. 

Th'  applaufe  of  liftening  fenates  to  command, 
The  threats  of  pain  and  ruin  to  defpife, 
To  fcatter  plenty  o'er  a  fmiling  land, 
And  read  their  hiftory  in  a  nation's  eyes, 

Their  lot  forbade ;  nor  circumfcrib'd  alone 
Their  growing  virtues,  but  their  ciimes  connVd  ; 
Forbade  to  wade  through  flaughter  to  a  throne, 
And  fliut  the  gates  of  mercy  on  mankind. 

The  ftruggling  pangs  of  confcious  truth  to  hide, 
To  quench  the  blufhes  of  ingenuous  mame, 
Or  heap  the  fhrine  of  luxury  and  pride 
With  incenfe  kindled  at  the  xnufe's  flame. 

Far  from  the  madding  crowd's  ignoble  ftrife, 
Their  fober  wifhes  never  learn'd  to  ftray  ; 
Along  the  cool  fe'quefter'd  vale  of  life 
They  kept  the  noifelefs  tenor  of  their  way. 

Yet  ev'n  thefe  bones  from  infult  to  prated 

Some  frail  memorial  ttill  erected  nigh, 

With   uncouth   rhymes   and    fhapelefs   fculpturc 

deck'd, 
Implores  the  pafiing  tribute  of  a  figh. 

Their  name,  their  years,  fpelt  by   th'   unletter'd 

mufe, 

The  place  of  fame  and  elegy  fupply  : 
And  many  a  holy  text  around  Ihe  {trews, 
That  teach  the  ruftic  moralift  to  die. 

For  who,  to  dumb  forgetfulnefs  a  prey, 
This  pltafing  anxious  being  e'er  refign'd, 
Left  the  -warm  precindts  of  the  cheerful  day, 
Nor  caft  one  longing  llngering*look  behind  ? 

On  fome  fond  bread  the  parting  foul  relies, 
Some  pious  drops  the  doling  eye  requires; 
Ev'n  from  the  tomb  the  voice  of  nature  cries, 
*  Ev'n  in  our  afties  live  their  wonted  fires. 

For  thee,  who,  mindful  of  th'  unhonour'd  dead, 
Doft  in  thcfe lines  their  artlefstale  relate; 
If  chance,  by  lonely  contemplation  led, 
Some  kindred  fpint  (hall  inquire  thy  fa,te. 


*  "  Ch'i  veggio  nel  penfier,  dolce  mio  fuoco, 
"  Fredda  una  lingua,  et  due  begli  ocelli  chiufi 
"  Rjmaner  doppo  noi  pien  di  faville." 

-..rch   Son.  1 6. 


Haply  fome  hoary-headed  fwain  may  fay, 
"  Oft  have  we  feen  him  at  the  peep  of  dawn 
"  Bruftung  with  hafly  fteps  the  dews  away 
"  To  meet  the  fun  upon  the  upland  lawn.'* 

"   There  at  the  foot  of  yonder  nodding  beech, 
"  That  wreathes  its  old  fantaftic  roots  fo  high, 
"  His  liftlefs  length  at  noontide  would  he  ftretcl 
"  And  pore  upon  the  brook  that  bubbles  by. 

"  Hard  by  yon  wood,  now  fmiling  as  in  fcorn, 
"  Muttering  his  wayward  fancies  he  would  rove, 
"  Now  drooping  woful  wan,  like  one  forlorn, 
"  Or  craz'd  with  care,  or  crofs'd  in  hgpelefs  love. 

"  One  morn  I  mifs'd  him  on  the  cuftom'd  hill, 

"  Along  the  heath  and  near  his  favourite  tree ; 

"  Another  came  ;  nor  yet  befide  the  rill, 

"  Nor  up  the  lawn,  nor  at  the  wood  was  he  ; 

"  The  next  with  dirges  due  in  fad  array 

"  Slow  through  the  church-way  path  wefawhir 

"  borne. 

"  Approach  and  read  (for  thoucanft  read)  the  la 
"  Grav'd  on  the  ftone  beneath  yon  aged  thorn." 

THE    EPITAPH. 

HERE  refts  his  head  upon  the  lap  of  earth, 
A  youth  to  fortune  and  to  fame  unknown, 
Fair  fcience  frown'd  not  on  his  humble  birth,, 
And  melancholy  mark'd  him  for  her  own. 

Large  was  his  bounty,  and  his  foul  lincerc, 
Heaven  did  a  recompenfe  as  largely  fend; 
He  gave  to  mifery  all  he  had,  a  tear; 
He  gain'd  from  heaven  ('twas  all  he  wifh'd) 
friend. 

No  farther  feek  his  merits  to  difclofe, 
Or  draw  his  frailties  from  their  dread  abode, 
( *  There  they  alike  in  trembling  hope  repofe)5 
The  boibm  of  his  Father  and  his  God. 

THE  PROGRESS  OF  POESY. 

A  PINDARIC  ODE. 


«.     PINDAR,  OLYMP.  II. 


As  TO  wa,v  I 


ADVERTISEMENT. 

WHEN  the  author  firft  publifticd  this  and  the  fol 
lowing  ode,  he  was  advifed,  even  by  his  friends, 
to  fubjoin  fome  few  explanatory  notes;  but  had 
too  much  refpect  for  the  underflanding  of  his 
readers  to  take  that  liberty. 

I.  I. 

t  AWAKE,  JEolian  lyre,  awake, 

And  give  to  rapture  all  thy  trembling  firings* 

From,  Helicon's  harmonious  firings 

A  thoufarul  rills  their  mazy  progrefs  take  : 

*  -  preventofa  fpema.      Petrarch,  Son.   114, 

f  "  Awake,  my  glory  :  awake,  lute  and  harp.'4 

jDa-vict's  jPafmt 


POEMS. 


The  laughing  flowers,  that  round  them  blow, 

Drink  life  and  fragrance  as  they  flow. 

Now  the  rich  ftream  of  mufic  winds  along, 

Deep,  majeftic,  fmooth,  and  ftrong, 

Through  verdant  vales,  and  Ceres'  golden  reign  : 

Now  rolling  down  the  fteep  amain, 

Headlong,  impetuous,  fee  it  pour; 

The  rocks  and  nodding  groves  rebellow  to  the  roar. 

I.  2. 

*  Oh !  fovereign  of  the  willing  foul, 
Parent  of  fweet  and  folemn-breathing  airs, 
Enchanting  fhell !  the  fullen  cares, 
And  frantic  paflions,  hear  thy  foft  controul, 
On  Thracia's  hills  the  lord  of  war 
Has  curb'd  the  fury  of  his  car, 
And  dropp'd  his  thirfty  lance  at  thy  command, 
f  Perching  on  the  fcepter'd  hand 
Of  Jove,  thy  magic  lulls  the  feather'd  king, 
With  ruffled  plume,  and  flagging  wing  : 
Quench'd  in  dark  clouds  of  ilumber  lie 
The  terror  of  his  beak,  and  lightning  of  his  eye. 

1-3- 

f  Thee  the  voice,  the  dance,  obey, 
Temper'd  to  thy  warbled  lay, 
O'er  Idalia's  velvet-green 
The  rofy- crowned  loves  are  feen. 
On  Cytherea's  day 

With  antic  fports,  and  blue-ey'd  pleafures, 
Frifking  light  in  frolic  meafures ; 
Now  purfuing,  now  retreating, 
Now  in  circling  troops  they  meet : 
To  brifk  notes  in  cadence  beating 
$  Glance  their  many- twinkling  feet, 
blowmeltingftrains  their  queen's  approach  declare: 
Where'er  fhe  turns,  the  graces  homage  pay. 
With  arts  fublime,  that  float  upon  the  air, 
In  gliding  ftate  fhe  wins  her  eafy  way  : 
O'er  her  warm  cheek,  and  rifing  bofom,  move 
fj  The  bloom  of  young  defire,  and  purple  light  of 
love. 


Pindar  jlyles  his  oivn  poetry  ivith  its  mvjical  accom- 
panymcnts,  A/0A.s;/j  ^oAsnj,  AioXtdt;  jgofiaif  A/<?A<c&;v 
<arvtat  Kt/Xuv  JEolianfong^  JEolian  firings  ',  the  breath 
of  the  JEoii  an  flute. 

The  fubjecl  andftmile,  as  vfual  ivith  Pindar,  are 
united.  The  various  fources  of  poetry,  ivhich  gives  life 
and  lujlre  to  all  it  touches^  is  here  defer  ihed  ;  its  quiet 
majejlic  progrefs  enriching  every  fubjtft  fotherivife  dry 
and  barren)  ivith  a  pomp  of  dittion  and  luxuriant  har 
mony  of  numbers  ;  and  its  more  rapid  and  irrefijlible 
courfe,  ivhen  fivoln  and  hurried  aiuay  by  the  conjlicJ  tf 
tumultuous  pajjions. 

*  Power  of  harmony  to  calm  the  turbulent  fallies  of 
the  foul.  The  thoughts  are  borrowed  from  tbejirjl  Py 
thian  of  Pindar. 

f  This  is  a  faint  imitation  of  fame  incomparable  lines 
in  the  fame  ode. 

$  Poiver  of  harmony  to  p  reduce  all  the  graces  of  mo 
tion  in  fhe  body. 


Homer,  Od,   &. 


Pbrynic&us,  afud  dtbenteum. 


II.  I. 

*  Man's  feeble  race  what  ills  await, 
Labour,  and  penury,  the  racks  of  pain, 
Difeafe,  and  forrow's  weeping  train, 
And  death,  fad  refuge  from  the  florins  of  fate  ! 
The  fond  complaint,  my  fong,  difprove, 
Andjuftify  the  laws  <.f  Jove. 
Say,  has  he  given  in  vain  the  heavenly  mufe  ? 
Night,  and  aii  her  fickly  dews, 
Her  fpeclres  wr.n,  and  lards  of  boding  cry, 
He  gives  to  range  the  dreary  fky ; 
f  fill  down  the  eaftern  cliffs  afar 
Hyperion's  march  they  fpy,  and  glittering  fhafts 

of  war. 

If.  z. 

$  In  climes  beyond  the  folar  ||  road, 
Where    fhaggy  forms    o'er   ice-built   mountains 

roam, 

The  mufe  has  broke  the  twilight- gloom 
To  cheer  the  fhivering  native's  dull  abode. 
And  oft,  beneath  the  odorous  {hade 
Of  Chili's  boundlels  furefts  laid, 
She  deigns  to  hear  th=  favage  youth  repeat 
In  loofe  numbers  wildly  fweet 
Their  feather-cin&ur'd  chiefs,  and  duficy  loves. 
Her  track,  where'er  the  goddefs  roves, 
Glory  purfue,  and  generous  fhame, 
Th'  unconquerable  mind,  and  freedom's  holy  flame. 

II-3. 

§    Woods,  that  wave  o'er  Delphi's  fteep, 
Ifles,  that  crown  th*  JEgean  deep, 
Fields,  that  cool  lliffus  laves, 
Or  where  Maeander's  amber  waves* 
In  lingering  labyrinths  creep, 
How  do  your  tuneful  echoes  languifh' 
Mute,  but  to  the  voice  of  anguifh  ? 
Where  each  old  poetic  mountain 
Infpiration  breath'd  around  : 


*  To  compenfate  the  real  and  imaginary  ills  of  life t 
the  mufe  'was  given  to  mankind  by  the  fame  Providence 
that  fends  the  day,  by  its  cheerful  presence  to  difpel  ths 
gloom  and  terrors  of  the  night. 

f  "  Or  feen  the  morning's  well-appointed  ftar 
"  Come  marching  up  the  eaflern  hills  afar.' 

Cowley 

I  Extenfive  influence  'of  poetic  genius  ever  the  remottft 
and  moft  uncivilized  nations  :  its  connection  ivith  liberty , 
and  the  virtues  that  naturally  attend  on  it,  [See  the 
Erfe,  Norwegian,  and  Welfh  fragments,  the  Lap 
land  and  American  fongs.] 

||  "  Extra  anni  folifque  vias — "     Virgil. 

"  Tutta  lontana  dal  camin  del  fole." 

Petrarch,  Canzon>  2. 

§  Provrefs  ef  Poetry  from  Greece  to  Italy,  andfrsm 
Italy  to  England.  Chaucer  it>as  not  unacquainted  ivitb 
the  ivritings  of  Dante,  or  of  Petrarch.  The  Earl  of 
Surrey,  and  Sir  Thomas  Wyatt,  had  travelled  in  Italy , 
and  had  formed  their  tajle  there  ;  Spenfer  imitated  the 
Italian  ivriters  ;  Milton  improved  on  them  :  but  this 

fihool  expired foon  after  the.  Reparation,  and  a  neiv  one 
arofe  o.-}  the  French  mvdilt  -ivL'ttb  hs~s 

ftnce. 


$19 


Every  fhatle  and  haflow'd  fountain 
Murrain  'd  deep  a  folemn  found  : 
Till  the  fad  nine,  in  Greece's  evil  hour, 
Left  their  Parnaffus,  for  the  Latian  plains. 
Alike  they  fcorn  the  pomp  of  tyrant-power, 
And  coward  vice,  that  revels  in  htr  chains. 
When  Lathim  had  her  lofty  fpirit  loft,  [coaft. 

They  fought,  oh  Albion  !   next   thy   lea-encircled 
III.  i. 

£af  from  the  fan  and  fummer-gale, 
In  thy  green  lap  was  Nature's  r  darling  laid, 
What  time,  where  lucid  Avon  ftray'd, 
TO  him  the  mighty  mother  did  unveil 
Her  awful  face  :  The  dauntlefs  child 
Htreteh'd  forth  his  little  arms  and  fmil'd, 
This  pencil  (take  fhe  faid)  whofe  colours  clpar 
Richly  paint  the  vernal  year: 
Thine  too  thefe  golden  key*,  immortal  boy  ' 
This  can  unlock  the  gates  of  joy  ; 
Of  horror  that,  and  thrilling  fears, 
Or  ope  the  facr,ed  fource  of  fyxnpathetic  tears. 
III.  2. 

Nor  fecond  he  f  ,  that  rode  fublime 
Upon  the  feraph-wings  of  ecftafy, 
The  fecrets  of  th'  abyfs  to  fpy. 
$  He  pafs'd  the  flaming  bounds  of  place  and  time: 
^  The  living  throne,  the  fapphire-blaze, 
Whete  angels  tremble  while  they  gaze, 
He  faw  ;  but,  Mailed  with  excefs  of  light, 
|j  Clos'd  his  eyes  in  endlefs  night. 
Behold,  where  Dryden's  lefs  prefumptuous  car, 
Wide  o'er  the  fields  of  glory  bear 
**  Two  cqurfc-*  of  ethereal  race, 
ff  With  necks  in  thunder  cloth'd,  and  long-re- 
founding  pace. 

III.  3- 

Hark,  his  hands  the  lyre  explore  '. 
Bright  ey'd  Fancy  hovering  o'er 
Scatters  from  her  pi6tur'd  urn 
|f  Thoughts  that  breathe,  and  words  that  burn. 
§§  But  ah  !   'tis  heard  no  more  — 

*   Slaiefpearc.  f   Milton. 

i  "  —  flammantia  moenia  mundi  "     Lucretius. 

§  For  tbe  fpirit  of  tbe  living  creature  ivas  in  the 
ttiheels.  And  above  the  firmament  that  ivas  ever  their 
heads,  was  the  likcnefs  of  a  throne^  as  the  appearance  of 
&  fappbbire  jhne.  —  '//>«  ifas  tbe  appearance  of  the 
glory  of  tbe'  Lord.  Ezekiul  i.  2O  36,  i8. 


THE    WORKS   OF   CRAY. 

Oh !  lyre  divine,  what  daring  fpirit 

Wakes  thee  now  ?  though  he  inherit 

Nor  the  pride,  nor  ample  pinion, 

*  That  the  Thtban  eagle  bear 

Sailing  with  fupreme  dominion 

Through  the  azure  deep  of  air  : 

Yet  oft  before  his  infant  tyes  would  run 

Such  forms,  as  glitter  in  the  mufe's  ray 

With  orient  hues,  unborrow'd  of  the  fun  : 

Yet  fhall  he  mount,  and  keep  his  diftant  way 

Beyond  the  li;»its  of  a  vulgar  fate, 

Beneath  the  good  h»w  far — but  far  above  the  gre: 


Homer's  OdvJJey. 

**  Meant  to  cxprefs  tbe  flat  eiy  march  and  founding 
titergy  of  Drydei.  't  rhymes. 

14  "  Haft  thou  clothed  his  neck  with  thunder  ?" 

Job. 

\\  "  Words  that  weep,  and  tears  tha,t  fpeak." 

Co'wley. 

§§  We  have  bad,  in  cur  language,  no  otle-r  cues  of 

&*  fublime  kind,  than  that  of  Dry  den  on  St.  Cecilia*  s- 

ittay  :  for  Coiulcy  (who  bad  bh  merit]  yet  wanted  judg- 

,  f?\te,  and  harmony  ,  for  facb  at  aft.   that  of  P(-j>c 


THE  BARD: 

A    P1NDAH1C    ODE. 
ADVERTISEMENT. 

THE  following  Ode  is  founded  on  a  tradition  cui 
rent  in  Wales,  that  Edward  the  Ifirit,  when 
completed  the  conquelt  of  that  country,  prde 
ed  all  the  Bards  that  fell  into  his  hands,  to 
put  to  death. 

I.     I. 

RUIN  feize  thee,  ruthlefs  king! 
Confufion  on  thy  banners  wait, 
1  hough  fann'd  by  conqueft's  crimfon  wing, 
f  They  mock  the  air  with  idls  ftate. 
Helm,  nor  \  haubtrk's  twifted  mail, 
Nor  e'en  thy  virtues,  tyrant,  fhall  avail 
To  fave  thy  fecret  loul  from  nightly  fear$, 
From  Cambria's  curie  from  Cambria's  tears! 
Such  were  the  founds  that  o'er  the  §  creftcd  pri< 
Of  the  firft  Edward  fcatrer'd  wild  difmay, 
As  down  the  fteep  of  j|  Snowdon's  fhaggy  fide 
He  wound  with  toilfome  march  hia  long  array. 

is  not  ivQrtby  offo  great  a  man.  Mr.  Mafont  indfett% 
of  late  days,  bus  touched  the  tri:e  chords,  and  -with  a 
iiuijlerly  band,  in  fome  if  hit  Cborujfes — above  all,  in 
the  lajl  of  Caraflaais 

"  Hark  !  heard  ye  not  yon  footflep  dread  ?  &c." 

*  A«?j  Tgdet  o£\'t%a  St?av.  Olymp.  2.  Pindar  com" 
fares  hiKifclf  io  that  bird,  and  bis  enemies  to  ravens  ildt 
croak  and  clamour  in  lain  below,  ivbitc  it  furfues  it* 
jliglt,  regardlefs  of  their  noife. 

\  "  Mocking  the  air  with  colours  idly  fpread  " 

Shakffxare 't  King  "John* 

|  The  hauberk  tvas  a  texture  of  J} eel  ringlets,  cr 
rings  interwoven,  forming  a  coat  of  mail,  that  fat  clofe 
to  tbe  My,  and  adapted  iifelf  to  every  mat  ion. 

§  "  —  The  crefted  adder's  pride." 

Drydtns  Indian  %>uffrt, 

|]  Snoivdon  ii'as  a  name  given  by  the  Sa\  ont  to  that 
mountainous  tratt,  tvhich  the  Weljb  them/ 'elves  call 
Craigian-eryri  :  it  included  alt  the  highlands  of  Cacr- 
narvonjbire  and  Merionetbjbiret  as  far  as  eajl  tbe  rivf-r 
Coniuay.  R.  H^gden,fpeahing  of  the  caflle  of  Conu-ay, 
built  by  King  Ed-ward  the  Firjl,fays,  **  Ad  ortum  amnit 
"  Cott-tvay  adclivum  mantis  Erety  ;"  and  Matthew  of 
tVcJlminfer,  (ad.  ann.  1283,)  "  ^ pud  Aber  con-way  ad 
"  pedes  montis  Snvwdoniafecit  tr'tgi  (,af.  rum  forte" 


P     O     E    M     S. 


&out  *  Glo'fler  flood  aghaft  in  fpeechlefs  tranre 
To  arms  !  cned  f  Morivmcr,  and  couch'd  his  qui 
vering  lance. 

I.   a. 

On  a  rock,  whofe  haughty  brow 
Frown's  o'er  old  C-nway's  foaming  flood, 
Rob'd  in  the  fable  garb  of  we, 
With  huggard  eyes  r'ne  poet  flood ; 
(|  Loofe  his  beard,  and  hoary  hair 

uin'd,  like  a  meteor,  to  the  troubled  air) 
And  with  a  matter's  hand,  and  prophet's  fire, 
S'ruck  the.  deep  forrows  of  his  lyre. 

*  H  tk.  how  each  giant  •  ak,  and  defertcave, 
'  Sigiiis  to  the  torients  awful  voice  beneath  '. 

'  O'crthee,ohking'  their  hundred  arms  they  weave, 

*  Revenge  or  thc-e  ir  hoa:fer  murmurs  bfeathe  ; 

*  Vocal  no  more    fince  Cambria's  fatal  clay, 

'  To  high-boin  Hoei's  harp,  or  foft  Llewellyn's 
«  lay. 

I-     3- 

*  CoM  is  Cadftrallo'a  tongue, 

1  That  liuih'tl  ;.he  i'ortny  muin  ; 

'  Brave  Urien  fleeps  upon  his  craggy  bed : 

*  Mountains,  ye  mourn  in  vain 
'  Modrt-d,  v.  hofe  magic  fong 

'  Made  huge  Plinlimmon  bow  his  cloud-top'd 

'  head. 

1  jj  On  dreary  Arvon's  ihore  they  lie, 
'  Smear' d  with  gore,  and  ghaftly  pale  : 
'  Far,  far  aloof  th'  affrighted  ravens  fail : 
'  The  famifh'd  «[  eagle  fcreams  and  paffes  by, 

*  Dear  loll  companions  of  my  tuneful  art, 

*  **  Dear  as  the  light  that  viftts  thefe  fad  eyes, 
'  Dear  as  the  ruddy  drops  that  warm  my  heart, 
'  Ye  died  anvidtl  your  dying  country's  cries — 

*  Gilbert  de  Clare,  fur  named  the  Red,  Earl  of  Glou- 
'tejlcr  and  Hertford  J^n-in-laiv  to  £'tng  Edward* 

•J"  Edmund  de  Xtflortimer.   ..<  ord  of  Wigtnore. 

Thfy  both  were  Lords -Marchers,  ivhofe  lands  lay  on 
tie  border i  of  Wain ,  and  probably  accompanied  tie  king 
in  bis  expedition, 

\  The  image  was  taltnfrom  th:  ivell-knoivn  picture 
iff  Raphael  rcprefcniin^  the  Supreme  £eht«  in  the  *vij\on 
vf  Extliel :  there  are  ttvo  cf  thefe  fait/tings  (lotb  be 
lieved  originally  one  at  Florence,  the  other  at  Pails. 

5  Shone  iikc  a  mtteor  ftreaming  to  the  wind. 

Milton's  Paradife  Lojl 

j|  The  fares  of  Caernarvon/litre  opfofite  to  the  ijis  of 
Angiefty, 

^  Camden  and  otbe rs  obferve,   that  eagles  ufid  annu 
ally  to  build  their  aerie  among  tae   ^^ks  cf  Snoivdon, 
•tvbich  frbm  tbctice  [as  fame  think j  ivere  named  by  the  \ 
Wdjb  Craigian-eryri,  or  the  crags  of  tit  ea4es.      At 
tins  day   (.?    am  told")  the  higbejl  point   of ::  noivdon  is  ; 
talh'i  The   Kagle's   Nefr.       T/jat  bird  is  certainly  no 
Jlranger  to  this  ijland  as  the  Scott  and  the  people  of  Cum- 
teriand)  Wsjlmoreland,  &c.  can  tejtify  t  ii  even  Las  built 
its  nejl  in  the   Peak  of  Derbyjbire.     [See  Willwghbys 
Qrnithcl.  publijhedby  Ray.} 

**  As  dear  to  me  r.s  are  the  ruddy  dreps 
That  Tifit  my  fad  hearts 

JuL  C*f. 


No  more  I  weep.  They  do  not  fleep, 
On  yonder  cliffs,  a  gricily  band, 
I  fee  them  fit,  they  linger  yet, 
Avengers  of  rheir  native  land  : 
With  me  in  dreadful  harmony  they  join, 
And  *  weave  with  bloody  hands  the  tiffue  of  thj 
'  line. 

IT.     I. 

"  Weave  the  warp,  and  weave  the  woof, 
*'  The  winding  fheet  cf  Edward's  race, 
"  Give  ample  roon1,  and  verge  enough 
"  1'he  characters  of  hell  to  trace. 
"  Mark  the  year,  and  mark  the  night, 
''  j-  When  Severn  fhall  re-echo  with  affright, 
'"  I'he  fhrieks  of  death  through  Berkeley's  rcois 

{i  th::t  ring  : 

"  Shrieks  of  an  agonizing  king; 
"  ^  She  wolf  of  France,  with  unrelenting  fangs, 
"  That  tears  the  bowels  of  thy  mangled  mate, 
"  §  From  thee  be  born, who  o'er  thy  country  hangs' 
«'  The  fcourge  of  Heaven.     What  terrors  roun4 

"  him  wait ! 

"  Ama2ement  in  his  van,  with  flight  combin'd; 
"  And  Sorrow's  faded  form,  and  bolitu.de  bebijwj* 

II.    %. 

"  Mighty  victor,  mighty  Lord, 
"  |{  Low  on  his  funeral  couch  he  li^s  1 
"  No  pitying  heart,  no  eye  afford 
"  A  tear  to  grace  his  obfequies. 
"  L  the  fable  \  warrior  fled  ? 
"  Thy  fon  is  gone.  He  refts  among  the  dead. 
**  1  he  fwarm,  that  in  the  noon-tide  beam  were 

"  borne ; 

"  G«ne  to  falute  the  rifing  morn. 
"  Fuir  laughs  **  the  ir.orn,  and  foft  the  zephyf 

"  blows, 

"  While  proudly  riding  o'er  the  azure  realm   . 
"  In  gallant  trim  the  gilded  veffel  goes ; 
<4r  Youth  on  the  prow,  and  pleafure  at  the  helm; 
"  Regardlefs  of  the  fweeping  whirwind's  fway, 
"  That,  hufh'd  in  grim  repcfe,  expedls  his  cvenifi^ 
"  prey. 

n.  3. 

"  Fill  ff  high  the  fparlding  bowl, 
"  The  rich  re^aft  prepare ; 

*  See  the  Norwegian  Ode  that  follows. 

f  Edward  tie  il  etond,  cruelly  butchered  in  JBerkeley 
cajlle. 

\  Ifabel  of  France,  Edward  the  Second*!  adult ercus 
^itc:n. 

vS  Triumphs  of  Edward  the  ^birdi    France. 

|j  Death  of  that  King)  abandoned  by  his  children,  a*4. 
even  roibed  in  bis  lujl  moments  by  hit  courtiers  and  hif 
mrjtrefs . 

\  Mdtuard  the  Black  Prince ',  dead  fume  time  before 
his  father. 

'  '  ^Magnificence  of  Richard  the  Second? s  reign-  Sef 
Froiflnrd,  and  other  contemporary  writers. 

f  f  Richard  the  Second  (as  7LV  are  told  by  Archh'jbop 

Scroop  and  the  confederate  Lords  in  their  manifefto,  by 

Thomas  of  IValfmgham,  and  all  the  oiler  ivriters]  ivaf 

Jlarved  io  dtath.      The  Jlory  of  his  ajjaffinatign  by  Stf 

Piirs  of  £\e,i)  is  of  witch  later  date. 
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<f  Reft  of  a  crown,  he  yet  may  {hare  the  feafl : 

"  Clofo  by  the  regal  chair 

"  Fell  thirfl  and  famine  fcowl 

"  A  baleoil  fmile  upon  their  baffled  gueft. 

"  Heard  ye  the  din  of  *  battle  bray, 

*'  Lance  to  lance,  and  horfe  to  horfe  ! 

"  Long  year?  of  havoc  urge  their  deftin'd  courfe, 

"  And  through  the  kindred  fcpadrons  mow  their 

*'  way. 

"  Ye  towers  of  Julius  f,  London's  lafting  {hame, 
«'  With  many  a  foul  and  midnight  murder  fed, 
"  Revere  his  t  cbnfort's  faith,  his  §  father's  fame, 
"  And  fpare  the  meek  j|  ufurper's  holy  head. 
"  Above,  below,  the  ^  rofe  of  fnow, 
"  Twin'd  with  her  blufhing  foe  we  fpread  : 
'*  The  briftied  **  boar  in  infant  gore 
fi  Wallows  beneath  the  thorny  fh'ade. 
"  Now,  brothers,  bending  o'er  th'  accurfed  loom, 
"  Stamp  we  our  vengeance  deep,  and  ratify  his 
"  doom. 

Til.  I. 

"  Edward,  lo  !  to  fuddea  fate 
(Weave  we  the  woof.     The  thread  is  fpun). 
f  •{•  Half  of  thy  heart  we  confe-crate. 
(The^sveb  is  wove.     The  work  is  done.)" 
Stay,  oh  ftay  !  nor  thus  forlorn 
'Leave  me  unblefs'd,  unpitied,  here  to  mourn  : 
In  yon  bright 'track,  that  fires  the  weftern  Ikies, 
They  melt,  they  vanifh  from  my  eyes. 
Buf  oh  !  what  folemn  fcenes  on  Snowdon's  height 
Defcending  flow  their  glittering  fkirt*  unroll  ? 
Vifions  of  glory,  fpare  my  aching  fight 
Ye  unborn  ages,  crowd  not  on  my  lotil ! 
No  more  our  long-loll  Jj:  Arthur  we  bewail. 
All-hail, [|  Jj  yegenuine  kings;  Britannia's  iffue,hail ! 


*  Ruinous  civil  ivars  of  York  and  Lancafter. 

f  Henry  the  S':xtht  George  Duke  of  Clarence.  Edward 
tie  Fifth,  Richard  Duke  of  York,  &c.  believed  to  be 
mutderedfecretly  in  the  Toiver  of  London.  The  old  eft 
fart  of  tbatJlrucJure  is  -uulgularly  attributed  to  'Julius 
Cafar. 

\  Margaret  of  Anjou,  a  ivoman  of  heroic  fpirit,  ivho 
jlruggled  hard  to  fave  her  hujband  and  her  croivn. 

^Hen.y  the  i-'-ftb. 

||  He  n  v  the  Sixth  very  near  being  canonized.  The 
line  cf  Lancajler  had  no  right  of  inheritance  to  the 


cajle 


The  -white  and  >  ed  i  ofes,  devices  ofYoi  k  and  Lan- 


'The  fi!ve.--boa"  ivas  the  '  badge  of  Richard  tie 
Thit  d  ;  ivhsnce  he  ivas  ufually  knoivn  in  his  oivh  time 
ly  the  name  of  The  Boa,  . 

f  *  Elcano'-  nf  Cajlile  died  affiv  years  after  the  con- 
q-uejl  cf  Wales.  The  heroic  proof  Jl:e  gave  of  her 
affection  for  her  Lord  is  well  tjiown.  'The  monuments 
of  his  t  egret  i  and  forroii-  for  the  lufe  of  her,  arejlill  to 
beifeen  at  Northampton^  Geddington^  Waltham,  and  \ 
other  places. 

J{  Jt  ivas  the  common  belief  of  the  Wcljh  nation,  that 
King  Arthur  ivas  Jlill  a  live  in  Fairy-land^  and  fcould 
return  again  to  reign  over  Britain. 

[|  ||  Both  Merlin  vr.d  Talifffln  bad  proplefied,  that 
ibi  H'e'Jh  fiould  regain  their  fovereignty  over  this  rjlaud  ; 
•yrhicb  feemed  to  be  accomfUJbcd  in  tbs  houfe  of  Tudor. 
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c  Girt  with  many  a  baron  bold 

Sublime  their  ftarry  fronts  they  rear  • 

And  gorgeous  dames  and  ftatefmen  olct,' 

In  bearded  majefly,  appear. 

In  the  midil  a  form  divine  ! 

Her  eye  proclaims  her  of  the  Briton-line  ; 

Her  lion-port  *,  her  awe-commanding  face, 

Attemper'd  fweet  to  virgin-grace. 

What  firings  fymphonious  tremble  in  the  air, 

What  drains  of  vocal  tranfport  round  her  play; 

Hear  from  the  grave,  great  Taliefiln  f,  hear; 

They  breathe  a  foul  to  animate  thy  clay, 

Bright  rapture  calls,  and  foaring,  a«  me  fings, 

Waves  in  the  eye  of  heaven  her  many-colour  'i 
*  wings. 

III.  3. 

c  Thfe  verfe  adorn  again 

\  Fierce  war,  and  faithful  love, 

And  truth  fevere,  by  fairy  fidlion  dreft. 

In  |[  bufkin'd  meafures  move 

Pale  grief,  and  pleafingpain, 

VVith  horror,  tyrant  of  the  throbbing  breaft. 

A  §  voice,  23  of  the  cherub-choir, 

Gales  from  blooming  Eden  bear  ; 

^  And  diftant  v/arblings  leflen  on  my  ear, 

That  loft  in  long  futurity  expire.  [clouc 

Fond  impious  man,  think'fl  thou,  yon  fanguin< 

Rais'd  by  thy  breath,  hasquench'd  the  orb  of  day  ? 

To-morrow  he  repairs  the  golden  flood, 

And  warms  the  nations  with  redoubled  ray. 

Enough  for  me  :  with  joy  I  fee 

The  different  doom  our  fates  affign. 

Be  thine  defpair,  and  fcepter'd  care  ; 

To  triumph,  and  to  die,  are  mine.' 
He  fpoke,  and  headlong  from  the  mountain's  height 
Deep  in  the  roaring  tide  he  plung'd  to  endleis  night, 
THE  FATAL  SISTERS. 

An  Ode  **. 
(FROM  THE  NORSE  TONGUE,) 

In  the  Or  cades  of  Tharmodus  Torf<eus  Hafnia,   1697* 
Folio  ;   and  alfo  in  Bartholinus. 

V1TT   ER  OPRIT   FYRIR  VALFALLI,    &C. 

PREFACE. 

IN  the  eleventh  century,  Sigurd,  Earl  of  the  Ork- 
ney-iilands,  went  wi  h  a  fleet  of  ihips  and  a  con- 


*  Speed,    relating   an  audience  given  by  <$>ueen  Eli- 
zaleih    to    Paul    Dzialinjki,     ambajjador    of   Poland^ 

fays,    '  And  thus  Jhe^    lion-like  riftttg,  daunted  the  ma- 

*  lapert  orator  no  lefs  ivith    her  jlately  port   and  ma- 
c  jcjlical    departure^    than    ivith    the    tartrtejje    of  her 

*  princelie  cbekes* 

f    Taliejpn,    Chief  cf    the    Bards  fourijhed  in   the 

ftxth    century.       His    ivorks    are  Jlill  preferred,  and 

his  memory  fold  in  high  veneration  among  his  countrymen. 

\  "  Fierce  wars  and  faithful  loves  ihall  moralize 

*'  n;y  fong." 

Spenfer's  Proems  to  the  Faery  Queen. 
[]    Sbalefpeare.  §    Milton. 

\    Thejuccrjjion  of  poets  after  Milton  s  time. 

*  The  s-i.ibor  ence  bad-thoughts  (in  concert  ivith  a 
friend)  of  giving  "  The  Hijory  of  Englfi  Poetry  ;" 


POEMS* 


fiderable  body  of  troops  into  Ireland,  to  the 
afliitance  of  Sictryg  with  the  Silken  Beard,  who 
was  then  making  war  on  his  father-in-law  Brian, 
King  of  Dublin  :  the  Earl  and  all  his  forces  were 
cut  to  pieces;  and  Sictryg  was  in  danger  of  a 
total  defeat ;  but  the  enemy  had  a  greater  lofs, 
by  the  death  of  Brian,  their  king,  who  fell  in 
the  adion.  On  Chriftmas  day  (the  day  of  the 
battle),  a  native  of  Caithnefs,  in  Scotland,  faw 
at  a  diftance,  a  number  of  perfons  on  horfeback, 
riding  full  fpeed  towards  a  hill,  and  feeming  to 
enter  into  it.  Curiefity  led  him  to  follow  them, 
till,  looking  through  an  opening  in  the  rocks, 
he  law  twelve  gigantic  figures,  refembling  wo 
men  :  they  were  all  employed  about  a  loom; 
and  as  they  wove,  they  fung  the  following  dread 
ful  fong ;  which  when  they  had  finifhed,  they 
tore  the  web  into  twelve  pieces,  and  (each  tak 
ing  her  portion)  galloped  fix  to  the  north,  and 
as  many  to  the  fouth. 

Now  the  ftorm  begins  to  lour, 
(Hafte,  the  loom  of  hell  prepare), 
*  Iron-fleet  of  arrowy  fhower 
f  Hurtles  in  the  darken'd  air. 

Glittering  lances  are  the  loom, 
"Where  the  dufky  warp  we  {train, 
"Weaving  many  a  foldier's  doom, 
Orkney's  wo,  and  Randver's  bane. 

See  the  griefly  texture  grow, 
('Tis  of  human  entrails  made), 
And  the  weights  that  play  below, 
Each  a  gafping  warrior's  head. 

Shafts  for  fhuttles,  dipt  in  gore, 
Shoot  the  trembling  cords  along; 
Sword,  that  once  a  monarch  bore, 
.Keep  the  tiflue  clofe  and  flrong. 


j[n  the  Introduction  to  it  he  meant  to  7jat>e  produced  jome 
ffiecimens  of  thejlyle  that  reigned  in  ancient  times  among 
the  neighbouring  nations ,  or  thofe  ivho  hadfubdued  the 
greater  part  of  this  ijland^andtuere  our  progenitors  ;  the 
folloiving  three  imitations  made  a  part  of  them.  He  has 
longjlnce  dropped  his  dejign,  efpeciaUy  after  he  had  heard 
that  it  ivas  already  in  the  hands  of  a  perfon  in  ell  qua 
lified  to  do  it  jujlice,  both  by  his  tajie,  and  his  refearches 
into  antiquity. 

Note — The  Falkyiur  were  female  divinities ,fer- 
•vants  of  Odin  (or  Woden)  '  in  tie  Gothic  mythology. 
Their  name  ftgnifies  choofers  ofthejlain.  'They  -were 
mounted  onfiuijt  horfes,  ivith  drawn  fitter  eb  in  thai- 
lands  ;  and  in  the  th.  ong  of  battle  felettcd  fuch  as 
ive-e  defined  tojlaughter,  and cond./fled  them  to  Valhalla , 
the  hall  of  Odin,  or  paradife  of  the  brave  ;  tube'e  they, 
attended  the  kanquet,  and  ferved  the  departed  heroes  -with 
borns  of  mead  and  ale. 

*  "  How  quick  they  wheel' d ;  and  flying,  be- 
"  hind  them  fhot 

"  Sharp  fleet  of  arrowy  fhower" 

Milton's  Par.  Reg. 

t  "  The  noife  of  battle  hurtled  in  the  air." 

Shakfpeaiis  Jul.  Ccefur. 
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Mifta  black,  terrific  maid,  \ 

Sangrida,  and  Hilda  fee, 

join  the  wayward  work  to  aid  * 

'Tis  the  woof  of  victory. 

Ere  the  ruddy  fun  be  fet, 
Pikes  muft  fhiver,  javelins  fing, 
Blade  with  clattering  buckler  meet, 
Hauberk  craih,  and  helmet  ring. 

(Weave  the  crimfon  web  of  war), 
Let  us  go,  and  let  us  fly, 
Where  our  friends  the  conflict  fhare, 
Where  they  triumph,  where  they  die. 

As  the  paths  of  fate  we  tread, 
Wading  through  th'  enfanguin'd  field 
Gondola,  and  Geira  fpread 
O'er  the  youthful  king  your  (hield. 

We  the  reins  to  flaughter  give, 
Ours  to  kill,1  and  ours  to  fpare  : 
Spite  of  danger  he  fhall  live. 
(Weave  the  crimfon  web  of  war). 

They,  whom  once  the  defert-beach 
Pent  within  its  bleak  domain, 
Soon  their  ample  fway  (hall  ftretch 
O'er  the  plenty  of  the  plain. 

Low  the  dauntlefs  Earl  is  laid, 
Gor'd  with  many  a  gaping  wound : 
Fate  demands  a  nobler  head; 
Soon  a  king  fhall  bite  the  ground. 
Long  his  lofs  fhall  Eirin  weep, 
Ne'er  again  his  likenefs  fee  ; 
Long  her  ftrains  in  forrow  fteep, 
Strains  of  immortality !. 

Horror  covers  all  the  heath, 
Clouds  of  carnage  blot  the  fun. 
Sifters,  weave  the  web  of  death ; 
Sifters,  ceafe,  the  work  is  done. 

Hail  the  tafk,  and  hail  the  hands! 
Songs  of  joy  and  triumph  fing  ! 
Joy  to  the  victorious  bands  ; 
Triumph  to  the  younger  king. 

Mortal,  thou  that  hear'ft  the  tale, 
Learn  the  tenouf  of  our  fong. 
Scotland,  through  each  winding  vale 
Far  and  wide  the  notes  prolong. 

Sifters,  hence,  with  fpurs  of  fpeed  : 
Each  her  thundering  faulchion  wield  ; 
Each  beftride  her  fable  fteed. 
Hurry,  hurry  to  the  field. 

THE  DESCENT  OF  ODIN. 

An  0.':.  ' 

(FROM  THE  NORSE  TONGUE,) 

In  Bartholinus,  de  caufis  contemnenda  mortis; 
HafniiCy  1689,  quarto. 

UPREIS  ODINN   ALLDA  GAUIR,  &C.  , 

UPROSE  the  King  of  Men  with  fpeed, 
And  faddled  ftrait  his  coal-black  iteed ; 
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Down  the  yawning  fteep  he  rode, 
That  leads  to  *  Hcla's  drear  abode, 
Him  the  Dog  of  Darknefs  fpieci, 
His  lhaggy  throat  he  open'd  wide, 
While  from  his  jaws,  with  carnage  fill'd, 
Foam  and  human  gore  diftill'd  ; 
Hoarfe  he  bays  with  hideous  din, 
Eyes  that  glow,  and  fangs  that  grin  ; 
And  long  purfues,  with  fruitlefs  yell, 
The  father  of  the  powerful  fpcll. 
Onward  ftill  his  way  he  takes, 
(The  groaning  earth  beneath  him  fiiakes), 
Till  full  before  his  fearlefs  eyes 
The  portals  nine  of  hell  arife. 

Right  againft  the  eaftern  gate, 
By  the  mofs-grown  pile  he  lat ; 
Where  long  of  yore  to  fleep  was  laid! 
The  duft  of  the  pr©phetic  maid. 
Facing  to  the  northern  clime, 
Thrice  he  trac'd  the  Runic  rhyme  ; 
Thrice  pronounced,  in  accents  dread, 
The  thrilling  verfe  that  wakes  the  dead  ; 
Till  from  out  the  hollow  ground, 
Slowly  breath'd  a  fullen  found. 

PR.  What  call  unknown,  what  charms  nrefume 
To  break  the  quiet  of  the  tomb ; 
Who  thus  afflicls  my  troubled  fprite, 
And  drags  me  from  the  realms  of  night  ? 
Long  on  thefe  mouldering  bones  have  beat 
The  winter's  fnow,  the  fummer's  heat, 
The  drenching  dews,  and  driving  rain ! 
Let  me,  let  me  fleep  again. 
Who  is  he  with  voice  unbleft, 
That  calls  me  from  the  bed  of  reft  ? 

O.  A  traveller,  to  thee  unknown, 
Ts  he  that  calls,  a  warrior's  Ion. 
Thou  the  deeds  of  light  malt  know ; 
Tell  me  what  is  done  below, 
For  whom  yon  glittering  board  is  fprcad, 
I)reft  for  whom  yon  golden  bed  ? 

PR.  Mantling  in  the  goblet,  fee 
The  pure  beverage  of  the  bee, 
O'er  it  hangs  the  fnield  of  g01d  ; 
'Tis  tht  drink  of  Balder  bold  : 
Haider's  head  to  death  is  given, 
Pain  can  reach  the  ions  of  heaven  I 
tin  willing  1  my  lips  unclofe  , 
Le  we  me,  leave  me  to  repofe. 

O.  Once  again  my  call  obey. 
Prophetefs,  arife,  and  fay, 
What  dangers  Odin's  child  await, 
Who  the  author  of  hi^  fate  ? 

PR.  In  Hoder's  hand  the  hero's  ddom  J 
His  brother  fends  him  to  the  tomb. 
Now  my  weary  lips  1  clofe  : 
Leave  me,  leave  me  to  repcfe. 

O.   Prophetefs,  my  fpeil  obey. 
Once  again  arife,  and  fay, 
Who  th'  avenger  of  his  guilt, 
By  whom  fhall  Hoder's  blood  be  fpllt. 

*  Nijlbcimr,  the  hell  of  the  Gothic  nations,  conjifted 
Of  nine  tvo  Us ,  to  ivblch  wei  e  devoted  all  fitch  as  died 
•f  ficknefs,  old  age,  or  by  arty  other  means  than  in  baf 
fle  ;  Over  it  p  efided  Kih}  the  Caddefs  of  Death. 


PR.  In  the  caverns  of  the  weft, 
By  Odin's  fierce  embrace  cornpreft, 
A  wond'rous  boy  fhali  Rinda  bear, 
Who  ne'er  fhall  comb  his  raven-hair, 
Nor  wafh  his  vifage  in  the  ftream, 
Nor  fee  the  fun's  departing  heam, 
Till  he  on  Hoder's  corfe  mall  imile, 
Flaming  on  the  funeral  pile. 
Now  my  weary  lips  I  clofe  : 
Leave  me,  leave  me  to  repofe. 

O.  Yet  a  while  my  call  obey. 
Prophetefs,  awake,  and  fay, 
What  virgins  thefe,  in  fpeechlefs  woe, 
That  bend  to  earth  their  folemn  brow, 
That  their  flaxen  treffes  tear, 
And  fnowy  veils,  that  float  in  air. 
Tell  me  whence  their  furrows  rofe, 
Then  I  leave  thee  to  repofe. 

PR.  Ha!  no  traveller  art  thou 
King  of  men,  I  know  thee  now, 
Mightieft  of  a  mighty  line — 

O.  No  boding  maid  of  fkill  divine 
Art  thou,  nor  prophetess  of  good  ; 
But  mother  of  the  giant-'brood  ! 

PR.  Hie  thee  hence,  and  boaft  at  home, 
That  never  fhall  inquirer  come 
To  break  my  iron -fleep  again  ; 
Till  *  Lok  has  burft  his  tenfold  chain. 
Never,  till  iubftantisl  night 
Has  reaffum'd  her  ancient  right ; 
Till  wrap'd  in  flames^  in  ruin  hurl'd, 
Sinks  the  fabric  of  the  world. 

THE  TRIUMPHS  OF  OWENf. 

A  FRAGMENT. 

From  Mr.  Evans's  Specimens  of  tbe  JVelJb  Poetry; 

London,  1764,  quarto. 

OWEN'S  praife  demands  my  fong, 
Owen  fwift,  and  Owen  ftrong  ; 
Faireft  flower  of  Roderic's  item, 
|  Gwyneth's  fhield,  and  Britain's  gem. 
He  nor  heaps  his  brooded  ftores, 
Nor  all  protufely  pours  ; 
Lord  of  every  regal  art, 
Liberal  hand,  and  open  heart. 

Big  with  hofts  of  mighty  name, 
Squadrons  three  againft  him  came  ; 
This  the  force  of  Eirin  hiding, 
Side  by  fide  as  proudly  riding, 
On  her  fhadow  long  and  gay 
§  Lochlin  plows  the  watery  way  : 

*  Lok  is  the  Evil  Being,  ivho  continues  in  chains  #// 
the  twilight  of  tbe  gods  approaches,  •when  hejball  break 
his  bonds  ,-  tbe  human  race,  tbejlais,  and  fun,  Jbah  difr. 
appear,  tbe  earth  Jink  in  the  fias,  and  Jirc  confutne  tbe 
Jkies  ;  even  Odin  himfe If  and  his  kindred  deities  Jhall  pe- 
tijb.  or  a  farther  explanation  of  this  mythology ,  fee 
Mallet's  inlrodufiion  to  the  H-jlory  of  Denmark,  1 755, 
quarto, 

•j-  Owen  fucceeded  bis  father  Griffin  in  the  principa 
lity  of  North  Wales,  A.  D.  II 2,0.  This  battle  itta/ 
fought  near  forty  years  afterwards. 
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There  the  Norman  fails  afar, 
Catch  the  winds,  and  join  the  war; 
Black  and  huge  along  they  fwecp, 
Burthens  of  the  angry  deep. 

Dauntlefs  on  his  native  fands 
*  The  Dragon^fon  of  Mona  itands; 
In  glittering  arms  and  glory  dreft, 
High  he  rears  his  ruby  creft. 
There  the  thundering  ftrokes  begin, 
There  the  prefs,  and  there  the  din ; 
Talymalfra's  rocky  Ihore 
Echoing  to  the  battle's  roar, 
Where  his  glowing  eye-balls  turn, 
Thoufand  banners  round  him  burn. 
Where  he  points  his  purple  fpear, 
Hafty,  hafty  rout  is  there, 
Marking  with  indignant  eye 
Fear  to  ftop,  and  to  (hame  fly. 
There  Confufion,  Terror's  child, 
Conflict  fierce,  and  Ruin  wild, 
Agony,' that  pants  for  breath, 
Defpair  and  honourable  Death. 

***** 

THE  DEATH  OF  HOEL. 

FROM   THE  WELSH  j . 

HAD  I  but  the  torrent's  might, 

With  headlong  rage  and  wild  affright 

Upon  Deira's  Iquadrons  hurl'd, 

To  rufli,  and  fweep  them  from  the  world! 

Too,  too  fecure  in  youthful  pride, 
By  them  my  friend,  my  Hoel,  died, 
Great  Cian's  fon  :  of  MadoC  old, 
He  afk'd  no  heaps  of  hoarded  gold ; 
Alone  in  nature's  wealth  array'd, 
He  iflc'd  and  had  the  lovely  maid. 

To  Cattraeth's  vale,  in  glitt'ring  row, 
Twice  two  hundred  warriors  go  ; 
Every  warrior's  manly  neck 
Chains  of  regal  honour  deck, 
Wreath'd  in  many  a  golden  link : 
From  the  golden  cup  they  drink 
Nrclar,  that  'he  bees  produce, 
Or  the  grape's  ecftatic  juice. 
Fltifh'd  with  mirth  and  hope  they  burn  : 
But  none  from  Cattraeth's  vale  return, 
Save  Aeron  brave,  and  Conan  ftrong, 
(Burlling  through  the  bloody  throng) 
And  I   'he  meaneft  of  them  all. 
That  live  to  weep,  and  fing  their  fall. 

EPITAPH, 

AT   BECKENHAM,  ON   MRS.  CLARKE  \. 

I.o  !  where  this  filent  marble  weeps, 
A  f;iend,  a  wife,  a  raorher,  fleeps  ; 

*  The  red  dragon  is  f6e  device  of  Cadvaallader ,  witch 
all  hit  defendants  bore  on  their  barmen 

t  Of~ncurnn,Jtyied  the  Monarch  of  the  Bards. 
He  jlourificd  about  the  time  of  TalieJJin,  A.  D. 
570.  This  ode  is  extrafledfrom  the  Gododin,  (See 
Mr.  Evans's  Specimens^  p.  71.  and  93.)  and  now 
jr/t  teWJbed 

\  Wife  to  a  fhyfteian  at  Effom  ;  Jhe  died  April  1 7, 
1757 

Vet.X. 


A  heart,  within  whofe  facred  cell 

The  peaceful  virtues  lov'd  to  dwell : 

Affection  warm,  and  faith  fmcere, 

And  foft  humanity,  were  there. 

In  agony,  in  death,  refign'd, 

She  felt  the  wound  flie  left  behind. 

Her  infant  image,  here  below, 

Sits  fmiling  on  a  father's  woe  ; 

Whom  what  awaits,  while  yet  he  ftrays 

Along  this  lonely  vale  of  days  ? 

A  pang,  to  fecret  forrow  dear ; 

A  figh,  an  unavailing  tear; 

Till  time  (hall  every  grief  remove, 

With  life,  with  memory,  and  with  love. 

STANZAS, 

Suggcfte d  by  a  •vieiu  of  the  Seat  and  Ruins  at  Kingt* 
gate,  in  Kent,  If 66. 

OLD,  and  abandon'd  by  each  venal  friend, 
Here  H— — d  took  the  pious  refolution, 

To  fmuggle  a  few  years,  and  ftrive  to  mend 
A  broken  character  and  conftitution. 

On  this  congenial  fpot  he  fix'd  his  choice  ; 

Earl  Goodwin  trembled  for  his  neighbouring 

fand ; 
Here  fea-gulls  fcream,  and  cormorants  rejoice, 

And  mariners,  though  fhipwreck'd,  fear  to  land. 

Here  reign  the  bluflering  north  and  blafting  eaft, 
No  tree  is  heard  to  whifper,  bird  to  fing  ; 

Yet  nature  could  not  furnifli  out  the  feaft, 
Art  he  invokes  new  terrors  flill  to  bring. 

Now  mouldering  fanes  and  battlements  arife, 
Turrets  and  arches  nodding  to  their  fall, 

Unpeopled  monafterics  delude  our  eyes, 
And  mimic  defolation  covers  all. 

«  Ah !"  faid  the  fighing  peer,  "  had  B— te  been 
"  true, 

Nor  G 's,  nor  B d'spromifes  been  vain. 

Far  other  fcenes  than  this  had  grac'd  our  view, 
And  realiz'd  the  horrors  which  we  feign. 

"  Purg'd  by  the  fword,  and  purify 'd  by  fire, 
Then  had  we  feen  proud  London's  hated  walls; 

Owls  (hould  have  hooted  in  St.  Peter's  choir, 
And  foxes  flunk  and  litter'd  in  St.  Paul's." 

ODE  FOk  MUSIC. 

Performed  at  tie  Senate-houfe  at  Cambridge,  July  r.  » 
1/09,  at  the  Inftallation  of  his  Grace  Augujlus  Hen 
ry  Fitzroy,  Duke  of  Graf  ton,  Cbanctllor  of  the  Uni- 
•uerftty. 

**  HENCE,  avaunt  ('tis  holy  ground), 

"  Comus,  and  his  midnight  crew, 

"  And  Ignorance  with  looks  profound, 

*'  And  dreaming  bloth  of  pallid  hue, 

"  Mad  Sedition's  cry  profane, 

"  Servitude  that  hugs  her  chain, 

"  Nor  in  thefe  confecrated  bowers  [flowers* 

"  Lit  painted  Flattery  hide  her  ferpent-train  in 

"  N'T  Envy  bale,  nor  creeping  Gain, 

"  Dare  the  Mufe's  walk  to  ftain, 
P 
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t    While  bright-ey'd  Science  watches  round  : 
Hence,  away,  'tis  holy  ground!" 

F  '  m  yonder  realms  of  empyrean  day 
Bu-Us  on  my  ear  th'  indignant  lay  : 
There  fir  the  fainted  fage,  the  bard  divine, 
The  few,  whom  Genius  gave  to  mine 
Through  every  unborn  age  and  undifcover'd  clime. 
Rapt  in  celeilial  tranfport  they, 
Yet  hither  <Tt  a  glance  from  high 
They  fend  of  tender  fympathy 
Toblefsthe  place,  where  on  their  opening  foul 
Firft  the  genuine  ardor  itole. 
Twas  Milton  ftruck  the  deep-ton'd  fhell, 
And,  as  the  choral  warblings  round  him  fvvell, 
Meek  Newton's  felf  bends  from  his  ftate  fublime, 
And  nods  his  hoary  head,  and  liftens  to  the  rhyme. 

Ye  brown  o'erarching  groves, 
That  Cosremplation  loves, 
Where  willowy  Camus  lingers  with  delight ! 
Oft  at  the  blufh  of  dawn 
I  trod  your  level  lawn, 
'  Oft  woo'd  the  gleam  of  Cynthia  filver-bright 

*  In  cloifters  dim,  far  from  the  haunts  of  Folly, 

*  Witf-  Freedom  by  my  fide,  and  ioft-ey'd  Melan- 

"  choly." 

BIK  hark  !  the  portails  found,  and  pacing  forth 

With  folenin  fteps  and  flow, 

High  potentates,  and  dames  of  royal  birth, 

And  mitred  fathers  in  long  order  go  : 

Great  *  Edward,  with  the  lilies  on  his  brow, 

Prom  haughty  Gallia  torn, 

And  fad  fChatillon,  on  her  bridal  morn 

That  wept  her  bleeding  love,  and  princely  f  Clare, 

And  [|  Anjou's  Heroine,  and  §  the  paler  Rofe, 

The  rival  of  her  crown  and  of  her  woes, 

And  *  *  either  Henry  there, 

The  murder'd  faint,  and  the  majeftic  lord, 

That  broke  the  bonds  of  Rome. 

(Their  tears,  their  little  triumphs  o'er, 

*  Edward  tie  Third  •>  iiLo  added  the  Flenr  de  /y.f  of 
France  to  the  arms  of  England.  Hi: founded  Trinity-Col 
lege. 

•[•  Mary  He  fralentia,  Countefs  of  Pembroke ,  daughter 
of  Guy  de  Chatiilcn  Conite  de  St.  Paul  in  France  :  of 
ivhum,  tradition  foys,  that  her  hufoand  Audemar  fie  Va- 
l'.-nii.a,  Earl  of  Peinbroke,ivasfiain  at  a  tournament  on  the 
f/./y  '•/  his  nuptials.  She  tuas  the  found refs  of  Pembroke- 
• ,  or  Hall*  under  the  name  of  AuLa  Maria:  dc  f^a~ 
lentia. 

T  Elizabeth  de  Burg,  Countefs  of  Clare,  was  wife  of 
^oLn  de  Burg,  (on  and  heir  cfthcEarlofUlper,  end 
daughter  of  Gilbert  de  Clare.  Ear!  rf  Glqucejler,  /y  "Jean 
of  Acres, daughter  of  Edtvard  lie  l<;r/'L  H.r.cc  the  pod 
gives  her  the  epithet  of  Princely.  Sbcjoi-.nde;'  dare-Hall. 

j|  Margaret  nfjhijoit,  tiife  r>f  Hi  -vry  ihe  tiixir.' . 
<.'/v/J  of  {Queen* s-Gjilqrf.      ""The  poet  Las  aielrulid  L..T 
conjugal  fidelity  in  a  former  cJc. 

§  Elizabeth  IVidville,  icife  of  Edivard  ihe  Fourth 
(h.Lr.ce  called  the  f trier  Rofe,  as  being  of  the  Honfe  of 
York.)  She  added  to  ibe  foundation  oj '' Marge. re i  tfA/i- 
jou. 

;  ihe  Sixth  and  £(M.  The  ft,;  mer  ih:foun- 
<T?r  (f  'King's ,  the  latter  ih,  grdiicjl  uiHi-.fadLr  ij  '1  , 


fheir  human  paflions  now  no  more, 
Save  Charity,  that  glows  beyond  the  tomb) 
All  that  on  Granta's  fruitful  plain 
Rich  ftreams  of  regal  bounty  pour'd, 
And  bade  thefe  awful  fanes  and  turrets  rife, 
To  hail  their  Fitzroy's  feilal  morning  come; 
And  thus  they  fpeak,  in  foft  accord, 
The  liquid  language  of  the  ikies : 

"  What  is  grandeur,  what  is  power  ? 

"  Heavier  toil,  fuperior  pain. 

"  What  the  bright  reward  we  gain  ? 

"  The  grateful  memory  of  the  good. 

"  Sweet  is  the  breath  of  vernal  {bower, 

"  The  bee's  collected  treafure's  fweet, 

"  Sweet  Mufic's  melting  fall,  but  fweeter  yet 

"  The  ftill  fmall  voice  of  Gratitude." 

Foremoft,  and  leaning  from  her  golden  cloud, 

The  f  venerable  Marg'ret  fee  ! 

Welcome,  my  noble  fon/'  ihe  cries  aloud, 
To  this,  thy  kindred  train,  and  me  : 
Pleas'd  in  thy  lineaments,  we  trace 
A  |  Fudor's  fire,  a  Beaufort's  grace. 
Thy  liberal  heart,  thy  judging  eye, 
The  flower  unheeded  fhall  defcry, 
And  bid  it  round  heaven's  altars  fhed 
The  fragrance  of  its  blufiiing  head: 
Shall  raife  from  earth  the  latent  gem, 
To  glitter  on  the  diadem. 

Lo  !  Granta  waits  to  lead  her  blooming  band, 

Not  obvious,  not  obftrufive,  (he 

No  vulgar  [iraife,  no  venal  incenfe  flings; 

Nor  dares  with  courtly  tongue  refin'd 

Profane  thy  inborn  royalty  of  mind  : 

She  reveres  herfelf  and  thee. 

With  modcft  pride  to  grace  thy  youthful  brow. 

The  laureat-wreath,    ||  that   Cecil   wore,    fti« 

"  brings, 

And  to  thy  juft,  thy  gentle  hand 
Submits  the  fafces  of  her  fway, 
While  fpirtts  bled  above,  and  men  below, 
Join  with  glad  voice  the  loud  fymphonious  lay* 

Through  the  wild  waves  as  they  roar, 
With  watchful  eye  and  dauntlef?  mien, 
Thy  fteady  courfe  of  honour  keep, 
"  Nor  fear  the  recks,  nor  feek  the  ihorc  : 
"    I'he  ilar  of  Brunfwick  frniles  ferene, 
"  And  gilds  the  horrors  of  the  deep." 

A  LONG  SFORY§. 

IN  Brifain's  ifle,  no  matter  where, 
An  ancient  pile  of  building;  (lands : 


f  Conniefs  of  Richmond  and  Derby ;  ihe  mother  t^ 
Henry  ibe  Seventb^Joundrefs  ofSt.  Johns  and  Chr'/s- 

\  'The  count efs  was  a  Beai/Jort,  and  married  to  a  Tn* 
ikr  ,  i::iueihe  application  of  this  line  to  the  Dale  of  Graf" 
ton,  ivho  ila'/^s  def cent  f  ram  both  thefe  families. 

|j  Lord  Treasurer  Bitrkigh  was  Chancellor  of  tbt 
Uiiwefji'ty }  hi  ihe  r^i'^f  of  &•'  <"  Elizabtth. 

§  Lajy  Colha:.7,  tldo  Jlrjl  HveJ  at  the  manfon-haife 
at  fycle-Poghj  biivh^  rend  and  admired  the  Elegy  i"  a 
Ccuiitry  Cbiirch-y.:rJ)in  M.  S.fisii'ifbed  to  be  ac^iaini- 
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The  Huntingdon*  and  Hattons  there 
Employ 'd  the  power  of  fairy  hands 

To  raife  the  ceiling's  fretted  height, 
Each  pannel  in  atchievements  clo'hing, 
Rich  windows  that  exclude  the  light, 
And  paflages,  that  lead  to  nothing  *. 

Full  oft  within  the  fpacious  walls, 
When  he  had  fifty  winters  o'er  him, 
f  My  grave  Lord-keeper  led  the  brawls; 
The  feal  and  maces  danc'd  before  him. 

His  bufhy  beard,  and  (hoe-ftrings  preen, 
His  high-crown'd  hat,  and  fattin  doublet, 
Mov'd  the  ftout  heart  of  England's  queen, 
Though  Pope  and  Spaniard  could  not  trouble  it. 

What,  in  the  very  fir  ft  beginning  ! 
Shame  of  the  verfifying  rribe  ! 
Your  hiftory  whither  ar<?  you  fpinning  ! 
Can  you  do  nothing  but  defcribe  ? 

A  hcufe  there  is  (and  that's  enough) 
From  whence  one  fatal  morning  iffucs 
J  A  brace  of  warriors,  not  in  buff, 
But  rufciing  in  their  filks  and  tiffues. 

The  firfh  came  cap-a-pee  from  "France, 
Her  conquering  deiliny  fulfilling* 
Whom  meaner  beauties  eye  aikance, 
And  vainly  ape  her  art  of  killing. 

The  other  amazon  kind  heaven 
Had  arm'd  with  fpirft,  wit,  and  fat  ire  : 
But  Cobham  had  the  polifh  given, 
And  tipp'd  her  arrows  with  good-nature. 

To  celebrate  her  eyes,  her  air — 
Coarfe  panegyrics  would  but  teafe  her. 
IVIeliffa  is  her  nom  dc guerre. 
Alas,  who  would  not  wifli  to  pleafe  her ! 

fJw-tf'  tie  author ;  accordingly  her  r -elation ,  Mifs  Speed, 
and  Lady  Schaub,  then  at  hsr  hoaf-,  undertook  to  bring 
this  about  by  making  him  the  fnji  "Vijit,  Pic  happened  to 
be  frt*m  home  when  the  ladles  arrived  at  his  aunfsjolita- 
ry  inanjion  ,  and,  when  he  returned^  iv&s  furbrtjed  to  find, 
written  on  or.e  of  hit  papers,  in  the  parlour  where  hi1  nfi~ 
ally  read,  the  J  allowing  note  :  '*  Lad\  Schaub's  comkli- 
"  rnents  to  Mr.  Gray  ;  Ike  if  Jerry  not  to  have  found  him 
"  at'bcmty  to  tell  him  that  Lady  Brown  is  "jury  trtV/." 
This  nsccjfarily  obliged  him  to  return  the  vi/it,  end  foon 
after  induced  him  to  cumiwfi  a  ludicrous  account  of  this  lit 
tle  adr  suture,  for  the  amv/emcnt  of  the  ladies  in  qacftian. 

*  Tie  manjioit-bty/e  at  Stole-Pogu,  then  in  the  puf- 
f$o*  of  Vlfcouatcft  CoLham.  Tie  Jlyle  of  build-ar, 
which  iv  e  now  call  Queen  Elizabeth*  s  >  is  here  admirably 
defcribtd,  bcih  wlih  regard  to  it*  Li\it;t;js  and  Jef efts  ;  ard 
the  third  and  fourth j}  an  zas  delineate  tbefantnjKic  mf.mu'rs 
ffi>fr  time  iviih  equal  truth  and  humour.  The  boufefor- 
•tiisrly  belonged  to  the  Earls  of  Huntingdon, and  the  family 
of  H.it  ten. 

\  Sir  Chriflopher  Hatton,  promoted  by  {Vrieen  Eliza 
beth  for  his  graceful  perfon  and  fine  dancing.  Brawls 
were  a  fort  of  figure  danre,  hen  in  vogue. 

•\  The  re--idet  is  already  appriftdivho  fhefe  ladies  ivcr.  : 
the  two  dejlriptions  are  prettily  cont;  c,jlid ;    andirth   . 
£an  be  more  happily  tin  ne.d  ih.ui  t.'j  CvifipHuunt  to  Lz(!\ 
",',  in  the  eighth  jftanWk 


With  bonnet  blue  and  capuchine, 
And  aprons  long,  tm>v  i>!d  their  armour, 
And  veil'd  their  weapons  bright  and  keerij 
In  pity  to  the  country  farmer. 

Fame,  in  the  fhape  of     Mr,  P — t 
(By  this  time  all  the  parifli  know  i  ), 
Had  told,  that  thereabouts  there  link'J 
A  wicked  imp  they  call  a  poet : 

Who  prowl'd  the  country  far  and  near, 
Bewitch'd  the  children  of  the  peafants, 
Dried  up  the  cows,  and  lain'd  the  deer, 
And  futk'd  the  eggs  and  kilPd  the  pheafants. 

My  lady  heard  their  pint  petition, 
Swore  by  her  coronet  and  ermine, 
She'd  iffue  out  her  hi^h  commiflion, 
To  rid  the  manor  of  fuch  ver  '  in. 

The  heroines  undertook  rhe  talk, 
Through  lanes  unknown,  o'er  fliles  they  ventur*d> 
Rap'd  at  the  door,  nor  ftay'd  :o  aik, 
But  bounce  into  the  parlour  enter'd. 

The  trembling  family  they  daunt, 
They  flirt,  they  ling,  they  laugh,  they  tattle, 
Rummage  his  mother,  pinch  his  aunt, 
And  up  flairs  in  a  \\hirlwii-d  rattle. 

Each  hole  and  cubboard  they  explore, 
Each  creek  and  cranny  of  his  chamber, 
Run  hurry-fkurry  round  the  floor, 
Arid  o'er  the  bed  and  tefter  clamber; 

Into  the  drawers  and  china  pry, 
Papers  and  books  a  huge  imbroglio! 
U,i  icr  a  tea-cup  he  might  lie, 
Or  creas'd,  like  dogs-i.-ars,  in  a  folio. 

On  the  firft  marching  of  the  troops 
The  Mules  hope-Id*  of  his  pardon, 
Convt-y'd  him,  underneath  their  hoops, 
To  a  imall  clofut  in  the  garden. 

So  Rumour  lays  :  (xvho  will  believe) 
But  that  they  left  the  door  a-jar. 
Where,  fafe  and  laughing  in  his  fbeve, 
He  heard  the  diflant  din  of  war. 

Short  was  his  joy     He  little  knew 
The  power  of  magic  was  no  fable ; 
Oat  of  the  window,  wifk:,  they  flew, 
But  left  a  fpelJ  upon  the  table. 

The  words  too  eager  to  unriddle, 
The  poet  felt  a  ibange  diford<-r  : 
Transparent  bird  lime  form'd  the  middle^ 
And  chains  invifibie  the  border. 

So  cunning  was  the  apparatus, 
Fiie  powerful  pot-hooka  die.  ib  move  hirrij 
That,  will  he,  nill  he,  to  the  Great-houfe 
He  went,  as  if  the  devil  drove  him. 

Yet  on  hi«  way  (no  fign  of  grace, 
For  folks  in  fear  are  apt  to  pn.yj, 

*    This  gentleman,   \ 

co'intry,  was  ;;... 


'j  in  the  co 
'i  e  iaLen  -ziit/j  LL-  a 


without  any 
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To  Phoebus  he  preferr'd  his  cafe, 
And  begg'd  his  aid  that  dreadful  day. 

The  godhead  would  have  backed  his  quarrel ; 
But  with  a  bluih,  on  recollection, 
Ow:.'d  that  his  quiver  and  his  laurel 
'Gainfl  four  fuch  eyes  were  HO  proteclion. 

The  court  was  fat,  theculprir  there, 
Forth  from  the  gloomy  manlions  creeping, 
The  Lady  Janes  and  Joans  repair, 
And  from  the  gallery  Hand  peeping : 

Such  as  in  filence  of  the  night 
Oome  (fvveep)  al'.ng  feme  winding  entry, 
(Styack  *  has  often  feen  the  fight)^ 
Or  at  the  chapel-door  ftand  ccntry: 

In  ptaked  hoods  and  mantles  tarnifh'd, 
Sour  vifages,  enough  to  fears  ye, 
High  dames  of  honour  once,  that  garnifli'd 
The  drawing-room  of  fierce  Queen  Mary. 

The  peerefs  comes.  The  audience  ftare, 
And  dnff  their  hats  with  due  fubrmffion  : 
She  curtfies,  as  (he  takes  her  chair, 
To  all  the  people  of  condition. 

The  bard  with  many  an  artful  fib, 

Had  in  imagination  fenc'd  him, 

Difprov'd  the  arguments  of  f  Squib, 

And  all  that  \  Groom  could  urge  againfl  him, 

But  foon  his  rhetoric  forfook  him, 
When  he  the  folemn  hall  had  feen ; 
A  fudden  fit  of  ague  fhook  him. 
He  flood  as  mute  as  poor  ||  Macleane. 

Yet  fomething  he  was  heard  to  mutter : 
*'  How  in  the  park,  beneath  an  old  tree 
*'  (Without  defign  to  hurt  the  butter, 
"  Or  any  malice  to  the  poultry), 

"  He  once  or  twic£  had  penn'd  a  fonnet : 
"  Yet  hop'd  that  he  might  fave  his  bacon  : 
"  Numbers  would  give  their  oaths  upon  it, 
"  He  ne'er  was  for  a  conj'rer  taken." 

The  ghoftly  prudes,  with  bagged  §  face, 
Already  had  condemn'd  the  finncr. 
IVIy  lady  rofe,  and  with  a  grace — 
She  fmil'd,  and  bid  him  come  to  dinner  ^. 

"  Jefu- Maria  !  Madam  Bridget, 
"   \Vliy,  what  can  the  Vifcountefs  mean  ?" 
Cried  the  fquare-hoods  in  woeful  fidget, 
*4  The  times  are  altered  quite  and  clean  I 

*   The  houfe-kceper . 

f   The  jlcivard. 

\   Groom  of  the  chamber. 

|f  A  famous  highwayman,  hanged  the  iceek  before. 

§  Hanged,  i.  e.  the  face  of  a  ivltch  or  bag  ;  tbc  epi 
thet  Hngard has  been  fometimes  ml/lakeny  as  conveying  the 
Ju.*nc'  idea  ;  but  it  means  a  very  different  thing,  viz.  luild 
and  farouche ',  and  is  taken  from  an  unreclaimed  haivk, 
called  an  hagard. 

*[  Here'theforyfnijhes;  the  exclamation  cf  the ghofs 
•ii-hl.-.hfottoivi,  is  cborttBeriJlic  of  the  Spanijh  manners  of 
tt:  ug.?,  it'ben  they  are  fupptft'd  to  have  lived ;  and  it.z 
500  jlanzas,  faid  to  be  lojl,  may  be  imagined  to  contain 
the  remainder  of  their  lutg-uuindtd  exlojlulation. 


"  Decorum's  turn'd  to  mere  civility  f 
Her  air  and  all  her  manners  fhovv  it. 
Commend  me  to  her  affability  ! 
Speak  to  a  commoner  and  poet  !" 


[Here  ^cojtanzas  are  /«/?.] 
And  fo  God  fave  our  noble  king, 
And  guard  us  from  long-winded  lubbers, 
That  to  eternity  would  fing, 
And  keep  my  lady  from  her  rubbers. 

GRAY  OF  HIMSELF. 

Too  poor  for  a  bribe,  and  too  proud  to  importune, 
He  had  not  the  method  of  making  a  fortune  ; 
Could  love  and  could  hate,fo  was  thought  fome 

thing  odd, 

No  very  great  wit,  he  believ'd  in  a  God  : 
A  poll  or  a  penfion  he  did  not  defire, 
But  left  church  and  flate  to  Charles  Townfheni 

and  Squire. 

E/egia*  P'erfes   ottaftoned  by  the   Sight  of  the   Plairut 
•where  the  Battle  of  Trebles  in  'as  fought. 

QUA  Treble  glaucas  falice*  interfecat  unda, 

Arvaque  Romania  nobilitata  malis. 
Viius  adhuc  amnis  vcteri  de  clade  rubere, 

EC  fufpirantes  dueere  mceftus  aquas; 
Maurorumque  a!a,  et  nigrae  incrcbrefcere  turmae, 

Et  pulfa  Aufonidum  ripafonare  fuga. 

Defcription  of  the  fuddcu  rifing  of  Alonte  Nuovo,  near 
Puzzoli,  and  of  the  dejlrufiion  ivhlch  attended  it.  * 

NEC  procul  infelix  fe  tollit  in  ccthera  Gauru«, 
Profpiciens  vitreum  lugenti  vertice  pontum  : 
Triftior  ille  diu,  et  veteri  defuetus  oliva 
Gaurus,  pampinexque  eheu  jam  nefcius  umbras  j 
Horrendi  tarn  i'zva  premit  vicinia  montis, 
Attonitumque  urget  latus,  exuritque  fcrentem. 

Nam  fama  eft  olirn,  media  dum  rura  filebant 
Nodle,  Deo  vidla,  et  molli  perfufa  quiete, 
Infremuiffe  aequor  ponti,auditamque  per  omnes 
Late  tellurem  fur  dum  immugire  cavernas  : 
Quo  fonitu   nemora  alta  tremunt  ;  tremit  escita 

tuto 

Parthenop^a  firm,  flammantifque  ora  Vefevi. 
At  fubito  fe  aperire  folum,  vaftofque  receflus 
Tandere  fub  pedibus,  nigraquc  voragine  fauces  ; 
Pum  piceas  cinerum  glomerare  fub  zthere  nubes 
Vorticibus  rapidis,  ardentique  imbrc  proceliam. 
Praecipites  fugere  ferK,  perque  avia  longe 
Sylvarum  fugit  paftor,  juga  per  deferta, 
Ah,  mifer  !  increpitans  frepe  alta  voce  per  umbram 
Nequicquam  nato's,  creditque  audire  fequentes. 
Atque  ille  excelfo  rupis  de  vertice  folus 
Rcfpedans  notafque  domos,  et  dulcia  regna, 
Nil  u'quam  vidct  infelix  prxter  mare  trifti 
Lumine  percuilum,  et  pallentes  fulphure  campos, 
Fumumque,  fiammafque,  rotataque  turbine  faxa. 

Qj]in  ubi  dctonuit  fragor,  et  lux  reddita  ccelo  ; 
Msitos  confiuere  agricolas,  paffuque  videres 
i'andem  iterum  timido  deferta  requirere  tadla  : 

*   See  Sandys'  s  Travels,  S.  4.  f.  275,—  278. 


P     O     E 

Speraatec,  fi  forte  oculis,  fi  forte  darcntnr 

Uxorum  cineres,  miferorum  veofia  parentum 

(Tenuia.  fed  tanti  faltem  folatia  lu<5his)  ^ 

Una  c»lligere  et  jufta  componerc  in  urna. 

Uxo  um  nufquam  cineres,  nofquam  offa  parentum 

(Spem  miferam!)  affuetofve  Lares,  Tautrura  vide- 

buut. 

Quippe  ubi  planities  campi  diffufa  jacebat ; 
Mons  novus  :  ille  fuperciHum,  frontemque  favilla 
Incanum  oftentans,  ambuftis  cautibus,  sequor 
Subjectum,  ftragomqtie  fuam,  msefta  arva,  minaci 
Defpicit  imperio,  fol<  que  in  littore  regnat. 

Hinc  iniame  loci  nomen,multofque  per  annos 
Immetnor  antique  laudis,  nefcire  labores 
Vomeris,  et  millo  tellus  revirtfcere  cultu. 
Non  avium  colics,  non  carmine  matutino 
Paftorum  refonare  ;  adeo  undlque  diru*  habebat 
Informes  late  horror  agros  faltuque  vacantes. 
Saepius  et  longe  detorquens  navita  proram 
Monftrabat  dsgito  littus,  fasvrcque  revolvens 
Funera  narrabat  nodlis,  veteremque  ruiMam. 

Montis  adhuc  facies  manet  hirta   atque  afpera 

faxis : 

Sed  furor  extinctus  jamdudum,  et  flamma  quievit, 
Quse  nafcenti  aderat;  ftu  forte  bituminis  atri 
Defluxere  olim  rivi,  atque  tffceta  lacuna 
Pabula  fufficere  ardori,  vircfque  recufat; 

SIve  in  vifceribus  meditans  incendia  jam  nunc 
(Horrendum)  arcanis  glomerat  genti  effe  iuturae 
Exitio,  Iparfos  tacitufque  rccolligit  ignes. 
Raro  per  clivos  baud  feciu&  ordine  vidi 
Canefcentem  oleam  :  longum  poft  tempus  amidli 
Vite  virent  tumulti ;  patriamque  revifere  gaudens 
Bacchus  in  affuetis  tenerum  caput  cxerit  arvis 
Vix  tandem,  infidoque  audet  fe  credere  ccelo. 

Imitation  of  an  Italian  Sonnet  of  Sig.  Allate  Buondel- 

monte. 

SPESSO  Amor  fotto  la  forma 
D'amifta  ride,  e  s'afconde  : 
Poi  fi  mifchia,  e  fi  confonde 
Con  lo  fdegno,  e  col  rancor. 
In  Pictade  ei  fi  trasforma ; 
Par  traftullo,  e  par  difpetto  : 
Ma  nel  fuo  diverfo  afpetto 
Ssmpr'egi,  e  i'iftcffo  Am«r. 
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Lufit  amicitiss  interdum  velatus  amidu, 
Et  beue  compofita  vefte  fefellit  Amor. 

Mox  irae  afTumfit  cultus,  faciemque  minantem, 
Inqtie  odium  verfus,  verfus  et  in  lacrymas  : 

Ludentem  fuge.  nee  lacrymanti,  aut  crede  furenti ; 
Idem  eft  diffimih  femper  in  ore  Deus. 

TRANSLATION  FROM  STATIUS. 

THIRD  in  the  labour*  of  the  difc  came  on, 
With  fturdy  ftep  and  flow,  Hippomedon; 
Artfnl  and  ftrong  he  pois'd   the  well  known"! 
weight,  f 

By  Phlegyas  warn'd,  and  fir'd  by  Mneftheus  fate,  f 
That  to  avoid,  and  this  to  emulate.  3 

His  vigorous  arm  he  try'd  before  he  flung, 
Brac'd  all  his  nerves,  and  every  finew  ftrung  ; 
Then  with  a  tempeft's  whirl  and  wary  eye, 
Purlu'd  his  caft,  and  huri'd  the  orb  on  high  ; 
The  orb  on  high  tenacious  of  its  courfe, 
True  to  the  mighty  arm  that  gave  it  force, 
Far  overleaps  all  bound,  and  joys  to  fee 
It-  ancient  lord  fecure  of  victory. 
The  theatre's  green  height  and  woody  wall 
Tremble  ere  it  precipitates  its  fall, 
The  ponderous  mafs  finks  in  the  cleaving  ground, 
While  vales  and  woods  and  echoing  hilU  rebound. 
As  when  from  ./Etna's  fmoking  fummit  broke, 
The  eyelefs  Cyclops  heav'd  the  craggy  rock ; 
Where  ocean  frets  beneath  the  dafhing  oar, 
And  parting  furges  round  the  veffel  roar ; 
Twas  there  he  aim'd  the  meditated  harm, 
And  fc^rce  Ulyfies  'fcap'd  his  giant  arm. 
A  tiger's  pride  the  vi&or  bore  away, 
With  native  fpots  and  artful  labour  gay, 
A  (hining  bordar  round  the  margin  roll'd, 
And  calm'd  the  terrors  of  his  claws  in  gold. 

A  FAREWEL  TO  FLORENCE. 

*  *  OH  Fazfulae  amaena 

Frigoribus  juga,  nee  nimium  fpirantibus  auris  ! 
Alma  quibus  Tufci  Pallas  decus  Apennini 
Effe  dedit,  ghucaque  fua  canefcere  fylva  ! 
Non  ego  vos  pofthac  Ami  de  valle  videbo 
Porticibuscircum,  &  candenti  cin&a  corona 
Villarum  longe  nitido  confurgere  dorfo, 
Antiquamve  ^Edem,  et  veteres  prseferre  Cupreflus 
Mirabor,  teftilquc  fuper  pendentia  teda. 
Piij 
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In  vain  tp  me  the  fmiling  mornings  fhine, 
And  reddening  Phoebus  lifts  his  golden  fire, 
The  birds  in  vain  their  am'rous  defcant  join, 
Or  cheerful  fields  refume  their  green  attire. 
Thefe  ears,  alas !  for  other  notes  repine, 
A  different  obje&  do  thefe  eyes  require  ; 
My  lonely  anguifh  melts  no  heart  but  mine, 
And  in  my  breaft  th'imperfedt  joys  expire; 
Yet  morning  (miles,  the  bufy  race  to  cheer, 
And  new-born  pleafure  brings  to  happier  men, 
The  fields  to  all  their  wonted  tribute  hear, 
To  warm  their  little  loves  the  birds  complain, 
I  fruitlefs  mourn  to  him  that  cannot  hear, 
And  weep  the  more  becaufe  I  weep  in  vain. 

GRAV'S  SONNET  ON  THE  DEATH  OF  WEST. 
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THE  few  melancholy  incidents  which  form  the  flender  hiftory  of  the  life^of  WEST,  were  givei 
to  the  world  by  Mr.  Mafon,  in  his  "  Memoirs  of  the  life  of  Gray,"  together  with  hi»  poetical  re* 
mains,  and  whatever  was  moft  valuable  of  his  profe  writings,  confiding  chiefly  of  his  correspond- 
«nce  with  Gray. 

Richard  Weft  was  born  in  1716.  His  father,  Richard  Weft,  Efq.  was  Lord  Chancellor  of  Ire 
land,  during  the  two  laft  years  of  the  reign  of  George  I.  His  grandfather,  by  the  mother,  the  cele 
brated  Bifhop  Burnet. 

He  was  educated  at  Eton  School,  where  he  formed  an  acquaintance  with  Gray,  which  was  im 
proved  by  a  fimilarity  of  tafte  and  of  purfuits  into  a  friendship  of  uncommon  ardour  and  fincerity. 

He  removed  from  Eton  to  Chrift-Church  College,  Oxford,  in  1734,  about  the  fame  time  that 
Gray  left  that  place  for  Cambridge.  Each  of  them  carried  with  him  the  reputation  of  an  excellent 
claffical  fcholar;  though,  it  is  faid,  that  at  the  time  Weft's  genius  was  reckoned  the  moft  brilliant 
of  the  two;  a  judgment  which,  in  Mr.  Mafon's  opinion,  was  not  well  founded. 

At  the  time  of  his  leaving  School,  he  commenced  a  correfpondence  with  Gray,  which  continued, 
with  very  little  intermiflion,  for  the  fpace  of  about  eight  years. 

This  correfpondence,  which  is  included  in  the  collection  of  letters  publifhed  by  Mr.  Mafon,  afcer- 
tains  not  only  the  fcope  and  turn  of  their  genius,  but  of  their  temper.  It  includes  alfo  feveral  fpe- 
cimcns  of  their  juvenile  compofitions,  and  at  the  fame  time  marka  the  progrefs  they  had  made  im 
literature 

"  Though  Mr  Weft's  part  of  that  correfpondence,"  fays  Mr.  Mafon,  "  will  undoubtedly  mow 
that  he  pofleffed  very  extraordinary  talents,  yet,  on  Mr.  Gray's  fide,  there  feems,  luperadded  to  thefe, 
fuch  a  manly  precifion  of  tafte,  and  maturity  of  judgment,  as  would  induce  one  to  believe  Mr.  Wai- 
pole's  phrafe  not  very  hyperbolical,  who  has  often  afierted  to  me  that  "  Gray  never  was  a  boy." 

The  letters  are  characterized  by  an  elegant  fimplicity,  derived  from  a  diligent  ftudy  of  the  beft 
claffical  models,  and  cannot  fail  to  be  acceptable  to  fuch  ingenious  youths,  who  being  about  the 
fame  age,  have  a  relifh  for  the  fame  ftudies,  and  bofoms  fufceptible  of  the  fame  warmth  of  friend- 
'fliip. 

"  Next  to  feeing  you,"  fays  Weft»  in  his  letter  to  Gray,  dated  November  14. 1735,  "  is  the  pleafure 
«f  feeing  your  handwriting;  next  to  hearing  you  is  the  pleafure  of  hearing  from  you.  Really  an4 
fincerely  1  wonder  at  you  that  you  thought  it  not  worth  while  to  anfwer  my  laft  letter.  I  hope 
this  will  have  better  fuccefs  in  behalf  of  your  quondam  fchoolfellow ;  in  behalf  of  one  who  has 
walked  hand  in  hand  with  you,  like  the  two  children  in  the  wood, 

Through  many  a  flowery  path  and  (helly  grot, 
Where  learning  lull'd  us  in  her  private  maze." 

This  laft  exprefiion  prettily  diftinguifhes  their  ftudies,  when  out  of  the  public  fchool,  which  would 
naturally,  at  their  age,  be  vague  and  defultory. 

The  relifh  he  had  contracted  for  polite  literature,  before  his  removal  to  Oxford,  rendered  the  ab- 
ftrufe  ftudies  which  occupy  the  attention  of  young  men,  altogether  taftelefs  and  irkfome. 

"  Song  was  his  favourite  and  firft  purfuit."  Minjlrel,  Book  I,  Stanza  57. 

?*  As  yet,"  he  writes  Gray,  May  34.  1736,  "  I  have  not  looked  into  Sir  Ifaac.     Public  difputa- 

tions  I  hate  ;  mathematics  I  reverence ;  hiftory,  morality,  and  natural  philofophy,  have  the  greateft 

charms  in  my  eye ;  but  who  can  forget  poetry  ?  they  call  it  idlenefs,  but  it  is  furely  the  moft  en* 

Ranting  thing  in  the  world,  "  ac  duke  otium  ct  pcene  omni  negotio  pulchrivis," 
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In  the  December  following,  he  exhorted  his  friend,  whofe  thoughts  were  directed  to  the  ftudy 
of  tho  law,  as  a  profcffion  for  life,  "  not  to  throw  poetry,  like  a  naufeous  weed,  away,  but  to 
cherilh  its  fwee^s  in  his  bofom." 

Mix  with  your  grave  defigns  a  little  pleafure, 
Each  day  of  bufmefs  has  its  hour  of  leifure. 

As  a  proof  of  his  attachment  to  his  claflic  companions,  "  I  have  fent  you,"  fays  he,  "  an  elegy  of 
fibullus  trar.flated.  Tibultusj  you  mull  know,  is  my  favourite  elegiac  poet ;  for  his  language  is  more 
elegant,  and  his  thoughts  more  natural  than  Ovid's.  Ovid  excels  him  only  in  wit,  of  which  no  poet 
hac1  more,  in  my  opinion.  Tht  -.  c«fon  1  choofe  fo  melancholy  a  kind  of  poefy,  is  becaufe  my  low 
{pints  and  conflant  ill  health  (things  in  me  not  imaginary  as  you  furmife,  but  too  real,  alas!  and 
I  fear  conftitutional)  have  tuned  my  heart  to  elegies  of  woe,"  It  is  to  be  regretted  that  Mr.  Mafon 
has  omitted  this  verfion,  only  becaufe  it  is  a  mere  verfion,  and  becaufe  it  is  not  written  in  alternate, 
but  heroic  rhyme,  which  he  thinks  is  not  t  e  fpecies  of  Englifh  meafure  adapted  to  elegiac  poetry. 

In  1737,  he  addrefled  to  Gray,  and  his  friends  at  Cambridge,  the  beautiful  elegiac  cpiftle,  Ad 
Amie»t,  imitated  from  Elegy  V.  Book  III.  of  Tibullus,  and  a  letter  of  Pope's,  in  ficknefs,  to  Steele. 
"  This  melancholy  elegy,  and  this  melancholy  letter,"  fays  he,  "  I  turned  into  a  more  melancholy 
epiftle  of  my  own,  during  my  ficknefs,  in  the  way  of  imitation ;  and  this  I  fend  to  you  and  my 
friends  at  Cambridge,  not  to  diverc  them,  for  it  cannot ;  but  merely  to  fhow  them  how  fincere  I 
was  when  fick." 

Alrnoft  all  TibullitSs  elegy  is  imitated  in  this  epiftle,  from  whence  his  tranfition  to  Pope's  letter 
is  very  artfully  contrived,  and  befpeaks  a  degree  of  judgment  much  beyond  his  years. 

In  Spring  1738,  he  left  Chrift-Church  for  the  Inner-Temple,  and  Gray  removed  from  Cambridge 
to  town  the  latter  end  of  that  year,  intending  alfo  to  apply  himfelf  to  the  ftudy  of  the  law  in  the 
fame  fociety. 

Upon  this  occafion,  Gray  addrefTed  to  him  the  delicate  "  Sapphic  Ode,"  beginning  "  Barbaras 
zdes  aditure  mecum,"  with  the  following  beautiful  Alcaic  fragment : 

O  lachrymarum  fons,  tenero  facros 
Ducemium  ortus  ex  animo ;  quater 

Foeiix  !  in  imo  qui  fcatentem 

Pedlore  te,  pia  Nympha,  fenfit. 

It  may  perhaps  be  faid,  without  paying  too  great  a  compliment  to  Gray's  genius,  that  no  poet 
of  the  Auguftan  age  ever  produced  four  more  perfect  lines,  or  what  would  fooner  impofe  on  the 
beft  critic,  as  being  a  genuine  ancient  compofition. 

To  Gray's  elegant  ode,  Weft,  returned  a  Latin  Elegy ,  beginning  <%ued  mill  tarn  grata  mifijli  dona 
Camtenx,  written  September  17.  1738. 

He  fpent  the  greateft  part  of  the  winter  with  his  mother  and  lifters  at  Epfom,  during  which  time 
feveral  letters  paffed  between  the  two  friends,  on  fubje&s  of  literature  and  their  clafiical  ftudies. 

In  the  fpring  1739,  Gray  went  abroad  with  Mr.  Walpole,  and  fpent  near  two  years  in  travel 
ling  through  France  and  Italy,  from  whence  he  tranfmitted  to  Weft  and  his  parents,  from  time  to 
time,  entertaining  accounts  of  the  places  he  vifited,  interfperfed  occafionally  with  fome  exquifitely 
finiflied  pieces  of  Latin  poetry,  which  he  compofed  on  the  fpot,  for  the  entertainment  of  his  friend. 

Nothing  that  Gray  faw  was  fuffered  to  efcape  him.  From  no  relation,  though  purpofely  de- 
fSgned  for  the  public  eye,  can  fo  much  information  be  drawn  as  from  his  cafual  letters ;  and  the 
elegant  eafe  of  his  epiftolary  ftyle  has  a  charm  in  it  for  all  readers  of  true  tafte. 

During  this  interval  of  his  friend's  abfence,  Weft  refided  at  the  Temple,  with  little  attention  to 
the  bufinefs  of  the  place.  His  thoughts  were  directed  towards  the  law  ;  but  he  hung  back  with 
fond  reludante  on  the  mufe. 

While  Gray  was  at  Florence,  1740,  he  addrefted  to  him  a  Latin  Efegy,  beginning,  Ergo  dejidia. 
vidtor  tibi  crimtne  dignus,  expr effing  his  wifhes  to  fee  Italy  and  Greece. 
•  Finding  that  his  averfion  to  the  profeflion  for  which  he  had  deftined  himfelf,  became  almofl  in- 
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fuperable,  he  wrote  to  Gray  on  the  fubjedt,  exprefllng,  in  the  ilrongeft  manner,  the  ennui  that  almoft 
overwhelmed  him,  and  intimating  his  having  quitted  the  Temple. 

"  I  lived  at  the  Temple,"  he  writes  his  friend,  June  5  1740,  "  till  I  was  fir--  of  it.  I  have  juft 
left  it ;  and  I  find  myfelf  as  much  a  lawyer  as  I  was  when  1  was  in  it.  It  is  certain,  at  leaft,  I  n  jy 
itudy  the  law  here  as  well  as  I  could  there.  My  being  in  chambers  did  nor  figuify  to  me  a  pinch  of 
fnufF.  They  tell  me  my  father  was  a  lawyer,  and,  as  you  know,  emirent  in  the  profcffion  ;  and 
fuch  a  circumftance  muft  be  cf  advantage  to  me.  My  uncle  [Burnt-.]  too  makes  fome  figure  in 
Weftminfter  Hall;  and  there's  another  advantage:  Then  my  grandfather's  name  would  get  me 
many  friends.  Is  it  not  ftrange  thar  a  young  fellow  that  might  enter  the  world  with  [o  many  ad 
vantages  will  not  know  his  own  intereft  ?"  &c.  &c. 

To  this  letter,  written  apparently  in  much  agitation  of  minJ,  which  he  endeavours  to  conceal 
by  an  unufual  careleiTnefs  of  manner,  Gray  returned  an  anfwer  which  prefents  the  fineft  piclure 
of  the  writer's  mind,  and  is  replete  with  delicate  feeling,  manly  fenfe,  and  epiftolary  cafe. 

"  You  are  yet  young,  have  fome  advantages  and  opportunities,  and  an  undoubted  capacity, 
which  you  have  never  yet  put  to  the  trial.  Set  apart  a  few  hours  ;  fee  how  the  firft  year  will  agree 
with  you,  and  at  the  end  of  it  you  are  ftill  the  mafter ;  if  you  change  your  mind,  you  will  only 
have  got  the  knowledge  of  a  little,  fomcwhat  that  can  do  no  hurt,  or  give  ycu  caufe  of  repentance. 
If  your  inclination  be  not  fixed  upon  any  thing  elfe,  it  is  a  fymptom  that  you  are  not  abfolutely 
determined  againft  this,  and  warns  you  not  to  miftake  mere  indolence  for  inability." 

In  April  1741,  he  communicated  to  Gray  the  fketch  of  a  tragedy  he  had  begun,  under  the  title 
of  Pau/anias,  which  Gray  appears  to  have  criticifcd  with  much  freedom  ;  but  Mr.  Malbn  did  not 
find  among  Gray's  papers  either  the  (ketch  itfelf,  or  Gray's  free  critique  upon  it. 

.  In  the  September  following,  Gray  returned  to  England,  and  found  Weft  finking  under  the  pref- 
fure  of  ficknefs  a'nd  a  load  of  family  misfortunes.  Thefc  the  fympathifing  heart  of  Gray  made  his 
own.  He  did  all  in  his  power,  for  he  was  now  with  him  in  London,  to  foothe  the  forrows  of  his 
friend ;  he  endeavoured  to  alleviate  them  by  every  office  of  the  purcft  and  moft  cordial  affedlion. 
But  the  diflreffcs  of  Well's  mind  had  already  too  far  affe£ed  a  body,  from  the  firft  weak  and  de- 
Ikate.  His  health  vifibly  declined  during  the  winter,  and  as  the  fpring  advanced,  his  complaints 
terminated  in  a  deep  confumption. 

In  March  1742,  he  left  town,  and,  for  the  benefit  of  the  air,  went  to  Pope,  the  refidence  of 
David  Mitchell,  Efq  near  Hatfield  in  Hertford fh ire. 

His  firft  letter  to  Gray  from  that  place,  is  dated  March  28.  174* ;  and  during  the  two  following 
months  they  maintained  a  confiant  correfpondence. 

His  letter,  dated  April  4.  contains  a  mafterly  critique  on  his  friend's  trage-dy,  and  a  defcription 
of  his  own  cough  in  Latin  hexameters,  which  "  has  this  remarkable  in  it,  that  it  was  the  production 
of  four  o'clock  in  the  morning,  while  he  lay  in  his  bed  tofling  and  coughing,  and  all  unable  to  fleep." 

His  health  daily  declined,  yet  he  continued  to  amufe  himfcif  with  poetical  compofition ;  and, 
on  May  5,  addreffed  to  his  friend,  the  beautiful  Ode  to  May,  with  this  modeft  introduction  :  "  I 
am  going  to  write  down  a  little  ode  (if  it  defervcs  the  name)  for  your  pcrufal,  which  I  am  afraid 
will  hardly  ftand  the  teft  of  criticifm." 

"  I  rejoice,"  fays  Gray,  in  the  anfwer  which  he  returned,  May  8.  "  19  fee  you  putting  up  your 
prayers  to  the  May.  She  cannot  choofe  but  come  at  fuch  a  call.  It  is  as  light  and  genteel  as  her- 
felf.  The  firft  ftanza  (if  what  you  fay  to  me  in  it  did  not  make  me  think  it  the  beft)  I  mould  call 
the  worft  of  the  five  (except  the  fourth  line).  The  two  next  are  very  picturesque,  Miltonic  and 
mufical ;  her  bed  is  fo  foft  and  fo  fnug  that  I  long  to  lie  with  her.  But  thefe  two  lines,  "  Great 
Nature,"  are  my  favourites.  The  exclamation  of  the  flowers  is  a  little  ftep  too  far.  The  laft 
ftanza  is  full  as  good  as  the  fecond  and  third,  the  laft  line  bold,  but  I  think  not  too  bold." 

His  laft  letter  to  Gray  is  dated  May  n.  in  which  he  expcftulares  with  him  about  his  peculiar 
fpecies  of  melancholy  :  "  What,  are  there  no  joys  among  the  living  ?  Alplene  immemor  atque  unani- 
rtnsfalfefoJalibus"  and  concludes  with,  "  I  will  take  my  leave  of  you  for  the  prefent,  with  a  vale 
et  vive  pauliffer  cum  viws ;"  fo  little  was  the  amiable  youth  then  aware  of  the  Ihort  time  that  he 
be  numbered  among  the  living,  fiut  this,  it  baa  been  frequently  remajkcd,  is  alm.q# 
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conftantly  the  cafe  with  fuch  perfons  as  die  of  that  moft  remedilefs,  yet  moft  flattering  of  all  diftem- 
pers,  a  confumption. 

**  Shall  humanity,"  fays  Mr.  Mafon,  "  be  thankful  or  forry  that  it  is  fo  ?  Thankful  furely.  For, 
as  this  malady  generally  attacks  the^young  and  the  innocent,  it  feems  the  merciful  intention  of 
Heaven,  that  to  thefe  death  fh'juld  come  unperceived,  and  as  it  were  by  ftealth,  divefled  of  one  of 
its  fharpeft  (lings,  the  lingering  expectation  of  their  diffolution." 

Gray  returned  an  anfwer,  May  27,  and  immediately  afterwards  went  upon  a  vJfit  to  his  relations 
at  Stoke,  where  he  wrote  the  "  Ode  on  Spring,"  which  he  fent,  as  foon  as  written,  to  his  beloved 
friend  ;  but  he  was  dead  before  it  reached  Hertfordfhire. 

He  died  June  I.  1741,  only  twenty  days  after  he  had  written  the  letter  above  mentioned,  and 
iwas  buried  in  the  Chancel  of  Hatfield  church,  beneath  a  ftone  bearing  the  following  inlcription  :V 
«  Here  Heth  the  body  of  Richard  Weft,  Efq.  only  fon  to  the  Right  Honourable  Richard  Weft,  Efq. 
Lord  Chancellor  of  Ireland,  who  died  the  ift  of  June  1742,  in  the  a6th  year  of  his  age." 

When  the  ode  was  returned  to  Gray  with  the  melancholy  news,  the  firft  impuife  of  his  forrovc 
produced  a  tender  "  Sonnet"  in  Englifh,  and  alfo  a  fublime  apoftrophe  in  hexameters,  with  which 
he  intended  to  begin  one  of  his  books,  "  De  Principiis  Cogitandi."  Nothing  can  more  pathetically 
difplay  the  feelings  of  a  heart,  wounded  by  fuch  a  lofs,  than  that  apoilrophe  and  the  "  Sonnet" 
iq  which  he  gave  them  vent. 

In  1747,  Mr.  Walpole  recommended  to  Gray  the  talk  of  printing  Weft's  poems,  and  hie  own, 
in  the  fame  volume,  which  it  appears  from  his  letter  he  was  not  averfe  from  doing  :  "  But  I  much 
fear,"  he  fays,  "  our  joint  ftock  would  hardly  compofe  a  fmall  volume  :  what  I  have  is  lefs  con- 
fidcrable  than  you  would  imagine,  and  of  that  little  we  would  not  be  willing  to  publifh  all." 

After  the  death  of  Gray,  his  friend  and  editor,  Mr.  Mafon,  interfperfed  in  his  "  Epiftolary  Cor- 
refpondence,"  1775,  as  much  of  the  poetry  of  Weft  as  he  was  perfuaded  his  friend  would  have 
publifhed  had  he  profecuted  the  talk  which  Mr.  Walpole  recommended. 

The  collection  is  fingularly  fmall,  confifting  chiefly  of  the  Ode  to  May ,  the  epiftle  Ad  Arnicas, 
and  fome  fpeciniens  of  Latin  poetry. 

On  his  character,  which  appears  to  have  been  truly  amiable  and  excellent,  it  is  imneceflary  to 
•nlarge.  The  reader  will  acquire  the  beft  idea  of  it,  if,  after  perufing  his  letters  and  poems,  he 
mfe  his  own  memory  as  a  mirror,  and  collect  into  one  aflcmblage  the  fcattered  features. 

As  a  poet,  it  isfufficient  praile,  that  the  "  blofibms  of  his  genius"  were  thought  worthy  of  being 
aflociated  with  the  correct  and  manly  performances  of  Gray.  They  Ihow  what  he  would  have 
been,  if  he  had  been  allowed,  like  him,  to  produce  "  fruits  worthy  of  Paradife."  He  refemble* 
Gray  in  many  inftances.  Among  others,  they  were  both  deeply  enamoured  with  the  excellencies 
of  ancient  literature,  and  ftrongly  attached  to  the  cultivation  of  Latin  poetry.  Their  Latin  poems 
difcover  an  extraordinary  copioufnefs  and  command  of  phrafeology,  a  remarkable  perfpicuity  of 
contexture,  and  a  native  facility  and  fluency.  They  may  be  juftly  coi;£dered  ah  legitimate  claflkal 
compofitions.  In  his  elegies,  Tibullus  was  profcffedly  Well's  model  for  language  and  verification. 
With  Tibullm  in  view,  he  has,  however,  a  manner  and  character  of  his  own,  and  {hows  inherent 
powers  of  invention  and  fentiment.  In  his  Engliih  Poetry,  he  difcovers  tafte  and  delicacy  of  fen- 
timent,  joined  to  a  great  fhare  of  poetical  imagination.  His  images  are  pleafing,  his  language  chafte 
and  elegant,  and  his  verfification  correct  and  harmonious.  The  epiftle  id  Amicos,  is  charaderifed  by 
that  nervous  and  eloquent  fimplicity  which  appears  fo  eafy,and  which  is  yet  fo  difficult  to  imitate.  It 
unites  the  fpirit  and  propriety  of  Pope's  verfification,  with  the  elegance  and  harmony  of  ParnelK 
The  Ode  to  May  has  not  received  from  Gray  more  praife  than  it  deferves.  It  is  an  extraordinary 
effort  of  fancy,  expreflion,  and  verfification.  It  is  characterifed  by  energy  and  melody  in  the  highefl 
degree,  and  may  be  juftly  coniidered  as  the  choiceft  fpecimen  of  claflical  compofidoa  that  Engiifli 
poetry  can  produce.  . 
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MISCELLANIES. 


AD  AMICOS. 

(Imitated from  Tibtillus,  Book  iii.  Elegy  5.  and  Mr. 
Pope's  Letter  in  Sicknefs  to  Mr.  Steele  j 

YES,  happy  yeuths1  on  Cadmus'  fedgy  fide 
You  feel  each  joy  that  friendship  can  divide, 
Each  realm  of  icience  and  of  art  explore, 
And  with  the  ancient  blend  the  modern  lore, 
Studious  alone  to  learn  whate'er  may  tend 
To  raife  the  genius,  or  the  heart  to  mend ; 
Now  pleas'cl  along  the  cloifler'd  walks  you  rove, 
And  trace  the  verdant  mazes  of  the  grove, 
"Where  focial  oft  and  oft  alone  ye  choofe 
To  catch  the  zephyr,  and  to  court  the  mufe  ; 
Meantime  at  me  (while  all  devoid  of  art 
Thefe  lines  give  back  the  image  of  my  heart) 
At  me  the  pow'r  that  comes  or  fooa  or  late, 
Or  aims,  or  feems  to  aim,  the  dart  of  Fate ; 
From  jou  remote  methinks  alone  I  ftand, 
Like  foine  fad  exile  in  a  defert  land, 
Around  no  friends  their  lenient  care  to  join 
In  mutual  warmth,  and  mix  their  heart  with  mine. 
Or  real  pains,  or  thofe  which  fancy  raifej 
For  ever  blot  the  funfhine  of  my  days  > 
To  ficknefs  (rill,  and  flill  to  grief,  a  prey, 
Health  turns  from  me  her  rofy  face  away. 

Jutt  Heav'n  !  what  fin,  ere  life  begins  to  bloom, 
Devotes  my  head  untimely  to  the  tomb  ? 
Did  ere  this  hand  againft  a  brother's  life 
Drug  the  dire  bowl,  or  point  the  murd'rous  knife? 
Did  e'er  this  tongue  the  fland'rer's  tale  proclaim, 
Or  madly  violate  my  Maker's  name  ? 


Vos  tenet,  Etrufcis  manat  quie  fontibus  unda, 
Unda  fuh  aftivum  non  adeunda  canem 
Nunc  autem  facris  Baiarum  maxima  lymphis, 
Quum  fe  pmpiireo  vere  remittit  hiems. 
At  mihi  Perfephone  nigram  deununtiat  horam 
Inmento  juveni  parcc  nocere,  Dea. 
Non  ego  tentavi  nulii  femeranda  virorum 
Audax  laudandae  facra  docere  Dez. 
Nee  mea  mortileris  infecit  pocula  fuccis 
Dextera,  nee  quiquam  taetra  venena  dedit. 
Nee  nos  infana  meditantes  jurgia  mente 
Iflpia  in  advcrfos  folvimus  ora  Deos. 


Did  e'er  this  heart  betrajr  a  friend  or  foe, 

Or  know  a  thought  but  all  the  world  might  know  J 

As  yet  juft  ftarted  from  the  lifts  of  time 

My  growing  years  have  fcarcely  told  their  prime;1 

UfeJefs  as  yet  through  life  I've  idly  run, 

No  pleafures  tafted,  and  few  duties  done. 

Ah  !  who  ere  autumn's  mellowing  funs  appear 

Would  pluck  the  promife  of  the  vernal  year, 

Or  ere  the  grapes  their  purple  hue  betray, 

Tear  the  crude  clufter  from  the  mourning  fpray  J 

Stern  pow'r  of  fate  !  whofe  ebon  fceptrc  rules 

The  Stygian  deferts  and  Cimmerian  pools, 

Forbear,  nor  rafhly  fmite  my  youthful  heart, 

A  vidim  yet  unworthy  of  thy  dart ; 

Ah  !  ftay  till  age  (hall  blaft  my  withering  face, 

Shake  in  my  head,  and  falter  in  my  pace  ; 

Then  aim  the  (haft,  then  meditate  the  blow, 

And  to  the  dead  my  willing  fhade  fhall  go. 

How  weak  is  man  to  realon's  judging  eye  I 
Born  in  this  moment,  in  the  next  we  die  ; 
Part  mortal  clay,  and  part  etherial  fire, 
Too  proud  to  creep,  too  humble  to  afpire. 
In  vain  our  plans  of  happinefs  we  raife  ; 
Pain  is  our  lot,  and  patience  is  our  praife  : 
Wealth,  lineage,  honours,  conqueft,  or  a  throne. 
Are  what  the  wife  would  ft-ar  to  call  their  own. 
Health  is  at  bell  a  vain  precarious  thing, 
And  fair-fac'd  youth  *  is  ever  on  the  wing  : 


Et  nondum  cani  nigros  laefere  capillos, 
Nee  venit  tardo  curva  Sene&a  pede. 
Natalem  noftri  primum  videre  parentes 
( Quum  cecidit  fato  conful  uterque  pari  ) 
Quid  fraudare  juvat  vitem  crefcentibus  uvis? 
Et  modo  nata  mala  vellere  poma  maim  ? 
Parcite,  pallentes  undas  quicumque  tenetis, 
Duraque  fortiti  tertia  regua  Dei. 
Elyfios  olim  iiceat  cognofcere  campos, 
Letheamque  ratem,Cimmerioique  lacus, 
Quum  mea  rugofa  pailebunr  ora  fencdla,  . 
>  *  *  # 

Atque  utinam  vano  nequidquam  terrear  asflu ! 

*  1"outb,  at  the  very  bejl,  is  but  a  betrayer  of  human 
life  in  a  gentler  and  fmotttber  manner  than  age ,  it  it 
like  the  Jlream  that  Kwtr'Jhes  a  plant  upon  a  baxkt  and 
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'Tis  like  the  {Iream  afide  vvhofe  wat'ry  bed 
Some  blooming  plant  exalts  his  flow'ry  head, 
Nurs'd  by  the  wave  the  fpreading  branches  rife, 
Shade  all  the  ground,  and  flourifh  to  the  fkies; 
The  waves  the  while  beneath  in  fecret  flew, 
And  undermine  the  hollow  bank  below  ; 
Wide  and  more  wide  the  waters  urge  their  way, 
Bare  all  the  root«,  and  on  their  fibres  prey  ; 
Too  late  the  plant  bewails  his  foolifh  pride, 
And  finks  untimely  in  the  whelming  tide. 

B'it  why  repine  ?  does  life  deferve  my  figh? 
Few  will  lament  my  lofs  whene'er  I  die. 
For  thofe  the  wretches  *  I  defpife  or  hate, 
I  neither  envy  nor  regard  their  fate. 
For  me,  whene'er  all-conq'ring  death  lhall  fpread 
His  wings  around  my  unrepining  head, 
I  care  not  f  :  though  this  face  be  feen  no  more, 
The  world  will  pufs  as  cheerful  as  before, 
Bright  as  before  the  day-ftar  will  appear, 
The  fields  as  verdant,  and  the  fkies  as  clzar ; 
Nor  dorms  nor  comets  v/ill  my  doom  declare, 
Nor  fignson  earth,  nor  portents  in  the  air  ; 
Unknown  and  filent  will  depart  my  breath, 
Nor  Nature  e'er  take  notice  of  my  death. 
Yet  lome  there  are  'ere  fpent  my  vital  days) 
Within  whofe  breads  my  t omb  I  wifh  to  raife  : 
Lcv'd  in  my  life,  lamented  in  my  end,       [mend: 
Their  praife  would  crown  me   as  their  precepts 
To  them  may  thefe  fonci  lines  my  name  endear, 
Not  from  the  poet,  but  the  friend  fincere  £. 

ELEGIA. 

QOOD  mihi  tarn  grafaj  mififci  dona  Camsenre, 
Q^uaiia  Mxnalius  Pan  Deus  ipfe  velit, 
Amp'e&or  te,  Graie,  et  roto  corde  repofco, 
Oh  defider  turn  jam  nimis  ulique  meuui  : 
Etmihi  rura  placent,  et  me  quoq  liepe  volentem 
Duxerunt  Dryades  per  fua  prata  D';32 ; 
Sic  ubi'lympha  fug  it  liquido  ptde,  five  virentem, 
Ivfagna  decus  nemoris,  quercu*  upacat  hiimum  : 
I  Hue  mane  r.ovo  vagor,  illuc  vefpere  fero, 
Er,  noto  ut  jacui  gramine,  nota  cano. 
Nee  noftrsc  ignorant  divinam  Amaryllida  fylvae  : 
Ah,  fi  defit  amor,  nil  mihi  rura  p'acent. 
Hie  jugis  habitat  Deus,  ille  in  valiibus  imis, 
Regnat  ct  in  Ccelis,  regnat  in  Oceauo  ; 
Ille  gregcm  taurofq.  dorna*,  fzeviq.  leorem 
Scminis ;  file  feros,  ultus  Adonin,  apro's : 
<^hiin  et  fervet  amore  nemui>,  ramcq.  fub  omni 
Concent u  trcmulo  plurirr.a  gaudet  avis. 
Durx  etiam  in  lylvis  agitant  cumuibia  piantse, 
Dura  etiam  et  fertur  faxa  amrr.aiTo  Vtnus. 
Durior  ct  faxic,  et  robore  durior  ilie  eft, 

catf/es  if  to  jlourijb  and  Llrffom  to  tbe  Jighi.  Init  at  ibe 
fame  lime  is  undermining  it  at  ibe  rod  in  /i-cret"  Po  PE 
*  /  am  not  at  all  u'neafy  at  tie  tbcu^bt  ibat  many 
men  whom  L  never  bad  any  efteeiA  fur  are  liiaiy  to  en 
joy  this  ivor! a  aftt.  r  we? '  POPE. 

f  The  ir.ornl.tv  af'sr  wy  exit  ile  fun  7£'///  rife  as 
bright  'as  c-scr,  lie  jlttvcrs  fa  ell  a<  fvvcei)  ibe  plants 
Jrin  as  grew  ;  pe<>ple  iviil  lat"fb,  fr."  POPE. 


^  V  bis  epijlle  i:\rs   written  from  Cbr:jl  cbi-.i . 
ford,  July  4.1737,  in  the  1  iff  year  of  his  up. 
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Sincem  fiquis  pecftore  amare  vetat : 
Non  ilii  in  manibus  fandlum  deponere 
Non  illi  arcanum  cor  aperiri  velim; 
Nefcir  amicitias,  teneros  qui  nefcit  amores : 
Ah  !   fi  nulla  Venus,  nil  mihi  rura  placent. 
Me  li-et  a  patrid  longe  in  tellure  juberunt 
Extent  pofitum  ducere  fata  dies ; 
Si  vultus  modo  amatus  adeffet,  non  ego  contra 
Plorarem  magnos  voce  querente  Deos. 
At  duici  in  gremio  curarum  oblivia  ducens 
Nil  cuperem  prseter  poffe  placere  mes ; 
Nee  bona  fortune  afpiciens,  neq.  muncra  regnum, 
Ilia  intra  optarem  brachia  cara  mori. 
^.17.  1738. 

ELEGIA. 

[ADDRESSED  TO  MR.  GRAY.]. 
ERGO  diffidiai  videor  tibi  crimine  dignus; 
Et  merito  :  viclas  do  tibi  fponte  manus. 
Arguor  et  vcteres  nimium  contemnere  Mufas, 
Irata  et  nobis  eft  Medicasa  Venus. 
Mene  igitur  ftatua?  et  inania  faxa  vereri! 
Stultule  !  marmorea  quid  mihi  cum  Venere  ? 
Hie  veiie,  hie  vivae  Vcneres,  et  mille  per  urbem, 
Quarum  nulla  queat  non  placuiffe  Jovi. 
Cedite  Rorrsana;  formofe,  et  cedite  Graire, 
Sintque  oblita  Helenas  nomen  et  Hermonisc  I 
Et  quafcunque  refert  astas  vetus,  Heroinas  : 
ILius  honor  noftris  venit  Angliafm. 
Oh  quales  vultu.-,  Oh  quantum  numen  ocellis ! 
I  nunc  et  Tufcas  improbe  confer  opes. 
Ne  tamen  hsec  abtufa  nimis  prazcordia  credas, 
Neu  me  adeo  null;'  Pallade  progenitum  : 
Teftor  Pieridnmque  umbras  et  fiumina  Pindi 
A'le  qu-'que  Calliopes  Temper  amaffe  choros; 
Et  dudtim  Aufi^nias  urbes,  et  vifere  Graias 
Cura  eft,  ir.genio  fi  licet  ire  meo  : 
Sive  eft  Phidiacum  marmor,  feu  mentoris  sera, 
Seu  pari..s  Coo  nobilis  e  calamo ; 
Nee  minus  artificum  magna  ara;umenta  recentum 
Romanique  dccusnominis  et  Veneti: 
Qua  Furor  et  Mavors  et  frcvo  in  marmore  vu'tus, 
Opaque  et  formofo  mollior  lere  Venus. 
Q^aque  loquax  fptrat  fucus,  vivique  labores, 
ht  quicqiiid  caiamo  dulcius  auia  manus : 
Hie  nemora,  et  fola  m:<rens  Meliboeus  in  umbra, 
Lymphaqii€  mufcoib  profiliens  lapide  ; 
Iliic  majtr  opus,  faciefquc  in  pariete  major 
Exnrgcns,  Divuni  et  i.umina  Ca:licum; 
O  vo8  fcelices,  quibus  hrcc  cognoicere  fas  eft, 
Et  tota  Italia,  qua  patct  ufque,  frui  ! 
i\rulla  dies  vobis  eat  injucunda,  nee  ufqnam 
Noritis  quid  fit  tcmpora  annra  pati. 

It  tvas  ibe  prvJtt&'ton  of  Four  o'clock  in  ibe  n:orn- 

ing,  lubils  1  lay  in  my  b"d  tv/Jin?  and  coughingy  and 

all  unable  toj^ip 

ANTE  omnes  morbos  impnrtuniuima  tudis, 
Q    .  Jurare  datur,  traxitque  iub  i!ia  vires  : 
Dura  ctenihi  verfans  imo Tub  pe«5iore  regna, 
.^erpetuo  exercet  teneras  luelamine  cotras, 

'aque  difiorq^et,  vocemque  immutat  anhelam1: 
sec  cefiare  locus  :   fed  KCVO  concita  motu 
Toile  domnr  l;iru-,  et  corpus  labor  omne  fatigat  " 
Jsidc  molclla  cics,  nectemque  infoninia  turb^nt. 


MISCELLANIES. 


Nee  Tua;  fi  mecum  Comes  hie  jocundus  adeffes, 
Verba  juvare  queant,  aut  hunc  lenire  dolorem. 
Suffidant  tua  vox  dulcis»  nee  vultus  amatus. 

ODE  TO  MAY. 

PEAR  Gray  !  that  always  in  my  heart 
Poffeffes  far  the  better  part, 
What  mean  thefe  fuddtn  blafts  that  rife, 
And  drive  the  zephyrs  from  the  ikies  ? 
O  join  with  mine  thy  tuneful  lay, 
And  invocate  the  tardy  May. 

Come,  faired  nymph  !  refume  thy  reign, 
Bring  all  the  graces  in  thy  train  : 
With  balmy  breath  and  flow'ry  tread 
Rife  from  thy  foft  ambrofial  bed, 
Where  in  Elyfian  flumber  bound 
Embow'ring  myrtles  veil  thee  round. 

Awake,  in  al!  thy  glories  dreft, 
Recal  the  zephyrs  from  the  weft ; 
Reftore  the  fun,  revive  the  fkies, 
At  mine  and  nature's  call  arife  ! 
Great  nature's  fclf  upbraids  thy  flay, 
And  miffes  her  accuftom'd  May. 

See '.  all  her  works  demand  thy  aid, 
The  labours  of  Pomona  fade  ; 
A  plaint  is  heard  from  ev'ry  tree, 
Each  budding  flow'ret  calls  for  thee  ; 
The  birds  forget  to  love  and  fing, 
With  ftorms  alone  the  forefts  ring. 

Come  then,  with  pleafure  at  thy  fide, 
Diffufe  thy  vernal  fpirit  wide  ; 
Create  where'er  thou  turn'ft  thy  eye 
Peace,  plenty,  love,  and  harmony, 
Till  ev'ry  being  (hare  its  part, 
And  heav'n  and  earth  be  glad  at  heart. 
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TRANSLATED    FROM   THE  GREEK    OF   POS1DIFPUS. 

PERSPICUI  puerum  ludentum,  in   -lurgine  rivi 
Immerfit  vitrex  limpidus  error  aquae  : 
At  gelido  ut  mater  moribundum  e  flumine  craxit 
CreduU,  et  amplcxu  funus  inane  fovct ; 
Panlacim  puer  in  dilecl:o  ne6lore,  iomno 
Languidus,  asterhum  lumina  compofuit. 


Toy 


E*  o   vdi£\'J$  TOV   TTcctox   Oicio 


U  nva 

iyKv  o 
TOV 


ADDRESSED  TO  HIS  LYRE, 

On  tie  Profpett  of  Mr.  Cray's  *tt  urn  from  bis    Tra* 
vels. 


O  ME^  jucuuila  comes  quietis! 
Quse  fere  segrotum  folita  es  levare 
Pedlus,  et  ftnfim  ah  !  nimis  ingruentes 
Fallere  curas  : 

Quid  canes  ?  quanto  Lyra  die  furore 
G-Oies  quando  hac  red^cem  fodalem 
Glauciam     gaudere  fimul  videbis 
Meque  fub  umbra  ? 

*    F?e  gives  Gray  the  name  of  Glaucias  frequtKtl 
in  Lis  Latin  •vsrfet  as  Gray  calls  Lim  Favonius, 
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THE  LIFE  OF  LTTTLETON. 
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GEORGE  LYTTLETON,  afterwards  Lord  Lyttleton,  was  the  eldeft  fon  of  Sir  Thomas  JLyttleton, 
Bart,  of  Hagley  in  Worcefterihire,  and  was  born  January  17.1708-9.  His  mother,  Chriftian 
Temple,  was  filler  of  Sir  Richaid  Temple,  Bart,  of  Stowe,  in  Buckinghamfhire,  afterwards  Lord 
Vifcount  Cobham.  He  had  fix  brothers  and  as  many  filters. 

He  received  the  firft  rudiments  of  education  at  Eton  School,  v/here  he  was  fo  much  diftinguifh- 
Cfl,  rhut  his  exerciies  were  recommended  as  models  to  his  fchool-fellows.x  His  poetical  compciidons 
procured  him  the  reputation  of  an  elegant  and  correct  verfifier.  His  Solikquy  on  a  Beauty  in  the. 
Country^  aud  his  verfes  on  Good  Humour^  were  writien  at  fchool. 

From  Eton  he  went  to  Chrilc-Church,  Oxford,  where  he  retained  the  fame  reputation  of  fuperio- 
Tity,  and  difplayed  his  abilities  to  the  public  in  a  poem  on  Bhnleim,  written  in  17-27. 

In  1718,  being  then  nineteen,  he  began  his  travels,  and  vifitcd  France  and  Italy;  but  refided 
fome  time  at  Luneville  in  Lorraine,  as  appears  by  his  Letters  to  bis  FjtLert  in  which  he  uefcribes 
the  places  he  vifited,  and  relates  fome  of  the  principal  incidents  of  his  journey. 

In  one  of  his  letters,  he  thus  exprefles  his  diflatlsfaciion  at  the  thought  of  returning  to  Lune 
ville,  "  Luneville  was  my  fchool  of  breeding,  and  I  was  there  more  unavoidably  iubject  to  quelques 
bevues  d'ecolier,  as  the  politajp:  praclifed  in  that  is  fuller  of  ceremony  than  clfewhere,  and  a  good  deal 
peculiar  to  itfelf.  This  is  the  firft  and  ftrongeft  reafoo  why  1  d.efpair  of  being  happy  in  Lorraine.  I 
have  already  complained  of  the  fcppilh  ignorance  and  contempt  for  all  I  have  been  taught  to  value, 
but  is  fo  fafhionable  there." 

It  is  impofiible  to  perufe  his  Letters  to  bis  Tailer>  without  being  charmed  with  the  manly  and  vir 
tuous  fcntiments  which  he  difcovers,  his  ftrong  and  hereditary  averfion  to  vice  and  folly,  and 
particularly  with  the  unaffected  ardour  of  filial  affection  which  runs  through  the  whole. 

At  Pari*  he  amufed  himfelf  with  poetical  compofi.tion,  and  wrote  a  very  manly  and  correct  Efif- 
tie  to  Dr.  Ayfcougbi  who  had  been  his  tutor  at  Oxford,  and  afterwards  married  his  aunt,  became 
tutor  to  the  young  Princes,  and  Dean  of  Briftol. 

In  1730,  he  wrote  a  poetical  Epijlls  to  Popet  from  Rome,  arid  the  fame  year  returned  to  England, 
and  addrrfled  an  Epijlte  to  Lord  Herveyt  from  Worcefterfhire. 

When  he  returned,  he  obtained  a  feat  in  Parliament  for  Oakhampton  in  Devonfnire,  and  foon 
diftinguifhed  himfelf  anvng  the  moft  eager  opponents  of  Walpole;  though  his  father,  who  was  one 
of  the  Lords  of  Admirality,  from  1727  to  1741,  always  voted  with  the  Court. 

For  many  years  his  name  was  feen  in  every  account  of  every  debate  in  the  Houfe  of  Commons. 
He  oppofed  the  Standing  Army,  he  oppofed  the  Excife,  he  fupported  the  motion  for  petitioning 
the  king  to  remove  Walpole,  and  concurred  with  Pulteney,  Pitt,  &c.  in  all  the  meafures  of  oppofi- 
tion. 

His  zeal  for  the  public  good,  is  the  only  motive  that  can  juftify  the  violence  of  his  oppofuion  to 
Walpole,  from  the  charge  of  ingratitude;,  for  it  appears,  from  hi»  letter  to  his  father,  dated  at  - 
Luneville,  that  Walpole's  recommendation  procured  him  the  friendihip  of  Prince  Craon  :  "  You 
will  let  Sir  Robert  Walpole  know  how  much  I  am  obliged  to  his  letter,  and  do  jultice  to  Prince 
Craon,  who  has  exprefled  his  regard  to  it  in  the  ftrongeft  manner,  and  by  a  kindnefs  which  I 
cannot  enough  acknowledge." 

In  I735>  ne  pubiiihed  his  Perfun  Letters,  in  imitation  of  thofe  of  Montefquieu,  whom  he 
had  known  in  England.  The  chara&er  of  a  young  man,  Dr.  Johnfon  obferves,  is  very  vifible  in 
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them.     They  have  fomething-of  that  indiftindt  and  headftrong  ardour  for  liberty  which  a  man  of 
geninc  alway^  catches  when  he  enters  the  world,  and  always  i'ufiers  to  cool  as  he  paffes  forward. 

In  1736,  he  addrt-ffcd  an  elegant  copy  of  verfes  to  his  coufin,  Pitt,  on  bis  lofmg  bit  commijjion  in 
the  am-)y,  for  his  conduct:  in  Pariiament. 

In  1737,  rne  Prince  of  Wales  eftablifhed  a  feparate  court,  and  received  with  open  arms  the  op- 
p-^ent*  of  the  mirifter.  Upon  the  refignation  of  Mr.  Pelham,  he  was  made  his  fecretary,  with 
the  addition  of  240  1.  annually  of  falary,  as  appears  by  his  letter  to  his  father,  dated  from  Clifden  : 
"  I  came  here  yefterday  to  thank  his  Royal  Highnefs  for  having  augmented  my  falary  240!. 
a-year,  by  putting  it  upon  the  fame  foot  with  that  of  Mr.  Molyneux  under  the  king  when  he  was 
prince." 

He  perfuaded  the  prince,  whofe  bufinefs  it  was  now  to  be  popular,  that  he  would  advance  his 
charailer  by  the  patronage  of  iiter'ature.  and  by  his  recommendation,  Mallet  was  made  under  fe 
cretary,  with  2col.;  and  Thomfon  had  a  penfion  of  jool.  a-year.  For  Thomfon  he  always  re 
tained  his  kindnefs,  and  was  able  at  laft  to  procure  him  the  place  of  Surveyor-general  of  the  Lee 
ward  iflands. 

Moore  courted  his  patronage  by  an  apologetical  poem,  called  the  "  Trial  of  Selim,  the  Perfian," 
but  was  not  equally  fuccefsful. 

He  was  now  confidered  as  a  leader  in  the  Oppofition,  and  Pope,  who  was  incited  to  dire£  his 
-fatire  againft  the  minifcry,  commended  him  among  the  other  patriots.  This  drew  upon  him  the 
reproaches  of  Fox, Who,  in  the'Houfe  of  Commons,  imputed  to  him  as  a  crime,  his  intimacy  with  a 
lampooner,  fo  unjuft  and  licentious.  Lyttleton  fupported  his  friend,  and  replied,  that  he  thought 
it  an  honour  to  be  received  into  the  familiarity  of  fo  great  a  poet. 

In  1741,  he  married  Lucy,  daughter  of  Hugh  Fortefcue,  Efq.  of  Filleigh,  in  Devonfhire,  with 
whom  he  enjoyed  the  moft  perfect  ftate  of  matrimonial  felicity. 

Walpolf.  being  at  length,  after  a  long  ftruggle,  driven  firm  his  place?,  Lyttleton  was,  in  1744, 
made  one  of  the  Lords  of  the  Treafury  ;  and  from  that  time,  as  warmly  fupported  as  he  had  for 
merly  oppofed  the  fchemes  of  the  miniftry. 

When  weary  of  faction  and  debate,  he  ufed  very  often,  with  Pitt,  to  vifit  his  couftn  Weft,  at 
Wickham,  from  whofe  conversion,  it  is  faid,  he  received  that  conviction  of  the  truth  of  Chri- 
fHamty,  which  produced,  in  r747,  his  Di/ertation  on  the  Converfion  of  St.  Paul,"  a  treatife  to  which 
infidelity  has  never  been  able  to  fabricate  a  fpecious  anfwer.1' 

This  work  his  father  had  the  happineis  of  feeing,  and  expreffed  his  pleafure  in  a  letter  which 
deferves  to  be  inferted. 

"  I  have  read  your  religious  treatife  with  infinite  pleafure  and  fatis-faclion.  The  ftyle  is  fine 
and  clear,  the  arguments  clofe,  cogent,  and  irrefiftible.  May  the  King  of  kings,  whofe  glorious 
caufe  you  have  fo  well  defended,  reward  your  pious  labours,  and  grant  that  1  may  be  found  wor 
thy,  through  the  merits  of  Jefus  Chrift,  to  be  an  eye  witnefs  of  that  happinefs  which  I  do  not  doubt 
he  will  bountifully  beftow  on  you  !  In  the  mean  time,  I  fhall  never  ceafe  glorifying  God  for  hav 
ing  endowed  you  with  fuch  ufeful  talents,  ahd  giving  me  fo  good  a  fon."  The  pleafure  which  fuch 
a  letter  muft  have  given  to  fuch  a  fon  is  intxpreffible. 

In  January  1747,  his  wife,  whom  he  tenderly  loved,  died  in  child-bed.  Her  ficknefs  is  feelingly 
def&ribed  in  his  furty-firft  letter  to  his  father  ;  and  he  perpetuated  her  memory  in  a  Monody,  writ 
ten  in  the  fame  year,  that  will  he  read  while  conjugal  affe&ion,  and  a  tafte  for  poetry  exift  in  this 
country.  She  was  buried  at  Over-Arley  in  Staffordfhire,  but  a  very  elegant  monument  is  ere&ed 
to  her  memory,  in  the  chancel  of  the  church  at  Hagley. 

Though  for  fome  time  incorifolable  for  her  death,  he  fought  happinefs  in  a  fecond  marriage  with 
Eli-zabeth,  daughter  of  Field-Marfhal  Sir  Robert  Rich,  in  1749.  "  She  was  an  intimate  and  dear 
friend,"  fays  Weft,  in  a  letter  to  Dr.  Doddridge,  June  17.  1749,  "  of  his  former  wife's,  which  is 
fome  kind  of  proof  of  her  merit  :  I  mean  the  goodnefs  of  her  heart,  for  that  is  the  chief  merit  which 
Mr  Lyth-ton  efteems,  and  I  hope  fhe  will  not  in  this  difappoint  his  expectations  :  in  all  other 
points  (lie  is  well  fuited  to  him,  being  extremely  we!!  accompKfned  in  languages,  mufic,  painting, 
and  very  fenfible  and  well  bred."  It  is  faid  that  the  experiment  was  unfuccefsful, 
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In  1751,  his  father  died,  when  he  inherited  a  Baronet's  title,  with  a  large  eftate  ;  which,  if  he 
did  not  augment,  he  was  at  lead  careful  to  adorn  with  expenfive  buildings  and  rural  decorations. 
Hagley-Park,  the  fccne  of  thefe  lavifh  operations,  is  frequently  defcribed  as  a  terreftrial  paradife. 

Shenftone  was  Lyttleton's  neighbour,  friend,  and  his  rival  in  landfcape-gardening  ;  and,  it  is  faid, 
[that  his  improvements  at  the  Leaf  »wes,  excited,  at  firft,  the  contempt,  and  afterwards  the  envy  of 
the  inhabitants  of  Hagley,  "  who  took  care,"  fays  Dr.  Johnfon,  "  to  defeat  the  curiofity  which  they 
could  notfupprefs,  by  conducting  their  vifitants  perverfely,  to  inconvenient  points  of  view,  and  in- 
trodocing  them  at  the  wrong  end  of  a  walk,  to  dete6l  a  deception ;  injuries  of  which  Shentlone 
would  heavily  complain." 

This  charge  againft  the  Lyttleton  family  has  been  denied  by  Mr.  Greaves,  who  fays,  "  that  the 
Lyttleton  family  went  io  frequently  with  their  company  to  the  Leafowes,  that  they  were  unwilling 
to  break  in  upon  Shenftone's  retirement  upon  every  occafion  ;  and,  therefore,  often  went  to  the  prin 
cipal  points  of  view,  without  waiting  for  any  one  to  conduct  them  regularly  through  the  whole 
walks.  Of  this  Shenftone  would  fometimes  peevifhly  complain,  though  I  am  perfuaded  he  never 
really  fufpected  any  ill-natured  intention  in  his  worthy  and  much  valued  neighbours."  One  can 
not  eafiiy  be  perfuaded,  that  a  mind  fo  pure  and  benevolent  as  that  of  Lyttleton,  was  ever  debafed 
by  fuch  unworthy  paflions. 

As  he  continued  his  activity  in  parliament,  he  was  gradually  advancing  his  claim  to  preferment, 
In  1754,  he  refigned  his  feat  at  the  Trealury-Board,  on  being  appointed  Cofferer  to  the  Houfehold, 
and  Privy  Couniellor.  In  December  20.  1755,  he  exchanged  the  place  of  Cofferer,  for  the  great  of 
fice  of  Chancellor  of  the  Exchequer;  an  office,  however,  that  required  fomc;  qualifications,  which  he 
ibon  perceived  himfelf  to  want ;  and  which  he  retained  only  till  the  appointment  of  Mr.  Legge, 
November  16.  1756. 

In  1756,  he  made  a  journey  into  Wales,  of  which  he  has  given  a  pleafing  account  in  Two  Letters 
to  Mr.  Bower,  the  celebrated  ^ftftorian  of  the  Popes,  a  mart  whofe  Profelfion  of  Pi  oteftantifm  he 
firmly  believed,  and  whofe  intereft  and  fame  having  once  efpouled,  he  never  was  periuaded  by  the 
univerfal  outcry  to  difown. 

In  an  affectionate  letter  to  Dr.  Doddridge,  on  his  removing  to  Lifhon,  for  the  recovery  of  his 
healrh,  Octjber  5.  1751,116  thus  exprtffes  his  attachment  to  Bovver;  "  You  have  brought  on  your 
distemper,  by  too  continual  ftudy  and  labour  in  your  fpiritiial  functions,  and  remiffion  of  mind  is 
abfoiutely  neceffary  for  your  recovery.  I  therefore  rcqueft  it  of  you  not  to  write  the  preface  to 
Bower's  book ;  it  will  do  more  harm  than  good  to  him  ;  the  merit  of  the  work  will  bear  it  up  agaiufb 
all  thefe  attacks ;  and  as  to  the  ridiculous  ftory  of  my  having  difcarded  him,  the  intimate  friendthip 
in  which  we  continue  to  live,  will  be  a  fufficient  anfwer  to  that,  and  better  than  ajiy  teftimony  for 
mally  given." 

It  appears  by  an  atteft'ation  of  Mrs.  Bower,  printed  in  the  "  London  Chronicle,"  October  IT. 
1766,  that,  during  "  feventeen  years  that  fhe  conftantly  lived  with  him,  he  always  profeffed  him 
felf  a  Pioteftant,and  acted  conformable  to  that  profeffion  ;"  and  that  he  died  in  the  communion  of 
the  Church  of  England,  and  "  made  an  edifying  departure." 

In  1 75  7,  when  the  inaufpicious  commencement  of  the  war  with  France  made  the  diffolution  of  the 
miniftry  unavoidable,  he  loft  with  the  reft  his  employment;  but  his  fervices  were  rewarded  with  a 
peerage,  being  created  Baron  Lyttleton  of  Frankley,  in  the  county  of  Worct-fter. 

In  1760,  he  publiihed  his  Dialogues  of  ths  Dca/,  which  were  very  eagerly  read;  though  the  pro 
duction  rather  of  leifure  than  of  ftudy,  rather  effufions  than  compofuions.  They  fhow  the  elegance 
of  his  tafte,  rather  than  the  power  of  his  genius,  or  the  ftrength  of  his  judgment.  He  has  copied 
Fenelon  more  than  Fontenelle. 

His  laft  literary  production  in  profe,  was  his  HiJIory  of  Henry  the  Second^  in  3  vols.,  4to,  1/67 
and  1771,  the  refuk  of  the  refearches  and  deliberations  of  twenty  years. 

The  ftory  of  this  publication,  as  given  by  Dr.  Johnfon,  is  remarkable.  "  The  whole  work  was 
printed  twice  over ;  a  great  part  of  in  three  times,  and  many  fheets  four  or  five  times.  The  book- 
fellers  paid  for  the  firft  imprefiion  ;  but  the  charges  and  repeated  operations  of  the  prefs,  were  at 
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the  expence  of  the  author,  whofe  ambitious  accuracy  is  known  to  have  cof^  him  at  lend  a  thoufand 
pounds.  He  began  to  print  in  t  7.55.  Three  volumes  appeared  in  1/64  ;  a  fecend  edition  of  them 
in  1767  ;  a  third  edition  in  1768,  and  the  corclufion  in  1771.  Andrew  Reid,  a  man  not  without 
confiderable  abilities,  and  not  ur  acquainted  with  letters  or  \vitb  life,  was  employed,  I  know  not  at 
what  price,  to  point  the  pages  of  Henry  lie  Second.  Lyttleton  took  money  for  his  copy  ;  of  which, 
when  he  had  paid  the  pointer,  he  prooably  gave  the  reft  av/ay  ;  for  he  was  very  liberal  to  the  in 
digent.  When  time  brought  the  Hiflory  to  a  third  edition,  the  fuperintendcnce  of  typography  and 
pun  equation,  was  committed  to  a  man  originally  a  comb-maker,  but  then  known  by  the  name  of 
Dr.  Sanders.  To  the  Doctor's  edition  is  appended,  what  the  world  had  never  feen  before,  a  lift  of 
errors,  in  nineteen  pages." 

Every  reader  will  wilh,  that  in  this  paffage,  Dr.  Johnfon  had  obferved  his  own  humane  maxim 
in  the  "  Life  of  Addifon,"  of  not  giving  "  a  pang  to  a  daughter,  a  brother,  or  a  friend."  The 
nice  attention  to  punctuation,  with  which  Henry  tie  Second  was  publifhed,  is  attributed  to  fuch 
anxiety  as  only  v  nity  can  dictate,  when  good  motives  were  avowed  by  Lyttleton,  and  known  to 
liis  friends ;  fuch  as  his  defire  to  correct  miftakes,  his  fear  of  being  too  harfh  on  the  turbulent 
Eecket,  &c. 

This  work  is  juftly  ranked  among  the  rnoft  valuable  hiftorlcal  performances  in  the  EnglHh  lan 
guage.  It  is  executed  with  great  fidelity,  and  with  a  ftrift  regard  to  the  authority  of  original 
writers.  The  ftyle  is  perfpicuous  and  unaffected  :  generally  correct,  and  often  elegant  and  mafteriy. 
The  fcntiments  and  remarks  are  judicious  and  pertinent ;  liberal  with  refpect  to  religion,  and  friend 
ly  to  the  caufe  of  liberty  and  the  rights  of  mankind.  The  account  of  the  ftate  of  our  ancient  go 
vernment,  laws,  cuiloms.  and  manners,  is  very  copious,  and  eminently  ufeful;  fo  as  to  make  the 
Work  ftrictly  and  properly  a  confUtutional  hiftory. 

His  Verfes  to  the  Countefs  of  Egremont^  and  Letter  to  Lord  Hardivicke,  in  1761,  were  his  lafl  poetical 
compofitions.  ' 

He  fpent  the  latter  part  of  his  life  in  retirement;  and,  after  a  lingering  illnefs,  died  at  Hagley- 
!Park,  Auguft  aa.  1773,  in  the  64th  year  of  his  age.  He  was  buried  at  Hagley  ;  and  the  following 
anfcription  is  cut  on  the  fide  of  his  lady's  monument. 

This  unadorned  ftone  was  placed  here 
By  the  particular  defire  andvexprefs 
Directions,  of  the  Right  Honourable 

GEORGE  Lord  LYTTLETON  ; 
Who  died  Augufl  ai.  1773,  aged  64. 

By  his  firft  lady  he  had  one  fon,  Thomas,  who  inherited  his  title  and  eftates,  and  two  daugh 
ters,  Mary,  who  died  an  infant,  and  Lucy,  married  to  Lord  Valentia,  of  the  kingdom  of  Ireland, 
1767.  His  fecond  lady  brought  him  no  ifiue.  Thomas  Lord  Lyttleton,  married  Apphia,  fecond 
daughter  of  Broome  Witts,  Efq.,  of  Chipping- Norton,  Oxfordfhire,  the  widow  of  Colonel  Peach, 
and  died  in  1780,  leaving  no  iffac.  He  was  as  remarkable  for  an  early  difplay  as  for  a  flagitious 
proftitution  of  great  abilities.  He  attained  no  fmall  confequence  as  a  parliamentary  fpeaker,  and 
was  appointed  Chief  Juftice  in  Eyre,  November  1 8.  1775  ;  a  place  which  his  father,  with  better 
pretenfions,  could  never  procure. 

A  fmall  collection  of  "  Poems  by  a  Young  Nobleman  lately  deceafed,"  &c.  4to,  1780,  has  been 
given  to  him,  and  two  fmall  volumes  of  "  Letters,"  1780  and  1781,  are  fuppofed  to  have  been 
written  by  him,  which  few  have  read  without  pleafure.  That  they  are  fpurious  is  generally  un- 
derflood  ;  but  as  to  compofition,  fentiment,  and  language,  they  are  exactly  the  kind  of  letters  he 
would  have  written  ;  it  is  a  fort  of  epiftolary  portrait,  a  picture  of  his  mind,  a  ftrong  likenefs,  and 
the  work  of  no  common  hand.  A  fimilar  deception  feems  to  have  been  practifed  in  "  The  Cor- 
refpondents,  an  original  novel,"  I2mo,  1775,  which  exhibits  a  feries  of  letters,  fuppofed  to  have  been 
written  by  his  father  and  Mrs.  Peach.  They  bear  indeed,  notwithstanding  a  fimilar ity  of  ftyle, 
that  runs  through  the  whole  feries,  many  marks  of  originality,  feveral  touches  relative  to  time,  place, 
and  circumftance,  not  likely  to  be  founded  on  fiction.  His  uncle  William  Henry  Lyttleton,  Lord 
Weftcote,  of  the  kingdom  of  Ireland,  created  Lord  Lyttleton  of  Frankiey,  in  Worcefierfhire,  Ao- 
guft  15.  1794,  is  the  prefent  reprefentative  of  the  family. 


THE    LIFE   OF  LYTTLETON.  447 

Lyltleton,  according  to  Dr.  Johnfon,  had  never  the  appearance  cf  a  ftrong  or  a  healthy  man; 
and  had  a  (lender  uncompaded  frame,  and  a  meagre  face.  It  is  certain,  however,  that,  at  one 
period  of  his  life,  he  entertained  a  more  favourable  opinion  of  his  conftitution  ;  for,  in  a  letter 
to  his  father,  dated  from  the  neighbourhood  of  SoifTons  in  France,  he  fays,  "  I  believe  there  is  not 
a  young  man  alive,  who  has  more  happinefs  to  boaft  of  than  myfclf,  being  blcjt  ivith  a  found  conjlitutiony 
affectionate  friends,  and  eafy  fortune." 

An  affecting  and  inftructive  narrative  of  his  death  has  been  given  by  his  phyfician  Dr.  Johnftone; 
of  Kidderminfter,  which,  as  it  is  defcriptive  of  his  moral  character,  is  here  fubjoined. 

"  On  Saturday  evening,  the  fymptoms  of  his  Lordfnip's  diforder,  which  for  a  week  paft  had 
alarmed  us,  put  on  a  fatal  appearance,  and  his  JLordfliip  believed  himfelf  to  be  a  dying  man.  From 
this  time  he  fuffered  by  reftleflnefs  rather  than  pain  ;  and  although  his  nerves  were  apparently  much 
fluttered,  his  mental  faculties  never  feemed  ftronger  when  he  was  thoroughly  awake. 

"  His  Lordfhip's  bilious  and  hepatic  complaints  feemed  alone  not  equal  to  the  expected  mournful 
event :  his  long  want  of  fieep  whether  the  confequence  of  irritation  in  the  bowels,  or,  which  is 
more  probable,  of  caufes  of  a  different  kind,  accounts  for  his  lofs  of  flrength,  and  for  his  death,  very 
fufficiently. 

"  Though  his  Lordfhip  wiflied  his  approaching  diflolution  not  to  be  lingering,  he  waited  for  it  with 
refignation.  He  faid,  "  It  is  a  folly,  a  keeping  me  in  mifery,  now  to  attempt  to  prolong  life  ;"  yet  he 
wa*.  eafily  pcrfuaded,  for  the  fatisfactioH  of  others,  to  do  or  take  any  thing  that  he  thought  proper 
for  him.  On  Saturday  he  had  been  remarkably  better,  and  we  were  not  without  f'ome  hopes  of  his 
recovery. 

"  On  Sunday,  about  n  in  the  forenoon,  his  Lordfhip  fent  for  me,  and  faid  he  felt  a  great  hurry, 
and  wifhed  to  have  a  little  converfation  with  me  in  order  to  divert  it.  He  then  proceeded  to  open 
the  fountains  of  that  heart  from  whence  goodnefs  had  fo  long  flowed,  as  from  a  copious  fpring. 
"  Doctor,"  faid  he, "  you  fhall  be  my  confeffor.  When  I  firft  fct  out  in  the  world,  I  had  friends  who 
endeavr-ured  to  ihake  my  belief  in  the  Chriftian  religion.  I  faw  difficulties  which  daggered  me; 
but  1  kept  my  mind  open  to  conviction.  The  evidences  and  doctrines  of  Christianity,  ftudied  with 
attention,  made  me  a  moft  firm  and  perfuaded  believer  of  the  Chi  iftian  religion.  I  have  made  it 
the  rule  of  my  life,  and  ic  is  the  ground  of  my  future  hope?.  I  have  erred  and  finned  ;  but  have 
reptnted,  and  never  indulged  any  vicious  ,habit.  In  politics  and  public  life,  I  have  made  public 
good  the  rule  of  my  conduct.  I  never  gave  counfels  which  I  did  not  at  that  time  think  the  beft. 
I  have  feeri  that  I  was  fomcdmes  in  the  wrong  ;  bur  I  did  not  err  defignedly.  I  have  endeavoured 
in  private  life  to  do  all  the  good  in  my  power,  and  never  for  a  moment  could  indulge  malicious  or 
unjufh  defigns  apainft  any  perfon  whatfoever." 

"  At  another  time,  he  faid,  I  muft  leave  my  foul  in  the  fame  ftate  it  was  in  before  this  Jllnefs-  I 
find  this  a  very  inconvenient  time  for  folicitude  about  any  thing." 

"  On  the  evening,  when  the  fymptoms  of  death  came  on,  he  faid,  I  (hall  die;  but  it  will  not  be 
your'fault. — When  Lord  and  Lady  Valentia  came  to  fee  his  Lordfhip,  he  gave  them  his  folemn  bene- 
diction,  and  faid,  "  Be  good,  be  virtuous  my  Lord  ;  y«u  muft  come  to  this."  Thus  he  continued 
giving  his  dying  benedictions  to  all  around  him.  On  Monday  morning,  a  lucid  interval  gave  fome 
I'm  all  hopes;  but  thefe  vanifhed  in  the  evening  ;  and  he  continued  dying,  but  with  very  little  unea- 
finefs,  till  Tuefday  morning,  Augufl  22-,  when,  between  feven  and  eight  o'clock,  he  expired  almoft 
without  a  groan." 

The  Works  of  George  Lord  Lyttldon,  formerly  printed  fefiarately,  it<itb  fome  other  pieces  nevar  before  print* 
eJ,  were  collected  and  publifhed  by  his  nephew,  George  Edward  Ayfcough,  Efq.,  in  one  volume 
4to,  1774. 

The  pieces,  formerly  printed  feparately,  and  colledted  into  this  publication,  are,  06fervatiottf  on  tie- 
Life  of  Cicero  ;  Obfcrvations  on  tie  prefent  State  of  Sl/airs,  hi  a  letter  to  a  member  of  Parliament  ,-  Letters 
from  a  Perfian  In  England,  to  bis  Friend  at  Ifpahan  ;  Obfervafions  on  the  Converfton  and  Jfoftlefiip  of  St. 
Paul;  Dialogues  of  the  Dead ;  Mifcellaneoits  Poems. 

The  pieces  which  were  never  before  printed,  are,   Olfervations  on  tig  Reman  Hijlory  ;  /Wr  Z>/*« 
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logues  of  tie  Dead;   Four  Speeches  in  Parliament ;  Letters  to  Sir  Thomas  Lyttleton  ;   and  An  Account  of  a 
Journey  into  Wales,  in  t-wo  letters,  to  Mr-  Bower. 

The  name  of  Lyttleton,  as  a  man  of  dignified  fentiment  and  excellent  qualities,  both  of  head  and 
heart,  is  enrolled  in  the  tablet  of  literary  merit,  by  the  general  iuffrages  of  his  countrymen. 

In  the  feveral  characters  of  a  judicious  critic,  an  entertaining  traveller,  a  wife  and  upright  ftatef- 
man,  and  a  good  man,  his  reputation  is  fo  dccifively  fixed,  and  fo  firmly  eftabliflaed,  that  it  can  re 
ceive  little  additional  luftre  from  encomium  and  panegyric;  and  is  in  no  danger  of  fuffering  from  * 
the  attacks  of  criticifm  or  cenfure. 

As  a  poet,  his  compofitions  are  characterifed  by  elegance,  eafe,  and  harmony,  without 
much  elevation,  energy,  or  enthufiafm.  In  his  Monody,  the  moft  popular  of  his  productions,  the 
virtues  and  accomplifhments  of  his  excellent  lady,  are  commemorated  in  numbers  equally  harmonious 
and  tender.  He  who  can  read  it  without  melting  into  tears,  has  little  claim  to  fenfibility.  It  ap 
pears  to  have  flowed  fimply  from  the  genuine  feelings  of  a  moft  fufceptible  and  deeply  afflicted 
heart.  His  Progrefs  of  Love  difcovers  delicacy  of  fentiment,  pleafing  imagery,  and  correct  and  har 
monious  verification.  It  is  not,  however,  entirely  free  from  the  ftudied  expreffion  and  falfe  orna 
ments  by  which  paftoral  poetry  is  often  fantaftically  difguifed.  His  Advice  to  Belinda,  unites  fpirit 
and  propriety,  fenfe  and  harmony,  in  the  higheft  degree.  His  Epijlle  tu  Dr.  Ayfeougb,  is  vigoroufly 
and  elegantly  written.  His  Epijlle  to  Pope  is  finely  encomiaftic ;  the  conclufion  highly  poetical.  His 
other  Epijlles  have  their  brighter  paffages.  His  Songs  and  Epigrams  are  commonly  iprightly  and  eafy. 

Among  his  contemporaries,  the  teftimonies  to  his  merits,  arc  too  numerous  to  be  fpecified.  Pope, 
Thomfon,  Hammond,  and  Shenftone,  arc  lavifh  in  hispraife.  The  following  couplet  of  Pope  is  fe- 
lected  for  the  fake  of  the  candid  and  judicious  criticifm  of  the  prefent  refpectable  mafler  of  Win- 
chefler  School. 

Free  as  young  Lyttleton  her  caufe  purfue  ; 
Still  true  to  virtue,  and  as  warm  as  true. 

"  A  juft,  and  not  overcharged  encomium,"  fays  Dr.  Warton,  "  on  an  excellent  man,  who  always 
ferved  hi»  friends  with  warmth  (witnefs  his  kindnefs  to  Thomfon),  and  his  country  with  aiflivity 
and  zeal.  His  Poems  and  Dialogues  of  the  Dead,  are  written  with  elegance  and  eafe ;  His  olfervatlons 
an  the  Converfion  of  St.  Paul,  with  clcarnefs  and  clofenefs  of  reafoning,  and  his  Hi/lory  of  Henry  the 
Second,  with  accuracy  and  knowledge  of  thofe  early  times,  and  of  the  Englifh  conftitution  ;  and 
which  was  compiled  from  a  laborious  fearch  into  authentic  documents,  and  the  records  lodged  in 
the  Tower  and  at  the  Rolls.  A  little  before  he  died,  he  told  me  that  he  had  determined  to  throw 
out  of  the  collection  of  all  his  works,  which  was  then  foon  to  be  publifhed,  his,  firft  juvenile  perform 
ance,  the  /  erfian  Letters,  in  which  he  faid  there  were  principles  and  remarks  that  he  wifhed  to 
retra&  and  alter.  Another  little  piece,  written  alfo  in  his  early  youth,  does  him  much  honour. 
The  Obfervations  on  the  T.ife  of  Tutty,  in  which,  perhaps,  a  more  difpafuonate  and  impartial  character 
of  Tully  is  exhibited,  than  in  the  panegyrical  volume  of  Middle  ton." 

His  poetical  character,  as  given  by  Dr.  Johnfon,  is  fearing  and  invidious,  and  cannot  be  generally- 
allowed,  without  fome  exceptions  in  favour  of  the  Progrefs  of  Love  and  Blenheim.  His  inveterate 
prejudices  againft  paftoral  poetry  and  blank  verfe,  are  well  known. 

"  Lord  Lyttleton's  poems  are  the  works  of  a  man  of  literature  and  judgment,  devoting  part  of 
his  time  to  verfification.  They  have  nothing  to  be  defpifed,  and  little  to  be  admired.  Of  his  Pro 
grefs  of  Love,  it  is  fufficient  blame  to  fay,  that  it  is  paftoral.  His  blank  verfe  in  Blenheim,  has  neither 
much  force  nor  much  elegance.  His  lit'le  performances,  whether  Songs  or  Epigram*,  are  fometimes 
fprightly,  and  fomrtimes  infipid.  Hi*  hpiftolary  poerr^  have  a  fmooth  eqaluy,  which  cannot  much 
tire,  becaufe  they  are  fhort,  but  which  feidom  elevates  or  lurprifes.  Bat  from  this  cenfure  ought  to 
be  excepted  his  Advice  to  Belinda,  which,  though  for  the  moil  part  written  when  he  was  very  young, 
contains  much  truth  and  much  prudence,  very  elegantly  and  vigoroufly  exprrffed,  and  fhows  a  mind 
attentive  to  life,  and  a  power  of  poetry  which  cultivation  might  have  railed  to  excellence." 
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THE  PROGRESS  OF  LOVE, 
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UNCERTAINTY.     ECLOGUE  I. 

TO   MR.   POPE. 

POPE,  to  whofe  reed  beneath  the  beachen  {bade, 
The  nvmphs  of  1'hames  a  pleas'd  attention  paid  ; 
While  yet  thy  mufe,  content  with  humbler  praiie 
Warbled  in  Windior'a  grove  her  fylvan  lays  ; 
Though  now,  fublimely  borne  on  Homer's  wing 
Of  glorious  wars  and  godlike  chiefs  Ihe  fing  : 
Wilt  thou  with  me  revifit  once  again 
The  cryftal  fountain,  and  the  flowery  plain  ? 
Wilt  thou,  indulgent,  hear  my  verfe  relate 
The  various  changes  of  a  lover's  ftate  ; 
And,  while  each  turn  of  paflion  I  purfue, 
Afk  thy  own  heart  if  what  I  tell  be  true  ? 

To  the  green  margin  of  a  lonely  wood, 
Whofe  pendant  fhades  o'erlook'd  a  filver  flood, 
Young  Damon  came,  unknowing  where  he  ftray'd, 
Full  of  the  image  of  his  beauteous  maid  : 
His  flock,  far  off,  unfed,  untended,  lay, 
To  every  favage  defenceless  prty  ; 
No  fenfe  of  intereft  could  their  mafter  move, 
And  every  care  feem'd  trifling  now  but  love. 
A  while  in  penfive  filence  he  remain'd, 
But,  though  his  voice  was  mute,  his  looks  com- 

plain'd ; 

At  length  the  thoughts  within  his  bofom  pent 
Forc'd  his  unwilling  tongue  to  give  them  vent. 

"  Ye  nymphs," he  cried, "ye  Dryads,  who  fo long 
'*  Have  favor'd  Damon,  and  infpir'd  his  fong; 
'*  For  whom,  retir'd,  I  fhun  the  gay  reforts 
"  Of  fportful  cities,  and  of  pompous  courts; 
*'   In  vain  I  bid  the  reftlels  world  adieu, 
*'  To  feek  tranquillity  and  peace  wirh  you. 
'*'  Though  wild  ambition  and  deflruitive  rage, 
'*  No  factions  here  can  form,  no  wars  can  wage  : 
"  Though  envy  frowns  not  on  youx  humble  fhades, 
•'  Nor  calumny  your  innocence  invades  : 
"  Yet  cruel  love,  that  troubler  of  the  breafl, 
"  Too  often  violates  your  koafted  reft  ; 


With  inbred  ftorms  difturbs  your  calm  retreat, 
And  taints  with  bitternefseach  rural  fweet. 
"  Ah  lucklefs  day  !  when  firft  with  fond  fur- 
On  Delia's  face  I  fix'd  my  eager  eyes  !       [prife 
Then  in  wild  tumults  all  my  foul  was  toft, 
Then  reafon,  liberty,  at  once  were  loft  :   [gone, 
And  every  wifh,  and  thought,  and  care,  was 
But  what  my  heart  employ'd  on  her  alone. 
Then  too  fhe  foiil'd  :   can  fmiles  our  peace  de- 

"  ftroy, 

Thofe  lovely  children  of  content  and  joy  ! 
How  can  foft  pleafure  and  tormenting  woe 
From  the  fan\e  fpring  at  the  fame  moment  flow : 
Unhappy  boy  '.   thefe  vain  inquiries  ceafe, 
Thought  coqid  not  guard,  nor  will  reftore,  thy 

"  peace  : 

Indulge  the  frenzy  that  thou  muft  endure, 
And  footh  the  pain  thou  know'ft  not  how  to 

"  cure, 

Come,  flattering  memory  !  and  tell  my  heart 
How  kind  fhe  was,  and  with  what  ^leafing  art 
*  She  ftrove  its  fondell  wifhes  to  obtain, 
Confirm  her  power,  and  fatter  bind  my  chain, 
If  on  the  green  we  danc'd,  a  mirthful  band  ; 
To  me  alone  fhe  gave  her  willing  hand  : 
Her  partial  tafie,  if  e'er  I  touch'd  the  lyre, 
'   S'ill  in  my  fong  found  fomething  toadmiie. 
By  none  but  her  my  crook  with  flowers  was 

"  crown'd, 

By  none  but  her  my  brows  with  ivy  bound  : 
The  world  that  Damon,  was  her  choice  belicv'd, 
"  The^  world,  alas  !  like  Damon,  was  deciiv'd. 
"   When  lad  I  faw  her,  and  declar'd  my  fire 
"   In  words  as  foft  as  paflior  could  infpi  e, 
"  Coldly  fhe  heard,  and  full  of  fcorn  \vithdrew, 
"  Without  one  pitying  glance,  one  fweet  adieu. 
"   The  frighted  hind,  who  fees  his  ripen'd  corn 
"  Up  from  the  roots  by  fudden  tempefts  torn, 
"  Whofe  faireft  hopes  deftroy'd  anti  blamed  Iie5 
"  Fads  not  fo  keen  a  pang  of  grief  as  I. 
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"  Ah,  now  have  I  defer v'd,  inhuman  maid, 
"  To  have  my  faithful  fervice  thus  repaid  ? 
"   Where  ail  the  marks  of  kindnefs  I  receiv'd, 
"  But  dreams  of  joy,  that  charm'd  me  and  de 

"  ceiv'd? 

"  Or  did  you  <>n!y,nurfe  niy  growing  love, 
"  That  with   more  puin    I    might    your    hatre 

"  prove  ? 

"  Sure  guilty  treachery  no  place  could  find 
"   In  fuch  a  gentle,  fuch  a  generous  mind  : 
"  A  maid  brought  up  the  woods  and  wilds  amoni 
"  Could  ne'er  have  learnt  the  art  of  courts  f< 

"  young  : 

"  No  ;  let  me  rather  think  her  anger  feign'd, 
*<  Still  let  me  hope  my  Delia  may  be  gain'd ; 
"  Twas  orily  modedy  that  feem'd  difdain, 
"  And  her  heart  fuffer'd  when  (he  gave  roe  pain.' 
Pleas'd  with  this  flattering  thought,  the  love 

fick  hoy 

Felt  the  faint  dawning  of  a  doubtful  joy; 
Back  to  his  flock  more  cheerful  he  return'd, 
When  now  the  fetting  fun  more  fiercely  burn'd, 
Blue  vapours  rofe  along  the  mazy  rills, 
And  light's  lad  blufhes  ting'd  the  diftant  hills. 

HOPE.     ECLOGUE  II. 

TO  MR.  DODD1NGTON. 
\_Afiertvards  Lord  Mclcombe  Regis. "\ 
HEAR,  Doddington,  the  notes  that  fhepherds  fi^g: 
Like  thofe  that  warbling  hail  the  genial  fpring. 
>Jor  Pan,  nor  Phoebus,  tunes  our  artlefs  reeds  : 
From  love' alone  their  melody  proceeds. 
From  love,  Theocritus,  on  Enna's  plains, 
Learnt  the  wild  fvveetnefs  of  his  Doric  drains. 
Young  Maro,  touch'd  by  his  infpiring  dart, 
Could  charm  each  ear,  and  {'often  every  heart : 
3VIe  too  his  power  has  reach'd,  and  bids  with 

thine 
My  ruftic  pipe  in  pleafing  concert  join  *. 

Damon  no  linger  fought  the  fiient  made, 
Ko  rm-re  in  unfrequented  paths  he  ft  ray 'd, 
But  cnll'd  the  f wain s  to  hear  his  jocund  fong, 

told  his  joy  to  all  the  rural  throng. 
"  Bled  be  the  hour,"  he  laid,  "  that  happy  hrur, 
"   When  fird  I  own'd  my  Delia's  gentle  power  ; 
"  Then  gloomy  difconter.t  and  pining  care 
"   Forfock  my  bread,  and  left  foit  wifhes  there; 
"  Soft  wiihes  there  they  left,  and  gay  defires, 
"  Delightful  languors,  and  transporting  fires. 
"  Where  yonder  limes  combine  to  form  a  fhace, 
**  Thefe  eyes  fird  g?.z'd  upon  the  charming  maid; 
"  There  fhe  appear'd,  on  that  aufpicioua  duy, 
"  When   fwaius  their  fportive  rites  to   Bacchus 
"  pay  :  [(he  mov'd  ! 

"  She  led  the   dance — heavens  !  whh  what:  grace 
"  Who  could  have  fcen  her  then,  and  not  have 

"  lov'd  ? 

**  I  drove  not  to  re  fid  fo  fvveet  a  flamr, 
"  But  gloried  in  a  happy  captive's  name ; 
"  NT  would  1  now,  could  love  permit,  be  free, 
"   But  leave  to  brutes  their  iavage  liberty. 

*  Mr.  DpJJjftgtpn  bad  written  fohtevfry^pretfa  love 
tfffrjcf,  ivLlch  hays  never  veen' 


"  And  art  thou  then,  fond  youth,  fecure  of  joy? 
"   Can  no  reverfe  thy  flattering  bills  dedroy  ?     ' 
Has  treacherous  love  no  torment  yet  in  ftore  ? 
"  Or  had  thou  never  prov'd  his  fatal  power  ? 
"  Whence  flow'd  thofe   tears  that  late  btdew'd 

"  thy  check? 

c  Why  fiffh'd  thy  heart  as  if  it  drove  ro  break  I 
:<  Why  were  the  defert  rocks  invok'd  to  hear 
'  The  plaintive  accent  of  thy  fad  defpair  ? 
"  From  Delia's  rigour  all  thofe  pains  arofe, 
D.-lia,  who  now  compaffionates  my  woes 
;t  Who  bids  me  Lope ;  and  in  that  charming  word 
"   Has  peace  and  tranfport  to  my  fou!  rcdor'd. 

"  Begin  my  pipe,  begin  the  ghulfome  lay ; 
"   A  kifs  from  Delia  fhall  thy  mufic  pay  ; 
"  A  kifs  obtain'd  'twixt  druggling  and  confent, 
"  Given  with  forc'd  anger,  and  difguis'd  content. 
"  No  laureat  wreaths  I  afk,to  bind  my  brows, 
"  Such  as  the  mufe  on  lofty  bards  bedows  : 
41  Let  other  fwains  to  praife  or  fame  afpire  ; 
"  I  from  her  lips  my  recompence  require. 

"   Why  days  my  Delia  in  her  fecret  bower  ? 
"  Light   gaits   have   chas'd   the  late  impendine 

"  mower; 

(<  Th' emerging  fun  more  bright  his  beams  extends; 
"  Oppos'd,  its  beauteous  arch  the  rainbow  bends  ! 
"  Glad 'youths  and  maidens  turn  the  new-made 

"  hay  : 

"  The  birds  renew  their  for.gs  on  every  fpray  ! 
<c  Come  forth,   my  love,  thy  diepherd's  joys  to 

"  crown  : 

<f  All  nature  fmiles. — Will  only  Delia  frown  ! 
"  Hark  how  the   bees  with  murmurs  fill,  the 

"  plain, 

<:  While  every  flower  of  every  fweet  they  drain  : 
"  See,  how  beneath  yon  hillock's  fhacly  deep, 
"  The  fhelter'd  herds  on  flowery  couches  deep  : 
"  N')r  bees,  nor  herds,  are  half  fo  bled  as  I, 
"  If  with  my  fond  defires  my  love  comply; 
'  From  Delia's  lips  a  fweeter  honey  flows, 
"  And  on  her  bofora  dwells  more  foft  repofe. 
"  Ah  how,  my  dear,  fhall  I  deferve  thy  charms  ? 

*  What  gift  can  bribe  thee  to  my  longing  arms  ? 
4  A  bird  for  thee  in  filken  bands  I  hold, 

"   Whofe  yellow  plumage  ftines  like  polifh'd  gold; 

*  From  didant  ifles  the  lovely  dranger  came, 
'   And  bears  the  fortunate  Canaries  name  ; 

;t  In  ail  our  woods  none  boafts  fo  fweet  a  note, 
'  Not  ev'n  the  nightingale's  melodious  throat. 

Accept  of  this ;  and  could  I  add  befide 
'   What  wealth  the  rich  Peruvian  mountains  hide  : 
'  If  all  the  gems  in  eadern  rocks  were  mine, 
'  On  fhee  alone  their  glittering  pride  diould  fliine. 
'  But,  if  thy  mind  no  gifts  have  power  to  move, 
'   Fhoebus  himfelf  fliall  leave  th'  Aonian  grove  : 
The  tuneful  nine,  who  never  fue  in  vain, 
Shi.,1  come  fweet  fuppliants  for  their  favourite 

"  fwain. 

For  him  each  blue-ey'd  Naiad  of  the  flood, 
For  him  each  green-hair'd  iider  of  the  wood, 
Whom  oft  beneath  fair  Cynthia's  gentle  ray 
His  mufic  calls  to  dance  the  night  away. 
And  you,  fair  nymphs,  companions  of  my  love, 
With  whom  fhe  joys  the    cowCip   meads  t«> 
"  rove, 
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«  I  beg  you,  rccommrnn  my  f.urr.ful  flame, 
«'  And  let  her  of'ren  hrar  her  {hi  ph'.-rd's  name  : 
«  Shade  all  my  faults  from  her  inquiring  fight, 
"   Ar.d  fliow  my  met  its  in  the  fair  eft  light; 
"  My  pipe  your  kind  afliftanct:  fhr.!l  repay, 
"   And  every  friend  (hall  claim  a  difT-.Tt-nt  !ay.^ 
"  But  fee     in  yonder  glide  the  heavenly  fair 
"  Enjoys  the  fragrance  r  f  the  breezy  air — 
"  Ah,  thither  let'me  fiy  with  eager  feet ; 
*•    Adieu,  my  pipe  ;   I  go  my  Iov«  to  meet — 
"   O,  may  I  find  her  as  we  parted  lift, 
<c  And  may  each  future  hour  be  like  the  paft ! 
"  So  ihall  the  whiteft  lamb  thefe  puflures  feed, 
"  propitious  Venus,  on  thy  altars  bleed." 

JEALOUSY.     ECLOGUE  III. 

TO   MR.   EDWARD   WALTOLE. 

THE  gods,  O  Walpole,  given  no  b'.ifs  finccre; 
Wealth  is  difturb'd  by  care, and  power  by  fear; 
Of  all  :he  pafiions  that  employ  the  mind, 
In  gentle  love  the  fweeteO  j  >ys  we  find  : 
Yet'ev'n  tbofe  joys  dlrejeajoufy  moU  'b, 
And  blackens  each  fair  image  in  our  breads. 
O  may  the  warmth  of  thy  too  tender  beart 
Ne'er  feel  the  fharpnefs  of  his  venonvd  dart '. 
For  thy  own  quiet,  think  thy  miftrefs  juft, 
And  wifely  take  thy  happincfs  on  truft. 

Begin,  my  mufe,  and  Damon's  voes  rebearfe, 
In  wildeft  numbers  and  diforder'd  verfe. 

On  a  romantic  mountain's  airy  head 
(While  browzing  goats  at  cafe  around  him  fed) 
Anxious  he  lay,  with  jealous  cares  cppreft ; 
Diftruft  and  anger  labouring  in  his  breaft — 
The  vale  beneath  apleafing  profpect  yields 
Of  verdant  meads  and  cultivated  field4; 
Through  thefe  a  river  rolls  its  winding  flood, 
Adorn'd  with  various  tufts  of  rifing  wood  ; 
Here  half  conceal'd  in  trees  a  cottage  ftands, 
A  caftle  there  the  opening  plain  commands ; 
Beyond,  a  town  with  glittering  fpirts  is  crown'd, 
And  diftant  hills  the  wide  horizon  bound  : 
So  charming  was  the  fcene.a  while  thefwain 
Beheld  delighted,  a,<d  forgot  his  pain  : 
Bat  foon  the  flings  infix  d  within  his  heart 
With  cruel  force  renew'd  their  raging  fmart  : 
His  flowery  wreath,  which  long  with  pride  he 

wore, 

The  gift  ef  Delia,  from  his  brows  he  tore, 
Then   cried,  "    May  all  thy   charms,   ungrateful 

"  maid, 

"  Like  tbefe  neglected  rofes,  droop  and  fade  1 
w   May  angry  heaven  deform  each  guilty  grace, 
**  That  triumphs  now  in  that  deluding  face  ! 
w  Thofe  alter'd  looks  may  every  mepherd  fly, 
*'  And  ev'n  thy  Daphnis  hate  tbee  worie  than  I  ! 

"   Say,  thou  inconftant,  what  has  Damon  done, 
u  To  lofe  the  heart  his  tedious  pains  had  won  ? 
"  Tell  me  what  charms  you  in  my  rival  find, 
'*  Againft  whofe  power  no  ties  have   ilrength  to 

"  bind  ? 

'*  Has  he,  like  me,  with  long  obedience  drove 
"  To  conquer  your  difdain,  and  merit  love  ? 
"  Has  he  with  tranfport  every  fmile  ador'd, 
**  And  died  with  grief-rat  each  ungentle  word  ? 


"  Ah,  no  !  the  conq-^fc  wn?  obtain'J  with  eafe ; 
"    Me  pleas'd  you,  by  not  !u:dying  ro  pitafe  ; 
'*    Mis  c--ire!e;s  indoltrice  your  pride  alarm'd  ; 
"  And,  had  lie  lov'd  you  niore,he  iefs  had  charm'd. 

11   O  pain  to  think     another  {hall  poffefs 
"  Thnfe  balmy  lips  which  I  was  wont  r.o  prefs  : 
'<   A  'Other  on  her  panting  breafi.  fiiall  lie, 
"   And  catch  fweet  niaduefs  fr</m  her  fwimming 

lt  eye  ! — 

<c  T  faw  their  friendly  flocks  together  feed, 
"   !  faw  them  hand  in  iumd  wa'lc  o'er  the  mead  : 
*'  Would  my  clos'd  eye  had  funk  in  endlefs  night, 
"  Ere  1  was  doom'd  to  bear  that  hateful  fight  ! 
"  Where'er  they  pafs'd,  he  bhited  every  fiower, 
"  And  hungry  wolves  their  helplefs  flocks  de- 

"  vour  !  — 

"  Ab  wretched  fwain  could  no  examples  move 
"  Thy  heed;efs  heart  to  (bun  the  rage  of  love  ? 
"   Haft  thou  not  heard  bow  po;>r      Menalcas  died 
"    A  viclim  to  Parrhenia's  fatal  pride  ? 
"  Dear  was  the  youth  to  aii  the  tuneful  plain, 
"  Lov'd  by  the  nymphr,  by  Phccbus  lov'd  in  vain  : 
"   Around  his  tomb  their  tears  the  mufes  paid; 
"  And  all  things  mourn'd,  but  the  relentlefs  maid. 
"   Wowld  t  could  die  like  him,  and  be  at  peace  ? 
<k  Thefe  torments  in  the  quiet  grave  would  ceafe; 
"  There  my  vex'd  thoughts  a  calm  repofe  would 

"  find 

"  And  reft,  as  if  my  Delia  flill  were  kind. 
"   No,  let  me  live,  her  falfchood  to  upbraid  : 
"   Some  god  perhaps  my  juft  revenge  will  aid. — 
"  Alas  !  what  aid,  fond  iwaiti,  wouldfl  thou  re-» 

"  ceive  ! 

"  Could  thy  heart  bear  to  fee  its  Delia  grieve  ? 
"  Prote-ft  her,  heaven  !   and  let  her  never  know 
"  The  fiigbteft  part  of  haplefs  Damon's  woe  : 
"   I  af<c  no  vengeance  from  the  powers  above ; 
"  All  I  iu-.plore  is  never  more  to  love. — 
"  Let  me  this  fondnefs  from  my  bofom  tear, 
"  Let  me  forget  that  e'er  1  thought  her  fair. 
"   Come,  cool  indifference,  and  heal  my  bread; 
"   Wearied,  at  length,  I  feek  thy  downy  reft. : 
"   No  turbulence  of  j  afiinn  iball  deftroy 
"   Mv  future  e'ife  with  flattering1  hop«.js  of  joy. 
"   Hear  mighty  Pan, and,  all  ye.  fylvRn.-,  hear 
"   Vvrhat  by  your  guardian  deities  I  fvvear  ; 
"   No  mere  my  eyes  ihall  view  her  fatal  charms, 
"    No  more  I'll  court  the  traitirefs  to  my  arms ; 
"   Not  all  her  arts  my  fteady  foul  Ibali  move, 
"   And  ilie  faall  find  that  reafon  conquers  love  '" — 
Scarce  had  he  fpoke,  when  through  the  lawn  be 
low 

Alone  he  faw  the  beauteous  Delia  go  ; 
Ar  once  tranfporred,  he  forgot  his  vow, 
(Such  perjuries  the  laughing  gods  allow  !) 
Down  the  fteep  hills  with  ardent  haft  he  flew; 
He  found  her  kind,  and  foon  beiiev'd  her  true. 

POSSESSION.     ECLOGUE  IV. 

TO   LORD  COBHAM. 

COBHAM,  to  thee  this  rural  lay  I  bring, 
Whole  guiding  judgment  gives  me  flail  to  fing; 

*  See  JVLr.  Gay's  Dione* 
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ty* 

Though  far  unequal  to  thofe  polifh'd  drains, 
With  which  thy  Congreve  charm'd  the  liftening 

plains : 

Yet  (hall  its  mufic  pleafe  thy  partial  ear,       [dear; 
And  (both  thy  breaft  with  thoughts  that  once  were 
Recal  thofe  years  which  time  has  thrown  behind, 
When  fmiling  love  with  honour  fhar'd  thy  mind  : 
When  all  thy  glorious  days  of  profperous  fight 
Delighted  lefs  than  one  fuccefsful  night. 
The  fweet  remembrance  fhall  thy  youth  reflore, 
Fancy  again  {hall  run  paft  pkafure's  o'er  ; 
And    while   in    Stowe's   enchanting   walks   you 

ftray, 
This  theme  may  help  to  cheat  the  fummer's  day. 

Beneath  the  covert    f  a  myrtle  wood, 
To  Venus  rais'd,  a  ruftic  altar  ftood.  , 

To  Venus  and  to  Hymen,  there  combin'd, 
In  friendly  league  to  favour  human  kind. 
With  wanton  Cupids,  in  that  happy  {hade, 
The  gentle  virtues  and  mild  wifdom  play'd. 
Nor  there  in  fprightly  pleafure's  genial  train, 
Lurk'd  fick  difguft,  or  late-repenting  pain, 
Nor  force,  nor  intereft,  join'd  unwilling  hands, 
But  love  confenting  tied  the  blifsful  bands, 
Thither,  with  glad  devotion,  Damon  came, 
To   thank  the  powers  who  blefs'd   his  faithful 

flame : 

Two  milk  white  doves  he  on  their  altar  laid, 
And  thus  to  both  his  grateful  homage  paid : 
"  Hail,  bounteous  god  !  before  vvhofe   hallow'd 

"  ihrine 

"  My  Delia  vow'd  to  be  for  ever  mine, 
*'  While,  glowing  in  her  cheeks,  with  tender  love, 
"   Sweet  virgin  modefty  reluctant  flrove  ! 
*c  And  hail  to  thee,  fair  queen  of  young  defires ! 
"  Long  (hall  my  heart  preferve  thy  pleafing  fires, 
"  Since  Delia  now  can  all  its  warmth  return, 
*'  As  fondly  ianguifh,  and  as  fiercely  burn. 

"  O  the  dear  bloom  of  laft  propitious  night ! 
"  O  fhade  more  charming  than  the  faireft  light  I 
"  Then  in  my  arms  1  clafp'd  the  melting  maid, 
"    Then  all  my  pains  one  moment  overpaid : 
"  Then  firft  the  fweet  excefs  of  blifs  I  pror'd, 
"  Which   none   can  tafle   but  who  like  me  have 

"  lov'd. 

"  Thou  too,  bright  goddefs,  once,  in  Ida's  grove, 
"  Didft  not  difdain  to  meet  a  {hepherd's  love; 
"   With  him,    while  frifking  lambs  around  you 

"  play'd, 

**  Conceal'd  you  fported  in  the  fecrct  fhade  : 
"   Scarce  c-.uld  Anchifes'  raptures  equal  mine, 
'*   And  Delia's  beauties  only  yisld  to  thine. 

"   What  are  ye  n- w,  my  once  moll  valued  joys? 
"  Infipid  trifles  all,  and  childifh  toys — 
"   F;  ieiidfhip  itfelf  r.e'er  knew  a  charm  like  this, 
"  Nor  Colin's  taik  could  pleafe  like  Delia's  kifs. 

"   Ye  mules,  fkilPd  in  every  winning  art, 
"  Teach  me  more  deeply  to  engage  her  heart; 
"   Yc  nymphs,  to  her  your  freftieit  rofes  bring, 
"  And    crown  her    with    the   pride   of   all    the 

"  fpring  : 

•*  OH  all  her  days  let  health  and  peace  attend  ; 
"  M -y  (he  ne'er  want,  nor  ever  lofe,  a  friend  ! 
"   May  fome  new  pleafure  every  hour  employ  : 
"  But  let  her  Damon  be  her  higheft  joy  ! 
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"  With  thee,  my  love,  for  ever  will  I  Hay, 
All  night  carefs  thee,  and  admire  all  day  ; 
In  the  fume  field  our  mingled  flocks  we'll 

"  feed, 

To  the  fame  fpring  our  thirfty  heifers  lead, 
Together  will  we  fhare  the  harveft  toils, 
Together  pi  efs  the  vine's  autumnal  fpoils. 
Delightful  ftate,   where  peace  and  love  com- 

"  bine, 

To  bid  our  tranquil  days  unclouded  fhine  ! 
Here  limpid  fountains  roll  through  flowery 

"  meads; 

Here  riling  forefts  lift  their  verdant  heads  : 
Here  let  me  wear  my  carelefs  life  away, 
And  in  thy  arms  infenfibly  decay. 
"   When  Jate  old  age  our  heads  {hall  filver  o'er, 
And  our  flow  puifes  dance  with  joy  no  more ; 
When  time  no  longer  will  thy  beauties  fpare, 
And  only  Damon's  eye  fhall  think  thee  fair  ; 
Then  may  the  gentle  hand  of  welcome  death, 
At  one  loft  ftroke,  deprive  us  both  of  breath ! 
May  we  beneath  one  common  ftone  be  laid, 
And  the  fame  cypn-fs  both  our  alhes  fhade  \ 
Perhaps  fome  friendly  mufe,  in  tender  verfe, 
Shall  deign  our  faithful  paflion  to  rehearfe 
And  future  ages,  with  juft  envy  mov'd, 
Be  told  how  Damon  and  his  Delia  lov'd." 


SOLILOQUY    OF    A    BEAUTY    IN   THE 
COUNTRY. 

Written  at  Eaton  School. 

'TWAS  night;  and  Flavia,  to  her  room  retir'd, 
With  evening  chat  and  fober  reading  tir'd; 
There,  melancholy,  penfive,  and  alone, 
She  meditates  on  the  forfaken  town  : 
On  her  rais'd  arm  reclin'd  her  drooping  head, 
She  figh'd  and  thus  in  plaintive  accents  faid  : 
"  Ah,  what  avails  it  to  be  young  and  fair ; 
"   To  move  with  negligence,  to  drefs  with  care  ? 
"  What  worth  have  all  the  charms  our  pride  can 

«  boaft. 

"  If  all  in  envious  folitude  are  loft  ? 
"   Where  none  admire,  'tis  ufelefs  to  excel ; 
"  Where  none  are  beaux,  'tis  vain  to  be  a  belle  ; 
"   Beauty,  like  wit,  to  judges  fhould  be  fliown  ; 
"  Both   moft  are   valued,   where  they  beft    ar6 

"  known. 

"   With  every  grace  of  nature  or  of  art, 
«'   We  cannot  break  one  ftubborn  country  heart : 
'*  The  brutes,  infenfible,  our  power  defy  : 
"  To  love  exceeds  a  'fquire's  capacity. 
"  The  town,  the  court,  is  beauty's  proper  fphere  ; 
"  Tha:  is  our  heaven,  and  we  arc  angels  there  : 
"  In  that  gay  circle  thoufand  Cu^  ids  rove, 
"    1  he  court  of  Britain'  is  the  court  of  love. 
"  How    has   my  confcious   heart  with  triumph 

"  glow'd, 
How  have  my  fparkling   eyes  their  tranfport 

"  fliow'd, 

"  At  each  diftinguifh'd  birth-night  ball,  to  fee 
"  The  homage,  due  to  empire,  paki  to  me  S 
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*{  When  every  eye  was  fix'd  on  me  alone, 

"  And  dreaded  mine  more  than  the  monarch's 

"   frown  ; 

"  When  rival  ftatefmen  for  my  favour,  (trove, 
<c  Lefs  jealous  in  their  power  than  in  their  love. 
*'  Chang' d  is  the  fcene;  and  all  my  glories  die, 
"  Like  flowers  tranfplanted  to  a  colder  fky  : 
«  L^ft  is  the  dear  delight  of  giving  pain, 
"  The  tyrant  joy  of  hearing  flaves  complain. 
*'  In  ftupid  indolence  my  life  is  fpent, 
"  Supinely  calm,  and  dully  innocent : 
"  Unbleft  I  wear  my  ufelefs  time  away; 
"  Sleep  (wretched  maid !)   all  night,  and  dream 

"  all  day; 

'«  Go  at  fet  hours  to  dinner  and  to  prayer 
"  (For  dullnefs  ever  muft  be  regular.) 
*'  Now  with  mamma  at  tedious  whift  F  play  ; 
"  Now  without  fcandal  drink  infipid  tea  ; 
"  Or  in  the  garden  breathe- the  country  air, 
"  Secure  from  meeting  any  tempter  there  ; 
"  From  hooks  to  work,  from  work  to   books,  I 

"  rove, 

"  And  arn  (alas  !)  at  leifure  to  improve  ! — 
"  Is  this  the  life  a  beauty  ought  to  lead  ? 
"  Were  eyes  fo  radiant  only  made  to  read  ? 
"  Thefe  fingers,  at  whofe  touch  ev'n  age  would 

"  glow, 

'*  Are  theTe  of  life  for  nothing  but  to  few  ? 
*'  Sure  erring  nature  never  could  defign 
"  To  fornva  houfewife  in  a  mould  like  mine  ! 
"  O  Venus,  queen  and  guardian  of  the  fair, 
"   Attend  propitious  to  thy  votary's  prayer  : 
"  Let  me  revifit  the  dear  town  again  : 
"  Let  me  be  feen  !-- could  I  that  wifh  obtain, 
"  All  other  wifhes  my  own  power  would  gain.' 


un,    > 
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BLENHEIM. 

Written  at  tie  Univerfity  of  Oxford,  in  the  Tear 


PARENT  of  arts,  whofe  fkilfu'  hand  firfl  taught 
The  towering  pile  to  rife,  and  form'd  the  plan 
With  fair  proportion  ;  archireA  divine. 
Minerva;  thee  to  my  adventurous  lyre 
Afftftant  1  invoke,  that  means  to  fing 
Blenheim,  proud  monument  of  Britifh  fame, 
Thy  glorious  work  !   for  thou  the  lofty  towers 
Didft  to  his-virtue  raife,  whom  off  thy  fhield 
In  peril  guarded,  and  thy  wifdom  fteerM 
Through  all  the  ftorms  of  war. — Thee  too  I  call, 
Thalia,  fylvan  mufe,  who  lov'ft  to  rove 
Along  the  (hady  paths  and  verdant  bowers 
Of  Woodftock'*  happy  grove  :  there  tuning  fweet 
Thy  rural  pipe,  while  all  the  Dryad  train 
Attentive  liften;    let  thy  warbling  fong 
Paint  with  melodious  praife  the  pleafing  fcene, 
And  equal  tht-fe  to  Pindus'  honour'd  fhades. 

When*£urope  freed,  confefs'd  the  laving  power 
0f  Marlborough's  hand  ;  Britain,    who  fent  him 

forth 

Chief  of  confederate  hods,  to  fight  the  caufe 
Of  liberty  and  juftice,  grateful  rais'd 
-This  palace,  facred  to  her  leader's  fame  : 
A  trophy  of  fuccefs;   with  fpoils  adorn'd 
Of  conquer'd  towns  and  glorying  in  the  name 


Of  that  aufpiclous  field,  where  Churchill's  fword 
Vanquifh'd  the  might  of  Gallia,  and  chaftis'd 
Rebel  Bavar. — Majeftic  in  irs  ftrength, 
Stands  the  proud  dome,  and  fpeaksits  great  defign. 

Hail,  happy  chief,  whofe  valour  could  deferve 
Reward  fo  glorious!   grateful  nation,  hail, 
Who  paid'ft  his  fervice  with  fr>  rich  a  meed  ! 
Which nioftfhall  I  admire,  which  worthieft  praife, 
The  hero  or  the  people  ?  honour  doubts, 
And  weighs  their  virtues  in  an  equal  fcale. 
Not  thu.i  GcTmania  pay  th'  uncancell'd  debt 
Of  'jratitudf:  to  us — Biufh,  Caesar,  blufh, 
When  thou  behold'ft  theft  towers    ingrate,  to  thee 
A  monument  of  fhaaie  f  can'ft  thou  fotget 
Whence  they  are  nam'd,  and  what  an  Englifh 

arm 

Did  for  thy  throne  that  day  ?  but  we  difdain 
Or  to  upbraid  or  imitate  thy  guilt. 
Still  thy  obdurate  heart  againft  the  fenfe 
Of  obligati-m  iiifinite;  and  know, 
Britain,  like  heaven,  protects  a  thanklcfs  world 
For  her  own  glory,  nor  expects  reward. 

Pleas'd  with  the  noble  theme,   her  tafk  the 

mufe 

Purfue«  untir'd,  and  through  the  palace  roves 
With  ever-new  delight      The  tapeftry  rich 
With  gold,  and  gay  with  all  the  beauteous  paint 
Of  various-coloiir'd  fiiks,  difpos'd  with  Ikill, 
Attra<5b  her  curious  eye.     Here  Iffer  rolls 
His  purple  wave  ;  and  there  the  Granic  flood 
With  paffing  fquadrons  foams  :  here  hardy  Gaul 
Flies  from  the  fword  of  Britain  ;  there  to  Greece 
Effeminate  Perfia  yields. — In  arms  oppos'd,  <" 
Marlborough  and  Alexander  vie  for  fame 
With  glorious  competition  ;  equal  both 
In  valour  and  in  fortune  :  but  their  praife 
Be  different,  for  with  different  views  they  fought; 
This  tofubJue,  and  that  to  free  mankind. 

Now,  through  the  (lately  portals  iffuing  forth, 
The  mufe  to  foftet  glories  turns,  and  feeks 
The  woodland  (hade,  delighted.     Not  the  vale 
Of  Tcmpe  fam'd  in  long,  or  Ida's  grove, 
Such  beauty  boafts.     Amid  the  mazy  gloom 
Of  this  romantic  wildcrnefs  once  ftood 
The  bower  of  Rofamonda,  haplefs  fair, 
Sacred  to  grief  and  love  ;  the  cryftai  fount 
In  which  ihe  us'd  to  bathe  her  beauteous  limbs 
Still  warbling  flows,  pleas'd  to  reflefk  the  face 
Of  Spencer,  lovely  maid,  when  tir'd  fhe  fits 
Befide  its  flowery  brink,  and  views  thofe  charms 
Which  only  Rofamond  could  once  excel. 
But  fee  where,  flowing  with  a  nobler  ftream, 
A  limpid  lake  of  purelt  waters  rolls 
Beneath  the  wide-ftretch'd  arch,  ftupendous  worlr, 
Through  which  the  Danube  might  coile&ed  pour 
His  fpacious  urn  !   Silent  a  while  and  fmooth 
The  current  glides,  till  with  an  headlong  force 
Broke  and  diforder'd,  down  the  deep  it  falls 
In  loud  cafcades  ;  the  filver-fparkling  foam 
Glitters  relucent  in  the  dancing  ray. 

In  thefe  retreats  repos'd  the  mighty  foul 
Of  Churchill,  from  the  toils  of  war  and  ilate, 
Splendidly  private,  and  the  tranquil  joy 
Of  contemplation  felt,  while  Blenheim's  dome 
Triumphal  ever  in  his  mind  renew 'd 
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The  memory  of  his  fame,  and  fonth'd  his  thoughts 

With  pleafing  record  of  his  glorious  deeds. 

So,  by  the  rage  of  faction  home  recali'd, 

Luculius,  -while  he  wag'd  fuccefsful  war 

Againtt  the  pride  of  Afia,  and  the  power 

Of  Mithridates,  whofe  afpiring  rnhui 

No  Idles  couid  i'uuduo,  cnrich'd  with  fpoils 

Of  conquer'd  ir.irions,  hack  returu'd  to  Ruine, 

And  in  magnificent  retirement  pad 

The  evening  of  his  life. -—But  not  alone, 

In  the  calm  fhades  of  honourable  euie, 

Great    Mariborough    peaceful  dwelt  :  indulgent  } 

heaven 

Gave  a  companion  to  his  fofter  hours, 
With  whom  converfmg,  he  forg>  t  all  change 
Of  fortune,  or  of  {tare,  and  in  her  mind 
Found  greatnefs  equal  to  his  own,  and  lov'd 
Himfeif  in  her. —  Thus  each  by  each  admir'd 
In  mutual  honour,  mutual  fondnefs  join'd  : 
Like  two  fair  flars,  with  intermingled  light, 
In  friendly  union  they  together  fhone, 
Aiding  each  other's  bri^htnefs,  till  the  cloud 
Of  night  eternal  quench'd  the  beams  of  one. 
Thee,  Churchill,- firit  the  ruthiefshand  of  death 
Tore  from  thy    conlort's  fide,   and    caii'd   thee 

hence 

To  the  fublimer  feats  of  joy  and  love  ; 
Where  fate  again  (hall  join  her  foul  to  thine, 
Who  now,  regardful  of  thy  fame,  erects 
The  column  to  thy  praife,  and  foothesher  woe 
With  pious  honours  to  thy  iacred  name 
Immortal.     Lo  !  where,  towering  in  the  height 
Of  yon  aerial  pillar,  proudly  (lands 
Thy  image,  like  a  guardian  god,  fublime, 
And  awes  the  fiibjed:  plain  :   beneath  his  feet, 
The  German  eagles  fpread  their  wings  ;  his  hand 
Grafps  victory,  its  Have.     Such  was  thy  brow 
Majeftic,  fuch  thy  martial  port,  when  Gaul 
Fled  from  thy  frown,  and  in  the  Danube  fought 
A  refuge  from  thy  fword. — There,  u-hcre  the  field 
Was  deepeit  itaiu'd  with  g<-re,on  Hochftet's  plain, 
The  theatre  <-f  thy  glory,  once  was  rais'd 
A  meaner  trophy,  by  the  imperial  hand  ; 
Extorted  gratitude  1   which  now  the  rage 
Of  malice  impotent,  beiecaung  ill 
A  regal  hreaft,  h«s  level' d  to  the  ground  : 
JVlean  iafult  '.   this,  with  better  aufpices, 
Shall  ftand  on  Britifh  earth  to  tell  the  world 
How  Mariborough  fought,  for  whom,  and  how 

repaid 

His  fervices.     Nor  fnall  the  conftant  love 
Of  her  who  rais'd  this  monument  be  loft 
In  dark  oblivion     that  (hall  be  the  theme 
Of  future  bards  in  ages  yet  unborn, 
Infpir'd  with  Chaucer's  fire,  who  in  thefe  groves 
Firft  tun'd  the  Britiih  harp,  arid  little  deem'd 
His  humble  dwelling  fhould  the  neighbour  be 
Of  Blenheim,  houfe  fuperb  ;  to  which  the  throng 
Oi  travellers  approaching  {hall  not  pafs 
His  roof  unnoted,  but  rtfpectful  hail 
With  reverence  due.     Such  honour  does  the  mufe 
Obtain  her  favourites. — But  the  noble  pile 
(My  theme)  demands  my  voice. — O  {hade  ador'd, 
Mariborough!  who  now  above  the  ftarry  fphere 
Dweli'ft  in  the  palaces  of  heaven,  enthron'd 
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Among  the  demigods,  deign  to  defend 
This  thy  abode,  while  prefent  here  beiow, 
And  iacred  ft  ill  to  thy  immortal  fame, 
With  tutelary  care.      Preierve  it  iafe 
From  tune's  cleilroying  hand,  and  cruel  ftroke 
Of  factious  envy's  more  relent  lefs.  rage. 
Here  may,  long  ages  hence,  the  Bntifh  youth, 
Whrn  honour  call*  them  to  the  field  of  war, 
Behoid  the  trophies  which  thy  valour  rais'd; 
The  proud  reward  of  thy  fuccefsful  toils 
For  Europe's  freedom,  and  Britannia's  fame  ; 
That  fir'd  with  generous  envy,  they  may  dare 
To  emulate  thy  deeds.  —  So  fhall  thy  name, 
Dear  to  thy-  country,  ftili  infpire  her  fons 
VVith  martial  virtue;    and  to  high  attempts 
Excite  their  arm-,  till  other  battles  won, 
And  nations  fav'd  new  monuments  require, 
And  other  Blenheims  fhall  ^doru  the  land. 


TO  THE  REVEREND  DR.  AYSCOUGH, 


Written  from  Paris  In  tie  Tear  1728. 

SAY,  deareft  friend,  how  roll  thy  hours  away  ? 
What  pleafing  ftudy  cheats  the  tedious  day  ? 
Doft  thou  the  facred  volumes  oft  explore 
Of  wife  antiquity's  immortal  lore, 
Where  virtue,  by  the  charms  of  wit  refin'd, 
At  once  exalts  and  polifhes  the  mind  ? 
How  different  from  our  modern  guilty  art, 
Which  pleales  only  to"  corrupt  the  heart ; 
Who'fe  curs'd  refinements  ddious  vice  adorn, 
And  teach  to  honour  what  we  ought  to  fcurn  ! 
Doft  rhou  in  fage  hiftorians  joy  to  fee 
How  Roman  greatnefs  rojk  with  liberty  : 
H«w  the  fame  hands  that  tyrants  durft  control 
Their  empire  ftretch'd  from  Arias  to  the  pole; 
Till  wealth  and  conqueft  into  flaves  refin'd 
The  proud  luxurious  mailers  of  mankind  ? 
Doft. thou  in  letter'd  Greece  each  charm  admire, 
Each  grace,  each  virtue,  freedom  could  infpire; 
Yet  in  her  troubled  fUte  fee  all  the  woes, 
And  all  the  crimes,  that  giddy  faction  knows  ; 
Till,  rent  by  parties,  by  corruption  fold, 
Or  weakly  carelef's  or  too  rafhly  bold, 
She  funk  beneath  a  mitigated  doom,   . 
The  fl.ive  and  tutorefs  of  protecting  Rome  ? 
Does  calm  philofophy  her  aid  impart, 
To  guide  the  pafiions,  and  to  mend  the  heart  ? 
Taught   by  her   precepts,  haft   thou   learnt    the 

end 

To  which  alone  the  wife  their  ftudies  bend ; 
For  \vhich  alone  by  nature  were  defign'd 
The  powers  of  thought — 1->  benefit  mankind*? 
Not,  !'ke  a  cloyfter'd  drone,  to  read  and  dofe, 
In  undefcrving,  undeferv'd,  repofe  ; 
But  reafon's  influence  to  diffufe  ;   to  clear 
Th'  e.  lighten'd  world  cf  every  gloomy  fear; 
Difpel  the  mifts  of  error,  and  unbind 
Th.;fe  pedant  chains  that  clog  the  freeborn  mind* 
Happy  who  thus  his  leifure  can  employ  ! 
Hf  knows  the  pureft  hours  pf  tranquil  joy; 
Nor  vext  with  pangs  that  bufier  bofoms  tear, 
Nor  loft  to  focial  virtue's  pleafing  care  ; 
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Safe  in  the  port,  yet  labouring  to  fuftain 
Thofe  who  ftill  float  on  the  tempeftuous  main. 

So  Locke  the  days  of  ftudious  quiet  fpcnt ; 
So  Boyle  in  wiidom  found  divine  content ; 
So  Cambray,  worthy  of  a  happier  doom, 
The  virtuous  flave  of  Louis  and  of  Rome. 

Good  *  Wor'ikr  thus  fupports  his  drooping  age, 
Far  from  court  flattery,  far  from  party-rage  ; 
He,  who  in  youth  a  tyrant's  frown  defy'd,         ~\ 
Firm  and  intrepid  on  his  country's  fide,  / 

Her  boldeft   champion   then,    and    now    her  f 
mildeft  guide  !  J 

O  generous  warmth  !  O  fanclity  divine  ! 
To  emulate  his  worth,  my  friend,  be  thine  : 
Learn  froul  his  life  the  duties  of  the  gown ; 
Learn,  not  to  flatter,  nor  infult  the  crown  ; 
Nor,  bafely  fervile,  court  the  guilty  great, 
Nor  raife  the  church  a  rival  to  the  ftate  : 
To  error  mild,  to  vice  alone  fevere, 
Seek  not  to  fyread  the  lanv  of  love  by  fear. 
The  prieft  who  plagues  the  world  can  never  mend: 
No  foe  to  man  was  e'er  to  Gc/d  a  friend. 
Let  reafon  and  let  virtue  faith  maintain  ; 
All  force  but  theirs  is  impious,  weak,  and  vain. 

Me  other  cares  in  other  climes  engage, 
Cares  that  become  my  birth,  and  iuit  my  age  ; 
In  various  knowledge  to  improve  my  youth, 
And  conquer  prejudice,  wcrft  foe  to  truth  ; 
By  foreign  arts  domeflic  faults  to  mend, 
Enlarge  my  notions,  and  my  views  extend  ; 
The  ufeful  fcience  of  the  world  to  know, 
Wuich  books  can  never  teach,  or  pedants  fhow. 

A  nation  here  I  pity  and  admire, 
Whom  nobleft  fcntiments  of  glory  fire, 
Yet  taught,  by  cuftom's  force  and  bigot  fear, 
To  ferve  with  pride,  and  boaft  the  yoke  they  bear  : 
Whofe  nobles,  born  to  cringe  and  to  command, 
(In  courts  a  mean,  in  camps  a  generous  band), 
From  each  low  tool  of  power,  content  receive 
Thofe  laws,  their  dreaded  arms  to  Europe  give. 
Whofe  people  (vain  in  want,  in  bondage  bleft ; 
Though  plunder'd,  gay  ;  induftrious,  though  op- 

preft) 

With  happy  follies  rife  above  their  fate, 
The  jeft  and  envy  of  each  wifer  ftate. 

Yet  here  the  mufes  deign'd  a  while  to  fport 
In  the  ftirrt  fun-ihine  of  a  favouring  court  : 
Here  Boileau,  ftrong  in  fenfe  and  flizrp  in  wit, 
Who,  from  the  ancients,  like  the  ancients  writ, 
Permifiion  gain'd  inferior  vice  to  blame, 
By  flattering  incenfe-  to  his  matter's  fame. 
Here  Moliere,  firft  of  comic  wits,  excell'd 
Whare'er  Athenian  theatres  beheld  ; 
By  keen,  yet  decenr,  fatire  fkill'd  to  pleafe, 
With  morals  mirth  uniting,  itren^th  with  eafe. 
Now,  charm'd,  I  hear  the  bold  Corneille  infi-ire 
Heroic  thoughts,  with  Shaklpeare's  force  and  fire  ' 
Now  fweet  Racine,  with  milder  influence   move 
The  foftcn  d  heart  t  >  piry  and  to  love. 

With  mingled  pain  and  pleafure,  I  furvey 
The  pompous  work*  of  arbitrary  fway  ; 
Proud  palaces,  that  drain'd  the  fubje<ftV  (lore, 
Eais'd  on  the  ruins  of  ih'  oppreft  and  poor  j 

*  Bf.  Hough. 


Where  ev'n  mute  walls  are  taught  to  flatter  ftate, 
And  painted  triumphs  flyle  ambition  GREAT  *. 
With  more  delight  thole  pleafing  fhades  1  view, 
Where  Condc  from  an  envious  court  withdrew  f; 
Where,  fick  of  glory,  fadion,  power,  and  pride, 
(Sure  judge  h«-w  empty  all.  who  all  had  tried  !) 
jjc'  earh  his  palms  the  weary  chief  repos'd, 
And  life's  great  fcene  in  quiet  virtue  clos'd. 

With  fliame  that  other  fam'd  retreat  I  fee, 
Adorn'd  by  art,  difgrac'd  by  luxury J  : 
Where  Orleans  wafted  every  vacant  hour, 
In  the  wild  riot  of  unbounded  power  ; 
Where  fevcrifh  debauch  and  impious  love 
Stain'd  the  mad  table  and  the  guilty  grove. 

With  thcfe  amulemems  is  thy  friend  detain'd, 
Pleas'd  and  inftrucled  in  a  foreign  land  ; 
Yet  oft  a  tender  wifh  recals  my  mind 
From  prefent  joys  to  dearer  left  behind  ? 
O  native  ifle,  fair  freedom's  happieft  feat! 
At  thought  of  thte,  my  bounding  ru.lfes  beat ; 
At  thought  of  thee,  my  heart  impatient  burns, 
And  all  my  country  on  my  foul  returns. 
When  {hall  I  lee  thy  fields,  whofe  plenteous  grain 
No  power  can  ravilh  from  th'  ihduitrious  Twain  * 
When  kifs,  with  pious  love,  the  facred  earth 
That  gave  a  Burleigh  or  a  Ruflel  birth  ? 
When,  in  the  fliade  of  laws,  that  long  have  ftood, 
Propt   by   their  care,   or   ftrengthen'd   by  their 

blood, 

Of  fearlefs  independence  wifely  .vain, 
The  proudeft  flave  of  Bourbon's  race  difdain  ? 

Yet,  oh  !  what  doubt,  what  fad  prefaging  voice, 
Whifpers  within,  and  bids  me  not  rejoice  ; 
Bids  me  contemplate  every  ftate  around, 
From  fultry  Spain  to  Norway's  icy  bound  ; 
Bids  their  loft  rights,  their  ruin'd  glories  fee ; 
And  tells  me,  Thefc,  like  England,  once  were  free! 

TO  MR.  POYNTZ, 

AMBASSADOR  AT  THE  CONGRESS  OF  SCISSONS, 

IN    1728 

Written  at  Paris. 

O  THOU,  whofe  friendihip  is  my  joy  and  pride, 
Whrfe  virtues   warm    me,   and    whole  precept 

guide  ; 

Thou  to  whom  greatnefs,  rightly  underflood, 
Is  but  a  larger  power  of  being  good  ; 
Say,  Poyntz,  amidft  the  toil  of  anxious  ftate, 
Does  nor  thy  fccret  foul  defire  retreat  ? 
Dnft  thou  not  wifti  (the  taflc  of  glory  done) 
Thy  bufy  life  at  length  might  be  thy  own ; 
That,  to  thy  lov'd  philofophy  reiign'd, 
No  care  might  ruffle  thy  unbended  mind  ? 
Juft  is  the  vvifti.     For  fure  the  happieft  meed, 
To  favour'd  man  by  fmiling  heaven  decreed, 
Is,  to  reflect  at  eafe  on  glorious  pains, 
And  calmly  to  enjoy  what  virtue  gains. 

Not  him  I  praife,  who,  from  the  world  retir'd, 
By  no  enlivening  generous  paflion  fir'd, 

*   The  -jiElories  of  Louis  the  Fourteenth^  painted  in 
the  galleries  of  F erf  allies » 
f    CLantilly. 
St.   Cloud. 
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On  flowery  couches  flumbers  life  away, 
And  gently  bids  hi?  active  powers  decay  ; 
Who  fears  bright  glory's  awful  face  to  fee,  ' 
And  fhuns  renown  as  much  as  infamy. 
But  bleft  is  he,  who,  extrcis'd  in  cares, 
To  private  leifure  public  virtue  bears; 
Who  tranquil  ends  the  race  he  nobly  run, 
And  decks  repofe  with  trophies  labour  won. 
Him  honour  follows  to  the  fecret  fhade, 
And  crowns  propitious  hi?  declining  head; 
In  his  retreats  their  harps  the  mufes  firing, 
For  him  in  lays  unbought  fpontaneous  ling  ; 
Friendship  and  truth  on  all  his  moments  wait. 
Pleas'd  with  retirement  better  than  with  ftate; 
And  round  the  bower,  where  humbly  great  he 

lies, 
Fair  olives  bloom,  or  verdant  laurels  rife. 

So  when  thy  country  fhall  no  more  demand 
The  needful  aid  of  thy  fuftaining  hand; 
When  peace  reftor'd  fhall,  on  her  downy  wing, 
Secure  repofe  and  carelefs  leifure  bring; 
Then,  to  the  fhades  of  learned  eaf-e  retir'd, 
The  world  forgetting,  by  the  world  adrnir'd, 
Among  thy  books  and  friends,  thou  fhalt  poffefs 
Contemplative  and  quiet  happinefs  : 
Pleas'd  to  review  a  life  in  honour  fpent, 
And  painful  merit  paid  with  fweet  content. 
Yet,  though  thy  hours  unclogg'd  with  forrow  roll, 
Though  wifdom  calm,  and  fcience  feed  thy  foul, 
One  dearer  blifs  remains  to  be  poffeft, 
That  only  can  improve  and  crown  the  reft.— 

Permit  thy  friend  this  fecret  to  reveal, 
Which  thy  own  heart  perhaps  wou'14  better  tell; 
The  point  to  which  our  fweeteil  paffions  move 
Is,  to  be  truly  lov'd,  and  fondly  love. 
This  is  the  charm  that  fmooths  the  troubled  breaft, 
Friend  of  our  health,  and  author  of  our  reft  : 
Bids  every  gloomy  vexing  paffion  fly, 
And  tunes  each  jarring  firing  to  harmony. 
Ev'n  while  I  write,  the  name  of  love  infpires 
'More  pleafing  thoughts,  and  more  enlivening  fires; 
Beneath  his  power  my  raptur'd  fancy  glows, 
And  every  tender  verfe  more  fweetly  flows. 
Dull  is  the  privilege  of  living  free ; 
Our  hearts  -were  never  form'd  for  liberty  : 
Some  beauteous  image,  well  imprinted  there, 
Can  bed  defend  them  from  confuming  care. 
In  vain  to  groves  and  gardens  we  retire, 
And  nature  in  her  rural  works  admire; 
Though  grateful  thefe,  yet  thefe  but  faintly  charm; 
They  may  delight  us,  but  can  never  warm. 
3VIay  fomc  fair  eyes,  my  friend,  thy  bofom  fire 
With  pleafing  pangs  of  ever-gay  dcfire  ; 
And  teach  thee  that  foft  fcience,  which  alone 
!>till  to  thy  fearching  mind  refts  (lightly  known ! 
Thy  foul,  though  great,  is  tender  and  refin'd, 
To  friendfhip  fenfible,  to  love"  inclin'd, 
And  therefore  long  thou  can  ft  not  arm  thy  bread 
Againft  the  entrance  of  fo  fweet  a  gueft. 
Hear  what  thT  infpiring  mufes  bid  me  tell, 
For  heaven  (hall  ratify  what  they  reveal : 

"   A  chofen  bride  fhall  in  thy  arms  be  plac'd, 
•*  With  all  th*  attractive  charms  of  beauty  grac'd, 
"  Whole  wit  and  virtue  fhall  thy  own  exprefs, 
*[  DiflinguilhM  only  by  thdr  fofter  drefs  ; 


*  Thy  greatnefs  (he,  or  thy  retreat,  fhall  fliare ; 
'  Sweeten  tranquillity,  or  foften  care  ; 

*  Her  fmiles  the  tafte  of  every  joy  fhall  raife, 

'  And  add  new  pleafure  to  renown  and  praife; 
'*  Till  charm'd  you  own  the  truth  my  verfe  would 

''•  prove, 
•*  That  happinefs  is  near  allied  to  love." 

>      VERSES 

7*0  be  "written  under  a  Piflure  of  Mr.  Poyntz. 
SUCH  is  thy  form,  O  Poyntz,  but  who  fhall  find  r 
A  hand  or  colours,  to  exprefs  thy  mind? 
A  mind  unmov'd  by  every  vulgar  fear, 
In  a  faHe  world  that  dares  to  be  fincere ; 
Wife  without  art ;  without  ambition  great ;  • 
Though  firm,  yet  pliant;  active,  though  fedate; 
With  all  the  richeft  ftores  of  learning  fraught, 
Yet  better  ftill  by  native  prudence  taught; 
That,  fond  the  griefs  of  the  diftreft  to  heal, 
Can  pity  frailties  it  could  never  feel ; 
That,  when  misfortune  fued,  ne'er  fought  to  know* 
What  fec%  what  party,  whether  frrend'or  foe ; 
That,fix'd  on  equal  virtue's  temperate  laws, 
Dtlpifes  calumny,  and  fhuns  applaufe  ; 
That,  to  its  own  perfections  fingly  blind, 
Would  for  another  think  this  praife  defign'd. 

*  •  s 

AN  EPISTLE  TO  MR.  POPE. 

FROM  ROME,  I73O. 

IMMORTAL  bard  !  for  whom  each  mufe  has  wove 

The  faireft  garlands  of  th'  Aonian  grove ; 

Preferv'd  our  drooping  genius  to  reftore", 

When  Addifon  and  Congreve _3fe  no  more'; 

After  fo  many  ftars  extinct  in  night, 

The  darken 'd  age's  laft  remaining  light! 

To  thee  from  Latian  realms  this  verfe  is  writ, 

Infp'ir'd  by  merhory  of  ancient  wit ;  [boaft, 

For   now  no  more  thefe  climes  their  influence 

Fall'n  is  their  glory',  and  their  virtue  loft  ; 

From  tyrants,  and  from  priefts,  the  mufes  fly, 

Daughters  of  reafon  and  ofliberty  ! 

Nor  Baise  now  nor  Umbria's  plain  they  love, 

Nor  on  the  banks  of  Nar  or  Mincio  rove ; 

To  Thames' s  flowery  borders  they  retire, 

And  kindle  in  thy  breaft  the  Roman  fire. 

S<«  in  the  fhades,  where,  cheer'd  with  fummer  rays^ 

Melodious  linnets  warbled  fprightly  lays, 

Soon  as  the  faded,  falling  leaves  complain 

Of  gloumy  winter's  unauipicious  reign, 

No  txuieful  voice  is  heard  of  joy  or  love, 

But  mournful  filence  faddens  all  the  grove. 

Unhappy  Italy  !   whofe  alter'd  ftate 
Has  felt  the  worft  feverity  of  fate  : 
Not  that  barbarian  hands  her  fafces  broke, 
An  '  bow'd  her  haughty  neck  beneath  their  yoke; 
Nor  that  her  palaces  to  earth  are  thrown, 
Her  cities  defart,  and  her  fields  unfown  ; 
But  thar  her  ancient  fpirit-is  decay 'd, 
That  facred  wifdom  from  her  bounds  is  fled  ; 
That  there  the  fource  of  fcience  flows  no  more, 
Whence  its  rich  ftreams  fupplied  the  world  before. 

llluftrious  names !   that  once  in  Latium  fhinNj, 
Born  to  inftru#,  and  to  command  mankind  ^ 
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Chiefs,  by  whofe  virtue  mighty  Rome  was  rais'd, 

\nd  poets,  who  thofe  chiefs  fublimely  prais'd  ; 

3ft  I  the  traces  you  have  left  explore, 

if  our  afhes  vifit,  and  your  urns  adore  ; 

3ft  kifs,  with  lips  devout,  fome  mouldering  ftone, 

With  ivy's  venerable  fhade  o'ergroWn  ; 

Thofc  horrid  ruins  better  pleas'd  to  fee 

Than  all  the  pomp  of  modern  luxury. 

As  late  on  Virgil's  tomb  frefh  flowers  I  ftrow'd, 
While  with  th'  infpiring  mufe  my  bofom  glow'd, 
Crown'd  with  eternal  bays,  my  ravifh'd  eyes 
Beheld  the  poet's  awful  form  arife  : 

"  Stranger,  he  faid,  whofe  pious  hand  has  paid 
ic  Thefe  grateful  rites  to  my  attentive  fhade, 
'(  When  thou  fhalt  breathe  thy  happy  native  air, 
"  To  Pope  this  mefTage  from  his  mader  bear  :^ 
"  Great  bard,  whofe  numbers  I  mylelf  infpire, 
"  To  whom  I  gave  my  own  harmonious  lyre, 
"  If,  high  exalted  on  the  throne  of  wit, 
'  Near  me  and  Homer  thou  afpire  to  fit, 
•'  Wo  more  let  meaner  fatire  dim  the  rays 
'  That  flow  majefHc  from  thy  nobler  bays ; 
"  In  all  the  flowery  paths  of  Pindus  ftray, 
But  fhun  that  thorny,  that  unpleafing  way; 
Nor,  when  each  foft  engaging  mufe  is  thine, 
Addrefs  the  leaft  attractive  of  the  nine. 
"  Of  thee  more  worthy  were  thy  talk,  to  raife 
A  laiting  column  to  thy  country's  praife  ; 
To  fing  the  land,  which  yet  alone  can.boaft 
That  liberty  corrupted  Rome  tyis  loft  ; 
Where  fckncc  in  the  arms  of  peace  is  laid, 
And  plants  her  palm  beneath  the  olive's  fhade. 
"  Such  was  the  theme  for  which  my  lyre  I  ft  rung, 
M  Such  was  the  people  whofe  exploits  I  fung  ; 
"  Brave,  yet  refin'd,  for  arms  and  arts  renown'd, 
"  With    different   bays   by     Mars   and    Phoebus 

"  crown'd  ;  , 

"  DauntlpflTEppofers  of  tyrannic  fway, 
"  But  pleas'd  a  mild  Auguftus  to  obey. 

"  If  thefe  commands  fubmiffive  thou  receive, 
"  Immortal  and  unblam'd  thy  name  fhall  live, 
"  Envy  to  black  Cocytus  fhall  retire  ; 
"  And  howl  with  furies  in  tormenting  fire  ; 
"  Approving  time  fhall  confecrate  thy  lays, 
"  And  join  the  patriot's  to  the  poet's  praife." 


TO  LORD  HERVEY. 

IN  THE  YEAR  I73O.       FROM  WORCESTERSHIRE. 

"  Strenua  nos  erercet  inertia  :  navibus  atque  [eft ; 
<{  Quadrigis  petimus  bene  vivere  :  quod  petis,  hie 
"  lift  ulubris,  animus  fi  te  non  deficit  sequus." 

HOR. 

FAVOURITE  of  Venus  and  the  tuneful  nine, 
Pollio,  by  Nature  form'd  in  courts  to  fliine,    • 
Wilt  thou  once  more  a  kind  attention  lend, 
To  thy  lang  abftnt  and  forgotten  friend; 
Who,  after  feas  and  mountains  wander'd  o'er, 
-Returned  at  length  to  his  own  native  fhore, 
From  all  that's  gay  retir'd,  and  all  that's  great, 
Beneath  the  fhades  of  his  paternal  feat. 
Has  found  that  happinefs  he  fought  in  vain 
On  the  fam'd  banks  of  Tiber  and  of  Seine  ? 

'Tis  not  to  view  the  well-proportion' d  pile, 
The  charms  of  Tuia,u's  a.nd  of  Raphael's  ftyk  ; 
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At  foft  Italian  founds  to  melt  away  ; 
Or  in  the  fragrant  groves  of  myrtle;  flray  ; 
That  lulls  tlie  tumults  of  the  foul  to  refb, 
Or  makes  the  fond  pofTefTor  truly  blell. 
In  our  own  breafts  the  fource  ofrpleafure  lies, 
Scill  open,  and  ftill  flowing  to  the  wife; 
Not  forc'd  by  toilfome  art  and  wild  defire 
Beyond  the  bounds  of  nature  to  afpire, 
But,  in  its  proper  channels  gliding  fair; 
A  common  benefit,  which  all  may  fhare. 
Yet  half  mankind  this  eafy  good  difdain,  i\ 

Nor  relifh  happinefs  unbought  by  pain  ;  £ 

Falfe  is  their  tafte  of  blifs,  and  thence  their  T 
fearch  is  vain.  J 

So  idle,  yet  fo  reftlefs,  are  our  minds, 
We  climb  the  Alps,  and  brave  the  raging  winds; 
Through  various  toils  to  feek  content  we  roam, 
Which  with  but  thinking  right  were  ours  at  home. 
For  not  the  ceaftlefs  change  of  fluffed  place 
Can  from  the  heart  a  fettled  grief  erafe, 
Nor  can  the  purer  balm  of  foreign  uir 
Heal  the  diftempcr'd  mind  of  aldng  care. 
The  wretch,  by  wild  impatience  driven  to  rove, 
Vcxt  with  the  pangs  of  ill-requited  love, 
From  pole  to  pole  tfye  fatal  arrow  bears, 
Whofe  rooted  point  his  bleeding  bofom  tears; 
With  equal  pain  each  different  clime  he  tries, 
And  is  himfelf  that  torment  which  he  flies. 

For  how   fhould  ills,  which  from  our  paffions 

flow, 

Be  chang'cl  by  Afric's  heat,  or  Ruflia's  fnow  ? 
Or  how  can  aught  but  powerful  reafon  cure 
What  front  unthinking  folly  we  endure  ? 
Happy  is  he,  and  he  alone,  who  knows 
His  heart's  uneafy  difcord  to  compofe  ; 
In  generous  love  of  others  good,  to  find 
The  fwecteft  pleafures  of  the  focial  mind; 
To  bound  his  wifhes  in  their  proper  fphere  ; 
To  nouriih  pleating  hope,  and  conquer  anxious 

fear ; 

This  was  the  wifdom  ancient  fages  taught,    • 
This  was  the  fovereign  good  they  juftly  fought  ; 
This  to  no  pluce  or  climate  is  confin'd, 
Bat  the  free  native  produce  of  the  mind. 

Nor  think,  my  lord,  that  courts  to  you  deny' 
The  ufeful  practice  of  philofophy  : 
Horace,  the  wifeft  of  the  tuneful  choir, 
Not  always  chofe  from  greatnefs  to  retire ; 
But,  in  the  palace  of  Auguftus,  knew 
The  fame  unerring  maxims  to  purfue, 
Which,  in  the  Sabine  or  the  Velian  fhade, 
His  ftudy  and  his  happinefs  he  made. 

May  you,  my  friend,  by  his  example  taught, 
View  all  the  giddy  fcene  with  fober  thought ; 
Undazzled  every  glittering  folly  fee, 
And  in  the  midft  of  flavifh  forms  be  free ; 
In  its  own  centre  keep  your  fteady  mind, 
Let  prudence  guide  youj  but  let  honour  bind. 
In  fhow,  in  manners,  act  the  courtieVs  part, 
But  be  a  country  gentleman  at  heart, 

ADVICE  TO  A  LADY. 

M.DCC.XXXI. 

THE  cpunfelsof  a  friend,  Belinda,  hear, 
Too  roughly  kind  to  pleafe  a  hdy's  ear, 

a 
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Unlike  the  flatteries  of  a  lover's  pen, 
Such  truths  as  women  feldom  learn  from  men. 
Nor  think  I  praife"  you  ill,  when  thus  I  (how 
What  female  vanity  might  fear  to  know. 
Some  merit's  mine,  to  dare  to  be  fincere  ; 
But  greater  yours,  fincerity  to  bear. 

Hard  is  the  fortune  that  your  fex  attends; 
Women,  like  princes,  find  few  real  friends  : 
All  who  approach  them  their  own  ends  purfuc  ; 
Lovers  and  minifters  are  feldom  true. 
Hence  oft  from  reafon  heedlcfs  beauty  drays, 
And  the  moft  trufled  guide  the  mofli  betrays  ! 
Hence,  by  fond  dreams  of  fancied  power  amus'd, 
When  moft  ye  tyrannize,  you're  moft  abus'd. 

What  is  your  fex'*  earlieft,  lateft  care, 
Your  heart's  fupreme  ambu.on  ? — To  be  fair. 
For  this,  the  toilet  every  thought  employs, 
Hence  all  the  toils  of  drefs,  and  all  the  joys : 
For  this,  hands,  lips,  and  eyes,  are  put  to  fchool, 
And  each  inftruded  feature  has  its  rule  : 
And  yet  how    few    have    learnt,    when    this    is 

given, 

Not  to  difgracc  the  partial  b'<on  of  heaven  ! 
How  few  with  all  their  pride  of  form  can  move  ! 
How  few  are  lovely,  that  are  made  for  love  ! 
Do  you,  my  fair,  endeavour  to  poflefs 
An  elegance  of  mind  as  well  as  drefs; 
Be  that  your  ornament,  and  know  to  pleafe 
By  graceful  nature's  unaffeded  eafe. 

Nor  make  to  dangerous  wit  a  vain  pretence, 
But  wifely  reft  content  with  modeft  fenfe; 
For  wit,  like  wine,  intoxicates  the  brain, 
Too  i\  rong  for  feeble  woman  to  fuftain  : 
Of  thofc  who  daim  it  more  than  half  have  none; 
And  half  of  thofe  who  have  it  are  undone.. 

Be  ftill  fuperior  to  your  lex's  arts, 
Nor  think  difhonefty  a  proof  of  parts  : 
Fur  you,  the  plaineft  is  the  wifeli  rule  : 
A>  cunning  "woman  is  a  knavr/bfaol. 

Be  good  yourfelf,  nor  think  another's  (hame 
Can  i  aife  your  merit,  or  adorn  your  fame. 
Prudes  rail  at  whores,  as  ftatefmen  in  difgracs 
At  m.in:fters,  becaufe  they  wifh  their  place. 
Vir  ue  is  amiable,  mild,  ferene ; 
Without,  all  Keauty  ,   and  all  peace  within  : 
The  honour  of  a  prude  is  rage  and  ftorm, 
' Tis  uglinefs  in  its  moft  frightful  form. 
Fiercely  it  (lands,  defying  gods  and  men, 
As  fiery  monfters  guard  a  giant's  den. 

Seek  to  be  good,  but  aim  not  be  great : 
A  woman's  nobleft  ftarion  is  retreat  : 
H<  r  faireft  virtues  fly  from  public  fight, 
DomeftfC  worth,  th.it  fhuns  too  ftrong  a  light. 

To  rougher  man  ambition's  ta(k  refign  : 
'Tis  ours  in  fenates  or  in  courts  to  fhine  ; 
To  labour  for  a  funk  corrupted  ftate, 
Or  dare  the  rage  of  envy,  and  be  great. 
One  only  care  your  gentle  breads  (hould  move,  * 
Th'  important  bufincfs  '.f  your  life  is  love; 
To  this  great  pouir  direcl  your  c»nftant  aim, 
This  makes  your  ha^pinef-.  and  rhi>  \  our  fame. 

Be  never  cool  refer v,e  with  pafii  TD  joits'd  ; 
With  cauri  n  choofe  ;   but  then  be  fondly  kind. 
The  felfiih  heart,  that  but  by  halves  is  given,  - 
Shall  find  no  p'iacc  in  love's  delightful  heaven  ; 


Here  fweet  extremes  alone  can  truly  blefs : 
The  virtue  of  a  lover  is  excefs. 

A  maid  unafk'd  may  own  a  well-plac'd  flame  j 
Not  loving^^y?,  but  loving  wrong,  is  fhame. 

Contemn  the  little  pride  of  giving  pain, 
Nor  think  that  conqueft  juftifiesdifdain. 
Short  is  the  period  of  infuking  power  : 
Offended  Cupid  finds  his  vengeful  hour; 
Soon  will  refume  the  empire  which  he  gave, 
And  foon  the  tyrant  {hall  become  the  fiave.' 
Bleft  is  the  maid,  and  worthy  to  be  bleft, 
Whofe  foul,  entire  by  him  (he  loves  poffeft, 
Feels  every  vanity  infondnefs  bfl, 
And  alks  no  power  but  that  of  pleafing  moft  : 
Here  is  the  blifs,  in  jaft  return,  to  prove 
The  honeft  warmth  of  undiflembled  love; 
For  her,  inconftant  man  might  ceafe  to  range, 
And  gratitude  forbid  defire  to  change. 

But,  left  har(h  care  the  lover's  peace  deftroy, 
And  roughly  blight  the  tender  buds  of  joy, 
JLet  reafon  teach  what,  paflion  fain  would  hide, 
That  Hymen's  bands  by  prudence  Ihould  be  tied, 
Venus  in  vain  the  wedded  pair  would  crown, 
If  angry  fortune  on  their  union  frown  : 
Soon  will  the  flattering  dream  of  blifs  be  o'er, 
And  cloy'd  imagination  cheat  no  mere. 
Then,  waking  to  the  fenfe  of  lafling  pain, 
Wirh  mutual  tears  the  nuptial  couch  they  (lain; 
And  that  fond  love,  which  fhould  afford  relief, 
Does  but  increafe  the  anguifti  of  their  grief  : 
While  both  could  eafier  their  own  forrows  bear, 
Than  the  fad  knowledge  of  each  other's  care. 
Yet  may  you  rather  feel  that  virtuous  pain, 
Than  fell  your  violated  charms  for  gain  ; 
Than  wed  the  wretch  whom  you  defpife  or  hates 
For  the  vain  glare  of  ufelefs  wealth  or  (late. 
The  moft  abandon'd  profticutesare  they, 
Who  not  to  love,  but  avarice,  fall  a  prey  : 
Nor  aught  avails  the  fpecious  name  of  ivife  • 
A  maid  fo  wedded  is  a  ivbore  for  life. 

Ev'n  in  the  happieft  choice,  where  favouring 

heaven 

Has  equal  love  and  eafy  fortune  given, 
Think  not,  the  huiband  gain'd,that  all  is  done  : 
The  prize  of  happinefs  muft  ftill  be  won  : 
And  oft,  the  carelefs  find  it  to  their  coft, 
The  lover  in  the  hujband  may  be  loft  ; 
The  graces  might  alone  his  heart  allure  ; 
They  and  the  virtues  meeting  muftfecure. 

Let  ev-'n  your  prudence  wear  the  pleafing  drefs 
Of  care  for  him,  and  anxious  tendtrnefs. 
From  kind  concern  about  his  weal  or  woe, 
.Let  each  ciomeilic  duty  feem  to  flow. 
The  lottfehold  fee  lire  if  he  bids  you  bear, 
Make  it  your  pride  \\\%fer<oant  to  appear  : 
Endearing  thus  the  common  acts  ot  life, 
The  mijlrtfi  fti'l  {hall  charm  him  in  the  wife; 
And  wrinkled  age  (hall  unobferv'd  come  on, 
Before  his  eye  perceives  one  beauty  gone  : 
Ev'n  oVr  your  cold,  your  ever-facred  urn, 
His  conftant  flame  (hal!  unextinguifh'd  burn. 

Thus  I,  Belinda  would  your  charms  improve, 
And  form  youi  heart  to  all  the  arts  of  love. 
The  talk  were  harder,  to  fecure  my  own 
Againlt  the  power  of  thofe  already  known  : 
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For  well  you  twifl  the  fecret  chains  that  bind 
With  gentle  force  the  captivated  mind, 
Skili'd  every  foft  attraction  to  employ, 
Each  flattering  hope,  and  each  alluring  joy, 
I  own  your  genius ;  and  from  you  receive 
The  rules  of  pleafing,  which  to  you  I  give. 

SONG. 

WRITTEN  IN   THE  YEAR   173^. 

WHEN  Delia  on  the  plain  appears, 
Aw'd  by  a  thoufand  tender  fears, 
I  would  approach,  but  dare  not  move  : 
Tell  me,  my  heart,  if  this  be  love  ? 

Whene'er  (he  fpeaks,  my  ravifh'd  ear 
No  other  voice  but  hers  can  hear, 
No  other  wit  but  hers  approve  : 
Tell  me,  my  heart,  if  this  be  love  ? 

If  ftie  fome  other  youth  commend, 
Though  I  was  once  his  fondefl  friend, 
His  initant  enemy  I  prove  : 
Tell  me,  my  heart,  if  this  be  love  ? 

When  fhe  is  abfent,  I  no  more 
Delight  in  all  that  pleas'd  before, 
The  cleared  fpring,  or  fhadieil  grove : 
Tell  me,  my  heart,  if  this  be  love  ? 

When,  fond  of  power,  of  beauty  vain, 
Her  nets  (he  fpread  for  every  fwain, 
I  ftrove  to  hate,  but  vainly  ftrove  : 
Tell  me,  my  heart,  if  this  be  love  ? 


SONG. 

WRITTEN  IN   THE   YEAR   1733- 

THE  heavy  hours  are  almoft  paft 

That  purt  my  lovi3  and  me; 
My  longing  eyes  may  hope  at  laft. 

Their  only  wifh  to  fee. 

But  how,  my  Delia,  will  you  meet 
The  man  you've  loft  fo  long  ? 

Will  love  in  all  your  pulfcs  beat, 
And  tremble  OB  your  tongue  ? 

Will  you  in  every  look  declare 
Your  heart  is  ftili  the  fame  ; 

And  heal  each  idly-anxious  care 
Our  fears  in  abfence  frame  ? 

Thus,  Delia,  thus  I  paint  the  fcene, 
When  fhortly  we  fhall  meet ; 

And  try  what  yet  remains  between 
Of  loitering  time  to  cheat. 

But,  if  the  dream  that  fooths  my  mind 
bhall  falfe  and  groundlefs  prove  ; 

If  I  am  doom'd  at  length  to  find 
You  have  forgot  to  love  : 

All  T  of  Venus  aik,  is  this ; 
No  more  to  let  us  join  : 
But  grant  me  here  the  flattering  blifs, 
.To  die,  and  think  you  mine. 


DAMON  AND  DELIA. 
In  Imitation  of  Horace  and  Lydia. 
WRITTEN    IN   THE   YEAR   173*. 

Damon. 

TEI.L  me,  my  Delia,  tell  me  why 
My  kindeft,  fondeft  looks  you  fly  ? 
What  means  this  cloud  upon  your  brow  ? 
Have  I  offended  ?   Tell  me  how  '— 
Some  change  has  happen'd  in  your  heart, 
Some  rival  there  has  ftol'n  a  part ; 
Reafon  thefe  fears  may  difapprove  : 
But  yet  I  fear,  becaufe  I  love. 
Delia. 

Firft  tell  me,  Damon,  why  to-day 
At  Belvidera's  feet  you  lay  ? 
Why  with  fuch  warmth  her  charms  you  pnus'd. 
And  every  trifling  beauty  rais'd, 
As  if  you  meant  to  let  me  fee 
Your  flattery  i*  not  all  for  me  ? 
Alas  !   too  well  your  fex  I  knew, 
Nor  was  Ib  weak  to  think  you  true. 
Daman. 

Unkind  !  my  falfehood  to  upbraid^ 
When  your  own  orders  1  obey'd  ; 
You  bid  me  try,  by  this  deceit, 
1  he  notice  of  tiie  world  to  cheat, 
And  hide,  beneath  another  name, 
The  fecrec  of  our  mutual  flame. 

'fjfiil. 

Damon,  your  prudence  I  confefs, 
But  let  me  wifh  it  had  been  lefs ; 
Too  well  the  lover's  part  you  play'd, 
With  too  much  art  your  court  you  made; 
Had  it  been  only  art,  your  eyes 
Would  not  hiive  join'd  in  the  difguife. 
Da  moil.  I 

Ah  !  ceafe  thus  idly  to  moleft 
With  groundlefs  fears  thy  virgin  breaft. 
While  thus  at  fancied  wrongs  you  grieve, 
To  me  a  real  pain  you  give. 
Delia. 

Th  >ugh  well  I  might  your  truth  diftruft,     ' 
My  foolifh  heart  believes  you  juft  : 
Reafon  this  faith  may  difappruvc ; 
But  I  believe,  became  I  love. 


0  D  E. 

In  Imitation  of  Pafior  FiJo. 
("  O  primavei-a  gioveritu  del  anno.") 

WRITTEN  ABROAD   IN    1729. 

PARENT  of  blooming  flowers  and  gay  defires, 
Youth  of  the  tender  year,  delightful  fpring, 

At  whofe  approach,  infpir'd  with  equal  fires, 
The  amorous  nightingale  and  poet  fmg  ! 

Again  doft  thou  return,  but  not  with  thee 
Return  the  fimiing  hours  I  once  poffefr  ; 

BlelTings  thou  bring'!!  to  others,  but  to  me 
The  fad  remembrance  that  I  once  was  bloT:. 
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Thy  faded  charms,  which  winter  fnatch'd  away, 
Renew'd  in  all  their  former  luftre  fhine; 

But,  ah  !  no  more  dial!  haplefs  I  be  gay, 

Or  know  the  vernal  joys  that  have  been  mine 

Though  linnets  fing,  though  flower?  adorn  the 
green,  •  [bear : 

Though  on  their  wings  foft  zephyrs  fragrance 
Harfli  is  the  mufic,  jovlefs  is  the  fcene, 

The  odour  faint :  for  Delia  is  not  there. 

Cheerlefs  and  cold  I  feel  the  genial  fun, 
From  thee  while  abfent  I  in  exile  rove; 

Thy  lovely  prefence,  faired  light,  alone 

Can  warm  my  heart  to  gladneis  and  to  love. 

PARTS  OF  AN  ELEGY  OF  TIBULUS. 

TRANSLATED,  1729-30. 

("  Divitias  alius  fulvo  fibi  congerat  auro.") 

LET  others  heap  of  wealth  a  fliining  ftore, 

And,  much  pofTefling,  labour  dill  for  more  ; 

Let  them,  difquieted  with  dire  alarms, 

Afpire  to  win  a  dangerous  fame  in  arms  : 

Me  tranquil  poverty  fhall  lull  to  reft, 

Humbly  iecure,  and  indolently  bled  ; 

Warm'd  by  the  blaze  of  my  own  cheerful  hearth, 

I'll  wade  the  wintery  hours  in  focial  mirth  ; 

In  fummer  pleas'd  attend  to  haryeft  toils, 

In  autumn  prefs  the  vineyard's  purple  fpoils, 

And  oft  to  Delia  in  my  bofom  bear 

Some  kid,  or  lamb,  that  wants  its  mother's  care  : 

"With  her  I'll  celebrate  each  gladfome  day, 

"When  fwains  their  fportive  rites  to  Bacchus  pay  : 

\Vith  her  new  milk  on  Pales'  altar  pour, 

And  deck  with  ripen 'd  fruits  Pomona's  bower. 

At  night,  how  foothing  would  it  be  to  hear, 

Safe  in  her  arms,  the  temped  howling  near ; 

Or,  while  the  wintery  clouds  their  deluge  pour, 

Slumber  afllded  by  the  beating  fhower  1 

Ah  !  how  much  happier,  than  the  fool  who  braves, 

In  fearch  of  wealth,  the  black  tempeduous  waves  ! 

While  I,  contented  with  my  little  dore, 

In  tedious  voyage  feek  no  didant  fhore  ; 

But,  idly  lolling  on  fome  fliady  feat, 

Near  cooling  fountains  iliun  the  dog-ftar's  heat : 

For  what  reward  fo  rich  could  fortune  give, 

That  I  by  abfence  ihould  my  Delia  grieve  ? 

Let  Great  Mefla'la  {nine  in  martial  coils, 

And  grace  his  palace  with  triumphal  fpoils ; 

Me  beauty  holds,  in  ftrong  though  gentle  chains, 

par  from  tumultuous  war  and  dudy  plains. 

With  thee,  my  love,  to  pafs  my  tranquil  days, 

How  would  I  flight  ambition's  painiul  praife  ! 

How  would  I  joy  with  thee,  my  love,  to  yoke 

The  ox,  and  feed  my  folitary  flock  ! 

On  thy  foft  bread  might  I  but  lean  my  head, 

How  downy  (hould  1  think  the  woodland  bed  ! 

The  wretch,  who  fieeps  not  by  his  fair-one's 
Detefts  the  gilded  couch's  ufelefs  pride,  [fide, 

Nor  knows  his  weary,  weeping  eyes  to  clofe, 
Though  murmuring  rills  invite  him  to  repoie. 
Hard  were  his  heart,   who  thee,  my  fair,  co.u!d 

leave 

For  all  the  honours  profperous  war  can  give; 
4 


Though  through  the  vanquilh'd  ead  he  ijpread  nig 

fame, 

And  Parthian  tyrants  tremble  at  his  name  ; 
Though,  bright  in  arms,  while  hods  around  him 

bleed, 

With  martial  pride  he  pred  his  foaming  deed. 
No  pomps  like  thefe  my  humble  vows  require  • 
With  thee  I'll  live,apd  in  thy  arms  expire. 
Thee  may  my  doling  eyes  in  death  behold! 
Thee  may  my  faulterin^  hand  yet  drive  to  hold  ! 
Then,  Delia  then,  thy  heart  will  melt  in  woe, 
Then  o'er  my  brea'hlefs  cl;:y  thy  tears  will  flow ; 
Thy  tears  will  flow,  for  gentle  is  thy  mind, 
Nor  doft  thou  think  it  weaknefs  to  be  kind. 
But,  ah  !  fair  mourner,  I  conjure  thee.  fpare 
Thy  heaving  breads  and  loofe  difhevell'd  hair  : 
Wound  not  thy  form  ;  led  on  th'  Elyfian  coad 
Thy  anguifh  fhould  diduib  my  peaceful  ghod. 

But  now  nor  death  nor  parting  diould  employ 
Our   fprightly    thoughts,    or    damp    our   bridal 

We'll  live,  my  Delia;   and  from  life  remove 
All  care,  all  bufinefr,  but  delightful  love. 
Old  age  in  vain  thofe  pleafures  would  retrieve 
Which  youth  alone  can  tade,  alone  can  give; 
Then  let  us  fnatch  the  moment  to  be  bled, 
This  hour  is  love's — be  fortune's  all  the  reft. 

SONG. 

WRITTEN  IN   THE   YEAR  I7$3. 

SAT,  Myra,  why  is  gentle  love 

A  dranger  to  that  mind, 
Which  pity  and  edeem  can  move 

Which  can  be  jud  and  kind  ? 

Is  it,  becaufe  you  fear  to  (hare 

The  ills  that  love  moled; 
The  jealous  doubt,  the  tender  care, 

That  rack  the  amorous  bread  ? 

Alas  !  by  fome  degree  of  woe 
We  every  blifs  mud  gain  : 
The  heart  can  ne'er  «  tranfport  know, 
That  never  feels  a  pain. 

I 
VERSES, 

IV r  lit  en  at  Mr.  Poke's  Houfe  at  Twhlenham^ 
he  had  lent  to  Mrs.  Grcville. 

IN  AUGUST   1735. 

Go,  Thames,  and  tell  the  bufy  town, 

Not  all  its  wealth  or  pride 
Could  tempt  me  from  the  charms  that  crown 

Thy  rural  flowery  fide  : 

Thy  flowery  fide,  where  Pope  has  plac'd 

The  mufe's  green  retreat, 
With  every  fmile. of  nature  grac'd, 

With  every  art  complete, 

But  now,  fweet  bard,  thy  heavenly  fong 

Enchants  us  here  no  more  ; 
Their  darling  glory  lod  too  long 

Thy  or.ce-lov'd  Slacks  deolcre« 
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Vet  ftill,  for  beateous  Grevillc's  fake, 

The  mufe's  here  remain  ; 
Greville,  whofe  eyes  have  power  to  make 

A  Pope  of  every  fwain. 

EPIGRAM. 

NONE  without  hope  e'er  lov'd  the  brighteft  fair 
But  love  can  hope,  where  reafon  would  deipair. 

TO  MR.  WEST,  AT  WICKHAM*. 

WRITTEN    IN   THE    YEAR   I /4O, 

FAIR  nature's  fweet  fimplicity, 

With  elegance  refin'd, 
Well  in  thy  feat,  my  friend,  I  fee, 

But  better  in  thy  mind. 

To  both,  from  cfiurts  and  all  their  (late, 

Eager  I  fly,  to  prove 
Joys  tar  above  a  courtier's  fate, 

Tranquillity  and  love. 

TO  MISS  LUCY  FORTESCUE. 

ONCE,  by  the  mufe  alone  infpir'd 

1  lung  my  amorous  ftrains : 
No  ferious  love  my  bofom  fir'd  ; 
Yet  every  tender  maid,  deceiv'd, 
The  idly-mournful  faie  believ'd, 

And  wept  my  fancied  pains. 

But  Venus  now,  to  pnnifli  me 

For  having  feign'd  fo  well, 
Has  made  my  heart  fo  fond  of  thee, 
That  not  the  whole  Aonian  choir 
Can  accents  foft  enough  infpire, 

Its  real  flame  to  tell. 


TO  THE  SAME  ; 
WITH  HAMMOND'S  ELEGIES. 

ALL  that  of  love  can  be  exprefs'd, 
In  thefe  foft  numbers  fee ; 
But,  Lucy,  would  you  know  the  reft. 
It  muft  be  read  in  me. 

TO  THE  SAME. 

To  him  who  in  an  hour  muft  die, 
Not  fwifter  feems  that  hour  to  fly, 
Than  flow  the  minutes  feem  to  me, 
Which  keep  me  from  the  fight  of  thee. 

Not  more  that  trembling  wretch  would  give, 
Another  day  or  year  to  live  ; 
Than  I  to  fhorten  what  remains 
Of  that  long  hour  which  thee  detains 

Oh  '.  come  to  my  impatient  arms, 

Oh !  come,  with  all  thy  heavenly  charms, 

At  once  to  juftify  and  pay 

The  pain  1  feel  from  this  delay. 

*  See  tic  Infcrtytions  in  Mr.  JVcj?s  Poerrs. 


TO  THE  SAME. 


To  eafe  my  troubled  mind  of  anxious  care, 
Laft  night  the  fecret  cafket  I  explor'd, 

Where  all  the  letters  of  my  abfent  fair 

His  richeft  treafure  careful  love  had  ftor'd. 

In  every  word  a  magic  fpell  I  found 

Of  power  to  charm  each  bufy  thought  to  reft; 
Though  every  word  increas'd  the  tender  wound 

Of  fond  defire  ftill  throbbing  in  my  brcaft. 

So  to  his  hoarded  gold  the  mifer  fteals, 
And  loles  every  forrow  at  the  fight ; 

Yet  wiflies  ftill  for  more,  nor  ever  feels 
Entire  contentment,  or  fecure  delight 

Ah  !  fhould  I  lofe  thee,  my  foo  lovely  maid, 
Coiildft  then  forget  thy  heart  was  ever  mine, 

Fear  not  thy  letters  fhould.  the  change  upbraid; 
My  hand  each  dear  memorial  fhall  refign  : 

Not  one  kind  word  fhall  in  my  power  remain, 
A  painful  witnefs  of  reproach  to  thee ; 

And  left  my  heart  fhould  ftill  their  ferife  retain, 
My  heart  fhall  break,  to  leave  thee  wholly  free. 

A  PRAYER  TO  VENUS, 

IN  HER  TFMPLE  AT  STOWE. 

To  the  fame. 

FAIR  Venus,  whofe  delightful  fhrine  furveys 

Its  front  reflected  in  the  filver  lake, 
Thefe  humble  offerings,  which  thy  fervant  pays, 

Frefh  flowers,  and  myrtle  wreaths,  propitious 
take. 

fiefs  my  love  exceeds  all  other  love, 
Than  Lucy's  charms  all  other  charms  excel, 

Far  from  my  breaft  each  foothing  hope  remove, 
And  there  let  fad  defpair  for  ever  dwell. 

3ut  if  my  fonl  is  fill'd  with  her  alone  ; 

No  other  wifh  nor  other  object  knows  : 
3h  !  make  her,  goddefs,  make  her  all  my  own, 

And  give  my  trembling  heart  fecure  repofe ! 

STo  watchful  fpies  I  afk,  to  guard  her  charms, 

No  walls  of  brafs,  no  fceel-defended  door  : 

lace  her  but  once  within  my  circling  arms, 

Love's  fur  effort,  and  I  will  doubt  no  more. 

TO  THE  SAME. 

ON   HER   PLEADING  WANT   0?  TIME. 

ON  Thames's  bank,  a  gentle  youth 
or  Lucy  figh'd,  with  matchlefs  rruth, 

Ev'n  when  he  figh'd  in  rhyme  ; 
['he  lovely  maid  his  flame  return'd, 
And  would  with  equal  warmth  have  burnM, 

But  that  (he  had  not  time. 

)ft  he  repair'd  with  eager  feet 
i  fecret  fhades  his  fair  to  meet, 
Beneath  th'  accuftom'd  lime  : 
Riij 
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She  would  have  fondly  met  him  there, 
And  heal'd  with  love  each  tender  care, 
But  that  fhe  had  not  time. 

•"  It  was  n;>t  thus,  inconftant  maid  ! 
"   You  adled  once,"  (the  fhepherd  faid) 

"   When  love  was  in  its  prime  :" 
She  griev'd  to  hear  him  thus  complain  ; 
And  would  have  writ  to  cafe  his  pain, 

But  that  (he  had  not  time. 

How  can  you  act  fo  cold  a  part  ? 

No  crime  of  mine  has  chang'd  your  heart, 

If  love  be  not  a  crime. — 
\Ve  foon  muft  paitfor  months,  for  years — 
She  would  have  anfwer'd  with  her  tears, 

But  that  fhe  had  not  time. 

TO  THE  SAME. 

YOUR   fhaps,   your   lips,   your  eyes,  arc  flill  the 

fame, 

Still  the  bright  object  of  my  conftant  flame  ; 
But  where  is  now  the  tender  glance,  that  ftole, 
"With  gentle  fvveetnefs,  my  enchanted  foul  ? 
Kind  fears,  impatient  wifhe«,  foft  defires, 
Each  melting  charm  that  love  alone  infpires  ? 
Thefe,  thefe  are  loft  ;  and  I  behold  no  more 
The  maid   my  heart  delighted  to  adore. 
Yet.  flill  unchang'd,  ftill  doating  to  excefs, 
I  ought,  but  dare  not  try,  to  love  you  lefs; 
"Weakly  I  grieve,  unpitied  I  complain  ; 
I3ut  not  unpunifh'd  (hall  your  change  remain  ; 
3?or  you,  cold   maid,  whom  no    complaints  can 

move, 
Were  far  more  bleft,  when  you  like  me  could  love. 

TO  THE  SAME. 

WHEN  I  think  on  your  truth,  I  doubt  you  no  more, 
I  blame  all  the  fears  1  gave  way  to  before  : 
I  fay  to  my  heart,  "  Be  at  reft,  and  believe 
"  That  whom  once  fhe  has  chofen  fhe  never  will 
"   leave." 

But,  ah  !  when  I  think  on  each  ravifhing  grace 
That  plays  in  the  (miles  of  that  Ijeavenly  face; 
My  heart  beats  again  ;  I  again  apprehend 
Some  fortunate  rival  in  every  friend. 

Thefe  painful  fufpicions  you  cannot  remove, 
Since  you  neither  can  kfien  your  charms,  nor  my 

love  : 

But  doubts  caus'd  by  paflion  you  never  can  blame  ; 
Jor  they  are  not  ili-fcunded,  or  you  feel  the  fame. 

TO  THE  SAME. 

WITH    A    NEW    WATCH. 

WITH  me  while  prefent  may  thy  lovely  eyes 
Be  never  curn'd  upon  this  golden  toy  : 

Think  every  pleating  hour  too  fwiftly  flies; 
And  meafure  time,  by  joy  fucceeding  joy  I 

But  when  the  cares  that  interrupt  our  blifs 
To  me  not  always  will  thy  fight  allow  ; 

Then  oft  with  kind  impatience  look  on  this, 
Then  every  minute  count — as  I  do  now. 


AN  IRREGULAR  ODE. 
Written  at   Wickbam  in   1746. 

TO   THE   SAME. 

YE  fylvan  fcene's  with  artlefs  beauty  gay, 

Ye  gentle  lhades  of  Wickham,  fay, 

What  is  the  charm  that  each  fucceffive  year, 

Which  fees  me  with  my  Lucy  here, 

Can  thus  to  my  tranfported  heart 
A  fenfe  of  joy  unfelt  before,  impart  ? 

Is  it  glad  fummer's  balmy  breath,  that  blows 
From  the  fair  jafmirie  and  the  biufhing  rofe  ? 
Her  balmy  breath,  and  all  her  blooming  itorc 

Of  rural  biifs,  was  here  before  : 
Oft  have  I  met  her  on  the  verdant  fide 
Of  Norwood  hill,  and  in  the  yellow  meads, 

Where  Pan  the  dancing  Graces  leads, 

Array 'd  in  all  her  flowery  pride. 
No  fweeter  fragrance  now  the  gardens  yield, 
No  brighter  colours  paint  th'  enaaiel'd  field, 

Is  it  to  love  thefe  new  delights  I  owe  ? 

Four  times  has  the  revolving  fun 
His  annual  circle  through  th*  zodiac  run  ; 

Since  all  that  love's  indulgent  power 

On  favour'd  mortals  can  beftow, 
Was  given  to  me  in  this  aufpicious  bower. 

Here  firft  my  Lucy,  fweet  in  virgin  charms. 

Was  yielded  to  my  longing  arms; 

And  round  our  nuptial  bed, 
Hovering  with  purple  wings,  th'  Idalian  boy 
Shook  from  his  radiant  torch  the  blifsful  fires 

Of  innocent  dtfires, 
While  Venus  fcatter'd  myrtles  o'er  her  head. 

Whence  then  this  ftrange  increafe  of  joy  ? 
He,  only  he,  can  tell,  who,  match'd  like  me, 
(If  fuch  another  happy  man  there  be) 

Has  by  his  own  experience  tried 
How  much  tLs  wife  is  dearer  than  tbe  bride. 

TO  THE   MEMORY 

OF  THE  SAME  LAI>Y, 
A  Monody.   A.  D.  1747. 

"   Ipfe  cnva  fr-lans  asgrum  teftudine  amorem, 
"  Te  dulcis  crnjux,  te  folo  in  littore  feeum, 
"   Te  venicnte  die,  te  dtcedente  canebat." 

AT  length  efcap'd  from  every  human  eye, 
From  every  duty,  every  care,  [fharer 

That  in   my   mournful  thoughts  might  claim  a 
Or  force  my  tears  their  flowing  ftream  to  dry; 
B.nea'h  the  gloom  of  this  embowering  fhade, 
This  lone  retreat,  for  tender  forrow  made, 
I  now  may  give  my  burden'd  heart  relief, 

A.nd  pour  forth  all  my  ftores  of  grief; 
Of  grief  furpafling  every  other  woe, 
Far  as  the  pureft  blifs,  the  happieft  love 

Can  on  th'  ennobled  mind  bellow, 

Exceeds  the  vulgar  joys  that  move 
Our  grofs  defires,  inelegant  and  low, 
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Ye  tufted  groves,. ye  gently-falling  tills, 

Ye  high  o'erfhadowing  hills, 
Ye  lawns  gay-fouling  with  eternal  green, 

Oft  have  you  my  Lucy  feen ! 
But  never  (hall  you  now  behold  her  more  : 

Nor  will  (he  now  with  fond  delight 
And  tafte  refin'd  your  rural  charms  explore. 
Clos'd  arc  thofe  beauteous  eyes  in  endlefs  night, 
Thofe  beauteous  eyes  where  beaming  us'd  to  ihine 
Reafon's  pure  light  and  virtue's  fpark  divine. 

Oft  would  the  Dryads  of  thefe  woods  rejoice 

To  hear  her  heavenly  voice; 
For  her  defpifing,  when  (he  deign'd  to  fing, 

The  fweeteft  fongfters  of  the  fpring  : 
The  woodlark  and  the  linnet  pieab'd  no  more  ; 

The  nightingale  was  mute, 

And  every  (hepherd's  flute 
Was  caft  in  filent  fcora  away, 
While  all  attended  to  her  fwecter  lay. 
Ye  larks  and  linnets,  now  refume  your  fong 

And  thou,  melodious  Philomel, 

Again  thy  plaintive  ftory  tell ; 
For  death  has  ftopt  that  tuneful  tongue, 
Whofe  mufic  could  alone  your  warbling  notes  excel. 

In  vain  I  look  around 
O'er  all  the  well-known  ground, 
My  Lucy's  wonted  footfteps  to  defcry  ; 
Where  oft  we  us'd  to  walk, 
Where  oft  in  tender  talk 
We  faw  the  ftimmer  fun  go  down  the  Iky; 
Nor  by  yon  fountain's  lide, 
Nor  where  its  waters  glide 
Along  the  valley,  can  flic  now  be  found  : 
In  all  the  wide-ftretch'd  profp<r<5ts  ample  bound 
No  more  my  mournful  eye 
Can  aught  of  her  efpy, 
But  the  fad  facred  earth  where  her  dear  relics  lie. 

O  flndes  of  Hagley,  where  is  now  your  boaft? 

Your  bright  inhabitant  is  loft. 
You  ihe  preferr'd  to  all  the  gay  reforts 
Where  female  vanity  might  wi(h  to  fhine, 
The  pomp  of  cities,  and  the  pride  of  courts. 
Her  modeft  beauties  Ihunn'd  the  public  eye: 

To  your  fequefter'd  dales, 

And  flower  embroidered  vales, 
From  an  admiring  world  fhe  chofe  to  fly  : 
With  nature  there  retir'd,  and  nature's  God, 

The  filent  paths  of  wifdom  trod, 
And  banifh'd  every  pafllon  from  her  breaft, 

But  thofe,  the  gentleft  and  the  beft, 
Whofe  holy  flames  with  energy  divine 
The  virtuous  heart  enliven  and  improve, 
The  conjugal  and  the  maternal  love. 

Sweet  babes,  who,  like  the  little  playful  fawns, 
Were  wont  to  trip  along  thefe  verdant  lawns 
By  your  delighted  mother's  fide, 
Who  now  your  infant  fteps  (hall  guide  ? 
Ah  !  where  is  now  the  hand  whofe  tender  care 
To  every  virtue  would  have  form'd  your  youth, 
And  ftrew'd  with  flowers  the  thorny  ways  of 

truth  ? 
O  lofs  beyond  repair  I 


O  wretched  father !  left  alone, 
To  weep  their  dire  misfortune:,  and  thy  own  ! 
How  (hall  thy  weaken'd  mind,  opprefa'd  with 

woe, 

And  drooping  o'er  thy  Lucy's  grave, 
Perform  the  duties  that  you  doubly  owe  ! 

Now  fhe,  alas!  is  gone, 
From  folly  and  from  vice  their  helplefs  age  to  fave  ? 

Where  were  ye?  Mufes,  when  relentlefs  fate 
From  thefe  fond  arms  your  fair  difciple  tore  ; 

From  thefe  fond  arms,  that  vainly  ftrcve 

With  haplefs  ineffectual  love 
To  guard  her  bofom  from  the  mortal  blow  ? 

Could  not  your  favouring  power,   Aonian 

maids, 

Could  not,  alas !  your  power  prolong  her  date, 
For  whom  fo  oft  in  thefe  inspiring  fhades, 
Or  under  Camden's  mofs-clad  mountains  hoar, 
You  open'd  all  your  facred  ftore, 
What'er  your  ancient  fages  taught, 
Your  ancient  bards  fublimely  thought, 
And  bade  her  raptur'd  breaft  with  all  your  fpirit 

glow  ? 

Nor  then  did  Pindus  or  Caftalia's  plain, 
Or  Aganippe's  fount  your  fteps  detain, 
Nor  in  the  Thefpian  vallies  did  you  play; 

Nor  then  on  *  Mincio's  bank 

Befet  with  ofiers  dank, 

Nor  where  f  Ciitumnus  rolls  hisgentle  ftreatrij 
Nor  where  through  hanging  woods, 
Steep  f  Anio  pour*  his  floods, 
Nor 'yet  where  ||  Meles  ur  §  Ilifius  ftray. 

Ill  does  it  now  befeem, 

That,  of  your  gcardian  care  bereft, 
To  dire  difcale  and  death  your  darling  ihould  bs 

left. 

Now  what  avails  it  that  in  early  bloom, 

When  light  fantaftic  toys 

Are  all  her  fcx's  joys, 

With  you   (he   fearch'd  the  wit  of  Greece 
and  Rome ; 

And  all  that  in  her  latter  days 
To  emulate  her  ancient  praife 
Italia's  happy  genius  could  produce  ; 

Or  what  the  Gallic  fire 

Bright  fparkling  could  infpire, 
By  all  the  Grkces  temper'd  and  refin'd ; 

Or  what  in  Britain's  ifle, 

Moft  favour'd  with  your  fmile, 
The  powers  of  reafon  and  of  fancy  join'd 
To  full  perfection  have  confpir'd  to  raife  ? 

Ah  !  w*sbat  is  now  the  ufe 

*  The  Mint io  runs  by  Mantua,  tie  birth  -place  of 
Virgil. 

f  The  Ciitumnus  is  a  ri-Jtr  ofUmlrla^  tie  residence 
of  Propertius. 

\  The  Anio  runs  through  Tibur  or  Tivoli,  "where 
Horace  had  a  <vllla* 

||  The  Meles  is  a  river  of  loni  >,  from  ivhenca 
Homer,  fuppofed  to  be  born  on  its  baniit  it  called 
Melifigenes. 

§    The  IUJfus  is  a  river  at  Atbent* 
R  iiij 
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Of  all  thefe  treafures  that  enrich  her  mind, 
To  black  oblivion's  gloom  for  ever  now  cou- 
fign'd. 

At  leaft,  ye  nine,  her  fpotlefs  name 

'Tis  yours  from  death  to  fave, 
And  in  the  temple  of  immortal  fame 
"With  golden  characters  her  worth  engrave. 

Come  then,  ye  virgin  fitters,  come, 
And  drew   with   choiceft  flowers  her  hal- 

low'd  tomb  : 
But  foremoft  thou,  in  fable  veftment  clad, 

With  accents  fweet  and  fad,  [urn 

Thou,  plaintive  mufe,  whom  o'er  his  Laura's 

Unhappy  Petrarch  ciill'd  to  mourn  ; 
O  come,  and  to  this  fairer  Laura  pay 
A  mere  impaffion'd  tear,  a  more  pathetic  lay. 

Tell  how  each  beauty  of  her  mind  and  face 
Ws  ,  brighten'd  by  fome  fweet  peculiar  grace  ! 
How  eloquent  in  every  look  [fpoke  ! 

Through  her  exprefiive  eyes  her  foul  diftin6tly 
Tell  how  her  manners,  by  the  world  refin'd, 
Left  all  the  taint  of  modifh  vice  behind, 
And  made  each  charm  of  polilh'd  courts  agree 
With  candid  truth's  fimplicity, 
And  uncorrupted  innocence  ! 
Tell  how  to  more  than  manly  fenfe 
She  join'd  the  foftening  influence 
Of  more  than  female  tendernefs  : 
How,  in  the  thoughtlefs  days  of  wealth  and  joy, 
Which  ofc  the  care  of  others'  good  deflroy, 

Her  kindly -melting  heart 
To  every  want  and  every  woe, 
To  guilt  itfelf  when  in  diftrefs, 
The  balm  of  pity  would  impart, 
And  all  relief  rhat  bounty  could  beftow  ! 
liv'n  for  the  kid  or  lamb  that  pour'd  its  life 
Beneath  the  bloody  knife, 
Her  gentle  tears  would  fall, 
Tears  from  fweet  virtue's  fource,  benevolent  to  all. 

Not  only  g^ocl  and  kipd, 
But  flrong  and  elevated  was  her  mind  : 
A  fpiric  that  with  noble  pride 

Could  look  fuperior  down 

On  fortune's  fmile  or  frown; 
That  could  without  regret  or  pain 
To  virtue's  lowed  duty  facrifice 
Or  uiterefl  or  ambition's  higheft  prize  ; 
That,  injur'd  or  offended,  never  tried 
Irs  dignity  by  vengeance  to  maintain, 
But  by  magnanimous  difdain. 
A  wit  that,  temperately  bright, 

With  inoffer;f;ve  light 

AH  pleating  {hone ;  nor  ever  pad 
The  decent  bounds  that  wifdom's  1'ober  hand, 
And  fweet  benevolence's  mild  command, 
And  k'.ihful  modefty,  before  it  caft. 
A  prudence  undeceiving,  undeceivM, 
That  nor  too  little  nor  too  much  believ'd, 
Tim  (coni'd  unjuft  fufpicion's  coward  fear, 
And  without  wcaknefs  knew  to  be  fin  cere. 
fcnch  Lucv  wa<5,  when,  in  her  fairefl  day?, 
Amidii.  th'  acclaim  of  univerfal  praife, 

In  life's  and  glory's  frelh eft  bloom,   [tomb. 
Death  came  rc:«orfelcf3  on,  and  fuuk  her  to  the 


So,  where  the  filent  dreams  of  Liris  glide, 
In  the  foft  bofom  of  Campania's  vale, 
When  now  the  wintery  tempefls  all  are  fled, 
And  genial  fummer  breathes  her  gentle  gale, 
The  verdant  orange  lifts  its  beauteous  head  : 
From  every  branch  the  balmy  flowerets  rife, 
On  every  bough  the  golden  fruits  are  feen ; 
With  odours  fweet  it  fills  the  fmiling  ikies, 
The  wood-nymphs  tend,  and  th'  Idalian  queen. 
But.  in  the  mid  ft  of  all  its  blooming  pride, 
A  fudden  blaft  from  Apenninus  blows, 

Cold  with  perpetual  fnows  :          [and  dies. 
The  tender  blighted  plant  (brinks  up  its  leaves, 

Arife,  O  Petrarch,  from  th'  Elyfian  bowers, 
With  never-fading  myrtle*  twin'd, 
And  fragrant  with  ambrofial  flowers, 
Where  to  thy  Laura  thou  again  art  join'd ; 
Arife,  and  hither  bring  the  filver  lyre, 

Tun'd  by  thy  (kilful  hand, 
To  the  foft  notes  of  elegant  delire, 

With  which  o'er  many  a  land 
Was  fpread  the  fame  of  thy  dilaftrous  love  j 
To  me  refign  the  vocal  (hell, 
And  teach  my  forrows  to  relate 
Their  melancholy  tale  fo  well, 
As  may  ev'n  things  inanimate,         [move. 
Rough  mountain  oaks,  and  defert  rocks,  to  pity 

What  were,  alas !  thy  woes  compar'd  to  mine  I 
To  thee  thy  miftrefs  in  the  blifsful  band 

Of  Hymen  never  gave  her  hand ; 
The  joys  of  wedded  love  were  never  thine  : 

In  thy  domeftic  care 

She  never  bore  a  (hare, 

Nor  with  endearing  art 

Would  heal  thy  wounded  heart 
Of  every  fecret  grief  that  fefter'd  there  : 
Nor  did  her  fond  affection  on  the  bed 
Of  ficknefs  watch  th.ee,  and  thy  languid  head 
Whole  nights  on  her  unwearied  arm  fuftain, 

And  charm  away  the  fenfe  of  pain  : 

Nor  did  (he  crown  your  mutual  flame 
With  pledges  dear,  and  with   a  father's  tender 

name. 
6  bcft  of  wives!  O  dearer  far  to  me 

Than  v^hen  th'y  virgin  charms 

Were  yielded  to  my  arms, 
How  can  my  foul  endure  the  lofs  of  thee  ? 
How  in  the  world,  to  me  a  defert  grown, 

Abandon'd  and  alone, 
Without  my  fweet  companion  can  I  live  ? 

Without  thy  lovely  fmile, 
The  dear  reward  of  every  virtuous  toil,, 
What  pleafures  now  can  pall'd  ambition  give? 
Kv'n  the  delightful  fenfe  of  well-earn'd  praife, 
Unfliiir'd  by  thee,  no  more  my  lifelefs  thoughts 

could  raife. 

For  my  diftr?.<5led  mind 
What  fuccour  can  I  find  ? 
On  whom  for  confulation  (hall  I  call  I 
Support  me  every  friend  ; 
Your  kind  affiftance  lend, 
To  bear  the  weight  of  this  opprefllvc  woe. 

Alas  !  each  friend  of  mine, 
My  dear  departed  love,  fo  much  was  thine, 
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That  none  has  any  comfort  to  beftow. 
My  books,  the  beft  relief 
In  every  other  grief, 
Are  now  with  your  idea  fadden'd  all  : 
Each  favourite  author  we  together  read 
My  tortur'd  memory  wounds,  and  fpeaks  of  Lucy 

dead. 

We  were  the  happieft  pair  of  human  kind ; 
The  rolling  year  its  varying  courfe  perform'd, 

And  back  retum'd  again  ; 
Another  and  another  fmiling  came, 
And  faw  our  happinefs  unchang'd  remain  : 

Still  in  her  golden  chain 
Harmonious  concord  did  our  wifhes  bind  : 
Our  ftudies,  pleafures,  tafte,  the  fame. 

O  fatal,  fatal  ftroke, 
That  all  this  pleafing  fabric  love  had  rais'd 

Of  rare  felicity, 

On  which  ev'n  wanton  vice  with  envy  gaz'd, 
And  every  fcheme  of  blifs  our  hearts  had 

form'd, 
With  foothing  hope,  for  many  a  future  day, 

In  one  fad  moment  broke  ! — 
Yet,  O  my  foul,  thy  rifmg  murmurs  ftay; 
Nor  dare  the  all-wife  Difpofer  to  arraign, 
Or  againft  his  fupreme  decree 
With  impious  grief  complain,  [fade ; 

That  all  thy  full-blown  joys  at  once  mould 
Was  his  moft  righteous  will— and  be  that  will 

obey'd. 

Would  thy  fond  love  his  grace  to  her  controul 
And  in  thefe  low  abodes  of  fin  and  pain 

Her  pure  exalted  foul 
Unjuftly  for  thy  partial  good  detain  ? 
No — rather  ftrive  thy  grovelling  mind  to  raife 

Up  to  that  unclouded  blaze, 
That  heavenly  radiance  of  eternal  light, 
In  which  enthron'd  (he  now  with  pity  fees 
HOW  frail,  how  inff  cure,  how  flight, 

Is  every  mortal  blifs  ; 
Ev'n  love  itfelf,  if  rifmg  by  degrees 
Beyond  the  bounds  of  this  imperfect  ftate, 

Whofe  fleeting  joys  fo  foon  muft  end, 

It  does  not  to  its  fovereign  good  afcend. 

Rife  then,  my  foul,  with  hope  elate, 

And  feek  thofe  regions  of  ferene  delight, 

Whofe  peaceful  path  and  ever- open  gate 

No  feet  bat  thofe  of  harden'd  guilt  mall  mif 

There  death  himfelf  thy  Lucy  fhall  reftore, 

There  yield  up  all  his  pow'r  ne'er  to  divide  yo 

more. 

ON  THE  SAME  LADY. 

To  the 

Memory  of  Lucy  Lyttleton, 
Daughter  of  Hugh  Fortelcue  of  Filleigh, 

In  the  county  of  Devon,  Efq. 
Father  to  the  prefent  Earl  of  Clinton, 

By  Lucy  his  wife, 

The  daughter  of  Matthew  Lord  Aylmer, 
Who  departed  this  life  the  Tpth  of  Jan.  1746-7. 

Aged  twenty-nine, 
Haviog  employed  the  ihort  time  affigned  to 

her  here 
In  the  uniform  practice  of  religion  and  virtue 


[ade  to  engage  all  hearts,  and  charm  all  eyes  ; 

"hough  meek,  magnanimous  ;  though  witty,  wife; 

'elite,  as  all  her  life  in  courts  had  been  ; 
et  good,  as  fhe  the  world  had  never  feen  ; 
he  noble  fire  of  an  exalted  mind, 
rith  gentle  female  tendernefs  combin'd. 
[er  fpeech  was  the  melodious  voice  of  love, 
ier  fong  the  warbling  of  the  vernal  grove  ; 

ler  eloquence  was  fweeter  than  her  fong, 
oft  as  her  heart,  and  as  her  reafon  ftrong; 
[er  form  each  beauty  of  her  mind  exprefs'd, 
[er  mind  was  virtue  by  the  Graces  drefs'd. 

HORACE,  BOOK  IV.  ODE  IV. 

WRITTEN  AT  OXFORD, 


'  Qualem  miniftrum  fulminis  alrtem,"  &c. 

As  the  wing'd  miniver  of  thundering  Jove, 
To  whom  he  gave  his  dreadful  bolts  to  bear, 

Faithful  f  affiftant  of  his  matter's  love, 
King  of  the  wandering  nations  of  the  air, 

When  balmy  breezes  fann'd  the  vernal  flcy, 
On  doubtful  pinions  left  his  parent  neft, 
n  flight  effays  his  growing  force  to  try, 
While  inborn  courage  fir'd  his  generous  breaft  ; 

Then,  darting  with  impetuous  fury  down, 
The  flocks  he  flaughter'd,  an  unpraCtis'd  foe; 

'sfow  his  ripe  valour  to  perfection  grown 
The  fcaly  fnake  and  crefted  dragon  know  : 

Dr,  as  a  lion's  youthful  progeny, 

Weaa'd  from  his  favage  dam  and  milky  food, 
The  gazing  kid  beholds  with  fearful  eye, 

Doom'd  firfl  to  (lain  his  tender  fangs  in  blood  : 

Such  Drufus,  young  in  arms,  his  foes  beheld, 
The  Alpine  Rhaeti,  long  unmatch'd  in  fight: 

So  were  their  hearts  with  abjed^  terror  quell'd  ; 
So  funk  their  haughty  fpirit  at  the  fight. 

Tam'd  by  a  boy,  the  fierce  Barbarians  find 

How  guardian  prudence  guides  the  youthful 
flame,     <. 

And  how  great  Csefar's  fond  paternal  mind 
Each  generous  Nero  forms  to  early  fame  ; 

A  valiant  fon  fprings  from  a  valiant  fire  : 

Their  race  by  mettle  iprightly  courfers  prove; 

Nor  can  the  warlike  eagle's  adlive  fire 
Degenerate  to  form  the  timorous  dove. 

But  education  can  the  genius  raife, 

And  wife  inftrudlions  native  virtue  aid; 

Nobility  without  them  is  difgrace, 

And  honour  is  by  vice  to  fhame  betray'd. 

Let  red  Metaurus,  ftain'd  with  Funic  blood, 
Let  mighty  Afdrubal  fubdued,  confefs 

How  much  of  empire  and  of  fame  is  ow'd 
By  thee,  O  Rome,  to  the  Neronian  race. 

Of  this  be  witnefs  that  aufpicious  day, 

Which,  after  a  long,  black,  tempeiluous  night, 

*  Fir/I  printed  with  Wefts  tranjlation  of  Pindar. 
See  the  Preface  to  that  Gentleman  s  Poems. 

\  In  tite  rape  of  Ganyvieds,  tubo  'was  carried  up  *« 
Jupiter  by  an  ejgle,  asitrdlng  to  t'jg  PoeHc.tl  fiijiory. 
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Firft  frnird  6n  Latium  with  a  milder  ray,     [light. 
And  cheer'd  our  drooping  hearts  with  dawning 

Since  the  dire  African  with  wafteful  ire 
Rode  o'er  the  ravaged  towns  of  Italy  ; 

As  through  the  pine-trees  flies  the  raging  fire, 
Or  Eurus  o'er  the  vext  Sicilian  fea. 

From  this  bright  era,  from  this  profpermis  field, 
The  Roman  glory  dates  her  rifing  power  ; 

From  hence  'twas  given  her  conquering  fword  to 

wield, 
Raife  her  fall'n  gods,  and  ruin'd  fhrines  reftore. 

Thus  Hannibal  at  length  defpairing  fpolce  : 

"  Like  ftags  to  ravenous  wolves  an  ealy  prey, 

"  Our  feeble  arms  a  valiant  foe  provoke, 
"  Whom  to  elude  and  'fcape  were  victory  : 

"  A  dauntlefs  nation,  that  from  Trojan  fires, 
"  Hoflile  AufoDJa,  to  thy  deftin'd  ihore 

"  Her  gc  ds,  her  infant  fons,  and  aged  fires, 

"  Through  angry  feas  and  adverfe  tempefts  bore : 

"  As  on  high  Algidus  the  fturdy  oak, 

"  Whofe  fpreading  boughs  the  axe's  fharpnefs 

"  feel, 

*'  Improves  by  lofs,  and,  thriving  with  the  ftroke, 
"  Draws  health  and  vigour  from  the  wounding 
«  ftcel. 

"  Not  Hydra  fprouting  from  her  mangled  head, 
"  So  tir'd  the  baffled  force  of  Hercules ; 

"  Nor  Thebes,  nor  Colchis,  fuch  a  monfter  bred, 
"  Pregnant  of  hills,  and  fam'd  for  prodigies. 

"  Plunge  her  in  ocean  like  the  morning  fun, 
"  Brighter  fhe  rifesfrom  the  depths  below  : 

"  To  earth  with  unavailing  ruin  thrown, 

"  Recruits  her  ftrength,  and  foils  the  wonder- 
*'  ing  foe. 

"  No  more  of  victory  the  joyful  fame 

"  Shall  from  my  camp  to  haughty  Carthage  fly  ; 
"  Loft,  loft,  are  all  the  glories  of  her  name  ! 

"  With  Afdrubal  her  hopes  and  fortune  die  ! 

*'  What  fhall  the  Claudian  valour  not  perform 
"  Which  Power  Divine  guards  with  propitious 
"  care,  [ftorm, 

"  Which  wifdom  fleers  through  all  the  dangerous 
"  Through  all  the  rocks  and  fhoals  of  doubtful 
«  war?" 

VIRTUE  AND  FAME. 

TO   THE  COUNTESS  OF  EGREMONT. 

VIRTUE  and  Fame,  the  other  day, 

Huppen'd  to  crofs  each  other  s  way  ; 

Said  Virtue,  "  Hark  ye  !  madam  Fame, 

"  Your  ladyfhip  is  much  to  blame ; 

[t  Jove  bids  you  always  wait  on  me, 

"  And  yet  your  face  I  feldom  fee  : 

"  The  Paphian  queen  employs  your  trumpet, 

"  And  bids  it  praife  fome  handfome  {trumpet ; 

"  Or  thundering  through  the  ranks  of  war, 

*'  Ambition  ties  you  to  her  car." 

Saith  Fame,  "  Dear  madam,  I  proteft, 

<J  i  never  find  myfetf  fo  bieft 


"  As  when  I  humbly  wait  behind  you  ! 

"  But  'tis  fo  mighty  hard  to  find  you  ! 

"  In  fuch  obfcure  retreats  you  lurk  ! 

"  To  feek  you  is  an  ennlefs  work." 

<c   Well,"  anfwer'd  Virtue,  "  I  allow 

"  Your  plea.     But  hear,  and  mark  me  now. 

"  I  know  (without  offence  to  others) 

"  I  know  the  beft  of  wives  and  mothers; 

"•  Who  never  pafs'd  an  ufelefs  day 

tc  In  fcandal,  gofliping,  or  play  : 

"  Whofe  modeft  wit,  chaftis'd  by  fenfe, 

"  Is  lively  cheerful  innocence  ; 

"  Whofe  heart  nor  envy  knows  nor  fpite, 

"  Whofe  duty  is  her  fole  delight ; 

"  Nor  rul'd  by  whim,  nor  Have  to  fafhion, 

"  Her  parents  joy,  her  hufband's  paflion." 

Fame  fmil'd  and  anfwer'd,  "  On  my  life, 

"  This  is  fome  country  parfon's  wife, 

"  Who  never  faw  the  court  nor  town, 

"  Whofe  face  is  homely  as  her  gown  ; 

"  Who  banquets  upon  eggs  and  bacon — " 

"   No,  madam,  no — you're  much  miftaken- — 

"  I  beg  you'll  let  me  fet  you  right — 

"  'T'is-one  with  every  beauty  bright; 

"  Adorn'd  with  every  polifli'd  art 

"  That  rank  or  fortune  can  impart; 

"  'Tis  the  moft  celebrated  toaft 

"  That  Britain's  fpacious  ifle  can  boaft ; 

"  'Tis  princely  Petworth's  noble  dame  ; 

"  'Tis  Egrcmont — Go,  tell  it,  Fame." 

ADDITION  EXTEMPORE, 

BY   EARL   HARDWARE. 

FAME  heard  with  pleafure — ftrait  replied, 
"  Firft  on  my  roll  Hands  Wyndham's  bride ; 
"   My  trumpei;  oft  I've  rais'd,  to  found 
"  Her  modeft  praife  the  world  around  ! 
"  But  notes  were  wanting — Canft  thou  find 
"  A  mufe  to  fing  her  face,  her  mind  ? 
"  Believe  me,  I  can  name  but  one, 
"  A  friend  of  yours — 'tis  Lyttleton.'* 

LETTER  TO  EARL  HARDWICKE : 

OCCASIONED     BY     THE     FOREGOING    VERSES. 
MY    LORD, 

i  A  THOU  SAND  thanks  to  your  Lordfliip  for  your 
addition  to  my  verfes.  If  you  can  write  fuch  ex 
tempore,  it  is  well  for  other  poets,  that  you  chofe 
to  be  Lord  Chancellor,  rather  than  a  Laureat. 
They  explain  to  me  a  vifion  I  had  the  uight  be 
fore. 

METHOUGHT  I  faw  before  my  feet, 

With  countenance  ferene  and  fweet, 

The  mufe,  who,  in  my  youthful  days, 

Had  oft  infpir'd  my  carelefs  lays. 

She  fmil'd,  and  laid,  "   Once  more  I  fee 

"  My  fugitive  return  to  me  ; 

"  Long  had  I  loft  you  from  my  bower, 

"  You  fcorn'd  to  own  my  gentle  power ; 

"  With  me  no  more  your  genius  fported, 

**  The  grave  hiftoric  mufe  you  courted  ; 

"  Or,rai.^d  from  earth,  with  ftreaming  eyesj 

"  Purfucd  Urania  through  the  Ikies ; 
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But  now,  to  my  forfaken  tratk, 
Fair  Egremont  has  brought  you  back  : 
Nor  blulh,  by  her  and  virtue  led, 
That  foft,  that  pleafing  path  to  tread  ; 
For  there,  beneath  to-morrow's  ray, 
Ev'n  wildom's  felf  (hall  deign  to  play, 
Lo  !   to  my  flowery  groves  and  fprings 
Her  favourite  fon  the  goddefs  brings, 
The  council's  and  the  fenate's  guide  : 
Law's  oracle,  the  narion's  pride  : 
He  comes,  he  joys  with  thee  to  join, 
In  finging  Wyndham's  charms  divine  : 
To  thine  he  adds  his  nobler  lays; 
Ev'n  thee,  my  friend,  he  deign*  to  praife. 
Enjoy  that  praife,  nor  envy  Pitt 
His  fame  with  burgefs  or  with  cit ; 
For  fure  one  line  from  fuch  a  bard, 
Virtue  would  think  her  beft  reward." 

.   HYMEN  TO  ELIZA. 

MADAM,  before  your  feet  I  lay 

This  ode  upon  your  wedding-day, 

The  firft  indeed  I  ever  made,  _^ 

For  writing  odes  is  not  my  trade  : 

My  head  is  full  of  houfehold  cares, 

And  neceffary  dull  affairs  ; 

Eefides  that  fometimes  jealous  frumps 

Will  put  me  into  doleful  dumps. 

And  then  no  clcwn  beneath  the  flcy 

Was  e'er  more  ungallant  than  I; 

For  you  alone  I  now  think  fit 

To  turn  a  poet  and  a  wit — 

For  you  whofe  charms,  1  know  not  how, 

Have  power  to  fmooth  the  wrinkled  brow, 

And  make  me,  though  by  nature  ftupid, 

As  brifk,  and  as  alert  as  Cupid. 

Thefe  obligation*  to  repay, 

Whene'er  your  happy  nuptial  day        , 

Shall  with  the  circling  years  return, 

For  you  my  torch  fhall  brighter  burn 

Than  you  firft  my  power  ador'd, 

Nor  will  I  call  myfclf  your  lord, 

But  am,  (as  witnefs  this  my  hand) 

Your  humble  fervant  at  command.          HYMEN. 

Dear  child,  let  Hymen  not  beguile 

YMU,  who  are  fuch  a  judge  of  ftyle, 

To  think  that  he  thele  verfes  made, 

Without  an  abler  penman's  aid; 

Obfcrve  them  well,  you'll  plainly  fee, 

That  every  line  was  writ  by  me.  CUPID 


ON  READING 
MISS  CARTER'S  POEMS  IN  MANUSCRIPT. 

SUCH  were  the  notes  that  (truck  the  wondering  ear 
Of  iilent  night,  when,  on  the  verdant  banks 
Of  Siloe's  hallow'd  brook,  celeftial  harps, 
According  to  feraphic  voices,  fung 
Glory  to  God  on  bigh^  and  on  tie  earth 
Peace  and  good- -will  to  men    — Relume  the  lyre, 
Chauntrefs  divine,  and  every  Briton  call 
Its  melody  to  hear— -fo  fhall  thy  ftraias, 


More  powerful  than  the  forg  of  Orpheus,  tame 

The  favage  heart  of  brutal  vice,  and  bend 

At  pure  religion's  fhrine  the  ftubborn  knees 

Of  bold  impiety.  —  Greece  fhall  no  more 

Of  Lefbian  Sappho  boaft,  whofe  wanrori  mufe, 

Like  a  falfe  Syren,  while  file  charm'd,  feduc'd 

To  guilt  and  ruin.     For  the  facred  head 

Of  Britain's  pnetefs,  the  virtues  twine 

A  nobler  wreath,  by  them  from  Eden's  grove 

Unfading  gather'd,  and  diredr.  the  hand 

Of  -  to  fix  it  on  her  brows. 

MOUNT  EDGECUMBE. 

THE  gods,  on  thrones  celeftial  feated, 
By  Jove  with  bowls  of  nec~lar  heated, 
All  on  Mount  Edgecumbe  turn'd  rheir  eyes  ; 

"   That  place  is  mine,"  great  Neptune  cries  : 
"   Behold  :   how  proud  o'er  all  the  main 
"  Thofe  ftately  turrets  feem  to  reign  ! 
"  No  views  fo  grand  on  earth  you  fee  \ 
"  The  matter  too  belongs  to  me  : 
"   I  grant  him  my  domain  to  fhare, 
"  I  bid  his  hand  my  trident  bear." 

"  The  fea  is  your's,  but  mine  the  land,'* 
Pallas  replies  ;  "  by  me  were  plann'd 
"  Thofe  towers,  that  hofpital,  thofe  docks, 
"  That  fort,  which  crown  thofe  ifland  rocks  : 
"  The  lady  too  is  of  my  choir, 
"  I  taught  her  hand  to  touch  the  lyre; 
"  With  every  charm  htr  mind  I  grac'd, 
"   I  gave  her  prudence,  knowledge,  tafte." 

"   Hold,  madam,"  interrupted  Venus, 
"  The  lady  muft  be  fhar'd  between  us  : 
"  And  furely  mine  is  yonder  grove, 
"  So  fine,  fo  dark,  fo  fit  for  love  ; 
"  Trees,  fuch  as  in  th'  Idalian  glade, 
"  Or  Cyprian  lawn,  my  palace  fhade." 

Then  Oreads,  Dryads,  Naiads,  came; 
Each  nymph  alleg'd  her  lawful  claim. 

But  Jove,  to  finifh  the  debate, 
Thus  fpokc,  and  what  he  fpeaks  is  fate  : 
"  Nor  god  ner  goddefs,  great  or  fmall, 
"  That  dwelling  his  or  hers  may  call; 
"  I  made  Mount  Edgecumbe  for  you  all.'1 

INVITATION.  • 

TO  THE  DOWAGER  DUCHESS  fl'AIGUILLON. 

WHEN  peace  fhall,  oil  her  downy  wing, 
To  France  and  England  friendfhip  bring, 
Come,  Aiguillon,  and  here  receive 
.  That  homage  we  delight  to  give 
To  foreign  talents,  foreign  charms, 
To  worth  which  euvy's  felf  difarms 
Of  jealous  hatred  :  Come  and  love 
That  nation  which  you  now  approve. 
So  fhail  by  prance  amends  be  made 
f  If  fuch  a  debt  can  e'er  he  paid) 
For  having  with  (educing  art 
From  Britain  ftol'n  her  Hervey's  heart. 

TO  COLONEL  DRUMGOLD. 


DRUMGOLD,  whofe  anceftors  from  Albion' 
Their  conquering  fiandards  to  Hiberna  bore, 
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Though  now  thy  valour,  to  thy  country  loft, 
Shines  in  the  foremofl  ranks  of  Gallia's  hod, 
Think  not  that  France  (hall  borrow  all  thy  fame — 
From  Britifh  fires  deriv'd  thy  genius  came  : 
Its  force  its  energy,  to  thefe  it  ow'd, 
But  the  fair  polifh  Gallia's  clime  beftow'd  : 
The  Graces  there  each  ruder  thought  refin'd, 
And  livelieft  wit  with  founded  fenfe  combin'd. 
They  taught  in  fportive  Fancy's  gay  attire 
To  drefs  the  graveft  of  th'  Aonian  choir, 
And  gave  to  fober  Wifdom's  wrinkled  cheek 
The  fmile  that  dwells  in  Hebe's  dimple  fleek. 
Pay  to  each  realm  the  debt  that  each  may  alk  : 
Be  thine,  and  thine  alone,  the  pleafing  talk, 
In  pureft  elegance  of  Gallic  phrafe 
To  clothe  the  fpirit  of  the  Britifh.  lays. 
Thus  every  flower  which  every  mufe's  hand 
Has  rais'd  profufe  in  Britain's  favourite  land, 
By  thee  tranfplanted  to  the  banks  of  Seine, 
Its  fweeteft  native  odours  (hall  retain. 
And  when  thy  noble  friend,  with  olive  crown'd, 
In  concord's  golden  chain  has  firmly  bound 
The  rival  nations,  them  for  both  malt  raife 
The  grateful  fong  to  his  immortal  praife. 
Albion  fhall  think  fhe  hears  her  Prior  fing ; 
And  France,  that  Boileau  ftrikes  the  tuneful  ftring, 
Then  fhalt  thou  tell  what  various  talents  join'd, 
Adorn,  embellifh,  and  exalt  his  mind  ; 
JLearning  and  wit,  with  fweet  politenefs  grac'd  ; 
"Wifdom  by  guile  or  cunning  undebas'd ; 
By  pride  unfullied,  genuine  dignity ; 
A  iiobler  and  fublime  finaplicity. 
Such  in  thy  vcrfe  fhall  Nivernois  be  mown  : 
Trance  fhall  with  joy  the  fair  refemblance  own  ; 
And  Albion  fighing  bid  her  fons  afpire 
To  imitate  the  merit  they  admire. 

EPITAPH  ON  CAPTAIN  GRENVILLE  ;  * 

KILLED  IN  LORD  ANSON*S  ENGAGEMENT  IN  1747- 

YE  weeping  Mufes,  Graces,  Virtues,  tell 
If,  fince  your  allraccomplifh'd  Sydney  fell, 
You,  or  afflicted  Britain,  e'er  deplor'd 
A  lofs  like  that  thefe  plaintive  lays  record  ! 
Such  fpotlefs  honour  ;  fuch  ingenious  truth, 
Such  ripen'd  wifdom  in  the  bloom  of  youth  ! 
So  mild,  fo  gentle,  fo  compos'd  a  mind, 
To  fuch  heroic  warmth  and  courage  join'd; 
He,  too,  like  Sydney,  nurs'd  in  Learning's  arms, 
For  nobler  war  forfook  her  fofter  charms : 
Like  him,  poffefs'd  of  ev'ry  pleafing  art, 
The  fecret  wifh  of  every  female's  heart : 
Like  him,  cut  off  in  youthful  glory's  pride, 
He,  unrepining,/or  bis  country  dyd. 

*  Thefe  verfes  having  been  originally  ivrilten  ivh:n 
tie  Authot  "was  in  Oppofztiony  concluded  thus  : 
"  But  nobler  far,  and  greater  is  the  praife 
"  So  bright  to  mine  in  thefe  degenerate  days : 
"  An  age  of  heroes  kindled  Sidney's  fire 
"  His  inborn  worth  alone  could  Grenville's  deeds 
"  infpire." 

JBut fome  years  after,  when  his  Lord/hip  twas  ivith 
JMinijlry,  he  erafed  tbefe  four  lines.  See  GENT.  MAG. 

Vol.  XLIX.  p,  601. 


ON  GOOD  HUMOUR. 

WRITTEN   AT   ETON-SCHOOL,   IJIQ. 

TELL  me,  ye  fons  of  Phoebus,  what  is  this 
Which  all  admire,  but  few.  too  few,  poffefs  ? 
A  virtue  'tis  to  ancient  maids  unknown, 
And  prudes  whofpy  all  faults  except  their  own. 
.Lov'd  and  defended  by  the  brave  and  wife, 
Fhough  knaves  abufe  it,  and  like  fools  defpifc. 
Say,  Wyndham,  if  'tis  poflible  to  tell, 
What  is  the  thing  in  which  you  moft  excel  ? 
Hard  is  the  queftion,  for  in  all  you  pleafe  ; 
Yet  (ure  good- nature  is  your  nobleft  praife  ; 
Secur'd  by  this,  your  parts  no  envy  move, 
For  none  can  envy  him  whom  all  muft  love. 
This  magic  power  can  make  ev'n  folly  pleafe,    ~) 
This  to  Pitt's  genius  adds  a  brighter  grace,         V 
And  fweetens  every  charm  in  Celia's  face.          j 

SOME  ADDITIONAL  STANZAS 

TO  ASTOLFO'S  VOYAGE  TO   THE  MOON. 
In  Ariujlo. 

WHEN  now  Aftolfo,ftor'd  within  a  vafe, 
Orlando's  wits  had  fafely  brought  away; 

He  turn'd  his  eyes  towards  another  place, 

Where,  clofely  cork'd,  unnumber'd  bottles  lay. 

Of  fineft  cryftal  were  thofe  bottles  made, 

Yet  what  was  there  enclos'd  he  could  not  fee  : 

Wherefore  in  humble  wife  the  Saint  he  pray'd, 
To  tell  what  treafure  there  conceal'd  might  be, 

"  A  wondrous  thing  it  is,"  the  Saint  replied, 
'"  Yet  undefin'd  by  any  mortal  wight ; 

"  An  airy  eflence,  not  to  be  defcried, 

"  Subtle  and  thin,  that  Maidenhead  is  hight. 

"  From  earth  each  day  in  troops  they  hither  come, 
*'  And  fill  each  hole  and  corner  of  the  moon  j 

"  For  they  are  never  eafy  while  at  home, 

"  Nor  ever  owner  thought  them  gone  too  foon. 

"  When  here  arriv'd,  they  are  in  bottles  pent, 
"  For  fear  they  fkould  evaporate  again  ; 

"  And  hard  it  is  a  prifon  to  invent, 
"  So  volatile  a  fpirit  to  retain. 

"  Thofe  that  to  young  and  wanton  girls  belong 
"  Leap,  bounce,  and  fly,  as  if  they'd  burft  the 
"glafc: 

"  But  thofe  that  have  below  been  kept  too  long 
"  Are  fpiritlefs,  and  quite  decay'd,  alas  !" 

So  fpake  the  Saint,  and  wonder  feiz'd  the  Knight, 
As  of  each  vcffel  he  th'  infcription  read ; 

For  various  fecrets  there  were  brought  to  light; 
Of  which  report  on  earth  had  nothing  faid. 

Virginities,  that  clofe  confin'd  he  thought 
In  t'  other  world,  he  found  above  the  fky  ; 

His  filler's  and  hi&  coufins  there  were  brought, 
Which  made  him  fwear,  though  good  St.  Joh« 
was  by. 

But  much  his  wrath  increas'd,  when  he  efpied 
That  which  wa*  Chloe's  once,  his  miftrefs  dear  : 

"  Ah,  falfe  and  treacherous  fugitive  1"  he  cried, 
**  Little  I  deenVd  that  I  fkould  meet  thee  here* 
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Did  not  thy  owner,  when  we  parted  laft, 
"  promife  to  keep  thee  fafe  for  me  alone  ? 
Scarce  of  our  abfence  three  fhort  months  are  paft, 
"  And  thou  already  from  thy  poft  art  flown. 

Be  not  enrag'd,  replied  th'  Apoille  kind — 
*'  Since  that  this  maidenhead  is  thine  by  right, 
Take  it  away;  and,  when  thou  haft  a  mind, 
"  Carry  it  thither  whence  it  took  its  flight." 

Thanks,  Holy  Father '."quoth  the  joyous  Knight, 
"  The  moon  (hall  be  no  lofer  by  your  grace  : 
Let  me  but  have  the  ufe  on't  for  a  night, 
•'  And  I'll  reftore  it  to  its  prefent  place." 


TO  A  YOUNG  LADY, 

WITH   THE  TRAGEDY   OF  VENICE   PRESERVED. 

IN  tender  Otway's  moving  fcenes  we  find 
What  power  the  gods  have  to  your  fex  afllgn'd : 
Venice  was  loft,  if  on  the  brink  of  fate 
A  woman  had  not  propt  her  finking;  ftate  : 
In  the  dark  danger  of  that  dreadful  hour, 
Vain  washer  fenatc's  wiidom,  vain  its  power; 
But,  fav'd  by  Belvidera's  charming  tears, 
Still  o'er  the  fubjedl  mam  her  towers  fhe  rears, 
And  ftands  a  great  example  to  mankind, 
With  what  a  boundlefs  fway  you  rule  the  mind, 
Skilful  the  worft  or  nobleft  ends  to  ferve, 
And  ftrong  alike  to  ruin  or  preferve. 

In  wretched  Jaffier,  we  with  pity  view 
A  mind,  to  honour  falfe,  to  virtue  true, 
In  the  wild  ftorm  of  ftruggling  paffions  toft, 
Yet  faving  innocence,  though  fame  was  loft  ; 
Greatly  forgetting  what  he  ow'd  his  friend — 
His  country,  which  had  wrong'd  him,  to  defend. 

But  flie,  who  urg'd  him  to  that  pious  deed, 
'Who  knew  fo  well  the  patriot's  caufe  to  plead, 
Whofe  conquering  love  her  country's  fafety  won, 
Was,  by  that  fatal  love,  herlelf  undone. 

*  "   Hence  may  we  learn,  what  pafilon  fain 

"  would  hide, 

*'  That  Hymen's  bands  by  prudence  mould  be  tied. 
"  Venus  in  vain  the  wedded  pair  would  crown, 
"  If  angry  fortune  on  their  union  frown  : 
*'  Soon  will  the  flattering  dreams  of  joy  be  o'er, 
"  And  cloy'd  imagination  cheat  no  more; 
"  Then,  waking  to  the  fenfe  of  lafting  pain, 
"  With  mutual  tears  the  bridal  couch  they  ftain  ; 
"  And  that  fond  love,  which  mould  afford  relief, 
"  Does  but  augment  the  anguilh  of  their  grief : 
"  While  both  could  eafier  their  own  forrows  bear, 
*'  Than  the  fad  knowledge  of  each  other's  care." 
May  all  the  joys  in  love  and  fortune's  power 
Kindly  combine  to  grace  your  nuptial  hour  ! 
On  each  glad  day  may  plenty  (hower  delight, 
And  warmeft  rapture  blefs  each  welcome  night ! 
May  Heaven,  that  gave  you  felvidera's  charms, 
Deftlne  fome  happier  Jaffier  to  your  arms, 

*  Tie  twelve  following  lines,  ivitb  fome  f mall  -va.- 
lfia//mj,  have  been  already  printed  in   "  Advice  to  a 
Lady  ;"   Lut,  as  Lord  Lyitelton  chofe  to  introduce  them 
fyere,  it  ivas  thought   more  eligible  to   repeat   thefe  few 
£flp,  than  tofvt>tT<fs  tie  rejl  of  'ibipoem* 


Whofe  blifs  misfortune  never  may  allay, 
Whole  fondntifs  never  may  through  care  decay  . 
Whofe  wealth  may  place  you  in  the  faireft  i;^!it, 
And  force  each  modeft  beauty  into  fight  ! 
So  fhall  no  anxious  want  your  peace  deftroy, 
No  tempeft  crufli  the  tender  buds  of  joy  ; 
But  all  your  hours  in  one  gay  circle  move, 
Nor  reafon  ever  difagrce  with  love  ! 

E  L  E  G  Y. 

TELL  me,  my  heart,  fond  flave  ^.f  hopelef*  love, 
And  doom'd  its  woes,  without  its  joys  to  p.-  :ve, 
Canft  thou  endure  thus  camly  to  erafe 
The  dear,  dear  image  of  thy  Delia's  face  ? 
Canft  thou  exclude  that  habitant  divine, 
To  place  fome  meaner  idol  in  her  fr;ri;;e  ? 
O  tafk,  for  feeble  reafon  too  fevere  ! 
O  l'=ffon,  nought  could  teach  me  bur  defpair  ! 
Muft  I  forbid  my  eyes  that  heavenly  fight, 
They've  view'd  fo  oft  with  languifh'rg  delight? 
Muft  my  ears  ihun   that  voice,  whofe  charming 

found 

Seem'd  to  relieve,  while  it  increas'd,  my  wound? 
O  Waller  !  Petrarch  '  you  who  tun'd  the  lyre 
To  the  foft  notes  of  elegant  defire  ? 
Though  Sidney  to  a  rival  gave  her  charms, 
Though  Laura  dying  left  her  lover's  arms, 
Yet  were  your  pains  lefs  exquifite  than  mine, 
'Tis  caller  far  to  lofe,  than  to  refign  ! 

INSCRIPTION 

For  a  Bujl  of  Lady  Suffolk  ;   deftgned  to  be  fet  up  in  4 

Wood  at  Stoivc,  1732. 

HER  wit  and  beauty  for  a  court  were  made : 
But  truth  and  goodnefs  fit  her  for  a  fhade. 

SULPICIA  TO  CERINTHUS, 

IN    HER   SICKNESS.         FROM  TIBULLOS. 
(Sent  to  a  Friend \  in  a  Lady^s  Name.) 

SAY,  my  Cerinthus,  does  thy  tender  breaft 
Feel  the  fame  feverifh  heats  that  mine  moleft  ? 
Alas!  I  only  wifti  for  health  again, 
Becaufe  I  think  my  lover  fhares  my  pain  : 
For  what  would  health  avail  to  wretched  me, 
If  you  could,  unconcern'd,  my  illnefs  fee  ? 

SULPICIA  TO  CERINTHUS. 

I'M  weary  of  this  tedious  dull  deceit; 
Myfelf  I  torture,  while  the  world  I  cheat  : 
Though  prudence  bids   me   flrive  to  guard  my 

fame, 

Love  fees  the  low  hypocrify  with  fhame : 
Love  bids  me  all  confefs,  and  call  thee  mine, 
Worthy  my  heart,  as  I  am  worthy  thine  : 
Weaknefs  for  thee  I  will  no  longer  hide  ; 
Weakncfs  for  thee  is  woman's  nobleft  pride. 

CARTS  SPEECH  TO  LABIENUS, 

IN  THE  NINTH  BOOK  OF  LUCAN. 

("  Quid  quasri,  Labiene,  jubes,"  &c.) 
WHAT,  Labienus,  would  thy  fond  defire, 
Of,  horned  Jo-/e's  prophetic  Ihrinc  inquire? 
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Whether  to  feek  in  arms  a  glorious  doom, 

Or  bafely  live,  and  be  a  king  in  Rome  ? 

If  life  be  nothing  r-nore  than  death's  delay; 

If  impious  force  can  hontft  minds  difmay-j 

Or  probity  may  fortune's  frown  difdain; 

If  well  to  mean  is  all  that  virtue  can ; 

And  right,  dependant  on  itfelf  alone, 

Gains  no  addition  from  fuccef?  ? — '  Fis  known  : 

Fix'd  in  my  heart  thefe  conflant  truths  I  bear, 

And  Ammon  cannot  write  them  deeper  there. 

Our  fouls,  allied  to  Ged,  within  them  feel 

The  fecret  dictates  of  the  Almighty  will; 

This  is  his  voice,  be  this  our  oracle. 

When  firft  his  breath  the  feeds  of  life  inftill'd, 

All  that  we  ought  to  know  was  then  revcal'd. 

Nor  can  we  think  the  Omniprefent  mind 

Has  truth  to  Libya's  defart  fands  confin'd, 

There,  known  to  few,  obfcur'd,  and  loft,  to  lie — 

Is  there  a  temple  of  the  Deity, 

Except  earth,  lea,  and  air,  yon  azure  pole  ; 

And  chief,  his  holieft  fhrine,  the  virtuous  foul  ? 

Where'er  the  eye  can  pierce,  the  feet  can  move, 

This  wide,  this  boundlefs  univerfe  is  Jove. 

Let  abject  minds,  that  doubt  becaufe  they  fear, 

With  pious  awe  to  juggling  priefls  repair; 

I  credit  net  what  lying  prophets  tell — 

•Death  is  the  only  certain  oracle. 

Cowards  and  brave  mufl  die  one  deftin'd  hour — 

This  Jove  has  told  ;  he  needs  not  tell  us  more. 

TO  MR.  GLOVER; 

ON   HIS   POEM  OF   LEONIDAS. 

Written  in  the  Tear  1734. 


Go  on,  my  fiiend,  the  noble  talk  purfue, 
And  think  thy  genius  is  thy  country's  due  ; 
To  vulgar  wits  inferior  themes  belong, 
But  liberty  and  virtue  claim  thy  fong. 
Yet  ceafe  to  hope, though  grac'd  with  every  charm. 
The  patriot  verfe  will  cold  Britannia  warm  ; 
Vainly  thou  ftriv'ft.  our  languid  hearts  to  raife, 
By  great  examples  drawn  from  better  days  : 
]So  longer  we  to  Sparta's  fame  afpire, 
What  Sparta  fcorn'd,  inftrucled  to  admire  ; 
Nurs'd  in  the  love  of  wealth,  and  fornvd  to  bend 
Our  narrow  thoughts  to  that  inglorious  end  : 
No  generous  purpofe  can  enlarge  the  mind, 
No  focial  care,  no  labour  for  mankind, 
Where  mean  felf -interefl  every  aclion  guides, 
In  camps  commands,  in  cabinets  prelides ; 
Inhere  luxury  confumes  the  guilty  (lore, 
And  bids  the  villain  be  a  flave  for  more. 

Hence,  wretched  nation,  all  thy  woes  arife, 
Avow'd  corruption,  licens'd  perjuries, 
Eternal  taxes,  treaties  for  a  day, 
Servants  that  rule,  and  fenates  that  obey. 

O  people,  far  unlike  the  Grecian  race,     ' 
That  deems  a  virtuous  poverty  difgrace, 
That  fuffers  public  wrongs  and  public  fhame, 
In  council  infolent,  in  action  tame  : 
Say,  what  is  now  th'  ambition  of  the  great  ? 
Is  it  to  raife  their  country's  finking  Rate; 
Her  load  of  debt  to  eafe  by  frugal  care, 
'Her  trade  to  guard,  her  harals'd  poor  to  fpare  ? 


Is  it  like  honed  Somers,  to  infpire 

The  love  of  laws,  and  freedom's  facred  fire  ? 

Is  it,  like  wife  Godolphin,  to  fuftain 

The  balanc'd  world,  and  boundlefs  power  rcftrain  ? 

Or  is  the  mighty  aim  of  all  their  toil, 

Only  to  aid  the  wreck,  and  fhare  the  fpoil  ? 

On  each  relation,  friend,  dependant,  pour, 

With  partial  wantonnefs,  the  golden  fhower, 

And,  fcnc'd  by  ftrong  corruption,  to  defpife 

An  injur'd  nation's  unavailing  cries! 

Roufe,  Britons,  roufe  !  if  fenfe  of  (hame  be  weak, 

Let  the  loud  voice  of  threatening  clanger  fpeak. 

Lo  !   France,  as  Perfia  once,  o'er  every  land      / 

Prepares  to  ftretch  her  all-opprefling  hand. 

Shall  England  fit  regardleis  and  feclate, 

A  calm  fpecYatrefs  of  the  general  fate  ; 

Or  call  forth  all  her  virtue,  and  oppofe, 

Like  valiant  Greece,  her  own  and  Europe's  foes? 

O  let  us  feize  the  nv  mer.t  in  our  power, 

Our  follies  now  have  reach'd  the  fatal  hour  ; 

No  later  term  the  angry  gods  ordain  ; 

This  crifis  loft,  we  (hall  be  wife  in  vain. 

And  thou,  great  poet,  in  whofe  nervous  lines 
The  native  majefty  of  freedom  fliines, 
Accept  this  friendly  praife  ;  and  let  me  prove 
My  heart  not  wholly  void  of  public  love  : 
Though  not  like  thee  I  ftrike  the  founding  firing 
To  notes  which  Sparta  might  have  deign'd  to  fingj 
But,  idly  fporting  in  the  fecret  fhadc, 
With  tender  trifles  footh  fome  artlefs  maid. 


TO  WILLIAM  PITT, 

ON    HIS  LOSING    HIS    COMMISSION, 
In  the  Tear  1736. 

LONG  had  thy  virtues  mark'd  thee  out  for  fame, 
Far,  far  fuperior  to  a  cornet's  name  ; 
This  generous  Walpole  law,  and  gricv'd  to  find 
So  mean  a  poft  difgrace  that  noble  mind. 
The  fervile  ftandard  from  thy  freeborn  hand 
He  took,  and  bads  thee  lead  the  patriot  band. 

PROLOGUE 

TO  THOMSON'S  CORIOLANUS. 
Spoken  by  Mr.  ^u'tn. 

\  COME  not  here  your  candour  to  implore 

For  fcenes,  whole  author  is,  alas  !  no  more  ; 

He  wants  no  advocate  his  caufe  to  plead  ; 

You  will  yourfelves  be  patrons  of  the  dead. 

No  party  his  benevolence  confin'd, 

No  fe£  —  alike  it  flow'd  to  all  mankind. 

He  lov'ci  his  friends  (forgive  this  gulhing  tear  : 

Ala*!   I  fee],  I  am  no  aclor  here) 

He  Sv'd  his  friends  with  fuch  a  warmth  of  heart, 

So  clear  of  intereft,  fo  devoid  of  art, 

Such  generous  friendfhip,  fuch  unfhaken  zeal, 

No  words  can  fpeak  it  ;  but  our  tears  may  tell.  — 

O  candid  truth,  O  faith  without  a  ftain, 

O  manners  gently  firm,  and  nobly  plain, 

O  fymjiathizing  love  of  others'  Mils, 

Where  will  you  find  another  bread  like  his? 

Such  was  the  man  —  the  poet  well  you  know: 

Oft  has  he  touch'd  your  hearts  with  tender  \voes 


POEMS. 


Oft  in  his  crowded  houfe,  with  juft  applaufe, 
You  heard  him  teach  fair  virtue's  pureft  laws  ; 
For  his  chafte  mufe  employ 'd  her  heaven -taught 

lyre 

None  hut  the  nobleft  paffions  to  infpire, 
Not  one  immortal,  one  corrupted  thought, 
One  line,  which  dying  he  could  wifh  to  blot. 

Oh  !   may  to-night  your  favourable  doom 
Another  laurel  add,  to  grace  his  tomb  : 
Whilil  he,  fuperior  now  to  praife  or  blame, 
Hears  not  the  feeble  voice  of  human  fame. 
Yet,  if  to  thofe  whom  moft  on  earth  he  lov'J, 
From  whom  his  pious  care  is  now  remov'd, 
With  whom  his  liberal  hand,  and  bounteous  heart, 
Shar'd  all  his  little  fortune  could  impart  ; 
If  to  thofe  friends  your  kind  regard  fhall  give 
What  they  no  longer  can  from  his  receive  ; 
That,  that,  ev'n  now,  above  yon  ftarry  pole, 
May  touch  with  pleafure  his  immortal  I'oul. 

EPILOGUE  TO  LTLLO'S  ELMERICK. 

You,  who,  fupreme  o'er  every  work  of  wit, 
In  judgment  here,  unaw'd  unbiafs'd,  fit, 
'  The  palatines  and  guardians  of  the  pit ; 
If  to  your  minds  this  merely  modern  play 
No  ufeful  fenfe,  no  generous  warmth  convey  ; 
\ifuftlan  here,  through  each  unnatural  icene, 
Injlraind  conceits  found  high,  and  nothing  mean  ; 
If  lofty^dullnefi  for  your  vengeance  call: 
Like  Elmerick  judge,  and  let  tie  guilty  fM. 
But  if  fimplicity,  with  force  and  fire, 
Uulabour'd  thoughts  and  artlefs  words  infpire 
If,  like  the  a&ion  which  thefe  fccnes  relate, 
The  whole  appear  irregularly  great ; 
If  mafter-ftrokes  the  nobler  paffions  move; 
Then,  like  the  king,  acquit  us,  and  approve. 

INSCRIPTIONS  AT  HAGLEY. 
I.    On  a  Vieiv  from  an  Alcove. 
Viridantia  tempe ! 


Tempe,  qvae  fylvae  ciugvnt  fvperimpendentes. 

II.    On  a  Rocky  Fancy  Scat. 
Ego  lavdo  rvris  amceni. 


Rivos,  et  mvfco  cirvmlita  faxa  nemvfqve, 


in. 

To  the  memory  of 
William  Shenttone,  Ef  quire; 

In  whole  verfes 
Were  all  the  natural  graces. 

And  in  whofe  manners 
Was  all  the  amiable  fimplicity, 

Of  paftoral  poetry, 

With  the  fvveet  tendernefs 

Of  the  elegiac. 

IV.    On  the  Pcdejlal  of  an  Urn  *". 

Alexandro  Pope; 

Poetarvm  anglicanorvra 

Elegant  iflimo  dvlciffimoqve  ; 

Virorum  caftigatori  acerrimo, 

Sapicntiae  dodiori  fvaviffiaio, 

Sacra  efto. 
Ann.  Dom.  MDCGXLIV. 

V.    On  a  BsncL. 

Libet  iacere  modo  fvb  antiqva  ilice, 

Modo  in  tenace  Gramine  ; 
Labvnter  altis  interim  rivis  aqvae; 

Quaervntvr  in  fylvis  aves  : 

Fontefqve  lymphis  obftrepvnt  Manantibvs 

Somnos  qvod  invitet  leves. 

VI.    On  Thomfons  Seat  f . 

Ingenio  immortal! 
lacobi  Thomfon, 
Poetae  fvblimis, 

Viri  boni ; 

Aedicvlam  hanc,  qvem  vivvs  dilexit, 
Polt  mortem  eivs  conftrvcltam, 

Dicut  dcdicatqve 
Georgivs  Lyttelton. 

*  A  Dor!'  Portico  in  another  part  of  the  Park  Is  &+- 
noured  ivith  the  name  of  "  Papers  Building"  and  in 
fcribed,  Q^vieti  et  mufis. 

j-  A  very  hatnlfome  and  •uall-jinijlei  building,  in  an 
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While  here  the  poet  paints  the  charms 

Which  blefs  the  perfect  dame, 
How  unaffected  beauty  warms, 

And  art  preferves  the  flame ! 

f 

How  prudence,  virtue,  fenfe,  agree 

To  blefs  the  happy  wife  ; 
In  Lucy  and  her  book  I  fee 
.  The  pifiure  and  the  life. 

Garnet's  Verfes  Written  in  a  Copy  <f  Moore  s  Fables. 


EDINBURGH! 

PRINTED  BY  MO N DELL  AND  SON,  ROYAL  BANK  CLOSE, 
Anno  1794. 
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OF  the  perfonal  hiftory  of  MOORE,  the  particulars  which  have  been  recorded  by  his  biographers 
are  infufficient  to  fatisfy  curiofity,  and  difproportionatc  to  his  reputation  among  the  periodical  ef- 
fayifts  and  the  writers  of  verfe. 

The  additional  intelligence  which  the  prefent  writer  has  obtained,  is  general  and  fcanty ;  but  he 
has  this  gratification  from  giving  it  to  the  world,  that  it  affords  him  an  opportunity  of  recording 
his  obligations  to  the  Rev.  Jofhua  Toulmin,  the  able  and  judicious  "  Hiftorian  of  Taunton,"  and 
continuator  of  "  Neale's  Hiftory  of  the  Puritans,"  for  a  particular  account  of  his  defcent,  birth,  and 
education,  drawn  up,  principally,  on  the  information  of  his  only  furviving  filter. 

Edward  Moore  was  born  at  Abingdon,  in  Berkfliire,  March  22.  1711-1  a.  He  was  the  third  fan. 
of  the  Rev.  Thomas  Moore,  M.  A.  paftor  of  a  fociety  of  Proteftant  diflenters  in  that  town,  by 
Mary,  daughter  of  Thomas  Alder,  gentlemant  of  Drayton,  a  neighbouring  village.  His  grandfather, 
the  Rev.  John  Moore  of  Brazen-Nofe  College,  Oxford,  had  the  curacy  of  Hoineft  in  Dorfetfhire, 
from  which  he  was  ejected  by  the  act  of  uniformity.  He  became  afterwards  paftor  to  a  large  con 
gregation  of  Proteftant  diflenters  at  Bridgewater,  in  Somerletfhirc.  His  father,  in  conjunction, 
with  his  brother,  the  Rev.  John  Moore,  M.  A.  conducted  the  tuition  of  youth  defigned  for  the  mi- 
niftry,  or  defirous  of  going  through  a  courfe  of  academical  learning,  at  Bridgewater,  till  he  removed 
to  Abingdon,  where  he  died  in  the  end  of  1721,  or  the  beginning  of  1722. 

The  feminary  at  Bridgewater  was  fupported  by  Mr.  John  Moore,  through  a  period  of  more  than 
fifty  years  (a  fmall  interruption  in  the  latter  end  of  Queen  Anne's  reign  excepted,  when  he  was 
obliged  to  fecrete  himfelf),  till  the  time  of  his  death,  Dec.  31.  1748,  with  great  credit  and  honour 
to  himfelf,  and  great  benefit  to  the  interefts  of  literature  and  religion.  The  only  publication  attri 
buted  to  his  father,  is  a  tract  on  the  controverfy  of  the  day,  between  the  eftabliflied  church  and  the 
diflenters,  intituled,  "  The  Honefty  of  Proteftant  Diflenters  vindicated,  in  anfwer  to  Mr.  Peer's 
Character  of  an  Honeft  Diflenter,  in  twelve  marks,  with  fome  Remarks  on  the  additional  Pre 
face  ;"  written  on  liberal  principles,  with  temper,  judgment,  and  ability,  not  without  a  feafoning  of 
fmartnefs  and  wit. 

He  left  feven  children.  John,  born  July  3.  1 708,  a  diffenting  minifter,  fettled  firft  at  SwafFham, 
in  Cambrid^efhire,  and  then  at  Abingdon,  truly  refpectable  for  abilities  and  character.  He  died 
September  22.  1774-  Thomas,  born  1709;  Edward,  the  poet;  Samuel,  born  April  8.  1714; 
Mary,  born  September  8.  1716,  who  died  a»  1'aunton,  December  6.  1761  ;  Elizabeth,  born  April 
30.  1719,  ftill  living,  on  whofe  information  this  account  is  drawn  up,  and  with  whom  the  family 
will  become  extinct;  Jane,  born  October  14.  1721,  who  died  at  Bridgewater,  November  1790. 
His  widow  died  in  London  about  1771,  eighty-nine  years  of  age,  expreiling  to  the  laft  an  affec 
tionate  remembrance  of  the  excellencies  of  his  character,  and  a  mournful  fenfe  of  her  great  lofs  in 
the  removal  of  a  moft  beloved  hufband,  after  a  moft  happy  union,  of  about  20  years. 

His  father  dying  when  he  was  about  ten  years  old,  the  direction  of  his  education  was  kindly  un 
dertaken  by  his  uncle  at  Bridgevv-ater.  With  him  he  fpent  fome  years  of  his  early  life,  and  was 
then  removed  to  the  fchool  of  Eaft  Orchard,  in  Dorfetfhire. 

His  original  deftination  appears  to  have  been  for  trade ;  and,  at  a  proper  age,  he  was  placed  with 
one  Mr.  Gibtbn,  a  wholefale  linen-draper  in  London.  When  he  left  this  houfe,  he  weot  to  Ireland, 
in  the  capacity  of  a  factor,  to  one  Mr.  Johnfon  a  merchant  in  the  city,  where  he  refided  fome  years, 
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On  his  return  from  Ireland,  he  entered  into  a  partnership  in  the  linen  trade  with  an  Irifh  gentle 
man  in  London ;  but  his  fuccefs  in  bulinefs,  though  he  conducted  himfclf  in  it  with  ability  and  ex. 
pertnefs,  not  anfwering  his  expiations,  the  connection  was  diffolved. 

Whether  from  a  ftronger  attachment  to  the  ftudy  than  the  counter,  from  a  more  ardent  zeal  in 
the  purfuit  of  fame  than  in  the  fearch  after  fortune,  or  from  the  caufe  affigned  by  himfelf,  in  the 
preface  to  the  quarto  edition  of  his  works,  1756, 'that  "  his  marriage  with  the  Mufes,  like  moft 
other  marriages,  was  more  from  neceflity  than  inclination,"  he  relinquished  the  bufincfs  for  which 
he  was  bred,  became  a  candidate  for  fame,  and  courted  the  Mufes. 

It  has  been  generally  fnppofed  that  he  never  was  in  bufinefs  on  his  own  account ;  but  that  he 
had  been  engaged  in  buf/nefs,  will  appear  from  the  following  ftanza  in  his  Ode  to  Garrick,  on  the  Talk 
of  the  Toivn  on  bis  Marriage. 

And  then  there's  Belmont  to  be  fure — 
Oho  !  my  gentle  Neddy  I^loore^ 
How  does  my  good  Lord  Mayor? 
And  have  you  left  Gleapfide,  my  dear  ? 
And  will  you  write  again  next  year, 
And  fhow  your  fav'rite  player  ? 

Attached  to  the  Mufes,  he  early  courted  public  attention  ;  and  in  1744  produced  his  firft  per 
formance,  intituled,  Fables  for  the  Female  Sex,  which  was  favourably  received. 

Three  of  thefe  fables,  The  Sparrow  and  the  Dow,  The  Female  Seducers,  and  Love  and  Vanity,  were 
the  production  of  his  ingenious  and  amiable  friend  Henry  Brooke,  Efq.  whofe  aififtance  he  ac 
knowledges  in  the  preface,  without  diftinguifhing  his  ihare. 

"  To  avoid  the  misfortunes  that  may  attend  me  from  any  accidental  fuccefs,  1  think  it  neceflary 
to  inform  thofe  who  know  me,  that  I  have  been  aflifted  in  the  following J  papers  by  the  author  of 
"  Guflavus  Vafa."  Let  the  crime  of  pleafing  be  his  whofe  talents  as  a  writer,  and  whofe  virtues 
as  a  man,  have  rendered  him  a  living  affront  to  the  whole  circle  of  his  acquaintance." 

The  eulogy  of  his  poetical  affociate,  whofe  fables  are  no  fmall  ornament  to  his  collection,  is  not 
overcharged.  Brooke,  with  many  peculiarities,  wa.s  a  man  of  knowledge  and  genius,  and,  what  is 
much  better,  a  moft  worthy  man,  and  an  excellent  citizen. 

In  1748,  he  undertook  the  defence  of  Lyttleton,  in  an  ironical  poem,  called  The  Trial  of  Selim  the 
Pzrjtan,  for  High  Crimes  and  JVLif demeanors ;  in  which  he  has  fhovvn  himfelf  a  perfect  matter  of  the 
moft  elegant  kind  of  panegyric,  fuch  as  is  couched  under  the  appearance  of  accufation;  and  for 
•which  he  was  paid  with  kind  words,  which,  as  is  common,  raifed  great  hopes,  that  were  at  laft 
difappointed. 

The  fame  year,  he  produced  his  firft  dramatic  performance,  The  Foundling,  y.  comedy,  acted  at 
Drury-Lane  ;  but  which,  though  aided  by  the  performance  of  Garrick,  Barry,  Yates,  Macklin, 
Mrs.  Wofiington,  and  Mrs.  Gibber,  and  highly  applauded  and  commended  by  Gibber,  had  but  a 
moderate  degree  of  fuccefs.  On  the  firft  night  of  its  appearance,  the  character  of  Faddle  (which, 
it  is  faid,  was  intended  for  one  RufTel)  gave  great  difguft,  and  was  therefore  confiderably  curtailed 
in  all  the  enfuing  reprefentation*.  It  has  not  fince  that  time  been  continued  as  an  acting  comedy, 
being  generally  confidered  as  bearing  too  near  a  reremblanee  to  Steele's  "  Confcious  Lovers;"  yet 
in  fome  refpects  it  is  preferable  to  that  play,  as  the  intricacy  of  the  plot  is  more  natural,  the  cha 
racter?  of  a  more  fprigbiily  turn,  and  drawn  in  general  from  higher  life,  unmixed  with  the  pertnefs 
of  a  chambermaid  coquet  and  kitchen  coxcomb,  on  which  the  livelinefs  of  Steele's  play  principally 
depends.  The  prologue  was  written  by  Brooke. 

About  this  time  he  wrote  The  Trial  of  Sarah  *  *  *,  alias  Slim  Sal,  zjeu  d'  efprit,  occafioned  by  the 
vivacity  and  good  humour  with  .•  hich  he  fpent  an  evening,  in  a  lively  party  of  friends,  at  the  houfe 

of : —  Palmer.  Efq.  at  Eoton,  near  St.  Neot's  in  Huntingdonihire.     The  lady,  his  daughter, 

the  Lib]  ct  of  its  gentee;  wit,  is  ftill  living. 

In  1749,  ne  comphinented  Garrick  in  an  Ode,  on  his  marriage  with  Madam  Violetti ;  and  the  fame 
year,  Auguft  10.  he  united  himfelf  in  marriage  with  Mils  Jenny  Hamilton,  a  beauiiful  and  accom- 
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plifhed  woman,  daughter  of  Mr.  Hamilton,  table-decker  to  the  princeffes,  on  which  occaiion  Lyt- 
tleton  flood  father. 

Mifs  Hamilton,  it  is  faid,  had  a  poetical  turn,  and  had  expreffed  her  partiality  towards  him  in 
the  following  fong,  addrefTed  to  Mifs  Duck,  daughter  of  the  fanrous  Stephen  Duck,  in  which  fhe 
quibbles  on  his  name  with  great  ingenuity  and  delicacy,  and  yet  in  a  manner  that  exprefies  a  fin- 
cere  affection.  This  fpecimen  of  her  poetry  was  handed  about  before  their  marriage,  and  printed 
in  the  "  Gentleman's  Magazine,"  and  other  mifceilaneous  collections  of  the  times. 

According  to  Mr.  Toulmia's  information,  his  attachment  to  Mifs  Hamilton,  and  the  encourage 
ment  his  addreffes  received,  gave  birth  to  this  fong,  which  was  written  by  Dr.  Francklin,  the 
celebrated  tranilator  of"  .^Efchylus"  and  "  JLucian,"  perfonating  Mifs  Hamilton. 

Would  you  think  it,  my  Duck,  (for  the  fajilt  I  muft  own), 
Your  Jenny  at  lail  is  quite  covetous  grown  ; 
Her  millions,  if  fortune  ihould  lavifhly  pour, 
I  ftill  fliould  be  wretched  if  1  had  not  More. 

As  gay-as  I  am,  fhould  I  fpend  half  my  days 

In  dances,  and  op'ras,  ridottos,  and  plays, 

Her  fate  your  poor  Jenny  with  tears  would  deplore, 

For  alas  !  my  dear  girl,  what  are  thofe  without  More. 

vris  the  fame  thing  with  pleafure,  with  money,  with  men, 

And  I  think  I  fhall  never  be  happy  again. 

I've  lovers,  and  danglers,  and  praters,  good  {lore, 

And  yet,  like  true  women,  I  itiil  figli  for  More. 

Mama  (he  cries,  Jenny,  why  all  this  ado, 
You  may  have  a  hufband,  you  know  child,  or  two; 
But  I  pouted,  and  whimper'd,  and  fretted,  and  fwore 
That  I  would  not  have  one  unlefs  I  had  More. 

The  giant,  poor  devil,  has  juft  now  been  here, 

And  has  offcr'd  to  fettle  eight  hundred  a-year;  v 

But  I  anfvver'd  the  wretch  as  I  once  did  before, 

You  know  it  won't  do,  Sir,  for  I  muft  have  More. 

» 

Though  the  fool  I  defpife  mould  befpatter  my  fame, 
Yet  I  think  I'm  as  wife  as  fome  folks  I  could  name  ; 
I  but  worfhip  that  idol  which  others  adore, 
For  thofe  that  have  thoufands  would  gladly  have  More- 

Now,  in  fpite  of  this  craving,  I  vow  and  protcft 
That  avarice  ne'er  had  a  place  in  my  breaft; 
For  I  fwear  I'd  not  envy  the  mifcr  his  ftore, 
Had  I  but  enough  for  my  f  elf  and  one  More. 

You  will  wonder,  my  girl,  who  this  dear  one  can  be, 
Whofe  merit  can  boaft  fuch  a  conqueft  as  me ; 
'But  you  fhan't  know  his  name,  though  I  told  you  before 
It  begins  with  an  M,  but  1  dare  not  fay  More. 

He  had  relied  hitherto  on  his  pen  for  fupport ;  and  had  fome  hope,  from  the  notice  taken  of  him 
by  Lyttleton,  of  receiving  from  his  afliftance  fome  permanent  fupport.  In  this  he  was  difappointed. 
From  Garrick's  friendfttip,  however,  he  gbtained  fome  advantages. 

In  1751,  his  comedy  of  Gil  Bias  was  acted  at  Drtiry-Lane  ;  and,  though  violently  oppofed,  was 
carried  through  nine  nights.  This  is  the  leait  meritorious  of  his  dramas.  The  defign  is  taken  front 
the  ftory  of  Aurora  in  the  novel  of  "  Gil  Bias  ;"  but  bears  too  near  a  refemblance  to  the  plot  of  the 
"  Kind  Impoftor;"  and  he  has  deviated  greatly  from  truth  in  the  manners  of  his  characters. 

In*753»  his  Gamejler,  a  tragedy,  was  acted  at  Drury-Lane,  and  met  with  but  middling  fuc- 
cefs.  As  his  Gil  Bias  had  been  forced  upon  the  town  feveral  nights  after  the  ftrongeft  public  dif- 
approbation  of  it  had  been  expreffed,  it  was  thought  by  his  friends  that  any  piece  acted  unde-r  his 
name  would  be  treated  with  vindictive  feverity.  Spence,  therefore,  permitted  it  for  the  firft  four 
nights  to  be  imputed  to  him;  but  immediately  afterwards  threw  afide  the  mafk,  as  he  fuppofed  the 
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fuccefs  of  the  play  to  be  no  longer  doubtful;  when  fome  of  the  very  perfons  who  had  applauded  it 

as  his  work,  were  among  the  foremoft  to  condemn  it  as  the  performance  of  Moore. 

This  tragedy  is  written  in  profe.  Some  part  of  it  was  originally  compofed  in  blank  verfe,  of  which 
feveral  veftiges  remain.  It  is  'tis  beft  dramatic  performance ;  and  ftill  keeps  poffeflion  of  the  ftage9 
where  it  has  lately  received  every  poffible  recommendation,  by  the  appearance  of  Mrs.  Siddons  in 
the  character  of  Mrs.  Beverley.  The  language  is  nervous,  and  yet  pathetic  ;  the  plot  is  artful,  yet 
well  conducted  ;  the  characters  are  ftrongly  marked,  yet  not  unnatural ;  and  the  cataftrophe  is 
truly  tragic,  yet  not  unjuft.  The  diftrefs  was  cenfured,  on  its  firft  appearance,  as  too  great  to  be 
borne,  and  the  cataftrophe  as  too  horrible;  for  no  other  apparent  reafon,  but  becaufe  it  too  nearly 
touched  a  favourite  and  fafhionable  amufement.  It  was  mown  in  MS.  to  Young,  who  approved  it 
greatly,  with  this  remarkable  expreffion,  that  "  gaming  wanted  fuch  a  cauftic  as  the  concluding 
fccne  of  the  play  prefented."  In  his  preface,  he  fays,  "  I  mould  humbly  prefume  that  the  working 
it  up  to  any  uncommon  degree  of  horror  is  the  merit  of  the  play,  and  not  its  reproach.  Nor  mould 
ib  prevailing  and  deftructive  a  vice  as  gaming,  be  attacked  upon  the  theatre,  without  imprefling  up 
on  the  imagination  all  the  horrors  that  attend  it." 

In  each  of  thefe  performance?,  Garrick  exerted  himfelf  both  as  an  actor  atid  an  author.  In  the 
latter,  he  "  diftinguifhed  himfelf,"  fays  his  biographer,  "  by  uncommon  fpirif.  in  fome  fcenes,  and 
by  great  agonizing  feelings  in  the  laft."  Moore,  in  his  preface,  exprefles  his  admiration  of  this 
inimitable  performer  :  who,  in  the  character  of  Bevcrley,  exceeded  every  idea  Jle  had  conceived  cf 
it  in  writing,  and  acknowledges  himfelf  indebted  to  him  for  many  popular  paffages  in  the  play.  The 
fcene,  in  particular,  between  Leivfon  and  Stately ,  has  been  afcribed  wholly  to  Garrkk. 

In  January  1753,  he  began  a  periodical  paper,  called  The  World^  by  Adam  Fitz-Adam,  which  he 
carried  on  in  weekly  numbers,  till  February  1757.  The  defign,  as  he'  explains  it  in  the  firft  num 
ber,  "  was  to  ridicule,  with  novelty  and  good  humour,  the  fafhions,  follies,  vices,  and  abfurditiea, 
of  that  part  of  the  human  fpecies  which  we  call  the  Worldt  and  to  trace  it  through  all  its  bufmefs, 
pleafures,  and  amufements."  The  wits  of  the  age  were  invited  to  join  in  it,  and  gave  it  their  affift- 
ance.  The  Hon.  Horace  Walpole,  the  prefent  Earl  of  Orford,  Richard  Owen  Cambridge,  Efq.  the 
Earl  of  Corke,  Sir  David  Dalrymple  Lord  Hailes,  the  Earl  of  Chefterfield,  Dr.  Warton,  Whitchead, 
Lovihond.  Jenyns,  and  other  writefs  of  eminence,  as  he  expreffes  it,  "  ornamented  this  publication 
with  their  bounty,  and  honoured  it  with  effays."  The  demand  for  it  greatly  exceeded  expectation; 
and,  during  its  appearance,  it  was  the  only  faihionable  vehicle  in  which  men  of  rank  and  genius 
chofe  to  convey  their  fentiments  to  the  public. 

The  firft  paper  that  Lord  Chefterfield  fent,  being  without  any  notice  from  whence  it  came,  under 
went  but  a  flight  infpection,  and  was  very  near  being  excluded  on  account  of  its  length.  This  ne 
glect  would  have  flopped  any  further  communications ;  but  fortunately  Lyttleton  happening  ta 
call  at  Dodiley's,  the  paper  was  mown  to  him.  He  immediately  knew  the  hand,  and  ftill  more  the 
manner  of  writirg.  Moore,  being  informed  of  the  difcovery,  re  a  !  the  paper  more  attentively,  dif- 
cerned  its  beauties,  and  thought  proper  not  only  to  publifh  it  directly,,  but  to  introduce  it  with  an 
apology  for  the  delay,  and  a  compliment  to  the  writer. 

Fr;>m  this  time,  as  Air.  Toulmin  informs  the  prefent  writer,  on  the  authority  of  Dr.  Farr  of 
Taunton,  Lord  Chefterfield  carried  his  politenefs  and  confidence  in  the  publisher's  tafte  and  judg 
ment  fo  far,  that  when  he  fent  a  paper  to  be  inferted,  he  gave  him  the  liberty  to  publifli  it  entirely, 
to  alter  any  part  of  it,  or  to  fupprefs  it  altogether. 

On  the  fame  authority,  it  is  alleged,  that  when  Moore  collected  the  papers  for  publication,  he 
folicited  leave  to  dedicate  one  of  the  volumes  to  Mr.  Cambridge,  who  permitted  it,  upon  condition 
that  he  himfeif  fhould  write  the  dedication.  The  delicacy  with  which  he  executed  the  talk,  will 
be  readily  perceived  by  the  intelligent  reader  acquainted  with  this  fact. 

It  is  much  to  be  lamented,  that  either  honour  or  emolument  fhould  have  been  miffed  by  Moore. 
All  his  exertions  were,  however,  barely  fufficient  to  ward  off  the  inconveniencies  of  poverty. 

In  1755,  he  fettled  with  his  family  at  South  Lambeth,  and  occupied  the  houfe  which  is  now  the 
property  of  Mr.  Graham,  where  he  had  Cooke,  the  tranflator  of"  Hefiod,"  for  his  neighbour,  with 
whom  be  had  been  acquainted  before  the  publication  of  his  Fables* 
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They  both  met  at  a  club  held  weekly  at  the  Vine  and  Royal  Oak  inns ;  which  was  ufually  com- 
pofed,  among  others,  of  fevera!  literary  chambers;  Dr.  Howard,  H.  TIatfell,  Sir  J.«fenh  Mawbey, 
Bart.  &c.  They  lived  on  friendly  terms  with  each  other,  though  their  manners  and  habits  were 

very  diffimilar. 

"  Cooke,"  fays  Sir  Jofeph  Mawbey,  in  the  account  of  his  life,  "  Gentlemar's  Maga 
zine,"  1791,  began  the  world  with  little  fortune,  and  he  was  early  thrown  upon  thet  own  with 
ftrong  paffions,  which,  it  is  fuppofed,  he  gratified  very  freely  in  the  early  part  of  his  lite.  He  was, 
when  I  knew  him,  regular  and  fober,  though  convivial.  No  one  enjoyed  the  pleasures  of  the  table 
more  than  he,  nor  was  more  entertaining  at  it.  Though  he  fpoke  with  much  freedom  of  men  and 
things,  and  we  did  not  think  his  ftrictures  of  either  well  founded,  he  had  fuch  a  fund  of  general 
knowledge  and  anecdotes,  without  being  in  reality  ill  natured,  that  it  was  impoflible  for  fuch  as 
knew  him  thoroughly  to  avoid  being  pleafed. 

"  He  was,  however,  not  unfrequently  dictatorial  and  affuming,  which  often  difeufted  ftrangers, 
and  made  him  feared  by  many.  Moore,  H.  Hatfell,  Dr.  Howard,  and  many  other  lively  compa 
nions,  were  vifibly  re/trained  by  Cooke,  who  excelled  them  in  learning,  and  whofe  fpirits  generally 
induced  him  to  take  the  lead  in  company  at  times  with  infinite  humour ;  at  the  fame  time,  it  muft 
be  allowed,  few  exceeded  them  in  fprightlinefs  and  witty  converfation." 

In  1756,  he  publilhed  his  works  in  a  quarto  volume,  by  fubfcription,  with  a  dedication  to  che 
Duke  of  Newcaftle ;  which  contains  a  delicate  compliment  to  his  brother  Mr.  Pelham,  who  had  ho 
noured  him  with  his  patronage. 

"  Defects  in  this  work,"  he  fays  in  the  preface,  "  there  are  many,  which  I  have  wanted  both 
time  and  abilities  to  mend  as  I  could  wifh.  Its  merit  (if  it  has  any,  and  I  may  be  allowed  to  n;n:ie 
it),  is  its  being  natural  and  unaffected,  and  tending  to  promote  virtue  and  good  humour.  I  have 
fent  this  my  offspring  into  the  world  in  as  decent  a  drefs  as  I  was  able ;  a  legitimate  one  I  am  fure 
it  is;  and  if  it  mould  be  thought  defective  in  flrength,  fpirit,  or  vigour,  let  it  be  comldered,  th;»r  its 
father's  marriage  with  the  Mufes,  like  moft  other  marriages  into  that  noble  family,  wa&  more  fiohi 
neceffity  than  inclination." 

He  continued  Tie  World  until  near  the  clofe  of  his  life.  The  laft  proof  meet  of  the  complete 
edition  of  that  work  was  waiting  for  his  correction,  when  he  died  at  his  houfe  in  South  Lamixth, 
February  28.  1757,  in  the  4jth  year  of  his  age.  He  was  interred  in  the  new  burymg-ground  be 
longing  to  Lambeth  parifh,  near  the  High-flreet,  without  a  flone  to  mark  the  place  of  tm  dull. 

His  death,  it  isfaid,  was  owing  to  his  apothecary's  too  clofely  and  injudicioufly  adhering  to  the 
phyfician's  prefcription.  He  had  been  vifited  by  a  fevere  rheumatic  fevtr,  in  which  he  had  loft  the 
life  of  his  limbs,  fo  as  not  to  be  able  to  move  a  finger  ;  but  his  recovery  was  faft  advancing,  when 
the  phyfician  was  called  to  a  diftance,  and  directing  the  ufe  of  the  bark,  left  him,  in  confidence  of 
his  reftoration,  to  a  ftate  of  convalefcence.  A  cold  and  inflammation  of  the  lungs  coming  on,  and 
the  ufe  of  the  bark  being  continued,  a  fever  enfucd,  which  foori  terminated  fatally. 

He  left  behind  him  an  only  fon,  of  his  own  Chriftian  name.  L'ord  Chefterfield,  with  a  kindnefs 
and  generofity  which  will  reflect  everlafiing  honour  on  his  name,  took  upon  himfelf  the  care  and 
expence  of  his  education,  till  he  was  fixteen  years  of  age.  when  he  gave  him  a  fortune  of  500  1.  He 
had  firft  a  place  in  the  Salt  Office  ;  but  inclining  to  the  fea  fervice,  he  afterwards  \vent  ou  board  a 
man  of  war  as  a  midfhiptnan,  and  died  at  fea  in  1/73. 

Mrs.  Moore,  after  his  death,  obtained  the  place  of  neceffary  woman  to  the  queen's  private  apart 
ments,  and  {till  furvives ;  cherifhing  an  indelible  and  mournful  remembrance  of  the  virtues  of  a 
mod  affectionate  confort,  and  much  refpected  by  a  numerous  and  genteel  acquaintance. 

The  Worldy  which  he  jufh  lived  to  complete,  was  published  in  6  vol*.  iamo,  1757.  The  fubfe- 
quent  editions,  in  4  vols.  are  too  numerous  to  be  fpecified.  His  Fables  have  been  frequently  re 
printed,  and  with  his  other  poems  have  been  received  into  the  collection  of  the  "  Works  of  the 
Englifh  poets,"  1790.  In  the  prefent  edition,  the  Temple  of  Hymen  is  inferted  among  the  Fables 
contributed  by  Brooke,  omitted  in  the  former  editions. 

Of  Brooke,  this  brief  memorial  may  fuffice.  He  was  born  in  1706.  His  father,  the  Rev.  Wil 
liam  Brooke  of  Rantavan,  was  rector  of  the  parifhes  of  Killinkare,  Muilough,  Mybullough,  and 

S  iv] 
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JLiicowie,  in  the  county  of  Cavan  in  Ireland.  His  mother  was  a  Digby.  He  was  educated  at  Dr. 
Sheridan's  fchool,  and  from  thence  removed  to  the  Temple,  in  his  fixceenth  year.  The  engaging 
fweetnefs  of  his  temper,  and  peculiar  vivacity  of  his  genius-,  caught  the  notice  and  efteem  of  the 
reigning  wits.  Swift  prophecied  wonders  of  him.  Pope  affectionately  loved  him.  Thus  flatter 
ed  and  encouraged,  he  returned  to  Ireland,  and  married  privately  his  coufm,  Mifs  Means,  who  had 
her  firft  child  before  flie  was  fourteen.  He  went  a  fecond  time  td  London  ;  but  poetry  was  as  fa 
tal  there  as  love  had  been  in  Ireland.  The  ftudy  of  the  law  appeared  drier  than  ever.  He  renew 
ed  his  intimacy  with  Pope,  and  wrote  his  poem  of  "  Univerfal  Beauty"  under  his  eye  and  criticifm. 
Soon,  however,  he  was  obliged  to  return;  family  affairs  demanded  his  prefence.  He  practifed  for 
fome  time  as  chamber  counfel.  In  173  /,  he  went  a  third  time  to  England,  where  Pope  received  him 
•with  open  arms.  Lyttleton  foon  diftinguimed  and  cheriftied  a  mind  and  genius  fimilar  to  his  own. 
Pitt  was  particularly  fond  of  him,  and  introduced  him  to  the  Prince  of  Wales,  who  carefled  him 
with  uncommon  liberality,  and  prefented  him  with  many  elegant  and  valuable  tokens  of  his  friend- 
fhip.  Here,  fluflied  with  ambition,  glowing  with  emulation,  and  elevated  with  praife,  he  produced 
Ms  tragedy  of"  Guftavus  Vafa."  Government  took  offence  at  the  fpirit  of  liberty  which  it  breathed, 
and  clofed  the  theatres  againft  it,  but  could  not  prevent  its  publication.  Encouraged  by  hisfuccefs, 
he  tookahoufe  at  Twickenham,  and  fent  for  Mrs.  Brooke,  who  was  propofed  by  the  Prince  to  be 
nurfe  to  his  prefcnt  Majefty.  While  every  profpect  fmiled,  he  was  fcized  with  a  violent  and  un 
conquerable  ague,  and  ordered  to  return  to  his  native  air.  He  fpent  the  remainder  of  his  life  in 
Ireland.  While  barrack  mafter  under  Lord  Chefterfield,  while  writer  of  the  "  Farmers  Letters,"  &c. 
he  pafled,  no  doubt,  through  many  bufy  and  interefting  fcenes,  but  the  particulars  are  not  fufficiently 
known  to  be  related  with  certainty.  He  left  the  country,  and  rented  a  houfe  and  farm  in  Kildare, 
where  he  refided  for  a  few  y£ars.  He  afterwards  took  and  improved  a  farm  in  the  vicinity  of  the 
family  eftate.  Shortly  after  his  wife  died, 'and  with  her  all  his  happinefs,  and  the  beft  part  of  his 
exiftence.  At  length  he  withdrew  to  his  paternal  feat,  where  he  devoted  himfelf  wholly  to  the 
Mufes.  He  wrote  feveral  tragedies,  and  formed  golden  dreams  of  their  fuccefs  upon  the  Englifh 
ftage  from  his  intereft  with  Garrick,  but  was  difappointed.  He  tried  the  Irifti  ftage,  and  was  to 
lerably  fuccefsful,  but  not  equal  to  his  hopes  and  his  occafions.  He  was  compelled  to  mortgage, 
and  at  laft  to  fell,  his  paternal  eftate.  From  this  time  he  fecluded  himfelf  entirely  from  the  world. 
The  powers  of  his  mind  decayed,  and  his  genius  fiafhed  but  by  fits.  This  is  perceivable  in  the  lat 
ter  volumes  of  the  "  Fool  of  Quality,"  and  his  fubfcquent  novel  of  "  Juliet  Grenville,"  which  were 
the  laft  of  his  writings.  He  died  October  10.  1783  in  the  7/th  year  of  his  age. 

He  died  as  he  lived,  a  Chriftian.  With  the  meeknefs  of  a  lamb,  and  the  fortitude  of  a  hero,  he 
fupported  the  tedious  infirmities  of  age,  the  languors  of  ikknefs,  and  the  pains  of  diffolution  ;  and  his 
death,  like  his  life,  was  inftructive. 

Of  nineteen  children,  two  only  furvived  him  ;  a  fon  in  the  army,  fince  dead  ;  and  a  daughter, 
who  inherited  his  genius.  She  publimed  a  quarto  volume  of  poems  in  1792,  and  died  in  1793. 

His  "  Poetical  Works,"  including  fifteen  plays,  were  collected  into  4  vols.  8vo,  1778.  His 
Univerfal  Beauty,  a  philofophical  poem  in  fix  books,"  "  Two  Books  of  Taffo's  Jerufalem  Delivered," 
Conftantia,  or  the  Man  of  Law's  Tale,"  modernized  from  Chaucer,  "  Redemption,  a  poem,  "  Con- 
rade,  a  fragment,"  "  The  Fox  Chafe,1  a  poem,"  &c.,  were  recommended  by  the  compiler  of  this 
collection,  to  be  inferted  with  his  l:ablti,  in  the  "  Works  of  the  Britifh.  Poets;"  but  have  been 
excluded,  in  corifequence  of  fome  arrangement  relative  to  the  extent  of  the  collection. 

The  character  of  Moore,  who  feems  dcftined  as  a  Fabulifl,  to  be  infeparably  connected  with 
Brooke,  was  truly  amiable  and  refpectable.  He  had  a  peculiar  fweetnefs  of  temper,  and  was  a  moil 
entertaining  and  pleafing  companion.  The  Simplicity  of  his  manners  much  endeared  him  to  all  his  ac 
quaintances,  and  makes  them  always  fpeak  of  him  with  particular  fondnefs  and  attachment.  From 
the  names  of  his  coadjutors  in  the  H'orlJ,  and  of  the  perfons  to  whom  his  feveral  pieces  are  addreifed, 
it  appears  that  he  was  honoured  with  the  friendfiiip  of  almoft  all  his  contemporaries,  who  were 
themfelves  remarkable  for  talents  and  for  learning  ;  and,  it  is  but  juflice  to  obferve,  that  the  papers 
'written  by  him,  will  fuffer  no  injury  by  a  comparifoo  with  thofe  of  his  coadjutors. 
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The  following  letter,  furniihed  by  Mr.  Toulmin,  is  a  fpecimen  of  the  vivacity  and  wit,  mingled 
with  a  flrong  portion  of  the  moral  fenfc,  which  was  on  all  occilions  natural  to  Moore.  It  IB  addref- 
fed  to  the  Rev.  John  Ward,  a  diflentihg  miriifter  at  Taunton,  who,  venerable  as  he  is  himfelf  for 
learning,  worth,  piety,  and  years,  deems  it  an  honour  to  have  his  name,  connected  with  that  of 
Moore.  It  was  occafioned  by  his  being  prevented  by  Fielding's  illnefc,  trom  appointing  an  evening 
on  which  he  might  invite  Mr.  Ward  to  meet  at  his  lodgings,  fome  of  the  full  wits  of  the  day. 

"  It  is  not  owing  to  forgetfulnefs  that  you  have  not  heard  from  me  before.  Fielding  continues 
to  be  vifited  for  his  fins,  fo  as  to  be  wheeled  about  from  room  to  room  :  When  he  mends,  I  am  fure 
to  fee  him  at  my  lodgings;  and  you  may  depend  upon  timely  notice  What  fine  things  are  wit 
and  beauty,  if  a  man  could  be  temperate  with  one,  or  a  woman  chafte  with  the  other!  Put  he  that 
will  confine  his  acquaintance  to  the  fuber  and  the  modeft,  will  generally  find  himfelf  among  the  dull 
and  the  ugly.  If  this  remark  of  mine  fhould  be  thought  to  fhoulder  itfelf  in  without  an  introduction, 
you  will  be  pleafed  to  note,  that  Fielding  is  a  wit ;  that  his  diforder  is  the  gout,  and  intemperance 

the  caufe." 

"  Moore,"  fays  Sir  Jofeph  Mawbcy,  who  knew  him  well,  "  was  coufin  german  to  Fuller  the 
banker  (partner  with  Honeywood).  He  told  me  he  had  been  in  Ireland,  on  fome  fcheme  of  bufinefs, 
I  believe  in  the  linen  trade.  He  was  a  well-bred  amiable  man,  and  a  cheerful  witty  and  entertaining 
companion.  Cooke  and  Moore  had  often  propofed  to  themfelves,  and  to  me,  confiderable  pleafure, 
in  attending  me  at  the  next  affizes  of  Surrey ,  of  which  it  was  known  I  was  to  be  Sheriff  in  February 
17  f  7.  Before  fuch  affize  meeting  in  March,  I  had,  alas  !  to  regret  the  death  of  both  my  neighbours 
and  friends,  Cooke  being  buried  on  the  ift  of  January  in  that  year,  and  Moore  on  the  jth  of  March 
following." 

As  a  poet,  his  compofitions  are  characterized  by  a  refined  elegance  of  fentiment,  and  a  correfpon- 
dent  happinefs  of  expreffion.  He  writes  with  ncacnefs  and  terfcnefs,  but  without  much  elevation 
or  fpirit.  Though  not  a  firft-rate  dramatift,  his  pleafing  tragedy  of  the  Gamejlsr  entitles  him  to 
rank  above  the  middling  clafs.  The  plots  of  his  pieces  are  interefting,  his  characters  well  drawn, 
his  fentiments  delicate,  and  his  language  pleafing  ;  but  his  greateft  recommendation  is  the  purity 
that  runs  through  all  his  writing?,  and  the  apparent  tendency  of  every  piwr  towards  the  promo 
tion  of  morality  and  virtue. 

His  Yablesy  the  moft  popular  of  all  his  works,  are  equal  to  the  beft  compofitions  of  that  kind  in 
our  language.  In  the  freedom  and  eafe  of  the  verification,  and  in^thf  forciblenefs  of  the  moral,  and 
the  poignancy  of  the  fatire,  they  approach  nearer  to  the  manner  of  Gay  than  any  of  the  numerous 
imitations  of  that  popular  fabulift.  In  poetical  fpirit,  beautiful  imagery,  and  harmony  of  numbers, 
they  poffels  an  unqueflionable  fuperiority.  They  have  not  only  great  merit  of  the  moral  kind,  but 
they  delight  us  as  a  juft  picture  of  human  life. 

The  Your  Fables  of  Brooke  may  vie  with  almoft  every  production  of  the  kind,  for  poetical  co 
louring,  facility  of  verification,  and  ftrer.gth  of  fentimcnt.  They,  have  all  the  flowing  eafe,  clearncfs 
of  expreffion,  and  poignancy  of  fatire,  that  are  to  be  found  in  Gay,  and  M'-ore  ;  with  more  warmth 
of  poetry  and  glow  of  fentiment.  Bur,  with  all  their  merit,  they  are  perhaps  too  extenfive  for 
that  kind  of  writing.  Fable  ihould  be  fbort,  ftrong  in  the  application,  quick  in  the  effect,  and 
poignant  in  the  moral.  The  Tempi,.-  of  Hymen,  is  properly  an  allegorical  tale  :  It  is  flowing,  clear, 
and  poetical ;  and  ends  with  a  well  turned  compliment  to  Lord  Charlemont.  The  Sparroiv  and 
tie  Dove  breathes  throughout  the  true  fpirit  of  poetry  ;  but  perfpicuity  is  fomctimes  loft  in  the 
flight  of  the  Mufe.  Perhaps  the  connection  and  conduct  of  the  fable  would  not  be  injured  by  the 
omiffion  of  about  150  lines,  beginning — Freedom  rejlraind  by  reafon 's  force,  and  ending — While  fiv ell- 
ing  'with  the  darling  tbeme.  The  abftrufe  reafoning  and  philofophy,  which  might  figure  well  in 
another  place,  are  very  improper  in  the  character  of  the  Dove.  The  Female  Seducer*  is  a  fuperlative 
performance;  peifpicuity,  without  which  genius  wants  its  beft  fupport,  is  Ibmetimes  wanting;  but 
all  the  pictures  and  descriptions  are  very  highly  coloured,  and  the  vtrfification  is  exquifitely  polifh- 
ed  and  harmonious.  Love  and  Vanity  has  great  ftrength  and  vigour  of  poetry,  and  force  of  thofe 
peculiarities  which  run  through  the  great  variety  of  his  performances. 


aSa  THE  LIFE   OF   MOO&E. 

The  "  verfes  written  in  a  copy  of  Moore's  fables,"  by  Garrick,  are  not  only  a  handfome  compli- 
inent  to  the  fair  poffcffor  of  it,  but  truly  defcriptive  of  the  nature  and  merit  of  the  work,  and  ihdi- 
reilly  a  fine  encomium  on  it. 

While  here  the  poet  paints  the  charms 

Which  blefs  the  perfect  dame, 
How  unaffected  beauty  warms, 

And  art  preserves  the  flame. 

How  prudence,  virtue,  fenfe,  agree, 

To  form  the  happy  wife  ; 
In  Luty,  and  her  book,  I  fee 

The  pifture  and  the  life. 

Sir  Jofeph  Mawbey  has  tranfcribed,  from  Cooke's  Common-place-book,  his  "  remarks  on  Moore's 
Fables;"  which  the  worthy  baronet  believes  "  will  be  allowed  to  be  very  juft  by  every  lover  of 
poetry." 

"  June  1743, 1  read  fixteen  fables  in  manufcript,  wrote  by  Mr.  Edward  Moore.  The  ninth,  The 
Farmer ',  the  Spaniel,  and  the  Cat,  is  a  very  pretty  fable  ;  and  thtre  are  great  elegancies  in  the  introduc 
tion.  The  fixteenth,  and  laft  fable,  called  The  Female  Seducers,  is  a  charming,  elegant  poem.  Thefe 
two  fables  are  far  fuperior  to  the  reft,  and  are  unexceptionably  good.  The  di<5Uon  is  fuch  as  the  pro 
vince  of  poetry  requires;  and  there  are  many  delicacies  in  fentiment  and  expreffion  ;  and  the  image 
ry  is  ftrong  and  delightful.  The  other  fables  have  their  merit;  but  have  many  imperfections  which, 
1  doubt  not,  the  author  will  remove  before  they  are  printed.  The  vef fification ,  through  all,  is 
fweet,  with  very  few  exceptions.  His  images  are,  fome  of  them,  lovely,  and  lovclily  clothed.  The 
following  four  verfes  are  from  the  ninth  fable,  addreffed  to  a  lady. 

Sweet  are  the  flow'rs,  that  deck  the  field  ; 
Sweet  are  the  flowers  the  bloffoms  yield  ; 
Sweet  is  the  fummer  gale  that  bk>ws  ; 
And  fweet,  though  fweeter  you,  the  rofe." 

"  Here  is  true  fimplicity  and  fweetnefs.  Speaking  in  the  laft  fable  of  the  diffolution  of  things,  he 
has  fome  of  the  bcautifulleft  images  I  defire  to  fee  in  poetry ;  as  thefe  lines. 

Gone  like  traces  on  the  deep, 
Like  a  fceptre  cjrafp'd  in  fleep  ; 
Dews  exhal'd  from  funny  glades, 
Melting  fnows  and  gliding  {hades. 

Sir  Jofeph  Mawbey  juftly  obferves,  that  Cooke  "  might  have  given  many  other  extracts  from: 
them  equally  beautiful."  He  appears  to  have  been  unacquainted  with  the  real  author  of  The  Fe 
male  Seducers. 

Of  his  mifcellaneous  pieces,  the  moft  confiderable  is,  Tie  Trial  of  Setim,  which  contains  much 
fine  irony,  exprtffcd  in  elegant  verfification.  His  Odes  are  pleafing  and  poetical ;  but  have  not  the 
fire  and  enthufiafm,  which  belong  to  the  higher  kinds  of  lyric  poetry.  His  Songs  may  be  juftly 
ranked  among  the  beft  compofitions  of  the  kind  in  our  language.  They  are  fimple,  elegant,  and 
fprijrhtly  in  the  higheft  degree. 

"  His  poetical  works,"  fays  Sir  Jofeph  Mawbey,  "  have  eftablifhed  his  name  for  genius,  though' 
they  did  not  procure  him  much  fortune,  nor  patrons  to  place  him  in  a  ftate  of  independency. 
There  is  an  eaiy  elegance  in  his  compofitions,  which  renders  them  as  pleafing  as  any  in  the  Enghik 
language." 
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To  His  Grace 

THOMAS  HOLLES,  DUKE  OF  NEWCASTLE. 


MY  LORD, 

HAD  I  the  honour  of  being  perfonally  known  to 
your  Grace,  I  had  not  thus  prefumptuoufly  ad- 
dreffed  you,  without  previous  felicitation  for  fo 
great  an  indulgence.     But  that  your  Grace  may 
neither  be  furpriied  nor  offended  at  the  liberty  I 
am  taking,  my  plea  is,  that  the  great  and  good 
man,  whofe  name  is  prefixed  to  the  firft  of  thefe 
poems,  was  a  friend  and  benefactor  to  me.     The 
favours  I  have  received  at  his  hands,  and  the  kind 
affurances  he  was  pleaftd  to  give  to  me  of  their 
continuance,  which  his  death  only  prevented,  have 
left  me  to  lament   my  own  private  l"fs  amidft 
the  general  concern.      It  is  from  thefe  favours 
and  affurances  that  1  flatter  myfrlf  with  having  a 
kind  of  privilege  to  addrefs  your  Grace  upon  this 
occafion,  and  to  entreat  your  patronage  of  the 
following  fheets.  I  pretended  to  no  merit  with  Mr. 
Pelham,  except  that  of  honouring  his  virtues,  and 
\vifhing  to  have  been  ferviceable  to  them  :   I  pre 
tend  to  no   other  with  your  Grace.     My  hopes 
are,  that  while  you  are  fulfilling  every  generous 


intention  of  the  brother  whom  you  loved,  yonr 
Grace  will  not  think  me  unworthy  of  fome  fmall 
fhare  of  that  notice,  with  which  he  was  once 
pleafed  to  honour  me. 

1  will  not  detain  your  Grace  to  echo  back  the 
voice  of  a  whole  people  in  favour  of  your  juft  and 
prudent  adminiftration  of  public  affairs.  That 
the  falutary  meafures  you  are  purluing  may  be  as 
productive  of  tranquillity  and  honour  to  your 
Grace,  as  they  are  of  happinefs  to  thefe  kingdoms, 
is  the  fincere  vrifh  of, 

My  Lord, 
Your  Grace's 
moft  humble, 
moft  obedient, 

and 

moft  devoted  Servant, 
Tully's  Head,  Pail-Mall, 7 

Feb.  »6.  1756.          (         EDWAKDMOOR.. 


PREFACE. 


MOST  of  the  following  poems  have  already  made 
their  appearance  in  detached  pieces ;  but  as  many 
of  them  were  printed  without  a  name,  I  was  ad- 
vifed  by  fome  particular  friends  to  collect  them 
into  a  volume,  and  publifh  them  by  fubfcription. 
The  painful  tafk  of  foliciting  fuch  a  fubfcription 
•vns  chiefly  undertaken  by  thofe  friends,  and  with 
fuch  fpirit  and  zeai,  that  I  fhould  be  greatly  want 
ing  in  gratitude,  if  I  neglected  any  opportunity, 
cither  public  or  private,  of  making  them  my  moft 
fincere  acknowledgments.  I  am  alfo  obliged  to  a 
very  valuable  friend  in  Ireland  for  a  considerable 
number  of  fuhfcribers  in  that  kingdom,  a  lift  of 
whofe  names  I  have  not  been  favoured  with,  and 
for  which  I  was  dtfired  not  to  delay  publication. 
I  mention  this  feermng  neglect,  that  my  friends 
on  that  fide  the  water  may  not  accufe  me  of  any 
difrefpect. 


Such  as  the  work  now  is,  f  fubmit  it  to  the 
public.  Defects  in  it  there  are  many,  which  I 
have  wanted  both  time  and  abilities  to  amend  as 
1  could  wifh.  Its  merit  (if  it  has  any,  and  I  may 
be  allowed  to  name  it)  is  its  being  natural  and 
unaffected,  and  tending  to  promote  virtue  and 
good -humour.  Thofe  parts  of  it  that  have  been 
publifhed  fingly,  had  the  good  fortune  to  pieafe  ; 
thofe  that  are  now  added  will,  I  hope,  be  no  dif- 
credit  to  them.  Upon  the  whole,  I  have  fent 
this  my  offspring  into  the  world  in  as  decent  a 
drefs  as  I  was  able  :  a  legitimate  one  I  am  fure  it 
is ;  and  if  it  fhould  be  thought  defective  in 
ftrength,  fpirit,  or  vigour,  let  it  be  confidered  that 
its  father's  marriage  with  the  Mufes,  like  moft 
other  marriages  into  that  noble  family,  was  more 
from  neceffity  than  inclination, 
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THE  DISCOVERY : 

AN   ODE 

To  the  Right  Honourable 
HENRT  PELHAM. 
.  i       Vir  bonus  eft  quis  ?        HOR. 

TAKE  wing,  my  mufe  !  from  fhore  to  fhore 
Fly,  and  that  happy  place  explore 

Where  virtue  deigns  to  dwell ; 
If  yet  {he  treads  on  Britifti  ground, 
Where  can  the  fugitive  be  found, 

In  city,  court,  or  cell  ? 

Not  there,  where  wine  and  frantic  mirth 
Unite  the  fenfual  fons  of  earth 

In  pleafure's  thoughdefs  train ; 
Nor  yet  where  fanclity's  a  fhow, 
Where  fouls  nor  joy  nor  pity  know 

For  human  blifs  or  pain. 

Her  focial  heart  alike  difowns 

The  race,  who  fhunning  crowds  and  thrones, 

In  (hades  fequefter'd  doze ; 
Whofe  floth  no  generous  care  can  wake, 
Who  rot  like  weeds  on  Lethe's  lake,  * 

In  fenfelefs,  vile  repofe. 

With  thefe  fhe  fhuns  the  factious  tribe, 
Who  fpurn  the  yet  unoffer'd  bribe, 

And  at  corruption  lour  ; 
Waiting  till  difcord  havoc  cries, 
In  hopes,  like  Cataline,  to  rife 

On  anarchy  to  pow'r  ! 

Ye  wits,  who  boaft  from  ancient  times, 
A  right  divine  to  fcourge  our  crimes, 

Is  it  with  you  fhe  refts  ? 
No.     Int'reft,  flander  are  your  views, 
And  virtue  now,  with  every  mufe, 

Flies  your  unhallow'd  breafts. 

There  was  a  time,  I  heard  her  fay, 
Ere  females  were  feduc'd  by  play, 

When  bsauty  was  her  throne  ; 
But  now,  where  dwelt  thefoft  defires, 
The  furies  light  forbidden  fires, 

To  love  and  her  unknown. 

From  thefe  th'  indignant  goddefs  flies, 
And  where  the  fpires  of  fcience  rife, 
A  while  fufpends  her  wing  ; 


But  pjsdant  pride  and  rage  are  there, 
And  faction  tainting  all  the  air, 
And  pois'ning  every  fpring. 

Long  through  the  flcy's  wide  pathlefs  way 
The  mufe  obferv'd  the  wand'rer  ftray, 

And  mark'd  her  lafl  retreat ; 
O'er  Surrey's  barren  heaths  fhe  flew, 
Defcending  like  the  filent  dew 

On  Efher's  peaceful  feat. 

There  fhe  beholds  the  gentle  Mole 
His  penfive  waters  calmly  roll, 

Amidft  Elyfian  ground  : 
There  through  the  windings  of  the  grove 
She  leads  her  family  of  love, " 

And  ftrews  her  fweets  around. 

I  hear  her  bid  the  daughters  fair 
Oft  to  yon  gloomy  grott  repair, 

Her  fecret  fteps  to  meet ; 
Nor  thou,  fhe  cries,  thefe  fhades  forfake, 
But  come,  lov'd  confort,  come  and  make 

The  hufband's  blifs  complete. 

Yet  not  too  much  the  foothing  eafe 
Of  rural  indolence  fhall  pleafe 

My  Pelham's  ardent  breaft; 
The  man  whom  virtue  calls  her  own 
Muft  {land  the  pillar  of  a  throne, 

And  make  a  nation  bleft. 

Pelham  !  'tis  thine  with  temp'rate  zeal 
To  guard  Britannia's  public  weal, 

Attack' d  on  every  part : 
Her  fatal  difcords  to  compofe, 
Unite  her  friends,  difarm  her  foes, 

Demands  thy  head  and  heart. 

When  bold  rebellion  fhook  the  land, 
Ere  yet  from  William's  dauntlefs  hand 

Her  barbarous  army  fled  ; 
When  valour  drocp'd,  and  wifdom  fear'd, 
Thy  voice-expiring  credit  heard, 

And  rais'd  her  languid  head. 

Now  by  thy  ftrong  affifting  hand, 
Fix'd  on  a  rock  I  fee  her  ftand, 

Againft  whofe  folid  feet, 
In  vain,  through  every  future  age, 
The  loudeft,  moft  tempeftuous  rage 

Of  angry  war  {hall  beat, 
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And  grieve  nnt  if  the  Cons  of  ftrife 
Attempt  to  cloud  thy  fpotlefs  life, 

And  ftade  its  brighteft  fcenes ; 
Wrerches,  hy  kindnefs  unfubdu'd, 
Who  fee,  who  fhare  the  common  good, 

Yet  cavil  at  the  means. 

Like  thefe,  the  Tnetaphyfic  crew, 
Proud  to  be  fingular  and  new, 

Think  all  they  fee  deceit ; 
Are  warm'd  and  cherifh'd  by  the  day, 
Fee!  and  enjoy  the  heav'nly  ray, 

Yet  doubt  of  light  and  heat. 

THE  TRIAL 


SELIM  THE  PERSIAN  *, 

FOR  DIVERS  HIGH  CRIMES  AND  MISDEAMEANORS. 

THE  court  was  met;  the  pris'ner  brought ; 
The  counfel  with  inftructions  fraught ; 
And  evidence  prepar'd  at  large, 
On  oath,  to  vindicate  the  charge. 

Bu'  nrit  'tis  meet,  where  form  denies 
Poetic  helps  of  fancy'd  lies, 
Gay  metaphors,  and  figures  fine, 
And  funiles  to  deck  the  line  ; 
Tis  meet  (as  we  before  have  faid) 
To  call  defcription  to  our  aid. 

Begin  we  then  (asfirft  'tis  fitting) 
With  the  three  chiefs  in  judgment  fitting. 

Above  the  reft,  and  in  the  chair, 
Sat  Faction  with  diiTembled  air  ; 
Her  tongue  was  fkill'd  in  fpecious  lits, 
And  murmurs,  whence  diffentions  rife  ; 
A  fmillng  maik  her  features  veil'd, 
Her  form  the  patriot's  robe  conceal'd  ; 
With  ftudy'd  blandifhments  fhe  bow'd, 
And  drew  the  captivated  crowd 
The  next  in  place,  and  on  the  right, 
Sat  Envy,  hideous  to  the  fight ; 
Her  fnaky  locks,  her  hollow  eyes, 
And  haggard  form  forbade  difguife  ; 
Paltf  difcontent  and  full<°n  hate 
Upon  her  wrinkled  forehead  fat ; 
Her  left  hand,  clench'd,  her  cheek  fuftain'd, 
Her  right  (with  many  a  murder  ftain'd) 
A  dagger  clutch'd,  in  act  ro  (Irike, 
With  tlarts  of  rage,  and  aim  oblique. 

Laft  on  the  left  was  Clamour  1'een, 
Of  ilature  vaft,  and  horrid  mien  ; 
With  blotted  cheeks,  and  franric  eyes, 
She  fent  her  yellings  to  tht  ikies  ; 
Prepar'd  with  trumpet  in  her  hand, 
To  blow  fed>tion  o'er  the  land. 

With  thefe,  four  more  of  leffer  fame, 
And  humbler  rank,  attendant  came ; 
Hypocrily  with  fiv.iling  grace, 
And  Impudence  with  brazen  face, 

*  George  Lyttleton,  Efq.  afterwards  Lord  Lyttle- 
ton.  The  Perfian  Letters  of  this  nobleman  tvere  ivrit- 
'ten  under  the  character  of  Selim,  "which  occafioned  Mr. 
QZoore  to  give  him  the  fame  name  in  this  f>oem. 


Contention  bold,  with  iron  lungs, 
And  Slander  with  her  hundred  tongues. 
The  walls  in  fculptur'd  tale  were  rich, 
And  ftatues  proud  (in  many  a  nich) 
Of  chiefs,  who  fought  in  faction's  caufe, 
And  perifh'd  for  contempt  of  laws. 
The  roof  in  vary'd  light  and  fhade, 
The  feat  of  anarchy  dilplay'd. 
Triumphant  o'er  a  falling  throne. 
(By  emblematic  figures  known) 
Confufion  rag'd,  and  luft  obfcene, 
And  riot  with  diftempjr'd  mien, 
And  outrage  bold,  and  mifchief  dire, 
And  devafiation  clad  in  fire. 
Prone  on  the  ground  a  martia.1  maid 
Expiring  lay,  and  groan'-l  for  aid  ; 
Her  fhield  with  many  a  ftab  was  pierc'd, 
Her  laurels  torn,  her  1'pear  revers'd; 
And  near  her,  crouch'd  amidft  the  fpoils, 
A  lion  panted  in  the  toils. 

With  look  compos'd  the  pris'ner  flood, 
And  modeft  pride.     By  turns  he  vievv'd 
The  court,  the  counfel,  and  the  crowd, 
And  with  fubmiflive  rev'rence,  bow'd. 
Proceed  we  now,  in  humbler  ftrains, 
And  lighter  rhymes,  with  what  remains. 

Th'  indictment  grievoufly  fet  -forth, 
That  Selim,  loft  to  patriot  worth, 
(In  company  with  one  Will  Pitt*, 

And  many  more,  not  taken  yet) 

In  forty-five,  the  royal  palace  f 

Did  enter,  and  to  fhamt:  grown  callous, 

Did  then  and  there  his  faith  forfake, 

And  did  accept,  receive,  and  take, 

With  mifchievous  intent  and  bafe, 

Value  unknown  a  certain  place. 
He  was  a  fecond  time  indicted, 

For  that,  by  evil  zeal  excited, 

With  learning  more  than  layman's  (hare, 

(Which  parfons  want,  and  he  might  Ipare) 

In  letter  to  one  Gilbert  Weft  ]:, 

He,  the  faid  Selim,  did  atteft, 

Maintain,  fupport,  and  make  aflertion 

Of  certain  points,  from  Paul's  converfion, 

By  means  whereof  the  faid  apoftle 

Did  many  an  unbeliever  joftle, 

Starting  unfafhionable  fancies, 

And  building  truths  on  known  romances. 
A  third  charge  ran,  that  knowing  well 

Wits  only  eat  as  pamphlets  fell, 

He,  the  faid  Selim,  notwithftanding, 

Did  fall  to  anfw'rjng,  fhaming,  branding 

Three  curious  letters  to  the  Whigs  §  ; 

Making  no  reader  care  three  figs 

For  any  facts  contain'd  therein  ; 

By  which  uncharitable  fin 

*  Afterwards  Earl  of  Chatham. 

f   Mr.  Lyttleton  tvas  appointed  a  Lord  ofihe  Trea~ 


fury,1Stb  Dec    1744 

\     intitul  ' 
foflejtip  of 
Ej'y."  8vo    1747- 

^  Intituled, ' '  Three  Letters  to  the  Whigs  ;   occafien 
cdly  the  Letter  to  the  Tories^  8vo.  1748. 


b  Dec.  1744 

i  ntitulfdy  u  Obfervations  on  the  Converfion  and  A" 
of  Si.  Paul.      In   a  Letter  to   Gilbert   Wejl, 
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An  author,  modeft  and  deferving, 
Was  deftin'd  to  contempt  and  ftarving; 
Againft  the  king,  his  crown  and  peace, 
And  all  the  ftatutes  in  that  cafe. 

The  pleader  rofe  with  brief  full  charg'd, 
And  on  the  pris'ner's  crimes  enlarg'fl- — 
But  not  to  damp  the  mufe's  fire 
With  rhet'ric,  fuch  as  courts  require, 
We'll  try  to  keep  the  reader  warm, 
And  lift  the  matter  from  the  form. 
Virtue  and  focial  love,  he  faid, 
And  honour  from  the  land  were  fled  ; 
That  patriots  now,  like  other  folks, 
Were  made  the  butt  of  vulgar  jokes; 
While  Oppofition  dropp'd  her  creft, 
And  courted  pow'r  for  wealth  and  reft. 
Why  fome  folks  laugh'd,  and  fome  folks  rail'd, 
Why  fome  fubmitted,  fome  affail'd, 
Angry  or  pleas'd — all  folv'd  the  doubt 
With  who  were  in,  and  who  were  out. 
The  fons  of  Clamour  grew  fo  fickly, 
They  look'd  for  diffoluticn  quickly ; 
Their  weekly  journals,  finely  written, 

Were  funk  in  privies  all  befh. n  ; 

Old-England  *,  and  the  London-Evening, 
Hardly  a  foul  was  found  believing  in  ; 
.And  Caleb  f,  once  fo  bold  and  ftrong, 
Was  ftupid  now,  and  always  wrong. 

Aik  ye  whence  rofe  this  foul  difgrace  ? 
Why  Selim  has  receiv'd  a  place, 
And  thereby  brought  the  caufe  to  {hame ; 
proving  that  people,  void  of  blame, 
Might  ferve  their  country  and  their  king, 
By  making  both  the  felf-fame  thin,g  : 
By  which  the  credulous  believ'd, 
And  others  (by  ftrange  arts  deceiv'd) 
Tha:  minifters  were  fometimes  right, 
And  meant  not  to  deftroy  us  quite. 

That  bart'ring  thus  in  ftate  affairs, 
He  next  muft  deal  in  facred  wares, 
The  clergy's  rights  divine  invade, 
And  fmuggle  in  the  gofpel  trade : 
And  all  this  zeal  to  reinftotc 
Exploded  notions,  out  of  date  ; 
Sending  old  rakes  to  church  in  fhoals, 
Like  children,  ihiv'ling  for  their  fouls; 
And  ladies  gay,  from  fmut  and  libels, 
To  learn  beliefs,  and  read  their  Bibles; 
Erecting  confcience  for  a  tutor, 
To  damn  the  prefent  by  the  future: 
As  if  to  evils  known  and  real 
'Twas  needful  to  annex  ideal ; 
When  all  of  human  life  we  know 
Is  care,  and  bitternefs,and  woe, 
With  Ihort  transitions  of  delight, 
To  let  the  fhatter'd  fpirits  right. 
Then  why  fuch  mighty  pains  and  care, 
To  make  us  humbler  than  we  are  ? 
Forbidding  fhott-liv'd  mirth  and  laughter, 
By  fears  of  what  may  come  hereafter  ? 

*  /.n  Oppofition  Paper  at  thai  time  publfied,  in 
•which  Mr  Lyttleton  ivas  frequently  -buj~d- 
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Better  in  ignorance  to  dwell ; 
None  fear,  but  who  believe  a  hell ; 
And  if  there  fhould  be  one,  no  doubt, 
Men  of  themfelves  would  find  it  out. 

But  Selim's  crimes,  he  faid,  went  further, 
And  barely  ftopp'd  on  this  fide  murder; 
One  yet  remain'd  to  clofe  the  charge, 
To  which  (with  leave)  he'd  fpeak  at  large, 
And,  firft,  'twas  needful  to  premife, 
That  though  fo  long  (for  reafons  wife) 
The  prefs  inviolate  had  flood, 
Productive  of  the  public  good; 
Yet  flill,  too  modeft  to  abufe, 
It  rail'd  at  vice,  but  told  not  whofe. 
That  great  improvements,  of  late  days, 
Were  made,  to  many  an  author's  praife, 
Who,  not  fo  fcrupuloufly  nice, 
Proclaim'd  the  perfon  with  the  vice ; 
Or  gave,  where  vices  might  be  wanted, 
The  name,  and  took  the  reft  for  granted- 
Upon  this  plan,  a  champion  *  rofe, 
Unrighteous  greatnefs  to  oppofe, 
Proving  the  man  "  inventus  non  eft," 
Who  trades  in  pow'r,  and  ftili  is  honeft  ; 
And  (God  be  prais'd)  he  did  it  roundly. 
Flogging  a  certain  junto  foundly. 
But  chief  his  anger  was  directed, 
Where  people  lead  of  all  fufpeded; 
And  Selim,  not  fo  ftrong  as  tall, 
Beneath  his  grafp  appear'd  to  fall. 
But  Innocence  (as  people  fay) 
Stood  by,  and  fav'd  him  in  the  fray, 
By  her  afllfted,  and  one  Truth, 
A  bufy,  prating,  forward  youth, 
He  rally'd  all  hisftrength  anew, 
And  at  the  fee  a  letter  threw  f  : 
His  weakeft  part  the  weapon  found, 
And  brought  him  fenfelefs  to  the  ground. 
Hence  Oppofition  fled  the  field, 
And  ignorance  with  her  feven-fold  fliield  ; 
And  well  they  might,  for  (things  weigh'd  fully) 
Thepris'ner  with  his  whore  and  bully, 
Mult  prove  for  every  foe  too  hard, 
Who  never  fought  with  fuch  a  guard. 

But  Truth  and  Innocence,  he  faid, 
Would  ftand  him  here  in  little  ftead  ; 
For  they  had  evidence  on  oath, 
That  would  appear  too  hard  for  both. 

Of  witneffes  a  fearful  train 
Came  next,  th'  indictments  to  fuftain  ; 
Detraction,  Hatred,  and  Diftruft, 
And  party,  of  all  foes  the  worft, 
Malice,  Revenge,  and  Unbelief, 
And  Difappointment  worn  with  grief, 
Difhonour  foul,  unaw'd  by  fliame, 
And  every  fiend  that  vice  can  name. 
All  ^hefe  in  ample  form  depend, 
Each  fa<5t  the  triple  charge  difclo&'d, 
With  taunts  and  gibes  of  bitter  fort, 
And  alking  vengeance  from  the  court. 


*   Author  of  the  Letters  to  the  Whigs. 
f   Probably,  "  A  Congratulatory  Letter  to  Selim  Cjt 
>?  Letters  to  the  /!'%*,"  8vo.  1748. 
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The  prisoner  faid  in  his  defence, 
That  he  indeed  had  fmall  pretence 
To  foften  facts  fo  deeply  fworn, 
But  would  for  his  offences  mourn ; 
Yet  more  he  hop'd  than  bare  repentance 
Might  ftill  be  urg'd  to  ward  the  fentence. 
That  he  had  held  a  place  fome  years, 
He  own'd  with  penitence  and  tears, 
But  took  it  not  from  motives  bafe, 
Th'  indictment  there  miftook  the  cafe  ; 
And  though  he  had  betray'd  his  truft 
In  being  to  his  country  juft, 
Neglecting  Faction  and  her  friends, 
He  dijj  it  not  for  wicked  ends, 
But  that  complaints  and  feuds  might  ceafe, 
And  jarring  parties  mix  in  peace. 

That  what  he  wrote  to  Gilbert  Weft, 
Bore  hard  againft  him,  he  confefs'd  ; 
Yet  there  they  wrong'd  him ;  for  the  fact  is9 
He  reafon'd  for  belief,  not  practice ; 
And  people  might  believe,  he  thought, 
Though  practice  might  be  deem'd  a  fault. 
He  either  dreamt  it,  or  was  told, 
Religion  was  rever'd  of  old, 
That  it  gave  breeding  no  offence, 
And  was  no  foe  to  wit  and  fenfe  ; 
But  whether  this  was  truth,  or  whim, 
He  would  not  fay  ;  the  doubt  with  him 
(And  no  great  harm  he  hop'd)  was,  how 
Th'  enlighten'd  world  would  take  it  now  : 
If  they  admitted  it,  'twas  well ; 
If  not,  he  never  talk'd  of  hell ; 
Nor  even  hop'd  to  change  men's  meafures, 
Or  frighten  ladies  from  their  pleafures. 

One  accufation,  he  confefs'd, 
Had  touch'd  him  more  than  all  the  reft; 
Three  patriot-letters,  high  in  fame, 
By  him  o'erthrown,  and  brought  to  fliame. 
And  though  it  was  a  rule  in  vogue, 
If  one  man  call  d  another  rogue, 
The  party  injur'd  might  reply, 
And  on  his  foe  retort  the  lie  ; 
Yet  what  accru'd  from  all  his  labour, 
But  foul  difhonour  to  his  neighbour  ? 
And  he's  a  moft  unchriftian  elf, 
Who  others  damns  to  fave  himfelf. 
Befides,  as  all  men  knew,  he  faid, 
Thofe  letters  only  rail'd  for  bread  ; 
And  hunger  was  a  known  excufe 
For  proftitution  and  abufe : 
A  guinea,  properly  ap^ly'd, 
Had  made  the  writer  change  his  fide; 
He  wifh  d  he  had  not  cut  and  carv'd  him, 
And  own'd,  he  fhould  have  bought,  not  ftarv'd 

him. 

The  court  he  faid,  knew  all  the  reft, 
And  muft  proceed  as  they  thought  bed ; 
Only  he  hop'd  fuch  refignation 
Would  plead  fome  lirtle  mitigation ; 
And  if  his  character  wa-  clear 
From  other  faults  (and  f  iends  were  near, 
W<:o  would,  when  call'd  upon,  atteft  it) 
He  ciul  in  humbltft  f«.rm  rcquett  it, 
To  be  from  pnmfh.T.ent  txer.pt, 
And  only  fuffer  their  contempt. 


The  pris'ner's  friends  their  claim  preferr'S, 
In  turn  demanding  to  be  heard. 
Integrity  and  Honour  fwore, 
Benevolence,  and  twenty  more, 
That  he  was  always  of  their  party, 
And  that  they  knew  him  firm  and  hearty. 
Religion,  fober  dame,  attended, 
And,  as  fhe  could,  hi*  caufe  befriended. 
She  faid,  'twas  fiijce  he  came  from  college^ 
She  knew  him  introduc  d  by  knowledge  : 
The  man  was  modeft  and  fincere, 
Nor  farther  could  fhe  interfere. 
The  Mufes  begg'd  to  interpofe; 
But  Envy  with  loud  hiflings  rofe, 
And  call'd  them  women  of  ill  fame, 
Liars,  and  proftirutes  to  fliame; 
And  faid,  to  all  the  world  'twas  known, 
Selim  had  had  them  every  one. 
The  pris'ner  bluih'd,  the  Mufes  frown'd, 
When  filence  was  proclaim'd  around, 
And  Faction,  rifing  with  the  reft, 
In  form  the  pris'ner  thus  addre£>'d. 

You,  Selim,  thrice  have  been  indicted  : 
Firft,  that  by  wicked  pride  excited, 
And  bent  your  country  to  difgrace, 
You  have  receiy'd,  and  held  a  place  ~ 
Next,  infidelity  to  wound, 
You've  dar'd,  with  arguments  profound, 
To  drive  freethinking  to  a  ftand, 
And  with  religion  vex  the  land  : 
And  laftly,  in  contempt  of  right, 
With  horrid  and  unnat'ral  fpite, 
You  haye  an  author's  fame  o'erthrown, 
Thereby  to  build  and  fence  your  own. 

Thefe  crimes  fucceflive,  on  your  trial, 
Have  met  with  proofs  beyond  denial ; 
To  which  yourfelf,  with  fhame,  conceded3 
And  but  in  mitigation  pleaded. 
Yet  that  the  juftice  of  the  court 
May  fufFer  not  in  men's  report, 
Judgment  a  moment  I  fufpend, 
To  re^fon  as  from  friend  to  friend. 

And  firft,  that  you,  of  all  mankind, 
With  kings  and  courts  fhould  ftain  your  mind! 
You !  who  were  Oppofition's  lord  1 
Her  nerves,  her  fmews,  and  her  fword ! 
That  you  at  laft,  for  fervile  ends, 
Should  wound  the  bowels  of  her  friends! 
Is  aggravation  of  offence, 
That  leaves  for  mercy  no  pretence. 

Yet  more For  you  to  urge  your  hate, 

And  back  the  church,  to  aid  the  ftate ! 

For  you  to  publifti  fuch  a  letter  ! 

You  !  who  have  known  religion  better ! 

For  you,  I  fay,  to  introduce 

The  fraud  again  ! — there's  no  excufe. 

And  laft  of  all,  to  crown  your  fhame, 

Was  it  for  you  to  load  with  blame 

The  writings  of  a  patriot-youth, 

And  furnmon  Innocence  and  Truth 

To    prop    your    caufe  ? Was    this    for 

you  ? 

But  juftice  does  your  crimes  purfue  ; 
And  fer.tence  now  alone  remains, 
Which  thus,  by  me,  the  coui  t  ordains : 
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*'  That  you  return  from  whence  you  came, 
«'  There  to  be  ftript  of  all  your  fame 
*'  By  vulgar  hands .   that  once  a  week 
"  Old-England  pinch  you  till  you  fqueak; 
"  That  ribbald  pamphlets  do  purfue  you, 
«*  And  lies  and  murmurs,  to  undo  you, 
'*  With  every  foe  that  v/ortii  procures, 
"  And  only  virtue's  friends  be  yours." 

ODE  TO  GARRICK, 

UPON  THE  TALK  OF  THE  TOWN. 

"  When  I  faid  I  would  die  a  batchelor,  I  did  not 
"  think  I  fhould  live  till  I  were  married ." 

Much  Ado  about  Nothing. 

No,  no  ;  the  left-hand  box,  in  blue  ; 

There  !  don't  you  fee  her  ? — "  See  her!  Who?'* 

Nay.  hang  me  if  J  tell. 
There's  Garrick  in  the  mufic  box  ! 
Watch  but  his  eyes  ;  fee  there "  O  pox!" 

"  Your  fervant,  Ma'moifelle  !" 

But  tell  me,  David,  is  it  true  ? 

Lord  help  us  !  what  will  fome  folks  do  ? 

How  will  they  curfe  this  ftranger  ! 
What '.  fairly  taken  in  for  life  ! 
A  fober,  ferious,  wedded  wife  ! 

O  fie  upon  you.  Ranger  I 

The  clergy  too  have  join'd  the  chat ; 
"  A  papift  ! — Has  he  thought  of  that  ? 

"  Or  means  he  to  convert  her  ?'' 
Troth,  boy,  unlefs  your  zeal  be  ftout, 
The  nymph  may  turn  your  faith  about, 

By  arguments  experter. 

The  ladies,  pale  and  out  of  breath, 
Wild  as  the  witches  in  Macbeth, 

Alk  if  the  "  deed  be  done  !" 
O,  David  !  liften  to  my  lay  ! 
I'll  prophefy  the  things,  they'll  fay, 

For  tongues  you  know,  will  run. 

*'  And  pray,  what  other  news  d'ye  hear  ? 
t(  Marry'd  ! — But  don't  you  think  my  dear, 

"  He's  growing  out  of  fafhion  ? 
"  People  may  fancy  what  they  will, 
"  But  Quin's  the  only  ador  ftiil, 

"  To  touch  the  tender  paflion. 

*'  Nay,  madam   did  you  mind,  laft  night,    / 
"  His  Archer  ?   Not  a  line  on't  right ! 

"  I  thought  1  heard  fome  hifles. 
"  Good  God !  if  Billy  Mills,  thought  I, 
*'  Or  Billy  Havard  would  but  try, 

"  They'd  beat  him  all  to  pieces. 

"  'Twaf;  prudent  though  to  drop  his  Bayes — 
"  And  (entre  nous)  the  Laureat  fays, 

"  He  hopes  he'll  give  up  Richard. 
"  But  then  it  tickles  me  to  fee, 
"  In  Haftings.  fuch  a  fhrimp  as  he 

"  Attempt  to  ravifh  Prit chard. 

"  The  fellow  pleas'd  me  well  enough 

«  In what  d'ye  call  it  ?  Hoadley's  fluff; 

"  There's  fomething  there  like  nature  : 
"  Juft  fo,  in  life,  he  runs  about, 
"  Plays  at  bo-peep,  now  in,  now  out, 

"  But  hurts  no  mortal  creature. 


"  And  then  there's  Belmont,  to  be  fure 

"  O  ho  1  my  gentle  Neddy  Moore  ! 

"  How  does  my  good  Lord  Mayor  ? 
"  And  have  you  left  Cheapfide,  ray  dear  1 
"  And  will  you  write  again  next  year, 

"  To  fhow  your  fav'rite  player  ? 

(i  But  Merope,  we  own,  is  fine, 
"  Eumenes  charms  in  every  line  ; 

"  How  prettily  he  vapours! 
"  So  gay  his  .drefs,  fo  young  his  lock, 
"  One  would  have  fworn  'twas  Mr.  Cook, 

"  Or  Mathews,  cutting  capers." 

Thus,  David,  will  the  ladies  flout, 
And  councils  hold  at  every  rout, 

To  alter  all  your  plays; 
Yates  (hall  be  Benedick  next  year, 
Macklin  the  Richard,  Tafwell  Lear, 

And  Kitty  Clive  be  Bayes. 

Two  parts  they  readily  allow 

Are  yours ;  but  not  one  more,  they  vow ; 

And  thus  they  ciofe  their  fpite  : 
You  will  be  Sir  John  Brute,  they  fay, 
A  very  Sir  John  Brute  all  day, 

And  Fribble  all  the  night. 
But  tell  me,  fair  ones,  is  it  fo  ? 
"  You  all  did  love  him  once  *,"  we  know; 

What  then  provokes  your  gall  ? 
Forbear  to  rail — I'll  tell  you  why ; 
Quarrels  may  come,  or  madam  die, 

And  then  there's  hope  for  all. 
And  now  a  word  or  two  remains, 
Sweet  Davy,  and  I  clofe  my  ftrains : 

Think  well  ere  you  engage; 
Vapours  and  ague-fits  may  come, 
And  matrimonial  claims  at  home, 

Unnerve  you  for  the  flage. 

But  if  you  find  yourfpirits  right, 
Your  mind  at  eafe,  your  body  tight, 

vTake  her ;  you  can't  do  better. 
A  pox  upon  the  tattling  town  ! 
The  fops  that  join  to  cry  her  down 

Would  give  their  ears  to  get  her. 

Then  if  her  heart  be  good  and  kind, 
( And  fure  that  face  befpeaks  a  mind 

As  foft  as  woman's  can  be) 
You'll  grow  as  conftant  as  a  dove, 
And  tafte  the  purer  fweets  of  love, 

Unvifi ted  by  Ranby. 

ENVY  AND  FORTUNE  : 
A    TALE. 

TO  MRS.  GARRICK. 

SAYS  Envy  to  Fortune,  "  Soft,  foft,  Madam  Flirt ! 
"  Not  fo  faft  with  your  wheel,  you'll  be  down  in 

"  the  dirt ! 
"  Well,  and  how  does  your  David  ?  Indeed,  my 

"  dear  creature,  [nature ; 

*c  You've  Ihown  him  a  wonderful  deal  of  good- 
"  His  bags  are  fo  full,  and  fuch  praifes  his  due, 
"  That  the  like  was  ne'er  known — and  all  owing 

"  to.  you : 

11   Julius  Ctffar. 


POEMS, 


u  But  why  won't  you  make  him  quite  happy  for 

"  life,  [wife  ?" 

'*  And  to  all  you  have  done  add  the  gift  of  a 

Says  Fortune,  and  fmil'd,  "  Madam  Envy,  God 

fave  ye  ! 

"  But  why  always  fneering  at  me  and  poor  Davy  ? 
"  I  own  that  fometimes,  in  contempt  of  all  rules, 
"  1  lavifh  my  favours  on  blockheads  and  fools; 
"  But  the  cafe  is  quite  different  here,  I  aver  it, 
*'  For  David  ne'er  knew  me,  till  brought  me  by 

"  merit. 

"  And  yet  to   convince  you — nay,  Madam,  no 
'*  hiffcs —  [is —  ." 

"  Good  manners  at  leaft — fuch  behaviour  as  this 
(For  mention  but  Merit,  and  Envy  flies  out 
With  a  hifs  and  a  yell  that  would  filence  a  rout. 
But  Fortune  went  on) — "  To. convince  you,  I  fay, 
"  That  I  honour  your  fcheme,  I'll  about  it  to-day; 
"  The  man  fliall  be  marry'd,  io  pray  now  be  eafy, 
"  And  Garrick  for  once  fhali  do  ibmething  to 

"  pleafe  ye." 

So  faying,  file  rattled  her  wheel  put  of  fight, 
While  Envy  waik'd  after,  and  grinn'd  with  de 
light,  [brewing, 
It  feems  'twas  a  trick  that  flic  long  had   been 
To  marry  pour  David,  and  fo  be  his  rum  • 
For  Slander  had  told  her  the  creature  lov'd  pelf, 
And  car'd  not  a  fig  for  a  foul  but  himfelf ; 
.From  thence  fhe  was  lure,  had  the  Devil  a  daugh 
ter,  [her  : 
He'dfnapat  the  girl,  fo  'twas  Fortune  that  brought 
And  then  fhould  her  temper  be  fullen  or  haughty, 
Her  flefh  too  be  frail,  and  incline  to  be  naughty, 
'1'would  fret  the  poor  fellow  fo  out  of  his  reafon, 
That  Barry  and  Guiin  would   fct  fafhions  next 

fcafon. 

But  Fortune,  who  faw.what  the  Fury  defign'd, 
Refulv'd  to  get.  David  a  wife  to  his  mind  : 
Yet  afraid  of  herielf  in  a  matter  fo  nice, 
She  vifited  Prudence,  and  begg'd  her  advice. 
The  nymph  fhookiier  head  when  the  bufinefs  flie 

knew, 

And  faid  that  her  female  acquaintance  were  few  ; 
That  excepting  Mifs  R  *  *  * — O,  yes,  there  was 

one, 

A  friend  of  that  lady's,  fhe  vifited  none  ; 
But  the  firft  was  too  great,  and  the  lafl  was  too 

good, 

And  as  for  the  reft,  fhe  might  get  whom  {he  cou'd. 
Away  hurried  Fortune,  perplex'd  and  half  mad, 
But  her  promifc  waspafs'd,  and  a  wife  muftbehad: 
She  travers'd  the  town  from  one  corner  to  t'other, 
Mow  knocking  at  one  door,  and  then  at  another. 
The  girls  curtfy'd  low  as  the  look'd  in  their  faces, 
And  bridled  and   primm'd  with    abundance    of 

graces ; 

But  this  was  coquettifh,  and  that  was  a  prude, 
One  ftupid  and  dull,  t'other  noify  and  rude  ; 
A  third  was  affe&ed,  quite  carelefs  a  fourth, 
With  prate  without  meaning,  and  pride  without 

worth  ; 

A  fifth,  and  a  fixth,  and  a  feventh  were  fuch 
As  either  knew  nothing,  or  fomething  too  much— •>• 
In  fhort  as  they  pafs'd,  flie  to  all  had  objections; 
The  gay  wanted  thought,  the  good-humyur'd  af 
fections. 
VOL    X, 


The  prudent  were  ugly,  the  fenfible  dirty, 
Aiicl  all  of  them  flirts,  from  fifteen  up  to  thirty. 

When  Fortune  law  this  flie  began  to  look  filly., 
Yet  ftill  flie  went  on  till  fhe  rtach'd  Piccadilly; 
But  vex'd  and  fatigu'd,  and  the  night  growing  late, 
She  refted  her  wheel  within  Burlington  gate. 
My  lady  rofe  uj>,  as  fhe  faw  her  come  in,  [been  ?" 
*'  O    ho,  madam    Genius !  pray  where   have  you 
(For  her  ladyfhip  thought,  from  fo  lerious  an  air, 
Twas  Genius  couie  home,  for  it  feems  flie  liv'd 

there.) 

But  Fortune;  not  minding  her  ladyfhip's  blunder, 
And  wiping  her  forehead,  cry'd,  "  Well  may  you 

wonder  [cafe, 

"  To  fee  me  thus  flurry'd;" — then  told  her  the 
And  figh'd  till  her  ladyfhip  laugh'd  in  her  face* 
'*  Mighty  civil  indeed  :" — "  Come,  a  truce,  fays 

"  my  iady,  [y*-. 

"  A  truce  with  comr-bints,  and  perhaps  I  may  aid 
"  I'll  fhow  you  a  girl  that — Here,  Martin  !  go 

"  tell! 
"  But  flie's  gone  to   undrefs ;  by  and  by   is  as 

"  well— 

"  I'll  fhow  you  a  fight  thatyou'll  fancy  uncommon , 
"  Wit,  beauty,  and  goodnefs,  all  met  in  ?.  woman  ; 
"  A  heart  to  no  folly  or  mifchie'f  inclin'd,   •' 
"  A  body  all  grace,  and  all  fweetnefs  a  mind." 
"  O,  fray  let  me  fee   her,"  fays  Fortune,  and 

"  fmil'd,  [child— 

"  Do  but  give  her  to  me,  arrd  I'll  make  het  my 
"  Buc  wi.o,  my  dear,  who  ? — for   you'have  not 

«  told  yet"— 

"  Who,  indeed,  fays  m'y  lady,  if  not  VioIeM e  ?" 
The  words  were  icarce  fpoke  when  fhe  cnter'd 

the  room  ; 

A  blufh  at  rhe  ftranger  ftill  brightenM  her  blooni  ; 
So  humble  her  looks  were,  fo  mild  was  her  air, 
That  Fortune,  aftonifh'd,  fat  mute  in  her  chair. 
My  lady  rofe  up,  and  with  countenance  bland, 
"  This  is  Fortune,  my  dear,"  and  prefented  her 

hand  : 

The  goddefsembrac'd  her,  and  call'd  her  herdwn, 

And,  compliments  over,  her  errand  made  known. 

But  how  the  fweet  girl  colour'd,  fluttef'd,  and 

trembled, 

How  oft  flie  faid  no,  and  how  ill  fhe  diffembted  ; 
Or  how  little  David  rcjoic'd  at  the  new?, 
And  fwore,  from  all  others,  'twas  her  he  would 

chonfe  ; 

What  methods  he  try 'd,  and  what  arts  to  prevail; 
All  thefe,  were  they  told,-  would  but  burden  ruy 

tale— 

In  fliort,  all  affairs  we're  fo  happily  carry'd, 
That  hardly  fix  weeks  pafs'd  away  till  they  mar 
ry'd. 

But  Envy  grew  fick  when  the  ftory  fhe  heard, 
Violette  was  the  girl  that,  of  all  flie  moft  fear'd  ; 
She  knew  her  good-humour,  her  beauty  and 

fvveetneTs,  [nefs ; 

Her  eafe  and  compliance,  her  tafbe  and  her  neat- 
From  thefe  fhe  was  fure   that  her  man  ciould  not 

roam, 
And  muft  rife  on  the  ftage,  from  contentment  at 

Borne  : 

So  on  fhe  went  hifiing,  and  inwardly  curs'd  her, 
And  Gariick  next  feafoii  will  certainly  bujrlt  her* 
T 
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To  the  Right  Honourable 
HENRY    PELHAM, 

Tie  Humlle  Petition  of  tie  Worfhipful  Company  of 
Poets  and  Newt-Writers^ 

SIIEWETII. 

THA  i  y  our  Honrur'spetitioners(dealersin  rhymes, 
And  writers  of  fcandal,  for  mending  the  times) 
By  IcfTes  in  bufinefs,  and  England's  well-doing, 
Are  funk  in  their  credit,  and  verging  on  ruin. 

That  the  11-  their  misfortunes,  they  humbly  con 
ceive, 

Arife  n«a  trom  dulncfs,  as  feme  folks  believe, 
But  from  rubs  in  your  way  which  your  Honour 

has  laid, 
And  want  of  materials  to  carry  on  trade. 

Thar  they  always  had  form'd  high  conceits  of 

their  ufe, 

And  meant  their  laft  breath  fhould  go  out  in  abufo ; 
But  now  (and  they  fpcak  it  wirh  forrow  and  tears) 
Since  your  Honour  has  fat  at  the  helm  of  affairs, 
No  party  will  join  them,  no  faction  invite  [write  ; 
To  heed  what   they  fay,  or   to  read  what    they 
Sedition,  and  Tumult,  and  Difco; d  arc  fled, 
And  Slander  fcarce  ventures  to  lifr  rphcr  head — 
In  fhort,  public  bufineis  is  fo  carry'd  on, 
That  their  country  is  fav'd,  and  the  patriots  nndone. 

To  perplex  them  ftill  more,  and  lure  famine  to 

bring, 

(Nowfatire  has  loft  both  its  truth  and  its  fHng) 
If,  in  fyite  of  their  natures,  they  bungle  at  praife, 
Your  Honour  regards  not,  and  Bobody  pays. 

Your  petitioners,  therefore, moil  humbly  entreat 
(A$  the  times  will  allow,  and  your  Honour  thinks 
meet)  [complaint 

That  meafures  be  charrgM,  and   fome   caufe  of 
Be  immediately  furnifh'd,  to  end  their  reftraint : 
Their  credit  thereby,  and  their  trade  to  retrieve, 
That  again  they  may  rail,  and  the  nation  believe. 

Or  elie  (if  your  wifdom  fhoufd  deem  it  all  one) 
Now  the  Parliament's  rifing,  and  bufinefs  is  done, 
That  your  Bionour  would  pleafe,at  this  dangerous 

crifis, 

To  take  tu  your  bofom  a  few  private  vices, 
J3y  which  your  petitioners  haply  might  thrive, 
And  keep  both  themfelves  and  Contention  alive. 

In  compaffion,  good  Sir,  give  them  fomething 

to  fay, 
And  your  Homer's  petitioners  ever  fhall  pray. 

THE 
TRIALOFSAR\H*  *  *  *,  ALIAS  SLIM  SAL, 

FOR  PRIVATELY  STEALING. 

THE  pris'ner  was  at  large  indicled, 

For  that  by  thirft  of  gain  excited, 

One  day  in  July  laft,  at  tea, 

And  in  the  houfe  of  Mrs.  P. 

Trom  the  left  breaft  of  E.  M.  gent. 

With  bafe  felonious  intent, 

Did  then  and  there  a  heart 

Reft,  quiet,  peace,  and  other  things, 

Steal   rob.  and  plunder ;  and  all  them 

The  chattels  of  the  faid  E.  M. 


The  profecutor  fwore,  laft 
(The  month  he  knew,  but  rot  the  day5 
He  left  his  friends  in  town,  and  went 
Upon  a  vifit  down  in  Kent : 
That  flaying  there  a  month  or  two, 
He  fpent  his  time  as  others  do, 
In  riding,  walking,  fifhing,  fwimmingj 
But  bting  much  incIinM  to  women, 
And  young  and  wild,  and  no  great  reafonefj 
He  gut  acquainted  with  the  prifoner. 
He  own'd,  'twas  rumour'd  in  thofe  parts 
That  fhe  'ad  a  trie!;  of  dealing  hearts, 
And  from  fifteen  to  twenty-two, 
Had  made  the  devil  and  all  to  do  : 
But  Mr.  W.  the  vicar, 
(And  no  man  brews  you  better  liquor) 
Spoke  of  her  thefts  a*  tricks  of  youth, 
The  frolics  of  a  girl  f  .rfooth  : 
Things  n«,\v  were  on  another  fcore, 
He  laid  ;  for  fhe  was  twenty-four. 
However,  to  make  matters  fhort, 
And  not  totrefpafs  on  the  court, 
The  lady  was  difcover'd  foon, 
And  thus  it  was.  Oue  afternoon, 
The  ninth  of  July  laft,  or  near  it, 
(As  to  the  day,  he  could  not  fwear  it} 
In  company  at  Mrs   P.'s, 
Where  folks  fay  any  thing  they  plcafe  ; 
Dean  L.  and  Lady  Mary  by, 
And  Fanny  waiting  on   Mifs  Y. 
(He  own'd  he  was  inclin'd  to  think 
Both  were  a  little  in  their  drink) 
The  pris'ner  afk'd,  and  call'd  him  coufinr 
How  many  kiffe>  made  a  dozen  ? 
That  being,  as  he  own'd,  in  liquor, 
The  queftion  made  his  blood  run  quicker, 
A.nd,  fenfe  and  reafon  in  eclipfe, 
He  vow'd  he'd  fcore  them  on  her  lips. 
That  rifing  up  to  keep  his  word, 
He  got  as  far  as  kifs  the  third, 
\nd  would  have  counted  t1  other  nine, 
And  fo  all  prefent  did  opine, 
But  that  he  felt  a  fudden  dizzinefs, 

hat  quite  undid  him  for  the  bufinefs  : 
His  fpeech,  he  faid,  began  to  faulter, 
His  eyes  to  ftare,  his  mouth  to  water. 
His  breaft  to  thump  without  ceflation, 
And  all  within  one  conflagration. 
Blefs  me  !  fays  Fanny,  what's  the  matter  ? 
And  Lady  Mary  look'd  hard  at  her, 
And  ftamp'd,  and  wifh'd  the  pris'ner  further, 
And  cry'd  out,  Part  them,  or  there's  murther 
That  ftill  he  held  the  pris-ner  faft, 
And  would  have  ftood  it  to  the  Jaft  ; 
But  ftruggling  to  go  through  the  reft, 
He  felt  a  painacrofs  his  breaft, 
A  fort  of  fudden  twinge,  he  faid, 
That  feem'd  almoft  to  ftrike  him  dead, 
And  after  that  luch  cruel  fniarting, 
He  thought  the  foul  and  body  parting. 
That  then  he  let  the  pris'ner  go, 
And  ftagger'd  off  a  ftep  or  f o  ; 
And  thinking  that  his  heart  was  ill, 
He  begg'd  of  Mifs  Y.'s  maid  to  feel. 
That  Fanny  ftept  before  the  reft, 
And  laid  her  hand  upon  his  breafl  y 
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But,  mercy  OH  en  us  !  what  a  flare 
The  creature  gave !  No  heart  was  there ; 
Soufc  went  her  fingers  in  the  hole, 
Whence  heart,  and  firings,  and  all  were  fiole. 
That  Fanny  turn'd,  and  told  the  priloner, 
She  was  a  thief,  and  fo  (he'd  chriuen  her; 
And  that  it  was  a  burning  fhame, 
And  brought  the  houfe  an  evil  name  ; 
And  if  .fhe  did  not  put  the  heart  in, 
The  man  would  pine  and  die  for  certain. 
The  pris'ner  then  was  in  her  airs, 
And  hid  her  mind  her  own  affairs  ; 
And  told  his  reverence,  and  the  reft  of 'em, 
She  was  as  honed  as  the  befl  of  'em. 
•  That  Lady  Mary  and  Dean  L 
Rofe  up  and  faid,  ''1  was  mighty  well, 
But  that,  in  general  term?  they  faid  it, 
A  heart  wa*  gone,  and  Ibme  one  had  it  : 
Words  woritu  not  do,  for  ftarch  they  muft, 
And  fearch  they  wuuid,  and  her  the  firft. 
That  then  the  pris'ner  dropp'd  her  anger, 
And  faid,  fhe  hop'd  they  would  not  hang  her ; 
That  all  fhe  did  was  meant  in  jeft, 
And  there  the  heart  was,  and  the  reft. 
That  then  the  Dean  cry'd  out,  O  fie  1 
And  fent  in  hafte  for  JufHce  I. 
Who,  though  he  knew  her  friends  and  pity'd  her, 
Gali'd  her  hard  names,  and  fo  committed  her. 

The  parties  prefent  fvvorc  the  fame  ; 
And  Fanny  faid,  the  pris'ner's  name 
Had  frighfen'd  all  the  country  round  ; 
And  glad  fhe  was  the  bill  wa->  found. 
She  knew  a  man,  who  knew  another, 
Who  knew  the  very  party's  brother, 
Who  loft  his  heart  by  mere  furprife, 
One  moniing  locking  at  her  eyes  ; 
And  others  had  been  known  t<>  fqueak, 
Who  only  chanc'd  to  hear  her  fp-cak: 
For  fhe  had  words  of  fuch  a  fort, 
That  though  fhe  knew  no  reafon  fpr't, 
Would  make  a  man  of  fenfe  run  mad, 
And  rifte  him  of  all  he  had 
And  rhat  fhe'd  rob  the  whr-le  community, 
Jf  ever  fhe  had  opportuni  y. 

The  pri«'ner  now  firft  filfnce  broke, 
And  curtfy  d  round  her  as  fhe  fpoke. 
She  own'd,  fhe  faid.  ir  much  incens'd  her, 
To  hear  fuch  matters  fw  rn  againft  her, 
But  that  (lie  hop'd  to  keep  her  temper, 
At  d  prove  herfclf  *'  eadem  le^per." 
That  what  the  pr<;fecutor  fwore 
Was  lome  part  true,  and  forhe  part  more  : 
She  own'd  file  had  been  o[*.c.n  ieen  with  him, 
And  laugh  d  and  chatted  on  the  green  witn  him; 
The  fell  w  feem'd  to  have  humanity, 
And  told  her  tales  that  footh'd  her  vanity, 
Pretending  that  he  lov'd  her  vaftly, 
And  that  alt  women  elfe  hv.k'd  ghaftly. 
But  then  (lie  hop.'d  the  court  would  think 
She  never1  was  inclin  d  to  drink, 
Or  fuffer  hands  like  his  to  daub  her,  or 
Encourage  men  to  kifs  and  {L/bber  her; 
She'd  have  folks  know  fhe  did  not  love  if, 
Or  if  fhe  did,  fhe  was  above  it. 
But  this,  fhe  faiii,  was  iV»orn  of  courfeg 
To  prove  her  giddy,  and  theti  work ; 


As  fhe  whofe  conduct  was  thought  "  Izvis," 

Might  very  weil  be  rtckon'd  thievifh. 

She  hop'd,  fhe  iaid,  the  court's,  difcerning 

Would  pay  fome  honour  to  her  learning, 

For  every  diy  from  four  to  pad  fix, 

She  went  up  itairs,  and  read  the  claffks. 

Thus  having  clear  d  herfcif  of  levicy, 

The  reft,  fhe  faid,  would  come  with  brevity* 

And  firft,  it  injur'd  m.'t  her  honour 

To  own  the  heart  was  f  und  upon  her  j 

For  fhe  could  prove,  and  did  aver, 

The  j-altry  thing  belorg'cl  to  her  : 

The  faci  was  thus.  This  prince  ot"  knaves 

Was  once  the  humbldt    f  her  flaves, 

And  often  had  confcis'd  the  dart 

Her  eyes  had  lodg'd  within  his  heart  : 

That  (lie,  as  'twas  her  conftant  fafhion} 

Made  great  diverfion  of  hi^  pafri.  r.  ; 

Which  let  his  blood  in  inch  a  ferment, 

As  feem'd  to  threaten  his  interment  : 

That  then  fhe  was  afraid  of  loiirg  him,' 

And  fo  defifted  from  abufing  him  ; 

And  often  came  and  felt  his  pulfe, 

And  bid  him  write  to  Dn&or  Hulfe. 

The  profrcutor  thank'd  her  kindly, 

And  figh  d,  and  faid  fhe  look'd  divinely ; 

But  told  her  that  his  heart  was  burftmg, 

And  doctors  he  had  little  truit  in  ; 

H    therefore  begg'd  her  to  accept  it, 

And  hop'd  V.vouM  mend  if  once  fhe  kept  it, 

Fha-  having  no  averfi  n  to  it 

sht  faid,  wirh  ail  her  f  ul,  fhe'd  do  it; 

But  then  fhe  begg'd  him  to  remember, 

If  he  fhould  nctd  it  in  December, 

(For  winter  months  would  make  folks  fhivcr. 

Who  wanted  either  heart  or  liver) 

It  never  could  return;   and  added, 

'  fwas  hcr's  f>>r  life,  if  once  fhe  had  it, 

The  proiecutor  faid,  Amen, 

^nd  that  he  wifh'ctit  not  again  ; 

And  tO"k  it  from  his  hfeaii  and  gave  her, 

And  bow'd,  and  thank'd  her  for  the  favour; 

B  it  bi-gg  d  the  thing  might  not  be  fpoke  cfa 

As  heartlcfs  men  were  made  a  joke  of. 

That  next  day,  whifp'ring  him  about  it, 

And  afking  hov/  he  felt  v/irhoat  it, 

He  figh'd,  and  cry'd,  Alack  !  alack! 

And  begg'd,  and  pray'd  to  have  if  back  ; 

Or  that  fhe'd  g;ve  him  her's  inftead  on't: 

But  fne  conceiv'd  there  was  no  need  on't; 

And  faid,  and  bid  him  make  no  pother, 

He  fhould  have  neither  one  nor  t'other. 

That  then  he  rav'd  and  ftcrm'd  like  furVj 

And  faid,  that  one  was  his  "  de  jure," 

And  rather  than  he'd  leave  purfuing  her,' 

He'd  fwear  a  robbery,  and  ruin  her. 

That  this  was  truth  fhe  did'  aver, 
Whatever  hap  betioed  her; 
Only  that  Mrs.  P.  fhe  faid, 
Mils  Y.  and  her  deluded  maul, 
And  Lady  Mary.,  and  his  reverence, 
Were  folks  to  whom  fhe  paid  fome  deference  . 
And  that  fhe  verily  believ'd 
They  were  nut  perjur'd,  but  deceiv'd, 

Then  Doctor  D.  begg'd  leave  to  fpeak3 
And  figh'd  as  if  his  heart  would  break, 
Tij 
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He  faicl,  that  he  -was  madam's  furgeon, 

Or  rather,  as  in  Greek  chirurgeon, 

From  "  cheir,  manus,  ergon   opus" 

(As  fcope  is  from  the  Latin  "  fcopus.") 

That  he,  he  faid,  had  known  the  prifoner 

From  the  fir  ft  fun  that  ever  rife  on  her; 

And  griev'd  he  was  to  fee  her  there; 

But  took  upon  himfclf  to  fwcar, 

There  was  not  to  be  found  in  nature 

A  fweeter  or  a  better  creature  ; 

And  if  the  king  ;  God  blefs  him)  knew  her,    . 

He'd  leave  St.  James's,  to  get  to  her  : 

But  then  as  to  the  fa 61  in  queftion, 

He  knew  nn  more  on't  than  Hephzeftion; 

It  might  be  falfe,  and  might  be  true  ; 

And  thi$,  he  faid,  was  all  he  knew. 


The  judge  proceeded  to  the  charge, 
And  gave  the  evidence  at  large, 
But  often  caft  a  nVep's  eye  at  her, 
And  drove  to  mitigate  the  matter, 
Pretending  facts  were  nor  fo  clear., 
And  mercy  ought  to  interfere. 

The  jury  then  withdrew  a  moment, 
As  if  on  weighty  points  to  comment ; 
And  right  or  wrong,  refolv'd  to  fave  }ier, 
They  gave  a  verdidt  in  her  favour. 

But  why  or  wherefore  things  were  fo, 
It  matterb  not  for  us  to  know : 
The  culprit,  by  efcape  grown  bold, 
Pilfers  alike  from  young  and  old, 
The  country  all  around  her  teazes, 
And  robs  or  murders  whom  (he  pleafes. 


FABLES  FOR  THE  LADIES. 


PREFACE  TO  THE  FIRST  EDITION. 


THE  following  Fables  were  written  at  interval?, 
when  I  found  myfelf  in  humour,  and  difcngaged 
from  matter-  of  greater  moment.  As  they  are 
the  writings  of  an  idle  hour,  fo  they  are  intended 
for  the  reading  of  thofe,  whofe  only  bufinefs  is 
amufement.  My  hopes  of  profit,  or  applaufe,  are 
not  immoderate  ;  nor  have  I  printed  through  ne- 
cefiity,  or  reque ft  of  friends.  I  have  leave  from 
her  Royal  Highnefs  to  addrefs  her,  and  I  claim 
the  fair  for  rny  readers.  My  fears  are  lighter 
than  my  expectations  :  I  wrote  to  pleafe  myfelt, 
andl'publifh  to  pleafe  others;, and  this  fo  uni- 
verfally,  that  I  have  not  wifhcd  for  corre  duels  to 
rob  the  critic  of  his  cenfure,  or  my  friend  of  the 
laugh. 

My  intimates  are  few,  and  I  am  not  felicitous 
to  increafe  them.  I  have  learnt,  that  where  the 
writer  would  pleafe,  the  man  fhould  be  unknown. 


An  author  is  the  reverfe  of  all  other  objedls,  and 
magnifies  by  diftance,  but  diminifhes  by  approach. 
His  private  attachments  muft  give  place  to  public 
favour ;  for  no  man  can  forgive  his  friend  the  ill- 
natured  attempt  of  being  thought  wifer  than 
himfelf. 

To  avoid,  therefore,  the  misfortunes  that  may 
attend  me  from  any  accidental  fuccefs,  I  think  it 
neceffary  to  inform  thofe  who  know  me,  that  I 
have  been  aflifted  in  the  following  papers  by  the 
author  of.  Guftavus  Vafa  *.  Let  the  crime  of 
pleafing  be  his,  whofe  talents  as  a  writer,  and 
whofe  virtues  as  a  man,  have  rendered  him  a 
living  affront  to  the  whole  circle  of  his  acquaint- 


*  Henry  Brooke,  Efq. 


FABLE  I. 


THE    EAGLE   AND   THE   ASSEMBLY   OF   BIRDS. 
To  her  Royal  Highnefs  the  Prlncefs  of  Wales. 
THE  moral  lay,  to  beauty  due, 
I  writej  fair  excellence,  to  you  ; 
Well  pleas'd  to  hope  my  vacant  hours 
Have  been  employ 'd  to  iweeten  yours. 
Truth,  under  fiction  I  impart; 
To  weed  out  foliy  from  the  heart ; 
And  fhow  the  paths,  that  lead  aftray 
The  wand'ring  nymph  from  wifdom's  way. 
I  flatter  none.     The  great  and  good 
Art  by  their  a&ions  underftocid  ; 
Your  monument  if  actions  raife, 
Shall  I  deface  by  idle  praife  \ 
I  echo  not  the  voice  of  fame, 
That  dwells  delighted  on  your  name ; 


Her  friendly  tale,  however  true, 
Were  flatt'ry,  if  I  told  it  you. 

The  proud,  the  envious,  and  the  vain, 
The  jilt,  the  prude,  demand  my  {train; 
To  thefe,  detefting  praife,  I  write, 
And  vent,  in  charity,  my  fpite. 
With  friendly  hand  I  hold  the  glafs 
To  all,  promifcuous  as  they  pafs  ; 
Should  folly  there  her  likenefs  view, 
I  fret  not  that  the  mirror's  true  ; 
If  the  fantaftic  form  offend, 
I  made  it  not,  but  would  amend. 

.Virtue,  in  every  clime  and  age, 
Spurns  at  the  folly-foothing  page, 
While  fatirc,  that  offends  the  ear 
Of  vice  and  paffion,  pleafes  her. 

Prernifing  this,  your  anger  fpare. 
And  claim  the  fable  you  who  dars. 


FABLES    FOR 

THE  birds  in  place,  by  fa&ions  prefs'd, 
To  Jupiter  their  pray'rs  addrefs'd  ; 
By  fpecious  lies  the  ftate  wasvex'd, 
Their  counfels  libellers  perplex'd  ; 
They  begg'd  (to  flop  feditious  tongues) 
A  gracious  heaving  of  their  wrongs. 
Jove  grants  their  fuit.     The  eagle  fate, 
Decider  of  the  grand  debate. 

The  pie,  to  truft  and  pow'r  preferr'd, 
Demands  permiflion  to  be  heard. 
Says  he,  prolixity  of  phrafe 
You  know  I  hate.     This  libel  fays, 
"  Some  birds  there  are,  who,  prone  to  noife, 
"  Are  hir'd  to  filence  wifdom's  voice, 
"  And  fkiU'd  to  chatter  out  the  hour, 
"  Rife  by  their  emptinefs  to  pow'r." 
'  That  this  is  aim'cl  dire&  at  me, 
No  doubt,  you'll  readily  agree  ; 
Yet  well  this  fage  aflembly  knows, 
By  parts  to  government  I  rofe ; 
My  prudent  counfels  prop  the  ftate ; 
Magpies  were  never  known  to  prate. 

The  kite  rofe  up.     His  honeft  heart 
In  virtue's  fuff'rings  bore  a  part. 
That  there  were  birds  of  prey  he  knew  ; 
So  far  the  libeller  faid  true  ; 
"  Voracious,  bold,  to  rapine  prone, 
"  Who  knew  no  int'reft  but  their  own; 
"  Who  hov'ring  o'er  the  farmer's  yard, 
"  Nor  pigeon,  chick,  nor  duckling  fpar'd." 
This  might  be  true,  but  if  apply'd 
To  him,  in  troth,  the  fland'rer  ly'd. 
Since  ign'rance  then  might  be  mifled, 
Such  things,  he  thought,  were  beft  unfaid.  • 
The  crow  was  vex'd.     As  yeiter-morn 
He  flew  acrofs  the  new-fown  corn, 
A  fcreaming  boy  was  fet  for  pay, 
He  knew,  to  drive  the  crows  away ; 
Scandal  had  found  out  him  in  turn, 
And  buzz'd  abroad,  that  crows  love  corn. 

The  owl  arofe,  with  folemn  face, 
And  thus  harangu'd  upon  the  cafe. 
That  magpies  prate,  it  may  be  true, 
A  kite  may  be  voracious  too, 
Crows  fometimes  deal  in  new-fown  pcafe  ; 
He  libels  not,  who  ftrikes  at  thefe  ; 
The  ilander's  here — "  But  there  are  birds, 
"  Whufe  wifdom  lies  in  looks,  not  words  ; 
*'  Blund'rers,  who  level  in  the  dark, 
"  And  always  fhoot  betide  ths  mark." 
He  names  not  me  ;  but  thefe  are  hints, 
Which  manifeft  at  whom  he  fquints  ; 
I  were  indeed  that  blund'ring  fowl? 
To  queftion  if  he  meant  an  owl. 

Ye  wretches,  hence  !  the  eagle  crie«, 
'Tis  confcience,  confcience  that  applies; 
The  virtuous  mind  takes  no  alarm, 
Secur'd  by  innocence  from  harm  ; 
While  guilt,  and  his  affociate  fear, 
Are  flartled  at  the  pafling  air. 

FABLE  II. 

THE  PANTHER,  THE   HORSE,  AND  OTHER  BEASTS. 

THE  man,  who  feeks  to  win  the  fair, 
60  cuftom  fays)  muft  truth  forbear ; 
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Muft.  fawn  and  natter,  cringe  and  lie, 

And  raife  the  goddefs  to  the  iky. 

For  truth  is  hateful  to  her  ear, 

A  rudenefs,  which  fhe  cannot  bear. 

A  rudenefs  ?  Yes.     I  fpeak  my  thoughts  ; 

For  truth  upbraids  her  with  her  faults. 

How  wretched,  Cloe,  then  am  I, 
Who  love  you,  and  yet  cannot  lie  ! 
And  dill  to  make  you  lefs  my  friend, 
I  ftrive  your  errors  to  amend  ! 
But  fhall  the  fenfelefs  fop  impart 
The  fofteft  paffion  to  your  heart, 
While  he,  who  tells  you  honeft  truth, 
And  points  to  happinefs  your  youth, 
Determines,  by  his  care,  his  lot, 
And  lives  neglected,  and  forgot  ? 

Truft  me,  my  dear,  with  greater  eafe 
Your  tafte  for  flatt'ry  I  could  pleafe, 
And  fimiles  in  each  dull  line, 
Like  glowworms  in  the  dark,  fhould  fhine. 
What  if  I  fay  your  lips  difclofc 
The  frefhnefs  of  the  op'ning  rofe  ? 
Or  that  your  cheeks  are  beds  of  flow'rs, 
Knripen'd  by  refreshing  fhowers? 
Yet  certain  as  thefe  fiow'rs  fhall  fade, 
Time  every  beauty  will  invade. 
The  butterfly,  of  various  hue, 
More  than  the  flow'r  refembles  you  ; 
Fair,  flutt'ring,  fickle,  bufy  thing, 
To  pleafure  ever  on  the  wing, 
Gaily  coquetting  for  an  hour, 
To  die,  and  ne'er  be  thought  of  more. 

Would  you  the  bloom  of  youth  Ihould  laft  ? 
'Tis  virtue  that  muft  bind  it  faft ; 
An  eafy  carriage,  wholly  free 
From  four  referve,  or  levity; 
Good-natur'd  mirth,  an  open  heart, 
And  looks  unfkill'd  in  any  art ; 
Humility,  enough  to  own 
The  frailties,  which  a  friend  makes  known ; 
And  decent  pride,  enough  to  know 
The  worth,  that  virtue  can  beftow. 

Thefe  are  the  charms,  which  ne'er  decay, 
Though  youth  and  beauty  fade  away  ; 
And  time,  which  all  things  elfe  removes, 
Still  heightens  virtue,  and  improves. 

You'U  frown,  and  afk  to  what  intent 
This  blunt  addrefs  to  you  is  fent  ? 
I'll  fpare  the  queftion,  and  confefs 
I'd  praife  you,  if  I  lov'd  you  lefs; 
But  rail,  be  angry,  or  complain, 
I  will  be  rude,  while  you  are  vain. 

BENEATH  a  lion's  peaceful  reign, 
When  beafts  met  friendly  on  the  plain, 
A  panther,  of  majeftic  port, 
(The  vaineft  female  of  the  court)  , 

With  fpotttd  Ikin,  and  eyes  of  fire, 
Fill'd  every  bofom  with  defire. 
Where'er  fhe  mov'd,  a  fervile  crowd 
Of  fawning  creatures  cring'd  and  bow'd ; 
Affemblies  every  week  fhe  held, 
(Like  modern  belles)  with  coxcombs  fill'd, 
Where  noife,  and  nonfenfe,  andgrimace3 
And  lies  and  fcandal  fill'd  the  place. 
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Behold  the  gay,  fantaftic  thing, 
Encircled  by  the  fpaciotis  ring. 
Low  bowing,  with  important  look, 
As  firfl  in  rank  the  monkey  fpoke. 
"•  Gad  take  me,  Madam,  but  I  fwear, 
"  No  angel  ever  look'd  fo  fair  : 
11   Forgive  my  rudenefs,  but  I  vow, 
"  Y,;u  were  not  quite  divine  till  now; 
ct  Thofe  limbs  :   that  ftiape  !  and  then  thofe  eyes 
**  O,  clofe  them,  or  the  gazer  dies   " 

Nay,  gentle  pug,  for  goodriefs  hufh, 
I  vow,  and  fwear;  you  make  me  blulh  ; 
I  ftiall  be  angry  at  thi*  rate  : 
'Tisfo  like  flatt'ry,  which  I  hate. 

The  £<>x  in  deeper  cunning  vers'd, 
The  beauties  of  her  mind  rehears'd, 
And  talk'd  of  knowledge,  tal'e,  and  fenfe, 
To  which  the  fair  have  vail  pretence  ! 
Yet  well  he  knew  them  always  vain 
Of  wha?  they  ftrive  not  to  attain, 
And  play'd  fo  cunningly  his  part, 
That,  pug  was  rival'd  in  his  art. 

The  goat  avow'd'  his  am'rous  flame; 
And  burnt — for  what  he  durfl  not  name ; 
Yet  hop'd  a  meeting  in  the  wood 
Might  make  his  meaning  undei  flood. 
Half  angry  at  the  bold  addrefs, 
bhe  frown'd  ;  but  yet  fhe  muft  confefs, 
fcurh  beauties  might  inflame  his  blood, 
£ut  ftili  his  phraie  was  fomewhat  rude. 
The' hog  her  neatncf-  much  admir'd  ; 
The  formal  afs  her  iwif.nef-  fir'd  ; 
"While  all  to  feed  her  folly  ftrove, 
And  by  their  praifes  fhaf'd  her  love. 

The  horfe,  whofe  gen'rous  heart  difdain'4 
Applaufe,  by  fervile  flatt:ry  gain'd, 
With  graceful  courage,  file'nce  broke, 
And  thus  with  indignation  fpoke.   ' 

•    When  flatt'ring  monkeys  fawn,  and  prate, 

They  juftly  raife  contempt  or  hate; 

Pbr  merit's  turn'd  to  ridicule, 

Applauded  by  the  grinning  fooj. 

The  artful  fox  your  wit  commends, 

To  lure  you  to  his  felfiih  ends; 

>Vom  the  vile  fiatt'ref  turn  away, 

For  knaves  make  friendfliips  to  betray. 

Pifmifs  the  traih  of  fops,  and  fools. 

And  learn  to  li\e  by  wifdoni's  rules; 

Such  beauties  might  the  lion  warm, 

Did  not  your  folly  break  the  charm; 

For  who  would  court  that  lovely  lhape, 

To  be  the  rival  of  an  ape  ? 

He  faid  ;  and  fnorting  in  difdain, 

Spurn'd  at  the  crowd,  and  fought  the  plain. 


FABLE  III. 

THE  NIGHTINGALE  AND  GLOWWORM. 

THE  prudent  nymph,  whofe  cheeks  difclofe 

The  lily,  ar.d  the  blufhing  rofe, 

From  public  vitw  her  charms  will  fcreen. 

And  rarely  in  the  crowd  be  fee'n  ; 

This  fimple  truth  fhall  keep  her  wife, 

li  The  faireft  fruits aLtrad  the  flies.**- 


ONE  night,  a  glowworm,  proud  and  vaiq- 
Contenjplating  her  glitt'ring  train, 
Cry'd,  Sure  there  never  was  in  nature 

elegant,  fo  fine  a  creature. 
All  other  infe<5ts  that  I  fee, 
Flu  frugal  ant,  indultrious  bee, 
Or  filk-vvorm,  with  contempt  I  view; 
With  all  that  low,  mechanic  crew, 
Who  fervilely  their  lives  employ 
In  bufmefs,  enemy  to  joy. 
Mean,  vulgar  herd  .  ye  are  my  fcorn, 
I'or  grandeur  only  I  was  born, 
Or  (ure  am  fprung  from  race  divine, 
And  plac'd  en  earth,  to  live  and  fhine* 
i  hofe  lights  that  fparkle  fo  on  high, 
Arc  but  the  glowworms  of.the  iky, 
And  kings  on  earth  their  gems  admire, 
Becaufe  they  imitate  my  fire. 

She  fp;>ke.     Attentive  on  a  fpray, 
A  nightingale  forbore  his  lay  ; 
He  (aw  the  fhining  morfel  near, 
And  flew,  directed  by  the  glare; 
A  while  he  gaz'd  with  fober  look, 
And  thu-  the  trembling  prey  befpoke.. 

Deluded  fool,  with  pride  elate, 
Know  'tis  thy  beauty  brings  thy  fate  : 
Lefsi  dazzling,  long  thou  might'ft  have  laia 
Unheeded  on  the  velvet  plain  : 
Pride,  foon  or  late,  degraded  mourns, 
And  beauty  wrecks  whom  fhe  adorns. 

FABLE  IV. 

HYMEN  AND  DEATH. 

SIXTEEN,  d'ye  fay?  Nay,  then  'tis  time; 

Another  year  deltroys  your  prime. 

But  flay — The  fettlement  1  "  That's  made." 

Why  then's  my  fimple  girl  afraid? 

Yet  hold  a  moment,  if  you  can, 

And  needfully  the  fable  fcan. 

THE  fhades  were  fled,  the  morning  blufh'd, 
The  winds  were  in  the  caverns  hufh'd, 
When  Hymen,  penfive  and  fedate, 
Heid  o'er  the  fields  his  mufing  gait. 
Behind  him,  through  the  green-wood 
Death's  meagre  form  the  god  furvey  d, 
Who  quickly,  with  gigantic  ftride, 
Out-went  his  pace,  and  join'd  his  fide. 
The  chat  on  various  fubje&s  ran, 
Till  angry  Hymen  thus  began. 

Relentlefs  Death,  whofe  iron  fway 
Mortals- reluctant  muft  obey, 
Still  of  thy  pow'r  fhall  I  complain, 
And  thy  too  partial  hand  arraign  ? 
When  Cupid  brings  a  pair  of  hearty 
All  over  fiuck  with  equal  darts, 
Thy  cruel  fhafts  my  hopes  deride, 
And  cut  the  knot  that  Hymen  ty'd. 

Shall  not  the  bloody  and  the  bold, 
The  mifer,  hoarding  up^iis  gold, 
The  harlot,  reeking  from  the  fkv\'s 
Alone  thy  fell  revenge  purfue  ? 
But  muft  the  gentle,  atid  the  kirxl3 
Thy  fury,  undiftinguilh/d,  find? 
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The  monarch  calmly  thus  reply'd : 
Weigh  well  the  caufe,  and  then  decide. 
That  friend  of1  yours,  you  lately  nam'd, 
Cupid,  alone  is  to  be  blam'd  ; 
Then  let  the  charge  be  juftly  laid  ; 
That  idle  boy  neglecls  his  trade, 
And  hardly  once  in  twenty  years, 
A  couple  to  your  temple  bears. 
The  wretches,  whom  your  office  blends, 
Silenus  now,  or  Plutus  fends; 
Hence  care,  and  bitternefs,  and  ftrife 
Are  common  to  the  nuptial  life. 

Believe  me ;  more  than  all  mankind, 
"Your  vot'ries  my  companion  find; 
Yet  cruel  am  I  call'd,  and  bafe, 
Who  feek  the  wretched  to  releafe ; 
The  captive  from  his  bonds  to  free, 
Indiffoluble  but  for  me. 

'  I'i*  I  entice  him  to  the  yoke ; 
By  me,  your  crowded  altars  fmoke : 
For  mortals  boldly  dare  the  noofe, 
Secure  that  death  will  fct  them  loofe. 


FABLE  V. 

THE  POET  AND   HIS  PATRON. 

WHY,  Cselia,  is  your  fpreading  waift 

So  ioofe,  fo  negligently  lac'd  ? 

Why  muft  the  wrapping  bed-gown  hide 

Your  fnowy  bofom's  fwelling  pride  ? 

How  ill  that  drefs  adorns  your  head, 

Uiftain'd,  and  rumpled  from  the  bed  ! 

Thi.fe  clouds,  that  ftiade  your  blooming  face, 

A  little  water  might  difplace, 

As  nature  every  morn  beftows 

The  cryftal  dew,  to  cleanfe  the  rofe. 

Thofe  trcffes,  as  the  raven  blark, 

That  wav  d  in  riaglets  down  your  back, 

XJncomb'd,  and  iiijur'd  by  negled:, 

Deftroy  the  face,  which  once  they  deck'd. 

Whence  this  forgetfulnefs  of  drefs  ? 
Pray,  madam,  are  you  marry'd  ?  Yes. 
May,  then  indeed  the  wonder  ceafes, 
No  matter  now  how  loofe  your  drefs  is; 
The  end  is  won,  your  fortune's  made, 
Your  fifter  now  may  take  the  trade. 

Alas  !  what  pity  'tis  to  find 
This  fault  in  half  the  female  kind  ! 
From  hence  proceed  averfion,  ftrife, 
And  all  that  fours  the  wedded  life. 
Beauty  can  only  point  the  dart, 
*  1'is  neatnefs  guides  it  to  the  heart ; 
Let  neatnefs  then,  and  beauty  ftrive 
To  keep  a  wav'ring  flame  alive. 

'Tis  harder  far  (you'll  find  it  true) 
To  k  :ep  the  conqueft,  than  fubdue ; 
Admit  us  once  behind  the  fcreen, 
What  is  there  farther  to  be  feen  ? 
A  newer  face  may  raifc  the  flame, 
But  every  woman  is  the  fame. 

Then  ftudy  chiefly  to  improve 
The  charm,  that  fix'd  your  hufband's  love. 
Weigh  well  his  humour.     Was  it  drels, 
.That  gave  your  beauty  power  to  bhfs^ 


Purfue  it  flill     be  neater  feen ; 
'  'Tis  always  frugal  to  be  clean ; 
^o  {hall  you  keep  alive  dcfire, 
And  time's  fwift  wing  lhall  fan  the  fire, 

IN  garret  high  (as  ftoriesfay) 
A  poet  fung  his  tuneful  lay ; 
So  fol't,  fo  fmnoth  his  verfe,  you'd  fwda* 
Apollo,  and  the  mufes  there. 
Through  all  the  town  his  prailes  rung, 
His  fonnets  at  the  play-houfe  fung  ; 
High  waving  o'er  his  lab'ring  head, 
The  goddels  \Vant  he r  pinions  fpread, 
And  with  poetic  fury  fir'd, 
What  Phoebus  faintly  had  infpir'd. 
A  noble  youth,  of  tafte  and  wit, 
Approv'd  the  £prightly  tilings  he  writ, 
And  fought  him  in  his  cobweb  d<-me, 
Difcharg  d  his  rent,  and  brought  him  home* 

Behold  him  at  the  ftately  board, 
Who,  but  the  poet,  and  my  lord  1 
Each  day  delitioufly  he  dines, 
And  greedy  quaffs  the  gen'rous  wines; 
His  fides  were  plump,  hi>  flcin  was  fleet, 
And  plenty  wanton'd  on  his  cheek  , 
Aftonifh'd  at  the  change  fo  new, 
Away  th'  infpiring  goddels  flew 
Now,  dropt  for  po»itics,  and  news, 

Negledled  lay  the  drooping  mufe  ; 

Unmindful  whence  his  fortune  catuc, 

He  IHflcd  the  poetic  flame  ; 

Nor  tale,  nor  lonnet,  for  my  lady,    « 

Lampoon,  nor  cp.gram  was  ready. 
With  juft  contempt  his  patron  faw~, 

(Refolv'd  his  b'.nnty  to  withdraw) 

And  thus,  with  anger  in  his  look, 

The  late  repenting  fool  befpoke. 

Blind  to  the  good  that  courts  thee  grownj 

Whence  has  the  fun  ot  favoui  flione? 

Delighted  with  thy  tuneful  art, 

Efteem  was  growing  in  my  heart ; 

But  idly  thou  rejecVft  the  charm, 

That  gave  it  birth,  and  kept  it  warm. 
Unthinking  fools  alone  defpife 

The  arts,  that  taught  them  fii-ft  to  rife- 

FABLE  VI 

THE  WOLF,  THE   SHEEP,  AND    THE 

DUTY  demands,  the  parent's  voice 
Should  fan&ify  the  daughter  s  choice; 
In  that,  is  due  obedience  fhown ; 
To  choofc,  belongs  to  her  alone. 

May  horror  feizs  his  midnight  hour, 
Who  builds  upon  a  parents  povv  r, 
And  claims,  by  purchafe  vile  and  bafe, 
The  loathing  maid  for  his  emluace; 
Hence  virtue  fickens  ;  and  the  breaft, 
Where  peace  had  built  her  <lowny  neft4 
Becomes  the  troubled  feat  of  tare, 
And  pines  with  anguifh  and  defpair. 

A  WOLF,  rapacious  rough  and  bold, 
Whofe  nightly  plunders  thinn'd  the  fold, 
Contemplating  his  ill  fpent  life, 
And  clov'd  with  tb«f«,  would  take  a  vi 


THE   WORKS   OF   MOORE. 


His  pnrpofe  known,  the  favage  race, 
In  num'rou*  ,cr  o  wda,  attend  the  place; 
For  why,  a  mighty  Wolf  he  was, 
And  held  dominion  in  his  jaws. 
Her  fav'rite  wnelp  each  mother  brought, 
And  humbly  his  alliance  fought  ; 
Eut  cold  by  age,  or  elfe  too  nice, 
None  found  acceptance  in  his  eyes. 

At  happen'd,  as  at  early  dawn, 
He  folitary,  crofs'd  the  lawn, 
Stray'd  from  the  fold,  a  fportive  lamb 
Skip'd  wanton  by  her  fleecy  dam  : 
When  Cupid,  foe  to  man  and  beaft, 
Difcharg'd  an  arrow  at  his  bread. 

The  tim'rous  breed  the  robber  knew, 
And  trembling  o'er  the  meadow  flew  ; 
Their  nimbleft  fpeed  the  wolf  o'ertook, 
And  courteous,  thus  the  dam  befpnke. 

Stay,  faireft,  and  fufpend  your  fear, 
Truft  me,  no  enemy  is  near; 
Thefe  jaws,  in  ilaughter  oft  imbru'd, 
At  length  have  known  enough  of  blood ; 
And  kinder  bufinefs  brings  me  now, 
Vanquifh'd,  at  beauty's  feet  to  bow. 

You  have  a  daughter -Sweet,  forgive 

A  wolf's  addrefs — In  her  I  live ; 
Love  from  her  eyes  like  lightning  came, 
And  fet  my  marrow  all  on  flame ; 
Let  your  confent  confirm  my  choice, 
And  ratify  our  nuptial  joys.  , 

Me  ample  wealth,  and  pow'r  attend, 
Wide  o'er  the  plains  my  realms  extend; 
What  midnight  robber  dare  invade 
The  fold,  if  I  the  guard  am  made  ? 
At  home  the  ihepherd's  cur  may  fleep, 
While  Ifecure  his  matter's  fheep. 

Difcourfe  like  this,  attention  claim'd  ; 
Grandeur  the  mother's  breaft  inflam'd; 
Now  fearlefs  by  his  fide  fhe  walkM, 
Of  Settlements,  and  jointure  talk'd ; 
Propos'd,  and  doubled  her  commands 
Of  flow'ry  fields,  and  turnip-lands. 
The  wolf  agrees.  Her  bofom  fwells ; 
To  Mifsher  happy  fate  (he  tells; 
And  of  the  grand  alliance  vain, 
Contemns  her  kindred  of  the  plain. 

The  loathing  lamb  with  horror  hears, 
And  wearies  out  her  dam  with  pray'n,  j 
But  all  in  vain  ;  mama  heft  knew 
What  inexpsrienc  d  girls  fhould  do ; 
So,  :o  the  neighb'ring  meadow  carry'd, 
A  formal  afs  the  couple  marry'd. 

Torn  from  the  tyrant  mother's  fide, 
The  trembler  g-ies,  a  vi&im-hride, 
flelu&ant,  meets  the  rude  embrace, 
And  bleats  among  the  howling  race. 
With  horror  oft  her  eyes  behold 
Her  murder'd  kindred  of  the  f-.ld; 
Each  day  a  Cfter-lamb  is  ferv'd, 
And  at  the  glutton's  table  carv'd ; 
The  crafhing  bones  he  grinds  for  food, 
And  flakes  his  thirfl  with  dreaming  blood. 

Love,  who  the  cruel  mind  detelts, 
And  lodges  but  in  gentle  breads, 
Was  now  uo  more.   Enjoyment  paft, 
The  favage  hunger'd  for  the  feaft; 


But  (as  we  find  human  race. 

A  mafk  conceals  the  villain's  face) 

Juftice  mull  authorife  the  treat ; 

Till  then  he  long'd,  but  durft  not  eat. 

As  forth  he  walk'd  in  <jueft  of  prey, 
The  hunters  met  him  on  the  way, 
Fear  wings  his  flight ;  the  marfh  he  fought ; 
The  fnufling  dogs  are  fet  at  fault. 
His  ftomach  balk'd,  now  hunger  gnaws, 
Howling,  he  grinds  his  empty  jaws  ; 
Food  muft  be  had,  and  lamb  is  nigh  ; 
H;s  maw  invokes  the  fraudful  lie. 
is  this  (diiTembling  rage,  he  cry'd) 
The  gentle  virtue  of  a  bride  ? 
That,  leagu'd  with  man's  deftroying  race, 
She  lets  her  hufband  for  the  chafe  ? 
By  treach'ry  prompts  the  rioify  hound 
To  fcent  his  footfteps  on  the  ground  ? 
Thou  trait'refs  vile  !  for  this  thy  blood 
Shall  glut  my  rage,  and  dye  the  wood  1 

So  faying,  on  the  lamb  he  flie=, 
Beneath  his  jaws  the  vidim  dies. 

FABLE  VII. 

THE  GOOSE  AND   THE   SWANS. 

I  HATE  the  face,  however  fair, 

That  carries  an  affecled  air; 

The  lifping  tone,  the  fhape  conflrain'd, 

The  ftudy'd  look,  the  paffion  feign'd, 

Are  fopperies,  which  only  tend 

To  injure  what  they  ftrive  to  mend. 

With  what  fuperior  grace  enchants 
The  face,  which  nature's  pencil  paints 
Where  eyes,  unexercia'd  in  art, 
Glow  with  the  meaning  of  the  heart  1 
Where  freedom  and  good-humour  fit, 
And  eafy  gaiety,  and  wit  ! 
Though  perfect  beauty  be  not  there, 
The  maftcr  lines,  the  finifh'd  air, 
We  catch  from  every  look  delight, 
And  grow  enamcur'd  at  the  fight : 
For  beauty,  though  we  all  approve, 
Excites  our  wonder,  more  than  love, 
While  the  agreeable  flrikes  fure, 
And  gives  the  wounds  we  cannot  cure. 

Why  then,  my  Arnoret,  this  care, 
That  forms  you,  in  effect,  lefg  fair  ? 
If  nature  on  your  cheek  beftows 
A  bloom  that  emulates  the  rofe, 
Or  from  feme  heav'nly  image  drew 
A  form  Apelles  never  knew, 
Your  ill-judg'd  aid  will  you  impart, 
And  fpoil  by  meretricious  art  ? 
Or  had  you,  nature's  error,  come 
Abortive  from  the  mother's  womb, 
Yt  jr  forming  care  fhe  ftill  rejects, 
Which  only  heightens  her  defects. 
When  fuch,  of  glitt'ring  jewels  proud., 
Still  preis  the  foremofb  in  the  crowd, 
At  every  ^public  (how  are  feen. 
With  look  awry,  and  awkward  mien3 
The  gaudy  drefs  attracts  the  eye, 
And  magnifies  deformity 

Nature  may  under-do  her  part, 
But  feldom  wants  the  help  of  art • 
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Truft  her;  me  is  your  fureft  friend, 
Nor  made  your  form  for  you  to  mend. 

A  GOOSE,  affe&ed,  empty,  vain, 
The  fhrilleft  of  the  cackling  train, 
With  proud  and  elevated  creft, 
Precedence  claim'd  above  the  reft. 
Says  (he,  I  laugh  at  human  race, 
Who  fay,  geefe  hobble  in  their  pace  ; 
Look  here  !  the  lland'rous  lie  dete& ; 
Not  haughty  man  is  fo  erecl: 
That  peacock  yonder  !  Lord,  how  vain 
The  creature's  of  his  gaudy  train  1 
If  both  were  ftript,  I'd  pawn  my  word. 
A  goofc  would  be  the  finer  bird. 
Nature,  to  hide  ber  own  defects, 
Her  bungled  work  with  finery  decks; 
Were  geefe  fet  off  with  halt  that  fhow, 
Would  men  admire  the  peacock  ?  No. 

Thus  vaunting,  crofs  the  mead  fhe  ftalks, 
The  cackling  breed  attend  her  walks; 
The  fun  fhot  down  his  noon-tide  beams, 
The  fwans  were  fporting  in  the  ftreams; 
Their  fnowy  plumes,  and  {lately  pride 
Prov.-k'd  her  fpleen.  Why  there,  fhe  cry'd, 
Again,  what  arrogance  we  fee  ! 
Thofe  creatures  !  how  they  mimic  me  I 
Shall  every  fowl  the  waters  fkim, 
Becaufe  we  geefe  are  known  to  fwim  ? 
Humility  they  foon  (hall  learn, 
And  their  emptinefs  difcern. 

So  faying,  with  extended  wings, 
Lightly  upon  the  wave  fhe  fprings; 
Her  bofom  fwells.  fhe  fpreads  her  plumes, 
And  the  fwan's  (lately  creft  affumes. 
Contempt  and  mockery  enfu'd, 
And  burfts  of  laughter  fhook  the  flood. 

A  fwan,fuperior  to  the  reft, 
"Sprung  forth,  and  thus  the  fool  addrefs'd. 

Conceited  thing,  elate  with  pride  ! 
Thy  affectation  all  deride  ; 
Thefe  airs  thy  awkwardnefs  impart, 
And  fhow  thee  plainly,  as  thou  art. 
Among  thy  equals  of  the  flock, 
Thou  hadft  eicap'd  the  public  mock. 
And  as  thy  parts  to  good  conduce. 
Been  deem'd  an  honeft  hobbling  goofe. 

Learn  herce  to  ftudy  wifdom's rules; 
Know,  foppery's  the  pride  of  fools; 
And  driving  nature  to  conceal, 
You  only  her  defects  reveal. 

FABLE  VIII. 

THE   LAWYER    AND    JUSTICE. 

LOVE  !  thou  divineft  good  below, 
Thy  pure  delights  few  mortals  know  '. 
Our  rebel  hearts  thy  fway  difown, 
While  tyrant  luft  ulurps  thy  throne. 

The  bounteous  God  of  nature  made 
The  fexes  for  each  other's  aid, 
Their  mutual  talents  to  employ, 
To  leffen  ills,  and  heighten  joy. 
To  weaker  woman  he  affign'd 
Thatfoft'nir.g  goodnefs  of  mind, 


That  can,  by  fympathy,  impart 
ts  likenefs  to  the  roughed  heart. 
Her  eyes  with  magic  pow'r  endu'd, 
To  fire  the  dull,  and  awe  the  rude. 
Iis  rofy  fingers  on  her  face 
Shed  lavifh  every  blooming  grace, 
And  ftamp'd  (perfe&ion  to  difplay) 
rlis  rnildeft  image  on  her  clay, 

Man,  adive,  refolute,  and  bold, 
He  fafliion'd  in  a  different  mould, 
With  ufeful  arts  his  mind  inform'd, 
tiis  breaft  with  n;  bier  pafiions  warrn'd ; 
Eie  gave  him  knowledge,  tafte  and  fenfe, 
And  courage,  for  the  fair's  defence. 
Her  framed  refiftlefs  to  each  wrong, 
Demands  protection  from  the  ftrong  ; 
To  man  fhe  flies,  when  fear  alarms, 
And  claims  the  temple  of  his  arms. 

By  nature's  author  thus  declar'd 
The  woman's  fov"reign,  and  her  guard, 
Shall  man,  by  treach'rous  wiles,  invade 
The  weaknefs  he  was  meant  to  aid  ? 
While  beauty,  given  to  infpire 
Prote£ling.love,andfoft  defire, 
lights  up  a  wild-fire  in  the  heart, 
And  to  its  own  breaft  points  the  dart, 
Becomes  the  fpoiler's  bafe  pretence 
To  triumph  over  innocence  ? 

The  wulf,  that  tears  the  tim'rous  fheep, 
Was  never  fet  the  fold  to  keep  ; 
Nor  was  the  tiger,  or  the  pard 
Meant  the  benighted  traveler's  guard; 
But  man,  the  wildeft  beaft  of  prey, 
Wears  friendfhip's  femblance,  to  betray ; 
His  ftrengfh  againft  the  weak  employs, 
And  where  he  fhould  protect,  deflroys. 

PAST  twelve  o'clock,  the  watchman  cryM, 
His  brief  the  ftuciiouf.  lawyer  ply'd; 
i  he  all-prevailing  fee  lay  nigh, 
The  earned  of  to  morrow's  lie. 
Sudden  the  furious  winds  arife, 
The  jarring  cafement  (hatter'd  flies; 
1  he  doors  admit  a  hollow  found, 
And  rattling  from  thei"  hinges  bound; 
When  Juftice,  in  a  blaze  of  light, 
Reveal  d  her  radiant  form  to  fight. 

The  wretch  with  thrilling  horror  fhook, 
Loofe  every  joint,  and  pale  his  look; 
Not  having  feen  her  in  the  courts, 
Or  found  her  mention'd  in  reports, 
He  afk'd,  with  fault'ring  tongue,  her  name, 
Her  errand  there,  and  whence  fhe  came  ? 

Sternly  the  white  -rob'd  Shade  reply'd, 
(A  crimlbn  glow  her  vifage  dy'd) 
Canft  thou  be  doubtful  who  I  am  ? 
Is  Juftice  grown  fo  ftrange  a  name  ? 
Were  not  your  courts  for  Juftice  rais'd? 
Twas  there,  of  old,  my  altars  blaz'd. 
My  guardian  thee  did  I  ele&, 
My  facred  temple  to  protect, 
That  thou,  and  all  thy  venal  tribe 
Should  fpurn  the  goddefs  for  the  bribe  ? 
Aloud  the  ruin'd  client  cries, 
Juftice  has  neither  cars,  nor  eyes ; 
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In  foul  alliance  with  the  bar, 
'Gainil  me  the  judge  denounces  war, 
And  rarely  iffues  his  decree, 
But  with  intent  to  baffle  me. 

She  paus'd    Her  breaft  with  fury  burn'd. 
The  trembling  lawyer  thus  return'd. 

I  own  the  charge  is  juftly  laid, 
And  weak  th'  excufe  that  can  be  made ; 
Yet  fearch  the  ipacious  globe,  and  fee 
If  all  mankind  are  not  like  me. 

1  he  gown-man,  {kill'd  in  Romifh  lies, 
By  faith's  falfe  glafs  deludes  our  eyes ; 
O'er  confcience  rides  without  controul, 
And  robs  the  man  to  fave  his  foul. 

The  doctor,  with  important  face, 
By  fly  defign,  miftakes  the  cafe  ; 
Prefcnbes,  and  fpins  out  the  difeafe, 
To  trick  the  patient  of  his  fees. 

The  foldier,  rough  with  many  a  fear, 
And  red  with  {laughter,  leads  the  war ; 
if  he  a  nation's  truft  betray, 
The  foe  has  cffer'd  d  >uble  pay. 

When  vice  o'er  all  mankind  prevails, 
And  weighty  int'reft  turns  the  fcales, 
iMuft  I  be  better  than  the  reft, 
And  harbour  juftice  in  my  breaft  ? 
On  one  fide  only  take  the  fee, 
Content  with  poverty  and  thee  ? 

Thon  blind  to  fenie,  and  vile  of  mind, 
Th'  exafperated  Shade  rejoin'd, 
If  virtue  from  the  world  is  flown, 
W.ll  ochers'  frauds  excufe  thy  own  ? 
F'-r  fickly  fouls  the  pried  was  made; 
Phyficians,  for  the  body's  aid; 
The  Ibldier  guarded  liberty  ; 
Man  woman,  and  the  lawyer  me. 
.If  all  are  faithlefs  to  their  trufb, 
They  leave  not  thce  the  kfs  unjuft. 
Henceforth  your  pleadings  I  diiclaim, 
And  bar  the  fanclion  of  my  name; 
Within  y  -ur  courts  it  fhall  be  read, 
That  iuftice  from  the  law  is  fied. 

She  fpoke  ;  and  hid  in  fhades  her  face 
Till  Hardwicke  f-ooth'd  her  into  grace. 

FABLE  IX. 

TKE  FARMER,  THE   SPANIEL,  AND  THE  CAT. 

WHY  knits  my  dear  her  angry  brow  ?      / 

What  rude  offence  alarms  you  now  I 

I  fold,  that  Delia's  fair,  'tis  true, 

But  Jid  1  fay  fhe  equall'd  you  ? 

Can't  I  another's  tace  commend, 

Or  to  her  virtues  be  a  friend, 

13ut  inflantly  your  forehead  lours, 

As  if  her  merit  IciTen'd  yours  ? 

From  female  envy  never  free, 

All  muft  be  blind,  becaufe  you  fee. 

Survey  the  gardens,  fields,  and  bow'rs, 
The  buds,  the  bloffoms,  and  the  flow'rs. 
Then  tell  me  where  the  woodbine  grows, 
That  vies  in  fvveetnefs  with  the  rofe  ? 
Or  where  the  lily's  Jhowy  white,   . 
That  throws  fuch.  beauties  on  the  fight  ? 
Yet  folly  is  it  to  declare, 
T-;:it  thele  are  neither  fvvcet,  nor  fair. 


The  cryftal  fhines  with  fainter  rays, 
Before  the  di'mond's  brighter  blaze  ; 
And  fops  will  fay,  the  di'm«nd  dies, 
Before  the  luftre  of  your  eyes 
But  I,  who  deal  in  'ruth,  deny 
That  neither  fhine  when  you  are  by. 

When  zephyrs  o'er  the  bloffoms  ft  ray, 
And  fweets  along  the  air  convey, 
Sha'n't  I  the  fragrant  breeze  inhale, 
Becaufe  you  breathe  a  tweeter  gale  ? 

Sweet  are  the  flow'rs,  that  deck  the  field; 
Sweet  is  the  fmell  the  Moffoms  yield  ; 
Sweet  is  the  funur.er  gale  that  blows; 
And  fweet,  though  fweeter  you,  the  rofe* 

Shall  envy  then  torment  your  breaft, 
If  you  are  lovelier  than  the  reft  I 
For  while  I  give  to  each  her  due, 
By  praifing  them  I  flatter  yu; 
And  praifing  moft,  \  (till  declare 
You  faired,  where  the  reft  are  fair. 

As  at  his  board  a  farmer  fate, 
Replenifh'd  by  his  homely  treat, 
Kis  fav'rite  fpanie)  near  him  flood, 
And  with  his  mailer  fhar'd  the  food; 
The  crackling  bones  his  jaws  devour  d, 
His  lapping  tongue  the  trenchers  fcour'd ; 
'Till  fated  now,  lupine  he  lay, 
And  fror'd  the  rifing  fumes  away. 

The  hungry  cat,  in  turn,  drew  near, 
And  humbly  crav'd  a  fervant's  fhare ; 
Her  modeft  worth  the  mafter  knew, 
And  ftraight  the  fatt'ning  nvtfel  threw; 
Enrag'd  the  fnarling  cur  awoke. 
And  thus,  with  fpiteful  envy,  fp»ke. 

They  only  claim  a  right  to  eat, 
Who  tarn  by  fer  vices  their  meat. 
Me,  zeal  and  induftry  inflame 
To  fcour  the  fields,  and  fpring  the  game  ; 
Or,  plunging  in  the  wint'ry  wave, 
For  man  the  wounded  bird  to  fave. 
With  watchful  diligence  I  keep  \ 

From  prowling  wcives,  his  fleecy  fheepy 
At  home  his  midnight  hours  fecure. 
And  drive  the  robber  from  the  door. 
For  this,  his  breaft  with  kindneis  glows | 
For  this,  his  hand  the  food  bellows; 
And  fhall  thy  indolence  impart 
A  warmer  friendfliip  to  hi*  heart, 
That  thus  he  robs  me  of  my  due, 
To  pamper  fuch  vile  things  as  you  ? 

I  own  (with  meeknefspufs  rrply'd) 
Superior  merit  on  your  fide ; 
Nor  does  my  breaft  with  envy  fwell* 
To  find  it  recompens'd  fo  well : 
Yet  I,  in  what  my  nature  can, 
C<  i  .ribute  to  the  good  of  man. 
Whofe  cla\v»  deftroy  the  pilf ' ring  moufe  ? 
Who  drive1-  the  vermin  from  the  houfe  ? 
Or,  watchful  for  the  lab'ring  fvvain, 
From  lurking  racs  fecure-  the  grain  ? 
From  hence,  if  he  rewards  bellow, 
Why  fhould  your  heart  with  gall  o'crflow? 
Why  pine  my  happii  efs  to  fee, 
Since  there's  enough  for  you  and  me  ? 

Thy  wo-ds  are  juft,  the  farmer  cry'd, 
ipuru'd  the  fnarler  from  hi  s    Lcie.'. 
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*ABLE  X. 

THE   SPIDER   AND  THE  BEE. 

T.HE  nymph,  who  walks  the  public  ftreets, 
And  fets  her  cap  at  all  flic  meets, 
May  catch  the  fool  who  turn?  to  ftare, 
Hut  men  of  fenfe  avoid  the  fnare. 

As  on  the  margin  of  the  flood, 
With  filken  line,  my  Lydia  flood, 
I  fmird  to  fee  the  pains  you  took, 
To  cover  o'er  the  fraudful  hook. 
Along  the  foreft  as  we  (Iray'd, 
You  faw  the  boy  his  lime-twigs  fpread; 
Guefb'd  you  the  reafon  of  his  fear, 
Left,  heedlcfs,  we  approach'd  too  near  ? 
For  as  behind  the  bufh  we  lay, 
The  linnet  fiutter'd  on  the  fpray. 

Needs  there  fuch  caution  to  delude 
The  fcaly  fry,  and  feather'd  brood  ? 
And  think  you,  with  inferior  art, 
To  captivate  the  human  heart  ? 

The  maid,  who  modeftly  conceals 
Her  beauties,  while  fhe  hides,  reveals. 
.Give  but  a  glimpfe,  and  fancy  draws 
Whate'er  the  Grecian  Venus  was. 
From  Eve's  firft  fig-leaf  to  brocade, 
All  drefs  was  meant  for  fancy's  aid, 
Which  evermore  delighted  dwells 
ttn  what  tht  bafhful  nymph  conceals. 

When  Caelia  ftruts  in  man's  attire, 
She  fhows  too  much  to  raife  defire ; 
But  from  the  hoop's  bewitching  round, 
Her  very  fhoe  has  power  to  wound. 

The  roving  eye,  the  bofom  bare, 
The  forward  laugh,  the  wanton  air, 
May  catch  the  fop  ;  for  gudgeons  ilrihe 
At  the  bare  hook,  and  bait  alike  ; 
While  falmon  play  rrgardlefs  by, 
Till  art,  like  nature,  forms  the  fly. 

BENEATH  a  peafar.t's  homely  thatch, 
A  fpider  long  had  held  her  watch ; 
Fron-:  mom  to  night,  with  reftlefs  care, 
She  fpun  her  web,  and  wove  her  fiiare. 
Within  the  limits  of  her  reign, 
Lay  many  a  heedlefs  captive  flain, 
Or  fiutt'ring,  ftruggled  in  the  toils, 
To  burft  the  chains,  and  fhun  her  wiles, 

A  ftraying  bee,  that  pei  ch'd  hard  by, 
Beheld  her  with  difdainful  eye, 
And  thus  began.  Mean  thing,  give  o'er, 
And  lay  thy  {lender  threads  no  more  j 
A  tboughtlefs  fly  or  two,  at  moft, 
Is  all  the  conqueft  thou  canffc  boafl; 
For  bees  of  fenfe  thy  arts  evade, 
We  fee  fo  plain  the  nets  are  laid. 

The  gaudy  tulip,  thus  difplays 
Her  fpreading  foliage  to  the  gaze ; 
That  points  her  charms  at  all  fhe  fees,' 
And  yields  to  every  wanton  breeze, 
Attra&s  nor  me;   where  blufhing  growsa 
Guarded  with  thorns,  the  moded  rofe, 
Enamour'd,  round  and  round  I  fly, 
Qr  on  her  fragrant,  boiboi  lie  j 
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Rehi&ant.  fhe  my  ardour  meets, 
A.nd  bafhful.  renders  up  ^er  fweets. 
T;>  wifer  head    attention  lend, 
i>d  .earn  thi    leff.m  from  a  fricud. 
She,  who  with  modefty  r  tires, 
A  uls  fuel  to  t-.ei  u'ver'-fue-., 
While  fuch  incautious  jilts  as  you, 
By  folly  your  own  ichemes  undo. 

\ 
F\BLE  XI. 

THE  YOUNG  LION  AND  THE   APE. 

'  Pis  true.  1  blame  vour  lover'-  choice. 
Though  flatrer'd  by  the  public  voice. 
And  pteviih  grow,  arid  fick.  to  hear 
His  exclamations  O  how  fair! 
I  liften  not  to  wild  delights 
And  tranfports  of  exptdcd  nights  : 
What  is  to  me  your  hoard  <i  charms 
The  whitenefsof  your  nc-ck  and  arms 
Needs  there  no  acquifition  more, 
To  keep  contention  from  the  door  ? 
Yes-,  pafs  a  fortnight,  and  you'll  find, 
All  beauty  cloys,  but  of  the  mind. 

Senfe  and  good  humour  ever  prov^ 
The  fureft  cords  to  fatten  love. 
Yet,  Phillis,  fimpleft  of  your  fcx, 
You  never  think  but  to  perplex, 
Coquetting  it  with  every  ape 
That  ftruts  abroad  in  human  fhape; 
N  t  that  the  coxcomb  is  your  tafte, 
But  that  it  flings  your  lover's  breafl  « 
To  morrow  you  rtfign  the  fway, 
Prepar'd  to  honour,  and  obey, 
The  ty-natt-miftrels  change  for  life, 
To  the  fubmiflion  of  a  wife. 

Your  lollies,  if  you  can,  fufpend, 
And  learn  inftrudlion  from  a  friend. 

Reluctant,  hear  the  firft  addrefs, 
Think  often,  ere  you  anfwer,  yes  ; 
But  once  refolv'd,  throw  off  difguife, 
And  wear  your  wiiliea  in  ycur  eyes. 
Witli  caution  every  look  foibcur 
That  might  create  one  jealous  fear, 
A  lover's  ripening  hope?  c-mfound, 
Or  give  the  gen'rous  breaft  a  waund. 
Contemn  the  girhfh  arts  to  ttaze, 
Nor  ufe  your  pow'r,  unlefs  to  pltafe; 
For  fools  alone  with  rigour  fway, 
When  foon,  or  late,  they  muft  obey. 

THE  king  of  brutes,  in  life's  decline, 
Refolv'd  dominion  to  refign  ; 
The  bt-afts  were  fummon'd  to  appear, 
And  bend  before  the  royal  heir. 
They  came  ;  a  day  was  fix'd ;  the  crowd 
Before  their  future  monarch  bow'd. 

A  dapper  monkey,  pert  and  vain, 
Stepp'd  forth,  and  thus  addrffs'd  the  train. 

Why  cringe  my  friends  with  flivifh  awe. 
Before  this  pageant  king  of  ftraw  £ 
Shall  we  anticipate  the  hour, 
And  ere  we  feel  it,  own  his  pow'r  ? 
T  he  courfels  of  experience  prize, 
I  knew  the  inarms  of  thq  wile ; 
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Subje&ion  let  us  caft  away, 
And  live  the  monarchs  of  to-day  ; 
'Tis  ours  the  vacant  hand  to  fpurn, 
And  play  the  tyrant  each  in  turn. 
So  fhall  he  right  from  wrong  difcern, 
And  mercy  from  opprcflion  iearn ; 
At  others'  woes  be  taught  to  melt, 
And  lothe  the  ills  himfelf  has  felt. 

He  fpoke  ;  his  bcfoni  fwell'd  with  pride. 
The  youthful  lion  thus  reply'd. 

What  madncfs  prompts  thee  to  provoke 
My  wrath,  and  dare  th'  impending  ftroke  ? 
Thou  wretched  fool  '.   can  wrongs  impart 
Cornpafiion  to  the  feeling  heart  ? 
Or  teach  the  grateful  breaft  to  glow, 
The  hand  to  give,  or  eye  to  flow  ? 
Learn'd  in  the  practice  of  their  fchools, 
From  women  thou  haft  drawn  thy  rules : 
To  them  return ;  in  fuch  a  caufe, 
From  only  fuch  expedt  applaufe  ; 
The  partial  fex  I  not  condemn, 
For  liking  thofe,  who  copy  them. 

Would'ft  thou  the  gen'rons  lion  bind, 
By  kindnefs  bribe  him  to  be  kind; 
Good  offices  their  likenefs  get, 
And  payment  leffons  not  their  debt; 
With  multiplying  hand  he  gives 
The  good,  from  others  he  receives : 
Or  for  the  bad  makes  fair  return, 
And  pays,  with  im'reft,  fcorn  for  fcorn. 


FABLE  XH. 

THE    COLT    AND    THE    FARMER. 

TELL  me,  Corinna,  if  you  can, 
Why  fo  averfe,  ib  coy  to  man  ? 
Did  nature,  lavifh  of  her  care, 
From  her  beft  pattern  form  you  fair, 
That  you,  ungrateful  to  her  caufe, 
Should  mock  her  gifts,  and  fpurn  her  law$? 
And  mifer-like,  withhold  that  ftore,    v 
Which,  by  imparting,  hlefies  more? 

Beauty  s  a  gift,  by  heav'n  affign'd, 
The  portion  of  the  female  kind  ; 
For  this  the  yielding  maid  demands 
Prote&ion  at  her  lover's  hands ; 
And  though  by  wailing  years  it  fade, 
Remembrance  tells  hii-n,  once  'was  paid. 

And  will  you  then  this  wealth  conceal, 
For  age  to  ruft,  or  time  to  fteal  ? 
The  fummer  of  your  youth  to  rove, 
A  ftranger  to  the  joys  of  love  ? 
Then,  when  life's  winter  haftens  on, 
And  youth's  fair  heritage  is  gone, 
Dow'rlefs  to  court  fume  psafant's  arms, 
To  guard  your  wither'd  age  from  harms  ; 
No  gratitude  to  warm  his  breaft, 
For  blooming  beauty,  once  pcffefs'd  : 
How  will  you  curfe  that  ftubhorn  pride, 
Which  drove  your  bark  .ic.oi   the  tide, 
And  failing  bef' re  folly's  wind, 
Left  fenle  and  hat  pinefs  behind  ? 

Corinna,  left  thefe  whims  prevail, 
To  fuch  as  you,  I.  v/rite  my  tale.. 


A  COLT,  for  blood,  and  mettled  fpeed, 
The  choiceft  of  the  running  breeu, 
Of  youthful  ftrength,  and  beauty  vain, 
Refus'd  fubje<5tion  to  the  rein. 
In  vain  the  groom's  officious  fkill 
Oppos'd  his  pride,  and  check'd  his  will ; 
In  vain  the  mafter's  forming  care 
Reftraiird  with  threats,  or  footh'd  with  pray'r; 
Of  freedom  proud,  and  fcorning  man, 
Wild  o'er  the  fpacious  plains  he  ran. 

Where'er  luxuriant  nature  fpread 
Her  flow'ry  carpet  o'er  the  mead, 
Or  bubbling  ftreams  foft-gliding  pafs, 
To  cool  and  frefhen  up  the  grafs, 
Difdaining  bounds,  he  cropped  the  blade, 
And  wanton'd  in  the  fpoil  he  made. 

In  plenty  thus  the  fummer  pafs'd, 
Revolving  winter  came  at  laft  ; 
The  trees  no  more  a  fhelter  yield, 
The  verdure  withers  from  the  field, 
Perpetual  fnows  inveft  the  ground, 
In  icy  chains  the  ftreams  are  bound  ; 
Cold,  nipping  winds,  and  rattling  hail, 
Hia  kak,  unfhelter'd  fides  affail. 

As  round  he  caft  his  rueful  eyes, 
He  faw  ths  thatch'd-roof  cottage  rife  ; 
The  profpeA  touch'd  his  heart  with  cheer. 
And  promis'd  kind  deltv'rance  near. 
A  ftable,  erft  his  fcorn  and  hate, 
Was  now  become  his  wifh'd  retreat ; 
His  paffion  cool,  his  pride  forgot, 
A  farmer's  welcome  yard  he  fought. 

The  mafter  faw  his  woeful  Alight, 
His  limbs,  that  totter'd  with  his  weight, 
And,  friendly,  to  the  ftable  led, 
And  faw  him  litter'd,  drefs'd,  and  fed. 
In  fiothful  cafe,  all  night  he  lay; 
The  fervants  rofe  at  break  of  day  ; 
The  market  calls.     Along  the  road, 
His  back  muft  bear  the  pond'rous  load  ; 
In  vain  he  ftruggles,  or  complains, 
Inceffant  blows  reward  his  pains. 
To-morrow  varies  but  his  toil; 
Chain'd  to  the  plough,  he  breaks  the  foil; 
While  fcanty  meals,  at  night  repay 
The  painful  labours  of  the  day. 

Subdu'd  by  toil,  with  anguifh  rent, 
His  felf-upbraidings  found  a  vent. 
Wretch  that  1  am  !  he  fighing  faid, 
By  arrogance  and  folly  led, 
Had  but  my  reftive  youth  been  brought 
To  learn  the  leffon  nature  taught, 
Then  had  I,  iike  my  fires  of  yore, 
The  prize  from  every  courfer  bore ; 
While  man  beftow'd  rewards  and  praife. 
And  females  crown'd  my  latter  days. 
No--  lafting  fervitude's  my  lot, 
My  birth  contemn'd,  my  fpeed  forgot, 
Doom'd  am  I,  for  my  pride,  to  bear 
A  living  death,  from  year  to  year. 

FABLE  XIII. 

THE   OWL  AND   THE   NIGHTINGALE. 

To  know  the  miftrefs'  humour  right, 
See  if  her  maids  are  clean  and  tight ; 
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If  Betty  waits  without  her  ftays., 

She  copies  but  her  lady's  ways. 

When  mifs  comes  in  with  boiiVrous  fhout, 

And  drops  no  curtfy  going  out, 

Depend  upon't,  mamma  is  one, 

Who  reads,  or  drinks  too  much  alone. 

If  bottled  beer  her  third  affuage, 
She  feels  enthuliaftic  rage, 
And  burns  with  ardour  to  inherit 
The  gifts  and  workings  of  the  fpirit. 
If  learning  crack  her  giddy  brains, 
No  remedy,  but  death,  remains. 
Sum  up  the  various  ills  of  life, 
And  all  are  fweet  to  fuch  a  wife. 
At  home,  fuperior  wit  fhe  vaunts, 
And  twits  her  hufband  with  his  wants; 
Her  ragged  offspring  all  around, 
Like  pigs,  are  wallowing  on  the  ground  : 
Impatient  ever  of  controul, 
She  knows  no  order,  but  of  foul ; 
With  books  her  litter'd  floor  is  fpread, 
Of  namelefs  authors,  never  read  ; 
Foul  linen,  petticoats,  and  lace 
Fill  up  the  intermediate  fpace. 
Abroad,  at  vifitings  her  tongue 
Is  never  ftill,  and  always  wrong  ; 
All  meanings  fhe  defines  away, 
And  (rands,  with  truth  and  fenfe,  at  bay. 

If  e'er  fhe  meets  a  gentle  heart, 
Skill'd  in  the  houfewife's  ufeful  art, 
Who  makes  her  family  her  care, 
And  builds  contentment's  temple  there, 
She  ftarts  at  fuch  miftakes  in  nature. 
And  cries,  Lord  help  us  !   what  a  creature  ! 

Meliffa,  if  the  moral  ftrike, 
You'll  find  the  fable  not  unlike. 

AN  owl,  puiT'd  up- with  felf-conceit, 
Lov'd  learning  better  than  his  meat ; 
Old  manufcnpt'-  he  treafur'd  up, 
And  rummag'd  every  grocers  {hop  ; 
At  paftry-cooks  was  known  to  ply, 
And  ftrip,  for  fcience,  every  pye. 
For  modern  poetry,  and  wit, 
He  had  read  all  thnt  Blackmnre  writ; 
So  intimate  with  Curl  was  giv>wn. 
His  learned  treafures  were  his  own  ; 
To  all  his  authors  had  accefs, 
And  fometimes  would  correct  the  prefs. 
In  logic  he  acquir'd  fuch  knowledge, 
•You'd  fwear  him  fellow  of  a  college ; 
Alike  to  every  art  and  fcience, 
His  daring  genius  bid  defiance, 
And  fwallow'd  wifdom  with  that  hafte, 
That  cits  do  cuftards  at  a  feaft. 

Within  the  fhelte'r  of  a  wocfd, 
One  ev'ning,  as  he  mufing  flood, 
Hard  by,  upon  a  leafy  fpray, 
A  nightingale  began  his  lay. 
Sudden  he  ftarts,  with  anger  ftung, 
And,  fcreeching,  interrupts  the  fong. 

Pert,  bufy  thing,  thy  airs  give  o'er, 
And  let  my  contemplations  foar. 
What  is  the  mufic  of  thy  voice, 
BUD  jarring  diffonance,  and  noife  I 
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Be  wife      True  harmony,  thou'lt  find, 
Not  in  the  throat,  but  in  the  mind; 
By  empty  chirping  not  attain'd, 
But  by  laborious  ftudy  gain'd. 
Go  read  the  authors  Pope  explodes, 
Fathom  the  depth  of  Gibber's  odes, 
With  modern  plays  improve  thy  wit, 
Read  all  the  learning  Henley  writ  ; 
And,  if  thou  needs  mutt  fing,  fmg  then, 
And  emulate  the  ways  of  men  ; 
So  fnait  thou  grow,  like  me,  refin'd, 
And  bring  improvement  to  thy  kind. 

Thou  wretch,  the  little  warbler  cry'd, 
Made  up  of  ignorance  and  pride, 
Afk  all  the  birds,  and  they'll  declare, 
A  greater  blockhead  wings  not  air. 
Read  o'er  thyfelf,  thy  talents  fcan, 
Science  was  only  meant  for  man. 
No  ufelefs  author*  we  moleft, 
I  mind  the  duties  of  my  neft  ; 
With  careful  wing  protect  my  young, 
And  cheer  their  ev'nings  with  a  fong. 

Thus,  following  nature,  and  her  laws, 
From  men  and  birds  I  claim  applaufe  ; 
While  nurs'd  in  pedantry  and  floth,    ' 
An  owl  is  icorn'd  alike  by  both. 


FABLE  XIV. 

THE  TEMPLE   OF   HYMEN  *, 

As  on  my  couch  fupine  I  lay, 
Like  others,  dreaming  life  away  ; 
Methought,  expanded  to  my  fight, 
A  temple  rear'd  its  flately  height. 
All  ready  built,  without  omitting 
One  ornament,  for  temples  fitting. 

Large  look'd  the  pile,  fublime  and  fair  ; 
But  "  Who  the  Godhead  worfhip'd  there  ?" 
This  to  inquire,  appearing  meet, 
Imagination  lent  me  feet, 
And  thither,  without  further  cavil, 
I  fairly  undertook  to  travel. 

At  cnce,  in  bright  proceffion  fpied, 
The  female  world  was  at  my  fide, 
Mingled,  like  many  colour'd  patterns, 
Nymphs,  mes  dames,  trollops,  belles,  and  flatterns, 
From  point,  and  iaucy  ermine,  down 
To  the  pla:n  coif,  and  ruffet  gown  ; 
All,  by  inquiry  as  I  found, 
On  one  important  errand  bound. 

Their  van,  to  either  tropic  Ipread, 
Forerunning  expectation  led; 
Pleafure  the  female-ftandard  bore, 
And  youth  danc'd  lightly  on  before  ; 
While  prudence,  judgment,  fenfe,  and  tafte, 
The  few  directing  virtues,  placed 

*  This  and  the  three  following  Fables  •were  written 
by  Henry  Brooke,  £fq.,  author  of  "  Gujlavus  Vafa" 
the  Earl  of  Effex,  •'  Fool  of  Duality,"  &c.  The  three 
lajl  "were  originally  printed  in  Moore's  Fables.  Ths 
firjl  is  inferted  in  this  frefent  edition^  from  Brooke's 
"  Plays  an.,  Posmi"  8vo.  1  778,  as  a  fuitall 
nion  to  the  reft. 
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To  form  and  guide  a  woman's  mind, 
Difcarded,  figh'd  and  flunk  behind. 

At  length,  in  jubilee,  arriving, 
"Where  dwelt  the  jolly  god  of  wiveing, 
All  preft  promifcuonfly  to  enter, 
Nor  once  reflected  on  the  venture. 
But  here,  the  mufe,  afiV&ing  (late, 
Beckon'd  her  clamorous  fex  to  wait, 
Left  fuch  a  rendezvous  fhould  hinder 
To  fay  what  paft,  the  while,  within  door. 

Againft  the  portal,  full  in  fight, 
His  (able  vefture  flarr'd  iike  night, 
High  thron'd  upon  an  ebon  feat, 
Beneath  a  canopy  of  fhte. 
That  o'er  his  duiky  temples  nodded, 
Was  fh'd  the  matrimonial  g<  dHead. 

Low  at  his  feet,  in  pomp  dilplay'd, 
The  world's  collected  wealth  was  laid  : 
Where  bags  of  mammon,  pil'd  around, 
And  chefts  on  chefts,  o'erwhi'JrrTd  the  ground, 
With  bills,  bonds,  parchmenrs,  the  appointers 
Of  doweries,  fettltments,  and  jointures  ; 
From  whence,  in  juft  proportion  weigh'd, 
And  down,  by  fpecial  tail,  convey'd, 
The  future1  progenies  inherit 
Tafte,  beauty,  virtue,  fenfe,  and  merit. 

Whatever  titles  here  may  fuit  us 
For  this  fame  god,  Hymen,  or  i'iutus, 
Who,  from  his  trade  of  a  gold-finder, 
Might  now  become  a  marriage- hinder, 
And,  haply,  ufe  that  precious  metal 
To   older  fexes,  like  a  kettle  ; 
No  earthly  god,  in  my  opinion, 
Claim'd  fuch  an  abfolute  dominion. 

To  prove  his  right  to  adoration 
Through  every  age,  and  every  nation, 
Around  the  fpacious  dome,  difylay'd 
By  many  a  fabled  light  and  (hade, 
Was  emblematically  told 
The  great  omnipotence  of  gold. 

And  firft  in  yonder  panel  feen, 
A  lad,  call'd  Paris,  ftrolled  the  green, 
Poor,  hungry,  wirlefs  and  dejf&e-d, 
By  country,  and  by  kin,  neglected  ; 
Till  fortune,  as  fce  crois'd  the  plain, 
Conceiv'd  a  cutchet  in  her  brain, 
And,  laughing  at  the  bafhful  blockhead, 
Took  a  huge  pippin  fro.n  her  pocket. 
Of  the  true  glittering  tempting  kind, 
And  gold  throughout  from  core  to  rind; 
This,  in  a  whim,  the  dame  beftow'd, 
Then  fmiling,  turn'd,  and  went  her  road. 

The  neighbours,  now,  when  fame  had  {how.n 
The  youth  had  got  the  fummum  bonum,         ['em 
From  mat.y  a  hut  and  hamlet  crowd, 
And  duly  at  his  levy  bow'd. 
His  reputation  fpreads  apace — 
O,  luch  a  fhape,  and  fuch  a  face.! 
Hi»m  uth  he  opens,  and  they  fvvear 
The  Delphic  oracle  is  there. 

Now,  fee  the  king  of  Troy  afpire 
To  be  the  wealthy  (hepherd's  fire. 
For  him,  the  brighteft  nymphs  contended  ; 
To  him,  three  goddeffes  delcended, 
And  fhow'd,  in  fair  :>nd  open  day, 
Wheru  honour,  wit,  and  beauty  lay, 


O'er  which,  our  poem,  to  conceat 
From  vulgar  optics,  drops  a  veil. 

In  the  next  panel,  you  difcover 
Olympic  Jove,  that  thundering  lover, 
Who,  chdrm"cT  with  old  Acrifius'  daughter, 
In  many  a  fhape  had  vainly  fought  her, 
And  run  the  round  of  all  his  tricks, 
Vet  ftiJl  was  doubtful  where  to  fix  ; 
fill,  by  fome  wifer  head  inclin'd, 
To  caft  his  bluftering  bolt  behind, 
His  duller  light'nirg  to  withhold, 
And  wear  the  brighter  form  of  g'-ld, 
He  took  the  hint,  he  ftorm'd  the  tower, 
And  dropt  in  yon  omnific  fiiower. 

In  the  next  board,  the  tale  fo  common  is, 
'Twixt  Ata!anfa  and  Hippomenes, 
I  (hall  but  flightly  (lop  a  minute, 
To  drop  one  obiervation  in  it ; 
Rcmark-ng,  that  howe'er  prefer'd  to 
Their  u  x,  for  many  a  courie  in  virtue^ 
T'he  !  right  allurement,  well  applied, 
May  tempt  good  nymphs  to  turn  afide. 

Next,  uybia's  golden  orchard  grew 
Blooming  temptation  to  the  view, 
In  which  a  dragon,  cail'd  the  Law, 
Kept  confcientious  fools  in  awe  : 
Yet,  power  fuperior  to  the  crime, 
Ana  tall  ambition  ikill'd  to  climb, 
With  traitors  of  a  new  invention, 
Who  fell  their  country  for  a  penfion, 
Fhr-iugh  many  a  thicket  won  .their  way. 
And  fpoil'd  the  grove,  and  fhar'd  the  prey 

On  the  fame  golden  fyftem  laid, 
The  world  was  in  the  fifth  difplay'd  : 
The  earth  a  gulden  axis  turn'd  ; 
i  he  heavens,  with  golden  planet?,  burn'd; 
And  thence,  as  aftrologians  know, 
Derived  their  influence  below  : 
A  girdle,  call'd  the  zodiac,  grac'd 
I  he  glittering  round  of  nature's  wafte, 
Whole  my  (lie  charm  from  gold  ariies, 
For  this  the  Callus  of  the  ikies  is  ; 
And  as  ir.  Homer's  works,  we  read 
(And  Homer  is  the  poet's  creed) 
Of  a  well  twiited  golden  tether, 
i'hat  tied  the  heavens  and  earth  together, 
Such  was  fhe  cord,  or  fuch  the  cable, 
That  tied  the  fpheres  within  this  table  ; 
By  which,  the  artift,  underhand, 
Would  give  the  wife  to  understand, 
That  intereft,  in  every  creature, 
Throughout  religion,  law,  and  nature, 
From  eaft  to  well,  and  pole  to  pole, 
Move?,  binds,  fufpends,  and  turns  the  whole. 

While  thus,  in  pafling  {lightly  o'er,  1 
Surveyed  the  fcenes  >f  ancient  ftory  ; 
Or  eyed,  with  more  minute  attention, 
What  prudence  here  forbids  to  mention  ; 
The  mufe  my  ihoulder  tapp'd,  to  mind  me 
Of  things  that  pafsVl,  the  while,  behind  me.. 

I  turn'd,  and  view'd,  with  deep 
The  phantom  that  affail'd  my  eyes  : 
His  hinder-head  difrob'd  of  hair, 
Hisfaplefs  back,  and  fhoulders  bare, 
Confeft  the  wrinkles  of  a  fage 
Who  pafl  ten  Neflors  in  his  age ; 
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Sut  clothed  before,  v/ith  decent  grace, 
And  infan*  fweetneis  in  his  face, 
N^t  rfmintheU'-  with  fuch  vigour  ftrung, 
Nor  blooming  Hebe  lo>  k'd  fo  young. 

On  his  left  hand  a  palette  lay, 
Wirh  many  a  teint  o!  colours  gay  ; 
While,  guided  with  an  eafy  flight, 
The  flying  pencil  graced  his  right. 
Unnumber'd  canvafles  appear 'd, 
Before  the  moving  artift  reat'd, 
On  \\hofe  infpiritcd  expanfe  he 
Expreft,the  creatures  of  his  fancy  ; 
So  touch'd,  with  fuch  a  fwift  c  mmand, 
With  fuch  a  magic  power  of  hand, 
That  Nature  did  herfelf  appear 
Left  real  than  her  femMance  here, 
And  not  a  mortal,  fo  betray 'd, 
Could  know  the  fubftance  fr-im  the  (hade  1 

Whate'er  the  world  conceives  in  life, 
Worth  toil  anxiety,  and  ftrife  ; 
Whate'er  by  ignorance  is  bought, 
By  madnefa  wifh  d,  or  folly  fought, 
The  mitres,  coronets,  and  garters, 
To  which  ambition  leads  his  martyrs; 
With  every  joy,  and  toy,  that  can 
Amufc  the  various  child  of  man, 
Was  painted  here  in  many  a  fcene, 
A  [rifling,  tranfient,  charming  train  ! 

Awhile  I  ftood,  in  thought  fufpended, 
To  guefs  what  thefe  affairs  intended  ; 
When   lo  !   the  rmife.  in  whifpers.  told, 
"  '  Pis  Father  Time  whom  yon  behold  ; 
"  In  part  difcovered  to  the  wife, 
"  In  parr  conceal'd  from  human  eyes. 
"  A  flave  to  yon  gold-giving  power, 
"  For  him  he  fpends  each  refllefs hour; 
*'  The  product  of  his  toil  intends 
"  As  gifts  to  thofe  his  God  befriends, 
"  Aud  paints  what  other  mortals  view 
K  As  fubftances,  though  fhad.es  to  you." 
She  ceas'd,  and  turning  to  the  (entry, 
Defired  ht'd  give  the  ladies  entry ; 
And  ftraight  the  portal  open'd  wide, 
And  in  they  delug'd  like  a  tide 
So,  ro  fome  grove  by  ftrefs  of  weather, 
Fad  flock  the  fowl  of  every  feather ; 
A  mighty,  pretty,  prasing  rabble. 
JLike  Trisrigg'd   and  tongu'd  like  Babel; 
Then  crowding  toward  the  nuptial  throne, 
By  bags  of  ftrong  attraction  kn  >\vn, 
Low  bending  to  their  G'  d  they  bow'd, 
And  vented  thus  their  prayer  atoud  : 

"  Great  Power!  in  whom  our  lex  confides, 
"  Who  ruleft  the  turns  if  female  tides. 
"   Whokenft    whilt  varying  fancy  ranges 
"  Through  all  its  doubles,  twirles  and  changes, 
"  To  what  a  v.oman's  heart  is  'rone, 
"   A  fecret  to  ourft-lves  unknown — 
"  O    give  us  give  us.  Mighty  Power  ! 
:    The  wedded  joy  of  every  hour  : 
c   Afiign  thy  favourites  in  n.arriage, 
1  To  coaches  of  diflinguifh'd  carriage; 
e  To  all  the  frippery  of  drt-fling 
'  A  namelefs,  boundlefs,  en  d  lefs  bK  fling; 
To  drums,  ridottos,  fight*  and  founds; 
"  To  yifits  in  eternal  rounds ; 


"  To  card  and  counter  rake  and  rattle  ; 

"  To  the  whole  luft  of  tongue  and  tattle  ; 

"   And  all  the  dear  delightful  trances 

"   Of  countlefs  frolics,  fits,  and  fancies. 

"  You've  heard,  that  men,  unpolifh'd.  boors' 

"   Lay  naughty  phfiions  at  our  doors  ; 

"  '  I'i«  your's  to  contradict  the  iiar, 

"   Who  are,  ytmrfelf.  our  chief  defire. 

"  O  then,  a--  widow,  or  as  wife, 

"   To  you  we  yield  each  choice  in  life; 

"   Or  would  you  every  prayer  fulfil. 

*4   Wed  us  O  !  wed  us,  to  our  will !" 

Thty  cea~'d,  and,  without  more  addition, 
The  God  confirmed  their  full  petition  : 
i  o  Time  he  beckon'd   and  ckiired 
He  d  give  the  good  each  nymph  required ,; 
And  from  his  vitionary  tr^ai'ure, 
Wed  every  woman  to  her  pleafure. 

The  fird  who  came  reJolv'd  to  fix 
Upon  xi  gilded  coach  and  fix ; 
The  fuit  was  granted  her  un  fight, 
The  nymph  with  ardour  feiz'd  her  right* 
A  wonder '  by  pofiVflion  baniih'd. 
The  coach  and  dappled  couriirs  vanifh'd; 
And  a  foul  waggon  held  the  fair 
Full  laden  with  a  weight  of  care  : 
She  figh'd ;  her  fifters  caught  the  for.nd, 
Ard  one  infulting  laugh  went  round. 

The  fccoiid  was  a  dame  of  Britain, 
Who  by  a  coronet  was  fmitten; 
With  boldricfr  (he  advanc'd  her  claim, 
Exulting  in  fo  juft  a  flame. 
But  ah  !  where  blifs  alone  was  patentj 
What  unfutpedted  mifchief  latent ! 
The  worfl  in  all  Pandora's  bos, 
Her  cor</net  contain'd  a . 

With  this  example  in  her  eye, 
The  third,  3  widow'd  dame,  drew  nigh, 
And  fix'd  her  fight  and  foul  together 
Upon  a  raking  hat  and  feather  ; 
Nor  figh'd  in  vain,  but  feiz'd  her  due, 
And  clafp'd  old  age  in  twenty-two 

Thus,  through  the  difference  and  degrees 
Of  fword-knx>ts,  mitres   and  toupees, 
Prim  bands   pert  bobs  and  well  hung  blade?, 
Long  robes,  fmart  jackets  fierce  cockades, 
And  all  the  fooleries  in  fafhion, 
Whate'er  became  the  darling  pafllon, 
!  he  good  for  which  they  did  importune, 
Was  ftraight  revers'd  into  rrmrortune  ; 
And  every  woman,  like  the  firll, 
Was,  at  her  own  entreaty,  curft 

At  length,  was  introduced  a  fair, 
With  fuch  a  face,  and  fuch  an  air. 
As  never  was.  on  earth,  I  ween, 
Save  by  poetic  organs  feen. 

With  decent  grace,  and  gentle  cheer. 
The  bright  adventurer  drew  near; 
Her  miid  approach  the  Godhead  fpied* 
Ad   "  Faireft,"  with  a  fmile,  he  crieda 
"   If  aught  you  feek  in  Hymen's  power, 
"   Y  u  find  him  in  a  happy  hour." 

At  this,  the  virgin,  half  amazed 
As  ri.'iind  the  fpacicus  dome  (he  gazed, 
Wi  h  caution  every  fymbol  eyed. 
And,  biufliing,  gracefully  replied. 
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"  If  you  are  he,  whofe  power  controuls 
"  And  knits  the  fympathy  of  Ibuis, 
*'  Then,  whence  this  pomp  of  worthlefs  geer, 
"  And  why  this  heap  of  counters  here  ? 
"  Is  this  vain  {how  of  glittering  ore, 
"  The  blifs,  that  Hymen  has 'in  ftore  ? 
"  Love  fees  the  folly,  with  the  glofs, 
«'  And  laughs  to  fcorn  thy  ufelefs  drofs. 

"  Where  are  the  fymbols  of  thy  reign  ? 
"  And  where  thy  robe  of  Tyrian  grain, 
*'  Whofe  teint,  in  virgin-colours  dyed, 
"  Derives  its  blufhing  frqm  the  bride  ? 
««  Where  is  thy  torch,  ferenely  bright, 
*«  To  lovers  yielding  warmth  and  light, 
"  That  from  the  heart  derives  its  fire, 
"  And  only  can,  with  life,  expire  ? 
"  Will  this  unadlive  mafs  impart 
"  The  focial  feelings  of  the  heart  ? 
"  Or  can  material  fetters  bind 
*'  The  free  affections  of  the  mind  ? 
"  Through  every  age,  the  great,  the  wife, 
*'  Behold  thee  with  fuperior  eyes ; 
'*  Love  fpurns  thy  treafures  with  difdain, 
"  And  virtue  flies  thy  hoftile  reign. 

"  By  love,  congenial  fouls  embrace, 
"  Celeftial  fource  of  human  race  ! 
"  From  whence  the  cordial  fenfe  within, 
"  The  bofom'd  amities  of  kin, 
"  The  call  of  nature  to  her  kind, 
"  And  all  the  tunings  of  the  mind, 

"  That,  winding  Heaven's  harmonious  plan, 

"  Compofe  the  brotherhood  of  man." 
She  laid,  and  gracefully  withdrew; 

Her  fleps  the  mufe  and  I  purlue. 

Along  an  unfrequented  way 

The  virgin  led,  nor  led  aftray ; 

Till,  like  the  firft,  in  form  and  fize, 

A  fecond  fabric  {truck  our  eyes  : 

We  enter'd,  guided  by  the  fair, 

And  faw  a  fecond  Hymen  there. 
A  filken  robe,  of  faffron  hue, 

About  his  decent  moulders  flew; 

While  a  fair  .taper's  virgin  light 

Gave  Ovid  to  his  foul  and  fight. 

An  hundred  Cupid?  wanton'd  round, 

Whofe  ufelefs  quivers  flrew'd  the  ground; 

While,  carelefs  of  their  wonted  trade, 

They  with  the  fmiling  Graces  play'd. 
Along  the  wall's  extended  fide, 

With  taints  of  varying  nature  dyed, 

In  needled  tapeftry,  was  told 

The  tale  of  many  a  love  of  old. 

In  groves,  that  breath'd  a  citron  air, 

Together  walk'd  the  wedded  pair ; 

Or  toy'd  upon  the  vernal  ground, 

Their  beauteous  offspring  iporting  round, 

Or,  lock'd  in  fweet  embracement,  lay, 

And  flept,  and  lov'd,  the  night  away. 
There  fat  Penelope  in  tears, 

Befieg'd,  like  Troy,  for  ten  long  years  : 

Her  fuitor  ,in  a  neighbouring  room, 

Wait  the  long  promife  of  the  loom, 

"Which  lhe  defers  from  day  to  day, 

Till  death,  determined  to  delay. 

With  thoughts  of  fond  remembrance  wrung, 

Deep  forrowing,  o'er  her  work  flu  hung; 


Where  in  the  fields  at  Ilium  fought, 
The  labours  of  her  lord  {he  wrought, ' 
The  toil,  the  duft,  the  flying  foe, 
The  rallied  hoft,  the  initant  blow; 
Then  fighing,  trembled  at  the  view, 
Scar'd  at  the  Dangers  which  me  drew. 

There  too,  fufpended  o'er  the  wave, 
Alcione  was  feen  to  rave, 
When,  as  the  foundering  wreck  flie  fpied, 
She  on  her  finking  Ceyx  cried  : 
Her  Ceyx,  though  by  feas  oppreft, 
Still  bears  her  image  in  hisbreaft  ; 
And,  with  his  fondeft,  lateft  breath, 
Murmurs,  "  Alcione  1"  in  death. 

Panthea  there,  upon  a  bier, 
Laid  the  fole  lord  of  her  defire  : 
His  limbs  were  fcatter'd  through  the  plains; 
She  join'd  and  kifs'd  the  dear  remains. 
Too  ponderous  was  her  weight  of  woe 
For  fighs  to  rife,  or  tears  to  flow ; 
On  the  lov'd  corfe  me  fix'd  her  view, 
No  other  ufe  of  feeing  knew ; 
While  high  and  ftedfaft  as  lhe  gaz'd, 
Her  fnowy  arm  a  poniard  rais'd, 
Nor  yet  the  dcfptrate  weapon  (laid, 
But  for  a  longer  look  delay'd, 
Till,  plung'd  within  her  beauteous  breaft, 
She  on  his  bofom  funk  to  reft. 

But,  Oh  !   beyond  whate'er  was  told 
In  modern  tales,  or  truths  of  old, 
One  pair,  in  form  and  fpirit  twin'd, 
Out-lov'd  tl.e  loves  of  human  kind  ; 
She  Hero,  he  Leander,  nam'd, 
For  mutual  faith  as  beauty  fam'd  ! 
Their  ftory  from  its  fource  begun, 
And  to  the  fatal  period  run. 

While  bow'd  at  Cytherea's  (hrine, 
The  youth  adores  her  power  divine, 
He  fees  her  blooming  prieftef*  there, 
Beyond  the  fea-born  goddeft  fair  :  ' 
She,  as  fome  god,  the  {tripling  eyes, 
Jufl  lighted  from  his  native  flcies — 
ihe  god  whofe  chariot  guides  the  hour. 
Or  haply  love's  immortal  power. 

At  oiice  their  confcious  glances  fpoke 
Like  fate  the  ftrong  and  mutual  ftroke ; 
Attracted  by  a  fecret  force, 
Like  currents  meeting  in  their  cpurfe, 
That  thence  one  ftream  for  ever  roils, 
Together  rufiVd  their  mingling  fouls, 
Too  clofe  for  fortune  to  divide, 
For  each  was  loft  in  either  tide. 

Jn  vain,  by  ruthlcfs  parents  torn, 
Their  bodies  are  afunder  borne, 
And  towering  bulwarks  intervene, 
And  envious  ocean  rolls  between  ; 
Love  wings  their  letters  o'er  the  fea, 
And  kifles  melt  the  feals  away. 

And  now  the  fable  night  impends, 
Leander  to  the  {bore  defcends, 
Exults  at  the  appoifited  hour, 
And  marks  the  fignal  on  the  tower — 
A  torch,  to  guide  the  lover's  way, 
Endear'd  beyond  the  brighteft  day  ', 

At  once  he  plunges  in  the  tide ; 
His  arms  the  Hellelpont  divide  ;• 
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The  danger  and  the  toil  he  braves, 
And  dafties  the  contending  waves. 

While  near  and  nearer  to  his  fight 
The  taper  darts  a  ruddier  light, 
Recruited  at  the  view,  he  glows  : 
Afide  the  whelming  billow  throws  : 
The  winds  and  feas  oppofe  in  vain ; 
He  fpurr.s,  he  mounts,  he  fk<ms  the  main. 

Now  from  the  tower,  where  Hero  ftood, 
And  threw  a  radiance  o'er  the  flood, 
JLeander  in  the  deep  fhe  fpied, 
And  would  have  fprung  to  join  his  fide  ; 
Howe'er,  her  wifhes  make  effay, 
And  clafp  and  warm  him  on  his  way. 

The  main  is  crofs'd,  the  fhore  is  gain'd, 
The  long  wifh'd  hour  at  !aft  attain'd. 
But,  lovers,  if  there  e'er  arofe 
A  pair  fo  form'd  and  fond  as  thofe, 
So  lov'd,  fo  beauteous,  and  fo  bleft, 
A'one  can  fpeak  or  think  the  reft  ; 
Nor  will  the  weeping  mufe  unfold 
The  clofe,  too  tragic  to  be  toid  ! 

Long  were  the  loving  lift  to  name 
With  Portia's  faith,  that  fwallow'd  flame  : 
But  much  the  longer  lift  were  thofe 
Whofe  joys  were  unallay'd  by  woes; 
Whofe  blifs  no  cruel  parents  creft, 
Whofe  love  not  ages  could  exhauft. 
Where  not  a  cloud  did  intervene, 
Or  once  o'ercaft  their  bright  ferene, 
But  through  the  fummer's  day  of  life, 
The  hufband,  tender  as  the  wife, 
Like  Henry  and  his  nut-brown  maid, 
Their  faith  nor  fhaken  nor  decay'd, 
Together  ran  the  blifsful  race, 
Together  liv'd,  and  fiept  in  peace. 

Long  time  the  much  inquiring  maid 
From  ftory  on  to  ftory  ftray'd  ; 
Joy'd  in  the  joys  that  lovers  know, 
Or  wept  her  tribute  to  their  woe  ; 
Till  Hymen,  with  a-placid  air, 
Approaching,  thus  addrefs'd  the  fair  : 

"  Hail  to  the  nymph,  whofe  facred  train 
w  Of  virtues  (hall  reftore  my  reign  ! 
*'  Whate'er  the  wifhes  of  thy  foul, 
"  But  fpeak  them,  and  puffef?  the  whole." 

"  Thanks,  gentle  power,"  the  maid  reply'd; 
*c  Your  bounty  {hall  be  amply  try'd. 
"  I  fetk  not  titles,  rank,  or  ftate, 
"  Superfluous  to  the  truly  great; 
"  Nor  yet  to  fordid  wealth  inclin'd, 
"  The  pooreft  paflion  of  the  mind  ; 
"  But,  limply  fix  d  to  nature's  plan, 
*'  I  feek  the  aflbciate  in  the  man. 

"  Yet,  O  beware  !   for  much  depends 
"  On  what  that  fy liable  intends. 

"  Give  him  a  form  that  may  delight 
*'  My  inward  ftnfe,  my  mental  fight; 
"  In  every  outward  ac-t  defign'd 
"  'lo  'peak  an  elegance  of  mind. 

"  in  him,  by  fcience,  travel,  tafte, 
"  Be  nature  poHfh'd,  not  defaced  ; 
"  And  fet,  a*  is  the  brilliant  ftone, 
"  To  be  with  double  luttre  fhown. 

"  Sweet  be  the  muf-c  of  his  tongue, 
"  And  as  the  lyre  of  David  ftrung, 
" 


"  To  fteal  from  each  delighted  day 
"  Affliction,  care,  and  time,  away. 

"  Within  his  comprehcnfwe  foul 
"  Let  Heaven's  harmonious  fyftem  roll  -. 
"  There  let  the  great,  the  good,  the  wife, 
"  Of  fam'd  antiquity  arife, 
"  From  ev'ry  age  and  ev'ry  clime 
"  Eluding  death,  and  circling  time  ! 
"  There  let  the  facred  virtues  meet, 
"  And  range  their  known  and  native  feat ! 
"  There  let  the  charities  unite, 
"  And  human  feelings  weep  delight !" 

"  Kind  power  !  if  fuch  a  youth  you  know, 
"  He's  all  the  heaven  I  afk  below." 

So  wifti'd  the  much  afpiring  maid, 
Pale  turn'd  the  power,  and,  fighing,  faid  : 

"  Alas  !  like  him  you  fondly  claim, 
"  Through  every  boafted  form  and  name, 
'*  That  graces  nature's  varying  round, 
"  A  fecond  is  not  to  be  found ! 
"  Your  fuit,  fair  creature,  mull  mifcarry, 
"  Till  Chariemont  refulves  to  marry." 

FABLE  XV. 

THE    SPARROW,  ANB   THE  DOV4. 

IT  was,  as  learn'd  traditions  fay, 
Upon  an  April's  blithfome  day, 
When  pleafure,  ever  on  the  wing, 
Return'd,  companion  of  the  fpring, 
And  cheer'd  the  birds  with  am'rous  heatj 
lnftru€ting  little  hearts  to  beat; 
A  fparrow,  frolic,  gay,  and  young, 
Of  bold  addrefs,  and  flippant  tongue, 
Juft  left  his  lady  of  a  night, 
Like  him,  to  follow  new  delight. 

The  youth,  of  many  a  conquefl  vain, 
Flew  off  to  feek  the  chirping  train  ; 
The  chirping  train  he  quickly  found, 
And  with  a  faucy  eafe,  bow'd  round. 

For  every  fhe  his  bofom  burns, 
And  this,  and  that  he  wooes  by  turns  ; 
And  here  a  figh,  and  there  a  bill, 
And  here — thofe  eyes,  fo  form'd  to  kill ! 
And  now,  with  ready  tongue,  he  firings 
Unmeaning,  foft,  refiillefs  things; 
With  v<;ws,  and  demme's  Ikill'd  to  woo, 
As  other  pretty  fellows  do. 
Not  that  he  thought  this  fliort  elfay 
A  prologue  needful  to  his  play  ; 
No,  truit  me,  fays  our  learned  letter, 
He  knew  the  virtuous  fex  much  better  5 
But  thefe  he  held  as  fpecio  is  arts, 
T'o  (how  his  own  fupt  rior  parts, 
The  form  of  decency  to  fhield, 
And  give  a  iuft  pretence  to  yield. 

Thus  finilhing  hi*  courtly  play, 
He  mark'd  the  fav'rice  of  a  day; 
With  carelefs  impudence  drew  near, 
And  whifper'd  Hebrew  in  her  ear ; 
A  hint,  \vhicn  like  the  mafon's  fign, 
The  confcious  can  alone  divine. 

!  he  flutt'ring  nymph,  expert  at  feigning,- 
Cry'd,  Sir  ! — pray  Sir,  explain  your  meaning- 
Go  prate  to  thofe,  that  may  endure  ye— — 
To  me  this  rudenefs  !•—  I'll  aflure  ye  !— - 
U 
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Then  off  fhe  glided,  like  a  fwallow, 
As  faying — you  guefs  where  to  follow. 

To  fuch  as  know  the  party  fet, 
'Tis  neediefs  to  declare  they  met ; 
The  parfon's  barn,  as  authors  mention, 
Confefs'd  the  fair  had  apprehenfion. 
Her  honour  there  fecure  from  ftain, 
She  held  all  further  trifling  vahn, 
No  more  affedled  to  be  coy, 
But  rufh'd,  licentious,  on  the  joy. 

Hift,  love     the  male  companion  cry'd, 
Retire  a  while  ;  I  fear  we're  fpy'd. 
Nor  was  the  caution  vain  ;  he  faw 
A  turtle,  ruftling  in  the  ftraw, 
While  o'er  her  callow  brood  (he  hungr 
And  fondly  thus  addrefs'd  her  young. 

Ye  tender  objects  of  my  care  !" 
Peace,  peace,  ye  little  helplefs  parr  ! 
An  n  he  comes,  your  gentle  fire, 
And  brings  you  all  your  hearts  require. 
Foe  us,  his  infants,  and  his  bride, 
For  us  with  only  love  to  guide, 
Our  lord  affumes  an  eagle's  fpeed, 
And  like  a  lion,  dares  to  bleed. 
Nor  yet  by  wint'ry  fkies  confin'd', 
He  mounts  upon,  the  rudeft  wind, 
From  danger  te'ars  the  vital  fpoil, 
And  with  affcdiion  fweetens  toiL 
Ah  ceafe  too  vent'rous  !   ceafe  to  dare, 
In  thine  our  dearer  fafety  fpare  ! 
From  him,  yc  cruel  faulcons,  ftray, 
And  turn,  ye  fowlers,  far  away  ! 

Should  I  furvive  to  fee  the  da'y, 
That  tears  me  from  myfelf  away, 
That  cancels  all  that  heav'n  could  give, 
The  life,  by  which  alone  1  live, 
Alas,  how  more  thanvloft  were  I, 
"Who,  in  the  thought,  already  die  ! 

Ye  pow'rs,  whom  men,  and  birds  obey, 
Great  rulers  of  your  creatures,  fay, 
Why  mourning  comes,  by  blifs  convey'd, 
And  cv'n  the  fwects  of  love  allay'd  ? 
Where  grows  enjoyment,  tall,  and  fair, 
Around  it  twines  entangling  care; 
While  fear  for  what  our  fouls  pofTefs., 
Innervates  every  pow'r  to  blefs  ; 
"Yet  friebdihi^  forms  the  blifs  above, 
And  life  !  what  art  thou,  without  love? 

Our  hero,  who  had  heard  apart, 
Felt  fomethii?<*  moving  in  his  heart, 
But  quickly,  with  difdain,  fupprefs'd 
The  virtue,  rifmg  in  hisbreaft; 
And  firft  he  feign *d  to  lairgh  aloud, 
And  next,  approaching,  fmil'd  and  bowM. 

Madam,  you  mu.ft  not  think  me  rude; 
Good  manners  never  can  intrude ; 
I  vow  I  come  through  pure  good  nature— 
Upon  my  foul  a  charming  creature  1 
Are  theie  the  comforts  of  a  wife  ? 
This  careful,  cloifler'd,  moping  life  ? 
No  doubt,  that  odious  thing  call'd  duty, 
Is  a  fweet  province  fr.r  a  beauty. 
Thou  pretty  ignorance  !   thy  will 
Is  meafur'd  to  thy  want  of  {kill ; 
That  good  old  fiifiii-ii'd  dame,  thvmothef, 
Has  Caught  thy  infant  years  no  other, 


The  greatcft  ill  in  the  creation, 
Is  fure  the  want  of  education. 

But  think  ye  ? — tell  me  without  feigning. 
Have  all  thefe  charms  no  farther  meaning  ? 
Dame  nature,  if  you  don't  forget  her, 
Might  teach  your  ladyfhip  much  better. 
For  fhame,  reject  this  mean  employment, 
Enter  the  world   and  tafte  enjoyment; 
Where  time  by  circling  blifs  we  meafure; 
Beauty  was  form'd  alone  for  pleafure  : 
Come,  prove  the  bltffing,  follow  me, 
Be  wife,  be  happy,  and  be  free. 

Kind  Sir,  reply 'd  our  matron  chafle^, 
Your  zeal  feems  pretty  much  in  hafte  ; 
I  own,  the  fondntfs  to  be  bids' d 
Is  a  deep  thirft  in  every  breaft  ; 
Of  bleffings  too  I  have  my  (lore, 
Yet  quarrel  not,  fliould  heav'n  give  more; 
Then  prove  the  change  to  be  expedient, 
And  think  me,  Sir,  your  moft  obcdieiit. 

Here  turning,  as  to  one  inferior, 
Our  gallant  fpoke,  and  fmilrd  fuperior. 
Methinks,  to  quit  your  boafted  flation 
Requires  a  world  of  hefitatior>; 
Where  brats,  and  bonds  are  held  a  bleffingv 
The  cafe,  I  doubt,  is  paft  redrefling. 
Why,  child,  fuppofe  the  joys  I  mention, 
Were  the  mere  fruits  of  my  invention, 
You've  caufe  fufficient  for  your  carriage. 
In  flying  from  the  nurfe  of  marriage  ; 
That  fly  decey,  when  vary'd  fnare.«, 
That  takes  your  widgeons  in  by  pairs; 
Alike  to  hufband,  and  to  wife, 
The  cure  of  love,  and  bane  of  life; 
The  only  method  of  forecafting, 
To  make  misfortune  firm,  and  lafting  ; 
The  fin,  by  heav'n's  peculiar  fentence, 
Unpardon'd  through  a  life's  repentance,, 
It  is  the  double  frrake,  that  weds 
A  common  tail  to  diff'rent  heads, 
That  lead  the  carcafs  ftill  aftray, 
By  draggffg  each  a  diff'rent  way. 
Of  all  the  ills  that  may  attend  me, 
From  marriage,  mighty  gods,  defend  me  I 

Give  me  frank  nature's  wild  demefne, 
And  boundlefs  trad:  of  air  ferene, 
Where  fancy,  ever  wing'd  for  change, 
Delights  to  fport,  delights  to  range  ; 
There,  liberty  !  to  thee  is  owing 
Whate'er  of  blifs  is  worth  bellowing ; 
Delights,  ftill  vary'd,  and  divine, 
Sweet  goddefs  of  the  hills !  are  thine. 

What  fay  you  now,  you  pretty  pink  yon  ? 
Have  I,  for  once,  fpoke  reafon,  think  you  ? 
You  take  me  now  for  no  romancer- 
Come,  never  ftudy  for  an  anfwer; 
Away,  caft  every  care  behind  ye, 
And  fly  where  joy  alone  fhall  find  ye. 

Soft  yet,  return'd  our  female  fencer, 
A  queftion  more,  or  fo — and  then,  Sir. 
You've  rally  "d  me  with  fenfe  exceeding, 
With  much  fine  wit,  and  better  breeding; 
But  pray,  Sir,  how  <io  you  contrive  it  ? 
Do  thofe  of  your  world  never  wive  it  ? 
"  No,  no."     How  then  ?  "  Why,  dare  I  tell, 
"  What  dees  the  bufinefs  full  as  well," 


FABLES    FOR    THE    LADIES. 


Do  you  ne'er  love  ?  u  An  hour  at  leifure." 
Have  you  no  friendfhips  ?  "  Yes,  for  pleafure." 
No  care  for  little  ones  ?  "  We  get  'ern, 
"  The  reft  the  mothers  mind,  and  let  'ern." 

Thou  wretch,  rejoin*  J  the  kindling  dovd, 
Quite  loft  to  life,  as  loft  to  love  ! 
Whene'er  misfortune  comes,  how  jufl ! 
And  come  misfortune  furely  muft  ; 
In  the  dread  feafon  of  difmay, 
In  that,  your  hour  of  trial,  fay, 
Who  then  fhall  prop  your  finking  heart  ? 
Who  bear  affliction's  weightier  part? 

Say,  when  the  black-brow'd  welkin  bends, 
And  winter's  gloomy  form  impends, 
To  mourning  turns  all  tranficiit  cheer, 
And  blafts  the  melancholy  year  ; 
For  times,  at  no  periuatlorr,  ftay, 
Nor  vice  can  find  perpetual  May  ; 
Then  where's  that  tongue,  by  folly  fed, 
That  fou!  of  pertnefs,  whither  fled  ? 
All  fhrunk  within  thy  lonely  neft, 
Forlorn, abandon'd,  and  unble&'d; 
No  friends,  by  cordial  bonds  ally'd, 
Shall  feck  thy  cold,  unfocial  fide  ; 
No  chirping  prattlers,  to  delight 
Shall  turn  the  long-enduring  night ; 
No  bride  her  words  of  balm  impart, 
And  warm  thee  at  her  conftant  heart. 

Freedom,  reftrain'd  by  reafon's  force, 
Is  as  the  fun's  unvarying  courie, 
Benignly  active,  fwatly  bright, 
Affording  warmth,  affording  light; 
But  torn  from  virtue's  facred  rules, 
Becomes  a  comet,  gaz  d  by  fools, 
Foreboding  cares,  and  ftorrns,  and  ftrife, 
And  fraught  with  all  the  plagues  of  life. 

Thou  fool !  by  union  every  creature 
Subfiils,  through  univerfal  nature  ; 
And  this,  to  beings  void  of  mind, 
Is  wedlock,  of  a  meaner  kind. 

While  womb'd  in-fpace,  primaeval  clay 
A  yet  unfafhion'd  embryo  lay, 
The  lource  of  endlefs  good  above 
Shot  down  his  fpark  of  kindling  lore 
Touch'd  by  the  all-enliv'ning  flame, 
Then  motion  firft  exulting  came  ; 
.  Each  atom  fought  its  fep'rate  clafs, 
Through  many  a  fair  enamour'd  mafs  ; 
Love  caft  the  central  charm  around, 
And  with  eternal  nuptials  bound. 
Then  form,  and  order  o'er  the  iky, 
Firit  train'd  their  bridal  pomp  oh  high ; 
The  fun  difplay'd  his  orb  to  fight, 
And  burnt  with  hymeneal  light. 

Hence  nature's  virgin  womb  conceiv'd, 
And  with  the  genial  burden  heav'd  ; 
Forth  came  the  oak,  her  firft-born  heir, 
And  fcal'd  the  breathing  fteep  of  air; 
Then  infant  ftems,  of  various  ufe, 
tmbib'd  her  foft,  maternal  juice  ; 
The  flow'rs,  in  early  bloom  difclos'd, 
Upon  her  fragrant  breaft  repos'd  ; 
Within  her  warm  embraces  grew 
A  race  of  endlefs  form,  and  hue ; 
Then  potir'd  her  Itffer  offspring  round, 
And  fondly  cloth'd  their  parent  ground, 


Nor  here  alone  the  virtue  feign'cl, 
By  matter's  cumb'rihg  form  detain' J  ; 
But  thence,  fubliming,  and  refm'd, 
Afpir'd,  and  reac'n'd  its  kindred  mind. 
Caught  in  the  fond,  celeftial  fire, 
The  mind  perceiv'd  unknown  defire, 
And  now  with  kind  effufion  flt-w'd, 
And  now  with  cordial  ardours  glow'd, 
Beheld  the  fympathetic  fair, 
And  lov'd  its  own  refemblancc  there; 
On  all  with  circling  radiance  fhohe, 
But  centring,  fix'd  on  one  alone  ; 
There  clafp'd  the  heaven-appointed  wife 
;  And  doubled  every  joy  of  life. 

Here  ever  bltfling,  ever  blcfs'd, 
'  Refide*  this  beairty  of  thd  breaft  ; 
As  from  his  palace,  here  the  god 
Still  beams  effulgent  blifs  abroad, 
Here  gems  his  own  eteriial  round, 


oT 


The  ring,  by  which  the  world  is  bound, 
Here  bids  his  feat  of  empire  grow, 
And  builds  his  little  hcav'n  btilnw. 


And  builds  his  little  hcav'n  below. 

The  bridal  partners  thus  ally'd, 
And  thus  in  fweet  accordance  ty'd, 
One  body,  heart  and  fpirit  live, 
Enrich-'d  by  every  joy  thdy  give  ; 
Like  echo,  from  her  vocal  hold, 
Return'din  mufic  twenty  fold. 
Their  union  firm,  and  undecay'd, 
Nor  time  can  fhake,  nor  pow'r  invade  ; 
But  as  the  ftem,  and  fcion  ftahd, 
Ingrafted  by  a  ikilful  han-j. 
They  check  the  tempeft's  wint'ry  ragc; 
And  bloom  and  ftrengthen  into  a^e. 
A  thoufand  amities  unknown, 
And  pow'rs,  perceiv'd  by  love  alone, 
Endearing  looks,  and  chafte  defire, 
Fan,  and  fupport  the  mutual  fire, 
Whofe  flame,  perpetual,  as  refin'd, 
Is  fed  by  an  immortal  mind. 

Nor  yet  the  nuptial  faction  ends, 
Like  Nile  it  opens,  and  defcends, 
Which,  by  apparent  windings  led, 
We  trace  to  its  celeftial  head. 
The  fire,  firft  fpringing  from  above, 
Becomes  the  fource  of  life,  and  love, 
And  gives  his  filial  heir  to  flow, 
In  fondnefs  down  on  fons  below  : 
Thus  roll'd  in  one  continu'd  tide, 
To  time's  extremeft  verge  they  glide, 
While  kindred  ftreams,'  on  either  hand, 
Branch  forth  in  bleflings  o'er  the  land. 

Thee,  wretch  !  no  lifping  babe  ihail  rtamCj 
No  late-returning  brother  claim, 
No  kinfman  on  thy'road  rejoice, 
No  fifter  greet  thy  ent'ring  voice, 
With  partial  eyes  no  parents  fee, 
And  blelVd  their  years  reilor'd  in  thee. 

In  age  rejeded,  or  declin'd, 
An  alien,  ev'n  among  thy  kind, 
The  partner  of  thy  fcorn'd  embrace 
Shall  play  the  wanton  in  thy  face, 
Each  fpark  unplume  thy  little  pride, 
All  friendfhip  fly  thy  faithlefs  fide, 
Thy  name  fhail  like  thy  carcafs,  rot, 
la  fiCjk.nefs  fpurn'd,  in  death  forgot, 
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All-giving  pow'r  !  great,  fource  of  life  ! 
O  hear  the  parent  !  hear  the  wife  1 
That  life,  thou  lendeft  from  above, 
Though  little,  make  it  large  in  love* 
O  bid  my  feeling  heart  expand 
To  every  claim,  on  every  hand  ; 
To  thofe,  from  whom  my  days  I  drew, 
To  thefe,  in  whom  thofe  days  renew; 
To  all  my  kin,  however  wide, 
hi  cordial  warmth,  as  blood  ally'd  ; 
To  friends,  with  fteely  fetters  twin'd, 
And  to  the  cruel  not  unkind  ! 

But  chief,  the  lord  of  my  defire, 
My  life,  myfelf,  my  foul,  my  fire, 
Friends,  children,  all  that  wifh  can  claim, 
Chafte  paffi^n  clafp,  and  rapture  name  ; 
O  fpare  him,  fpare  him,  gracious  pow'r  I 
O  give  hrro  to  my  lateft  hour  ' 
Let  me  my  length  of  life  employ, 
To  give  my-  fole  enjoyment  joy. 
His  love,  let  mutual  love  excite, 
Turn  all  my  cares  to  his  delight, 
And  every  needlefs  blefiing  fpare, 
"Wherein  my  darling  wants  a  fhare. 

When  he  with  graceful  action  wooes, 
And  fweetly  hills,  and  fondly  cooes,. 
Ah  !   deck  me,  to  his  eyes  alone, 
"With  charms  attractive  as  his  own, 
And  in  my  circling  wings  carefs'd, 
Give  all  the  lover  to  my  bread. 
Then  in  our  chafte,  connubial  bed, 
My  nofom  pillow 'd  for  his  head, 
His  eyes  with  blifsful  flumbers  clofe, 
And  warch,  with  me,  my  lord's  repofe, 
Your  peace  around  his  temples  twine, 
And  love  him  with  a  love  like  mine. 

And,  for  I  know  his  gen'rous  flame. 
Beyond  whate'er  my  fex  can  claim, 
Me  too  to  your  protection  take, 
And  fpare  me  for  my  hufband's  fake. 
Let  one  unruffled,  calm  dehght 
The  loving,  and  belov'd  unite  ; 
One  pure  defire  our  bi;!<.ms  warm, 
One  will  direct   one  wifh  inform  ; 
Through  life,  one  mutual  aid  fuftain, 
In  death,  one  peaceful  grave  contain. 

While,  (welling  with  the  darling  theme, 
Her  accents  pourM  an  endlefs  ftream, 
The  well-known  wings  a  found  impart, 
Thar  reach'd  her  ear,  and  touch'd  her  heart  I 
Quick  clropp\i  the  mufic  of  her  tongue, 
And  forth,  with  eager  joy,  flic  fprupg. 
As  fwift  her  eut'ring,co«fort  ilew^ 
And  plum'd,  and  kindled  at  the  view; 
Their  wings  their  fouls  embracing  meet, 
Their  hearts  with  anfw'rin;^  meafure  beat; 
Half  loft  in  facred  fwtets.  and  blefs'd 
"With  raptures  felt,  but  ne'er  exprefs'd. 

Strait  to  her  humble  roof  fhe  led 
The  partner  of  her  fpotlefs  bed  ; 
Her  young,  a.fiutt'ring  pair,  arife, 
Their  welcome  fuarkliug  in  their  eyes; 
Tranfporred,  to  their  fire  they  bound, 
And  hang  with  Iptechlefs  action  r.  und. 
In  plealure  wrapt,  the  parents  (land, 
And  fee  their  little  wings  expand  j 


The  fire,  his  life-fudaining  prize 
To  each  expecting  bill  applies, 
There  fondly  pours  the  wheaten  fpoil, 
With  tranfport  giv'n,  though  won  with  toil"; 
While,  all  collected  at  the  fight, 
And  filent  through  fuprerhe  delight, 
The  fair  high  heav'n  of  blifs  beguiles, 
And  on  her  lord,  and  infants  fmiles. 

The  fparrow,  whofe  attention  hung 
Upon  the  dove's  enchanting  tongue, 
Of  all  his  little  flights  difarm'd, 
And  from  hirnfelf,  by  virtue,  charm'd, 
When  now  he  faw,  what  only  feem'da 
A  fact,  fo  late  a  fable  deem'd, 
His  foul  to  envy  he  refign'd, 
His  hours  of  folly  to  the  wind, 
In  fecret  wifh'd  a  turtle  too, 
And  fighing  to  himfelf,  withdrew. 

FABLE  XVI. 

THE   FEMALE   SEDUCERS. 

'Tis  faid  of  widow,  maid,  and  wife, 
That  honour  is  a  woman's  life; 
Unhappy  fex  !   who  only  claim 
A  being,  in  the  breath  of  fame, 
Which,  tainted,  not  the  quick'ning  galca 
That  fweep  Sabcea's  fpicy  vales, 
Nor  all  the  healing  fweets  reftore, 
That  breathe  along  Arabia's  fhore. 

The  traveller,  if  he  chance  to  ftray,          , 
May  turn  uncenfur'd  to  his  way ; 
Polluted  dreams  again  are  pure, 
And  deepeft  wounds  admit  a  cure  ; 
But  woman  !   no  redea'.ption  knows, 
The  wounds  of  honour  never  clofe. 

Though  diftant  every  hand  to  guide, 
Nor  fkilFd  on  life's  tempeftuous  tide, 
If  once  her  feeble  bark  recede, 
Or  deviate  from  the  courfc  decreed, 
fn  vain  Jthe  leeks  the  friendlefs  fhore, 
Her  Iwifter  folly  flies  before1; 
The  circling  ports  ^gaind  her  clofe, 
And  fhut  the  wand'rer  from  repofe  ; 
Till,  by  conflicting  waves  opprefs'd, 
Her  found'ring  pinnace  fink%  to  reft. 

Are  there  no  off' rings  to  atone 
For  bur  a  fingle  error  ?   None. 
Though  woman  is  avnw'd,  of  old, 
No  daughter  of  celcilial  mould, 
Her  temp'ring  not  without  allay, 
And  form'd  but  of  the  finer  clay, 
We  challenge  from  the  mortal  dame 
The  ftrength  angelic  natures  claim; 
Nay  nvire  ;  fur  facred  dories  tell, 
That  ev'n  immortal  angels  fell. 

Whatever  tills  the  teeming  fphere 
Of  humid  earth,  and  ambient  air, 
With  varying  elements  endu'd, 
Was  forrri'd  to  fall,  and  rife  renew'd. 

The  dars  no  fix'd  durati"n  know, 
Wide  oceans  ebb,  again  to  flow, 
The  moon  replettrs  her  waning  face, 
Ail-beauteous,  fro  r.  her  late  difgrace, 
An    funs,  that  mourn  approaching  night) 
Rcfuigent  rife  with  new-born  light. 
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In  vain  may  death,  and  time  fubdue, 
While  nature  mints  her  race  anew, 
And  holds  fome  vital  fpark  apart, 
Like  virtue,  hid  in  every  heart; 
"Tis  hence  reviving  warmth  is  feen, 
To  clothe  a  naked  world  in  green. 
NO  longer  barr'd  by  winter's  cold, 
Again  the  gates  of  life  untold  ; 
Again  each  infedt  tries  his  wing, 
And  lifts  frefh  pinions  on  the  fpring ; 
Again  from  every  latent  root 
The  bladed  ftem,  and  tendril  fhoot, 
Exhaling  incenfe  to  the  flues, 
Again  to  perifh,  and  to  rife. 

And  muft  weak  woman  then  difown 
The  change,  to  which  a  world  is  prone  ? 
In  one  meridian  brightnefs  fliine, 
And  ne'er,  like  ev'ning  funs,  decline  ? 
Refolv'd  and  firm  alone? — Is  this 
What  we  demand  of  woman  ? — Yes. 

But  fhould  the  fpark  of  veftal  fire 
In  fome  unguarded  hour  expire, 
Or  fhould  the  nightly  thief  invade 
Hefperia,'s  chafte,  and  facred  (hade, 
Of  all  the  blooming  fpoil  poffciVd, 
The  dragon  honour  charm'd  to  reft, 
Shall  virtue's  flame  no  more  return  ? 
No  more  with  virgin  fplendour  burn  ? 
No  more  the  ravag'd  garden  blow 
With  fpring's  fucceeding  bloffom  ? — No. 
Pity  may  mourn,  but  not  reftore, 
And  woman  falls,  to  rife  no  more. 


WITHIN  this  fublunary  fphere, 

A  country  lies — no  matter  where ; 

The  clime  may  readily  be  found 

By  all,  who  tread  poetic  ground. 

A  ftream  call'd  life,  acrofs  it  glides, 

And  equally  the  land  divides  ; 

And  here,  of  vice  the  province  lies, 

And  there,  the  hills  of  virtue  rife. 
Upnn  a  mountain's  airy  ftand, 

Whofe  fummit  look'd  to  either  land, 

An  ancient  pair  .their  dwelling  chofe, 

As  well  for  profpe<5t,  as  repofe  ; 

For  mutual  faith  they  long  were  fam'd, 

And  temp'rance,  and  religion,  nam'd. 
A  num'rou*  progeny  divine 

Confefc'd  the  honours  of  their  line  ; 

Bur  in  a  little  daughter  fair, 

Was  center'd  more  than  half  their  care  ; 

For  heav'n  to  gratulate  her  birth, 
Gave  figns  of  future  joy  to  earth  ; 

White  was  the  robe  this  infant  wore, 
And  chaftity  the  name  fhe  bore. 

As  now  the  maid  in  dature  grew, 
(A  flow'r  juft  op'ningto  the  view) 
Oft  through  her  native  lawns  (he  itray'd, 
And  wreilling  with  the  lambkins  play'd  ; 
Her  looks  diffufive  fweets  bequeath'd, 
The  breeze  grew  purer  as  fhe  breath'd, 
The  morn  her  radiant  blufh  affum'd, 
The  fpring  with  earlier  fragrance  bloom'd, 
And  nature,  yearly,  took  delight, 
Like  her,  to  drefs  ths  world  in  white. 


But  when  her  rifing  form  was  feen 
To  reach  the  crifis  of  fifteen, 
Her  parents  up  the  mountain's  head, 
With  anxious  ftep  their  darling  led  ; 
By  turns  they  fnatch'd  her  to  their  breaft, 
And  thus  the  fears  of  age  exprefs'd. 

O  joyful  caufe  of  many  a  care  1 
O  daughter,  too  divinely  fair  ! 
Yon  world,  on  this  important  day, 
Demands  thee  to  a  dangerous  way  ; 
A  painful  journey,  all  muft  go, 
Whofe  doubtful  period  none  can  know, 
Whofe  due  direction  who  can  find, 
Where  reafon's  mute,  and  fenfe  is  blind  ? 
Ah,  what  unequal  leaders  thefc, 
Through  fuch  a  wide,  perplexing  maze  ! 
Then  mark  the  warnings  i.f  the  wife, 
And  learn  what  love,  and  years  advife. 

Far  to  the  right  thy  pro(pe6l  bend, 
Where  yonder  tovv'ring  hills  afcend; 
Lo,  there  the  arduous  paths  in  view, 
Which  virtue,  and  her  ions  purfue ! 
With  toil  o'er  lefs'ning  earth  they  rife, 
And  gain,  and  gain  upon  the  fkies. 
Narrow's  the  way  her  children  tread, 
No  walk,  for  pleafure  fmoothiy  fpreud, 
But  rough,  and  difficult,  and  deep, 
Painful  to  climb,  and  hard  to  keep. 

Fruits  immature  thofe  lauds  difpenfe, 
A  food  indelicate  to  fenfe, 
Of  tafte  unpleafant ;  yet  from  thofe 
Pure  heahh,  with  cheerful  vigour  flows, 
And  ftrtngth,  unfeeling  of  decay, 
Throughout  the  long,  laborious  way. 

Hence,  as  they  fcale  that  heav'uly  road, 
Each  limb  is  lighten'd  of  its  load  ; 
From  earth  refining  Hill  they  go, 
And  leave  the  mortal  weight  below ; 
Then  fprcads  the  ftrait,  the  doubtful  clears, 
And  fmooth  the  rugged  path  appears ; 
For  cuftom  turns  fatigue  to  eale, 
And,  taught  by  virtue,  pain  can  pleafe. 
At  length,  the  toilfome  journey  o'er, 
And  near  the  bright,  celeftial  fhort', 
A  gulf,  black,  fearful,  and  profound, 
Appears,  of  cither  world  the  bound, 
Through  darknefs,  leading  up  to  light : 
Senfe  backward  fhrinks,  and  fhuns  the  fight ; 
For  there  the  tranfitory  train, 
Of  time,  and  form,  and  care,  and  pain, 
And  matter's  grofs  encurub'ring  mafs, 
Man's  late  affociates,  car.not  pafs, 
But  finking,  quit  th'  immortal  charge, 
And  leave  the  wond'ring  foul  at  large; 
Lightly  fhe  wings  her  obvious  way, 
And  mingles  with  eternal  day. 

Thither,  O  !  thither  wing  thy  fpeed. 
Though  pleafure  charm,  or  pain  impede  ! 
To  fuch  th'  all-bounteous  pow'r  has  giv'n, 
For  prefent  earth,  a  future  heav'n  ; 
For  trivial  lofs,  unmeafur'd  gain, 
And  endlefs  blifs,  for  tranficnt  pain. 

Then  fear,  ah  !  fear  to  turn  thy  fight* 
Where  yonder  flow'ry  fields  invite  ; 
Wide  on  the  left  the  path-way  bends, 
And  with  pernicious  eafe  defcends ; 
U  in 
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There  fvyeet  to  fenfe,  and  fair  to  {how, 
New-planted  Edens  fet-m  to  blow, 
Trees,  that  delicious  pnifon  bear, 
For  death  is  vegetable  there. 

r^ence  is  the  frame  of  health  unbrac'd, 
Each  finew  flack'ning  at  the  tafte; 
The  foul  to  pafiiori  yields  her  throne, 
And  fees  with  organs  not  her  own  ; 
While,  l;ke  the  flumb'rer  in  the  night, 
IMeas'd  with  the  fhadowy  dream  of  light, 
Ik-fore  lier  alienated  eyes 
The  fcenes  of  fairy-land  arife; 
The  puppet  world's  amufing  fhow, 
Dipt  in  the  gaily  colour'd  bow  ; 
.Scepters,  and  wreaths,  and  glitt'ring  things, 
The  toys  of  infants,  and  of  kings, 
That  tempt,  along  the  baneful  plain, 
The  idly  wife,  and  lightly  vain, 
Till  verging  on  the  gulfy  fhore, 
Sudden  they  fink,  and  rife  no  more. 

But  lift  to  what  thy  fates  declare  ; 
Though  them  art  woman,  frail  as  fair, 
If  once  thy  fliding  foot  fhould  ftray, 
Once  quit  yon  heay'n-appointed  way, 
For  thee,  loft  maid,  for  thee  alone, 
Nor  pray'rs  fhall  plead,  nor  tears  atone  ; 
Reproach,  fcorn,  infamy,  and  hate, 
On  thy  returning  fleps  iliall  wait, 
Thy  form  b,e  loath'cTby  every  eye, 
And  every  foot  thy  prefence  fly. 

Thus  arm'd  with  words  of  patent  found, 
I,  ike  guardian  angels  plac'd  around, 
A  charm,  by  truth  divinely  caft, 
.Forward  our  young  advent'rer  pafs'd. 
Forth  from  her  facred  eye-lids  lent, 
Like  morn,  fore-running  radiance  went, 
"While  honour,  hand-maid,  late  aflign'd, 
Upheld  her  lucid  train  behind. 

Awc-ftruck,  the  much  admiring  crowd 
Before  the  virgin  vifion  bow'd, 
Gaz'd  with  an  ever-new  delight, 
And  caught  frefli  virtues  at  the  fight : 
For  not  of  earth's  unequal  frame 
They  deem'd  the  heav'n-compounded  dame, 
If  matter,  fure  the  mofl  refin'd, 
High  wrought,  and  temper'd  into  mind, 
Some  darling  daughter  of  the  day, 
And  bcdy'd  by  her  native  ray. 

Where'er  me  paffes,  thoufandsbend, 
And  thoufands,  where  fhe  move?,  attend ; 
Her  ways  obfcrv'arit  eyes  confefs, 
Her  fteps  purfuing  praifes  b'lefs  ; 
While  to  the  elevated  maid 
Oblation^  as  to  heav'n,  are  paid. 

'Twas  on  an  ever-blithfome  day, 
The  jovial  birth  of  rofy  May, 
When  genial  \yarirth,  no  more  fupprefs*d, 
New- melts  the  froft  in  every  breaft, 
The  chtek  with  iecret  fixifliing  dies, 
And  let.kskind  things  from  chafleft  eyes; 
The  fun  with  healthier  vifage  glows, 
Afide  his  clouded  kerchief  throws, 
And  dances  up  th'  ethereal  plain, 
Where  late  he  us'd  to  climb  'with'  pain, 
While  nature,  as  from  bonds  fet  free, 
Springs  out,  and  gives  z  loofe  to  <: 


And  now,  for  momentary  red, 
The  nymph  her  travell'4  ftep  reprefs'd, 
Jtift  turn'd  to  view  the  ftage  attain'd, 
And  glory "'d  in  the  height  (he  gain'd. 

Out-ftretch'd  before  her  wide  furvey, 
The  realms  of  fweet  perdition  lay, 
And  pity  touch'd  her  foul  with  woe, 
To  fee  a  world  fo  loft  below  ; 
When  ftrait  the  breeze  began  to  breathe 
Airs,  gently  wafted  from  beneath, 
That  bore  commiffion'd  witchcraft  thence, 
Ard  reach'd  her  fympathy  of  fenfe  ; 
No  founds  of  difcord,  that  difclpfe 
A  people  funk,  and  loft  in  woes, 
But  as  of  prefent  good  poffefs'd, 
The  very  triumph  of  the  blef-'d. 
The  maid  in  wrapt  attention  hung, 
While  thus  approaching  Sirens  fung. 
Hither,  faireft,  hither  haftc, 

Brighteft  beauty,  come  and  tafte 

What  the  pow'rs  of  blifs  unfold, 

Joys,  too  mighty  to  be  told  ; 

Tafte  what  ecftafies  they  give, 

Dying  raptures  tafte  and  live. 
In  thy  lap,  difdaining  rneafure, 

Nature  empties  all  her  treafurc, 

Soft  defires,  that  fwcetly  languifh, 

Fierce  delights,  that  rife  to  anguifh  j 

Faireft,  doft  thou  yet  delay  I 

Brighteft  beauty,  come  away. 

Lift  not,  when  the  froward  chide, 

Sons  of  pedantry,  and  pride, 

Snarlers,  to  whofe  feeble  fenfe 

April  fund-line  is  offence ; 

Age  and  envy  will  advife 

Ev'n  againft  the  joy  they  prize. 
Come,  in  pleafure:s  balmy  bowl 

Slake  the  thirftings  of  thy  foul, 

Till  thy  raptur'd  pow'rs  are  fainting 

With-  enjoyment,  paft  the  painting  ; 

Faireft,  doft  thou  yet  delay  ? 

Brighteft  beauty,  come  away. 

So  fung  the  Sirens,  as  of  yore, 
Upon  the  falfe  Aufonian  {hore  ; 
And.  O  !  for  that  preventing  chain, 
That  bound  UlyfTes  on  the  main, 
I  hat  fo  our  fair  one  might  withftand 
The  covert  ruin,  now  at  hand. 

The  fong  her  charm'd  attention  drew3 
When  now  the  tempters  flood  in  view ; 
Curiofity  with  prying  eyes, 
And  hands  of  bufy,  bpld  emprife; 
Like  Hermes,  feather'd  were  her  feet, 
And,  like  forerunning  fancy,  fleet. 
By  fearch  untaught,  by  toil  untir'd, 
T    novelty  fhe  ftill  afpir'd, 
Taftelefs  of  every  good  poffefs'd, 
And  but  in  expectation  blefs'd. 

With  her,  affodare,  pleafure  came, 
Gay  pleafure,  frolic-loving  dame, 
Her  mien,  all  fwimnnng  in  delight, 
Her  beauties  half  reveal'd  to  fight ; 
Loofe  flow'd  her  garments  from  the  grounsi 
And  caught  the  killing  winds  around. 
As,  erlV  Medufa'a,  looks  were  know« 
To  turn  beholders  into  ftons. 
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A  dire  reverfion  here  they  felt, 
And  in  the  eye  of  pleafure  melt. 
Her  glance  with  fweet  perfuafion  charm'd, 
Unnerv'd  the  ftrong,  the  fteel'd  difarm'd ; 
No  fafety  ev'n  the  flying  find, 
Who  vent'rous,  look  but  once  behind. 
Thus  was  the  much-admiring  maid, 
While  diflant,  more  than  half  betray'd  : 
With  fmiles,  and  adulation  bland, 
They  join'd  her  fide,  and  feiz'd  her  hand  : 
Their  touch  envenoni'd  fweets  inftlll'd, 
Her  frame  with  new  pulfations  thrili'd, 
While  half  confenting,  half  denying, 
Reluctant  now,  and  now  complying, 
Amidfl  a  war  of  hopes,  and  fears, 
Of  trembling  wifb.es,  Irniling  tears, 
Still  down,  and  down,  the  winning  pair 
Compell'd  the  flruggling,  yielding  fair. 

As  when  fome  {lately  .vefTel,  bound 
To  bleft  Arabia's  diftant  ground, 
Borne  from  her  courfes,  haply  lights 
Where  Barca's  flow'ry  clime  invites, 
Conceal'd  around  whrfe  treach'rous  land, 
Lurk'd  the  dire  rock,  and  dangerous  fand; 
The  pilot  warns  with  fail  and  oar, 
To  fhun  the  much-fufpeded  fhore, 
In  vain ;  the  tide,  too  fubtly  ftrong, 
Still  bears  the  wreftling  baik  along, 
Till  found'ring,  fhe  refigns  to  fate, 
And  finks  o'erwhelm'd,  with  all  her  freight. 

So,  baffling  every  bnr  to  fin, 
And  heaven's  own  pilot,  plac'd  within, 
Along  the  devious,  fmooth  defcent, 
With  pow'rs  increaiing  as  they  went, 
The  dames,  accuftom'd  to  fubdue, 
As  with  a  rapid  current  drew, 
And  o'er  the  fatal  bounds  convey'd 
The  loft,  the  long-relu&ant  maid. 

Here  flop,  ye  fair-ones,  and  beware, 
Nor  fend  your  fond  affedions  there; 
Yet,  yet  your  darling,  now  deplor'd, 
May  turn,  to  you,  and  heav'n,  reftor'd; 
Till  then,  with  weeping  honour  wait, 
The  fervant  of  her  better  fate  ; 
With  honour,  left  upon  the  fhore, 
Her  friend,  and  handmaid  now  no  more ; 
Nor,  with  the  guilty  world,  upbraid 
The  fortunes  of  a  wretch,  betray'd; 
But  o'er  her  failing  caft  a  veil, 
Rememb'ring,  you  yourfelves  are  frail. 

And  now,  from  all-inquiring  light 
Fail  fled  the  confcious  (hades  of  night ; 
The  damfel,  from  a  fiiort  repofe, 
Confounded  at  her  plight,  arofe. 

As  when,  with  flumb'rous  weightfopprefs'd, 
Some  wealthy  mifer  finks  to  reft, 
Where  felons  eye  the  glitt'ring  prey, 
And  fteal  his  hoard  of  joys  away  ; 
He,  borne  where  golden  Indus  {beams, 
Of  pearl,  and  quarry'd  di'mcnd  dreams, 
Like  Midas,  turns  the  glebe  to  ore, 
And  ftands  all  wrapt  amicift  his  ftore, 
But  wakens,  naked,  and  defpoil'cl 
Of  thai,  for  -which  his  years  had  toilM. 

So  far'd  the  nymphy-her  treafurc  flown, 
Aid  turn'd,  like  Niobe,  to  ftone  j 


Within,  without,  obfcure,  aud  void, 
She  felt  all  ravag'd,  all  deftroy'd. 
And,  O  thou  curs'd,  infidious  coafl  ! 
Are  thefe  the  bleflings  thou  canft  boafl  ? 
Fhefe,  virtue!  thefe  the  joys  they  find, 
Who  leave  thy  heaven-topt  hills  behind  ? 
Shade  me,  ye  pines,  ye  caverns,  hide, 
Ye  mountains,  cover  me,  fhe  cry'd  ! 

Her  trumpet  flander  rais'd  on  high, 
And  told  the  tidings  to  the  Iky  ; 
Contempt  difcharg'd  a  living  dart, 
A  fide-long  viper  to  her  heart; 
Reproach  breath'd  poifons  o'er  her  face, 
And  foiPd,  and  Mailed  every  grace; 
Officious  fhame,  her  handmaid  new, 
Still  turn'd  the  mirror  to  her  view; 
While  thofe,  in  crimes  the  deepeft  dy'd, 
Approach'd,  to  whiten  at  her  fide, 
And  every  lewd,  infulting  dame 
Upon  her  folly  rofe  to  fame. 

What  fhould  Hie  do  ?  attempt  or.ce  more 
To  gain  the  late-deferted  fhore  ? 
So  trufting,  back  the  mourner  flew, 
As  faft  the  train  of  fie'nds  purfue. 

Again  the  farther  fhnre's  attain'd, 
Again  the  land  of  virtue  gain'd; 
But  echo  gathers  in  the  wind, 
And  fhows  her  iiiftant  foesbehind. 
Amaz'd,  with  headlong  fpeed  fhe  tends, 
Where  late  fhe  left  a  hoft  of  friends  : 
Alas  !  thofe  fhrinking  friends  decline, 
Nor  longer  own  that  form  divine  ; 
With  fear  they  mark  the  following  cry, 
And  from  the  lonely  trembler  fly, 
Or  backward  drive  her  on  the  coaft, 
Where  peace  was  wreck'd,  and  honour  loft. 

From  earth  thus  hoping  aid  in  vain, 
To  heav'n,  not  daring  to  complain, 
No  truce  by  hoftile  clamour  giv^j, 
And  from  the  face  of  friendfhip  driv'n, 
The  nymph  funk  proflrate  on  the  ground, 
With  all  her  -weight  of  woes  around. 

Enthroc'd  within  a  circling  fky, 
Upon  a  moun,t  o'er  mountains  high, 
All  radiant  fate,  as  in  a  fhrine, 
Virtue,  firft  effluence  divine; 
Far,  far  above  the  fcenes  of  woe, 
That  (hut  this  cloud-wrapt  world  below  5 
Superior  goddefs,  ejTence  bright, 
Beauty  of  uncreated  light, 
Whom  fliould  mortality  furvey, 
As  dopni'd  upon  a  certain  day, 
The  breath  of  frailty  muft  expire, 
The  world  diilolve  in  living  fire, 
The  gems  of  heav'n,  and  folar  flame 
Be  quench'd  by  her  eternal  beam, 
And  nature,  quick'ning  in  her  eye, 
To  rife  a  new-born  phoenix,  die. 

Hence,  unreveal'd  to  mortal  view, 
A  veil  around  her  form  fhe  threw. 
Which  three  fad  fifters  of  the  fhade, 
Fain,  care,  and  melancholy,  made. 

Through  this  her  all-inquiring  eye, 
Attentive  from  her  flation  high, 
Beheld,  abandon'd  to  defpair, 
I  The  ruins  of  her  fav'rite  fair; 

U  iiii 
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And  with  a  voice,  whofe  awful  found 
Appal'd  the  guilty  world  around, 
Bid  (.he.  tumultuous  winds  be  dill ; 
Ti   number*  h"w'd  each  lift'ning  hill, 
Uncurl'd  the  (urging  of  the  main, 
And  fmooth  d  the  thorny  bed  of  pain  ; 
The  golden  harp  of  heav'n  fhe  ftrung, 
And  thus  tht  tuneful  godd-  fs  fung. 

Lovely  penitent,  arife, 
Come,  and  claim  thy  kindred  Ikies; 
Come,  thy  fifter-angels  fay, 
Thou  haft  wept  thy  ftains  away. 

Let  experience  now  decide, 
'Twixt  the  good  and  evil  try'd ; 
In  the  fmooth,  enchanted  ground, 
Jaay,  unfold  the  treafures  found. 

Structures,  rais'd  by  morning  dreams, 
Sands,  that  trip  the  flitting  ftreams, 
Down,  that  anchors  on  the  air, 
Clouds,  that  paint  their  changes  there. 

Seas,  that  fmpothly  dimpling  lie, 
While  the  ftorm  impends  on  high, 
Showing,  in  an  obvious  glafs, 
joys,  that  in  poffeflion  pafs ; 

Tranfient,  fickle,  light,  and  gay, 
Flatt'ring,  only  to  betray  ; 
What,  alas,  can  life  contain  ! 
Life,  like  all  its  circles,  vain  I 

Will  the  ftork,  intending  reft, 
On  the  billow  build  her  neft  ? 
Will  the  bee  demand  his  (lore 
From  the  bleak,  and  bladelefs  fhore  ? 

Man  alone,  intent  to  ftray, 
Ever  turns  from  wifdom's  way, 
Lays  up  wealth  in  foreign  land, 
Sows  the  fea,  and  plows  the  land. 

Soon  this  elemental  mafs, 
Soon  th'  encumb'ring  world  fhall  pafs, 
Form  be  wrapt  in  wafting  fire, 
Time  be  fpent,  and  life  expire. 

Then,  ye  boafted  works  of  men, 
Where  is  your  afylum  then  ? 
Sons  of  pleaiure,  fons  of  care, 
Tell  me,  mortals,  tell  me  where  ? 
Gone,  like  traces  on  the  deep, 
Like  a  fcepter.  grafp'd  in  fleep, 
Dews,  exhal'd  from  morning  glades, 
Melting  fnows,  and  gliding  fhades. 

Pafs  the  world,  and  what's  behind  ? 
Virtue's  gold,  by  fire  refin'd  ; 
From  an  univerle  deprav'd, 
From  the  wreck  of  nature  fav'd. 
Like  the  life-iupporting  grain, 
Fruit  of  patience,  and  of  pain, 
On  the  fwain's  autumnal  day, 
Winnow'd  from  the  chaff  away. 
Little  trembler,  fear  no  more, 
Thou  hail  plenteous  crops  in  (lore, 
Seed,  by  genial  fffrrows  fown, 
More  than  all  thy  (corners  own. 

What  though  hoftiie  earth  defpife^ 
Heav'n  beholds  with  gentler  eyes; 
Heav'n  thy  friendlefs  fteps  (hall  guide, 
Chear  thy  hours,  and  guard  thy  fide. 
When  the  fatal  trump  fhall  found,  k 
rh'  immortals  pour  around. 


Heav'n  ihall  thy  return  atteft, 
HaiPd  by  myriads  of  the  blefs'd. 

Little  native  of  the  flcies, 
Lovely  penitent,  arife, 
Calm  thy  bofom,  clear  thy  brow, 
Virtue  is  thy  fifter  now. 

More  delightful  are  my  woes, 
Than  the  rapture  pleafure  knows ; 
Richer  far  the  weeds  I  bring, 
Than  the  robes  that  grace  a  king. 

On  my  wars,  t.f  fhortefl  date, 
Crowns  of  endlefs  triumph  wait ; 
On  my  cares,  a  period  blefs'd  ; 
On  my  toils,  eternal  reft. 

Come,  with  virtue  at  thy  fide, 
Come,  be  every  bar  defy'd, 
Till  we  gain  our  native  fhore, 
Sifter,  come,  and  turn  no  more. 

FABLE  XVII. 

LOVE  AND  VANITY. 

THE  breezy  morning  breath'd  perfume, 
The  wak'ning  flow'rs  unveil'd  their  bloom,. 
Up  with  the  fun,  from  fhort  repole, 
Gay  health  and  lufty  labour  role, 
The  milkmaid  carol'd  at  her  pail, 
And  fhepherds  whiftled  o'er  the  dale  : 
When  Love,  who  led  a  rural  life, 
Remote  from  buftle,  ftate,  and  flrife, 
Forth  from  his  thatch 'd-roof  cottage  ftray'd, 
And  ftrpU'd  along  the  dewy  glade. 

A  nymph,  who  lightly  tript  it  by, 
To  quick  attention  turn'd  his  eye ; 
He  mark'd  the  gefture  of  the  fair, 
Her  felf-fufikient  grace  and  air, 
Her  fleps,  that  mincing  meant  to  pleafe, 
Her  ftudy'd  negligence  and  cafe  ; 
And,  curious  to  inquire  what  meant 
Thih  thing  of  prettinefs  and  paint, 
Approaching  fpoke,  and  bow'd  obfervant^ 
The  Lady,  flightly> — Sir,  your  fervant. 

Such  beauty  in  fo  rude  a  place  ! 
Fair-one,  you  do  the  country  grace  ; 
At  court,  no  doubt,  the  public  care, 
But  love  has  fmall  acquaintance  there. 

Yes,  Sir,  reply'd  the  flutt'ring  dame, 
This  form  confVffes  whence  it  came; 
But  dear  variety,  you  know, 
Can  make  us  pride  and  pomp  forego. 
My  name  is  Vanity.     1  fway 
"I  he  utmoft  iflands  of  the  fea  ; 
Within  my  court  all  honour  centers, 
1  raife  the  meancft  foul  that  enters, 
Endow  with  latent  gifts  and  graces, 
And  model  fools  for  pofts  and  places. 

As  vanity  appoints  at  pleafure, 
The  world  receives  its  weight  and  meafure; 
Hence  all  the  grand  concerns  of  1/fe, 
Joys,  cares  plague s,  paffions,  peace  and  ftrifc. 
*    Refled  how  far  my  pow'r  prevails, 
When  I  ftep  in  where  nature  fails, 
And  every  breach  of  fenfe  repairing, 
Am  bounteous  fHll,  where  heav'n  is  fparingo 

But  chief  in  all  their  arts  and  airs, 
Their  playing,  painting,  pouts,  and  pray'rs^ 


Their  various  habits  and  complexions, 
Fits,  frolics,  foibles,  and  perfections, 
Their  robing,  curling,  and  adorning, 
From  noon  to  night,  from  night  to  morning, 
From  fix  to  fixty,  fick,  or  found, 
I  rule  the  female  world  around. 

Hold  there  a  moment,  Cupid  rry'd, 
Nor  boaft  dominion  quite  fo  wide  ; 
Was  there  no  province  to  invade, 
But  that  by  love,  and  meekneft.  fway'd  ? 
All  other  empire  I  refign, 
But  be  the  fphere  of  beauty  mine. 
For  in  the  downy  lawn  of  reft, 
That  opens  on  a  woman's  breaft, 
Attended  by  my  peaceful  train, 
I  choofe  to  live,  and  choofe  to  reign. 

Far-fighted  faith  I  bring  along, 
And  truth,  above  an  army  ftrong, 
And  chaftity,  of  icy  mould, 
Within  the  burning  tropics  cold, 
And  lowlinefs,  to  whofe  mild  brow 
The  pow'r  and  pride  of  nations  bow, 
And  modefty,  with  downcaft  eye, 
That  lends  the  morn  her  virgin  dye, 
And  innocence,  array'd  in  light, 
And  honour,  as  a  tow'r  upright ; 
With  fweetty  winning  graces,  more 
Than  poets  ever  dreamt  of  yore, 
In  unaffected  conduct  free, 
All  fmiling  fifters,  three  times  three, 
And  rofy  peace,  the  cherub  blefs'd, 
That  nightly  fings  us  all  to  reft. 

Hence,  from  the  bud  of  nature's  prime, 
From  the  firft  ftep  of  infant  time, 
Wi  man,  the  world's  appointed  light, 
Has  flcirted  every  (hade  with  white  ; 
Has  flood  for  imitation  high, 
To  every  heart,  and  every  eye; 
From  ancient  deeds  of  fair  renown, 
Has  brought  her  bright  memorials  down  j 
To  time  affix'd  perpetual  youth, 
And  form'd  each  tale  of  love  and  truth. 

Upon  a  new  Promethean  plan, 
She  moulds  the  effence  of  a  man, 
Tempers  his  mafs,  his  genius  fires, 
And,  as  a  better  foul,  infpires. 

The  rude  fhe  foftens,  warms  the  cold, 
Exalts  the  meek,  and  checks  the  bold, 
Calls  floth  from  his  fupine  rtpofe, 
Within  the  coward's  bofom  glows, 
Of  pride  unplumcs  the  lofty  creft, 
Bids  bafhful  merit  ftand  confefs'd, 
And  like  coarfe  metal  from  the  mine$, 
Collects,  irradiates,  and  refines. 

The  gentle  fcience  fhe  imparts, 
All  manners  fmooths,  informs  all  hearts; 
From  her  fweet  influence  are  felt, 
Pafiions  that  pleafe,  and  thoughts  that  melt; 
To  ftormy  rage  fhe  bids  contruul, 
And  finks,  ferenely  on  the  foul ; 
Softens  Deucalion's  flinty  race, 
And  tuners  the  warring  world  to  peace. 

Thus  arm'd  to  all  that's  light  and  vain, 
And  freed  from  thy  tantaftic  chain, 
She  fills  the  Iphere  by  heav'n  affign'd, 
And  rui'd  by  me,  o'er-ruks  mankind. 
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He  fpoke.     The  nymph  impatient  flood. 


And  laughing,  thus  her  fpeech  renew'd. 

And  pray  Sir,  may  1  be  fo  bold, 
To  hope  your  pretty  tale  is  told  ? 
And  next  demand,  without  a  cavil, 
What  ne\v  Utopia  do  you  travel  ? 
Upon  my  word,  thefe  highflown  fancies 
Show  depth  of  learning — in  romances. 
Why,  what  unfafhiorfd  fluff  you  tell  us, 
Of  buckram  dames,  and  tiptoe  fellows '. 
Go,  child ;  and  when  you're  grown  maturcr, 
You'll  fhoot  your  next  opinion  furer. 
O  fiich  a  pretty  knack  at  painting! 
And  all  for  fuft'ning,  and  for  fainting  ! 
Guefs  now,  who  can,  a  fingle  feature. 
Through  the  whole  piece  of  female  nature! 
Then  mark  !  my  loofer  hand  may  fit 
The  lines,  too  coarfe  for  love  to  hit. 

'Tis  faid  that  woman,  prone  to  changing, 
Through  all  the  rounds  of  folly  ranging, 
On  life's  uncertain  ocean  riding, 
No  reafon,  rule,  nor  rudder  guiding, 
Is  like  the  comet's  wand'ring  light, 
Eccentric,  ominous,  and  bright, 
Tracklefs,  and  fhifting  as  the  wind, 
A  fea,  whofe  fathom  none  can  find, 
A  moon,  ftill  changing,  and  revolving, 
A  riddle,  paft  all  human  folving, 
A  blifs,  a  plague,  a  heav'n,  a  hell, 

A fometning>  which  no  man  can  tell. 

Now  learn  a  fecret  from  a  friend, 
But  keep  your  counfel,  and  attend. 

Though  in  their  tempers  thought  fo  dif^a 
Nor  with  their  fex  nor  felves  confident, 
'Tis  but  the  difference  of  a  name, 
And  every  woman  is  the  fame. 
For  as  the  world,  however  vary'd, 
And  through  unnumber'd  changes  caiyyM, 
Of  elemental  modes  and  forms, 
Clouds,  meteors,  colours,  calms,  and  ftorais, 
Though  in  a  thoufand  fuits  array'd, 
Is  of  one  fubject  matter  made; 
So,  Sir,  a  woman's  conftitution, 
The  world's  enigma,  finds  folution, 
And  let  her  form  be  what  you  will, 
I  am  the  fubject  effence  ftill. 

With  the  firfl  fpaik  of  female  fenfe, 
The  fpeck  of  being,  I  commence, 
Within  the  womb  make  frefh  advances, 
And  dictate  future  qualms  and  fancies, 
Thence  in  the  growing  form  expand, 
With  childhood  travel  hand  in  hand, 
And  give  a  tafte  to  all  their  joys, 
In  gewgaws,  rattles,  pomp,  and  noife. 

And  now,  familiar,  and  unaw'd, 
I  fend  the  flutt'ring  foul  abroad ; 
Prais'd  for  her  fhape,  her  face,  her  mien., 
The  little  goddefs,  and  the  queen 
Takes  at  her  infant  fhrine  oblation, 
And  drinks  fweet  draughts  of  adulation. 

Now  blooming,  tall,  erect,  and  fair, 
To  drei's  becomes  her  darling  care  ; 
The  realms  of  beauty  then  1  bound, 
I  fwell  the  hoop's  enchanted  round, 
Shrink  in  the  waift's  defcending  fize, 
H,cav'd  in  the  fnowy  bofom,  rife. 
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High  on  the  floating  lappet  fail, 
Or  curl'd  in  treffes,  kifs  the  gale. 
Thei   to  her  glafs  I  lead  the  fair, 
And  fhow  the  lively  idol  there, 
"Where,  flruck  as  by  divine  emotion, 
She  bows  with  moft  fincere  devotion, 
And  numb'ring  ev'ry  beauty  o'er, 
In  fecret  bids  the  world  adore. 

Then  all  for  parking  and  parading, 
Coquetting,  dancing,  mafquerading, 
For  balls,  plays,  courts,  and  crowds  what  paflion ! 
And  churches,  fometimes — if  the  falhion  ; 
For  woman's  fenfe  of  right  and  wrong, 
Is  rul'cl  by  the  almighty  throng; 
Still  turns  to  each  meander  tame, 
And  fwims  the  flraw  of  every  fir  earn. 
Her  foul  intrinsic  worth  rejects, 
Accomplifh'd  only  in  defects, 
Such  excellence  is  her  ambition, 
Folly,  her  wifeft  acquifition, 
And  ev'n  from  pity  and  difdain, 
She'll  cull  fome  reafon  to  be  vain. 

Thus,  Sir,  from  every  form  and  feature, 
The  wealth  and  wants  of  female  nature, 
And  ev'n  from  vice  whici>  you'd  admire, 
I  gather  fewel  to  my  fire, 
And  on  the  very  bale  of  fhame 
Ere<5t  my  monument  of  fame. 

.Let  me  another  truth  attempt, 
Of  which  your  godfhip  has  not  dreamt. 

Thofe  fhining  virtues  which  you  mufler, 
Whence  think  you  they  derive  their  luflre? 
From  native  honour  and  devotion  ? 

0  yes, "a.  mighty  likely  notion  ! 

Truft  me,  from  titled  dames  to  fpinncrs, 
*Tis  I  make  faints,  whoe'er  make  finners ; 
'Tis  I  inflrucfl  them  to  withdraw, 
And  hold  prefumptuous  man  in  awe; 
For  female  worth  as  I  infpire, 
Tn  juft  degrees  flill  mounts  the  higher, 
And  virtue  fo  extremely  nice, 
Demands  long  toil  and  mighty  price; 
Like  Samfon's  pillar?,  fix'd  elate, 

1  bear  the  fex's  tottering  ftate  : 
Sap  thefe,  and  in  a  moment's  fpace, 
Dawn  ftnks  the  fabric  to  its  bafe. 

Alike  from  titles  and  fr<nn  toys, 
I  fpring,  the  fount  of  female  joys; 
In  every  widow,  wife,  and  rnifs, 
The  fole  artificer  of  blifs. 
For  them  each  tropic  I  explore ; 
1  cleave  the  fand  of  every  more ; 
To  them  uniting  Indias  fail, 
Sabasa  breathes  her  fartheft  gale ; 
For  them  the  bullion  I  refine, 
Dig  fenfe  and  virtue  from  the  mine, 
And  from  the  bowels  of  invention, 
Spin  out  the  various  arts  you  mention. 

Nor  blifs  alone  my  pow'rs  beftow, 
They  hold  the  fov'reign  balm  of  woe  ; 
Beyond  the  Stoic's  boafted  art, 
I  footh  the  heavings  of  the  heart ; 
To  pain  give  fplendour  and  relief, 
And  gild  the  pallid  face  of  grief. 

Alike  the  palace,  and  the  plain 
it  the  glories  of  my  reign  ; 


Through  every  age,  in  every  nation, 
Tafte,  talents,  tempers,  ftate,  and  flatiorij 
Whate'er  a  woman  fays,  I  fay ; 
Whate'er  a  woman  fpends,  I  pay; 
Alike  I  fill,  and  empty  bags, 
Flutter  in  finery  and  rags, 
With  light  coquets  through  folly  range, 
And  with  the  prude  difdain  to  change. 

And  now  you'd  think,  'twixt  you  and  f, 
That  things  were  ripe  for  a  reply — 
But  foft,  and  while  I'm  in  the  mood, 
Kindly  permit  me  to  conclude, 
Their  utmoft  mazes  to  unravel, 
And  touch  the  fartlielt  ftep  they  travel. 

When  every  pleafure's  run  a-ground, 
And  folly  tir'd  through  many  a  round ; 
The  nymph,  conceiving  difcontent  hence, 
May  ripen  to  an  hour's  repentance, 
And  vapours,  fhed  in  pious  moifture, 
Difmifs  her  to  a  church  or  cloyfler ; 
Then  on  I  lead  her  with  devotion 
Confpicuous  in  her  drefs  and  motion, 
Infpire  the  heav'nly  breathing  air, 
Roll  up  the  lucid  eye  in  pray'r, 
Soften  the  voice,  and  in  the  face 
Look  melting  harmony,  and  grace. 

Thus  far  extends  my  friendly  pow'r, 
Nor  quits  her  in  her  lateft  hour ; 
The  couch  of  decent  pain  I  fpread, 
In  form  recline  her  languid  head, 
Her  thoughts  I  methodize  in  death, 
And  part  not,  with  her  parting  breath  ; 
Then  do  1  fct,  in  order  bright, 
A  length  of  funeral  pofip  to  fight, 
The  glitt'ring  tapers,  arid  attire, 
The  plumes,  that  whiten  o'er  her  bier; 
And  laft,  prefenting  to  her  eye 
Angelic  fineries  on  high, 
To  fcenes  of  painted  blifs  I  waft  her, 
And  form  the  heav'n  fhe  hopes  hereafter. 

In  truth,  rejoin'd  love's  gentle  god, 
You've  gone  a  tedious  length  of  road, 
And  flrange,  in  all  the  toilfome  way, 
No  houfe  of  kind  refreshment  lay, 
No  nymph,  whofe  virtues  might  have  temptea 
To  hold  her  from  her  fex  exempted. 

For  one,  we'll  never  quarrel,  man  ; 
Take  her*,  and  keep  her,  if  you  can  ; 
And  pleas'd  I  yield  to  your  petition, 
Since  every  fair,  by  fuch  permiflion, 
Will  hold  htrfelf  the  one  feledted, 
And  fo  my  fyftem  ftands  protected. 

O,  deaf  to  virtue,  deaf  to  glory, 
To  truths  divinely  vouch'd  in  ftory  ! 
The  godhead  in  his  zeal  return'd, 
And  kindling  at  her  malice  burn'd. 
Then  fweatly  rais'd  his  voice,  and  told 
Of  heav'nly  nymphs,  rever'd  of  old; 
Hypfipile,  who  fav'd  her  fire  ; 
And  Portia's  love,  approv'd  by  fire, 
Alike  Penelope  was  quoted, 
Nor  laurell'd  Daphne  paf*  unnoted, 
Nor  Laodamia's  fatal  garter, 
Nor  fam'd  Lucretia,  honour's  martyr, 
Alcefte's  voluntary  tleel, 
And  Catherine,  fmiling  on  the  wheel 
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But  who  can  hope  to  plant  conviction 
Where  cavil  grow  son  contradiction  ? 
Some  fhe  evades  or  difavows, 
Demurs  to  all,  and  none  allows  ; 
A  kind  of  ancient  things  call'd  fables  ! 
And  thus  the  goddeis  turn'd  the  tables. 

Now  both  in  argument  grew  high, 
And  choler  flalh'd  from  either  eye; 
Nor  wonder  each  refus'd  to  yield 
The  conqueft  of  fo  fair  a  field. 

When  happily  arriv'd  in  view 
A  goddefs,  whom  our  grandames  knew, 
Of  afpect  grave,  and  fober  gait, 
Majeftic,  awful,  and  fcdate, 
As  heav'n's  autumnal  eve  ferene, 
When  not  a  cloud  o'ercafts  the  fcene, 
Once  prudence  call'd,  a  matron  lani'd, 
And  in  old  Rome,  Cornelia  nam'd. 

Quick  at  a  venture,  both  agree 
To  leave  their  irrife  to  her  decree. 

And  now  by  each  the  favSts  were  dated, 
In  form  and  manner  as  related  ; 
The  cafe  was  (hort.     They  crav'd  opinion, 
Which  held  o'er  females  chief  dominion  ? 
When  thus  the  goddefs,  anfwering  mild, 
Firft  (hook  her  gracious  head,  and  fmii'd, 

Alas,  how  willing  to  comply, 
Yet  how  unfit  a  judge  am  I  ! 
In  times  of  golden  date,  'tis  true, 
I  fhar'd  the  fickle  fex  with  you, 
But  from  their  prefence  long  precluded, 
Or  held  as  one,  whofe  form  intruded, 
Full  fifty  annual  funs  can  tell, 
Prudence  has  hid  the  fex  farewell. 

In  this  dilemma  what  to  do, 
Or  who  to  think  of,  neither  knew  ; 
For  both,  ftill  biafs'd  in  opinion, 
And  arrogant  of  fole  dominion, 
Were  forc'd  to  hold  the  cafe  compounded, 
Or  leave  the  quarrel  where  they  found  it. 

When  in  the  nick,  a  rural  fair, 
Of  inexfperienc'd  gait,  and  air, 


Who  ne'er  had  crofs'd  the  nelghb'ring  lake, 
Nor  feen  the  world  beyond  a  wake, 
With  cambric  coif,  and  kerchief  clean, 
Tript  lightly  by  them  o'er  the  green. 

Now,  now  !  cry'd  love's  triumphant  child, 
And  at  approaching  conqueft  fmii'd, 
!f  vanity  will  once  be  guided, 
Our  difference  may  be  foon  decided  : 
Behold  yon  wench  ;  a  fit  occafion 
To  try  your  force  of  gay  perfualion. 
Go  you,  while  I  retire  aloof, 
Go,  put  thofe  beaded  pow'rs  to  proof; 
And  if  your  prevalence  of  art 
Tranfcends  my  yet  unerring  dart, 
I  give  the  fav'rite  contcft  o'er, 
And  ne'er  will  boaft  my  empire  more. 

At  once,  fo  faid,  and  fo  confented  ; 
And  well  our  goddefs  feem'd  contented; 
Nor  paufing,  made  a  moment's  ftand, 
But  tript,  and  took  the  girl  in  hand. 

Meanwhile  the  godhead,  unalarm'd, 
As  one  to  each  occafion  arm'd, 
Forth  from  his  quiver  cull'd  a  dart, 
That  erft  had  wounded  many  a  heart; 
Then,  bending,  drew  it  to  the  head  ; 
The  bow-ftring  twang'd,  the  arrow  fled, 
And,  to  her  fecret  foul  addrefs'd, 
Transfix'd  the  whitenefs  of  her  bresft. 

But  here  the  dame,  whofe  guardian  care 
Had  to  a  moment  watch'd  the  fair, 
At  once  her  pocket  mirror  drew, 
And  held  the  wonder  full  in  view  ; 
As  quickly,  rang'd  in  order  bright, 
A  thoufand  beauties  rufli  to  fight ; 
A  world  of  charms,  till  now  unknown^ 
A  world,  reveal'd  to  her  alone  : 
Enraptur'd  (lands  the  love-fick  maid, 
Sufpended  o'er  the  darling  ihade, 
Here  only  fixes  to  admire, 
And  centres  every  fond  defire. 


MISCELLANEOUS   POEMS. 


A  HYMN  TO  POVERTY. 

O  POVERTY  !  thou  fource  of  human  art, 
Thou  great  infpirer  of  the  poet's  fong  ! 
In  vain  Apollo  dictates,  and  the  nine 
Attend  in  vain,  unlefs  thy  mighty  hand 
Dire«5t  the  tuneful  lyre.     Without  thy  aid 
The  canvas  breathes  no  longer.     Mufic's  charms, 
Uninfiuenc'd  by  thee,  forget  to  pleale  : 
Thou  giv'ft  the  organ  found ;  by  thee  the  flute 
Breathes  harmony  ;  the  tuneful  viol  owns 
Thy  pow'rftil  touch.  The  warbling  voice  is  thine  : 
gav'ft  to  Nkolini  every  grace. 


And  every  charm  to  Farinelli's  fong.' 

By  thee  the  lawyer  pleads.     The  foldier's  arm 

Is    nerv'd  by  thee.     Thy  pow'r  the  gownmao 

feels, 

And,  urg'd  by  thee,  unfolds  heav'n's  myftic  truth*, 
The  haughty  fair,  that  fwells  with  proud  difdain^ 
And  fmiles  at  mifchiefs,  -which  her  eyes  have  made* 
Thou  humbled  to  fubmit  and  blefs  mankind. 

Hail,  pow'r  omnipotent !  me  uninvok'd 
Thou  deign'ft  to  vifit,  far,  alas  !  unfit 
To  bear  thy  awful  prefence.     O,  retire ! 
At  diftance  let  me  view  thee ;  left  too  nigh,  • 
I  fink  beneath  the  terrors  of  thy  fa.ce^  ! 
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3       THE  LOVER  AND  THE  FRIEND. 
O  THOU,  for  whom  my  lyre  I  firmer, 
Of  whom  I  fpeak,  and  think,  and  fing  ! 
Thou  conftant  object  of  my  joys, 
Whofe  fweetnefs  every  wifh.  employs  ! 
Thou  deareft  of  thy  fex  attend, 
And  hear  the  Lover  and  the  Friend. 

Fear  not  the  poet's  flatt'ring  drain  ; 
No  idle  praife  my  verfe  mall  ftain  ; 
The  lowly  numbers  mall  impart 
The  faithful  dictates  of  my  heart, 
Nor  humble  modefty  offend, 
And  part  the  Lover  from  the  Friend. 

Not  diftant  is  the  cruel  day, 
That  tears  me  from  my  hopes  away  : 
Then  frown  not,  faireft,  if  I  try 
To  fteal  the  moillure  from  your  eye, 
Or  force  your  heart  a  figh  to  fend, 
To  mourn  the  Lover  and  the  Friend. 

No  perfect  joy  my  life  e'er  knew, 
But  what  arofc  from  love  and  you; 
Nor  can  I  fear  another  pain 
Than  your  unkindnefs,  or  difdain  ; 
Then  let  your  looks  their  pity  lend, 
To  cheer  the  Lover  and  the  Friend. 

Whole  years  I  ft  rove  againft  the  flame, 
And  fuffer'd  ill's,  that  want  a  name  : 
Yet  ftill  the  painful  fecrct  kept, 
And  to  myfelf  in  filence  wept ; 
Till  grown  unable  to  contend, 
J  owo'd  the  Lover  and  the  Friend. 


OF   MOORE. 

I  faw  you  ftill.     Your  gen'rous  heart 
In  all  my  forrovvs  bore  a  part; 
Yet  while  your  eyes  with  pity  glow'd, 
No  words  of  hope  your  tongue  beftow'd, 
But  mildly  bid  me  ceafe  to  blend 
The  name  of  Lover  with  the  Friend. 

Sick  with  defire,  and  mad  with  pain, 
I  feek  for  happinefs  in  vain  : 
Thou  lovely  maid,  to  thee  I  cry, 
Heal  me  with  kindnefs,  or  I  die  ! 
From  fad  defpair  my  foul  defend, 
And  fix  the  .Lover  and  the  Friend. 

Curs'd  be  all  wealth  that  can  deftroy 
My  utmoft  hope  of  earthly  joy  ! 
Thy  gifts,  O  fortune     I  refign, 
Let  her  and  poverty  be  mine  ! 
And  every  year  that  life  (hall  lend, 
Shall  blefs  the  Lover  and  the  Friend. 

In  vain,  alas  !  in  vain  I  ftrive 
To  keep  a  dying  hope  alive  ; 
The  laft  fad  remedy  remains, 
Tis  abfcnce  that  muft  heal  my  pains, 
Thy  image  from  my  bofom  rend, 
And  force  the  J^over  from  the  Friend. 

Vain  thought !  though  feas  between  us  roll, 
Thy  love  is  rooted  in  my  foul ; 
The  vital  blood  that  warms  my  heart 
With  thy  idea  muft  depart, 
And  death's  decifivc  ftroke  muft  end 
At  once  the  Lover  and  the  Friend.  • 


SONGS,    &c. 


SONG   I. 

THUS  I  faid  to  my  heart,  in  a  pet  th'  other  day, 
I  had  rather  be  hang'd  than  go  moping  this  way  ; 
No  throbbings,  no  wifhes  your  moments  employ, 
But  you  fleep  in  my  breaft  without  motion  «>r  joy. 

When  Cloe  perplex'd  me  'twas  fweeter  by  half, 
And  at  Thais's  wiles  I  could  oftentimes  laugh  ; 
Your  burnings  and  aching?  I  ftrove  not  to  cure, 
Though  one  was  a  jilt,  and  the  other  a  whore. 

When  I  walk'd  up  the  Mall,  or  ftrolFd  through 
the  ftreet,  [beat, 

Not  a  petticoat  brufh'd  me,  but  then  you  could 
Or  if  bang  went  rhe  hoop  againft  corner  or  poft, 
In  the  magical  round  you  were  fure  to  be  loft. 

But  now  if  a  nymph  goes  as  naked  as  Eve, 
Like  Adam,  unfallen,  you  never  perceive  ; 
Or  the  feat  of  delight  if  the  tippet  fhould  hide, 
Yotl  tempt  not  my  fingers  to  draw  it  afide. 

Is  it  caution,  or  dread,  or  the  froft  of  old  age, 
That  inclines  you  with  beauty  no  more  to  engage  ? 


Tell  me  quickly  the  caufe,  for  it  makes  me  quite 

mad, 
In  the  fummer's  gay  feafon  to  fee  you  fo  fad. 

Have  a  care,  quoth  my  heart,  how  you  tempt  me 
to  ftray ;  [way  : 

He  that  hunts  down  a  woman  muft  run  a  d d 

Like  a  hare  (lie  can  wind,  or  hold  out  with  the  fos, 
And,  fecure  in  the  chafe,  her  purfuers  fhc  mocks. 

For  Cloe  I  burn'd  with  an  innocent  flame, 
And  beat  to  the  mufic  that  breath'd  out  her  name; 
Three  fummers  flew  over  the  caftles  I  built, 
And  beheld  me  a  fool,  and  my  goddefs  a  jilt. 

Next  Thais,  the  wanton,  my  wifhes  employ'd, 
And  the  kind  one  repair'd  what  the  cruel  deftroy'd: 
Like  Shadrach,  I  liv'd  in  a  furnace  of  fire, 
But,  unlike  him,  was  fcorch'd,  and  compell'd  to 
retire. 

Recruited  once  more,  I  forgot  all  my  pain, 
And  was  jilted^  and  burnt,  and  bedevil'd  again  ^ 
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Not  a  petticoat  fring'd,  or  the  heel  of  a  Choc, 
Ever  pafs'd  you  by  day-light,  but  at  it  I  flew. 
Thus  jilted,  and  wounded,  and  burnt  to  a  coal, 
For  reft  I  retreated  again  to  be  whale ; 
But  vour  eyes,  ever  open  to  lead  me  aflray, 
Have  beheld  a  new  face,  and  command  me  away. 
But  remember,  in  whatever  flames  I  may  burn, 
'Twill  be  folly  to  aik  for,  or  wifh  my  return  : 
Neither  Thais  nor  Cloe  again  fhall  enflame, 
But  a  nymph  more  provoking  than  all  you  can 

name. 

This  faid,  with  a  bound  from  my  bofom  he  flew  ; 
O,  Phillis  '   thefe  eyes  faw  him  pofting  to  you  ; 
Enflav'd  by  your  wit,  he  grows  fond  of  his  chain, 
And  vows  I  fhall  never  poffefs  him  again. 

SONG  II. 

Collin. 

BE  ftill,  O  ye  winds,  and  attentive,  ye  fwains, 
'Tis  Phebe  invites,  and  replies  to  my  ftrains ; 
The  fun  never  rofe  on,  fearchall  the  world  through, 
A  fhepherd  fo  bleft,  or  a  fair  one  fa  true. 

Phebe. 
Glide  foftly  ye  ftreams,  O  ye  nymphs  round  me 

throng, 

'Tis  Collin  commands,  and  attends  to  my  fong; 
Search  all  the  "world  over,  you  never  can  find 
A  maiden  fo  bleft,  or  a  fhepherd  fo  kind. 

Bath. 

'Tis  love,  like  the  fun,  that  gives  light  to  the  year, 
The  fweeteft  of  blefllngs  that  life  can  endear; 
Our  pleafures  it  brightens,  drives  forrow  away, 
Gives  joy  to  the  night,  and  enlivens  the  day. 

Coffin. 

"With  Phebe  befide  me,  the  feafons  how  gay  ! 
Then  winter's  bleak  months  feem  as  pleafant  as 

May; 

The  fummer's  gay  verdure  fprings  ftill  as  (he  treads, 
And  linnets  and  nightingales  fing   through  the 
meads. 

Pith. 

When  Collin  i«  abfent  'tis  winter  all  round, 
How  faint  is  the  funfhine,  how  barren  the  ground  ! 
Inftead  of  the  linnet  and  nightingale's  fong, 
I  hear  the  hoarfe  raven  croak  all  the  day  loag. 

Both. 
'Tis  love,  like  the  fun,  &c. 

Collin. 

O'er  hill,  dale,  and  valley,  my  Phebe  and  I 
Together  will  wander,  and  love  (hall  be  by  : 
Her  Collin  fhall  guard  her  fafe  all  the  long  day, 
And  Phtbe  at  night  all  his  pains  fhall  repay. 

Plcbe. 

By  moonlight,  whtfn  fhadows  glide  over  the  plain, 
His  kiffes  fhall  chrer  me,  his  arm  fhall  fuftain  ; 
The  dark  haunted  grove  I  can  trace  without  fear, 
Or  fleep  in  a  church-yard,  if  Collin  is  near. 

Both. 
"Us  love,  like  the  fun,  &c. 

Collin. 

Ye  fhepherds,  that  wanton  it  over  the  plain, 
How  fleeting   your  tranfports,  how  lafting  your 

pain ! 

Incoiiftancy  fhun,  and  reward  the  kind  fhe, 
And  learn  to  be  happy  of  Phebe  and  me. 


Ye  nymphs,  who  the  pleafures  of  love  never  try'd, 
Attend  to  my  ftrains,  and  take  me  for  your  guide; 
Your  hearts  keep  from  pride  and  inconftancy 

free, 
And  learn  to  be  happy  of  Collin  and  me. 

Both. 

'Tis  love,  like  the  fun,  that  gives  light  to  the  y^ar, 
The  fweeteft  of  bleffings  that  life  can  endear  ; ' 
Our  pleafures  it  brightens,  drives  forrow  away, 
Gives  joy  to  the  night,  and  enlivens  the  day. 

SONG    HI. 

As  Phillis  the  gay,  at  the  break  of  the  day, 
Went  forth  to  the  meadows  a  maying, 

A  clown  lay  afleep  by  a  river  fo  deep, 
That  rqund  in  meanders  was  ftraying. 

Hi"  bofom  was  bare,  and  for  whitenefs  fo  rare, 
Her  heart  it  WHS  gone  without  warning, 

With  cheeks  of  fuch  hue,  that  the  rofe  wet  withf 

dew, 
Ne'er  jopk'd  half  fo  frefh  in  a  morning. 

She  cull'd  the  new  hay,  and  down  by  him  fhe  lay. 
Her  wifhes  too  warm  for  difguifing  ; 

She  playM  with  his  eyes,  till  he  wak'd  in  furprife, 
And-blufh'd  like  the  fun  at  his  rifing. 

She  fung  him  a  fong,  as  he  leant  on  his  prong, 
And  refted  her  arm  on  his  fhoulder  ; 

She  prefs'd  his  coy  cheek  to  her  bofom  fo  fleck, 
And  taught  his  two  arms  to  enfold  her. 

Th,e  ruftic  grown  kind,  by  a  kifs  told  his  mind, 
And  ca'.l'd  her  his  dear  and  hisblefimg  : 

Together  they  ftray'd,  and.  fung,   frolic'd,  and 

play'd, 
And  what  they  did  more  there's  no  guefling. 

SONG    IV. 

He. 
LET  rakes  for  pleafure  range  the  town, 

Or  mifers  doat  on  golden  guineas, 
Let  plenty  fmile,  or  fortune  frown, 

The  fweets  of  love  are  m;ne  and  Jenny's. 

She. 
Let  wanton  maids  indulge  defire, 

How  foon  the  fleeting  pleafure  gone  is ! 
The  joys  of  virtue  never  tire, 

And  fuch  fhaH  ftill  be  mine  and  Johnny's. 

Both. 
Together  let  u«  fport  and  play, 

And  live  in  pleaiure  where  no  fin  is; 
The  prieft  fhaUtie  the  knot  to-day, 

And  wedlock's  bands  make  Johnny  Jenny's* 

He. 
Let  roving  fwains  young  hearts  invade, 

The  pleafure  ends  in  fhame  and  folly; 
So  Willy  woo'd,  and  then  betray'd 

The  poor,  believing,  fimple  Molly. 

SI*. 
So  Lucy  lov'd,  and  lightly  toy'd, 

And  laugh 'd  at  harmlefs  maids  who  marry; 
But  now  fhe  finds  her  fhepherd  cloy'd, 

And  chides  too  late  her  faithlels  Harry. 
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But  we*ll  together  fport  and  play, 

And  live  in  plcafure  where  no  lin  is  ; 
The  pried  (hall  tie  the  knot  to-day, 

And  wedlock's  bunds  make  Johnny  Jenny's. 

fie.  '  "      ' 

By  cooling  dreams  our  'flocks  we'll  feed, 

And  leave  deceit  to  knaves  and  ninnies; 
Or  fohdly  dray  where  love  diail  lead, 

And  every  jo'y  be  mine  and  Jenny's. 

m 

Let  guilt  the  faithlefs  bofom  fright, 

The  condant  heart  is  always  bonny  ; 
Content,  and  peace,  and  fweet  delight, 

And  love,  fhall  live  with  me  and  Johnny. 

'Both. 
Together  dill  we'll  fport  and  play, 

And  live  in  pleafure  where  rto  fin  is ; 
The  prieft  (hall  tie  the  knot  to-day, 

And  wedlock's  bands  make  Johnny  Jenny's. 

SONG    V. 
STAND  round,  my  brave  boys,  with  heart  and 

with  voice, 

And  all  in  full  choru$  agree  ; 
We'll  fight  for  our  king,  and  as  loyally  fing, 
And  let  the  world  know  we'll  be  free. 
Chorus. 

The  rebels  fhall  fly,  as  with  fhouts  we  draw  nigh, 

And  echo  fhall  victory  ring  ; 
Then  fafe  from  alarms,  we'll  reft  on  our  arms, 

And  chorus  it,  long  live  the  king  ! 
Then  commerce  once  more  fhall  bring  wealth  to 
our  fhore, 

And  plenty  and  peace  blefs  the  ifle  ; 
The  peafant  (hall  quaff  off  his  bowl  with  a  laugh, 

And  reap  the  fweet  fruits  of  his  toil. 

Chorus. 
The  rebels,  &c. 

Kind  love  fhall  repay  the  fatigues  of  the  day, 

And  melt  tis  to  fofter  alarms; 
Coy  Phillis  fhall  burn  at  her  foldier's  return, 

And  blei's  the  brave  youth  in  her  arms. 

Chorus. 
The  rebels  fhall  fly,  as  with  fhouts  we  draw  nigh, 

And  echo  (hall  victory  ring ; 
Then  fafe  from  alarms,  we'll  red  on  our  arms, 

And  chorus  it,  long  live  the  king  1 

SONG   VI. 

To  make  the  wife  kind,  and  to  keep  the  houfe  ftill, 
You  mud  he  of  her  mind,  let  her  fay  what  fhe 

will; 

In  all  that  (he  does  you  mud  give  her  her  way, 
For  tell  her  die's  wrong,  and  you  lead  her  adray. 

Chorus. 

Then,  hufbands,  take  care,  of  fufpicion  beware, 
Your  wives  may  be  true,  if  you  fancy  they  are ; 
Wich  confidence  trud  them,  and  be  not  fuch  elves, 
As  to  make  by  your  jealoufy  horns  for  yourfelves. 
Abroad  all  the  day  if  fhe  choofes  to  roam, 
Seem  pleas*  d  with  her  abfence,  fhe'ii  figh  to  come 

home ; 


The  man  flie  likes  bed,  and  longs  mod  to  get  at, 
Be  fure  to  commend,  and  die'il  hate  him  for  that* 

Chorus. 

Then,  hufbands,  &c. 

What  virtue  die  has,  you  may  fafely  oppofe, 
Whatever  her  follies  are,  praife  her  for  thofe ; 
Applaud  ail  her  fchemes  that  die  lays  for  a  man, 
For  accufe  her  of  vice,  and  (he'll  fin  if  die  can. 

Chorus. 

Then,  hufbands,  take  care,  of  fufpicion  beware, 
Your  wives  may  be  true,  if  you  fancy  they  are  ; 
With  confidence  trud  them,  and  be  not  fuch  elves, 
As  to  make  by  your  jealoufy  horns  for  yourfelves. 

SONG    VII. 

Daman. 
HARK,  hark,  o'er  the  plains  how  the  merry  belb 

ring, 

Aileep  while  my  charmer  is  laid  ! 
The  village  is  up,  and  the  day  on  the  wing, 
And  Phillis  may  yet  die  a  maid. 

Phillis. 
'Tis  hardly  yet  day,  and  [  cannot  away, 

O  Damon  1   I'm  young  and  afraid  ; 
To-morrow,  my  dear,  I'll  to  church  without  fear, 
But  let  me  to-night  lie  a  maid. 

Damon. 
The  bride-maids  are  met,  and  mamma's  on  the  fret, 

All,  all  my  coy  Phillis  upbraid  ; 
Come  upon  the  door,  and  deny  me  no  more, 
Nor  cry  to  live  longer  a  maid. 

Phillis. 
Dear  fhepherd,  forbear,  and  to-morrow,  I  fwear, 

To-morrow  I'll  not  be  afraid; 
I'll  open  the  door,  and  deny  you  no  more, 
Nor  cry  to  live  longer  a  maid. 

Damon. 
No,  no,  Phillis,  no,  on  that  bofom  of  fnow 

To-night  fhall  your  fhepherd  be  laid  ; 
By  morning  my  dear  fhall  be  eas'd  of  her  fear, 
Nor  grieve  die's  no  longer  a  maid. 

Phillis. 
Then  open  the  door,  'twas  unbolted  before, 

His  blifs  filly  Damon  delay'd  ; 
To  church  let  us  go,  and  if  there  I  fay  no, 
O  then  let  me  die  an  old  maid  1 


SONG    Vllf. 

THAT  Jenny's  my  friend,  my  delight,  and  my 
pride, 

always  have  boaded,  and  feek  not  to  hide  ; 

dwell  on  her  praifes  wherever  I  go, 
They  fay  I'm  in  love,  but  I  anfwer  no,  no. 

At  ev'nlng  oft  times  with  what  pleafure  I  fee 
A  note  from  her  hand,  "  I'll  be  with  you  at  tea !" 
My  heart  how  it  bounds,  when  I  hear  her  below  ! 
But  fay  not  'tis  love,  for  I  anfwer  no,  no. 

She  fmgs  me  a  fong,  and  I  echo  each  drain, 
Again  I  cry,  Jenny  !  fweet  Jenny,  again  ! 
I  kifs  her  foft  lips,  and  if  there  I  could  grow, 
And  fear  I'm  in  love,  though  I  anfwtr  ao,  no. 
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She  tells  me  he*  faults,  as  fhe  fits  on  my  knee, 
1  chide  her,  and  fwear  fhe's  an  angel  to  me  : 
My  fhoulder  fhe  taps,  and  ftill  bids  me  think  fo  ; 
Who  knows  but  fhe   loves,  though  fhe  tells  me 

no,  no  ? 

Yet  fuch  is  my  temper,  fo  dull  am  I  grown, 
1  alk  not  her  heart,  but  would  conquer  my  own  : 
Her  bofom's  foft  peace  fhall  1  feck  to  o'erthrow, 
And  wifh  to  perfuade,  while  I  anfwer  no,  no  ? 
From  beauty,  and  wit,  and  good  humour,  ah  !  why 
Should  prudence  advife,  and  compel  me  to  fly  ? 
Thy  bounties,  O  fortune  !  make  hafte  to  bettow, 
And  let  me  deferve  her,  or  flili  I  fay  no. 

SONG    IX. 

You  ttll  me  I'm  handfome,  I  know  not  how  true, 
And  eafy,  and  chatty,  and  good  humour'd  too  ; 
That  my  lips  are  as  red  as  the  rofe-bud  in  June, 
And  my  voice,  like  the  nightingale's,  fweetly  in 

tune  : 

All  this  has  been  told  me  by  twenty  before, 
But  he  that  would  win  me,  muft  flatter  me  more. 

If  beauty  from  virtue  receive  no  fupply, 

Or  prattle  from  prudence,  how  wanting  am  1 1 

My  cafe  and   good  humour  fhort  raptures  will 

bring,  [fpring. 

And  my  voice,  like  the  nightingale's,  know  but  a 
For  charms  fuch  as  thefe,  then,  your  praifes  give 

o'er, 
To  love  me  for  life,  you  muft  love  me  for  more. 

Then  talk  to  me  not  of  a  fhape  or  an  air, 
For  Cloe,  the  wanton,  can  rival  me  there  : 
JTis  virtue  alone  that  makes  beauty  look  gay, 
And  brightens  good  humour,  as  funfhine  the  day; 
For  that  if  you  love  me,  your  flume  fhall  be  true, 
And  I,  in  my  turn,  may  be  taught  to  love  too. 

SONG    X. 

How  bleft  has  my  time  been,  what  days  have  I 

known, 

Since  wedlock's  foft  bondage  made  Jeffe  my  own ! 
So  joyful  my  heart  is,  fo  eafy  my  chain, 
That  freedom  is  taftelefs,  and  roving  a  pain. 

Through  walks,  grown  with  woodbines,  as  often 

-,We  fir  ay, 

Around  us  our  boys  and  girls  frolic  and  play  ; 
How  pleafm^r  their  fpnrt  is  the  wanton  ones  fee, 
And  borrow  their  looks  from  my  JcfTe  and  me. 

To  try  her  fweet  temper  fometimes  am  I  feen 
Jn  revels  all  day  with  the  nymphs  of  the  green  ; 
Though  painful  my  abfence,  my  doubts  flie  be 
guiles, 
And  meets  me  at  night  with  compliance  and  fmiles. 

What  though  on  her  cheek  the  rofe  lofes  its  hue, 
Her  eafe  and  good-humour  bloom  all  the  year 

through ; 

Time  ftill  as  he  flies  brings  increafe  to  her  truth, 
And  gives  to  her  mind  What  he  fteals  from  her 

youth. 

Ye  fhepherds  fo  gay,  who  make  love  to  enfnare, 
And  cheat  witU  falfe  vows  the  too  credulous  fair. 


\ 


Infearch  of  true  pleafure  how  vainly  you'roaml" 
To  hold  it  for  life,  you  muft  find  it  at  horus. 

SONG    XI. 

!  hark  !  'tis  a  voice  from  the  tomb 

Come,  Lucy,  it  cries,  come  av/ay  ; 
The  grave  of  thy  Colin  has  room, 

To  reft  thee  befide  his  cold  clay. 
I  come,  my  dear  fhepherd,  I  come ; 

Ye  friends  and  companions,  adieu ; 
I  hafte  to  my  Colin's  dark  home, 

To  die  on  his  bofom  fo  true. 

All  mournful  the  midnight  bell  rung, 

When  Lucy,  fad  Lucy  arofe  ; 
And  forth  to  the  green-turf  fhe  fprung, 

Where  Colin's  pale  afhes  repofe. 
All  wet  with  the  night's  chilling  dew, 

Her  bofom  embrac'd  the  cold  ground, 
While  ftormy  winds  over  her  blew, 

And  night  ravens  croak'd  all  around. 

How  long,  my  lov'd  Colin,  fhe  cry'd, 

How  long  muft  thy  Lucy  complain  ? 
How  long  fhall  the  grave  my  love  hide  ? 

How  long  ere  it  join  us  again  ? 
For  thee  thy  fond  fhepherdefs  liv'd, 

With  thee  o'er  the  world  would  fhe  fly, 
For  thee  has  fhe  forrow'd  and  griev'dv 

For  thee  would  fhe  lie  down  and  die, 

Alas  !  what  avails  it  how  dear 

Thy  Lucy  was  once  to  her  fwam  ! 
Her  face  like  the  lily  fo  fair, 

And  eyes  that  gave  light  to  the  plain  ! 
The  fhepherd  that  lov'd  her  is  gone, 

That  face  and  thofe  eyes  charm  no  moctj 
And  Lucy  forgot  and  alone, 

To  death  fhall  her  Colin  deplore. 

While  thus  fhe  lay  funk  in  defpair,' 

And  mourn'd  to  the  echoes  around, 
Inflam'd  all  at  once  grew  the  air, 

And  thunder  fhook  dreadful  the  ground  : 
I  hear  the  kind  call,  ami  obey, 

Oh,  Colin,  receive  me,  fhe  cry'd  ! 
Then  breathing  a  groan  o'er  his  clay, 

bhe  hung  on  his  tomb-ftone  and  dy'cL 

SONG   XII. 

FOR  a  fhape  arid  a  bloom,  and  an  air  and  a  mieo, 
Myrtilla  was  brighteft  of  all  the  gay  green  ; 
But  artfully  wild,  and  affe&edly  coy, 
Thofe  her  beauties  invited,  her  pride  would  deftroy. 

By  the  flocks  as  fh*  ftray'd  with  the  nymphs  of  the 

vale, 

Not  a  fhepherd  but  woo'd  her.  to  hear  her  foft  tale; 
Though  fatal  the  paflion,fhe  laugh'd  at  the  fwain, 
And  return'd  with  negled,  what  fhe  heard  witk 

difdain. 

But  beauty  has  wings,  and  tno  haftily  flie*, 
And  love  unrewarded,  toon  fickens  and  dies. 
The  nymph  cur'd  by  time  of  her  folly  and  pridc^ 
Now  f'ghs  in  her  turn  for  the  blifc  fhe  denied. 


THE  WORKS  OF  MOORE. 


No  longer  fhe  frolics  it  wide  o'er  the  plain, 
To  kill  with  her  coynefs  the  languifhing  fwain; 
So  humbled  her  pride  is,  fo  foftened  her  mind, 
That,  though  courted  by  none,  (he  to  all  would  be 
kind. 

SONG    XIII. 


Damon  languifh'd  at  my  feet, 

And  I  believ'd  him  true, 
The  moments  of  delight  how  fweet  ! 

But  ah  !  how  fwift  they  flew  ! 
The  funny  hill,  the  flow'ry  vale, 

The  garden  and  the  grove, 
Have  echo'd  to  his  ardent  tale, 

And  vows  of  endlefs  love. 

The  conqueft  gain'd,  he  left  his  prize 

He  left  he;  to  tomplain  ; 
To  talk  of  joy  with  weeping  eyes, 

And  naeafure  time  by  pain. 
But  heaven  will  take  the  mourner's  parr, 

In  pity  to  dcfpair  ; 
And  the  laft  iigh  that  rends  the  heart, 

Shall  waft  the  fpirit  there. 

THE    NUN; 

A  CANTATA. 

Recitative. 

Or  Coriftance  holy  legends  tell, 
The  fefteft  fitter  of  the  cell  ; 
None  fent  to  heav'n  fo  fweet  a  cry, 
Or  roll'd  at  mafs  fo  bright  an  eye. 
No  wanton  taint  her  bofom  knew, 
Her  hours  in  beav'nly  vifion  flew, 
Her  knees  were  worn  with  midnight  pray'rs,. 
And  thus  ihe  breath'd  divineft  airs. 

AIR. 
In  hallow'd  walks  and  awful  cells, 

Secluded  from  the  light  and  vain, 
The  chafte  ey'd  maid  with  virtue  dwells, 

And  folitude,  and  filence  reign. 

The  wanton's  voice  is  heard  not  here, 
To  heav'n  the  facred  pile  belongs; 

Each  wall  returns  the  whifper'd  pray  'r, 
And  echoes  but  to  holy  longs. 

RECITATIVE. 

Alas,  that  pamper'd  monks  (hould  dare 
Intrude  where  fainted  veftals  are  ! 
Ah,  Francis  .    Francis  !  well  1  weet 
Thofe  holy  looks  are  all  deceit. 
With  fhame  the  raufe  prolongs  her  tale, 
The  Pried  was  youngr  the  Nun  was  frail, 
Devotion  Fauircr  a  on  her  tongue, 
JLove  tun'd  her  voice,  and  thua  ihe  fung. 

Am. 
Alas,  how  deluded  was  I, 

To  fancy  delights  as  I  did  ! 
With  maidens  at  midnight  to  figh, 

And  love  the  fweet  pafiion,  forbid'! 
O,  father  :  my  follies  forgive, 

And  dill  to  abfolve  me  be  nigh  ; 
Your  Icffons  have  taught  me  to  live, 

Come  teach  me,  Ol  teach  me  to  die  ! 


To  her  arms  in  a  rapture  he {prang1, 
Her  bofom,  half- naked,  met  his  \ 

Tranfported  in  filence  fhe  hung, 
And  melted  away  at  each  kifs- 

Ah,  father  !  expiring,  fhe  cry'd, 

With  rapture  I  yield  op  my  breath  1 

Ah,  daughter  !  he  fondly  reply'd, 

The  righteous  find  comfort  in  death. 


SOLOMON, 

A   SERENAT/.  t 

Set  to  Muftc  by  Dr.  Boyce. 
PART  I. 

CHORUS. 

BEHOLD,  Jerufalem,  thy  king, 
Whofe  praifes  all  the  nations  fing ! 
To  Solomon  the  Lord  has  giv'n 
All  arts  and  wifdom  under  heav'n  t 
For  him  the  tuneful  virgin  throng 
Of  Ziion's  daughters  fwell  the  fong  : 
While  young  and  old  their  voices  raifey 
And  wake  the  echoes  with  his  praife. 

RECITATIVE. 

SHE.  From  the  mountains,  lo!  he  comtl, 
Breathing  from  his  lips  perfumes  ; 
While  zephyrs  on  his  garments  play, 
And  fvveets  through  all  the  air  convey. 

AIR. 

Tell  me,  lovely  fhepherd,  where 
Thou  fecd'ft  a€  noon  thy  fleecy  care  ? 
Diredl  me  to  the  fweet  retreat, 
That  guards  thee  from  the  mid-day  heat ' 
Left  by  the  flocks  I  lonely  itray, 
Without  a  guide,  and  lofe  my  way  : 
Where  reft  at  noon,  thy  bleating  care, 
Gentle  fhepherd,  tell  me  where  ? 
AIR. 

HE.  Faireft  of  the  virgin  throng, 

Deft  thou  feek  thy  fwain's  abode  ? 
See  yon  fertik  vale  along 

The  new -worn  path  the  flocks  have  trod  ; 
Purfue  the  prints  their  feet  have  made, 
And  they  fhall  guide  thee  to  the  fhade. 

RECITATIVE. 

SHE.  As  the  rich  apple  on  whofe  boughtf 
Ripe  fruit  with  ftreaky  beauty  glows, 
Excels  the  trees  that  (hade  the  grove. 
So  fhines,  among  his  fex,  my  love. 

AIR. 

Beneath  his  ample  fhade  J  lay, 

Defended  from  the  fuftry  day  ; 

H     cooling  fruit  my  thirft  affuag'd, 

And  q'.iench'J  the  fires  that  in  me  rag'd  j 

Till  fated  with  the  lufciotis  tailc, 

I  r<'ie  and  bleft  the  fweet  recall. 

RECITATIVE. 

HE.  Who  quits  the  lily's  fleecy  white, 
Tr>  fix  on  meaner  i'ow'rs  ?he  fight  ? 
Or  icnvt    :he  -oit's  ftem  untorri, 
To  crop  the  blofforn  from  the  thorn  ? 
Unrival'd  thus  thy  beauties  are; 
So  fhiu.es  my  love  among  the  iahv 


SONGS,    &c. 


JSIR. 

Ijalmy  fweetnefs,  ever  flowing, 
From  her  dropping  lips  diftils; 

Flowers  on  her  cheeks  are. blowing, 
And  her  voice  with  mufio  thrills. 

2!ephyrs  o'er  the  fpices  flying. 
Waf.'ing  fwcet*  from  ev-rry  tree, 

Sick-'ning  lenfe  with  odours  cloying, 

Breu'henot  half  fo  fweet  as  fhe. 

•  RECITATIVE. 

SHE.  Let  not  my  prince  hi*  Have  defpifc, 
©r  pafs  me  with  unheeding  eyes 
Becaufe  the  fun's  difcolouring  rays 
Have  chas'd  the  lily  from  my  face, 
JVIy  envious  fitters  (aw  my  bloom, 
And  drove  me  from  my  mother's  home; 
Unfhelter'd  all. the  Icorching  day 
Thty  made  me  in  their  vineyard  flay. 

AIR. 

Ah  fimple  me  I  my  own,  more  dear, 
My  own,  alas  \  was  not  my  care  : 
Invading  love  the  fences  broke, 
And  tore  the  -clutter*  from  the  (lock, 
With  eager  grafp  the  fruit  deitroy'd, 
Nor  refted  till  tne  ravage  cloy'd. 

AIR. 

He.  Fair  and  comely  is  my  love, 
And  fofter  than  the  blue-ey'd  dove; 
Down  her  neck  the  wanton  locks 
Bound  like  the  kids  on  Gilead's  rocks; 
Her  teeth  like  flocks  in  beauty  feem, 
New  Ihorn,and  dropping  from  the  ilream; 
Her  glowing  lips  by  far  outvie 
The  plaited  threads  of  fcarlet  dye  ; 
Whene'er  fhe  fpeaks  the  accents  wound, 
And  muiic  floats  upon  the  fjund. 

RECITA  1  1VE. 

She.  Forbear,  O  charmiug  fwain,  forbear! 
Thy  voice  enchants  my  litt'ning  ear; 
And  while  I  gaze  my  bofom  glows, 
My  flutt'ting  heart  with  love  o'erflows; 
The  fhades  of  night  hang  o'er  my  eyes, 
And  every  fenfe  within  me  dies. 

AIR 

O  fill  with  cooling  juice  the  bowl ! 
Afluage  the  fever  in  my  foul  ! 
With  copious  draughts  my  third  remove, 
And  footh  the  heart  that's  fick  of  love. 

PART  II. 

RECITATIVE. 

He.  The  cheerful  fpring  begins  to-day, 
Arife,  my  fair  one,  come  away  ! 

RECITATIVE. 

She.  Sweet  mufic  fteals  along  the  air— — . 

Hark! my  beloved's  voice  1  hear!  ' 

AIR. 

He.    Arife,  my  fair,  and  come  away, 
The  cheerful  fpring  begins  t^-day  : 
Bleak  winter's  gone  with  al  his  train 
Of  chilling  froOs,  and  dropping  rain. 
Amidft  the  verdure  of  the  mead 
The  primrofe  lifts  her  velvet  head  : 
The  warbling  birds,  the  woods  among, 
Salute  the  feaion  with  a  funs  : 

VOL.  X. 


The  cooing  turtle  in  the  grove 
Renews  his  tender  talc  of  love  : 
The  vines  t-  .*ir  infant.,tendrils  fhoot  : 
The  fig-tree  bends  with  cat  ly  fruit; 
All  vve'ci-me  in  the  genial  jay  : 
Arife,  my  Lur,  and  come  away  1 

CUOR.UO. 

All  welcome  in  the  genial  ray, 
Arile,  O  fair  one,  comt  away  ! 

DUET. 
Together  let  us  range  the  fields, 

Irnpearled  with  the  morning  dew; 
Or  view  the  fruits  the  vineyard  yields, 

Or  the  apple's  clufTring  bough : 
There  in  cbiq  eir.bower'd  iliacies, 

l:pp---rvi;;us  to  the  noon-tide  ray, 
By  tinkling  rills,  on  roiy  beds, 

We'll  love  the  fultry  hours  away. 

RECl J  A  1'IVJE. 

He,  How  lovely  art  thou  to  the  fight, 
For  pleafure  fotm'd,  and  f  >veet  delight ! 
fall  as  the  palm-tree  is  thy  fhape, 
Thy  breafts  are  like  the  cluft'ring  grape* 

AIR. 

Let  me,  love,  thy  bole  afcending, 

On  the  fwelling  clufters  feed  : 
With  my  grafp  the  vine-tree  bending, 

In  my  dole  embrace  fhali  bleed. 
Stay  me  with  delicious  kiffes 

From  thy  honey-dropping  mouth  ; 
Sweeter  than  the  fummer  breezes 

Blowing  from  the  genial  fouth. 

RECI  fATIVE. 

She.  O  tliat  a  filler's  fpecious  name 
Com  eal'd  from  prying  eyes  my  flame  2 
Unccnfur'd  then  I'd  own  my  love, 
A.id  chalteft  virgins  Ihould  approve  : 
Then  fearlefs  to  my  mother's  bed 
My  feemiiag  brother  would  I  lead  : 
Soft  tranfpoits  fhould  the  hours  employ, 
And  the  deceit  fhould  crown  the  joy. 

AIR. 

Soft  !   I  adjure  you  by  the  fawns 
That  bound  acrofs  the  flow'ry  lawns, 
Ye  virgins,  that  ye  lightly  move, 
Nor  with  your  whifptr   wake  my  love! 

RECITATIVE 

He.  My  fair's  a  garden  of  delight, 
Enclos'd  and  hid  from  vulgar  fight ; 
Where  ftrearhs  from  bubbling  fountains 
And  rofes  deck  the  verdant  way. 

AIR. 

Softly  arife,  O  fouthern  breeze  !    * 
\t;d  kindly  fan  the  blooming  trees; 

Upon  my  fpicy  garden  blow, 
1'Uat  i'weets  from  every  part  may  flow. 
CHORUS, 

Ye  fouthern  breezes  gentry  blow, 

That  fwecta  from  every  part  may  flow. 

PART  III. 

AIR- 

He.   Arife,  my  fair,  tin-  J;;  ft  u 
Receive  me,  iluverii'g  '-vi;li  die  cold 
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RECITATIVE. 

She.  My  heart  amidft  my  (lumbers  wakes, 
And  tells  me  my  bebved  fpeaks. 

A  JR. 

He.  Arife,  my  fair,  the  doors  unfold, 
Receive  me,  fhivering  with  the  cold  : 
The  chill  drops  hang  upon  my  head, 
And  night's  cold  dews  my  cheeks  o'erfpread  : 
Receive  me  dropping  to  thy  bread, 
And  lull  me  in  thy  arms  to  reft. 

RECITATIVE. 

She.  Obedient  to  thy  voice  I  hie  ; 
The  willing  doors  wide  open  fly. 

AIR. 

Ah  !  whither,  whither  art  thon  gone  ? 
Where  is  my  lovely  wand'rer  flown  ? 
Ye  blooming  virgins,  as  you  rove, 
If  chance  you  meet  my  ftraying  love, 
I  charge  you  tell  him  how  I  mourn, 
And  pant  and  die  for  his  return. 

CHORUS   OF  VIRGINS. 

Who  is  thy  love,  O  charming  mai.l ! 
That  from  thy  arms  fo  late  has  ftray'd  ? 
Say  what  diftinguifb/d  charms  adorn, 
And  finifh  out  his  radiant  form  ? 

AIR. 

She.  On  his  face  the  vernal  rofe, 
Blended  with  the  lily,  glows  ; 
His  locks  are  as  the  raven  black, 
In  ringlets  waving  down  his  back; 
His  eyes  with  milder  beauties  beam 
Than  billing  doves  befide  the  ftream  ; 
His  youthful  cheeks  are  beds  of  flow'rs, 
Enripen'd  by  refrefhing  fhow'rs; 
His  lips  are  of  the  rofe's  hue, 
Dropping  with  a  fragrant  dew; 
Tall  as  the  cedar  he  appears, 
And  as  erect  his  form  he  bears. 
This,  O  ye  virgins,  is  the  fwain, 
Whofe  abfence  caufes  all  my  pain. 

RECITATIVE. 

He.  Sweet  nymph,  whom  ruddier  charms  adonij 
Than  open  with  the  rofy  morn  ; 
Fair  as  the  moon's  unclouded  light, 
And  as  the  fua  in  fplendour  bright; 
Thy  beauties  dazzle  from  afar, 
Like  glittering  arms  that  gild  the  war. 

RECITATIVE, 

SLe.   O  take  me  !  ftamp  me  on  thy  breaft ! 
Dedptfet  the  image  be  impreft  ! 
For  love,  like  armed  death,  is  ftrong, 
Rudely  he  drags  his  flaves  along  : 
If  once  to  jealouYy  he  turns, 
With  never-dying  rage  he  burns. 

DUET. 

Thou  foffinvader  of  the  foul ! 
O  love,  who  fhall  thy  pow'r  controul ! 
To  quench  thy  fires  whole  rivers  drain, 
Thy  burning  heat  fhal!  ftill  remain. 
Jn  vain  we  trace  the  globe  to  try 
If  pow'rful  gold  thy  joys  can  buy : 
The  treafures  of  the  world  will  prove 
Too  poor  a  bribe  to  purchafe  love. 

CHORUS. 

In  vain  we  trace  the  globe  to  try 
If  powerful  gold  thy  joys  can  buy  ; 


The  treafures  of  the  world  will  prove 
Too  poor  a  bribe  to  purchafe  love. 

PROLOGUE  TO  GfL  BLAS, 

Spoken  by  Mr.  Wasdivcrd,  in  tie  Char  after  of  a 
Critic,  Tvitb  a  Catcall  in  his  Hand. 

ARE  you  all  ready  ?  Here's  your  mufic  !  here  *  ! 
Author,  fneak  off,  we'll  tickle  you,  my  dear. 
The  feilow  ftopp'd  me  in  a  hellifh  fright  - 
Pray,  Sir,  fays  he,  muft.  I  be  damn'd  to  night? 
Damn'd  !  furely,  friend  —  Don't  hope  for  ou'r  com 

plisnce, 

Zounds,  Sir  !  —  a  fecond  play's  downright  defiance 
Though  once,  poor  rogue,  we  pitied  your  condition 
Here's  the  true  recipe  —  for  repetition. 
Well,  Sir,  fays  he,  e'en  as  you  pleafe,  fo  then 
I'll  never  trouble  you  with  plays  again. 
But  harkee   poet  !  —  won't  you  though  ?  fays  I. 
'Pon  honour.  —  Then  we'll  damn  you,  let  me  die. 
Sha'n't  we,  my  Bucks?    Let's  take  him  at  his 

word  — 

Damn  him  —  or  by  my  foul  he'll  write  a  third. 
The  man  wants  money,  I  fuppofe  —  hut  mind  ye  — 
Ttll  him  you've  Itft  your  charity  behind  ye. 
A  pretty  plea,  his  wants  to  our  regard  ! 
As  if  we  Bloods  had  bowels  for  a  bard  ! 
Befides,  what  men  of  fpirit  now  a-days 
Come  to  give  fobcr  judgments  of  new  plays  ? 
It  argues  fome  good  nature  to  be  quiet  — 
Good  nature  !   Ay—  but  then  we  lofe  a  riot. 
The  fcribbling  fool  may  beg  and  make  a  fufs, 
'  I'H  death  to  him  —  What  then  ?  —  Tisfport  to  us 
Don't  mind  me  though  —  for  all  my  fun  and  jokes 
The  bard  may  find  us  Bloods  good-natur'd  folks; 
Not  crabbed  critics  —  foes  to  riling  merit  - 
Write   but    with   fire  —  and    we'll  applaud   witb 

fpirit  — 

Our  author  aims  at  no  difhonefl  ends, 
He  knows  no  enemies,  and  boafts  fome  friends; 
He  takes  no  methods  down  your  throat  to  cram  it  : 
So  if  you  like  it,  lave  it  ;  if  not  —  damn  it. 

AN  ELEGY  f. 

Written  among  tie  Ru:ns  of  a  Nobleman's  Seat 
in  Cornwall. 

AMIDST  thefe  venerable  drear  remains 
Of  ancient  grandeur,  mufing  fad  I  iiray; 

Around  a  melancholy  iiience  reigns, 

That  prompts  me  to  indulge  the  plaintive  lay. 

Here  liv'd  Eugenio,  born  of  noble  race, 
Aloft  his  manfion  role;  around  were  feen 

Extenfive  gardens,  decked  with  every  grace, 

Ponds,  walks,  and  groves,  through  all  the  fea- 
fons  green. 

Ah,  where  is  now  its  boafted  beauty  fled  ! 

Proud  turrets  that  once  glitter'd  in  the  fky, 
And  broken  columns  in  confufion  fpread, 

A  rude  misfliapen  heap  of  ruins  lie. 

Of  fplendid  rooms  no  traces  here  are  found  : 
How  are  thefe  tottering  walls  by  time  defac'd  J 
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Shagg'd  with  vile  thorn,  with  twining  ivy  bound 
Once  hung  with  tapeftry,  with  paintings  grac'd ! 

In  ancient  times,  perhaps,  where  now  I  tread, 
Licentious  riot  crown'd  the  midnight  bowl, 

Her  dainties  luxury  pour'd.  and  beauty  fpread 
Her  artful  fnares  to  captivate  the  foul. 

Or  here,  attended  by  a  chofen  train 

Of  innocent  delight,  true  grandeur  dwelt, 

Diffufing  blcffings  o'er  the  diflant  plain, 

Health,  joy,  and  happinefs,  by  thout'ands  felt. 

Around  now  folitude  unjoyous  reigns, 

No  gay-gilt  chariot  hither  marks  the  way, 

No  more  with  cheerful  hopes  the  needy  fwains 
At  the  once  bounteous  gate  their  vilits  pay. 

Where  too  is  now  the  garden's  beauty  fled, 
Which  every  clime  was  ranfack'd  to  fupply  ? 

O'er  the  drear  fpot  fee  defolation  fpread, 
And  the  difmantled  walls  in  ruins  lie  ! 

Dead  are  the  trees  that  once  with  niceft  care 
ArrangM,  from  opening  blofloms  ftied  perfume, 

And  thick  with  fruitage  flood,  the  pendent  pear, 
The  ruddy-colour'd  peach,  and  gloffy  plumb. 

Extincl  is  all  the  family  of  flowers  : 

In  vain  I  feek  the  arbour's  cool  retreat, 

Where  ancient  friends  in  converfe  pafs'd  the  hours, 
Defended  from  the  raging  dog-IUr's  heat. 


Along  the  terrafs-\valks  are  ftraggling  feen 
The  prickly  bramble,  and  the  noifome  weed, 

Beneath  whole  covert  crawls  the  toad  obfcene, 
And  fnakes  and  adders  unmolefted  breed. 

The  groves,  where  plcafure  walk'd  her  rounds, 
decay, 

The  mead  untill'd  a  barren  afpedl  wears ; 
And  where  the  fprightly  fawn  was  wont  to  play, 

O'ergrown  with  heath,  a  dreary  wafte  appears. 

In  yonder  wide-extended  vale  below, 

Where  ofiers  fpread,  a  pond  capacious  flood  ; 

From  far  by  art  the  ftream  was  taught  to  flow, 
Whofe  liquid  flores  fupplied  th'  unfailing  flood. 

Oft  here  the  filent  angler  took  his  place, 
Intent  to  captivate  the  fcaly  fry 

But  perifh'd  now  are  all  the  numerous  race, 
Dumb  is  the  fountain,  and  the  channel  dry. 

Here  then,  ye  great !  behold  th'  uncertain  ftate 

Of  earthly  grandeur beauty,  ftrength,  and 

power, 

Alike  are  fubjedt  to  the  ftroke  of  fate, 
And  flouriih  but  the  glory  of  an  hour. 

Virtue  alone  no  diflblution  fears, 

Still  permanent,  though  ages  roll  away ; 

Who  builds  on  her  immortal  bafis,  rears 
A  fuperilru&ure  time  can  ne'er  decay. 
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Far  hence,  ye  vifionary  charming  maids, 

Ye  fancy'd  nymphs,  that  haunt  the  Grecian  (hades ; 

Your  birth  who  from  conceiving  fidion  drew, 

Yourfelves  producing  fictions  as  untrue  : 

But  come,  fuperior  Mufe  !  divinely  bright, 

Daughter  of  Heaven,  vvhofe  offspring  ftill  are  light; 

Oh  condefcend  '  celcftial  facred  gueft, 

To  purge  my  fight,  and  confecrate  my  bread  ; 

While  I  prefume  OMNIPOTENCE  to  trace, 

And  fing  that  POWER  who  peopled  boundlefs  fpace. 

DEITY. 
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THE  LIFE  OF  BOTSE. 


SAMUEL  BOVSE  was  born  in  Dublin,  in  1708.  His  father,  the  Rev.  Jofeph  Boyfe,  was  paflor  of  a 
congregation  of  Proteftant  (iiffenfers  in  Woodftreet,  and  had  for  his  coadjutor  the  Rev.  Thomas 
Emlyn,  fo  well  known  for  his  writings  and  fufferings.  He  was  one  of  the  fixteen  children  of 
Matthew  Boyfe  of  Leeds  in  Yorkfhire.  He  was  conlldered  as  a  learned,  pious,  and  ufeful  divine ; 
he  was  an  afliduous  preacher  ;  and  his  credit  was  fuch  as  procured  him  general  eiteem.  He  had  a 
principal  (hare  in  promoting  the  act  of  toleration  in  Ireland.  He  concurred  in  the  orthodox  perfe- 
cution  of  the  excellent  Emlyn,  yet  he  was  the  only  one  of  the  Dublin  idfTcnting  miniftcrs  who 
vifited  him  in  pniV-n,  and  it  was  in  confequence  of  his  foiicitations  that  the  fiiie  was  mitigated.  He 
died  in  1728.  The  fame  year  his  works  were  publifhed  in  2  vols.  folio.  He  is  chiefly  diftinguifhed, 
as  a  writer,  by  his  controvcrfy  with  Archbifhop  King,  concerning  the  office  of  a  Scriptural  bilhop. 

Young  Boyfe  received  the  rudiments  of  his  education  at  a  private  fchool  in  Dublin.  At  eighteen 
years  of  age,  he  was  fent  to  the  Univtrfity  of  Glafgow,  probably  with  a  defign  of  being  educated 
for  the  miniftry.  His  indolence  and  diffipation,  however,  foon  rendered  this  defign  abortive.  He 
had  not  been  a  year  at  Glafgow,  before  he  unfortunately  fejl  in  love  with  Mifs  Atchiion,  the 
daughter  of  a  tradefman  in  that  city ;  and  imprudently  interrupted  his  iludies,  by  marrying  her  be 
fore  he  had  entered  into  his  twentieth  year. 

The  natural  extravagance  of  his  temper  fcon  expofed  him  to  the  inconveniencies  of  indigence  : 
and  as  he  had  now  the  additional  charge  of  a  family,  the  fcantinefs  of  his  finances  obliged  him  to 
remove  with  his  wife,  who  alfo  carried  her  filter  with  her,  to  Dublin  ;  where  he  expected  affiftance 
and  fupport  from  his  father;  who,  notwithstanding  the  imprudence  of  his  conduct,  received  him 
with  paternal  kindnefs. 

His  conduct  in  this  dependent  Slate,  was  the  very  reverfe  of  what  it  fhould  have  been.  He  di 
rected  his  {Indies  to  no  ufeful  purfuit,  by  which  he  might  have  fupported  himfelf  and  family,  but 
gave  himfelf  up  to  abject  trilling  and  diffipation  ;  which  drew  many  heavy  expences  upon  his  father, 
who  was  fupported  by  the  fubfcriptions  of  his  congregation,  and  an  eState  which  he  poffefled  of  four- 
fcore  pounds  a-year,  in  Yorkshire.  The  behaviour  of  his  wife  alfo,  was  not  commendable  ;  her 
levity  and  extravagance  contributed  to  accelerate  his  ruin.  The  good  man  was  obliged  to  fell  his, 
eftate,  to  pay  his  fon's  debts  \  and  when  he  lay  in  his  laft  fitknefs,  he  was  entirely  fupported  by 
prefents  from  his  congregation,  and  buried  at  their  exptnce. 

Being  deprived,  by  his  father's  death,  of  any  farther  prefpect  of  fupport  from  him,  he  repaired  to 
Edinburgh,  where  his  poetical  genius  railed  him  many  friends,  and  jCome,  patrons  of  confiderable 
eminence. 

In  I73I»  he  publifhed,  by  fubfcription,  a  volume  of  Poems  onfeveraldccaftons,  in  8vo  :  to  which 
.was  fubjoined  a  translation  of  the  Tablature  of  Cebcs,  and  a.  letter  upon  Liberty,  inferted  in  the  "  Dublin 
"  Journal,"  1727.  In  the  lift  of  fublcribers,  which  is  numerous  and  refpectable,  are  the  names  of 
Tickell,  Philips,  and  Brooke. 

He  acquired  a  great  reputation  by  this  publication,  which  he  dedicated  to  the  Countefs  of  Eglin- 
ton,  a  lady  of  great  accomplishments,  both  of  body  and  mind;  who  was  a  patronefs  of  men  of  wit^ 
and  very  much  diflinguiihed  Boyfe  while  he  refided  in  Scotland. 

He  alfo  wrote  an  elegy  on  the  death  of  the  Vifcountefs  Stormont ;  which  he  intituled,  The  Tcart 
tf  the  Mufes ;  becaufe  the  deceafed  lady  was  a  woman  of  talte  in  the  fciences,  and  a  great  admirer  of 
poetry. 

Lord  Gtormont  was  fo  much  pleafed  with  this  mark  of  refpect  paid  to  the  memory  of  his  lady, 
that  he  ordered  a  very  handfome  prefent  to  be  given  to  Boyfe,  by  his  agent  at  Edinburgh* 
6  X  iiij 
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But  though  his  writing?  had  procured  him  fome  celebrity  in  that  city,  yet  his  perfon  was  very 
little  known  there,  and  efpecially  amung  perfons  of  fafhion  and  figure ;  Tor  he  was  rather  of  an  un- 
focial  turn,  and  had  but  few  acquaintances.  It  was,  therefore,  Tome  time  before  he  could  be  found 
out:  and  he  would  have  reaped  no  benefit  from  Lord  Stormont's  gentrofity,  if  an  advertifcment 
had  not  been  inferted  in  one  of  the  Edinburgh  newipaper.',  defuing  the  author  of  the  Tears  cf  th& 
Mufes  to  call  at  the  houfe  of  the  agent. 

One  of  his  mofl  intimate  and  refpe&able  acquaintances  in  Edinburgh,  was  a  Mr.  Stewart,  a  mer 
chant  or  bookfeller,  who  had  two  beautiful  and  accomylifhed  daughters,  to  whom  he  addreffed 
fome  poems,  under  the  names  of  Hi/aria  and  ClariJJa,  inferted  in  the  the  fecond  volume  of  his 
poems,  publifhed  in  I  738. 

The  notice  which  Lady  Eglinton  and  Lord  Stormont  took  of  Bnyfe.  was  the  mean?  of  recom 
mending  him  to  the  patronage  of  the  Duchefs  of  Gordon,  who  was  a  lady  of  literary  tafte,  and  culti 
vated  a  correfpondence  with  fome  of  the  mofl  eminent  poets  then  living. 

She  was  fo  defirous  to  raife  Boyfe  above  neceffity,  that  flie  employed  her  Jntereft  in  procuring  the 
promife  of  a  place  for  him  ;  and  accordingly  gave  him  a  letter,  which  he  was  next  day  to  deliver 
to  one  of  the  Commiflioners  of  the  Cuftoms  at  Edinburgh.  But  it  unluckily  happened  that  he  was 
then  fome  miles  diftant  from  the  city ;  and  the  morning  on  which  he  was  to  have  ridden  to  town 
with  her  Grace's  letter  of  recommendation,  proved  to  be  rainy.  This  trivial  circ«niftance  was  fuf- 
ficient  to  difcoiirage  Boyfe,  who  was  never  accuftomed  to  look  beyond  the  prefent  moment;  he  de 
clined  going  to  town,  on  account  of  the  rainy  weather  ;  and  while  he  let  flip  the  opportunity,  the 
place  was  beftowed  upon  another ;'  which  the  Commiffioner  declared  he  kept  for  fome  time  vacant, 
in  expectation  of  feeing  a  perfon  recommended  by  the  Duchefs  of  Gordon.  " 

Such  imprudence  and  fuch  indolence,  were  naturally  productive  of  indigence  anddiflrefs;  and  at 
length,  having  defeated  alt  the  kind  Intentions  of  his  patrons  towards  him,  he  fell  into  contempt  and 
poverty,  which  obliged  him  to  quit  Edinburgh,  as  his" creditors  began  to  folicit  the  payment  of  their 
debts  in  a  manner  too  importunate  to  be  eafily  refifted. 

Having  refolved  to  go  to  London,  he  communicated  his  defign  to  the  Duchefs  of  Gordon  ;  who 
flill  retaining  a  high  opinion  of  his  poetical  abilities,  gave  him  a  recommendatory  letter  to  Pope,  and 
obtained  another  for  him  to  Lord  Chancellor  King.  Lord  Stormont  alfo  recommended  him  to  his 
brother  the  Solicitor-General,  afterwards  Earl  of  Mansfield,  and  other  perfons  of  rank  and  fafhion. 

Upon  his  arrival  in  London,  he  repaired  to  Twickenham,  in  order  to  deliver  the  Duchefs  of  Gor 
don's  letter  to  Pope;  but  not  finding  him  at  home,  he  never  gave  himfelf  the  trouble  to  repeat  his 
vifit.  He  did,  however,  as  he  faid  himfelf,  wait  upon  the  Lord  Chancellor;  by  whom  he  was  well 
received,  and  with  whom  he  occafionally  dined  :  but  the  truth  of  this  was  queftioned  by  his  friends ; 
for  he  was  always  averfe  to  the  company  of  perfons  of  rank  and  figure,  among  whom  he  had  not 
fpirit  enough  to  fupport  a  fliare  in  the  converfation. 

It  indeed  appears,  that  his  imprudent  conduct  prevented  his  deriving  any  advantage  from  the  re 
commendations  which  he  brought  with  him  from  Scotland  ;  fo  that  he  was  foon  reduced  to  a  ftate 
of  great  indigence ;  from  which  he  attempted  no  means  of  extricating  himfelf,  but  by  writing  men 
dicant  letters.' 

He  frequently  applied  for  afMance  to  fome  of  the  more  eminent  Diffenters ;  from  whom  he  re 
ceived  many  benefactions,  in  confequence  of  the  refpoSl  which  they  paid  to  the  meanory  of  his  father. 
But  the  pecuniary  fupplies  which  he  received  were  foon  diffipated;  for  he  was  not  only  indolent 
and  imprudent,  but  luxurious  and  extravagant. 

He  had  no  tafte  for  any  thing  elegant,  and  yet  was  to  the  lafl  degree  expenfive.  Often  when  he 
had  received  half-a-guinea,  in  confequence  of  a  fupplicatcry  letter,  he  would  go  into  a  tavern,  or- 
ticr  a  fupper  to  be  prepared,7  drink  cf  the  richeft  wines,  and  fpend  all  the  money  that  had  juft  been 
given  him  in  charity,  without  having  any  one  to  participate  the  luxury  with  him,  and  while  his 
wife  and  child  were  fiarving  at  home. 

This  is  an  inftance  of  bafe  felfiflinefs,  which  was  perhaps  never  pra&ifed  by  the  moft  fenfual  epi 
cure,  except,  with  fome  variation  of  circurnftances,  by  Savage,  whom  Boyle  refembled  a?  well  i^ 
his  genius  as  in  his  vices  and  poverty. 
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All  hw  friends  vrere  at  length  wearied  out  with  his  perpetual  applications.  About  the  year  1740, 
he  had  brought  himfelf  to  luch  a  ftate  of  wi  etchednefs,  that  he  had  not  any  clothes  in  which  he 
could  appear  abroad  ,  and  therefore  was  wholly  confined  at  home  lor  fome  weeks,  procuring,  in  the1 
mean  time,  fome  fcanty  fubfiAence,  by  writing  verfo-s  for  Mr.  Cave,  the  proprietor  of  the  "  Gentle- 
tleman's  Magazine  ;"  who  paid  him  by  the  hundred  lines  ;  which,  after  a  while,  he  wanted  to  make 
what  is  called  the  long  hundred. 

"  :;e  had  i,ot,''  fays  Sluels,  from  whom  this  account  is  chiefly  taken,  "  a  fhirt,  a  coa£,  or  any 
kind  of  apparel  to  pu^  on,  the  (beets  in  which  he  lay  were  carried  to  the  pawn-broker's,  and  he 
w  is  rHigecl  t'»  be  confined  to  bed  wit;,  no  other  covering  than  a  blanket.  Whoever  had  feen  hint 
in  his  f.udy,  rnuft  havo  thought  the  o.  jr&  fingular  enough.  He  fat  up  in  bed  with  the  blanket 
wrapped  about  him.  thiough  which  he  had  cut  a  hole  large  enough  to  admit  his  arm,  and  placing 
the  paper  i.pcn  his  knee,  fcribbled  in  the  heft  manner  he  could,  the  verfes  he  was  obliged  to  make. 
For  the  future,  whenever  his  diftrtiIVs  lo  preffed  as  to  induce  him  to  difpoie  of  his  ihirt,  he  fell  upon 
an  artifical  method  <>l  frpplying  one  Hi  cut  fume  white  paper  in  flips,  which  he  tied  round  his 
wrifts,  and  in  the  fame  manner  fupplied  his  neck.  In  this  plight  he  frequently  appeared  abroad, 
with  the  additional  inconvenience  of  want  of  breeches." 

His  connection  w;th  Mr.  Cave,  naturally  made  him  acquainted  with  Dr.  Johnfon;  who  informed 
Mr.  Nichols,  that  he  once  collecled  a  fum  of  money  to  redeem  his  clothes,  which  he  had  pawned; 
and  which,  in  tw^  days  aft.er,  were  pawned  again.  Mr.  Nichols  relates,  from  the  fame  refpedtable 
authority,  that  Boyle  tranfUted  ivcll  fiom  the  French  ;  but  if  any  one  employed  him,  by  the  time 
one  fheet  of  the  work  was  dofie,  he  pawned  the  original.  If  the  employer  redeemed  it,  a  fccond 
Jheet  would  be  completed,  and  the  book  again  be  pawned ;  and  this  perpetually. 

From  this  ptriud,  he  wrote  many  poems ;  but  thefe,  though  excellent  in  their  kind,  were  loft  to 
the  world,  by  being  introduced  with  no  advantage. 

From  an  original  letter,  which,  in  July  1741,  he  fent  to  a  friend,  with  fome  paflages  from  his 
poem,  called  Deity,  it  appears  to  have  been  publifbed  about  this  time. 

"  I  have  no  grear  reafon  to  brag  of  the  fuccefs  of  the  poem,  though  the  "  Champion"  early  re* 
commended  it.  Divine  poetry  is  not  the  tafle  of  the  age  ;  but  I  hope  (hall  be  the  fupport  of  mine. 
It  is  the  enjy  fubjecl  I  now  take  pleafurein.  I  have  all  laft  fummer  been  employed  by  Mr.  Cave,  in 
French  tranflations  ;  a  province  highly  agreeable  to  me,  and  the  moil  profitable  bufinefs  ftirring.  I 
have  been,  fince  iall  September,  almoft  conftantly  with  Dr.  Doujas,  in  the  flavifli  work  of  index- 
making,  alias  word-catching,  and  am  only  now  interrupted  by  his  "  Ofteology,"  which  takes  up  his 
whole  attention.  I  have  the  profpect  of  having  a  new  tranflation  from  the  French,  in  a  few  days  ; 
but  bookfellers  are  fo  undiftinguifhing,  and  authors,  or  rather  fcnbblers,  fo  plenty,  that  learning,  un- 
lefs  fupported,  bids  fair  to  ftarve  between  them.  I  hope  the  beft,  as  I  begin  to  be  a  little  known  j 
gnd  would  endeavour,  as  far  as  I  could,  to  fupport  a  good  character  in  the  literary  way." 

In  1742,  his  diftrefles  brought  him  into  a  fpunging-houfe,  in  Grocer's-ailey  in  the  Poultry  ;  from 
whence  he  wrote  the  following  letter  to  Mr.  Cave  (Sylvanus  Urban),  foliciting  for  afliftance. 
"  Infcription  for  ST.  LAZARUS'  CAVE. 

Hodie,  tefte  caelo  fummo; 

Sine  pane,  fine  nummo, 

Sorte  pofitus  infefte, 

Scribo  tibi  dolens  mefle 

Fame,  bile  tumet  jecur 

Urbane,  mitte  opem  precor 

Tibi  enim  cor  humanum 

Non  a  malis  alienum  ; 

Mihi  mens  nee  male  grata, 

Fro  a  te  favorg  data. 
Ex  gehenna  debitoria, 
Vulgo,  Domo  bpongiatoria.         Alcaus. 

"  I  am  every  moment,"  he  adds,  "  threatened  to  be  turned  out  here,  becaufe  I  have  not  mono/ 
|o  pay  for  my  bed  two  nights  paft,  which  is  usually  paid  before  hand  j  and  I  am  loth  to  go  into  th« 
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Compter,  till  I  can  fee  if  my  affairs  can  poffibly  be  made  up.  I  hope,  therefore,  you  will  have  the 
humanity  to  fend  me  half-a-guinea  for  fupport,  till  I  finiih  your  papers  in  my  h?nds.  I  humbly  en 
treat  your  anfwer,  having  not  tafted  any  thing  fmce  I'uefday  evening  I  came  here ;  and  my  coat 
•will  be  taken  off  my  back  for  the  charge  of  the  bed;  fo  tha:  I  mull  go  into  prifon  naked,  which  is 
too  fhocking  for  me  to  think  of." 

How  long  he  was  in  confinement,  does  not  appear;  however,  he  at  length  obtained  his  liberty  : 
but  his  wants  and  his  imprudence  ftill  continued ;  and  he  often  had  recourfe  to  the  meaneft  arts,  in. 
order  to  procure  occafional  benefactions. 

In  1741,  he  wrote  the  fifion  of  Patience,  an  allegorical  poem,  to  the  memory  of  Mr.  Alexander 
Cuming,  unfortunately  loft  in  the  Northern  Ocean,  on  his  return  from  China,  1740. 

Mr.  Cubing  was  elder  brother  of  his  friend  the  late  Dr.  William  Cuming  ofDorcheiter,to  whom 
he  addrefled  an  Ode  on  bis  going  to  France,  in  1735. 

In  1743,  he  publifhed,  without  his  name,  an  ode  on  the  battle  of  Dettingen,  intituled,  Albion  s 
Triumph, 

In  1745,  he  was  invited  to  Reading,  by  Mr.  David  Henry,  the  late  worthy  proprietor  of  the 
"  Gentleman's  Magazine,"  to  compile  an  hiftorical  work,  which  was  printed  in  that  town,  in  1747,  in 
two  vols.  8vo,  under  the  following  title  :  An  Htjlorical  Review  of  the  Tranfaftions  of  Europe,  from  the 
commencement  of  the  War  'with  --pain  in  IJ29-  io  the  litfurreEti  n  in  Scotland  in  1/45.  *with  the  proceedings  in 
Parliament,  and  the  moft  remarkable  domsjlic  occurrences  during  that  period,  'To  •which  is  added,  an  Impar 
tial  Hiftory  cf  tie  late  Rebellion,  inter/jerfeJ  •with  characters  and  memoirs,  and  illujirated  -with  notes.  This 
work  is  not  deftitute  of  merit,  and  contains  much  ufeful  information  rcfpecting  the  hiftory  of  that 
period. 

It  appears  that  Boyfe  was  paid  for  this  work  at  a  very  low  rate. 

"  My  f alary,"  he  writes  a  friend,  in  June  1746,  "  is  wretchedly  fmall  (half-a-guinea  a  week), 
both  for  writing  the  hiftory,  and  correcting  the  prefs."  In  the  fame  letter,  he  affedlingly  laments 
the  lofs  of  his  wife  Emilia,  who  died  while  he  was  at  Reading ;  and  was  buried  at  the  expence  of 
the  parifh.  She  is  faid  by  Shiels  to  have  been  alfo  vicious  and  diffolute;  but  other  accounts  are 
inore  favourable,  and  probably  more  juft.  He  afterwards  defcribes  his  fituation  as  "  not  wholly 
uncomfortable." 

"  I  blefs  God  I  enjoy  a  greater  degree  of  health  than  I  have  known  for  many  years,  and  a  fe- 
rene  melancholy,  which  I  prefer  to  the  moft  poignant  fenfations  of  pleafure  I  ever  knew.  All  T 
figh  for  is  a  fettlement,  with  fome  degree  of  independence,  for  my  lafl  ftage  of  life,  that  I  may 
have  the  comfort  of  my  poor  dear  girl  to  be  near  me,  and  clofe  my  eyes.  I  am  now  beginning  the 
jffj/tory  cf  the  Rebellion,  a  very  difficult  and  invidious  tafk.  All  the  accounts  I  have  yet  feen,  are 
either  defective  confufed,  or  heavy.  I  think  myfelf,  from  my  long  refidence  in  Scotland,  not  un 
qualified  for  the  attempt;  but  I  apprehend  it  is  premature;  by  waiting  a  year  or  two,  better  ma 
terials  would  offer.  Lam  about  a  tranflation  (at  my  leifure  hours)  of  an  invaluable  French  work, 
intituled,  "  JL'Hiiloire  Univcrfelle,"  by  the  late  M.  BofTuet,  Bifhop  of  Meaux.  I  propofe  only  to 
give  his  ciffertations  on  the  ancient  empires,  i>iz.  the  Egyptian,  Aflyrian,  Grecian,  and  Roman ; 
which  he  has  defcribed  with  furprifmg  concifenefs,  and  with  equal  jndgment  and  beauty.  I  defign 
to  infcribe  it  to  Mr.  Lyttleton,  one  of  the  Lords  of  the  Treafury ;  one  of  the  moft  amiable  men  I 
have  ever  known,  and  to  whofe  uncommon  goodnefs,  if  you  knew  my  obligations,  yon  would 
cfteem  him  as  much  as  he  defervcs." 

After  his  return  from  Reading,  his  behaviour  was  more  decent  than  it  had  been  before,  and  fome 
hopes  were  entertained  of  his  reformation.  He  was  employed  by  Mr.  Sandby  the  bookfeller,  to 
tranflate  Fenelon's  Demonjlration  of  the  being  »/  a  God.  He  began  now  to  fupport  a  better  appear 
ance  than  that  to  which  he  had  lately  been  accuftomed,  and  feemed  to  have  fome  regard  to  his 
character.  But  while  his  circumftances  were  mending,  and  his  irregular  appetites  lofmg  ground, 
his  health  vifibly  declined.  During  his  illnefs,  he  had  the  fatisfaction  to  obferve  his  Deity  com 
mended  by  two  eminent  writers,  Fielding  and  Hervey.  The  latter,  touched  with  the  ftory  of  his 
misfortunes,  'and  pleafed  with  the  defign  of  his  poem-,  depofited  two  guineas  with  a  friend,  to 
give  him  as  his  neceffities  required,  Of  this  favour,  Boyfe  expreffed  his  grateful  fer.fe,  in  a  letter 


THE  LIFE   OF   BOY SE.  33! 

to  Hervey  ;  which  {hows  that  he  was  neither  in  his  laft  moments  void  of  real  religion f  nor  an  ele 
gant  tafle. 

"  For  your  tender  admonition,  and  excellent  advice,  I  am  truly  indebted  to  you,  as  they  difco- 
ver  a  generous  and  compaflionate  concern  for  my  better  part.  I  blefs  God  I  have  reafon  to  hope 
that  great  work  is  not  to  do ;  for  of  all  the  marks  of  infatuation  I  know  amongft  men,  there  can 
be  none  equal  to  that  of  trufting  to  a  death-bed  repentance. 

"  I  do  not  pretend  to  vindicate  my  own  conduct ;  nor  can  I  ever  forget  the  very  Chriftian  fenfe 
of  my  condition  and  misfortunes,  which  (notwithftanding  all  my  mifbehaviour)  you  have  fo  pathe 
tically  expreffed.  The  follies  of  my  youth  have  furnifhed  a  plentiful  harveft  of  reflection  for  my 
latter  years.  As  I  have  been  now  for  a  long  time  in  a  manner  buried  from  the  world,  fo  it  has 
been  my  endeavour  to  fpend  that  time  in  lamenting  my  paft  errors,  and  in  purfuing  a  courfe  of  life 
void  of  offence  towards  God  and  man. 

"  I  have  learned  to  truft  in  God  as  my  portion  ;  to  blefs  him  for  his  fatherly  corrections,  which 
have  been  much  gentler  than  my  demerits;  and  by  which  I  have  been  taught  to  know  him  and  my- 
felf,  his  infinite  mercy  and  goodnefs,  my  own  ingratitude  and  unworthinefs ;  fo  that  I  may  truly 
fay  with  the  returning  prodigal,  '  Father,  I  have  finned  againft  heaven  and  againft  thee,  and  am 
not  worthy  to  be  called  thy  fon.' 

"  My  health  is  in  a  very  precarious  ftate ;  and  the  greateft  hopes  of  recovery  I  have  (which  are 
very  fmall),  arife  from  warm  weather  and  the  country  air.  I  thank  God  I  am  absolutely  refigned  to 
his  holy  and  blefled  will.  I  have  feen  enough  of  the  vanity  and  folly  of  earthly  things,  and  how  in- 
fufficient  they  are  to  fatisfy  the  defires  of  an  immortal  foul.  I  am  fenfible  of  my  own  wretchednefs 
and  nothingnefs ;  and  that  my  only  hope  of  falvation  is  through  that  blefied  Redeemer,  who  died 
to  fave  loft  finners.  This  is  my  rock  of  hope  againft  an  approaching  eternity." 

From  this  letter,  may  be  eafily  deduced  his  real  character.  Happy  it  would  have  been,  had  he 
fooner  exprefled  thefe  fentiments  and  principles !  His  mind,  indeed,  was  often  religioufly  difpofed  ; 
he  frequently  talked  upon  that  fuojecT:,  and  probably  fuffered  a  great  deal  from  the  remorfe  of  his 
confcience.  The  early  impreflions  of  his  good  education,  were  never  entirely  obliterated ;  and  his 
whole  life  was  a  continued  ftruggle  between  his  will  and  reafon,  as  he  was  always  violating  his  du 
ty  to  the  one,  while  he  fell  under  the  fubje<5Hon  of  the  other.  In  confequence  of  this  war  in  his 
mind,  he  wrote  a  poem,  called  the  Recantation. 

After  a  lingering  illnefs  he  died,  in  the  month  of  May  1749,  in  obfcure  lodgings  near  Shoe- 
lane,  in  the  5ift  year  of  his  age.  He  was  buried  at  the  expence  of  the  parifh. 

Mr.  Giles,  a  late  collector  of  poems,  fays,  he  was  informed  by  Mr.  Sandby,  that  he  was  found 
tiead  in  his  bed,  in  a  garret  in  White-Friars,  with  the  pen  in  his  hand,  and  in  the  act  of  writing. 

Dr.  Johnfon  allured  Mr.  Nichols,  that  the  account  of  his  death,  by  Mr.  Sandby,  is  not  true  ;  it  be 
ing  fuppofed  that,  in  a  fit  of  intoxication,  he  was  run  over  by  a  coach  ;  at  leaft,  he  was  brought 
home  in  fuch  a  condition,  as  to  make  this  probable,  but  too  far  gone  to  give  the  leaft  account  of 
the  accident. 

Mr.  Francis  Stewart,  the  fon  of  a  bookfeller  in  Edinburgh,  (probably  the  brother  of  Hi/aria J9 
and  one  of  Dr.  Johnfon's  amanuenfes,  who  had  been  long  intimately  acquainted  with  Boyfc, 
gives  the  following  account  of  his  death. 

"  Poor  Mr.  Boyfe  was  one  evening  laft  winter  attacked  in  Weftminfter  by  two  or  three  foldiers ; 
who  not  only  robbed  him,  but  ufed  him  fo  barbaroufly,  that  he  never  recovered  the  bruifes  he  re 
ceived;  which  might  very  probably  induce  the  confumption  of  which  he  died. 

"  About  nine  months  before  his  death,  he  married  a  cutler's  widow,  a  native  of  Dublin,  with 
whom  he  had  no  money ;  but  fhe  proved  a  very  careful  nurfe  to  him  during  his  lingering  indifpo- 
fuion. 

*  She  told  me,  that  Mr.  Eoyfe  never  imagined  he  was  dying,  as  he  always  was  talking  of  his 
recovery ;  but  perhaps  his  defign  in  this  might  be  to  comfort  her;  for  one  incident  makes  me  think 
otherwife.  About  four  or  five  weeks  before  he  breathed  his  laft,  his  wife  went  out  in  the  morning, 
and  was  furprifed  to  fee  a  great  deal  of  burnt  papers  upon  the  hearth,  which  he  told  her  were  old 
bills  and  accounts;  but  I  fuppofe  \vere  his  xnanufcripts,  which  he  had  refolved  to  deftroy;  for  no- 
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tlwriT  of  that  kind  Could  be  found  after  his  death.  Though,  from  this  circumftance,  it  may  be  Infer* 
red  that  he  was  apprehenfire  of  deach,  yet  I  muft  own  that  he  never  intimated  it  to  me;  nor  did 
he  feem  in  the  leaft  defirous  of  any  fpiritual  advice. 

"  For  feme-  months  before  his  end  he  had  left  off  drinking  all  fermented  liquors,  except  now  and 
then  a  glafs  of  wine,  to  fupport  his  fpirits;  and  that  he  took  very  moderately. 

"  After  hi?  death,  I  endeavoured  al!  I  could  to  get  him  decently  buried,  by  foliciting  thofe  Dif- 
fenters,  who  were  the  friends  of  him  and  his  father,  to  no  purpofe  ;  for  only  Dr.  Grofvenor,  in  Hox- 
ton-fquare,  a  ciffeming  teacher,  offered  to  join  towards  it.  He  had  quite  tried  out  rhofc  friends  in  his 
Ufitime;  and  the  general  anfwer  that  I  received  was,  "  That  fuch  a  contribution  was  of  no  fervice 
to  him ;  for  it  was  a  matter  of  no  importance  how  or  where  he  was  buried."  As  I  found  nothing 
could  be  done,  our  laft  re'.ource  was  an  application  to  the  parifh  ;  n.->r  was  it  without  fume  difficul 
ty,  occafioned  by  the  malice  of  his  landlady  that  we  at  lafl:  £ ot  him  interred  on  the  Saturday  after 
he  died.  Three  more  of  Dr.  Johr.fon's  amanuenfes  and  myfelf,  attended  the  corpfe  to  the  grave. 
Such  was  the  miferable  end  of  poor  Sam,  who  was  obliged  to  be  buried  in  the  fame  charitable  man 
ner  wkh  his  firft  wife;  a  burial  of  which  he  had  often  mentioned  his  abhorrence." 

Another  friend,  in  a  letter  to  Mr.  Nichols,  gives  the  following  fupplementary  narrative. 
"  I  knew  Mr.  Boyfe  well,  from  'he  year  1/32  to  the  time  of  his  death  ;  have  often  relieved  his 
jiecefiities,  and  frequently  correfponded  with  him.  I  have  preferved  at  leaft  thirty  pieces  of  his, 
aind  have  in  manufcnpt  fome  of  his  poems  that  were  never  publifhed.  1  never  faw  any  thing  in 
his  wife's  conduct  that  deferved  cenfure.  He  published  a  fecond  volume  of  poems,  in  1738.  tie 
xvas  a  man  of  learning  ;  when  in  company  with  thofe  by  whom  he  was  not  awed  an  entertaining 
companion  ;  bur  fo  irregular  and  Incor-fiftent  in  his  conduct,  that  it  appeared  as  if  he  had  been  actu 
ated  by  two  different  fouls  on  different  occafions." 

"  Boyfe,"  fays  another  friend,  "  was  a  man  of  no  party  whatever;  even  his  private  fentiments, 
and  his  pubjic  political  creed,  was  influenced  by  his  necefilties.  In  regard  to  his  perfon,  he  was  of  a 
middle  fize,  of  a  thin  habit,  flovenly  in  his  drefs,  which  was  increafed  by  his  necefiities,  very  near- 
iighted,  and  his  hearing  impejfect.  Fhefe  circumftances  added  to  his  natural  diffidence,  and  his  not 
having  been  accuftomed  to  appear  in  good  company  but  as  neccfiitou?,  and  a  mendicant,  gave  him 
an  awkward,  fheepifti  air,  which  by  no  means  prejudiced  Grangers  in  his  favour." 

As  Boyfe  depended  for  fubfiftence  on  his  pen,  it  muft  be  expected  that  his  productions  would  be 
more  numerous  than  excellent.  His  poetical  pieces,  if  collected,  would  make  fix  moderate  volumes. 
Many  of  them  are  fcattered  in  the  "  Gentleman's  Magazine,"  marked  with  the  letter  T,  and 
fathers  are  fubfcribed  Alc&us.  Two  volumes  of  his  poems  were  collected  together,  and  publifned  in 
j.ondon  ;  which,  as  they  never  had  any  great  fale,  are  now  difficult  to  be  found.  He  was  employ 
ed  by  Mr.  Ogle  to  tranflate  feme  of  Chaucer's  Tales  into  modern  Engiifli  which  he  performed 
.with  great  fpirit.  He  received,  it  is  faid,  at  the  rate  of  three  pence  a-line  for  his  trouble.  His  li 
beral  tranfiation  of  Voltaire  s  three  Epi/llet  on  Happinefs,  Freedom  of  Will,  and  Envy,  is  well  executed.  • 
They  were  publifned  in  1738,  without  his  name;  and  as  his  clothes  were  then  at  the  pawn-broker's, 
fhc  manufcript  was  fold  to  Dodfley  for  two  guineas. 

An  ode  of  his,  in  the  manner  of  Spenfer,  intituled  The  Olive,  was  addreffed  to  Sir  Robert  Wai- 
pole,  which  procured  him  a  prefent  of  ten  guineas.  He  alfo  tranflated  a  poem  from  the  High 
'Dutch  of  Van  Karen,  in  praife  of  peace,  upon  the  conclufion  of  that  made  at  Aix-la-ChapeUe.  His 
r?enius  was  cot  confined  to  poetry  only;  he  had  a  tafte  for  painting,  mufic,  and  heraldry  ;  with  the 
latter  of  which  .he  is  faid  to  have  been  well  acquainted.  Some  of  his  friends  advifed  him  to  turn 
Ms  thoughts  towards  the  drama,  as  that  fpecies  of  poetical  compofition  is  more  lucrative  than  any 
other  :  and  they  thought  him  qualified  fur  it :  but  he  appears  never  to  have  attempted  any  thing  of 
that  kind. 

The  mod  celebrated  of  his  performances  was  his  poem  called  Deity  ;  the  third  edition  of  which 

rvas  printed  in  1752.  It  has  been  frequently  reprinted  in  the  poetical  mifcellanies;   and  is  now,  with 

the  I'ijlw .of  Patiajcf,  and  a  few  other  pieces  lelected  from  the  ruafs  of  his  mifcellaneous  poetry,  re- 

i,  for  the  firft  time,  into  a  collection  of  clafilcal  Englifii  poetry. 

fubjcct  of  hi*  Ddty  is  the  attributes  of  the  Supreme  Being;  a  theme  the  moll  noble  and  ex-». 
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t.enfive,  and  capable  of  the  highefl  puttical  ornament,  i'hough  nothing  fhort  of  the  fimple  gran 
deur  of  D;ivid'h  lyre,  or  the  exalted  majefty  of  Milton's  epic  mufe,  can  fatisfy  the  mind  on  thi*  hal 
lowed  theme,  yet  he  maybe  reckoned  among  the  mod  fuccelsful  of  thofe  writers  who  have,  ventured 
to  tread  the  hallowed  ground  of  facred  poefy.  The  potm  is  without  a  plan,  or  any  connexion  of 
parts  ,  but  it  is  executed,  upon  the  whole,  with  great  fpirit  and  elegance,  and  btars  maiks  of  real 
genius.  It  abounds  with  beautiful  and  magnificent  images,  elevated  fentimentu,  animated  defcrip- 
tions,  and  flowing  lines  ;  but  the  poetical  dicli-  n  is  not  throughout  confidently  fupported  nor  the 
harmony  of  the  verfe  unifoimly  preferved.  Several  of  rhc  huts  are  flat  and  profaic.  The  Pi/ion  of 
Patience  exhibits,  with  fimilar  inequalities  of  language,  a  tendernefs  <>t  fentiment,  a  fertility  of  ima 
gination,  and  a  facility  of  txprcflion,  equal  to  the  moft  fuccefsful  imitations  of  Spenfer. 

The  Ode  to  Dr.  Cuming,  is  a  plcafing  and  poetical  prrformance,  though  :t  breathes  not  the  ardour  of 
fpirit  which  lyric  poetry  requires.  Hi-  Horace  and  Lydia,  is  a  happy  imitation  of  that  celebrated 
dialogue.  It  was  written  on  a  flight  temp'-rary  jarring  between  Boyfe  and  his  wife,  whom  he  thought 
too  much  attached  to  Mits>  Atchifon,  her  fifter,  a  woman  of  an  equivocal  character. 

His  Fpijlle  to  Brooke,  is  truly  penitentiary  and  poetical.  Boyfe  and  Brooke  had  been  long  ac 
quainted,  and  vifited  each  other  frequently.  While  Brooke  was  compofing  hi*  "  Guitavus  Vata," 
B«'yfe  by  his  irregularities,  feme  h«w,  gave  offence  to  Brooke,  who  for  fome  time  declined  his  vilits. 
Boyfe,  fenfible  of  his  fault  (for  no  man's  repentance  was  more  poignant  for  the  time,  but  it  was 
brief  and  fleeting),  addreffed  to  Brooke  this  epiftle  ;  which,  with  a  folemn  promife  of  amendment, 
reftored  him  to  favour. 

His  Elegies  are  equally  valuable,  as  effufjons  of  poetry,  and  as  monuments  of  gratitude  and  piety. 
The  Anniverfary  Ods,  to  the  memory  of  a  Daughter,  contains  an  afftdliorate  tribute  to  the  men^ry  of 
his  father.  If  his  daughter's  death  is  corredly  dated  in  1726,  he  muft  have  been  born  before  1708, 
or  married  before  he  was  eighteen  ;  the  age  at  which,  it  is  faid,  he  was  fent  to  Glafgow. 

The  teftimonies  to  his  merits  are  few,  but  refpectable.  Fielding,  in  his  "  Torn  Jones"  (book  vii, 
.ch.  I.),  gives  a  quotation  from  his  Deity,  which  he  ftyles  "  a  very  noble  one  ;"  and  then  adds  :  "  It 
is  taken  from  a  poem  called  the  Deity,  published  about  nine  years  ago,  and  long  fince  buried  in  ob 
livion  ;  a  proof  that  good  books,  no  more  than  good  men,  do  always  furvive  the  bad." 
>  Hervey,  in  his  "  Meditations"  (vol.  ii.  p,  239),  calls  it  "  a  very  beautiful,  fublime,  and  inftru&ive 
poem."  And  in  his  "  Letters"  (vol.  i.  p.  191).  fays,  "  It  is  a  noble  piece,  quite  poetical,  truly  evan 
gelical,  admirably  fitted  to  delight  and  comfort  the  heart,  to  alarm  and  improve  the  reader." 

Boyfe  himfeif  faid,  that,  upon  the  firft  publication  of  the  Deity,  a  gentleman  acquainted  with  Popo 
took  occafion  to  aflc  him  if  he  was  not  the  author  of  it ;  to  which  Pope  replied  :  "  That  he  was  not 
the  author;  but  that  there  were  many  lines  in  it  of  which  hetfhould  not  be  alhamed."  This  Boyfe 
considered  as  a  very  great  compliment. 

Such  are  the  teftimonies  in  favour  of  this  unfortunate  poet;  who  was  a  melancholy  Jnftance  of  the 
wretchednefs  and  difgrace  which  the  mod  ingenious  perfons  may  bring  upon  themfelves,  by  im 
prudence,  indolence,  and  an  indifcriminate  indulgence  of  their  appetites  and  paffions.  Had  he  em 
ployed  the  powers  with  which  nature  endowed  him,  in  a  manner  fuitable  to  the  duties  of  reafon 
and  virtue,  he  might  have  been  a  happy  and  refpeilable  man  ;  inftead  of  which,  he  was  expofed  to 
all  the  mifi  ries  of  the  moft  extreme  indigence ;  nor  could  the  eminent  talents  which  he  pcffefled 
refcue  him  from  contempt. 

The  unhappy  fate  of  Boyfe  will  bring  to  the  recolledion  of  thofe  who  are  but  flightly  acquainted 
with  the  lives  of  our  Englifh  writers,  many  inftances  of  men  of  the  brightert  parts,  whofe  lives,  af 
ter  an  uninterrupted  courfe  of  mifery,  have  terminated  under  the  preffure  of  wart.  Otway.  Sa 
vage,  Pattifon,  and  Chatterton,  were  admired,  and  at  the  fame  time  neglected ;  praifed,  and  at 
the  lame  time  ftarved.  , 

"  This  relation,"  to  ufe  the  forcible  language  of  Dr.  J.-hnfon  on  a  fimilar  occafion,  "  will  not  be 
wholly  without  its  ufe,  if  it  remind  thofe,  who  in  confidence  of  fuperior  capacities  or  attainment?, 
dilr-srard  the  common  maxims  of  life,  that  nothing  can  fupply  the  want  of  prudence;  and  that  ne 
gligence  and  irregularity,  long  continued,  will  make  knowledge  ufeleis,  wit  ridiculous,  and  genius 
contemptible." 
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DEITY. 

««  Unde  nil  maps  generatur  ipfo, 

"  Nee  viget  quidquam  fiaiile  aut  fecundum." 

HOR. 

FROM  earth's  low  profpe'<5b  and  deceitful  aims, 
From  wealth's  allurements,  and  ambition's  dreams, 
The  lover's  raptures,  and  the  hero's  views, 
All  the  falfe  joys  miftaken  man  purfues, 
The  fchemes  offcience,  the  delights  of  wine, 
Or  the  more  pleafmg  follies  of  the  nine  ! 
Recal,  fond  bard,  thy  long-enchanted  fight, 
Deluded  with  the  vifionary  light ! 
A  nobler  theme  demands  thy  facred  fong, 
A  theme  beyond  or  man's  or  angel's  tongue  ! 

But  oh,  alas  !   unhallow'd  and  profane, 
How  fhalt  thou  dare  to  raife  the  heav'nly  ftrain  ? 
Do  thou,  who  from  the  altar's  living  fire 
Ifaiah's  tuneful  lips  did  once  infpire, 
Come  to  my  aid,  celeftial  wifdom,  come ; 
From  my  dark  mind  difpel  the  doubtful  gloom  : 
My  paffions  dill,  my  purer  breaft  inflame, 
To  fing  that  God  from  whom  exiftence  came ; 
Till  heav'n  and  nature  in  the  concert  join, 
And  own  the  author  of  their  birth  divine. 

I.  Eternity. 

WHENCE  fprung  this  glorious  frame  ?  or  whence 

arofe 

The  various  forms  the  univerfe  compofe  ? 
From  what  Almighty  caufe,  what  myftic  fprings 
Shall  we  derive  the  origin  of  things? 
Sing,  heav'nly  Guide  !  whofe  all-efficient  light 
Drew  dawning  planets  from  the  womb  of  night  ! 
•Since  reafon,  by  thy  facred  didlates  taught, 
Adores  a  Pow'r  beyond  the  reach  of  thought. 

Firft  Caufe  of  caufes  !   Sire  fupreme  of  birth  '. 
Sole  light  of  heav'n  !   acknowledged  life  of  earth  ! 
Whofe  word  from  nothing  call'd  this  beauteous 

whole, 

This  wide  expanded  All  from  pole  to  pole  ! 
Who  fliall  prefcribe  the  boundary  to  Thee  ? 
Or  fix  the  era  of  eternity  ! 

Should  we,deceiv'd  by  error's  fceptic  glafs, 
Admit  the  thought  abfurd — that  nothing  was  ! 
Thence  would  this  wild,  this  falfe  conclufion  How, 
That  nothing  rais'd  this  beauteous  all  below  ! 
When  from  difclofmg  darknefs  fplendor  breaks, 
Affociate  atoms  move,  and  matter  fpeaksl 


\ 


When  non-exiftence  burfls  its  clofe  difguife, 
How  blind  ire  mortals  ? — not  to  own  the  ikies ! 

If  one  vaft  void  eternal  held  its  place, 
Whence  ftarted  time  ?  or  whence  expanded  fpace? 
What  gave  the  flumb'ring  mafs  to  feel  a  change  ? 
Or  bid  confenting  worlds  harmonious  range  ? 
Could  nothing  link  the  universal  chain? 
No,  'tis  impofiible,  abfurd,  and  vain  1 
Here  reafori  its  eternal  author  finds, 
The  whole  who  regulates,  unites,  and  binds, 
Enlivens  matter,  and  produces  minds! 
Inactive  Chaos  fleeps  in  dull  repofe, 
Nor  knowledge  thence,  nor  free  volition  flows  I 
A  nobler  fource  thofc  pow'rs  ethereal  {how, 
By  which  we  think,  deitgn,  refledl,  and  know; 
Thefe  from  a  caufe  fuperior  date  their  rife, 
"   Abflradl  in  eflence  from  material  ties." 
An  origin  immortal,  as  fupreme, 
From  whofe  pure  day,  celcftial  rays!   they  came: 
In  whom  all  pofiible  perfections  fhinc, 
Eternal,  folf-exiftent,  and  divine  ! 

From  this  great  fpring  of  uncreated  might  • 
This  all-refplendent  mb  of  vital  light ! 
Whence  all  created  beings  take  their  rife, 
Which  beautify  the  earth,  or  paint,  the  fkies  ! 
Profufely-wide  the  boundlefs  bleffings  flow, 
Which  heav'n  enrich,  and  gladden  worlds  below  I 
Which  are  no  lefs,  when  proper  ly  defin'd, 
Than  emanations  of.  th'  Eternal  Mind  ! 

Hence  triumphs  truth  beyond  objection  clear 
(Let  unbelief  attend,  and  {brink  with  fear  !) 
That  what  for  ever  was- — mud  iurely  be 
Beyond  commencement,  and  from  period  free; 
Drawn  from  himfelf  his  native  excellence, 
His  date  eternal,  and  his  fpace  immenfe  ! 
And  all  of  whom  that  man  can  comprehend, 
Is,  that  he  ne'er  begun,  nor  e'er  fhall  end. 

In  him  from  whom  exiftence  boundlefs  flow», 
Let  humble  faith  its  facred  truft  repofe; 
Affur'd,  on  his  eternity  depend, 
"  Eternal  Father  !  and  eternal  Friend  !" 
Within  that  myftic  circle  fafety  feek, 
No  time  can  leffen,  and  no  force  can  break; 
And,  loft  in  adoration,  breathe  his  praife, 
High  Rock  of  ages,  ancient  Sire  of  days  ! 

II.   (//,/,> 

THUS  recognis'd,  the  fpring  of  life  and  thought! 
Eternal,  feif-deriv'd,  and  unbegot ! 
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.Approach,  celefHal  mufe,  th'  empyreal  throne, 
Ai;d  awfully  adore  th'  exulted  One  ! 
In  nature  pure,  in  place  fuprernely  free, 
Ami  happy  in  fr  {Initial  unity  ! 
Blefs'd  in  himfelf,  had  from  his  forming  hand 
No  creatures  fprung  to  hail  his  wide  command; 
Bieisi'd,  had  the  facred  fountain  ne'er  run  o'er, 
A  btiundltfc  fea  of  blif*  that  knows  no  fhnre  ! 
v    Nor  fenfe  can  two  prime  origins  conceive, 
Nor  reafon  two  eternal  gods  believe  ! 
C'-uld  tlit.  wild  Maiiichcean  own  that  guide, 
The  good  w  u!d  triumph,  and  the  ill  (ubfide  ! 
Again  would  vanquifh'd  Arimanius  bleed, 
And  daikneis  from  prevailing  light  recede  1 

la  diff 'rent  individuals  we  find 
An  evident  dilVaiity  of  nund ; 
Hence  dudile  thought  a  thoufand  changes  gains, 
And  actions  vary  as  the  will  ordains  ; 
But  fhould  two  beings  equal. y  fupreme, 
Divided  p-..\v'r,  and  parted  empire  claim; 
How  (bun  w<:uld  univerfal  order  cea(e  ! 
How  forn  would  difcord  harmony  difplace! 
Eternal  fchemes  maintain  eternal  fight, 
Nr  yield,  fuppoited  by  eternal  might; 
Where  each  w,.uid  uncontroul'd  His  aim  purfue, 
The  links  diffever,  or  the  chain  renew  ; 
Matter  from  motion  croiV.  inipreffions  take, 
As  ferv'd  each  pow'r  his  rival's  pow'r  to  break, 
\VhiL  neucral  Chaos,  from  his  deep  recefs,          "} 
Would  view  the  uever  ending  ftrife  increafe, 
And  blefs  the  contell  that  lecur'd  his  ptace  !       J 
While  new  creations  would  oppofing  rife, 
And  elemental  war  deform  the  Ikies  ! 
Around  wild  uproar  and  confufion  hurl'd, 
Eclipfe  the  heav'ns,  and  wafte  the  ruin'd  world. 

Two  independent  caufes  to  admit, 
Deftroys  religion,  and  debafes  wit ; 
The  fink  by  i'uch  an  anarchy  undone, 
The  lail  acknowledges  its  fource  but  one. 
As  from  the  main  the  mountain  rills  are  drawn, 
That  wind  irriguous  through  the  flow'ry  lawn; 
So  mindful  of  their  fpring,  one  courfe  they  keep, 
Exploring,  till  they  find  their  native  deep! 

Exalted  Pow'r  !  invifible,  fupreme, 
Thou  iov'reign,  fole  unutterable  narrfe  ! 
As  round  thy  throne  thy  flaming  feraphs  ftand, 
And  touch  the  golden  lyre  with  trembling  hand; 
Too  weak  thy  pure  effulgence  to  behold, 
With  their  rich  plumes  tbeir  dazzled  eyes  infold; 
Tranfported  with  the  ardors  of  thy  praife, 
The  holy,  holy,  holy,  anthem  raiic  ! 
To  them,  itfponfive,  let  creation  fmg, 
Thee,  indivifibie  eternal  King  1 

III.    Spirituality. 

O  SAY,  celeflial  mufe!    whofe  purer  birth 

Dildains  the  low  material  ties  of  earth  ! 

By  what  bright  images  (hall  be  oefin'd 

The  myftic  nature  of  th'  eternal  Mind  ? 

Or  how    fhall   thought  the   dazzling  height  ex 
plore, 

Where  all  that  reafon  can — is  to  adore ! 
That  God's  an  immaterial  effcnce  pure, 

Whom  figure  can't  defcnbe,  ncr  parts  immure  ; 
3 


Incapable  of  pafiions,  Jmpulfe,  fear, 

In  go«>d  pre-eminent,  in  truth  fevere ' 

Unm.'x'cl  his  nature,  and  fublim'd  his  pow'r3} 

From  all  the  grofs  allay  that  tempers  ours; 

In  whrfe  clear  eye  the  bright  angelic  train 

Appear  fuffus'd  with  imperfection's  itaia  ! 

Impervious  to  the  man's,  or  feraph's  eye, 

Beyond  the  ken  of  each  exalted  high; 

Him  would  in  vain  material  fernbJance  feign, 

Or  fii;iir  d  fhrines  the  boundleis  Goil  contain  ; 

Object  -..f  fairh  : — he  fhuns  the  view  of  fenfe, 

L.'>lt  in  tht  blaze  of  GghtleTs  excellence  ! 

Matt  perfect,  moth  lurelli-.'ent,  m.,ic  wife, 

In  whom  the  fan&ity  of  purenefs  lies; 

In  whole  utijufling  mind  the  whole  is  wrought, 

Whole  form  is  fpirit !  and  whole  eflVnce  thought  ? 

Are  tiuths  infcrib'd  by  wil'doni's  brightctt  ray, 

In  characters  th  t  gild  the  face  of  day 

Reafon  comefs'd,  ,  howc'er  We  may  difpute) 
Fix'd  boundary  !   ditcover*  man  from  brute; 
But  dim  to  u-,  exerts  its  fainter  ray, 
Depreis'd  i  \  maTer,  and  ally'd  ro  clay  ! 
In  form?  fuperior  kinoles<leis  coi'fin'd, 
VVhole  drefs  is  ethfr,  and  whofr  iubfUnce  mind; 
Yet  ail  from  him,  fupreme:  of  Caufes,  flow, 
To  him  their  pow'rs  and  fh  ir  txH.L-nce  owe; 
From  the  bright  che.rub  of  the  noh»e';  birth, 
'I'o    the   poor    reafomng   g.ow-worm    piuc'd  on 

earth  ; 

From  matter  then  to  fpirit  flill  afcend, 
Through  fpirit  1H11  reiining,  higher  tend  ; 
Purfue,  on  knowledge  bent,  the  path lefs  road, 
Pierce  through  infinitude  in  queft  of  God  ! 
Still  from  thy  fearch,  the  centre  tlili  fhull  fly, 
Approaching  full — thou  never  fhalt  come  nigh  1 
So  its  bright  orb,  th'  aipiring  flame  would  j-jin, 
Bat  the  vaft  diflance  mocks  the  fond  defign. 

If  he,  Almighty  '  whofe  decree  is  fatv', 
Could, to  diiplay  his  pow'r,  fubvert  his  ilatej 
Bid  from  his  plailic  hand  a  greater  i  i-j, 
Produce  a^mailer  :   and  rtfign  his  ikies ! 
Impart  his  incommunicable  flame, 
The  myftic  number  of  th'  eti-rnal  name  \ 
Then  might  revoking  reafon  s  feeble  ray, 
Afpire  to  qucllion  God's  all -i-eiy'cd  day  ! 
Vain  ufk  !   the  clay  in  the  da  ceding  hand, 
1'he  reafuii  oi  its  form  might  fo  demand, 
As  man  prefume  to  queftion  his  difpole, 
From  whpm  the  pow'r,  he  tiius  abides,  flows'. 

Here  point,  fair   mufe  .   the   worihip   God  re* 

qui; 

Fhc  foul  infiam'd  with*chafte  and  holy  fires  ! 
Where  lave  celeuial  warms  the  happy  bteaft, 
And  from  fmcerity  the  thought's  exj>;eis'd  ; 
Where  genuine  piety  and  tru'h  refiii'd, 
Ri   conieciate  the  temple  of  the  mind  ; 
With  grateful  flames  the  living  altars  glow9 
And  God  defcerids  to  vifu  man  below  1 

IV.    Omfipi  efinte. 

THROUGH  the  unmeafurable  trails  of  fpace, 
Go,  mufe  divine  !  and  prefect  G.nihead  trace  I 
See  where  by  place.  m,circumfcrib'd  as  time, 
He  reigna  cxtende-d,  aad  he  fliines  fublime  ' 
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Shoulcl'ft  thou  above  the  heav'n  of  heav'n?  afcend, 
Couldft  thou  helnw  the  depth  of  drpths  delcend  ; 
Could  thy  fond  flight  beyond  the  flarry  fphere, 
The  radiant  morning's  lucid  pinions  bear  ! 
There  fliould  his  brighter  prefence  (bine  confefs'd 
There  his  almighty  arm  thy  courfe  arrefl  ! 
Could'ft  thou  the  thickeft  veil  of  night  afTume, 
Or  thir<k  to  hide  thee  in  the  central  gloom! 
Yet  there,  all  patent  to  his  piercing  fight, 
Darknefs  itfelf  would  kindle  into  light : 
Not  the  black  maniions  ef  the  filent  grave, 
Nor  darker  hell  frr.m  her  perception  fave; 
What  pow'r,  alas!  thy  footfteps  car  convey 
Beyond  the  reach  of  omniprtfrnt  day  ' 

In  his  wide  grafp,  and  cnmprehenfive  eye, 
Immediate,  worlds  on  worlds  nnnumber'd  lie  : 
Syftems  enclos'd  in  his  perception  roll, 
Whofe  all-informing  mind  directs  the  whole  : 
Lodg'd   in  his  grafp,   their    certain    ways   they 

know ; 
Plac'd  in  that  fight  from  whence  can  nothing  go. 

On  earth  his  footftool  fix'd,  in  heav'n  his  feat; 
Enthron'd  he  dilates,  and  his  word  is  fate. 

Nor  want  his  (hining  images  below, 
In  ftream*.  that  murmur,  or  in  winds  that  blow; 
His  fpirit  broods  along  the  boundlefs  flood, 

Smiles  in  the  plain,  and  whifpers  in  the  wood; 
Warms  in  the  genial  fun's  enliv'ning  ray, 

Breathes  in  the  air,  and  beautifies  the  day ! 
Should  man  his  great  immenfity  deny, 

Man  might  as  well  ufurp  the  vacant  Iky  : 

For  were  he  limited  in  date,  or  view, 

Thence  were  his  attributes  imperfect  too; 

His  knowledge,  pow'r,  his  goodnefs  all  confin'd, 

And  loft  th*  idea  of  a  rulir.g  Mind  ! 

Feeble  the  truft,  and  comfortlefs  the  fenfe, 

Of  a  defective  partial  Providence! 

Boldly  might  then  his  arm  injuftice  brave, 

Or  innocence  in  vain  his  mercy  crave ; 

Dejected  virtue  lift  its  hopelds  «;ye  ; 

And  heavy  forrow  vent  the  heartiefs  figh  ! 

An  abfent  God  no  abler  to  defend, 

Protect,  or  punifh,  than  an  abfent  friend  ; 

Diftant  alike,  our  wants  or  griefs  to  know, 

To  eafe  the  anguvfh,  or  prevent  the  blow  ! 

If  he,  fupreme  Director,  were  not  near, 

Vain  were  our  hope,  and  empty  were  our  fear ; 

Unpunifti'd  vice  would  o'er  the  world  prevail, 

And  unrewarded  virtue  toil — to  fail ! 

The  r.  oral  world  a  fecond  chaos  He, 

And  nature  ficken  to  the  thoughtful  eye ! 

Even  the  weak  embryo,  ere  to  life  it  breaks, 

From  his  high  pow'r  its  flender  texture  takes; 

\VhiIe  in  his  book  the  various  parts  inroll'd, 

Increafing,  own  eternal  Wifdom's  mould. 
Nor  views  he  enly  the  material  whole, 

But  pierces  thought,  and  penetrates  the  foul ! 

Ere  from  the  lips  the  vocal  accents  part, 

Or  the  faint  purpofe  dawns  within  the  heart ! 

His  fteady  eye  the  mental  birth  perceives, 

Ere  yet  to  us  the  new  idea  lives  ! 

Knows  what  we  fay,  ere  yet  the  words  proceed, 

And  ere  we  form  th'  intention,  marks  the  deed  ! 

But  conicience,  fair  vicegerent -light  within, 
Afi't;  is  jr*  av.thor,  and  reftor'cs  the  £cene  ! 
VOL.  X. 


Poin  ?  out  the  beauty  of  the  govern'd  plan, 
"   And  vindicates  the  ways  of  God  ro  man  " 

7'htn  facred  mufe.  by  the  vaft  profpecl  fir'd, 
From  heav'n  defcended,  as  by  h^av'n  infpir  d  ; 
His  all  enlijrhr'ning  Orr.niprefence  own, 
Whence   firft  thou  feels  thy  dwindling  prefence 

known ; 

His  wide  nmnifcicnre,  juftly  grateful  flng, 
Whence  thy  weak  fcience  prunes  its  callow  wing! 
And  blefs  th'  eternal — all-informing  foul, 
Whofe  fight  pervades,  whole  knowledge  fills  the 
whole ! 

V.   Immutability. 

As  the  Eternal  and  Omnifcient  Mind,  - 
By  laws  not  limited,  nor  bounds  confin'd; 
Is  always  independent,  always  free, 
Hence  fnines  confefs'd  immutability  ! 
Change,  whether  the  fpontaneous  child  of  will,) 
Or  birth  of  force. — is  imperfection  ftill. 
But  he,  all-perfect,  in  himfelf  contains 
Pow'r  felf-deriv'd,  and  from  himfelf  he  reigns  \ 
If,  alter'd  by  conftraint,  we  could  fuppofe, 
That  God  his  fix'd  (lability  flu-eld  lofe  ; 
How  ftartles  reafon  at  a  thought  fo  ftrange  ! 
What  pow'r  can  force  Omipotence  to  change  I 
If  from  his  own  divine  productive  thought, 
Were  the  yet  ftranger  alteration  wrought ; 
Could  excellence  fupreme  hew  rays  acquire  ? 
Or  ftrong  perfection  raiie  its  glories  higher  ? 
Abfiird  !— his  high  meridian  brightnefs  glows, 
Never  decreafes,  never  overflows  ' 
Knows  no  addition,  yields  to  no  decay, 
The  blaze  of  incommunicable  day  ! 
Below,  through  different  forms   does  matter 

range, 

And  life  fubfifts  from  elemental  change, 
Liquids  condenfmg  fliapes  terrSftrial  wear, 
Earth  mounts  in  fire,  and  fire  difiolves  in  air ; 
While  we,  inquiring  phantoms  of  a  day, 
Inconftant  as  the  ftiadows  we  furvey  : 
With  them,  along  time's  rapid  current  p'afs, 
And  hafte  to  mingle  with  the  parent  mats ; 
But  thou,  Eternal  Lord  of  lite  divine  ! 
In  youth  immortal  fhalt  for  ever  (bine .'. 
No  change  {hall  darken  thy  exalted  name, 
From  everlafting  ages  ftill  the  fame  ; 

If  God,  like  man,  his  purpofe  could  renew, 
His  laws  could  vary,  or  his  plans  undo; 
Defpondipg  faith  would  droop  its  cheerlefs  wirigj 
Religion  deaden  to  a  lifclefs  thing ! 
Where  could  we,  rational,  repofeour  truft, 
But  in  a'pow'r  immutable  as  juft  i 
How  judge  of  revelation's  force  divine, 
If  truth  unerring  gave  not  the  defign  ; 
Where,  as  in  nature's  fair  according  plan, 
All  fmiles  benevolent  and  good  to  man. 

Plac'd  in  this  narrow  clouded  fpot  below, 
We  dackly  fee  around,  and  darkly  know  1 
Religion  lends  the  falutary  beam. 
That  guides  our  reafon  through  the  dubious  glearfla 
Till  founds  the  hour,  when  he  who  rules  the  flcies 
Shall  bid  the  curtain  of  Otnnifcience  rife  ! 
Shall  diflipate  the  mifts  that  veil  our  fight, 
And  fhow  his  creatures — all  bit  ivayt  art  right ! 
X 
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Then  when  afroniih'd  nature  feel*  it-  fate, 
And  fetter'd  time  fhali  know  his  lateft  date  ! 
'When  eanh  fhall  in  the  mighty  blaze  expire, 
Heav'n  melt  with  heat  and  worlds diffolve  in  fire! 
The  univerfal  fyitem  •fhrink  away, 
And  ceafing  orbs  confef.  th'  Almighty  fway  1 
Imm<  rtal  he.  amidft  the  wreck  fecure, 
Shal;  fit  exalted  permanently  pure  ! 
As  iii^the  leered  hufh,  fhall  fhine  the  fame, 
And  irum  the  ruin  raife  a  fairer  frame  1 

VI.    Omnipotence. 

FAR  hence,  ye  vifionary  charming  m  '.ids, 
Y<-  fancy'd  nymphs  that  haunt  the  Grecian  fhades 
Your  b'rth,  who  from  conceiving  fiction  drew, 
Yourfelvts  producing  phantoms  as  untrue; 
Bu'  con-e  fuperior  mule!  divinely  bright, 
Daughter  of  heav'n,  whofe  off-pring  fti.l  are  light 
Oh  con  Jefctnd,  celeftial  facred  gueft ! 
To  purge  my  fight  and  animate  my  breaft, 
"While  I  prefume  Omnipotence  to  trace, 
And  fing  that  pow'r  who  peopled  b<  un^lrfs  fpace 
Thou  preient  -wert,  when  forth  th'  Almighty 

rode, 

"While  Chaos  trembled  at  the  voice  of  God  '. 
Th  'U  fa\v,  when  o'er  th'  immenfe  his  line  he  drew 
"When  nothing  from  his  word"  exiftence  knew  . 
His  word,  that  wak'd  to  life  the  vaft  profound, 
Wnilf  confcious  light  was  kindled  at  the  found  ! 
Creation  fair  !  furpris'd  the  angelic  eyes, 
And  fov'reign  wifdom  faw  that  all  was  wife ! 
H  m,  fnle  Almighty,  nature's  book  difplays, 
Diftirct  the  page,  ar.d  legible  'he  rays  ! 
JLet  the  wild  fceptic  his  attention  throw 
To  the  broad  horizon,  or  eanh  below ; 
He  finds  thy  foft  imprcffion  touch  his  breaft, 
He  feels  the  God  and  owns  him  unconfefs'd  ! 
Should  the  ftray  pilgrim,  tir'd  of  fands  and  Ikies, 
In  Libya's  wafte  behold  a  palace  rife, 
Would  he  believe  the  charm  from  atoms  wrought? 
Go,  atheifl,  hence,  and  mend  thy  jufter  thought ! 

What  hand,  Almighty  Architect  !  but  thine 
Could  give  fhe  model  of  this  vaft  defign  ? 
What  hand  but  thine  adjuft  th'  amazing  whole  ? 
And  bid  contenting  fyitems  beauteous  roll : 
What  hand  but  thine  fupply  the  folar  light.? 
Ever  bcftowing,  yet  for  ever  bright  : 
What  hand  but  thine  the  itarry  train  array, 
Or  give  the  moon  to  fhed  her  borrow'd  ray  ? 
"Wliat  hand  but  thine  the  azure  convex  fpread? 
What  hand  but  thine  compofe  the  ocean's  bed  ? 
To  the  vafc  main  the  fandy  barrier  throw, 
And  with  the  feeble  curb  reftraln  the  foe  !  x 
What  hand  but  thine  the  wint'ry  flood  affwage, 
Or  ftop  the  tempeft  in  its  wildeft  rage  ! 

Thee  infinite  !  what  finite  can  explore  ? 
Imagination  finks  beneath  thy  pow'r; 
Thee  could  the  ableft  of  thy  creatures  know, 
L.ft  were  thy  unity,  for  he  were  thou  ! 
Yet  prefent  to  al!  fenfe  thy  pow'r  remains, 
Reveal'd  in  nature, narure's  Author  reigns! 
In  vain  would  error  fr»m  conviction  fly, 
Thou  ev'ry  where  art  prefent  to  the  eye  ! 
The  fenfe  how  ftupid,and  the  fight  how  blind, 
That  fails  this  univerfal  truih  to  find ! 


Go  !  all  the  fightlefs  realms  of  fpace 
Returning  trace  the  planetary  way  ! 
The  fun,  that  in  his  central  glory  fhines, 
While  ev'ry  planet  round  his  orb  inclines; 
Then  at  our  intermediate  globe  rep -fe, 
And  view  yon  lunar  fatellite  that  glows  ! 
Or  caft  along  the  azure  vault  thy  eye. 
When  golden  day  enlightens  all  the  fky; 
Around,  behold  earth'^s  variegated  fcene, 
The  mingling  profpccts,  and  the  flow'ry  green; 
I  he  mountain  brow,  the  long-extended  wood, 
Or  the  rude  rock  that  threaten-  o'e.r  the  flood  \ 
And  fay,  are  thefe  the  wild  tffccts  of  chance  ? 
Oh,  ftrange  effect. of  reas'ning  ignorance! 

Nor  pow'r  a  one  confefs'd  in  grandeur  liesf 
The  glittering  planet,  or  the  painted  Ikies  1 
Equal,  the  elephant's  or  emmets  drefs, 
The  wifdom  of  Omnipotence  confefs; 
Equal,  the  cumbrous  whale  s  enormous  mafs^ 
Wirh  the  fmall  infect  in  the  crowded  grafs; 
The  mite  that  gambols  in  its  acid  fea, 
In  fhape  a  porpus,  though  a  fpeck  to  thee  ! 
Ev'n  the  blue  down  the  purple  piumb  furroundj, 
A  living  world,  thy  faiinng  fight  confounds, 
To  him  a  peopled  habitation  fhows, 
Where  millions  tafte  the  bounty  God  beltows  ! 

Greatj  Li  rd  of  life,  whofe  all-c»ntrouling  might^ 
Through  wide  creation  beams  divinely  bright, 
Nor  only  does  thy  povv'r  in  forming  fhine, 
But  to  annihilate,  dread  King  !  is  thine. 
Shouldft  thou  withdraw  thy  ftill-fupporting  hand, 
How  languid  nature  would  aft.'mfh'd  ftand  ' 
Thy  frown  the  ancient  realm  of  night  reftore, 
And  raife  a  blank — where  fyftems  1  mi  I'd  before ! 

Sec  in  corruption,  all-furprifing  ftate, 
How  ftruggling  life  eludes  the  ftroke  ot  fate  ; 
Shock'd  at  the  fccne,  though  fenfe  averts  its  eye. 
Nor  flops  the  wond'rous  procefs  to  defcry ; 
Yet  jufter  thought  the  my  (lie  change  purfues, 
And  with  dtlight  Almighty  wifdom  views  ! 
The  brute,  the  vegetable  worlds  furveys>, 
^ees  life  fubfifting  ev'n  from  life's  decays  ! 
Mark  there,  felf-taught,  the  ptnfive  reptile  come, 
Spins  his  thin  fhroud,  and  living  builds  his  tomb  I 
With  confcious  care  his  former  plcafutes  leave, 
And  drefs  him  for  the  bus'nefs  of  the  grave  ! 
Ihence,  pafs'd  the  fhort-liv'd  change,  renew'd  h6 

fprings, 

Admires  the  fkies,  and  tries  his  filken  wings ! 
With  airy  flight  the  infect  roves  abroad, 
And  ftorns  the  meaner  earth  he  lately  trod  ! 

Thee,  potent,  let  deliver'd  ifrael  praife, 
And  to  thy  name  their  grateful  homage  raife  ! 
Thee,  potent  God  !  let  Egypt's  land  declare, 
That  felt  thy  juftice,  awfully  fevere  ' 
iow  did  thy  frown  benight  the  fhadow'd  land  ? 
Mature  revers'd,  h'>w  own  thy  high  command  ? 
When  jarring  elements  their  ufe  f->rgot, 
And  the  fun  felt  thy  overcafting  blot ! 
When  earth  produc'd  the  peftilential  brood, 
And  the  foul  Itream  was  crimfon'd  into  HI  -od  ! 
How  deep  the  horrors  of  that  awful  night, 
iow  ftrong  the  terror,  and  how  wild  the  fright ! 
When  o'er  the  land  thy  fword  vindictive  pad, 
And  men  and  infants  breath'd  at  once  their  laft, 
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did  thy  arm  thy  favour'd  tribes  convey! 
Thy  light  conducing  point  the  patent  way  ? 
Obedient  ocean  to  their  march  divide 
1  lie  wat'ry  wail  diltiniit  on  either  fide  ; 
While  through  the  deep  the  long  proceffiori  led, 
And  law  the  wonders  of  the  oozy  bed! 
N»r  long  they  march'd,  till  blackening  in  thd  rear, 
The  vengeful  fjrant  and  his  hoft  appear! 
Plunge  down  the  deep,  the  waves  thy  nod  obey, 
And  vvhtlm  the  threatening  ftorm  beneath  the  lea! 

Nor  yet  thy  pcw'r  thy  chofen  train  forfook, 
When  through  Arabia's  lands  their  way  they  took; 
By  day  thv  cloud  was  prefer) t  to  the  fight, 
Thy  fie  y  pillar  led  the  march  by  night; 
Thy  hand  amidft  the  wafte  their  table  fpread, 
With  leathered  viands  and  with  heav'nly  bread  : 
When  the  dry  wildernefs  no  ftreams  fupply'd, 
Gufii  d  from  the  yielding  rock  the  vital  tide  ! 
What  limits  can  Omni;  ounce  confine  ? 
What  obflacles  oppt>fe  thy  arm  divine  ? 
Since  ftones  and  waves  their  fettled  laws  forego, 
bince  feas  can  harden    and  fince  rocks  can  flow  ! 

On  Sinai's  top,  the  mufe  with  ardciu  wing 
The  triumphs  of  Omnipotence  w  tildiing1, 
When  o'er  its  airy  brow  thy  cloud  clifplay'd, 
Involved  the  nations  in  its  awful  (hade  ! 
When  fhrunk  the  earrh  from  thy  approaching  face, 
And  the  rock  trembled  to  it-  rooted  bafe ; 
Yet  where  thy  majelly  divine  appear'd, 
Where  fhone  thy  glory,  and  thy  voice  was  heard  ; 
JEv'n  in  the  blaze  of  that  tremendous  day, 
Idolatry  its  impious  rites  could  pay  ! 
Oh  ihamc  to  thought  '. —  Thy  faded  throne  Invade, 
And  biave  the  bolt  that  lii.ger'd  round  its  head  ! 

VII.  Wlffam. 

O  THOU,  who  when  th'  Almighty  form'd  thi«  all, 
Upheld  the  fcale,  and  weigh'd  each  balanc'd  bail; 
And  as  his  hand  completed  each  deu'gn, 
Numher'd  the  work,  and  fix'd  'he  feal  divine  ; 
O  wifdom  infinite  !   creation's  foul, 
Whofe  rays  diffufe  new  luthe  o'er  the  whole, 
What  tongue    (hall    make    thy    charms    ccleftial 

known  ? 
What  hand,  fair  goddefs  !  paint  thee  but  thy  own? 

What  though  in  nature's  univcrfal  frore, 
Appear  the  wonders  of  Almighty  pow'r? 
Pow'r  unattended,  terror  would  mfptre, 
Aw'd  muft  we  gaze,  and  comfoitleis  admire. 
But  when  fair  wifdom  jon  s  if  rhe  defign, 
The  beauty  of  the  whole  refill1 's  divine  ! 

Hence  life  acknowledges  its  glorious  caufe, 
And  matter  owns  its  great  Dili  ofer's  law* ; 
Hence  in  a  thoufand  different  models  wroug'ht, 
Now  fix'd  to  quiet,  now  ally'd  to  thc.ughr ; 
Hence  flow  the  fonr.s  and  properties  oi  things, 
Hence  rifes  harmony,  and  orrier  fpr:ngs, 
Elle  had  the  myfs  a  fhapeltfs  chaos  lay, 
Nor  ever  felt  the  dawn  of  wifdo'in's  day  ! 

bee,  how  aflociate  round  their  central  fun, 
Their  faithful  rings  the  circling  planets  run  ; 
Still  equi-diftant,  never  yet  too  near, 
Exactly  tracing  their  appointed  ipbere. 
Mark  how  the  moon  our  flying  orb  purfues, 
While  frojn  the  UJ.Q  her  monthly  light  renews  j 


Breathes  her  wide  influence  on  the  world  below,* 
And  bids  the  tides  alternate  ebb  and  flow. 
Vie-**  how  in  courfe  the  conftant  leaforis  rife, 
Deform  the  earth,  or  beautify  the  fides  : 
Fii  ft  fpring  advancing   with  herflow'ry  train, 
Next  fummer's  hand  that  fpreaas  the  fylvan  fcene>' 
Then  autumn  \vith  her  ye'.l'Av  harvefts  crown'd.,' 
A:  d  trembling  winter  ciofe  the  annual  round. 
The  vegetable  tribes  obfcrvant  trace, 
From  rhe  tall  cedar  to  the  creeping  grafs  : 
The  chain  of  animated  beings,  fcale, 
Fror.i  the  fmall  reptile  to  t;i'  enormous  whatej 
From  the  ftrong  eagle  ftoi.ping  through  the  ikiefj 
To.  the  low  ihfeft  tHdt  eicapes  rhy  eyes! 
And  fee,  if  fee  thou  ca'nfr,  in  ev'ry  fran-e,     - 
Eternal  Wifdom  fhine  ccnfefs'd  -he  fame  : 
As  proper  organs  ta  the  Itall  affign'd,     . 
As  proper  means  to  propsga'e  the  kind, 
•  As  jullr  the  flrufiure,  and  as  wife  the  plan, 
As  in  this  lord  of^all  —  debating  rhai   ! 

Hence,  rea«.'n'ng  creature,  thy  diuin&icflD  finctj 
Nor  longer  to  the  way>  of  heav'n  be  b'ind. 
Wifdom  in  outward  beauty  ftrihesthe  mind, 
But  outward  btaufy  prints  a  charm  behind. 
What  gives  the  earth,  the  ambient  air,  or  feas3 
fhe  plain,  the  river,  or  the  wood  to  pleafe  ? 
Oh  lay,  i;i  whom  does  beauty's  felf  tefide, 
The  beauf'fier,  or  the  beautify  'd  ? 
There  dwtHs  the  Godhead  HI  the  bright  difgtjifej 
Beyond  ;he  ken  of  all  created  eyes  ! 
H:.s  works  our  love,  and  our  attention  fteal, 
His  works  (fur»rif:ng  thought  !)   the  Maker  vefl^ 
Too  weak  our  fight  to  pierce  the"  radiant  cloud, 
Where  wif.iom  (hine?,  in  all  her  charms  avow'd» 

O  gracious  God,  omnipotent  and  wife, 
U   ?rnng  I,ord.  and  Tuier  of  the  fkies  ; 
A!!-comk  (tending  to  rhy  feeble  hea~t, 
One  bt-am  of  thy  celeftial  light  impart  ;' 
1  leek  n-t  fordid  wealth,  or  glif'ring 
O  grant  me  wifdom  —  and  I  alk  no  more  ! 


VIII.  Pro-jiJence. 

A;S  from  fome  level  country's  fhelter'd  ground, 
With  towr.>  replae,  with  green  enclofures 
Wh^re  the  eye  kept  within  the  verdant  maze, 
But  gets  a  tranfient  vifta  as  it  ftrays  ; 
I  he  pilgrim  to  tome  rifing  fummit  tends, 
Whence  opens  all  the  fcene  as  he  afcends  : 
So  Providence  the  friendly  height  fupplies, 
Where  all  the  charm    of-Dei'y  furpii'le; 
Here  goodnef*   ro\ver   and  wifdom  all  unite,     , 
And  ciazziing  glories  whelm  the  ravilh'd  fightf, 

Almighty  Cauie      'tis  thy  preferving  care, 
That  keeps  thy  woiks  for  ever  frefh  and  fa;r! 
The  fun  from  thy  fuperior  radiance  bright, 
EteniA!  {h  vi.«  his  delegated  light. 
Lends  to  his  filter  oib  inferior  day, 
A.i;d  paint    rhe  fi!ver  moon's-  alternate  ray  : 
Thy  hand  the  wafle  of  eating  time  renews, 
l*h  u  fheda'ft  the  tepid  morning's  balmy  dews  ; 
Wnen  ragi:'g  wind^  the  .  blacken'd  deep  deform, 
Thy  fpint  rides  commifliQn'd  in  the  derm  ; 
Bids  at  thy  will  the  fhck'nlng  tempefr  ceafe, 
Wrhile  the  calm  ocean  fmooths  its  ruffled  face  5 
Yrj 
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When  light'nings  through  the  air  tremendous  fly, 
Or  the  blue  plague  is  loofen'd  to  dellroy, 
Thy  hand  directs,  or  turns  afide  the  ftroke, 
Thy  word  the  fiend's  commiflion  can  revoke  ; 
"When  fubterraneous  fires  the  furface  heave, 
And  towns  are  bury'd  in  the  yawning  grave  ; 
Thou  fuffer'ft  not  the  raifchief  to  prevail, 
Thy  fnv'reign  touch  the  recent  wound  can  heal. 
To    Zembhrs   rocks   thou   fend'lt    the    cheerful 

gleam ; 

O'er  Libya's  fands  thou  pour' ft  the  cooling  ftrcam; 
Thy  watchful  Providence  o'er  all  intends, 
Thy  works  obey  their  great  Creator's  ends. 

When  man  too  long  the  paths  of  vice  putfu'd, 
Thy  hand  prepar'd  the  univerfal  flood; 
Gracious  to  Noah  gave  the  timely  fign, 
To  fave  a  remnant  from  the  wrath  divine! 
Out-  dining  wafte  the  globe  terreflrial  lay, 
And  the  ark  hcav'd  along  the  troubled  fea; 
Thou  bad'ft  the  deep  his  ancient  bed  explore, 
The  clouds  theirvwat'ry  deluge  pour'd  no  more  ! 
The  fkks  were  clear'd — the  mountain  tops  were 

fecn, 

The  dove  pacific  brought  the  olive-green. 
On  Arrarat  the  harpy  patriarch  toft, 
found  the  recover'd  world  his  hopes  had  loft  ; 
There  his  fond  eyes  review'd  the  pleafing  fcene, 
The  earth  all  verdant,  and  the  air  ferene  ! 
its  precious  freight  the  guardian  ark  difplay'd, 
"While  Noah  grateful  adoration  paid  ! 
J3eholding  in  the  many-tinclur'd  bow, 
The  promife  of  a  fafer  world  below. 

When  wild  ambition  rear'd  its  impious  head, 
And  rifiag  Babel  heav'n  with  pride  furvey'd; 
Thy  word  the  mighty  labour  could  confound, 
And  leave  the  mafs  to  moulder  with  the  ground. 
f  From  thee  all  human  actions  take  their  fpnngs, 
»The  rife  of  empires,  and  the  fall  cf  kings ! 

^ee  t^ie  va^c  tneatre  °f  tirne  difplay'd, 
While  o'er  the  fcene  fucceeding  heroes  tread  ! 
"With  pomp  the  finning  images  fucceed, 
What  leaders  triumph  !  and  what  monarchs  bleed  ! 
Perform  the  parts  thy  Providence  affign'd, 
Their  pride,  their  paffions  to  thy  ends  inclin'd  : 
A  while  they  glitter  in  the  face  of  day, 
Then  at  thy  nod  the  phantoms  pafs  away; 
!No  traces  left  of  all  the  bufy  f-ene, 
[But  that  remembrance  fay? — The  ihtnvi  Lave Le:n  .' 
^    "   But  (quefHons  doubt)   whence  fickly  nature 
"  The  ague-fits  her  face  fo  oft  reveal*?          [feels 
"  Whence  earthquakes  heave  the  earth's  aftoniuYd 
«  breaft  ?  [frft  ? 

"  Whence  tempefts  rage  ?  or  yellow  plagues  in- 
"  Whence  draws  rank  Afric  her  empoilbh'd  (lore  ? 
ic  Or  liquid  ikes  explofive  ./Etna  pour  ?" 
Go,  fccptic  mole  !  demand  th'  Eternal'Caufe, 
The  fecret  of  his  all-preferving  laws  ? 
The  depths  of  wifdom  infinite  explore, 
And  afo  thy  Maker — why  he  knows  no  more  ? 

Thy  error  fiill  in  moral  things  as  great, 
As  vain  to  cavil  at  the  ways  of  fate. 
To  aflc  why  profp'rous  vice  fo  oft  fucceeds, 
Why  fuffers  innocence,  or  virtue  bleeds ! 

y  moiifters,  nature  muft  with  blufhes  own, 
crimes  grow  pow*rful,  and  difgrace  a  throne  ! 


Why  faints  and  fages,  mark'd  in  ev'ry  age, 
Perifh  the  victims  of  tyrannic  rage; 
Why  Socrates  for  truth  and  freedom  fell, 
Or  Nero  reign'd  the  delegate  of  hell  : 
In  vain  by  reafon  is  the  maze  purfu'd, 
Of  ill  triumphant,  and  afflicted  good. 
Fix'd  to  the  hold,  fo  might  the  failor  aim 
To  judge  the  pilot,  and  the  fteerage  blame  i 
As  we  direct  to  God  what  fhould  belong, 
Or  fay  that  fov'reign  wifdom  governs  wrong. 

Nor  always  vice  does  nncnrrected  go, 
Nor  virtue  unrewarded  pafs  below  ! 
Oft  facred  juftice  lifts  her  awful  head, 
And  dooms  the  tyrant  »ud  th'  ulurper  dead; 
Oft  Providence,  more  friendly  than  fevere, 
Arrefts  the  hero  in  his  wild  career  ; 
Directs  the  fever,  poniard,  or  the  ball, 
By  which  an  Ammon,  Charles,  or  Cxfar  fall : 
Or  when  the  curfed  Borgias  brew  the  cup 
For  merit,  bids  the  monllcrs  drink  it  up; 
On  violence  oft  retorts  the  cruel  fpearj 
Or  fetters  cunning  in  its  crafty  fnare  : 
Relieves  the  innocent,  exalts  the  juft, 
And  lays  :he  proud  oppreffor  in  the  daft  ! 

But  fait  as  time's  fwift  pinions  can  convey, 
Haflens  the  pomp  of  that  tremendous  day, 
When  to  the  view  of  all  created  eyes, 
God's  high  tribunal  fhail  majeftic  rife, 
When  the  loud  trumpet  fhall  affembie  round 
The  dead,  reviving  at  the  piercing  found  ! 
Where  men  und  angels  fhall  to  audit  come, 
And  millions  yet  ui.horn  receive  their  doom  ! 
Then  fhall  fair  Providence,  to  all  difplay'd, 
Appear  divinely  bright  without  a  fhade; 
In  light  triumphant,  all  her  acts  be  fhown, 
And  blufhing  doubt  eternal  wifdom  own  ! 

Meanwhile,  thou  great  Intelligence  fupremc, 
Sov' reign  Director  of  this  mighty  frame, 
Whofe  watchful  hand,  and  all-obferving  ken, 
Fashions  the  hears,  and  views  the  ways  of  men, 
Whether  thy  hand  the  plenteous  table  fpread, 
Or  menfure  fparin«ly  the  daily  bread; 
Whether  or  wealth  or  honours  gild  the  fcene, 
Or  wants  deform,  and  wafting  anguifh  ftain  ; 
On  thee  let  truth  and  virtue  firm  rely, 
Blefa'd  in  the  care  of  thy  approving  eye  '. 
Know  that  thy  Providence,  their  conftant.  friend, 
Through  life  {hall  guard  them, and  in  death  attend; 
With  eveHafting  arms  their  caufe  embrace, 
And  crown  the  paths  of  piety  with  peace. 

IX.    Caoduefs. 

YE  feraphsjr-who  G^'s  throne  encircling  ftill, 
With  holy  seal  your  golden  cenfers  fill ; 
^  c-  flaming  minifters  to  diftant  lands, 
Who  bear,  obfequious,  his  divine  commands ; 
Ye  cherubs  who  compofe  the  facred  choir, 
i  Attuning  to  the  voice  th'  angelic  lyre  ' 
•  Or  ye  fair  natives  of  the  heav'nly  plain, 
Who  once  were  mortal — now  a  happier  train  f 
Who  fpend  in  peaceful  love  your  joyful  hours^. 
In  blikful  meads  and  amaranthine  bow'rs, 
Oh  lend  one  fpark  of  your  celeftial  fire, 
Oh  deign  my  glowing  bofora  to  infpirc,.. 
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And  aid  the  mufe's  uacxperiencM  wing, 
While  goodnei's,  theme  divine,  (he  foars  to  fing  ! 

Though  all  thy  attributes  divinely  fair, 
Thy  full  perfection,  glorious  God  '.  declare  ; 
Yet  if  one  beams  fuperior  to  the  reft, 
Oh  let  thy  goodnei's  faired  be  coi.felVd  : 
As  fhines  the  moon  amidit  her  fhrry  train, 
As  breathes  the  roie  amongit  the  iiow'ry  fcene, 
As  the  mild  dove  her  filver  plumes  diiplays, 
So  fheds  thy  mercy  its  diftinguiili'd  rays. 

This  led,  Creator  mild,  thy  gracious  hand, 
Whenformlefs  Chaos  heard  thy  high  command; 
When  pkas'd,  thy  eye  thy  mutchlefs  works  re- 

vicw'd, 

And  gbodnefs,  placid,  fycke  that  all  was  good  ! 
Nor  only  does  in  hcav'n  th;  goodnefs  fhine  ; 
Delighted  nature  feels  its  warmth  divine; 
The  vital  fun's  illuminating  beam, 
The  filver  crefcent,  and  the  ftarry  gleam; 
As  day  and  night, alternate  they  command, 
Proclaim  that  truth  to  ev'ry  diftant  land. 

Scv.'  finding  nature,  with  thy  treafures  fair, 
Confefs  thy  bounty  and  parental  care  ; 
Renew'd  by  thee,  the  faithful  feafons  rife, 
And  earth  with  plenty  all  her  funs  fupplies. 
The  generous  li  >n  and  the  hrinded  boar, 
As  nightly  through  the  foreft  walks  they  roar, 
From  thee,  Almighty  Maker,  feek  their  prey, 
Nor  from  thy  hand  unfated  go  away  : 
To  thee  for  meat  the  callow  ravens  cry, 
Supported  by  thy  all-preferving  eye  : 
From  thee,  the  feather'd -natives  of  the  plain, 
Or  thofe  who    range  the    field,   or   plough  the 

main, 

Receive  with  conftant  courfe  th*  appointed  food, 
And  tafte  the  cup  of  univerfal  good  ; 
Thy  hand  thou  cpen'd,  million'd  myriads  live; 
Thou  frown'ft,  they  faint; — thou  Imil'it,  and  they 

revive  ! 

On  virtue's  acre,  as  on  rapine's  (tores, 
See  heav'n  impartial,  deal  the  fruitful  ihow'rs  ! 
"  Life's  common  bleffmgs  all  her  children  faarc," 
Tread  the  fame  earth,  and  breathe  a  gin'ral  air  ! 
Without  didin&ion,  boundief?  bleffings  fail, 
And  goodnei's,  like  the  fun,  enlightens  all ! 

Oh  man,  degenerate  man  !   offend  no  more  ; 
Go,  learn  of  brutes  thy  Maker  to  adore  ! 
Shall  thefe,  through  ev'ry  tribe,  his  bounty  own, 
Of  all  his  works  ungrateful  thou  alone  ! 
Deaf  when  the  tuneful  voice  of  m^rcy  cries, 
And  blind,  when  fov'reign  goodneis  charms  the 

eyes ! 

Mark  how  the  wretch  his  a\vful  name  blafphemes, 
His  pity  fpares, — his  clemency  reclaims  '. 
Obferve  his  patience  with  the  guilty  ftrive, 
And  bid  the  criminal  repent  a'id  live  : 
Recal  the  fugitive  with  gentle  eye, 
Befeech  the  obftinare,  he  would  not  die  ! 
Amazing  tendernc-fs — amazing  moll, 
The  foul  on  whom  fuch  mercy  fiiould  be  loft  ! 
But  would'il  thou  view  the  rays  of  goodnefs 

join, 

In  one  (trong  point  r,f  radiance  all  divine ! 
Bt-hoJd,  cclcilial  nmfe  1  yon  taftern  light; 
To  ikrhlt'en:  s  i -hi m,  a-iorirjr,  i?-nd  thy  fight ! 


Hear  the  glad  meffage  to  the  fhepherds  giv'n/ 
"  Good-will    on   earth   to   man,   and    peace   in 

**  heav'n." 

Attend  the  fwair.s,  purfue  the  ftarry  road. 
And  hail  to  earth  the  Saviour  and  the  God  ! 

Redemption  '.   oh  thou  beauteous  myitic  plan  1 
Thou  lalutary  fource-of  life  to  man  ! 
What  tongue  can  fpeak  thy  comprehensive  grace  ? 
What  thougnt  thy  depths  unfathomable  trace  I 
When  iofl  in  fin  our  ruin'd  nature  lay, 
When  awful  juftice  claim'd  her  righteous  pay  1 
See  the  mild  Saviour  bend  his  pitying  eye, 
And  flop  the  light  *ningjuft  prepar'd  to  11  y  ! 
O  ilrange  effect  of  unexampled  love  !) 
Vkw  him  delcend  the  lu-av'iny  throne  above  j 
Patient,  the  ills  of  mortal  life  endure, 
Calm,  though  revit'd,  and  innocent,  though  poor! 
Uncertain  his  abode, and  coarfe  his  food. 
His  life  one  fair  continued  (erne  of  good  : 
t'.-r  us  Us  (lain  the  \naih  to  man  decreed, 
The  vidlirn  of  eternal  julUce  bleed  ! 
Look  !  to  the  c;  ofs  the  Lord  of  life  is  ty'd, 
They  pierce  his  hands,  and  wound  his  facred  fide  ! 
See  God  expires  !  our  forfeit  to  atone, 
While  nature  trembles  at  his  parting  groan  ! 

Advance,  thou  hopelefs  mortal,  fteel'd  in  guilt. 
Behold,  and  if  thou  can'ft,  forbear  »o  melt  I 
Shall  Jefusdie  thy  freedom  to  regain, 
And  wilt  thou  drag  trie  voluntary  chain  ? 
Wilt  thou  refufs  thy  kind  affcnt  to  give, 
When  dying  he  looks  down  to  bid  thee  live  I 
Perverfe,  wilt  thou  reje6t  the  profier'd  good, 
Bought  with  his  life,  and  dreaming  in  his  blood  I 
Whole  virtue  can  thy  deepeft  crimes  efface, 
Rc-htai  thy  nature,  and  loufmn  thy  peace  1 
Can  all  the  errors  of  thy  life  atone, 
And  raile  thee  from  a  rebel,  to  a  fon  ! 

O  blett  Redeemer,  from  thy  facred  throne, 
Where  faints  and  angels  fing  thy  triumphs  won  ? 
(Where,  from  the  grave  thou   rais'd  thy  glorious 

head, 

Chain'd  to  thy  car  the  pow'rs  infernal  led) 
From  that  exalted  height  of  blifs  fupreme, 
Look  down  on  thofe  who  bear  thy  facred  name; 
Reftore  their  ways,  infpire  them  by  thv  grace, 
Thy  laws  to  follow,  and  thy  fteps  to  trace; 
Thy  bright  example  to  thy  •'•Joitnnc  /MI, 
Aud  by  their  morals  pn-ve  thdr  f:iitn  divine! 

Nor  only  to  thy  church  confine  fhy  ray. 
O'er  the  glad  world  thy  healing  light  difplay  ; 
Fair  Sun  of  Riofhteoufnefs  !  in  Beauty  rift, 
And  clear  the  mifts  that  cloud  the  mental  Ikies  I 
To  Judah's  remnant,  now  a  icatter'd  train, 
Oh  ^reat  Meiliah  !  (how  thy  proir.is'd  reijrn ; 
O'er  earth  as  wide,  thy  favin'g  warmth  c-iiffufe, 
As  fpreads  the  ambient  air,  or  falling  dews, 
And  hade  the  time   when,  vanquifh'd   by   thy 

pow'r, 
Death  (hall  expire,  and  fin  defile  no  more  1 

X.  Rectitude. 

HENCE  diftant  far,  ye  fons  of  earth  profane, 
The  looie,  ambitious,  covetous,  or  vain  ; 
Ye  worms  of  pow'r  !  ye  minion'd  Haves  o 
The  wanton  vulgar,  and  the  foitlid  great  i 
Virj 
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But  come,  ye  purer  foul?,  from  diofs  refin'd. 
The  b'amelefr.    ear    ami  uneorrupted  mind  ! 
JLer  your  chafte  hands  the  holy  altars  raife, 
Frefh  incenfe  bring,  and  li{jht  the  glowing  blaze  ; 
Your  grateful  voices  aid  the  mufe  t<    frig 
.The  fp.-tlef-  jultice  of  th'  Al might    King  ! 

As  only  rectitude  divine  he  ki  ow-, 
As  truth  and  fanctity  hi-  iho-  ghr  compofe  ; 
So  thefe  the  diitatrs  which  th'  Eternal  ±Vilnd 
To  reafonable  beings  ha>  affi^n'd  ; 
Thefe  has  his  care  on  ev'ry  mind  imprefs'd, 
The  confci-ms  lealu  th    hand  of  heav'n  attcft  ! 
When  man,  perverft ,  f<»r  V\T<  ng  forlakes  the  right, 
He  ftill  attentive  keeps  the  fault  in  fight  ; 
Demands  the  ftri$  at-  nement  fhoulci  be  made, 
And  claims  the  foife'it  on  th'  offender'.^  head  ! 
But  d<  ubt  demands  — '   Why  man  difpos'd  this 

<    way  ? 

"  Why  left  the  dano'rous  choice  to  go  aftray  ? 
"   If  heav'n  that  mad-e  him  did  the  fault  forfee, 
£'  Thence  follows,  heav'n   is  more  to  blame  than 

«   he.' 

No — had  to  good'the  heart  al<  ne  inclin'd, 
What  toil,  what  prize  had  virtue  been  ailign'd  ? 
From  obftacles  her  noblcft  triumphs  flow, 
Her  fpirits  languifh,  when  fbe  finds  no  foe  ! 
Man  might  ptrhap-  have  fo  been  hai  py  Hill, 
Happy,  without  the  privilege  of  will, 
And  juft,  becaufe  his  hands  were  ty'd  from  ill  ! 
P  w,  hd'roiis  fcheme  to  mend  th'  Aimigh'y  plan, 
By  finking  all  the  dignity  of  man  ! 

'Yet  turn  thy  eyes,  vain  fceptic,  own  thy  pride, 
And  view  thy  happmefs  ard  choice  ally'el ; 
^ee  virtue  fr<-m  herfelf  her  bliis  derive, 
A  blifs.  beyonH  the  pov«. 'r  of  thrones  to  give; 
fiee  vice  of  empi>e  and  of  wealrh  poiV-vf-'d, 
Pine  at  the  heart   and  feel  htrfelf  uhblefs'd. 
And  fay,  were  yet  n<-  farther  marks  affign'd, 
|9  riian  ungrateful  ?  or  is  heay'n  unkind  ? 

"  Yes,  all  the  wres  from  heav'n  permiffive  fall, 
*'    I'h^  wretch  adopts — the  wretch  improves  them 

From  his  tviJ.,-4  luft,  or  hi«  oppreffive  deed, 
Rapes,  battles,  murders,  facrilege  proceed; 
His  wild  ambhiun  th,-ins  the  pe<?p!ed  e^rth, 
Or  from  his  av'n'ce,  famine  takes  her  bi.  th  ; 
Had'nature  giv'n  the  hero  wing-  to  fly, 
H-s  pride  would  lead  him  to  at^enip;  the  iky  I 
To  angels  make  the  pigmy's  folly  knoun, 
And  draw  eVji  pity  irom  th'  etgrnal  throne. 

Yet  while  on  earth  triumphant  vice  prevails, 
Celefhaf  Juftice  balauces  her  fcales, 
With  eye  u  -^.i<.f$'d  all  the  fceile  furveys, 
"With  hand  impartial,  ev'ry  crime  file  weighs; 
Oft  c'cfc  purtumg  at  His  Frembl.'ng  .tiecls, 
•The  man  of  blood  her  awful  pre:etvc  f  els ; 
Oft  frovs  her  arm,  amidft  the  b'aze  of  alate,       ~) 
The  regnal  -yiuit,  w'jth'likcef-  e'.nte,' 
Is  fcuc'<i  to  leap  the  pti'vipia1  of  fate!  j 

Or  if  the  villain  pafs'iinpunjfhM  here, 
'T'jg'b'Jt  to  nlake'the  luture  ftroke  fevere; 
For  iion  or  late,  eternal  Juftice  pays 
3Vfanfeind  ihe  ii:ft  deiert  of 'all  their  ways. 

'  i'is  in  that  a«  ful  all-di<cloCng  day  1 
"SVhcri  high  Omnilcienve  Ihall  her  books  difplayi 


When  jui>i"e  (hall  prefent  her  flric^:  account, 
W>.iie  o'jifcie'ice  ^all  atteft  the  due  amount; 
That  all  whc  fee1,  condemn  *d,  the  dreadful  rodi, 
Shal!  own  that  righteous  are  the  ways  of  God  1 

Oh  thm  wh:le  penitence  can  fatedifarm, 
While  ling  ring  juftice  yet  withholds  its  arm; 
While  heav'nly  patience  grants  the  precious  tittjCj 
Let  the  loft  fiiintT  thii'k  him  of  his  crime  ; 
Immediate,  to  the  feat  of  mercy  fly, 
N  r  wait  to-morrrvv  —  left  to-night  he  die  1 

Bur  tremble,  all  ye  fins  of  blacked  birth, 
Yt  giants,  that  ilefVm  the  face  of  earth  ; 
Tremble,  ye  fons  of  aggravated  guilt, 
Ad,  ere  too  late,  let  lorrow  learu  to  melt  j 
Remorfelefh  murder  :   drop  thy  hand  fevtre, 
A.nd  bathe  thy  bloody  weapon  with  a  tear; 
Go,  luft  impure  !  convcrfe  with  friendly  light., 
Korfake  the  manfions  o;  Defiling  night  ; 
Quit,  dark  hypocrify,  thy  thin  difguife, 
N'»r  think  to  cheat  the  notice  of  the  ikies  1 
U-)f  .cial  avarice,  thy  gralp  forego, 
And  bid  the  ufeful  treaiure  learn  to  flow  1 
Reftore,  injuftice,  the  defrauded  gain  1 
Opprcflion,  bend  to  eale  the  captive's  chain, 
Ere  awful  Juftice  ftrike  the  fatal  biow, 
And  di  ive  you  to  the  realms  of  niuht  below  1 

But  doubt  refumes,  —  u  If  juftice  has  decreed 
"  The  punifhinetit  proportion  d  to  the  deed; 
"   Eternal  niifery  feem>  t-  o  fevere, 
"  Too  dread  a  weight  for  wretched  man  to  bear  ! 
"  Too  harfh  .  —  that  endlefs  torments  flioulu  re- 

"  pay 
"   The  crimes  of  life,  —  the  error?  of  a  day  !" 

I  i  vain  our  reafon  would  prefun;ptuous  pry; 
Hcav  n's  counfcls  are  beyond  conception  b.^gb; 
In  vain  would  thought  his  meafurM  juftice  lean  ! 
His  ways,  how  different  from  the  ways  of  man  J 
Too  deep  for  thee,  his  fecrets  are  to  know, 
Inquire  not,  but  more  wifely  fhun  the  woe  ; 
Wam'd  by  his  threat'nirigs,  to  his  laws  at.ttnd, 
And  learn  to  make  Omnipotence  thy  friend  ! 

Our  weaker  laws,  to  gain  the  purpos'd  ends, 
Oft  pafs  the  bounds  the  lawgiver  intends; 
Oft  partial  pow'r,  to  fei  ve  its  own  defign, 
Warps  from  the  text,  exceeding  real'on's  line; 
Strikes,  biafs'd,  at  the  pcrfun,  not  the  deed, 
And  fees  the  guiitlefs  unprotected  bleed  1 

Bi.t  God  alor>e,  with  unimp'ciflion'd  fight, 
Surveys  the  nice  barrier  of  wrung  and  right  ; 
r\nd  while,  fubfervient,  as  his  will  ordains, 
Obedient  nature  yields  the  prefent  means  ; 
While  neither  force  nor  paflions  guide  his  view:, 
Ev'n  evil  works  thepurpofe  he  purfues  ! 
That  bnter  fpring,  the  lource  of  human  pain  ! 
IK   ''d  by  hi.-  touch  does  mineral  health  contain  j 
And  dark  afflidior,,  at  his  potent  rod, 
Withdraws  its  cloud,  and  brightens  into  good. 

Thus  human  juftice—  (far  as  man  can  uo) 
For'  private  fau-ty  ftrikes  the  dubious  blow  j 
But  re6titi:de  diy:ne,  with  nubier  f<.-ul, 
Conftilts  each  individual  in  the  whole  ! 
Dirtds  the  iifues  of  each  moral  {Irife, 
nd  fees  creation  ftruggle  into  life  '. 


And  you,  ye  happier  fouls  :    \vho  in  his  wa 
Obfcrvant  walk,  aiid  fing  his  daily  praife  i 


POEMS; 


Ye  righteous  few  !  whofe  Calm  unruffled  breads, 

No  fears  can  darken,  and  no  guilt  inf  .  fts, 

To  whom  his  gracious  promifes  extend, 

Jn  whom  thc-y  centre,  and  in  whom  mall  end, 

Which  (blefs'd  o:>  'har  foundation  fure  who  build) 

Shall  with  eternal  juOice  be  f.ilfill'd  : 

Ye  fons  of  life  t     whofe  glad  hope  is  giv'n 

The  bright  rcvrrfion  of  approaching  heav'n, 

W.th  grateful  hearts  his  gloriou*  pra>fe  recite, 

Whofe  love  from  darknefs  call  d  you  out  to  light ; 

So  let  your  piety  reflective  fhine, 

AS  men  may  thence  confels  his  truth  divine  ! 

And  when  this  mortal  veil,  as  foon  it  misit, 

Shill  drop,  returning  to  its  native  duft; 

Thr  work  of  life  with  approbation  done, 

Jleceive  from  God  your  bright  immortal  crown  ! 

XI.    Glory. 

BUT  oh  !  advent'rou*  mufe,  reft  rain  thy  flight, 

Dare  not  the  blaze  of  uncreated  light  '. 

Before  whofe  glorious  throne,  with  drt  ad  furprife, 

Th'  adoring  feraj  h  veils  his  dazzled  eyes; 

Whofe  pure  effulgence,  radiant  to  excels, 

No  colours  can  defcribe,  or  words  <.xprefs  ! 

A'l  the  fair  beauties,  all  the  lucid  (lores, 

Which  o'er  thy  works  thy  hand  refplendent  pours; 

Feeble,  thy  brighter  glories  to  difplay, 

Pa'e  as  the  moon  before  the  folar  ray  ! 

Set-  on  his  throne  the  gaudy  Perfian  plac'd, 
In  all  the  pomp  of  the  luxuriant  eaft  ! 
While  mingling  gems  a  borrow'd  day  unfold, 
And  the  rich  purple  waves  embofs'd  with  gold  ; 
Yet  mark  thisicene  of  painted  grandeur  yield 
To  the  fair  lily  that  adorns  the  field  ! 
Ob'cur'd,  behold  thar  fainter  lily  lies, 
By  the  rich  bird's  inimitable  dyes; 
Yet  thde  furvey,  confounded  and  outdone, 
By  the  fuperior  luftre  of  'he  fun  •. 
That  fun  himl'elf  withdraws  his  IcfTen'd  beam 
From  thee,  the  glorious  author  of  his  frame  1 

1  ra::fcendent  Pow'r  !   fole  arbiter  of  fate  ! 
How  grear  thy  glory  !   and  thy  blifs  how  great ! 
To  view  from  thy  exalted  throne  above, 
(Eternal  fource  of  light,  and  life,  and  love  i) 
Uriiiumber'd  creature?  draw  their  fmiling  birth, 
To  blefs  the  htav'ns,  or  beautify  the  earth  ; 
While  fyftems  roll,  obedient  to  thy  view, 
And  worlds  rejoice — which  Nrwtou  never  knew. 

Then  raife  the  fong.  the  gen'rai  anthem  ruile, 
And  fwell  the  concert  of  eternal  praife  ! 
Affift  ye  orbs  that  form  this  bound iefs  whole, 
Which  in  the  womb  of  fpace  inmun<btr'd  roll; 
Ye  planets  who  compofe  our  Lffer  fchcme, 
And  bend,  concertive,  round  the  folar  frame  ; 
Thou  eye  of  nature  !  whole  exter.five  ray 
With  endlefs  charms  adorns  the  face  of  day; 
Gonfenting  raife  th'  harmonious  joyful  found, 
And  bear  his  praifcs  through  the  vaft  profound: 
His  praife,  ye  winds  that  fan  the  cheerful  air, 
Suift  as  they  paf>  along  your  pinions  bear  ! 
Hi«  praife  let  ocean  through  her  realms  difplay, 
Far  as  her  circling  billows  can  convey  ! 
Hi^  pr,aife  ye  mifty  vapours  wide  diffufe, 
Fn rains  defending,  or  in  milder  dews; 


I   His  praifes  whifper,  ye  rnajeftic  trees, 
As  your  tops  ruffle  to  the  gentle  breeze  ! 
Hi»  praife  around,  yt  fiow'ry  tribes,  exhale, 
Far  as  your  fwtets  emhalm  fhe  fpicy  gale  : 
His  praife,  ye  dimpled  ftreams,  to  earth  reveal, 
As  pieas'd  ye  murmur  through  the  fiow'ry  vale. 
His  praife,  ye  feather'd  choirs  diftinguiflVd  fiug 
A>  to  your  notes  the  vocal  forefts  ring  ! 
His  praile  proclaim,  ye  moniters  »f  tac  deep, 
Who  in  the  vail  abyfs  your  revels  keep  ! 
Or  ye  fair  native?-  <>f  our  earthly  fcene. 
Who  range  the  wiids,  or  haunt  the  pafture  green,! 
Nor  thou,  vain  lord  of  tarth,  with  caieleisear, 
T:ie  univt  rial  hymn  <  f  worfhip  hear! 
But  ardent  in  the  iacred  th<  rus  join, 
1  hv  foul  tranfported  with  the  tafk.  divine  ! 
While  by  his  works  th'  Almighty  is-  confefc'd, 
Supremely  glorious    and  fupremely  ble:s'd  '. 

Grcar  Lord  of  life  .   from   whom  this  humble 

frame 

Derives  the  pow'rto  fmg  thy  holy  name, 
Forgives  the  lowly  mufe,  whofe  artlefs  lay 
Has  dar'd  thy  facred  attribute-  lurvey 
D:  lighted  oft  through  nature's  beauteous  field, 
H'S  fhe  ad  >r'd  thy  wifdom  bright  reveal  d; 
Oit  have  her  wifhes  aim'd  the  fecret  Ib'  g 
But  awful  rev'rcnce  (till  with-htld  her  tonguef 
Yet  as  thy  b  >ur  ty  Imr  the  reas'ning  heamj 
As  feeih  my  confcious  breall  thy  vital  flame, 
So,  bltO  Creator,  let  thy  fervant  pay 
His  mite  of  gratitude  this  feeble  way, 
Thy  goodneis  own,  thy  Providence  adore, 
And  yield  thee  only what  was  thine  before., 

THE  VISION  OF  PATIENCE, 

AN   ALLEGORICAL  POEM, 

SaOcd  to  the  Memory  nf  Mr  Alexander  Cum'in.g  *,  a 
Yonny  Gtnli.man  unfortunately  loft  in  the  Nortbcrn 
Ocean,  on  hit  Return  frcm  China,  1740. 

'•  Ne  jaccat  nullo,  vel  ne  meliore  fepulchro." 

LUCAN,  lib.  viii. 

'TWAS  on  a  fammer's  night  I  lay  repos'd, 
In  the  kind  arms  of  hofj  itablc  rCil, 
When  fancy  to  my  waking  thought  dilclos'd 
And  deep  the  v:fionary  fcene  irnt^rell : 
C  cic  by  my  n<ie,  in  robes  of  morning-grey, 
A  form  celellial  Hood,  or  i'eem'd  to  Hand ; 
Intranc'd  in  adn.iration  as  I  lay, 
She  rais'd  with  afpedl  calm  my  feeble  hand} 
And  while  .'through  ail  my  veins  the  tumult  ran, 
With  miid  benignity  flie  placid  thus  began         I» 

*  Mr.  A.  Cumlng  teas  firft  fupercargo  of  tie  Sue- 
cia,  a  S-weJ'Jh  Eafl  In  Ua  jhip<  tvbicb  •was  ivreck&i  on 
a  roc.k  about  tivo  miles  eaj*  of  the  >Jland  of  North  /'o- 
naljba,  tie  northernnajl  of  the  Orkney  Ijlands,  Nov.  1 8. 
I*4O.  Immediately  on  the  Jbip's  jir iking  Mr  Cum~ 
ing  went  aff"  in  the  barge,  accompanied  Ly  the  furgeon. 
ar.a  fix  of  the  boldtft  feu  men,  in  order  to  d'ljco-ver  ivbat 
tie  ijland  ivas*  but  ivere  never  more  beard  of.  TLirty- 
one  of  tbe  Jailers  v/tre-favetl  out  of  a  hundred)  tlx 
complement. 
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THE    WORKS    OF   BOYSE. 


"  Patience  my  name — of  Lachefis  the  child, 
I<Lr  art.thou  unacquainted  with  my  voice  ; 
By  me  liffli&ed  vir-.ue  fufiers  mild, 
And  to  th'  eternal  will  fubmits  its  choice. 
Behold,  commiffion'd  from  the  heaverly  fphere, 
I  come  to  ftrengthen  thy  corrected  fight ; 
To  teach  thee.  yet  continued  woes  to  bear, 
And  eye  misfortune  in  a  friendly  light : 
Nor  thou  my  prefent  fummons  difobey,  19 

But  cheerfully  prepare  to  wait  me  on  my  way.'' 

"  Daughter  of  heaven  (methought  I  ftraight  re- 

ply'd), 

Gladly  by  me  thy  fummons  is  obey'd ; 
Content  I  follow  thee,  ctlrftial  guide, 
Beneath  thy  fure  protection  undifmay'd  : 
Oft  in  iharp  perils  and  furrounding  wots 
Thy  falutary  prefence  have  I  found; 
Then  lead  wherever  thy  direction  fhows, 
To  diftant  feas,  or  earth's  remoreft  bound  : 
Ready  am  I  to  wait  thy  purpos'd  flight, 
Thine  be  the  care  to  act  the  fovereign  will  aright." 

Sudden,  enfolded  in  a  fleecy  cloud,  31 

'I  hrough  yielding  air  we  cut  our  rapid  way, 
While  the  pale  moon  a  dubious  light  beftow'd, 
Lands  as  we  pafs'd  and  intermingled  fea  : 
Nor  ceas'd  our  voyage,  till  the  blufhing  dawn 
Difpell'd  the  glimmering  of  the  Harry  hoft  ; 
And  night's  dark  curtain  by  degrees  withdrawn, 
We  found  ourfelves  on  Thule's  iky  girt  coaft  : 
Where  Silence  fits  on  her  untroubled  throne, 
As  if  fhe  left  the  world  to  live  and  reign  alone. 

Here  no  invading  noife  the  goddefs  finds,       4! 
High  as  fhe  fits  o'er  the  furrounding  deep  ; 
But  pleas'd  (lie  liftens  to  the  hollow  winds, 
Cr  the  (hriil  mew,  that  lulls  her  evening-fleep; 
Deep  in  a  cieft-worn  rock  we  found  her  laid, 
Spangled  thereof  with  many  an  artlefs  gem: 
Slowly  Hie  rofe,  and  met  us  in  the  (hade, 
As  half  difturb'd  that  fuch  intrufion  came  : 
But  at  her  filler's  fight,  with  look  difcreet, 
She  better  welcome  gave,  and  pointed  each  a  feat. 

Wide  from  her  grotto  to  the  dazzled  eye       51 
A  boundlefs  profped  !  lay  the  azure  wafte, 
JLoft  in  the  fightlefs  limit  lea  and  ficy; 
By  meaiurabie  diftance  faintly  trac'd  ; 
Whence  now  arifing  from  his  wat'ry  bed, 
The  fun  emerging  fpread  his  golden  ray  ; 
When  fweetly  Patience  raisM  her  penfive  head, 
And  thus  the  goddefs  faid,  or  feem'd  to  fay  : 
"  Mart,  mortal,  with  attention's  deepe-ft  care, 
The  fwift  approaching  fcene  the  hands  of  Heaven 
prepare."  .    '      60 

With  look  intent,  acrofs  the  fhining  void, 
(An  objecl  to  the  weak  beholder  loft  ') 


Ver.  II.  Patience,  the  firft  allegorical  figure  in 
troduced,  is  here  reprefented  as  the  daughter  of 
Neceflity,  or  Lachefis,  one  of  the  three  Deitinies. 

Ver.  38.  Thu.e  is  her^  taken  for  the  Orkney 
I  lies. 

Ver.  39.  Silence,  the  fecond  a'legorical  perfon, 
and  lifter  of  Patience. 


Jmr,  in  the  horizon  dim  a  fail  I  fpied, 
As  if  fhe  made  fome  K-ri   -txpcc"led  coaft  : 
Kind  to  her  wifhes  ^lew  the  weftern  breeze, 
As,  fwiir  advancing  o'er  the  placid  main 
She  fhap'd  her  couife,  increafing  by  degrees, 
Till  nearer  fenie  made  all  her  beauties  plain  ; 
And  (how'd  her  on  .the  yielding  billows  ride, 
In  all  the  gallant  trim  of  ornamental  pride  1        JQ 

Thus  flew  (he  onward  with  expanded  fail, 
A  fight  delightful  to  the  pieafur'd  eye  ! 
Borne  on  the  wings  of  the  propirious  gale, 
Hcedlefs,alas  1  of  hidden  dagger  nigh  : 
The  joyful  Jailor,  k-ng  i-n  ocean  toll, 
Already  thought  his te<iiou*  fuffcrings  o'er; 
Already  hail'd  the  hofpirable  coaft, 
And  trod  in  thought  along  the  friendly  fhore  : 
When,  dreadful  to  behold  '— difaftrous  ftiock  ! 
Shipwreck'd,  at  once  (he  ttruck  on  a  wave-cover'd 
rock !  80 

0  Heaven ! — it  was  a  piteous  fight  to  view 
The  wild  confufion  fuddenly  took  place! 
The  different  geftures  of  the  frighted  Crew  ! 
The  fear  that  mark'd  each  death-diftracled  face. 
All  one  impaflion  d  fcene  of  woe  appear'd, 
Some  wildly  rav'd,  while  others  fcarc?  could 

fpeak. 

No  order  was  obferv'd,  no  reafon  heard, 
For  mortal  palenefs  fat  on  every  cheek! 

1  looked  at  Patience,  as  Ihe  fat  me  nigh,          89 
And  wondtr'd,  as  1  look'd,  to  fee  her  tearlefs  eye  .r 

Again  I  turn'd — when,  o'er  the  vefiel's  fide, 
Diltindl  I  faw  a  n^anly  youth  appear, 
Launch  the  oar'd  pinnace  to  the  fwelling  tide, 
Nor  thow'd  his  fteady  brow  a  guilty  fear  ! 
The  fad  remainder  with  a  mournful  hail 
His  juft  defign  and  bold  departure  bieft  ; 
With  lifted  eye  he  fpread  the  flenderfail, 
AHf  he  trulted  Heaven  to  guide  the  reft ; 
Swift  o'er  the  main  the  bark  retreating  flew, 
And  the  tall  imp  at  once  was  taken  from  my  view. 

Immediate  Patience  from  her  feat  arofe,       101 
And  all  abrupt  the  tranfient  vifit  broke; 
While  Silence,  pleas'd,  return'd  to  her  repofe, 
With  air  compos'd,  for  never  word  fhe  Ipoke  : 
Again  cloud-wafted  we  pursu'd  our  way 
Weftward,  as  gave  the  alter'd  wind  to  ride, 
When  thus,  methought,  I  heard  the  goddels  fay, 
"  'Tis  mine  to  wait  yon  boat  that  braves  the  tide. 
For  well,  alas!  too  well  I  now  forefee,      [me." 
Much  need  yon  voyagers  will  quickly  have  for 

Driven  on  the  pinions  of  the  eaftern  wind    in 
O'er  many  a  fea-girc  ifle  arid  rocky  cnaft, 
We  lefc  bleak  Shetland's  Ihadowy  hills  behind, 
To  watch  the  little  bark  in  ocean  toft  : 
For  now  from  fight  of  land  diverted  clear, 
They  drove  uncertain  o'er  the  pathlefs  deep, 


Ver.  113.  The  pinnace  was  probably  driven 
into  the  great  "ocean  that  lies  to  the  Weil  ward  of 
the  ifles  of  Orkney  and  Shetland,  where  i:  pcrifh- 


P    O    E 

Nor  gave  the  adverfe  gale  due  courfe  to  fleer, 
Nor  durft  they  the  defign'd  direction  keep: 
The  gathering  tempeit  quickly  rag'd  fo  high, 
The  wave-encompafs'd  boat  but  faintly  reach'd 
my  eye.  1 2,0 

Yet  could  I  mark,  amidft  the  noify  wafre, 
The  peaceful  exit  blamelefs  virtue  gave ; 
Calm  fat  the  youth  in  the  loud  threatening  blaft, 
And  firm  prepar'd  him  for  his  wat'ry  grave  : 
One  fond  regard,  his  lateft  debt,  he  paid, 
Eaftward.  to  Caledonia's  native  more  ; 
And  thus  (methought)  in  dying  accents  faid, 
"   Farewel  my  country  '."  he  could  fay  no  more, 
For  the  wild  furge  with  rage  devouring  fpread, 
And  whelm'd  the  haplefs  youth  in  ocean's  liquid 
bed.  130 

Then  Patience  meek,  as  from  my  rending  heart, 

She  heard  deep  utter'd  the  exprtflive  fighs, 

«'  Seeft  thou  ((he  faid)  that  youth's  undaunted 

part, 

Who  yonder  ev'n  in  death  unvanquifh'd  lies? 
There  view  the  bleft  effects  from  virtue  flow, 
The  cow'rd  from  fate  to  fhameful  fafety  flies; 
The  truly  valiant  dares  to  meet  the  foe, 
Nor  fhrinks  from  danger,  but  with  honour  dies  : 
For  guilt  of  all  defence  difarms  the  fiav<% 
But  innocence  in  death  fupports  the  good  and  brave. 

"  Yer,  ere  yon  fetting  fun  his  light  renew,  141 
Shalt  thou  behold  the  decent  honours  paid 
To  the  pale  corfe  now  floating  in  thy  view, 
And  fee  it  in  the  earth  lamented  laid ; 
Fer  though  he  dies  from  each  expelling  friend, 
Whofe  vows  were  offer'd  for  his  fate  return, 
The  mournful  (Iranger  o'er  his  grave  (hall  bend 
The  blufhing  virgins  weep  around  his  urn  ! 
Such  privilege  his  fpotlefa  truth  fhall  boaft, 
Though  to  your  diflant  world  in  dark  oblivion 
loft!"  150 

The  tempeft  ceas'd — and  all  the  fober  night 
Intent  our  courfe  aerial  we  purfu'd ; 
Till  as  Aurora  dawn'd  with  ruddy  light, 
An  ifland  we  perceiv'd  that  ftemm'd  the  flood 
No  hills  nor  trees  adorn'd  the  level  f -il, 
Where  bleating  flocks  a  plenteous  herbage  found 
Low  lay  the  profpedl  of  the  bleating  ifle, 
With  here  and  there  a  fpot  of  tillage-ground  : 
By  which  the  humble  village  flood  defcried, 
Where  never  enter'd  arts,  or  luxury,  or  pride  1   160 

O'er  many  a  fea-green  holm  we  wafted  went, 
Where  undifturb'd  the  feather'd  nations  lay  1 
Till  lighting  on  the  plain  with  foft  defcent, 
We  faw  a  reverend  form  advance  our  way; 
And  now  approaching  with  an  eafy  pace, 
The  venerable  fage  before  us  ftands  ; 
White  were  his  hairs,  and  cheerful  was  his  face 
At  once  delights  his  afpect  and  commands  : 
I  felt  all  care  fufpenc^d  at  his  view, 
Whom  better  far  than  I  his  kindred  goddefs  knew 


Ver.  157.  The  Faroe  Ifles,  fubjecl  to  Denmark 
c  Rede's  Defcription  of  them. 


M     S.  345 

Of  homefpun  ruffet  was  the  garb  he  bore,    171 
Girt  with  a  velvet  feat's  divided  (kin ; 
Of  woollen  yarn  the  mittens  which  he  wore, 
To  keep  him  from  the  breath  of  Boreas  thin : 
An  eafy  path  along  the  verdant  ground 
Soon  to  his  hofpitable  cottage  led, 
Ere  yet  inftru&ed  I  my  error  found, 
Nor  knew  the  caufe  my  firft  emotion  bred, 
Till,  as  into  his  clean  abode  we  went, 

£ind  Patience  whifpei'd  me  our  hoft  was  call'd 
Content.  180 

Sweet  was  his  earthen  floor  with  rufhes  fpread, 
Sweet  was  each  (hell-wrought  bowl  and  wooden 

dim, 

Sweet  was  the  quilt  compos'd  his  healthy  bed, 
Nor  wanted  he  for  fowl  or  fun-dried  fifh, 
And  milk  of  fheep  and  turf,  a  plenteous  (lore, 
Which  lay  beneath  his  comfortable  roof ; 
No  ftorms,  no  accidents,  could  make  him  poor, 
He  and  his  houfe  I  ween  were  weather-proof. 
A  batchelor  he  wonde.  devoid  of  care,        [fair. 
Which  made  him  now  appear  fo  healthy  and  fo 

Long  time  with  Patience  fair  difcourfe  he  heldt 
(Oft  had  the  goddefs  been  his  welcome  guefl) 
Nor  (he  the  friendly  intercourfe  repell'd, 
But  the  good  fire  familiarly  addrefs'd  : 
Thus  were  we  happily  converfant  fet, 
When  from  the  neighbouring  village  rofe  a  cry, 
And  drew  our  hafty  fteps  where  numbers  met, 
Like  us,  appear'd  to  know  the  reafon — why  ? 
Nor  needed  anfwer :  on  the  fea-weed  fpray, 
Too  vifible  reply  ' — the  wave-tofs'd  body  lay.  aoo 

How  flood  1  fhi.ck'd,  when  in  the  femblant  face 
(By  death  unalter'd,  or  the  cruel  flood), 
1  could  of  Lycidas  each  feature  trace, 
Young  Lycidas,  the  learned  and  the  good  ! 
"  O  Heaven  (cried  I)  what  forrows  will  he  feel, 
Debarr'd  the  promis'd  hope  of  thy  return  ? 
Not  all  his  fkill  the  mental  wound  can  heal, 
Or  cure  a  lofs  he  muft  fo  juftly  mourn  ! 
How  will  he  weep,  when  in  the  ocean  grave 
He  hears  a  brother  loft  he  could  have  died  to  fave !" 

Here  with  obfervant  eye,  and  look  ferene,    ail 
Thus  check'd  the  good  old  man  my  plaintive 

fpeech  ; 

"  Beft  in  fubmiffion  piety  is  feen, 
That  leffon  let  thy  kind  conductrefs  teach  : 
But  left  the  youth  thy  friend  bewails  fhould 

want 

The  rites  departed  merit  ought  to  find, 
Let  thefe  affembled  natives  kindly  grant 
The  unpolluted  grave,  by  Heaven  affign'd  : 
A  corpfe  that  claim'd  a  due  interment  more, 
Yet  never  wafted  wave  to  Faroe's  guiltlefs  fhore !" 

He  faid — obedient  to  his  juft  commands       azi 
The  zealous,  youth  the  breathlefs  body  bear, 
Some  form  the  fepulchre  with  careful  hands, 
While  round  the  virgins  drop  ;he  artlefs  tear. 


Ver.  1 80.  Conterrtj  the  third  allegorical  figure 

introduced. 
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Such  flowers  as  Nature  grants  the  ruder  clime, 
Such  flowers  ar-  und  with  pi(  u-  care  they  fhed, 
And  fing  the  funeral  dirge  in  Runic  rhyme, 
Allomd  fo  the  frge  or  warrior  dead  : 
While  as  the  e  fruitlef-  honours  are  beftow'd, 
Content  with  f"ber  fptech  hispurpofethusavnw'd  : 

"  What  boot«  thee  now:  loft  youth  !  that  croft 
the  main,  231 

Thou  fpread  the  daring  fail  from  pole  to  pole, 
Wealth  to  acquire,  and  knowledge  to  attain  : 
Knowledge,  the  nobler  treafure  of  thy  foul ! 
Brneath  the  fcorching  of  the  medial  line, 
On  Afric's  fand,  and  India's  golden  coaft; 
Virtue  gave  thee  with  native  truth  to  (bine, 
Dreft  in  each  excellence  that  youth  could  boaft, 
And  now  {he  gives  rhee  from  the  wave  to  rife, 

And  reach  the  fafer  port  prepar'd  thee  in  the  ikies. 
"  Yet  take  thefe  honours,  thy  deferv'd  reward  ! 
Call  this  untroubled  fpnt  of  earth  thy  own  ; 
Here  fliall  thy  afhes  find  a  due  regard, 
And  annual  fweers  around  thy  grave  be  thrown. 
Directing  Heaven  ordain  d  thy  early  end 
From   fraud    and  guilt    to  fave  thy  blamelefs 

youth, 

To  (bow  that  death  no  terrors  can  attend, 
Where  piety  refides  and  holy  truth  : 
Here  takr  thy  reft  within  this  hallow'd  ground, 

Till   the    laft    trump    emit    the    dead  awakening 
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He  ceas'-^ — attentive  to  the  words  he  faid, 
IP  earth  the  natives  place  the  honour'd  clay; 
With  holy  rites  they  cover  up  his  head, 
A  (potlefs  grave,  where  never  mortal  lay  ! 
Charm'd  with  the  fimple  manners  of  the  ifle, 
I  v  ifh'd-fome  further  knowledge  to  receive  ; 
Here  c<  uld  have  dwelt  with  old  O-ntent  awhile. 
And  learn'd  of  him  the  happinef*  to  live  ! 
Whet  Patience  from  my  fide  abruptly  broke, 

And,  darting  at  the  lofs,  1  fuddenly  awoke  !     a6o 

JOB.    CHAP.    III. 

TRANSLATED. 

THUS  Job  began. Curd  be  the  fatal  morn 

In  wh  ch  diftinguiflVd  wretchedi>efs  was  born! 

From  the  fair  round  of  the  revolving  year 

Perifh    hat  day  !   nor  let  the  night  appear, 

In  which  this  fpeck  of  entity  began 

To  fwell  to  mifer y,  and  prom;fe  man  ! 

Let  darknefs  ftain  it  o'er,  no  friendly  ray 

Pierce  through  the  gl  om  of  ?hat  afF<  ighted  day  ! 

But  fhades  of  terror  o'er  its  circuit  fpread, 

And  fold  it  in  the  mantle  of  the  dead  : 

O'er  that  curft  night  may  double  horrors  dwell, 

Such  as  enwrap  the  punifhments  of  hell  1 

>i^  cheerful  founds  its  folitude  awake, 

But  fuch  a-  fiends  and  tortur'd  wretches  make  ; 

Such  as  may  w  und  the  foul,  and  fbock  the  ear, 

The  groans  of  <!eath,  and  howlings  of  defpair  ! 


Ver.  227.  The  inhal-nrants  of  atl  thffe  northern 
01es  obferve  the  cufU-ai  of  Tinging  over  the  dead. 
Ver.  254.  Virgin. 


May  all  it*,  ftars  with  ravs  dlmimftVd 
And  rh  ough  the  dufky  air  ob'curely  glow! 
N"  glimpfe  of  hope  the  dreadful  fcene  adornt 
Nor  let  it  fee  the  promife  of  a  morn    —       - 
Bi-caufe  it  (but  no-  up  my  mother'-  womb, 
And  join  d  at  once  mv  cradle  a'  d  my  fomb  : 
Why  dy'd  I  not  >   Why  did  preventive  care^ 
My  deftin'd  life  for  future  forrows  fpare  ? 
Then  had  I  found  'hat  eafe  I  frfk  in  vain, 
Nor  known  this  load  of  unexampled  pain  ! 

O  grave  '  thou  refuge  of  the  fo..l  diftreft! 
Whrn  (hall  T  fink  into  thy  downv  reft  ? 
There  kings  and  mighty  one*  nev?l?6ted  rot, 
In  their  <  wn  mould'ring  monuments  forgot  : 
(  Fl"  ough  once  of  grandeur  and  of  pow'»  pofieft0 
And  all  the  treafures  of  tht  fhinin  -  eaft) 
There  men  no  longer  vain  dii*indlions  boaft, 
In  common  duft  the  prince  and  flave  are  loft  : 
Low  lies  th'  •  -ppreffor  !--ound  in  lafting  chains, 
I  here  of  his  rod  the  wretch  no  more  complains! 
There  ceafe  the  waitings  of  the  heart  diftreft 
And  there  the  weary  find  eternal  reft  ! 

Why  rpareft  thou,  C)  Lord  '  a  life  like  mine  ? 
While  with  inc<  flant  pray  r«  for  death  I  pine  : 
Why  is  that  blefllng  given  to  wealth  and  pride? 
But  to  the  wretch;  dilb  efs'd  1'ke  me,  deny'd. 
While  o'er  my  head  thy  awful  terrors  bn>od, 
Bcfet  my  path,  and  mingle  with  my  food. 
In  vain  my  cries  and  groans  continual  rife, 
In  vain  my  tears  I  pour,  and  wafte  my  fjghs  : 
While  all  my  fears  upon  my  foul  are  come, 
By  thee  forfaken,  hopelefs  and  undone  ! 

VERSES 

Sacred  to  the  memory  of  the  Reverend 
MR.  JOHN  ANDERSON*, 

MINISTER    AT    GLASGOW,    OB.    ANNO 


SHALL  ftreaming  tears  a  nation's  eyes  o'trflowt 
And  nor  a  mufr  partake  the  gem  ral  woe  ? 
Shall  we  be  dumb  becauft  he  fpeaks  no  more, 
Who  charm'd  attentive  multitude^-  before. 
Clos'd  are  thofe  eyes,  and  fiient  is  that  tongue 
Where  fparkled  zeal  and  mild  inflru&k'it  hung. 
By  nature  form'd  to  fbine  in  ev'ry  fcene, 
To  charm  th'  ambitious,  or  allure  the  vain  : 
Early  he  learn'd  the  profpeft  to  defpife 
And  make  his  nobler  choice  his  kindred  fkies  : 
For  this  himieif  and  rifiug  hopes  refign  d, 
'To  live  to  heav'n,  and  live  for  human  kind; 
Hard  trial  to  the  mind,  could  ought  controul 
A  Roman  virtue  in  i  Chriftian  foul? 

Oh  could  the  mufr  his  generc  us  labours  fay  ! 
To  juftify  the  debr  of  tears  we  pay; 
No  itrtamsof  grief  (hould  be  inrnod'rate  thought, 
Exc   f-  of  forrow  is  an  honeft  fault 

His  widow'd  fl.,ck  beft  know  Ins  pious  care, 
Taught  by  hi'  words  and  guarded  by  his  prayer; 
No  more  (hall  in  his  t-yes  his  ardour  (bine. 
No  longer  from  his  lips  flow  truths  divine. 

*  Author  of  "  A  Dialogue  on  tic  Common  prayer 
Book.*'  4/0.  1711,  "  Letter)  upon  Prfjfbyteriet"  bV. 
8vo.  1720,  and  grandfather  of  the  lenrned  and  in*t- 
nious  John  Anderfon*  F.  R.  S.  Projeffw  of  Natural 
fhilofophy  in  the  Univerfity  of  Glafpno. 
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How  went  the  "willing  crowd  to  gather  round, 
Hang  on  '  is  lips,  and  catch  th'  enchanting  found  ; 
While  in  fiich  terms  his  thoughts  he  ftill  exprefl 
The  love  of  virtue  rofe  in  every  breaft 
And  ev'ry  heart  its  ferret  fai'lts  confcft. 
Tnen  with  what  eafe  the  tumult  would  he  calm, 
And  to  the  wounds  he  fearch'd  apply  the  balm  ! 
So  firft  their  danger  to  mankind  he  raught, 
Then,  like  fonie  guardian  angel,  comfort  brought. 

Nor  had  hi*  fpeech  alone  fuch  wondrous  pow'r, 
Though  wond'rous  thar — but  ftill  his  life  was  more; 
Where  all  the  charm-,  of  virtue  were  difplay'd  ; 
And  taught  the  world  even  more  than  allhefaid  ; 
"Where  all  was  open,  unref  rv'd  and  fair, 
A  generous  bofom,  and  a  heart  fmcere, 
JB:>  firm  to  truth,  to  reafon  fo  refign'd, 
At  once  impartial,  and  at  once  fo  ki-  d,       [mend. 
That  fcarce  we  knew  which  moll  we  fhoui'Jcom- 
The  free  reprover,  or  the  tender  friend  : 
Such  were  the  paftors  that  in  ancient  days, 
Reclaim'd  mankind,  and  led  in  virtue's  ways, 
Such  Afia  boafted,  and  fuch  R<  me  of  old, 
E'er  fouls  were  barter'd  for  unrighteous  gold; 
Such  great  Erafmu*,  gentle  Cranmcr  fhone, 
And  fuch  a  man,  O  G'afgow  '   late  thy  own  : 
Whofe  life  like  theirs,  in  gtnrrous  lab'  urs  pafl, 
Was  ftiil  the  fame  and  lovely  to  the  lair. 

So  id  calm  ev'nings  and  unclouded  fkies 
Not  lefs  nfflendent  in  hi-  fall  than  rife  ; 
The  weftering  fun  into  the  main  declines. 
Bright  and  more  bright,  and  as  he  lets  he  fhines ! 

WRITTEN 

IN  MR.  WATTS'S   HORJE  LYRICS. 

JJEKE  let  th'  attentive  reader  learn 

On  heavenly  wings  to  rife  ; 
And  all-contemplative  difcern 

The  wonders  of  the  (kics ! 

Companion  kind,  and  boundlefs  love, 

Here  feem  uiyintly  b  ight : 
And  mercy  like  'he  filvcr  dove 

Allures  the  ravifh'o  fight. 

Thy  foul,  great  Watts  !  forfakes  the  earth, 

And  fco-ns  the  g  itt  ring  toy  ; 
While  coiif-'ir.us  of  her  higher  birth 

She  feeks>  immortal  joy. 

Thy  meltirg  numbers  touch  the  foul, 

And  kind  clevo'ion  warm  ; 
Each  jarring  thought  with  eafe  controul, 

And  bleis  us  wlule  they  charm. 

P  happy  wh'.-fe  feraphic  mind, 

Such  heights  fublime  can  rife  ! 
Can  leave  the  ieff,ning  world  behind^ 

And  mingle  with  the  fkics 

But  happier  far  f!>a!l  be- thy  fate, 

When  death  fhall  break  the  chain  j 
And  fet  thee  loofe  to  bjifs -complete,' 

To  joys  that  know  no  pain. 

There  fhalt  thou  thy  immortal  lyre, 

In  fangs  of  praifi  employ  ! 
^.rd  feel  the  i'acred  talk  ini'pjre 

Thy  breaft  wilh  cndlci's  joy. 


VERSES 


OCCASIONED   BY   THE   DFATH   OF  MR.   M—  8— ^ 

At  Glajgoiv,  May  38.  1730. 
INSCRIBED  TO   MR.  A  3 . 

WHILE  thy  torn  heart  with  varied  woe  is  preft, 
And  dll  the  friend  lies  bleeding  in  thy  breaft  : 
Forgive  the  mufe  who  would  our  lofs  de^l'-re, 
And  mourn  wirh  thee — that  Mm  us  is  no  morej  \ 

rhe  cruel  ryrant   \vh-fe  refiftlefs  rage 
Alike  employs  itfclf  on  y-  uth  and  age  ; 
Smiles  at  •  ur  tear — and  a«  our  grief  runs  highy 
P  mts  Marcus  cut ;  and  bids' us  learn  to  die  1 
Shows  all  the  cp'ning  virtues  of. the  youth, 
His  nuriye  goodnefs,  m»defiy,  and  truth  : 
What  early  worth  jurt  blafted  in  its  bloom! 
HU  w  many  graces  fhrowded  in  the  tonvb ! 
bee  Caledonia  weeping  o'er  the  urn  ! 
As  if  fh"  feem'd  her  fav'rite  f  n  to  mourn; 
Off  for  her  fake  he  read  th'  lufrnric  page, 
And  tmcVi  the  mazes  of  remote;!  age ; 
Earlier  afferter  of  her  glorious  caufe, 
Fond  of  her  freedom,  zealous  for  her  lawsj 
Great  liberty  infpir'ii  his  hcjnef:  breaft 
And  his  dear  country  al!  his  foul  poifrft  : 
In  youth  a  patriot — tieady  to  the  right, 
In  manners  humane,  nnd  in  arrs  p.  lite. 
Hi*,  heart  all-geiiLrouv  ca^  did,  and  fercne, 
•Sv  eet  as  h:s  look,  engaging  as  his  mun  : 
To  friendfhip  fa'thfui,  to  misfortune  kind, 
Hi*  life  a  love  y  c  py  of  his  mind. 

So  near  per  fed  ion  in  his  early  day, 
Why  fhmiid  we  weep  to  fee  him  fnatch'd  away? 
I'o  fee  him  rr  ach  at  oru-e  rh'  irtM!«"'t;il  prize, 
And  rile  triumphal1.:  f>  lu->:n<tlv.    Ikies. 
B.'h'^ld  th'  txal  t\i  youtii  \vi  h  f-nile-s  furvey, 
The  fond  miflraken  debt  of  griif  we  pay  1 
Bfhold  him  feated  on  the  biii^ful  more, 
Hear  fr  m  atur  the  rn>ify  tempeft  roar  ! 
Safe  fr-mi  rhe  taint  of  a  o>-rupted  age, 
From  vici  us  manners,  and  from  party  rage. 
No  p.in'io:!*  there  hi-,  purer  b<  fom  mcve  ; 
Bat  harmony  divine,  and  peace,  and  love; 
Such  as    n  earth  were  wont  to  footn  his  breaft, 
The  pieafintr  foretaftr  of  his  heav'n'y  reft. 

See  him  p  >int  rur  rhe  •  afh  hu.  If  ft  in  view, 
And  bid  hi*  friends  rhe  uoMe  race  rurfue  ! 
Di(   iay  the  fair  ex.imp'e  to  their  eyes, 
And  hid  thrm  live  like  him — \ik<-  ];im  to  rife! 

So  the  bright  all-enlivening  orb  <•(  light, 
When  he  withdraws  hin^feh  fr  m  mortal  fight; 
With  fair-,  r  glories  (nines  in  milder  fkies, 
And  fers  to  us,  for  better  worlds  ro  rife  ! 

I'hou  dear  departed  friend  !  if  greatly  bleft, 
One  meaner  thought  can  rouch  thy  peaceful  breaft^ 
Look  on  a  heart,  bv  p..ffions  rent  lik^  mine, 
That  weeping  wait1-  ro  mingle  joys  with  thine  I 
Fir'd  by  rhe  flight — hat  (irugglcs  to  be  free. 
And  join  fociety  with  heav'n  and  thee. 

TO  MR.  THOMSON, 

UPON    HIS   TRAGEDY   OT   SOPIIONISBA. 

FORGIVE  the  mufe,  that  with  unpraclis'd  firing 
ambition  dares  thy  praife  to  fingj^ 


348 


THE    WORKS   OF   BOYSE. 


•  I 

>me.    j 


Pleas'd  who  beholds  thy  tow'ring  genius  rife, 
And  fees  thy  merit  fhine  ir:  fouthern  {kits. 

When  nature  firfl  infpir'd  thy  early  (train, 
To  paint  the  beauties  of  the  flow'ry  plain ; 
The  charming  page  T  read  with  foft  delight, 
And  every  lively  iandikip  charm 'd  my  tight: 
Now  led  by  thee,  while  I  again  explore, 
Mew  patriots  rifing  on  a  barbarous  ihore  ;    . 
A  beauteous  breaft  that  glows  with  love  of  fame, 
A  female  Cato,  with  a  fofter  name  ! 
My  ravifh'd  heart  exults  in  being  free, 
And  burns  with  love  of  i'acred  liberty  ! 

JLet  Rome  the  blefiing  arrogate  no  mote, 
The  goddefs  rtigns  upon  a  diftant  ihore ; 
And  there  in  all  her  native  charms  corifrft, 
She  fires  immortal  Saphonifba's  breaft 
Great  Carthage  rifes  from  oblivion's  womb, 
By  thee  reviv'd,  (he  quits  her  awful  tomb 
And  emulates  again  her  haughty  rival  Rome, 

So  when  great  Titian  rnfe,  immortal  man  I 
With  rural  fcenes  his  pencil  firft  began  ; 
Employ'd  all-genial  nature's  laws  to  trace, 
And  copy  from  her  ever-blooming  face  ; 
Here  paint  the  precipice  and  falling  flood, 
There  ftrike  the  vale — or  mark  the  diftant  wood  ; 
Till  rifmg  in  his  fkill  by  jufl  degrees, 
He  form'd  th'  idea  of  th'  hiftoi ic  piece  ; 
Where  fotne  great  hero  boldly  he  defign'd, 
And  touch'd  th'  exalted  paffions  of  the  mind  : 
Of  art  with  nature  fuch  the  generous  ftrife, 
That  all  the  fpeaking  canvas  fwell'd  with  life  ! 
So  ftrong  the  figures  ftrikc  the  ravifh'd  eye, 
We  quite  forget  the  hand  that  gives  the  joy  ! 
Till  by  reflection  warm'd,  we  feel  thole  joys, 
Still  from  one  great  original  arife ; 
Who  follows  nature  charms  without  defign, 
Who  follows  her  like  you — like  you  mult  fiiirie. 

TO  MRS.  OLDFIELD, 

ON    HER    ACTING    CLEOPATRA. 

OFT  has  my  foul  with  ftrong  companion  ftrove, 
To  think  of  Antony's  ill-fated  love  ; 
To  fee  him  {brink  before  th'  ambitious  boy, 
Fame,  life,  and  honour,  given  for  tranfient  joy  ! 
Thus  once  I  thought — but  now  my  error  fee, 
And  the  loft  hero  {lands  abfolv'd  by  thee. 

Had  Cleopatra's  charms  like  Oldfield's  {hone  ! 
Had  fhe  the  tuneful  magic  of  thy  tongue  '. 
Well  might  the  Roman  of  his  foftnefs  boaft, 
And  think  that  love  aton'd  for  empire  loft : 
Well  might  he  from  the  glorious  war  remove, 
And  barter  crowns  and  provinces  for  love  ! 
For  oh  !  who  would  not  make  the  fate  his  own  ? 
And  wifh  to  be  ib  glorioufiy  undone ! 

ANNIVERSARY  ODE, 

SACRED  TO  THE  MEMORY   OF  A  DAUGHTER. 
OL  An.  1726. 

BEGIN  my  mufe,  and  flrike  the  lyre, 
Let  grief  the  melting  notes  infpire  ! 
Ami  fadly  confccrate  the  day, 
That  fnatch'd  my  foul's  delight  away  ! 


When  firft  the  beauteous  infant  maid, 
The  early  feeds  of  leiife  difplay'd, 
With  her  dear  prattle  footh'd  my  care?, 
\:  d  churm'd  my  fond  tranfported  eats. 

How  did  her  op'ning  bloom  arife  ! 
And  as  it  ftruck  my  ravinYd  eyes, 
Oft  promis'd  ro  my  years  increaie, 
A  fcore  of  innocence  and  peace. 

But  foon,  too  foc-n,  thefe  flattering  joys. 
Fate's  interpofing  hand  deftroys; 
And  loft  in  death'tS  ail  gloo,:sy  fhadc, 
The  dear  dulufivc  vilio;!  fled. 

So  does  the  early-budding  rofe, 
[ts  blufhing  fra^rancy  difclole, 
Allure  the  touch,  aiiU  fmell,  and  fight, 
And  yield  each  fenfc  a  loft  delight. 

Till  feme  rafh  foe  its  pride  invade, 
And  ravifli'd  from  its  native  bed, 
Its  odour  and  it*>  hue  decay, 
And  all  its  beauties  fade  away. 

Thus  were  my  dreams  of  comfort  croft,, 
And  with  the  fav'rhe  virgin  loft ; 
And  all  my  fchemcs  of  blifs  to  come, 
Enclosed  within  her  early  tomb  ! 

Thence  clouds  of  new  afflictions  rife, 
And  brooding  o'er  the  darken'd  ikies; 
With  their  fad  melancholy  fiiade, 
The  horizon  of  life  o'erlpread. 

While  o'er  the  young  Sabina's  urn, 
Thus  with  paternal  grief  I  mourn  : 
Around  my  foul  new  forrows  break, 
And  leave  my  woes  no  room  to  fpcak. — 

On  Atticus'  delightful  age, 
Fate  next  employed  his  cruel  rage  ; 
With  eafe  diffolv'd  life's  feeble  chain, 
And  freed  the  fuff'ring  faint  from  pain. 

O  ever  honour'd  facred  name  ! 
If  in  the  bright  immortal  train 
One  thought  of  earth  can  touch  thy  reft, 
Look  down  on  this  afflicted  breaft. 

Teach  me,  like  thee,  through  life  to  fteer, 
Patient  and  calm  my  lot  to  bear; 
Teach  me  thy  heav'nly  fteps  to  trace, 
And  reach  like  thee  the  realms  of  peace ! 


ODE  TO  MR.  WILLIAM  CUMING, 

ON   UI3   GOING   TO   FRANCE,    AUGUST   3!.  1735% 

«  _L Finibus  [Gallicis] 

"  Reddes  incolumem  precor, 

*'  Et  ferves  aiiimse  ditnidiuru  mes  !" 

O  BLOW  ferene  !  ye  fof*  Etefinn  gale=, 

Curl  the  gay  main,  and  fill  the  fweliing  fails! 

The  guardian  veffel  through  the  deep  attend  : 
Shine  every  favourable  planet  bright, 
To  guide  the  prolp'rous  navigation  right, 

And  bear  to  Galiu's  Ciorc  iiiy  happy 
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Thence  to  Lutetla's  walls,  a  pleating  way, 
Through  fcencs  by  nature  drefs'd  proJTufely  gay  ! 

Aufpicious  fortune  ftill  his  paffage  guide  ; 
Till  idle  arriv'd  he  views  the  wond'rous  town, 
Which  all  agree  unprejudic'd  to  own 

At  once  fair  Europe's  envy  and  its  pride  ! 

There  while  his  thoughts  explore  th'  amazing 

plan 
Of  pow'r  divine — the  microcofm  of  man  ; 

From  every  danger  fhield  his  fpotlefs  youth 
With  manly  ftrength  his  growing  virtue  arm, 
To  break  the  force  of  every  firen  charm, 

And  keep  untainted  all  his  native  truth. 
When  views  of  pomp  or  bright  proceilions  rife, 
When  Louvre  or  Verfailles  enchants  the  eyes, 

The  grand  afTcmbly  or  the  royal  train  ! 
Oh  liberty  !  thy  faithful  pro!pecl  lend, 
To  Britain's  illc  his  calm  refleclion  bend, 

And  fay,  that  flav'ry  makes  the  fplcndour  mean. 

When  artful  beauty  lajrs  the  fecrcc  fnare, 
InftriKft  him,  friendly  goddefs,  to  beware, 

Defend  him  from  each  captivating  art ! 
For  there  fair  Venus  holds  her  fov're'gn  court, 
There  all  her  wanton  fportive  loves  refort, 

And  in  a  thoufand  forms  furprife  the  heart. 

Yet,  goddefs  !  let  him,  as  intent  he  fees 
That  airy  nation's  native  (kill  to  pleafe, 

Shun  the  reflection  of  the  mimic  glafs! 
Of  all  the  Britons  I  have  ever  feen, 
Who  ap'd  the  graces  of  the  Gallic  mien, 

Scarce  one  but  chronicled  himfelf  an  afs. 

Yet  that  politenefs  of  the  trueft  kind, 
Which  both  adorns  and  cultivates  the  mind, 

This  let  his  careful  fludy  borrow  thence  ! 
Manners  from  hence  new  ornament  receive, 
To  knowledge  this  does  double  luftre  give, 

And  travel  finifties  the  man  of  fenfe. 

Sometimes  from  crowds  retir'd  if  chance  -le  ftrays, 
Where  Seine  along  th'  Eiyfian  meadows  plays, 

Let  fome  kind  genius  whifper  in  his  ear, 
How  many  vows  for  his  fuccefs  are  paid, 
How  many  for  his  fafe  return  are  made, 

How  many  think  his  abfence  tedious  here, 

But  oh,  too  harm,  my  friend  !  thefe  precepts  flow, 
The  fpecious  coverings  of  my  fecret  woe, 

While  fortune's  partial  favour  1  accufe  : 
Who,  when  my  forrows  needed  moft  a  friend, 
Was  pleas'd  in  thee  the  precious  gift  to  fend, 

Malicious  bounty  1  but  bcftow'd  to  lofe. 

Oh  no,  forgive,  the  facred  tie  I  wrong  ! 
Where  virtue  binds,  the  mutual  union  ftrong. 

Diftance,  misfortune,  time,  and  fate  defies  ; 
Prom  pole  to  pole,  from  Ganges  to  the  Thamc, 
Immortal  frienddiip  fpreads  th'  etherial  flame 

For  ages  (till  the  fame,  and  never  dies ! 

££n*,JV£.*I.  1735. 

Amico  opt.  W.  C.  moeftus  hoc  doloris 
et  gratitudiais  monumentum  P. 


HORACE  AND  LYDIA, 

BOOK    III.      ODE    IX.     IMITATED. 


Alexis. 

WHILE,  Phyllis,  tranfported  I  lay  in  your  arms, 
And,  pofiels'd  of  your  fondnefs,  was  blefs  d  in 

your  charms, 

On  wealth  and  ambition  with  fcorn  I  look'd  down, 
Nor  envy'd  great  Lewis  that  bauble,  his  crown. 

Phyllis. 

While  faithful  with  me  you  delighted  at  home, 
As  happy  was  I,  as  the  Pope  is  at  Rome; 
Cat  now  new  acquaintance  your  fancy  ^nifbad, 
And  Peter's  folk  *  never  are  out  of  your  head. 

Alexis. 

The  charge  I  fubmit  to — I  own  they're  my  friends, 
Their  agreeable  converfe  fair  virtue  commends. 
With  their  ftnfe  and  good  humour  my  woes  1  re 
lieve, 
And  with  them  for  an  age  I  unweary'd  could  live. 

Phyllis. 

Miranda's  fine  voice  and  good  humour  for  me, 
My  comrade  fhe  is,  and  my  comrade  mall  be  ! 
In  fpite  of  all  icandal,  Til  live  with  her  ftill, 
And  let  the  world  cenfure,  or  fay  what  it  will. 

Alexis. 
But  what  if,  dear  Phyllis,  this  diff  rence  fhould 

end, 

Suppofe,  for  your  fake,  1  abandon'd  my  friend, 
And,  in  fpite  of  my  judgment,  too  biafs'd  my  view, 
Relinquifh'd  the  world  to  be  bury'd  with  you. 

Phyllis. 

Though  Miranda's  ftill  conftantly  pleafing  and 

gay, 

Though  her  notes  far  exceed  all  the  mufic  of  May, 
And  though  you,  like  old  ocean,  look  muddy"! 
and  four,  f 

Our  ancient  alliance  I'll  gladly  reftore,  [more.r 
And  refolve  that  till  death  we  will  differ  no3 

Alexis. 
No,  Phyllis,  though  kind,  that  conceflir.n  won't 

take, 

I  ne'er  can  confcnt  our  joint  friends  to  forfakc, 
Who  in  making  of  treaties  forget  their  allies, 
Will  never  be  reckon'd  or  honeft  or  wife. 

Phyllis. 
Then  be  judg'd  by  the  rule  you've  fo  gravely  laid 

down, 

Nor  hope  that  Miranda  my  heart  fhall  difown. 
With  her,  gentle  heav'n,  grant  me  freedom  to  rove, 
While  friendfliip  {hall  pay  me  the  intereft  of  love. 

Alexis. 

Beware,  charming  Phyllis,  a  fatal  miftake, 
Where  intereil's  the  motive,  there  friendfiiip  Is 

weak 

'Tis  virtue  alone  can  eftablifli  the  tie,  [we  die. 
Through  life  ftill  unbroken,  which  holds  when 
The  tafte  may  be  modifli.  yet  ne'er  can  laft  long,) 
To  lofe  an  old  lover,  to  hear  a  new  fong. 

*  By  "  Ptters  folk"  is  txsant  the  Mpitable  awt 
agreeable  family  of  a  Mr.  Stsivart,  a  merchant  in 
Edinburgh  ;  nvbo  had  tivo  amiable  davgbttrtt  to 

ri  addrrjftd fomt  pcf.n. 


If  novelty  charms  vou,  delighted  in  change, 
Fr<.m  plcalure  to  ;  kjafurc,  oh  long  may  you  range  ! 
F  r  me,  fr  m  henceforth  on  fome  quieter  fliore. 
Where  fortune  and  love  fhall  difturb  me  no  more, 
I'll  feek  in  retirement  thi^nobleft  of  j'»ys, 
*'l'ia  time  mull  diicover  the  truth  oi  eacii  choice. 


EPISTLE  TO  HENRY  BROOKE,  ESQ., 

THOUGH  'midft  the  cruel  ftorm  of  paffion  toft, 
I  view  the  fhore,  and  figh  for  fafety  loft, 
While  every  diftant  hope  of  good  is  gone, 
And  left  by  thee  !  'tis  j'>y  t  •  be  undone, 
Oli     read  the  thought  where  no  delign  has  part, 
The-  laft  faint  purpofe  of  my  wretched  heart; 
JLong  had  between  us  (in  a  moment  torn) 
The  holy  band  of  friendship's  fairh  been  worn  : 
I  claim'd  the  blifs,  fo  happy  once  was  I, 
Dear  to  your  breaft,  and  cherifh'd  in  your  eye  : 
Now  loft  the  privilege    fhall  one  fhort  day 
Snatch  all  the  labour  of  our  lives  away  ? 
But  oh,  I  err  !   I  am  not  whar  I  feerri, 
Fricndfhip  can  ne  er  fubfift  without  efteem  ; 
Death  were  my  choice,  if  heaven  my  choice  ap- 

prov'd, 

More  eafy  than  to  lofe  the  friend  I  lov'd : 
Happy  in  this,  that  to  your  be'ter  care 
I  gave  a  friend,  will  never  lofe  his  fhare, 
Whole  truth  will  ftill  increaie,  the  longer  known, 
Whole  faith,  whofe  goodnei*,  ar  e  fo  like  your  Own  : 
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Forget.  I  bl^fs  you, — if  this  wi£h  fucceeds, 
'I  hen  live  GufLavus,  though  Arvida  bleedf 


ON    THE 

EX    RAORD1N\RY  EXECUTION 

OF   CAP!  .  JOHN    PORTEOUS,   SEPT.    "}.  1^6. 

"  — — Nec  lex  eft  juftior  tilla, 

"  Quam  necis  artifices  arte  perire  fua.'* 

•'  By  their  own  ar's,  'tis  righteoufly  decreed, 
"  1'he  dire  artificers  of  death  fhali  bleed." 

PORTEOOS!   tho.'  ftrong  example,  timely  given, 
How  fovereigns  fhould  employ  the  power  ojf  hea- 

ven  ; 

Thy  wanton  hands  a  fangtiine  deluge  fpread, 
Thy  country'-  t-q  ial  voice  pr-  nounc'd  thee  dead  : 
But  tools  like  thee  were  thought  fuch  ufeful  things, 
That  fordid  greatnefs  mov'd  all  lecret  fprings; 
In  vain  the  great  applied,  ^he  court  repriev'd, 
Eternal  Juftice  thought  too  long  you  liv'd  : 
Mercy  grew  vain ;  when  fuch  a  crime  grew  flightj 
'  Twas  time  the  people  fh  ^uld  affeit  their  right. 
Yet  let  the  mufe  the  juft  encomium  draw, 
Srlf-mjcr'd,  how  they  kept  the  fight  of  law, 
The  gentlenefs,  denied  their  fellows,  gave, 
And  left  thee  time  to  arm  thee  for  the  grave : 
Let  none  behold  thy  exit  with  regret, 
You  died,  the  nohleft  way,  a  public  debt  : 
May  the  aufpicious  omen  rife  in  you, 
And  villains  (_fcreen'd  however)  meet  their  diic'1 


H  fi 


POETICAL   WORKS 


O  V 


WILLIAM   THOMPSON. 


Containing 


SICKNESS,  ODES, 

HYMN   TO  MAT,  EPISTLES, 

THE   NATIVITY,  SONGS, 

THt   MAGI,  CAKDEN   INSCRIPTIONS, 

AND    CALLIRHOE,  EPITAPHS, 

\^fc»  ^SV«      ^V« 


To  -which  is  prefixed, 
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Come,  Spenfcr,  awful  genius,  come  along, 
Mix  with  the  mi. fie  of  th'  aerial  throng  ; 
O    reaMi  a  penfive  flillnefs  through  my  breaft, 
While  balmy  bretzes  pant  the  leaves  among, 
Ard  fweetly  footh  my  p.-ffion'  hito  reft, 
Hint  pureft  thoughts  in  pureft  colours  dreft  ; 
Even  fuch  as  angels  pi  on  pt  in  golden  dreams, 
To  holy  hermits  high  in  raptures  bltft, 
His  bofom  burning  with  celeftial  beams; 
N   lefs  the  raptures  of  n  y  f  mmer  day, 
If  Spenfer  deign  with  me  to  moralize  the  lay. 

GARDEN  INSCRIPTIONS. 


EDINBURGH: 

BRINTED  BY  MUNDELL  AND  SON,  ROYAL  BANK  CLOSE. 
Anno 


THE  LIFE  OF  THOMPSON. 


OF  the  perfonal  hiftory  of  THOMPSON,  the  prefent  writer  is  forry  that  the  intelligence  which  his 
inquiries  have  obtained,  i»  fo  fcanty,  that  he  mud  give  his  life  to  the  world  much  more  briefly 
than  his  qualifications  def;rve.  A  few  detached  dates  and  notices,  lefs  ample  and  iatisfadlory  than 
the  infcription  on  a  common  grave-ftone,  collected  chiefly  from  his  writings,  compofe  the  {lender 
memorials  of  his  life. 

William  Thompfon,  was  fecond  fon  of  the  Rev.  Francis  Thompfon,  B.  D.  Senior  Fellow  of 
Queen's  College,  Oxford,  and  thirty-two  years  vicar  of  Brough  in  Weftmoreland. 

Of  the  time  and  place  of  his  birth  there  are  no  memorials.  But  it  is  probable,  he  was  born  at 
Brough,  about  171  a.  His  mother  was  firft  married  to  Jofeph  Fifher,  M.  A.  Fellow  of  Queen's 
College,  Oxford,  Vicar  of  Brough,  and  Arch-deacon  of  Carlifle,  by  whom  flic  had  no  children. 
His  father  died  Auguft  31.  1735,  aged  70.  His  mother  died  October  25.  1737,  aged  65. 

After  pafling  through  the  ufual  courfe  of  elementary  learning  in  the  country,  he  was  fent  to  the 
Univerfity  of  Oxford,  and  entered  at  Queen's  College,  where  he  afterwards  became  a  Fellow. 

Early  in  life,  he  difcovered  a  propenlity  to  poetry,  and  wrote,  as  he  himfelf  informs  us,  Si* 
Pajlorals,  in  1734. 

His  early  conceptions  of  love,  of  friendftiip,  and  of  virtue,  were  very  warm  and  elevated,  and 
prompted  a  variety  of  poetical  effufions,  amatory,  fentimental,  and  ferious. 

In  his  retirement  in  Weftmoreland,  on  the  banks  of  his  native  Eden,  which  "  firft  heard  the 
Doric  reeds"  of  the  unfortunate  Pattifon,  and  the  amiable  Langhorne,  he  wrote  his  Stella,  five 
Amores,  Elegiarum  tres  Libri,  in  173^* 

Thefe  Pajlorals  and  Lave  Elegies,  written  when  the  young  poet's  foul  was  high-tuned  to  the  tender 
emotions  of  nature,  without  any  defign  of  printing  them,  have  not  been  collected  into  his  works. 

In  1736,  he  wrote  an  Epitbalamium  on  the  Royal  Nuptials •,  as  a  college  exercife,  which  procured 
him  coniiderable  reputation. 

He  took  the  degree  of  Matter  of  Arts,  February  26.  1738;  and  entering  into  orders,  was  pre- 
fented  to  the  re&ory  of  South  Wefton  and  Hampton-Pyle,  in  Qxfordfhire. 

About  this  time,  on  his  recovery  from  the  fmall-pox,  he  wrote  his  poem  called  Slcknefs ;  which 
was  publifhed  in  1746,  and  very  favourably  received  by  the  polite  and  religious  world. 

Not  long  after,  he  publilhed  his  Hymn  to  May,  in  the  manner  of  Spenfer,  which  completely  efta- 
bliftied  his  poetical  reputation.  • 

In  1751,  he  .was  a  candidate  for  the  poetry  profefTorfiup  at  Oxford;  but  did  not  fucceed  in  his 
application. 

Soon  after,  he  pabliflied  Gratitude,  a  Poem,  on  the  Countefs  of  Pomfret's  benefactions  to  the  Uni 
verfity  of  Oxford,  which  has  eluded  the  inquiries  of  the  prefent  writer. 

In  1757,  he  publifhed,  by  fubfcription,  a  collection  of  his  Poems  on  Several  Qcca/ions,  and  Go«- 

dibert  and  Birtba,  a  tragedy,  with  a  dedication  to  the  Countefs  of  Northumberland.     In  a  fhort  ad° 

vertifement,  he  informs  the  reader,  "  that  the  greater  part  of  the  poems  were  written  when  the 

author  was  very  young,  and  without  any  defign  of  priming  them,  which,"  he  fays,  "  is  only  meff* 
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tioned  with  hopes  to  procure  the  reader's  pardon  for  the  imperfection  of  forne,  and  the  Hghtnefs  o: 

Others.    Yet 

Non  ego  mordacl  diftrinxi  carmine  quemquam 

JNulla  venenato  litera  mifta  joco  eft."  OVID. 

"  The  tragedy,"  he  adds,  "  was  likewife  chiefly  ^compofed  when  the  author  was  an  under-graduate 
In  the  Univerfity,  as  an  innocent  relaxation  from  thofe  feverer  and  more  ufeful  ftudies;  for  which 
the  College,  where  he  had  the  benefit  of  his  education,  is  fo  defervedly  diftinguiflred.  I  have  caufed 
it  (with  all  its  juvenile  imperfections  on  its  head)  to  be  printed  as  it  was  firfl  written,  and  have  even 
added  the  original  motto,  that  it  might  be  all  of  a  piece" 

This  feems  to  be  the  language  of  unaffected  modefty ;  fomc  of  the  earlier  little  pieces  might 
probably  have  admitted  of  fome  improvements,  if  he  had  judged  it  proper  to  retouch  them  after- 
terwards:  but  as  a  fpirit  of  ingenuoufnefs  is  manifeft  throughout  his  fentiments,  he  has  probably 
given  his  moft  private  productions,  as  they  were  firft  conceived  and  written ;  upon  which  fuppofi- 
tion,  there  appears  very  little  reprehenfible  in  them,  and  not  a  little,  for  their  quantity,  that  may  be 
juftly  commended. 

"  The  poem  callecf  Sicknefs"  he  fays,  "  was  republiflied  at  the  requeft  of  feveral  of  my  fubfcrib- 
ers ;  to  which,  without  regarding  the  additional  expence,  I  very  readily  agreed.  I  have  made 
fome  alterations,  which,  in  the  divifions  of  the  books,  I  hope  will  be  thought  improvements." 

He  furvived  this  publication  feveral  years,  and  intended  to  republifti  "  Browne's  Britannia's  Pafto- 
rals,"  upon  which  he  left  fome  ihort  notes,  inferted  in  T.  Davies's  edition,  1772 ;  but  the  prefenc 
writer  has  not  been  able  to  difcover  when  he  died. 

This  is  all  that  is  known  of  Thompfon,  an  amiable  and  ingenious  poet,  whofe  writings  feem  not 
hitherto  to  have  received  fo  much  attention  as  they  deferve. 

His  Poems  on  Several  Occafions,  with  the  omifiion  of  a  few  trifling  fongs,  and  his  Garden  Jnfcrlp- 
tions,  publifiied  in  the  "  Poetical  Calendar"  for  Auguft  1763,  are  now,  for  the  firft  time,  re 
ceived  into  a  collection  of  claflical  Englifti  poetry.  The  reader  may  perhaps  wifti,  for  the  fake  of 
his  reputation,  that  fome  more  of  his  lighter  pieces  had  been  omitted.  The  majority  of  them  are, 
however,  worthy  of  him, 

As  a  poet,  his  compcfitions  are  characterized  by  fertility  of  invention,  fplendour  of  imagination, 
tendernefs  of  fentiment,  facility  of  expreflion,  and  harmony  of  numbers.  He  is  of  the  fchool  of 
Spenfer  and  Milton ;  but  he  imitates  the  former  more  than  the  latter.  He  feems  to  have  been  an 
enthufiaftic  admirer,  and  an  attentive  obferver  of  the  charms  of  nature,  as  his  compofitions  abound 
in  minute  rural  imagery,  and  piclurefque  defcription.  His  faults  are  thofe  of  his  mafter.  Rich  in 
native  {lores,  he  fometimes  employs  traditionary  imagery,  and  hereditary  fimiles.  His  defcriptions 
are  fometimes  puerile  and  extravagant,  sod  fometimes  overwrought,  and  loft  in  a  profufion  of  co 
lours. 

His  capital  performance  is  Sicknefs,  a  poem,  in  five  books,  in  blank  verfe.  In  this  work,  bold- 
nefs  of  perfonification,  energy  of  language,  fublimity  of  fentiment,  pathetic  rcprefentation,  and' 
the  moft  exquifite  beauties  of  poetry,  are  ennobled  with  Chriftian  and  msral  truths.  Almoft  eve 
ry  line  glows  with  devotion,  rifes  into  the  inoft  exalted  apprehenfions  pf  the  Creator,  and  is  ani 
mated  with  the  moft  lively  faith  in  the  all-fuflicient  mediation  of  th£  Redeemer  of  mankind.  In  the 
firft  book,  which  bears  only  the  general  title  of  Sicknefs,  after  propofirrg  his  iubje6t,  he  thus-re- 
fiects  on  the  levity  of  fome  of  bis  earlier  poetical  amufemcnts. 

Too  long  the  mufe, 

Ah  !  much  too  long,  a  libertine  diffus'd, 
On  Pleasure's  rofy  lap,  has  idly  breath'd 
Love-fighing  elegies,  and  paftoral  {trains, 
The  Toft  feducers  of  our  youthful  hours, 
Soothing  away  the  vigour  of  the  mind3 
And  energy  of  virtue.     But  farewell, 
Ye  myrtle  walks,  ye  lily- mantled  meadr 
Of  Paphos,  and  the  fount  of  Acidale^ 
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The  fecond  book  is  called  the  Palace  of  Difeafe.    This  palace  is  very  poetically  imagined  and  ex- 
ecuted,  and  the  malignant  power  inhabiting  it  is  very  correfpondently  pourtrayed.     He  thus  de» 
fcribes  one  of  her  fix  attendant  furies,  the  fmall-pox,  whofe  fevere  infedion  occafioned  the  poem* 

The  laft,  fo  turpid  to  the  view,  affrights 

Her  neighbour  hags.     Happy  herfelf  is  blind, 

Or  madntfs  would  enfue,  fo  bloated  black, 

So  loathfome  to  each  fenfe,  the  fight  or  fmell, 

Such  foul  corruption  on  this  fide  the  grave, 

Vaiiola  yclep'd;  ragged  and  rough, 

Her  couch  perplex'd  with  thorns.     What  heavy  fcenes 

Hang  o'er  my  head,  to  feel  the  theme  is  mine  ! 

In  the  third  book,  called  the  Progrefs  of  Sicknefs,  after  a  fucceffion  of  dreams  of  different  com** 
jplexions,  which  are  very  poetically  enumerated  and  contrafted,  on  waking  affrighted  froni  th£ 
imaginary  blaft  of  AJlolpko's  horn,  in  "  Orlando  Furiofo  j"  he  thus  energetically  exclaims  : 

Pain  empties  all  her  vials  on  my  head, 

And  fteeps  me  o'er  and  o'er.     Th'  envenom'd  fhirt 

Of  Hercules  enwraps  my  burning  limbs 

With  dragon's  blood  :  1  rave  and  roar  like  him, 

Writhing  in  agony.     Devouring  fires 

Eat  up  the  marrow  frying  in  my  bones. 

0  whether,  whether  (hall  1  turn  for  aid ! 

The  metaphorical  difplay  of  friendfhip  at  the  clofe  of  this  book  is  warm  and  delicate. 

Friendfhip's 

•     •• a  holy  fire, 

Where  honour  beams  on  honour,  truths  on  truths, 
Bright  as  the  eyes  of  angels,  and  as  pure. 
An  altar  whence  two  gentle  loving  hearts 
Mount  to  the  Ikies  in  one  confpiring  blaze, 
And  fpotlefs  union 

The  fourth  book  is  called  the  Recovery.  In  this,  Mercy  fends  Hygeia  or  Health,  to  the  well  o£ 
life,  in  which  he  ingenioufly  feigns  the  angel  who  defcended  into,  the  pool  of  Bethefda,  to  have 
previoufly  moiftened  his  wings.  His  furprife  at  the  firft  return  of  fight,  and  his  fftcceeding  extii- 
tation  on  it,  are  finely  «xpreffed. 

1  thank  thee  Sleep ! — Heav'ns  !  is  the  day  reftor'd 
To  my  dtfiring  eyes  ?  Their  lids,  i  nglew'd, 
Admit  the  long-loft  light,  now  ftreaming  in 
Painfully  clear  ! — O  check  the  rapid  gleam 
With  fhading  filk,  till  the  weak  vifual  orb, 
Stronger  and  ftronger,  dares  imbibe  the  fun, 
Nor,  wat'ring,  twinkle  at  unfolded  day. 

Sight,  all-expreffive !  Though  the  feeling  fenfe 
Thrills  from  lanthe's  hand  ;  at  Handel's  lyre 
Tingles  the>ear;  though  fmell  from  bloflbm'd  beaxfitf 
Arabian  fpirit  gathers ;  and  the  draught, 
Sparkling  from  Burgundy's  exalted  vines, 
Streams  neftar  on  the  palate  :  yet,  OJtght .' 
Weak  their  fenfations,  when  compar'd  with  thee. 

The  laft  book,  ftyled  the  Tbankfgi-vingiis  replete  with  much  devout  and  animated  gratitude.  Thd 
following  parody  of  a  very  poetical  pafiage  in  the  "  Pfalms,"  is  well  executed. 

•     For  me  (who  late 

A  neighbour  of  the  worms)  when  I  forget 
The  wonders  of  thy  goodnefs  ray'd  on  me, 
And  ceafe  to  celebrate  with  matin  harp 
Or  vcfper  fong,  thy  plenitude  of  love, 
And  healing  mercy ;  may  the  nightly  PowV, 
"Which  whifpers  on,  my  flumbcrs,  ceafe  to  breathe 
Jier  tntdulatlng  impulfe  through  my  ibul  9 
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Untun'd,  unha'low'd  !  Difcord,  firing  my  lyre, 
Idly,  my  finger,  prefs  the  fretted  gold, 
Rebellious  to  the  dictates  of  my  hand, 
When  indolent,  to  fwell  the  notes  for  thee, 
FATHER  of  heav'n  and  earth! 

The  Hymn  to  May,  is  a  profeffed  imitation  of  Spenfer  ;  and  without  oftentatious  praifc,  it  is  but 
jufl  to  obferve,  that  in  opulence  of  imagery,  brilliancy  of  colouring,  diftin<5lnefs  and  propriety  of  at 
tribute,  and  harmony  of  numbers,  it  challenges  every  modern  production,  and  rivals,  if  not  fur- 
paffes  every  thing  of  the  kind,  even  in  Spenfer,  from  whom  he  caught  his  infpiration.  The  dic 
tion  is  florid  and  luxuriant,  and  the  fentiments  rapturous  and  tender  in  the  higheft  degree.  He  gives 
a  loofe  to  the  luxuriance  of  his  imagination,  and  indulges  himfelf  in  every  extravagance  that  poe 
try  allows.  The  exuberance  of  his  diction  invefts  his  thoughts  with  fplendour,  through  which, 
perhaps,  they  are  not  always  eafily  difcerned.  Spenfer  being  not  lefs  celebrated  for  his  defcrip- 
tion  of  the  beauties  of  nature,  than  for  his  drefs  and  portraiture  of  allegorical  perfonages,  Thompfon 
has  thus  charmingly  delineated  and  arrayed  his  poetical  May. 

She  comes! — A  filken  camus,  emerald-green, 

Gracefully  loofe,  adown  her  (boulders  flows, 

(Fit  to  enfold  the  limbs  of  Paphos'  queen) 

And  with  the  labours  of  the  needle  glows, 

Purfled  by  nature's  hand !   The  amorous  air 

And  mulky  weftern  breezes  faft  repair, 

Her  mantle  proud  to  fwell,  and  wanton  with  her  hair, 

Her  hair  (but  rather  threads  of  light  it  feems) 
With  the  gay  honours  of  the  fpring  entwin'd, 
Copious,  unbound,  in  nectar'd  ringlets  ftreams, 
Floats  glitt'ring  on  the  fun,  and  fcents  the  wind, 
Love-tick  with  odours  ! — Now  to  order  roll'd, 
It  melts  upon  her  bofom's  dainty  mould, 
Or,  curling  round  her  waift,  difparts  its  wavy  gold. 

Young  circling  rofes,  blufhing  round  them  throw 
The  fweet  abundance,  of  their  purple  rays, 
And  lilies  dipt  in  fragrance,  freflily  blow, 
With  blended  beauties,  in  her  angel  face. 
The  humid  radiance  beaming  from  her  eyes, 
The  air  and  feas  illumes,  the  earth  and  fkies, 
And  open,  where  fhe  fmilcs,  the  fweets  of  Paradife, 

On  zephyr's  wing  the  laughing  goddefs  view 
Diftilling  balm.     She  cleaves  the  buxom  air. 
Attended  by  the  filvcr- footed  dew, 
TThe  ravages  of  winter  to  repair. 

,  She  gives  her  naked  bofom  to  the  gales, 

Her  naked  bofom  down  the  ether  fails ; 
Her  bofom  breathes  delight ;  her  breath  the  fpring  exhales. 

In  ftanzas  47,  48,  49,  50,  and  51,  the  fuppofxtion  of  Venus  being  born  in  this  month,  and  cele 
brating  her  birth-day  near  Acidalus,  a  fountain  in  Boeotia,  is  happily  imagined,  and  expreffed  with 
thatfoftnefs  of  fentiment  which  he  profefles  to  have  indulged  in  thi«pQem,  though  with  an  avowal 
of  the  pureft  intention.  The  ftanzas  19,  20,  ai,  &c.  (how  him  a  great  matter  in  the  defcriptive.  The  Na 
tivity,  a  college  exercife,  and  the  Epithalamium  on  the  royal  nuptials,  are  alfo  fine  imitations  of  Spen 
fer.  In  the  Nativity ,  the  lines  beginning,  Hark,  the  jolly  pife  and  rural  lay,  and  ending,  Hell  groan' J 
through  all  her  dens ,  and  grim  death  dropped  down  dead,  are  remarkably  fine.  The  verfes  on  Popes  Works 
are  agreeably  various  andfpirited.  Thofe  efpecially  on  histranflation  of  "  Homer,"  are exquifitely  ani 
mated.  The  Epfjile  to  the  Author  of  Ltonidas,  The  fall  of  Corefus  and  Callirboe,  from  Paufanias;  and 
the  Magi,  a  Sacred  Eclogue  are  all  maflerly.  The  lines  in  the  Eclogue  in  which  the  fagea 
are  introduced  paying  their  adoration  to  the  infant  Saviour,  are  eminently  beautiful*  His 
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•n  both  his  parents,  comprife  two  moft  worthy  characters  pourtrayed  by  filial  poetry.  The  verfes 
Written  on  tie  Holy  Bible,  in  his  grave  religious  character,  have  an  original  air.  The  Garden  In* 
fcriptlons,  prove  him  no  languid  admirer,  but  a  fervent  worfhipper  of  the  excellencies  of  his  favour 
ites,  particularly  Spenfer,  Milton,  Thomfon,  and  Young.  The  eulogy  is  fometimes  overcharged  ; 
yet  the  the  overflowing  fulnefs  with  which  he  meafures  out  to  others,  fprings  from  a  moft  amiable 
fource.  It  is  the  very  contraft  of  narrow  felf-love,  of  envy  and  detraction,  and  entitles  him  to  the 
moft  liberal  regard  from  every  lover  of  candour  and  benevolence. 

His  Love  vetfes  are,  for  the  moft  part,  tender  and  unaffected  ;  dictated  by  his  own  feelings,  when 
the  paffion  is  quite  new,  romantically  fweet,  and,  perhaps,  at  the  utmoft  purity  which  is  compatible 
with  defire. 

His  two  Latin  odes  on  Winter  and  Summer ,  rank  with  the  beft  compofitions  of  our  Englifh  writers, 
who  have  cultivated  Latin  poetry  with  fuccefs.  Poetical  verfions,  by  Mr.  Tatterfal,  fellow  of  Tri 
nity-College,  Cambridge,  were  publifhed  along  with  the  originals;  which  I  believe,"  fays  he,  "  will 
be  thought  the  beft  verfes  in  the  collection  :  they  are  finifhed  in  fo  eafy  and  mafterly  a  manner,  that 
I  muft  own,  that  I  had  rather  have  been  the  author  of  them  than  of  the  originals  themfelves." 

His  tragedy  of  Gondibert  and  Blrila^  taken  from  Davcnant's  poem  of  "  Gondibert,"  feems  very 
little  adapted  to  the  ftage,  being  much  more  poetical  than  dramatic.  The  fentiments  are  warm 
and  elevated ;  but  feem  rather  fuch  as  he  had  collected  from  an  acquaintance  with  the  illuftrious 
dead,  than  from  being  "  hackneyed  in  the  ways  of  men,"  as  he  appears  more  delighted  with  what 
Syfhax  malignantly  calls  the  "  extravagance  of  virtue,"  than  experienced  ia  a  knowledge  of  the. 
world,  and  the  ordinary  conduct  of  mankind. 
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SICKNESS,  A  POEM :  IN  FIVE  BOOKS. 

The  Lord  comfort  him,  when  he  lieth  Cck  upon  his  bed  ;  make  thou  all  his  bed  in  his  ficknefs. 

ffalms. 


BOOK   I. 


THE  ARGUMENT. 


SUBJECT  propofed..  The  folly  of  employing  poetry  on  wanton  or  trifling  fubjedb.  Invocation  of 
Urania.  Reflexions  on  the  inftability  of  life  itfelf  :  Frailnefs  of  youth,  beauty,  and  health.  The 
fuddennefs  and  firft  attacks  of  a  diftemper,  in  particular  of  the  fmall-pox.  Moral  and  religious 
obfervations  refulting  from  ficknefs. 


O*  days  with  pain  acquainted,  and  of  nights 
Unconfcious  of  the  healing  balms  of  fleep, 
That  burn  in  reftlefs  agonies  away  ; 
Of  ficknefs,  and  its  family  of  woes, 
The  felleft  enemies  of  life,  I  fing, 
Korizon'd  clofe  in  darknefs.     While  T  touch 
The  ebon  inftrument,  of  folemn  tone, 
Pluck'd  from  the  cyprefs'  melancholy  boughs, 
Which,  deep'ning,  fhade  the  houfe  of  mourning, 
groans  9 

And  hollow  wailings,  through  the  damps  of  night, 
Refponfive  wound  the  ear.     The  fprightly  pow'rs 
Of  muficul  enchantment  wave  their  wings, 
And  feek  the  fragrant  groves  and  purple  fields, 
Where  pleafure  rolls  her  honey-trickling  ft  reams, 
Of  blooming  health  and  laughter-dimpled  joy. 

Me  other  fcenes  than  laughing  joy,  and  health 
High-blooming,  purple-living  fields  and  groves, 
Fragrant  with  fpring,  invite.    Too  long  the  mufc, 
Ah  !  much  too  long,  a  libertine,  diffus'd 
On  pleafure's  rofy  lap,  has  idly  breath'd  2O 

I.ove-fighing  elegies,  and  paftoral  (trains, 
The  foft  feducers  of  our  youthful  hours, 
Soothing  away  the  vigour  of  the  mind, 
And  energy  of  virtue.     But  farewel 
Ye  myrtle  walks,  ye  lily-mantled  meads 
Of  Paphos,  and  the  fount  of  Acidale, 
Where  oft  in  fummer,  Grecian  fables  tell, 
The  daughters  of  Eurynome  and  Jove, 
Thalia  and  her  fitter  graces,  cool 
Their  glowing  features,  at  the  noontide  hour,    30 
Farewel ! — But  come,  Urania,  from  thy  bow'rs 
Of  everlafting  day  ;  O  condefcend 
To  lead  thy  votary  (with  rapt'rous  zeal 
Adoring  nature's  God,  the  great  Three-Doe  '•) 


To  Salem,  where  the  fhepherd-monarch  wak'd 
The  iacred  breath  of  melody,  and  fwrell'd 
His  harp,  to  angels  kindred  notes  attun'd, 
With  mufic  worthy  heaven  1  O  bathe  my  breaft, 
With  praifes  burning,  in  the  morning  dews, 
Which  fparkle,  JSion,  on  thy  holy  hill.  40 

The  prophet?,  eagle-ey'd,  celcilial  maid, 
Thofe  poets  of  the  fky  !  were  taught  to  chaunt 
The  glories  of  Median's  reign  by  thee  ! 
Kindled  by  thee,  the  eaftern  pages  flame 
With  light'ning,  and  with  thunder  {hake  the  foul; 
While  from  the  whirlwind  God's  all-glorious  voice 
Burfts  on  the  tingling  ears  of  Job  :  the  writ 
Of  Mofes,  meek  in  fpirit,  but  his  thoughts 
Lofty  as  heav'n's  blue  arch.     My  humble  hopes 
Afpire  but  to  the  alpha  of  his  long ;  jo 

Where,  roli'd  in  afbes,  digging  for  a  grave, 
More  earned  than  the  covetous  for  gold 
Or  hidden  treafures,  crufted  o'er  with  boiis, 
And  roaring  in  the  bitternefs  of  foul, 
And  heart-fick  pain,  the  man  of  Uz  complains. 
Themes  correfpondent  to  thy  fervant's  theme. 

1  fing  to  you,  ye  fons  of  men  1  of  duft 
Say  rather  :   What  is  man,  who  proudly  lifts 
His  brow  audacious,  as  confronting  Heav'n, 
And  tramples  with  difdain  his  mother  earth,      6® 
But  moulded- clay  ?  an  animated  heap 
Of  duft,  that  lho;t!y  fliall  to  dufi  return  ? 

We  dream  ol  fhadows,  when  we  talk  of  life, 
Of  Pelops'  fhoulder,  of  Pythagoras'  thigh, 
Of  Surius's  faints,  and  Ovi  .0  s  gods ; 
Mere  tales  to  cheat  cur  children  with  to  reftj 
And,  when  the  tale  is  told,  they  fink  to  fleep^ 
Death's  image  1  fo  inane  is  mortal  man  ! 
Man's  but  a  vapour,  toi's'd  by  every  wh33 
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The  child  of  fmoke,  which  in  a  moment  flies,    70 

And,  finking  into  nothing,  difappears. 

Man's  a  brifk  bubble,  floating  on  the  waves 

Of  wide  eternity :  He  dances  now 

(Jay-giMed  by  the  fun  (though  empty,  proud;) 

JPhautaflically  fine  !  and  now  he  drops 

In  a  broad  fheet  of  waters  deep  involv'd, 

And  gives  his  place  to  others.     O,  ye  fons 

Of  vanity,  remember,  and  be  wife  ! 

Man  is  a  flow'r,  which,  in  the  morning,  fair 

As  day-fpring,  fwelling  from  its  flender  flem,     80 

In  virgin-modefty,  and  fweet  referve, 

Lays  out  its  blufhing  beauties  to  the  day, 

As  Gideon's  fleece,  full  with  the  dews  of  heav'n. 

But  if  fome  ruder  gale,  or  nipping  wind, 

Difaflrous  blow  too  hard,  it  weeping  mourns 

In  robes  of  darknefs;   it  reclines  its  head 

In  languid  foftnefs ;  withers  every  grace  ; 

And,  ere  the  ev'ning-flar  the  weft  inflames, 

It  falls  into  the  portion  of  thofe  weeds 

"Which  with  a  carelefs  hand  we  caft  away —       90 

Ye  thoughtlefs  fair  ones,  moralize  my  fong  ! 

Thy  pulfe  beats  mufic ;  thou  art  high  in  health ; 
The  rather  tremble.     When  the  leaft  we  fear, 
"When  foliy  lulls  us  on  her  couch  of  down, 
And  wine,  and  lutes,  and  odours,  fill  the  fenfe 
"With  their  foft  affluence  of  bewitching  joys ; 
"When  years  of  rapture  in  thy  fancy  glow 
Te  entertain  thy  youth  ;  a  fudden  burft 
Of  thunder  from  the  fmalleft  cloud  of  fate,        99 
SmajUas  the  prophet's  hand,  deftroys,  confounds, 
And  lays  thy  vifionary  hopes  in  duft. 
By  my  example  taught,  examples  teach 
Much  more  than  precepts,  learn  to  know  thy  end. 

The  day  was  Valentine's  :  when  lovers  wounds 
Afrefh  begin  to  bleed,  and  fighs  to  warm 
The  chilly  rigour  of  relenting  flues  : 
Sacred  the  day  to  innocence  and  mirth, 
The  feftival  of  youth  !  in  feeming  health 
(As  cuftom  bids)  I  hail'd  the  year's  fair  morn, 
And  with  its  earlieft  purple  braid  my  brows,   Jio 
The  violet  or  primrofe  breathing  fweets 
New  to  the  fenfe.     lanthe  by  my  fide, 
More  lovely  than  the  feafon  !  rais'd  her  voice, 
Obftrvant  of  his  rite's,  in  feflal  lays, 
And  thus  addrefs'd  the  patron  of  the  fpring: 

"  Hail,  Valentine  '   at  thy  approach  benign, 
Profufe  ef  gems,  the  b"fom  of  the  earth 
Her  fragrant  flores  unfolds  :  the  fields  rejoice, 
And,  in  the  infancy  of  plenty,  fmile  :  119 

The  vallies  laugh  and  fing  :  the  woods,  alive, 
Sprout  into  floating  verdure,  to  embow'r 
Thofe  happy  lovers  who  record  thy  praife. 

Hail,  Valentine  !  at  thy  approach  benign, 
Inhaling  genial  raptures  from  the  fun, 
The  plumy  nations  fwell  the  fong  of  joy, 
Thy  foaring  choirifters  !  The  lark,  the  thruih, 
And  all  th'  aerial  people,  from  the  wren 
And  linnet  to  the  eagle,  feel  the  flings 
Of  amorous  delight,  and  fing  thy  praife. 

Hail,  Valentine  '  at  thy  approach  benign,    13® 
QN-  k  o'er  the  foft'ning  foul  the  gentle  gales 
Of  faring,  awaking  biifs.  infHn&ive  move 
The  ardent  youth  to  breathe  the  fighs  of  faith 
Into  the  virgin's  heart ;  who,  fick  of  love, 


With  equal  fires,  and  purity  of  truth, 
Confcnting,  blufhes  while  fhe  chaunts  thy  praife."' 

So  fung  lanthe :   to  my  heart  I  preft 
Her  fpotlefs  fweetnefe:  when  (with  wonder  hear !) 
Though  fhe  fhone  fmiling  by,  the  torpid  pow'rs 
Of  heavinefs  weigh'd  down  my  beamlefa  eye?,  140 
And  prefs'd  them  into  night.     The  dews  of  death 
Hung  clammy  on  my  forehead,  like  the  damps 
Of  midnight  fepulchres ;  which  filcnt  op'd 
By  weeping  widows,  or  by  friendfhip's  hand, 
Yawn  hideous  on  the  moon,  and  blaft  the  flars 
With  peftilential  reek.     My  head  is  torn 
With  pangs  infufferable,  pulfive  flarts, 
And  pungent  aches,  griding  through  the  brain, 
To  madttefs  hurrying  the  tormented  fenfe, 
And  hate  of  being. — Poor  lanthe  Wept  15© 

In  bitternefs,  and  took  me  by  the  hand 
Compaflionately  kind  :  "  Alas !  fhe  cry'd, 
What  fudden  change  is  this  ?  (Again  fhe  wept.) 
Say,  can  lanthe  prove  the  fource  of  pain 
To  Thamalin  ?  forbid  it,  gracious  Heav'n  '." 
No,  beauteous  innocence  !  As  foon  the  rofe 
Shall  poifon  with  its  balm ;  as  foon  the  dove 
Become  a  white  diflembler,  and  the  ftream 
With  lulling  murmurs,  creeping  through  the  grove, 
Offend  the  fhepherd's  {lumber.— .-Scarce  my  tongue 
Thefe  fault'ring  accents  ftammer'd,  down  I  fink, 
And  a  lethargic  ftupor  flee.ps  my  fenfe  1 63 

In  dull  oblivion  :  till  returning  pain, 
Too  faithful  monitor  !  and  dire  difeafe, 
Bid  me  remember  pleafure  is  a  dream, 
That  health  has  eagle's  wings,  nor  tarries  long. 

New  horrors  rife.     For  in  my  pricking  veins 
I  feel  the  forky  flame  :   the  rapid  flood 
Of  throbbing  life,  excurfive  from  the  Jaws 
Of  fober  nature  and  harmonious  health,  17* 

Boils  in  tumultuary  eddies  round 
Its  burfting  channels.     Parching  thirfl,  anon, 
Drinks  up  the  vital  maze,  as  Simois  dry, 
Or  Xanthus,  by  the  arm-ignipotent, 
With  a  red  torrent  of  involving  flames 
Exhaufted  ;  when  Achilles  with  their  floods 
Wag'd  more  than  mortal  war  :  the  god  of  fire 
Wide  o'er  the  waters  pour'd  th'  inundant  blaze, 
The  fhririking  waters  to  the  bottom  boil, 
And  hifs  in  ruin,     O!  ye  rivers,  roll  l8« 

Your  cooling  cryflal  o'er  my  burning  breafl, 
For  j£tna.  rages  here  !   Ye  fnnws,  defcend  ; 
Bind  me  in  icy  chains,  ye  northern  winds, 
And  mitigate  the  furies  of  the  fire  I 

Good  Heav'n  !  what  hoards  of  unrepented  guilt 
Have  drawn  this  vengeance  down,  have  rais'd  this 

fiend 

To  lafh  me  with  his  flames  ?  But,  O  !  forgive 
My  rafhnefs,  that  dares  blame  thy  juft  decrees. 
It  is  thy  rod  :   I  kifs  it  with  my  heart 
As  well  as  lips  :  like  Aaron's  may  it  bloom      190 
With  fruits  of  g^odnefs ;  not,  like  Mofes'  turn 
A  ferpent ;  or  to  tempt  me  to  accufe 
The  kind  oppreflion  of  thy  righteous  hand, 
Or  fling  me  to  defpair. — Affliction,  hail  1 
Thou  fchool  of  virtue  !  open  wide  thy  gates, 
Thy  gates  of  ebony  !   Yet,  O  !  correct 
Thy  fervant  but  with  judgment,  not  in  wrath, 
But  with  thy  mercy,  Lord  1  thy  ftripes  will  heal* 
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Thus,  without  herefy,  affii&ions  prove 

A  purgatory ;  fave  us  as  by  fire  :  2CO 

And  purifying  off  the  drofs  of  fin, 

Like  old  Elijah's  chariot,  rap  the  foul, 

On  wings  of  meditation,  to  the  fides. 

In  health  we  have  no  time  to  vifit  truth  : 
Health's  the  difeafe  of  morals  :  few  in  health 
Turn  o'er  the  volumes  which  will  make  us  wife. 
What  are  ye  now,  ye  tuneful  triflcrs  !  once 
The  eager  folace  of  my  eafy  hours, 
Ye  dear  deluders  or  of  Greece  or  Rome, 
Anacreon,  Horace,  Virgil,  Homer,  what  ?        210 
The  gay,  the  bright,  the  fober,  the  fublime  ? 
And  ye  of  foftcr  drain,  ye  amorous  fools, 
Correctly  indolent,  and  fweetly  vain, 
Tibullus,  Ovid,  and  the  female  verfe 
Of  her,  who,  plunging  from  Leucadia's  heights, 
Fxtinguifh'd  with  her  life  her  hopelefs  fires, 
Or  rofe  a  fwan,  as  love-ftruck  fancy  deetn'd. 
Who  would  not,  in  thefe  hours  of  wifdom,  give 
A  Vatican  of  wits  for  one  Saint  Paul  ?  219 

Dare  Tully,  with  the  golden  mouth  of  Greece, 
With  Chryfoftom  in  rhet'ric-thunder  join 
Advent'rous  now  ?  as  icon  the  feeble  found, 
Salmoneus,  of  thy  brazen  bridge  contends 
With  Jove's  etherial  peal,  and  burfling  rear 
Fulminous,  rending  earth,  o'erturning  air, 
And  ihaking  heav'n.     Or  fliall  the  pointed  pen 


Of  '  Corduba,  with  hoftile  labour  bend 
Its  fentenccs  obfcure  againft  the  force 
Of  Hierom's  noble  fire  ?  as  foon  the  moon,      229 
With  blunted  horn,  dares  pour  her  pallid  beam 
Againft  the  boundlefs  majefty  of  day, 
The  fun's  refulgent  throne,  when  high  in  noon 
He  kindles  up  the  earth  to  light  and  joy. 
My  beft  inftruclor,  ficknefs,  (huts  the  eye 
From  vanity  ;  fhe  draws  the  curtains  round 
The  couch,  nor  gives  admittance  to  the  world  : 
But  to  Harpocrates  configns  the  door, 
And,  filent,  whifpers  me,  that  "  life  is  vain." 
If  life  be  vain  on  whar  fhall  man  depend  ? 
Depend  on  virtue.     Virtue  is  a  rock  24* 

Which  {lands  for  ever ;  braves  the  frowning  flood, 
And  rears  its  awful  brow,  direcl:,  to  heaven. 
Though  virtue  fave  not  from  the  grave,  fhe  gives 
Her  votaries  to  the  ftars ;  flic  plucks  tlv,>  fling 
From  the  grim  king  of  terrors  ;  fmooths  the  bed 
Of  anguifh,  and  bids  death,  though  dreadful,  fmile. 
Death  fmiles  on  virtue  :   And  his  vifage,  black, 
Yet  comely  feems.    A  Chriftian  fcorns  the  bounds 
Where  limited  creation  faid  to  time,  2.4^ 

"  Here  1  have  end."    Rapt'rous,  he  looks  beyond 
Or  time  or  fpace  ;  he  triumphs  o'er  decay; 
And  fills  eternity :  the  next  to  God  ! 

*  Seneca  ivas  born  at  Corduba  in  Spain, 
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Ver.  8.  Thus  Horace  : 
Barbiton  hie  Paries  habebit.         Lib.  iii.  Ode  z(j. 

And,  a  greater  than  Horace  in  lyric  poerry,  the 
royal  Pfalmift,  represents  the  fame  image  : 

As  for  our  harps  we  hanged  them  up,  upon 
the  trees  that  are  therein.  Pfal  cxxxvii  2. 

Ver.  26.  Paphos,  a  city  of  Cyprus  ;  formerly 
dedicated  to  Venus. 

Acidale,  a  fountain  in  Orchomenus,  a  city  of 
Bceotia,  where  the  graces  were  fupjofed  to  bathe 
themfelves.  The  geneology  of  the  graces  is  very 
diverfly  related.  But  Hefiod  fays,  they  were  the 
offspring  of  Jupiter  and  Eurynome.  Theog. 

Ver.  47.  The  book  of  Job  is  afcribed  to  vari 
ous  authors,  and  amongft  the  reft  to  Mofes.  I 
am  proud  to  obferve,  that  Dr.  Young  has  ftrength- 
ened  this  opinion  in  his  notes  to  his  admirable 
poem  on  Job.  Moft  of  the  arguments  on  each 
fide  of  the  queflion  may  be  found  in  Pole's  Sy- 
nopfis  Critic,  in  the  beginning  of  his  notes  on  the 
book  of  Job  ;  and  in  Mr  S.  Wefley's  curious  dif- 
fertation  on  the  fame  fubjeift. 

Ter.  63. 


Pind.  Pith.  Ode  8. 

Sophocles  has  much  the  fame  thought  in  his 
Ajax;  and,  to  dignify  the  fentiment,  he  puts  it 
into  the  mouth  of  Uiyfles  : 

Opo  yap  ni*.K?  shv  ovra.;  aXAo 
' 


The  Scholiaft  obferves,  that  he  borrowed  the  fe»- 
timent  from  Pindar. 

Ver.  63.  The  poets  feign  that  Tantalus  fervei 
up  his  fon  Pelops  to  the  table  of  the  gods  :  They 
reunited  the  fragments,  and  formed  his  fhoulder, 
which  was  loft,  of  ivory.  Ovid.  Met.  Lib.  vi. 

• Humeroqae  Pelops  infignis  eburno. 

Virg.  Georg.  ill. 

I  fhall  add  this  beautiful  paffage  from  Tibullus : 

••  Carmina  ni  fint, 

Ex  humero  Pelopis  non  nituiffet  ebur. 

Lib.  i.  Eleg.  4, 

Ver.  64.  This  is  told  with  fo  much  humour  by 
Mr.  Addifon,  in  one  of  his  fineft  works,  that  I 
rather  choofe  to  give  an  authority  from  him,  than 
any  of  the  ancients.  "  The  next  man  aftonifhed 
the  whole  table  with  his  appearance :  He  was 
flow,  folemn,  and  filent,  in  his  behaviour,  and 
wore  a  raiment  curioufly  wrought  with  hierogly 
phics.  As  he  came  into  the  middle  of  the  room, 
he  threw  back  the  fkirt  of  it,  and  difcovered  a 
golden  thigh.  Socrates,  at  the  fight  of  it,  declared 
againft  keeping  company  with  any  who  were 
not  made  of  flefh  and  blood  ;  and  therefore  de- 
fired  Diogenes  the  Laertian  to  lead  him  to  the 
apartment  allotted  the  fabulous  heroes,  and  wor 
thies  of  dubious  exiftence,"  &c. 

The  Table  of  Fame,  Toiler.  Vol.  II.  No.  8l. 

Ver.  65.  Surius  writ  the  voluminous  legend  of 

the  Romifh  faints,  in,  fix  volumes  in  folio.    Dr. 
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Donne,  in  his  fatires,  has  given  him  this  cha- 
radter : 


outlie  cither 


Jovius,  or  Surius,  or  both  together.        Sat.  4. 

Ver.  i  J2.  Sicknefs  being  a  fubjeft  fo  difagree- 
able,  in  itfelf,  to  human  nature,  it  was  thought 
neceffary,  as  fable  is  the  foul  of  poetry,  to  relieve 
the  imagination  with  the  following,  and  fome 
other  epifodes.  For  to  defcribe  the  anguifh  of  a 
diftemper  without  a  mixture  of  fome  more  pleaficg 
incidents,  would,  no  doubt,  difguft  every  good- 
natured  and  tender  reader. 

Ver.  223.  Salmoneus  Jung  of  Elis,  a  province  in 
the  Peloponnefus.  He  was  fo  arrogant  as  to  af- 
fedl  being  thought  a  god  :  for  which  e»d  he 
built  a  bridge  of  brafs,  by  driving  over  which  in 
his  chariok,  he  endeavoured  to  make  himfelf  be 
believed  the  thunderer.  But  Jupiter,  enraged  at 
hjs  impiety,  ftruck  him  dead  with  a  real  thunder 
bolt. 

Vidi  crudeles  dantem  Salmonea  paenas, 
Dum  flam  mas  Jo  vis  et  fonitus  imitatur  Olympi — 
Demens  qui  nimbos,  et  non  imitabile  fulmen 
JErc  et  cornipedum  curfu  imitarat  equorum. 

Virg,  JEn,  Lib.  4. 

Ver.  137.  Harpocrates,  the  god  of  filence  a- 
mongft  the  Egyptians. 

Si  quicquam  tacite  commiflum  eft  fido  ab  amico, 
Me  unum  effe  invenies  illorum  jure  lacratum, 
Corneli,  et  fadtum  effe  puta  Harpocratem. 

Catull. 


Hence  Erafmus,  Lib.  Adag.  tells  us,  that  red 
der ~e  Harfocrattm,  is  the  fame  as,  mutum  rtddere.  Stt 
Catullus  in  another  place  : 

Patruum  reddidit  Harpocratem. 

Ovid  defcribes  him  in  the  fame  manner,  with 
out  taking  notice  of  his  name,  amongft  the  at 
tendants  of  Ifis : 

Quique  premit  vocem,  digitoque  filentia  fuadec. 
Metam.  Lib.  ix. 

This  defcription  entirely  agrees  with  the  feve-? 
ral  medals  and  ftatues  of  Harpocrates,  which  the 
learned  antiquary  Gifb.  Cuperus  exhibits  in  his 
laborious  difiertation  on  that  fubje&,  printed  with 
Monumenta  Antiqua. 

But  upon  another  account  likewife,  Harpocra- 
fes  may  juftly  be  appointed  to  attend  upon  the 
fick;  for  he  is  numbered  amongft  the  falutary 
gods,  who  affifted  in  extreme  dangers,  as  appears 
from  Artemidorus,  Oneir.  1.  ii.  c.  44.  where,  after 
having  mentioned  Serapis,  Ifis,  Anubis,  and  Har 
pocrates,  he  goes  on  thus  :  "  Semper  enim  ferva- 
tores  crediti  funt  hi  dii,  eorum  qui  per  omnia  ex- 
ercitati\funt,  et  ad  extremum  periculum  pervene- 
runt,"  &c.  Kircber  alfo,  in  his  Oedip.  Egyp. 
p.  2.  vol.  ii.  p.  315.  amongft  others  to  the  fame, 
purpofe,  has  thefe  remarkable  words : 

"  Reverebantur  Egypti,  prater  caetera  numina 
maxime  I  fin  et  Ofirin,  ac  horum  five.  Harpocra 
tem,  tanquam  latricos  genios." 


THE  PALACE  OF  DISEASE. 


Difeafes  dire,  of  which  a  monftrous  crew 
Before  thee  (hall  appear. 


Miltcn. 


BOOK   II. 


THE  ARGUMENT. 


REFLECTIONS.  Invocation  of  the  genius  of  Spenfer.  Apoftrophe  to  theDuchefs  of  Somerfct.  Ths 
palace  of  difeafe.  War.  Intemperance.  Melancholy.  Fever.  Confumption.  Smallpox.  Com-* 
plaint  on  the  death  of  Lord  Beauchamp. 


DEATH  wag  not  man's  inheritance,  but  life 
Immortal,  but  a  paradife  of  blifs, 
Unfading  beauty,  and  eternal  Ipring, 
(The  cloudlefs  blaze  of  innocence's  reign)  : 
The  gifts  of  God's  right  hand !  till  monftrous  fin, 
The  motly  child  of  Satan  and  of  hell, 
Invited  dire  difeafe  into  the  world, 
And  her  diftorted  brood  of  ugly  fhapes, 
Echidna's  brood  !  and  iix'd  their  curs'd  abode 
On  earth,  invifible  to  human  fight,  1C 

The  portion  and  the  frourge  of  mortal  man. 


Yet  though  to  human  fight  invifible, 

If  fho,  whom  I  implore,  Urania  deign, 

With  Euphrafy  to  purge  away  the  mifts 

Which,  humid,  dim  the  mirror  of  the  mind  ; 

(As  Venus  gave  JEneas  to  behold 

The  angry  gods  with  flame  o'erwhelming  Troys 

Neptune  and  Pallas),  not  in  vain,  I'll  Cng 

The  myftic  terrors  of  this  gloomy  reign  : 

And,  led  by  her,  with  dangerous  courage  prefs  so 

Through  dreary  paths,  and  haunts,  by  mortal  fyot 

Rare  vifitcd ;  ualefs  by  thte,  I  \veei?3 
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father  of  fancy,  of  defcriptive  verfe, 
And  ihadowy  beings,  gentle  Edmund,  hight, 
Spenfer  !  the  fweeteft  of  the  tuneful  throng, 
Or  recent,  or  of  *  eld.     Creative  bard, 
Thy  fprings  unlock,  expand  thy  fairy  fcenes, 
Thy  unexhaufted  ftores  of  fancy  fpread, 
And  with  thy  images  enrich  my  fong. 

Come   f  Hertford !    with   the   mufe,   awhile, 
vouchfafe  30 

(The  fofter  virtues  melting  in  thy  breaft, 
The  tender  graces  glowing  in  thy  form) 
Vouchfafe  in  all  the  beauty  of  diftrefs, 
To  take  a  filent  walk  among  the  tombs : 
There  lend  a  charm  to  forrow,  fmooth  her  brow, 
And  fparkle  through  her  tears,  in  fhining  woe. 
As  when   the    f  dove  (thy   emblem,   matchlefs 

dame  ! 

For  beauty,  innocence,  and  truth  are  thine), 
Spread  all  its  colours  o'er  the  boundlefs  deep 
(Empereai  radiance  quivering  round  the  gloom), 
Chaos  reform'd,  and  bade  diftradlion  fmile  !      4! 

Deep  in  a  defert  vale,  a  palace  frowns 
Sublimely  mournful :  to  the  eye  it  feems 
The  manfion  of  defpair,  or  ancient  night. 
The  graces  of  the  feafon's  never  knew 
To  fhed  their  bounty  here,  or  fmiling,  blefs, 
With  hofpitable  foot,  its  bleak  domain, 
Uncultivated.     Nor  the  various  robe 
Of  fiufhing  fpring,  with  purple  gay,  invefts 
Its  blighted  plains ;  nor  fummer's  radiant  hand  50 
Profufive,  fcatters  o'er  its  baleful  fields 
The  rich  abundance  of  her  glorious  days  ^ 
And  golden  autumn  here  forgets  to  reign.      ' 

Here  only  hemlock,  and  whatever  weeds 
"Medea  gather'd,  or  Canidia  brew'd, 
Wet  with  Avernus'  waves,  or  Pontus  yields, 
Or  Colchos,  or  Theffalia,  taint  the  winds, 
And  choke  the  ground  unhallowed.     But  the  foil 
Rcfufes  to  embrace  the  kindly  feeds 
Of  healing  vegetation,  fage,  afld  rue,  6p 

Dittany,  arid  amello,  blooming  ftill 
In  Virgil's  rural  page.     The  bitter  yew, 
The  church-yard's  fhade!  and  cyprefs'  -wither'd 

arms 

In  formidable  ranks  furround  its  courts 
With  umbrage  dun  ;  adminift'ring  a  roof 
T'o  birds  of  ominous  portent ;  the  bat, 
The  raven  boding  death,  the  fcreaming  pwl 
Of  heavy  wing,  while  ferpents,  ruftling,  hifs, 
And  creaking  toads  the  odious  concert  aid. 

Tiit  peevifh  eaft,  the  rheumy  fouth,  the  north  70 
Pregnant  with  ftorms,  are  all  the  winds  that  blow: 
While,  diftant  far,  the  pure  Etefian  gales, 
And  wefttrn  breezes  fan  the  fpicy  beds 
Of  Araby  the  blei-,  or  fhake  their  balm 
O'er  fair  Britannia's  plains,  and  wake  her  flow'rs. 
Eternal  damps,  and  deadly  humours,  drawn 
In  pois'nous  exhalations  from  the  deep, 
Conglomerated  into  folid  night, 

*  Old. 

f      he  prtftnt  Duchefi  of  Somerfet. 

\  The  Plaionijls  fuffofe  that  Love,  or  tie  celejiial 
Fenus  (cf  fiilom  tie  dove  is  likewfe  an  emblem) 
created  the  wet  Id  out  ^f  Chaos, 


And  darknefs,  almoft  to  be  felt,  forbid 

The  fun,  with  cheerful  beams,  to  purge  the  air, 

But  roll  their  fuffocating  horrors  round  8  1 

Inceffant,  banifhirig  the  blooming  train 

Of  health,  and  joy,  for  ever,  from  the  dome. 

In  fad  magnificence  the  palace  rears 
Its  mouldering  columns;  from  thy  quarries,  Nilc^ 
Of  fable  marble,  and  Egyptian  mines 
EmbowelFd.     Nor  Corinthian  pillars,  gay 
With  foliag'd  capitals  and  figur'd  frize, 
Nor  feminine  lonique,  nor,  though  grave, 
The  fluted  Doric,  and  the  Tufcan  plain,  90 

In  jufl  proportions  rife  :  hut  Gothic,  rude, 
Irreconcil'd  in  ruinous  deftgn  : 
Save  in  the  centre,  in  relievo  high, 
And  fwelliag  emblematically  bold, 
In  gold  the  apple  rofe  *,  '*  whofe  mortal  tafle 
"  Brought  death  into   the   world,  and  all  onr 

*'  woe." 

Malignantly  delighted,  dire  difeafe 
Surveys  the  glittering:  pell,  and  grimly  fmiles 
With  heilifh  glee.     Beneath,  totters  her  throne, 
Of  jarring  elements  ;  earth,  water,  fire  ;  ic» 

Where  hot  and  cold,  and  moift  and  dry,  main 

tain 

Unnatural  war.     Shapelefs  her  frightful  form, 
(A  chaos  of  diftemper'd  limbs  in  one) 
Huge  as  Megasra,  cruel  as  the  grave, 
Her  eyes,  two  comets  ;  and  her  breath,  a  ftorm. 
High  in  her  wither'd  arms,  fhc  wields  her  rod, 
With  adders  curl'd,    and   dropping   gore  ;    and 

points    .• 

To  the  dead  walls,  befmear'd  with  curfed  tales 
Of  plagues  red-fpotted,  of  blue  peftilence, 
Walking  in  darknefs  ;  havoc  at  their  heels;    no 
Lean  famine,  gnawing  in  defpight  her  arm  : 
Whatever  Egypt,  Athens,  or  Meffine, 
Conftantinople,  Troynovant,  Marfeilles, 
Or  Cairo  felt,  or  Spagnolet  could  paint. 
A  fickly  taper,  glimmering  feeble  ray* 
Acrofs  the  gloom,  makes  horror  vifible, 
And  punifh.es,  while  it  informs,  the  eye. 
A  thoufand  and  ten  thoufand  monflrous  fhapcf 
Compofe  the  group;  the  execrable  crew 
Which  Michael,  in  vifion  ftrange,  difclos'd       IZ9 
To  Adam,  in  the  Lazar-houfe  of  woe  ; 
A  colony  from  hell.     The  knotted  gout, 
The  bloated  dropfy,  and  the  racking  flone, 
Roiling  her  eyes  in  anguifh  ;  lepra  foul, 
Strangling  angina  ;  ephialtic  ftarts; 
Unnerv'd  paralyfis  ;  with  moift  catarrhs; 
Pleurnis  bending  o'er  its  fide  in  pain; 
Vertigo  ;  murderous  apoplexy,  proud 
With  the  late  fpoils  cf  Clayton's  honour'd  life: 
Clayton  the  good,  the  courteous,  the  humane  ; 
Tenacious  of  his  purpofe,  and  his  word  131 

Firm  as  the  fabled  throne  of  Grecian  Jove. 
Be  juft,  O  memory!  again  recal 
Thofe  looks  illumin'd  by  his  honeft  heart, 
That  open  freedom,  and  that  cheerful  eafc, 
The  bounteous  emanations  of  his  foul  :  , 
His  Briufh  honour,  Chriftian  charity, 
And  mild  benevolence  for  human  kind. 


Paradife  £?/l, 
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From  every  quarter,  lamentations  loud, 
And  fighs  refound,  and  rueful  peals  of  groans  140 
Roll  echoing  round  the  vaulted  dens,  and  icreams 
Dolorous,  wrefted  from  the  heart  of  pain, 
And  brain -fick  agony.     Around  her  throne 
Six  favourite  furies,  nexr  herfdf  accurft, 
Their  difmal  manfions  keep;  in  order  each 
As  mofl  dcftruclive.     In  the  fcremoft  rank, 
Of  polilh'd  fteel,  with  armour  blood-diftain'd, 
Helmets,  and  fuear's,  and  fhieids,  and  coats  of  mail, 
With  iron  ft  iff,  or  tin,  or  brafs,  or  gold, 
Swells  a  triumphal  arch  ;  beneath  grim  war     Ij0 
Shakes  her  red  arm  :  for  war  is  a  difeafe, 
The  felleft  of  the  fell  !   Why  will  mankind, 
Why  will  they,  when  fo  many  plagues  involve 
This  habitable  globe  (the  curie  of  fin), 
Invent  new  defolations  to  cut  off 
The  Chriftian  race  ?  At  leaft  in  Chriflian  climes 
Let  olives  fhade  your  mountains,  and  let  peace 
Stream  her  white  banner  o'er  us,  bleft  from  war, 
And  laurels  only  deck  yeur  poets  brews. 
Or,  if  the  fiery  metal  in  your  blood,  160 

And  third  of  human  life  your  boforn  fting, 
TOO  favage  !  let  the  fury  loofe  of  war, 
And  bid  the  battle  rage  againfl  the  breads 
Of  Afian  infidels :  redeem  the  tow'rs 
Where  David  fung,  the  Son  of  David  bled  ; 
And  warm  new  Taubs  with  the  epic  flame. 

Right  oppofite  to  war  a  gorgeous  throne 
With  jewels  flaming,  and  embofs'd  with  gold, 
And  various  fculpture,  ftrikes  the  wond'riug  eye 
With  jovial  fcenes  ^amid  deftruclion  gay),        170 
Of  inftrumcnts  of  mirth,  the  harp,  the  lute, 
Of  coftly  viands,  of  delicious  wines, 
And  flow'ry  wreaths  to  bind  the  carelefs  brow 
Of  youth  or  age ;  as  youth  or  age  demand 
The  pleafing  ruin  from  th'  enchantrefs,  vile 
Intemperance  :  than  Circe  fubtler  far;. 
Only  fubdu'd  by  wifdom ;  fairer  far 
Than  young  Arrnida,  whofe  bewitching  charms 
Rinaldofetter'd  in  her  rofy  chains; 
Till  by  Ubaldo  held,  his  diamond  fhield  1 80 

Bfe^'d  on  his  mind  the  virtues  of  his  race, 
And  quick  difiblv'd  her  wanton  mifts  away. 
See,  frost  her  throne  flow-moving,  (he  extends 
A  poifon'd  goblet !  fly  the  beauteous  bane  : 
The  adder's  tooth,  the  tiger's  hungry  fang, 
Are  harmlefs  to  her  fmiles ;  her  fmtles  are  death. 
Beneath  the  foamy  iuftre  of  the  bowi% 
Which  fparkles  men  to  madnefe,  lurks  a  fnake 
Of  mortal  fling  :  fly  :  if  you  tafte  the  wine, 
Machaon  fwears  that  moly  car.not  cure.  190 

Though  innocent  and  fair  her  looks,  fhe  holds 
A  lawkfe  commerce  with  her  fitter  pefts, 
And.  doubly  whets  their  darts,:  away — and  live. 

Next,  in  a  low-brow'd  cave,  a  little  hell, 
A  penfivc,  hag,,moping  in  darknefs,  fits 
Dolefully  fad:  hertyes  (fo  deadly  dull :) 
Stare  from  their  Honied  fackets,.  widely  wild  j 
For  ever  bent  on  nifty  knives  and  ropes ; 
On  poignaids,,  bowls  of  poifon,  daggers  red 
With  clotted  gore.    A  raven  by  her  fide  200 

Eternal  croaks;  her  only  mate  defpaii ; 
Who,fcowlfrg  in  anight  of  clouds,  prefents 
A  lh.auf.and  burai&g;  hells,  and  damned  fouls, 


And  lakes  of  ftormy  fire,  to  mad  the  brain 
Moon-ftrueken.     Melancholy  is  her  name  • 
Britannia's  bitter  bane.     Thou  gracious  pow'r, 
(Wliofe  judgments  and  whofe  mercies  who  can  tell!) 
With  bars  of  fteel,  with  hills  of  adamant, 
Crufh  down  the  footy  fiend  ;  nor  let  her  blaft 
The  facred  light  of  Heav'n's  all-cheering  face,ai« 
Nor  fright  from  Albion's  ifle  the  angel  hope. 

Fever  the  fourth  :  aduft  as  Afric  wilds, 
Chain'd  to  a  bed  of  burning  brafs  :  her  eyes 
Like  roving  meteors  b'.aze,  nor  ever  clofe 
Their  wakeful  lids  :   (he  turns,  but  turns  in  vain 
Through  nights  of  mifery.     Attendant  thirft 
Grafps  hard  an  empty  bowl,  and  fhrivell'd  ftrives 
To  drench  her  parched  throat.  Not  louder  groans 
From  Phalaris's  bull,  as  fame  reports, 
Tormented  with  diftrefcful  din  the  air,  jjZQ 

And  drew  the  tender  tear  from  pity's  eye. 

Confumption  near  ;  a  joylef*  meagre  wight, 
Panting  for  breath,  and  fhrinking  into  fhade 
Eludes  the  grafp  :   thin  as  th'  embodied  air, 
Which,  erft,  dcceiv'd  Ixion's  void  embrace, 
Ambitious  of  a  goddefs  1  fcarce  her  legs 
Feeble  fhe  drags,  with  whtczing  labour  on, 
And  motion  flow  :  a  willow  wand  diredls 
Her  tottering  fteps,  and  marks  her  for  the  grave. 

The  laft  fo  turpid  to  the  view,  affrights      233 
Her  neighbour  hags.     Happy  herfelf  is.  blind, 
Or  madnefs  would  enfue ;  fo  bloated  black, 
So  lothfome  to  each  fenfe,  the  fight  or  fmell, 
Such  foul  corruption  on  this  fide  the  grave ; 
Variola  yclep'd,  ragged  and  rough,  [fcenes 

Her  couch  perplcx'd  with  thorns. — What  heavy 
Hang  o'er  my  heart  to  feel  the  theme  is  mine  • 
But  Providence  commands ;  His  will  be  done  ! 
She  rufhes  through  my  blood  ;  fhe  burns  along, 
And  riots  on  my  life  ! — Have  mercy,  Heav'n  !  — 
Variola,  what  art  thoti  ?  whence  proceeds       441 
This  virulence,  which  all  but  we  efcape  ? 
Thou  naufeous  enemy  to  human  kind : 
In  man,  and  man  alone,  thy  myftic  feeds, 
Quiet,  and  in  their  fecret  windings  hid, 
Lie  unprolific  !  till  infection  roufe 
Her  pois'nous  panicles,  of  proper  fire, 
Figure,  and  meafure,  to  exert  their  pow'r 
Of  impregnation ;  atoms  fubtle,  barb'd, 
Infrangible,  and  a&ive  to  deftroy ;  ajQ 

By  geometric  or  mechanic  rnles 
Yet  undifcoverM  :  quick  the  leaven  runs, 
Deftru<51ive  of  the  folids,  fpirits,  blood 
Of  mortal  man,  and  agitates  the  whole 
In  general  conflagration  and  mifmle. 
As  when'  the  flinty  feeds  of  fire  embrace 
Some  fit  materials,  ftubble,  furze  or  ft  raw, 
The  crackling  blaze  afcends :  the  rapid  flood 
Of  ruddy  flames,  impetuous,  o'er  its  prey,         fcj^ 
Rolls  its  broad  ccurfe,  and  half  the  field  devours. 

As  adders  deaf  to  beauty,  wit,  and  youth, 
How  many  living  lyres,  by  thee  unftrung, 
E'er  half  their  tunes  are  ended,  ceafe  to  charm 
Th"  admiring  world  I    So  ceasM  the 


By  Cowley  honourM,  by  Rofcornaton  Iov*da 
Orinda  :  blooming  Kil!.igrew*s  foft  lay : 
And  rnanty  QH&am's  poiated 
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By  the  gor'd  Tons  of  Loyola  and  Rome. 
And  he  who  Phsedra  fung,  in  buflcin'd  pomp, 
Mad  with  inccflous  fires,  ingenious  Smith  :     270 
Oxonia'.*  fons  !   And,  O,  our  recent  grief! 
Shall  *  Beauchamp  die,  forgotten  hy  the  mufe, 
Or  are  the  mules  with  their  Herrford  dumb! 
Where  are  ye  ?  weeping  o'er  thy  learned  Rhine, 
Bononia,  fatal  to~our  hopes  !  or  elfe 
By  Kennet's  chalky  wave,  wirh  treffe*  torn, 
Or  rude,  and  wildly  floating  to  the  wi?ids, 
Mute,  on  the  hoary  willows  hang  the  lyre, 
Negle&ed  ?  or  in  rural  P^rcy-lodge,  379 

Where  innocence  and  he  walk'd  hand  in  hand, 
The  Cyprefs  crop,  or  weave  the  laurel-bough 
To  grace  his  honour'd  grave  1     Ye  lilies,  rife 
Immaculate ;  ye  rofes,  fweet  as  morn  ; 
Lefs  fweet  and  lefs  immaculate  than  he. 

His  op'ning  flow'r  of  btauty  foftly  fmil'd, 
And,  fparkling  in  the  liquid  dews  of  youth, 
Adorn'd  the  bleffed  light !  with  bloffoms  fair, 
Untainted  ;  in  tb^  rank  Italian  foil 
From  blemifh  pure      The  virgins  ftole  a  figh, 
The  matrons  lifted  up  their  wond'ring  eyes,    290 
And  blefs'd  the  Englifh  angel  as  he  )>afs'd, 
Rejoicing  in  his  rays  !   Why  did  we  truft 
A  plant  fo  lovely  to  their  envious  fkies, 
Unmercifully  bright  with  favage  beams  ? 
His  were  the  aris  of  Italy  before, 
Courting,  and  courted  by  the  claflic  mufe. 
He  travell'd  not  to  learn,  but  to  reform, 
And  with  his  fair  example  mend  mankind. 

Why  need  I  name  (for  diftan';  nations  know, 
Heiperia  knows;  O  would  Hefperia  fing  !       300 
As  Maro  erft,  and  late  Marino  rais'd 
The  blooming  Beauchamps  of  the  former  times, 
Marcellus  and  Adonis  to  the  ftars, 
On  wings  of  foaring  fire  !  fo  would  fhe  fmg  !) 
His  uncorrupted  heart;   his  honour  clear 
As  fummer  funs,  effulging  forth  his  foul 
In  every  word  and  look  :  his  reafon's  ray 
By  folly  vanity,  or  vice  unftain'd, 
Shining  at  once  with  purity  and  ftrength, 
With  Englifh  honefty,  and  Attic  fire  :  310 

*   Lord  Bcacbamp,  only  fan  of  toe  Eatl  of  H.  rtforl , 
dJedatBolog:tia,oftbefrnall-pox>Se£l.I  l.1 744,^^/19. 


His-  tendernefs  of  fpirit,  hiVh-informM 

With  wide  benevolence,  and  candid  zeal 

For  learning,  liberty,  religion,  truth  ; 

The  patriot-glories  burning  in  his  breaft, 

His  king  and  country's  undivided  friend  ! 

Each  public  virtue,  and  each  private  grace; 

The  Seymour  dignity,  the  Percy  flame ; 

All,  all — Ere  twenty  autumns  roll'd  away 

Their  golden  plenty.     Further  ftiil !   behold 

His  animated  bloom  ;  his  flufn  of  health  ;        320 

The  blooc'l  exulting  with  the  balmy  tide 

Of  vernal  life  !  fo  frefh  for  pleafure  form'd 

By  nature  and  the  graces  :  yet  his  youth 

So  temperately  warm,  fo  chailely  cool, 

Ev'n  Scraphims  might  look  into  his  mind, 

Might  look,  nor  turn  away  their  holy  eyesl 

Th*  unutterable  effence  of  good  heav'n, 
That  breath  of  Gad,  that  energy  divine 
Which  gives  us  to  be  wife,  and  juft,  and  pure, 
Full  on  his  bofom  pour'd  the  living  ftream,      338 
lllum'd,  infpir'd,  and  fan&ify'd  his  foul ! 

And  are  thefe  wonders  vanifh'd?  are  thofe  eyes, 
Where  ardent  truth,  and  melting  mildr.efs,fhone, 
Clos'd  in  a  foreign  land  ?  no  more  to  blefs 
A  father,  mother,  friend  !  no  more  to  charm 
A  longing  people  ?     O,  lamented  youth  1 
Since  fate  and  gloomy  night  thy  beauties  veil'd 
With  (hade  myfterious,  and   eclips'd  thy  beams, 
How  many  Somerfets  are  loft  in  thee  ?  33^ 

Yet  only  loft  to  earth ! — For  truft  the  mufe, 
(His  virtues  rather  truft)  fhe  faw  him  rife, 
She  faw  him  fmile  along  the  tifiu'd  cloudf, 
In  colours  rich  embroider'd  by  the  fun, 
Engirt  with  cherub  wings,  and  kindred  forms, 
Children  of  light,  the  fpotlefs  youth  of  heav'n  ? 
They  hail  their  bleft  companion,  gain'd  fo  foon. 
A  partner  of  their  joys  !  and  crown  with  fiats, 
A I  moft  as  fair  the  radiance  of  his  brows, 
Kv'n  where  the  angel  hott,  with  tongues  of  fire, 
Chaunt  fo  their  glittering  harps  th'  Almighty's 
praife,  350 

And,  in  a  burning  circle,  fhout  around 
The  jafper-tbrone,  he  mingles  flames  with  them  ; 
He  fprings  into  the  centre  of  the  choir, 
And  drinking  in  the  fpirit  moft  divine, 
He  lings  as  fweet,  and  glows  as  bright  as  they. 


NOTES  AND  ALLUSIONS  ON  BOOK  II. 


Ver.  14.  Eyebright  This  herb  was  unknown  to 
the  ancients ;  at  leaft,  it  is  not  mentioned  by 
them.  It  is  of  extraordinary  fervice  to  the  eye, 
curing  moft  of  its  diftempers. 

Cum  debilirat  morbi  vis  improba  vifum, 

Aut  vinum,  aut  ccecus,  luminis  ofor,  amor,  £c. 

Tune  ego,  non  frultra,  vocar 

Coulfit  Lib.  Plant,  f,  39. 
•  Purg'd  with  euphrafy  and  rue 

The  vifual  nerve.  Milton. 

Ver.  16.  SeeVirgil.^En.Lib.  ii.  Which feems to 
fce  borrowed  from  Homer,  Ilias.  Lib.  v.  We  havt 


feveral  of  the  like  inftances  in  the  facred  volumes. 
Gen.  xxi.  19.  "  And  God  opened  her  eyes,  and 
"  fhe  faw  a  well  of  water."  Numbers,  xxii.  31. 
"  Then  the  Lord  opened  the  eyes  of  Balaam,  and 
"  he  faw  the  angel  of  the  Lord,"  &c. 

Ver.  21.  See  Virgil. ' 

Sed  me  Parnaffi  defcrfa  per  ardua  dulcis 
Raptat  amor  :  Juvat  ire  jugis,  qua  nulla  priorum, 
Callaliam  molli  divertitur  orbita  clivo. 

Georg.  Lib.  iii. 

Which  is  imitated  by  Lucretius,  lib.  ii. 
Avia  Pieridum  peragro  loca,  nullius  ante 
frka  pede,  &c. 
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Ver.  24.  The  date  of  ourEnglifh  poetry  may  with 
great  juftice  begin  with  Spenfer.  It  is  true, Chaucer, 
Gower,  and  Ludgate,  were  mailers  of  uncommon 
beauties,  confidcring  the  age  they  lived  in;  and 
have  defcribed  the  humours,  paffions,  &c.  with 
great  difcernment.  Yet  none  of  them  feem  to  have 
been  half  fo  well  acquainted  with  the  very  life  and 
being  of  poetry,  invention,  painting,  and  defign,  as 
Spenfcr.  Chaucer  was  the  heft  before  him  ;  but 
then  he  borrowed  moft  of  his  poems,  either  from 
the  ancients,  or  from  Boccace,  Petrarch,  or  the 
Provencal  writers,  &c.  Thus  his  Troilus  and 
Crtffida,  the  large  ft  of  his  works,  was  taken  from 
JLoIlius ;  and  the  Romaunt  of  the  Rofe  was  tranf- 
lated  from  the  French  of  John  de  Meun,  an  Eng- 
lilhman,  who  fiourifhed  in  the  reign  of  Richard 
31.;  and  fo  of  the  reft.  As  for  thofe  who  followed 
him,  fuch  as  Heywood,  Scogan,  Skelton,  &c.  they 
feem  to  he  wholly  ignorant  of  either  numbers, 
language,  propriety,  or  even  decency  itfelf.  I  muft 
be  underftood  to  except  the  Earl  of  Surrey,  Sir 
Thomas  Wyat,  Sir  Philip  Sidney,  feveral  pieces 
in  the  Mirror  of  Magistrates,  and  a  few  parts  of 
3VTr.  G.  Gafcoign's  and  Turberviil's  works. 

Ver.  55.  Medea,  notorious  for  her  incantations 
in  Ovid,  &c.  as  Canidia  in  Horace. 

Ver.  56.  Pontus,  Colchos,  and  Theffalia,  well 
known  for  producing  noxious  and  pois'nous  herbs 
and  plants. 

Has  herba?,  atque  hrec  Ponto  mihi  le&a  venena, 
Itfe  dedit  Mceris;  nafcuntur  plurima  Ponto. 

firg.  Ed.  8. 

Herbafque  quas  et  Colchos  et  Iberia  mittit, 
Venenorum  ferax.  Hor.  Epad.  5. 

ThefTala  quinetiam  tellus  herbafque  noccntes. 
Rupibus  ingenuit.  Lucan.  Lib.  v. 

Ver.  6r. 

Eft  etiam  flos  in  pratis  cui  nomen  Amello 
Fecefe  agricolas.  ^irS'  Georg.  Lib.  vi. 

JBefides  there  grows  a  flow'r  in  marfhy  ground, 

Its  name  amellus,  eafy  to  be  found  : 

A  mighty  fpring  woiks  in  its  root,  and  cleaves 

The  fprnuting  ftalk,  and  fhows  itfelf  in  leaves. 

The  fiow'r  itfdf  is  of  a  golden  hue, 

The  leaves  inclining  to  a  darker  blue,  &c. 

Addtfons  Works,  Vol.  I.  tfo. 

Ver.  114.  A  famous  painter,  eminent  for  draw 
ing  the  diftreffes  and  agonies  of  human  nature. 

Ver.  1 20.  See  Milton's  Paradife  Loft,  B.  xi. 

Ver.  129.  Sir  Willfam  Clayton,  Bart,  died  at 
Mar  den  in  Surrey,  December  28.  1744. 

Ver.  165.  Though  a  crufade  may  feem  very  ro 
mantic  (and  perhaps  it  is  fo),yet  it  has  been  ap 
plauded  by  the  greateft  writers  of  different  ages;  by 
./Eneas  Sylvius,  by  Beffarion, by  Naugeriu^&c.  who 
have  each  writ  orations  upon  that  fubjecl:.  And 
here  I  cannot  help  oblerving,  that  Cafimire  and 
Jac.  Balde,  the  two  moft  celebrated  of  the  modern 
lyric  posts,  have  writ  feveral  of  their  fineft  odes  to 


animate  the  Chriftian  princes  to  fuch  a  defign ; 
and  that  Taffo  has  adorned  the  expedition  of  God 
frey  of  Bullogin  with  the  moft  beautiful  and  per 
fect  poem  fince  the  JEneis  (for  I  prefer  Milton  to 
Virgil  himielf.) 

Ver.  176.  See  Homer's  Odyffey,  Lib.  IO. 

Ver.  j  78-  See  Taffo's  II  Godfredo,  cant.  iv.  flan.' 
29,  &c.  cant.  xiv.  ftan.  68.  cant.  xvi.  flan.  29. 

Ver.  190.  Machaon  celebrated  in  Homer;  but 
here  ufed,  in  general,  for  any  phyfician.  So  Ovid  : 
Firma  valent  per  fe,  nullumque  Machanoa  quae- 
runt. 

And  Martial : 
Quid  tibi  cum  medicis  ?  dimitte  Machaonas  omnes. 

Ibid.  Mercury  is  faid  to  have  prefented  moly  to 
UlyfTes,  to  preferve  him  from  the  charms  of  Circe. 
Homer's  Ody/.  Lib.  x. 

Thus  while  he  fpoke,  the  fovereign  plant  he  drew. 
Where  on  th'  all-bearing  earth  unmark'd  it  grew, 
And  fhow'd  its  nature  and  its  wond'rous  pow'r  ; 
Black  was  the  root,  but  milky  white  the  flow'r  : 
Moly  the  naihe.  POPE. 

Laudatiffima  hernarum  eft  Homero,  quam  vo- 
cari  a  diis  puta  moly,  et  inventionem  ejus  Mercu- 
rio  affignat,  contraque  fumma  veneficia  demon- 
ftrat,  &c.  Plinius>Lib.  XX V.  Chap.  4. 

Ver.  319.  Amongft  feveral  inftruments  of  torment 
that  Phalaris  caufed  to  be  contrived,  there  was  a 
bull  of  brafs,  in  which  people  being  caft,  and  a  fire 
placed  under  it,  they  bellowed  like  oxen.  Perillus 
the  artift,  demanding  a  great  reward  for  his  in 
vention,  was  put  in  it  himfelf  to  try  the  firft  ex 
periment.  Upon  which  Pliny  makes  this  good- 
natured  reflection  :  "  Periljum  nemo  laudat,  faevio- 
rem  Phalaride  tyranuo,  qui  taurum  fecit,  mugitus 
hominis  pollicitus,  igne  .fubdito,  et  primus  euiu 
expertus  crucitatum  juftiore  fevitia/'  &c. 

Plinius,  Lib.  34.  Clap.  8. 

Ver.  11$.  Txion  being  invited  to  dine  with  Jupi 
ter,  fell  in  love  with  Juno,  and  endeavoured  to 
debauch  her,  who  acquainted  her  hufband.  He, 
to  try  Ixion,  formed  a  cloud  info  Juno's  likenefs, 
upon  which  he  fatisfied  his  luft.  Jfygint  Fab.  Dio- 
dor.  vi.  &c. 

Ver.  266.  Mrs.  K.  Philips,  ftyled  the  match- 
lefs  Orinda.  See  her  poems  in  folio.  Cowley  has  two' 
odes  upon  her,  in  the  ad  vol.  of  his  works,  8vo. 

Ibid.  See  her  poems  in  4to.  Mr.  Dryden  cele 
brates  her  death  in  an  excellent  ode.  See  his 
works,  vol.  iii.  folio,  p.  186.  See  likewife  Wood'* 
Athense  Oxon.  vol.  ii. 

Ver.  268.  Ignatius  Loyola,  founder  of  the  Jefu- 
its  ;  againft  whom  Mr.  Oldham  writ  thofe  fatires, 
which  are  the  beft  of  his  works. 

Ver.  275  Bolognia,  a  cityin  Itajy,  the  firft  fchool 
of  the  Lombard  painters,  and  a  famous  univerfity. 

Parvique  Bononia  Rheni. 

Stlius  Hal.  Lib.  viii. 

Ver.  291.  At  Bolognia  he  went  by  the  name 
of  "  L'Angelo  Inglefe."  The  fame  compliment 
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feems  to  have  been  paid  by  tbat  people  t©  our  great 
Milton  in  his  travels,  as  we  learn  by  this  epi 
gram  of  a  learned  Italian  nobleman,  in  the  ad 
volume  of  Milton's  poetical  works  : 
Ut  mens,  forma,  decor,  facie?,  mos,  fi  pietas  fie, 
Non  Anglus,  verum  herc'le  Angelus,  Ipfe,  fores. 


367 

Ver.  336. 
Heu  miferande  Peur,  fiqua  fata  afpera  rumpas, 

Tu  Marcellus  eris 

Sed  nox  atra  caput  trifti  circumvolat  umbra. 

Virg,  JEn.  Lib.  vi. 


THE  PROGRESS  OF  SICKNESS. 

When  I  waited  for  light  there  came  darknefs. 

My  fkin  is  black  upon  me  ;  and  my  bones  are  burnt  with  heat 

My  harp  alfo  is  turned  to  mourning.  JOB. 


BOOK  III. 


THE    ARGUMENT. 

REFLECTIONS.  The  progrefs  of  the  difeafe.  Blindnefs.  Delirious  Dreams.  Remedies  for  the  mind. 
I.  Patience,  a.  Hope.  3.  Prayer.  Human  aid  and  relief  in  ficknefs.  I.  Phyfic ;  Eulogium  on  that 
Science,  a.  Friends ;  Digreffion  on  Friendfhip. 


THE  fair,  the  bright,  the  great,  alas !  are  fall'n, 
>J5pt  in  the  bloom  of  beauty,  wit,  and  youth, 
Death's  undiftinguifh'd  prey.     Shall  I  complain 
(When  fuch  th'  eftablifti'd  ordinance  of  Heav'n) 
If  ficknefs  at  my  bofom  lay  the  fiege  ? 
A  worm  to  them  !  and  to  their  light  a  {hade, 
Ungildcd  with  one  beam,  which  melted  down 
The  tear  faft  trickling  o'er  their  honour'd  tombs  : 
We  all  muft  die  !  Our  every  pulfe  that  beats, 
Beats  toward  eternity,  and  tolls  our  doom.         IO 

Fate  reigns  in  all  the  portions  of  the  year. 
The  fruits  of  autumn  feed  us  for  difeafe  ; 
The  winter's  raw  inclemencies  beftow 
Difeafe  on  death  ;  while  fpring,  to  ftrew  our  hcrfe, 
Kindly  unbofoms,  weeping  in  their  dews, 
Her  flow'ry  race  !  and  fummer  (kinder  ftill) 
With  the  green  turf  and  brambles  binds  our  graves. 

But  am  I  wake  ?  or  in  Ovidian  realms, 
Aud  Circe  holds  the  glafs  ?  What  odious  change, 
What  metamorphofe  ftrikes  the  dubious  eye  ?    3O 
Ah  !  whither  is  ferir'd  the  fcarlet  wave, 
Mantling  with  health,  which  floated  through  the 
cheek,  [where 

From  the  ftrong  fummer  beam  Jmbib'd?    And 
The  vernal  lily's  foftly-blended  bloom  ? 
The  forehead  roughens  to  the  wond'ring  hand. 
Wide  o'er  the  human-field,  the  body,  fpreads 
Contagious  war,  and  lays  its  beauties  wafte. 
As  once  thy  breathing  harveft,  Cadmus,  fprung, 
Sudden,  a  ferpent-brood  !  an  armed  crop 
Of  growing  chiefs,  and  feught  themfelves  to  death. 
One  black-incrufted  bark  of  gery  boils,  31 

One  undiftinguifh'd  blifter,  from  the  foal 
Of  the  foot  fore,  to  the  head's  forer  crown. 
Job's  punifhment !  With  patience  like  his  own, 
O  may  I  exercife  my  wounded  foul, 
And  caft  myfelf  upon  his  healing  hand, 
Who  bruifeth  at  his  will,  and  maketh  whole ! 


Ah,  too,  the  luflre  of  the  eyes  Is  fled ! 
Heavy  and  dull,  their  orbs  neglecl  to  roll, 
In  motionlefs  diftortion  ftiff  and  fix'd  ;  40 

Till  by  the  trembling  hand  of  watchful  age 
(A  weeping  matron,  timorous  to  affright, 
And  pioufly  fallacious  in  her  care, 
Pretending  light  offenfive,  and  the  fun) 
Clos'd;  and,  perhaps,  for  ever  !  ne'er  again 
To  open  on  the  fphere,  to  drink  the  day, 
Or  (worfe  !)  behold  lanthe's  face  divine, 
And  wonder  o'er  her  charms. — But  yet  forbear, 
O  dare  not  murmur  !  'tis  heav'n's  high  behe  ft 
Though  darknefs  through  the  chambers  of  the 
grave  30 

This  duft  purfue,  and  death's  fad  fhade  involve, 
E'er  long,  the  Filial-light  himfelf  fhall  fliinc ; 
(The  ftars  are  duft  to  him,  the  fun  a  fhade) 
Thefe  very  eyes,  thefe  tunicles  of  flefli, 
Even  though  by  worms  deftroy'd,  (hall  fee  my  God, 
And,  feeing,  ne'er  remember  darknefs  more, 
Environ'd  with  eternity  of  day. 

Though,  at  their  vifual  entrance,  quite  {hut  out 
External  forms,  forbidden,  mount  the  winds, 
Retire  to  chaos,  or  with  night  commix  ;  63 

Yet,  fancy's  mimic  work,  ten  thoufand  fhapes, 
Antic  and  wild,  rufh  fweeping  o'er  my  dreams, 
Irregular  and  new ;  as  pain  or  eafe 
The  fpirits  teach  to  flow,  and  in  the  brain 
Direction  diverfe  hold  :   Gentle  and  bright 
As  hermits,  fleeping  in  their  moflfy  cells, 
Lull'd  by  the  fall  of  waters  !  by  the  rills 
From  Heliconian  cliffs  devolv'd  ;  or  where 
Thy  ancient  river  Kifhon,  facred  ftream  ! 
Soft  murmurs  on  their  {lumbers  :  peace  within, 
And  confcience,  ev'n  to  ecftafy  fublim'd  7! 

And  beatific  vifion.  Sudden,  black, 
And  horrible  as  murderers ;  or  hags, 
Their  Icafe  of  years  fjpun  out,  and  bloody  bon4 
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Full-flaftiing  on  their  eyes ;  the  gulf,  beneath, 
Mad'ning  with  gloomy  fires ;  and  heav'n,  behind, 
With  all  her  golden  valves  for  ever  clos'd. 

Now  in  Elyfium  lapp'd,  and  lovely  fcenes, 
Where  honeyfuckles  rove,  and  eglantines, 
NarcifTus,  jefs'min,  pinks,  profufely  wild,  80 

In  every  fcented  gale  Arabia  breathe  : 
As  blifsful  Eden  fair  ;  the  morning- work 
Of  Heav'n,  and  Milton's  theme !  where  innocence 
Smil'd,  and  improv'd  the  profpect. — Now,  anon, 
By  IfrY  favourite  flood  fupinely  laid, 
In  tuneful  indolence,  behold  the  bards 
(Harps  in  each  hand,  and  laurel  on  each  brow) 
A  band  of  demigods,  auguft  to  fight, 
In  venerable  order  fweet  ly  rife,  89 

(The  mufes  fparkling  round  them)  who  have  trod 
In  meaafur'd  pace  its  banks,  forever  green, 
Enamell'd  from  their  feet !  harmonious  notes, 
Warbled  to  Doric  reeds,  to  Lefbian  lyres, 
Or  Phrygian  minftrelfy,  fteal  on  the  ear 
Enamour'd  with  variety  :  and  loud 
The  'trumpets  ftirilling  clangours  fill  the  {ky 
With  filver  melody — Now,  happier  ftill ! 
Round  thy  Italic  cloifters,  mufing  flow, 
Or  in  fweet  converfe  with  thy  letter'd  fons, 
Philosophers,  and  poets,  and  divines,  IOO 

Enjoy  the  facred  walk,  delighted,  *  Queen's! 
Where  Addifon  and  Tickell  lay  infpir'd, 
Inebriated  from  the  claflic  fprings, 
And  tun'd  to  various-founding  harps  the  fong, 
Sublime,  or  tender,  humourous,  or  grave, 
Quafiing  the  mufes'  nectar  to  their  fill. 
Where  Smith  in  hoary  reverence  prefides, 
(Crown'd  with  the  fnow  of  virtue  for  the  Ikies) 
With  graceful  gravity,  and  gentle  fway ; 
With  perfect  peace  encircled  and  efteem.  110 

Whofe  mild  and  bright  benevolence  of  foul, 
By  realbn  cool,  and  by  religion  warm, 
And  generous  paffion  for  the  college-weal, 
More  rhan  a  mufe  infpire.— Momental  blifs  ! 
For  fudden  rapt,  the  midnight  howl  of  wolves, 
The  dragon's  yell,  the  lion's  roar,  aftound 
My  trembling  ear.    Ha  !   down  a  burning  mount 
I  plunge  deep,  deep  :  fare  Vulcan's  (hop  is  here— 
Hark,  how  the  anvils  thunder  round  the  dens 
FJammivomous !  What  ?  are  thofe  chains  to  bind 
This  ikeleton  !  the  cyclcps  muft  be  mad :          IZI 
Thofe  bolts  of  fteel,  thofe  adamantine  links 
Demand  Typhceus'  ftrength  to  burft. — Away — 
Venus  and  Mars — beware. — In  giddy  whirls 
I  ride  the  blaft,  and  tow'ring  through  the  ftorra 
Enjoy  the  palace  of  the  morn.     The  fun 
Refigns  the  reins  of  Phlegon  to  my  hands  : 
His  mane  waves  fire :  he  fcorches  me  to  duft  : 
Avaunt,  thou  fiend  !  I'll  hurl  thee  down  the  deep 
Of  heav'n,  with  bolted  thunder,  and  enwrapt  130 
With  forky  light'ning. — Now  daggering  I  reel, 
By  murderers  purfu'd  :  my  faithleis  feet 
Scarce  fhift  their  pace  :  or  down  rufhing  amain, 
I  ceafe  to  recollect  my  fteps,  and  roil 
Pafllve  on  earth. — Sure,  'twas  Aftolpho's  horn 
Pour'd  on  my  ear  th'  annoying  blaft  :  at  which, 
Rogero  trembled,  Bradamant  grew  pale, 
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And  into  air  diffolv'd  th*  enchanted  dome. 

Now  ftarting  from  this  wildernefs  of  dream?, 
I  wake  from  fancy 'd  into  real  woe,  149 

Pain  empties  all  her  vials  on  my  head, 
And  fleeps  me  o'er  and  o'er.     Th'  envenom'd 

fhirt 

Of  Hercules  enwraps  my  burning  limbs 
With  dragon' a  blood  :   I  rave  and  roar  like  him, 
Writhing  in  agony.     Devouring  fires 
Eat  up  the  marrow,  frying  in  my  bones. 
O  whither,  whither  (hall  I  turn  for  aid  ?— 
Methinks  a  feraph  whifpers  in  my  ears, 
Pouring  ambrofia  on  them,  "  Turn  to  God ; 
So  peace  fliall  be  thy  pillow,  eafe  thy  bed,        15©, 
And  night  of  forrow  brighten  into  neon. 
Let  the  young  cherub  patience,  bright-ey'dhope, 
And  rofy  finger'd  pray'r,  combining  hold 
A  fure  dominion  in  thy  purpos'd  mind, 
Uriconquer'd  by  affliction," — I  receive 
The  mandate  as  from  Heav'n  itfelf. — Expand 
Thyfelf,  my  foul,  and  let  them  enter  in. 

Come,  fmiling  angel,  patience,  from  thy  feat; 
Whether  the  widow's  cot,  or  hermit's  cell, 
By  fading  ftrong,  and  potent  from  diftrefs ;     162,. 
Or  midnight- ftudent's  taper-glimmering  roof, 
Unwearied  with  revolving  tedious  tomes, 
O  come,  thou  Panacasa  of  the. mind  ! 
The  manna  of  the  foul !  to  every  tafte 
Grateful  alike  :  the  univerfal  balm 
To  ficknefs,  pain,  and  mifery  below. 
She  comes !  fhe  comes  1  fhe  difiipates  the  gloom  ; 
My  eyes  (he  opens,  and  new  fcenes  unfolds 
(Like  Mofes'  bufh,  though  burning, not  confum'd) 
Scenes  full  of  fplendour,  miracle,  and  God.       170 
Behold,  my  foul,  the  martyr-army,  who 
With  holy  blood  the  violence  of  fire 
Quench'd,  and  with  ling'ring  conftancy  fatigu'd 
The  perfecuting  flame  :  or  nobly  ftop'd 
The  lion's  mouth,  and  triumph'd  in  his  jaws. 
Hark,  how  the  virgin  white-rob'd  tender  train 
Chaunt  hallelujah  to  the  rack ;  as  dear 
And  pleafiag  to  the  ear  of  God,  as  hymns 
Of  angels  on  the  refurrection-morn, 
|  When  all  the  hoft  of  heaven  hofanna  fing  !      180 
I  Yet  further  ;  lift  thy  eyes  upon  the  crofs, 
A  bleeding  Saviour  view,  a  dying  God! 
Earth  trembles,  rend  the  rocks,  creation  groans : 
The  fun,  afham'd,  extinguishes  the  day  : 
All  nature  fuffers  with  her  fuffering  Lord. 
Amidft  this  war  of  elements,  ferene, 
And  as  the  fun-fhine  brow  of  patience,  calm, 
He  dies  without  a  groan,  and  fniiles  in  death. 
Shall  martyrs,  virgins,  nay,  thy  Saviour  bleed 
To  teach  thee  patiencer?  and  yet  bleed  in  vain  ? 
Forbid  it,  reafon  ;  and  forbid  it,  Heav'n.        19! 
No ;  fuffer  :  and,  in  fuifering,  rejoice. 
Patience  endureth  all,  and  hopeth  all. 

Hope  is  her  daughter  then.    Let  hope  diftil 
Her  cordial-fpirit,  as  Hybla-honey  fweet, 
And  healing  as  the  drops  of  Gilead-balm. 
Ceafe  to  repine,  as  thofe  who  have  no  hope ; 
Nor  let  deipair  approach  thy  darkeft  hour. 
Defpair !  that  triple  death  !  th'  imperial  plague  f 
Th'  exterminating  angel  of  th'  accurft,  30$ 

And  fole  diteate  of  which  the  danm'd  are  fickf 


SICKNESS,   A    POEM. 


06? 


Kindling  a  fever  hotter  than  their  hell  — 

O  p'uck  me  from  defpair,  white-handed  hope  ! 

O  interpoie  thy  fpear  anjj  filver  fhield 

Betwixt  my  bofom  and  the  fiend  !  detrude 

This  impious  monfter  to  primeval  hell  ; 

To  its  own  dark  domain     bur  light  my  foul, 

Imp  d  with  thy  glittering  wings,  to  Icenes  of  joy, 

To  health  and  life;  for  health  aqd  life  are  thine  : 

And  fire  imagination  with  the  fkies.  aio 

But  whence  this  confidence  of  h«pe  ?  in  thee, 
And  in  thy  blood,  my  Jefus  !  (bow,  O  earth  ! 
H(  av'n  bends  beneath  the  name,  and  all  its  fons, 
The  hierarchy  '.  drop  low  the  proftrate  knee, 
And  fink,  in  humble  wife,  upon  the  ftars.) 
Yes,  on  thy  blood  and  name  my  hope  depends.  — 
My  hope?    nay,   worlds  on   worlds  depend  on 

thee  ; 

Live  in  thy  death,  from  thy  fepulchre  rife. 
Thy  influential  vigour  reinfpires  319 

This  feeble  frame  ;  difpels  the  (hade  of  death  ;  • 
And  bids  me  throw  myfelf  on  God  in  prayer. 

A  Chriftian  foul  is  God's  beloved  houle  ; 
And  pray'r  the  incenfe  which  perfumes  the  foul  : 
Let  armies  then  of  fupplicanons  rife, 
Befiege  the  golden  gates  of  heav'n,  and  force, 
AVith  holy  violence,  a  bleffing  down 
In  living  ftreams.     If  Hezekiah's  pray'r 
The  fun  arrefted  in  his  prone  career, 
And  bade  the  fhadew  ten  degrees  return 
On  Ahaz'  dial,  whirling  back  the  day  :    '        ajO 
Pour  out  thyfelf,  my  foul  .   with  fervent  zeal, 
With  overflowing  ardour,  and  with  faith 
Unwav'ring.     To  affift  me,  and  to  fwell 
My  fainting  fpirits  to  fu  >lime  defues, 
Wou'd  f  Taylor  from  his  ftarry  throne  defcend, 
How  fear  wou'd  brighten  !  by  his  facred  aid, 
To  live  were  haopinefs,  and  gain  to  die.  — 
No  :  let  him  ftill  adorn  his  ftarry  throne, 
Well-merited  by  labours  Co  divine  : 
For,  lo  !  the  Man  of  God,  and  friend  of  man,  240 
Theron,  the  pureft  bread,  and  warmeft  heart, 
Flies  on  the  wings  of  charity  and  love 
To  join  me  in  the  faving  tafic,  and  raife 
My  weaker  pow'rs  with  his  abundant  zeal; 
Pure,  fwcet,  and  glowing  as  the  incens'd  fires, 
Of  Solomon,  thy  golden-altar,  lann'd 
By  wings  of  cherubims  into  a  flame  ; 
Till  op  the  fkies  the  aromatic  gale    ., 
In  pyramids  of  fragrance  fofcly  ftole, 
A  grateful  offering  to  the  throne  of  grace.       350 
Still,  though  [  feel  thefe  fuccours  from  the  fkies, 
In  operation  mighty  '.  Hill  remain 
Inferior  aids  behind  :  terreftrial  {lores 
Medicinal  :   the  inftruments  of  God. 
For  God  created  the  phyfician  !    God 
Hi  uielf  on  earth,  our  great  Phyfician  !  fpread 
O'er  fick  and  weak,  fhadowing,  his  healing  wings  : 
Each  miracle  a  cure  !  —before  difeafe, 
Offspring  of  fin,  infefted  human-kind, 
In  Paradife,  the  vegetable  feeds  760 

Sprung  from  their  Maker's  hand,  invigorate  ftrong 
With  med'cine.     He  forefaw  our  future  ills; 
Forefeeing,  he  provided  ample  curej 
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Foffil*,  and  fimples  :  Solomon,  thy  theme, 
Nature's  hiftorian  ;   wilefl  of  the  wife  '. 
Though  Paradife  be  loft,  the  tree  of  life 
In  med'uf>e  blooms  ;  then  pluck  its  healing  fruits, 
And  with  thankfgiving  eac ;  and,  eating,  Lvc. 

Ev'n  pagan  wifdom  bade  her  fons  adore, 
As  one,  the  God  of  phyfic  and  the  day,  37Q 

Fountain  of  vegetation  and  of  life, 
Apollo,  ever  blooming,  ever  young, 
And  from  his  art  immortal!  thus,  of  yore, 
The  prime  of  human  race  from  heav'n  deduc'd 
The  bright  original  of  phyfic';.  pow'r  : 
And,  nor  unjuftly,  dtem'd  that  he  who  fav'd 
Millions  from  death,  himfelf  fhou'd  never  die. 

An  inftrumenc  of  various  pipes  and  tubes, 
Veins,  arteries,  and  fincws,,  organiz'd,  27$ 

Man,  when  in  healthy  tune,  harmonious  wakes 
The  breath  of  melody,  in  vucal  praife, 
Delighting  earth  and  heav'n  !  difcordant,  oft, 
As  accident,  or  time,  or  fate  prevail, 
This  human-organ  fcarce  the  bellows  heaves 
Of  vital- refpiration  ;  or  in  pain, 
With  paufes  fad  :  what  art  divine  fhall  tune 
To  order  and  refit  this  fhatter'd  frame  ? 
What  fingers  touch  into  a  voice  again  ? 
Or  mufic  reinfpire  ?  who,  but  the  race 
Of  P*ean  ?  who  but  phyfic's  faving  Ions  ?          4^0 
A  Ratcliff,  Frcwin,  Metcalf,  or  a  friend  ? — 
But  fomething  yet,  beyond  the  kindly  fkill 
Of  Pxan's  fons,  dift  afc,  like  mine,  demands 
Nepenthe  to  the  foul,  as  well  as  life. 

O  for  a  mother's  watchful  tendernefs, 
And  father's  venerable  care  !—  but  *  they, 
In  life  immortal,  gather  eridlets  joys, 
Reward  of  charity,  of  innocence, 
Gf  pleafing  manners,  and  a  life  unblam'd  ! 
The  tears  of  poverty  and  friendfhip  oft  306 

Their  modeft  tombs  bedew,  where  Eden's  flood, 
(Ituna  'clep'd  by  bards  of  old  renown, 
Purpled  with  Saxon  and  with  Britifh  blood) 
Laves  the  fweet  vale,  that  firft  my  prattling  mufc 
Provok'd  to  numbers,  broken  as  the  roans 
Of  Roman  towers  which  deck  its  lofiy  banks, 

And  fhine  more  beauteous  by  decay But  hark  ! 

What  mufic  glads  my  ear  ?  'tis  Theron's  voice, 
Theron  a  father,  mother;  both,  a  friend  ! — 
Pain  flies  before  his  animating  touch  :  310 

The  gentle  preffure  of  his  cordial  hand, 
A  burning  mountain  from  my  bofom  heaves  ! 
What  wonders,  faered  friendfhip,  flow  from  thee  \ 
One  period  from  a  friend  enlivens  more, 
Than  all  Hij  pocrates  and  Galen's  tombs, 
Than  all  the  med'cines  they  unfold.     I  feel 
Myfelf  renew'd!   not  only  health,  but  youth, 
Roll-,  the  brilk  tide,  and  fparkles  at  my  heart. 
As  the  live-atoms  of  Campanian  wines 
Dance  in  the  virgin  cryftal,  and  c'erlook,  310 

With  glorifying  foam,  the  nectar'd  brim  ; 
Smiling,  and  lending  fmiles  to  focial  wit, 
The  jocund  hearth,  and  hofpitable  board. 
Friendfhip  is  a  religion,  from  the  firft. 
The  fecond-bcft  u  points,  like  that,  to 
And  almoft  antedates  on  earth  its  blif*. 


*  See  'Tome  I/?, />./£« 


A  a' 
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But  vice  and  folly  never  friendship  knew ; 
\Vhilft  wifdom  grows  by  friendfhip  (till  more  wife. 
Her  fetters  are  a  flrong  defence;  her  chains 
A  robe  of  glory  ;   Ophir  gold  her  bands ;          330 
And  he  who  wears  them,  wears  a  crown  of  joy. 
Friendfhip's  the  ftcel,  which  {truck,  emits  the 

fparks 
Of  candour,  peace,  benevolence,  and  zeal ; 


THOMPSON. 

Spreading  their  glowing  feeds. — A  holy  fire 
Where  honour  beams  on  honour,  truth  on  truth  ; 
Bright  as  the  eyes  of  angels  and  as  pure, 
rtn  altar  whence  two  gentle-loving  hearts 
Mount  to  the  Ikies  in  one  confpiring  blaze 
And  fpotlefs  union.     'Tis  the  nectar-ftream 
Which  feeds  and  elevates  feraphic  love —         340 
Health  is  difeafe,  life  death,  without  a  friend. 


NOTES  AND  ALLUSIONS  TO  BOOK  III. 


Ver.  a8.  Cadmus  is  reported  by  the  poets  to 
have  flain  a  monftrotis  ferpent  in  Bceotia,  at  the 
Ci>mmand  of  Minerva ;  and  fowed  its  teeth  in  a 
field,  which  produced  an  hofb  of  armed  foldiers  ; 
•who,  fighting,  {lev/  one  other.  See  Ovid.  Met. 
1.  iii.  Suidas,  Paufanias,  &c.  It  is  faid,  that  he 
fowed  ferpents  teeth,  and  that  foldiers  in  armour 
fprung  up  from  them  ;  becaufe,  as  Bochart  ob- 
ferves,  in  the  Phoenician  language,  to  exprefs  men 
armed  with  brazen  darts  and  fpears  of  braf?,  they 
made  ufe  of  words,  which  might  be  tranflated, 
"  armed  with  the  teeth  of  a  ferpent." 

Vcr  6 1.  The  following  lines  upon  delirious 
dreams  may  appear  very  extravagant  to  a  reader, 
\vho  never  experienced  the  diforders  which  fick- 
refs  caufes  in  the  brain ;  but  the  author  thinks 
that  he  has  rather  foftened  than  exaggerated  the 
real  defcription,,  as  he  found  them  operate  on  his 
own  imagination  at  that  time. 

Ver.  68.  Sir  G.  Wheeler,  in  his  voyages,  has 
given  a  very  beautiful  defcription  of  an  hermitage 
on  the  borders  of  Mount  Helicon,  belonging  to  the 
convent  of  Saint  Luke  the  hermit, not  the  Evange- 
liit,  called  Stiriotes,  from  his  dwelling  in  thofe  de 
fers.  See  Wheeler's  Journey  into  Greece,  Fol. 
B.  iv.  P.  325. 

Ver.  93.    Thofe  different  inflruments  are  de- 


i  figned  to  exprefs  the  feveral  parts  of  poetry,  to 
which  they  were  adapted,  viz.  paftoral,  ode,  he 
roic,  &c. 

Ver.  119.  See  Horn.  Ilias,  B.  xviii.  Virg.  JEn. 
B.  viii. 

Ver.  135. 

A  horn,  in  which  if  he  do  once  but  blow, 
The  noife  thereof  fhall  trouble  men  fo  fore. 
That  all  both  flout  and  faint  fhall  fly  thercfro, 
So  ftrange  a  noife  was  never  heard  before. 

Arioso's  Orlando  Furlofo,  tranflated  by 
Sir  John  Harrington,  .5.  XV.  Stan.  IO. 

With  this  horn  Aftolpho  affrighted  the  Ama 
zons.  See  B.  xx.  Stan.  60,  &c.  and  even  Rogero, 
Bradamant,  &c.  in  diffolving  the  enchanted  pa 
lace,  B.  xxii.  Stan.  18,  &c.  Drives  away  the  har 
pies  from  Senapo,  B.  xxxiii.  Stan.  114,  £c. 

Ver.  301. 

•Eden,  though  but  fmall, 


Yet  often  ftain'd  with  blood  of  many  a  band 
Of  Scots  and  Englifli  both,  that  tinea  on  his  ftrand. 
SpenfeSs  Faery  ^ueen,  B.  iv.  Can.  II. 
Ver.  527.  It  was  an  obfervatibn  of  Socrates,  that 
wicked    men    cannot   be  friends  either  amongft 
themfelves  or  with  good  nun 

Xenopb.  Metnorab.  /.  ii. 


THE  RECOVERY. 

Thou  haft  delivered  my  foul  from  death,  and  my  fieet  from  falling,  that  I  may  walk  before  God  in 
the  light  of  the  living.  Pfalms. 


BOOK    IV, 


THE  ARGUMENT. 

REFLECTIONS.  Sicknefs  at  the  worft.  Hopes  of  recovery  caft  on  Heaven  alone.  Profpe&  of  futn- 
rity  at  this  juncture.  Guardian  Angel's  hymn  to  Mercy.  Defcription  of  her.  She  fend*  Hygeia 
t<>  the  well,  of  life;  both  defcribedT  Her  defcent.  The  effects.  Abatement  of  the  diftemper. 
Apoftrophe  to  fleep  Recovery  of  fight;  and  pieafure  flowing  from  thence.  Health  by  degrees 
rettored.  Companion  between  ficknefs  and  health  in  regard  to  the  body  and  mind. 

OWJFT  too  thy  tale  is  told  :  a  found,  a  name,         I  Fantaftic  humour  drop'd  the  feeling  fenfe, 
Ko  zuors  than  Lucian,  BiiUtr,  or"bcar;on.  1  Her  empire  lefs'ning  by  his  fall.     The  ihades 


SICKNESS,   A   POEM. 


371 


Of  Frolic  Rabelais,  and  HIM  of  Spain, 
Madrid's  facetious  gU;ry,  join  his  ghoft; 
Triumvirate  of  laughrer  ! — Mirth  is  mad  ; 
The  loudeft  languithing  int«  a  figh  : 
And  laughter  {hakes  itfclf  into  decay. 

"  Lord  !  what  is  man  ?"  the  prophet  well  might 

a{k;  10 

'We  all  may  afk,  "  Lord  !  what  is  mortal  man  ?" 
So  changeable  his  being,  with  himfelf 
Diffimilar;  the  rainbow  of  an  hour  i 
A  change  of  colours,  tranfient  through  his  life, 
Brightens  or  lawguifhes  ; — then  fades  to  air. 
Ev'n  e'er  an  artful  fpider  fpirs  a  line 
Of  metaphyfic  texture,  man's  thin  thread 
Of  life  is  broken  :  how  analogous 
Their  parallel  of  lines  !   flight,  fubtle,  vain. 

Man,  in  a  little  hour's  contracted  round          20 
Perplexes  reafon  :   now  to  triumph  fweli'd, 
To  joyous  exultations,  to  a  blaze 
Of  ecftafy  ;  and  now  deprefs'd  again, 
And  drooping  into  fcenes  of  death  and  woe. 

That  fudden  flow  of  fpirits,  bright  and  flrong, 
Which  play'd  in  fprightly  {'allies  round  my  heart  ; 
Was  it  a  gleam,  forewarning  me  from  heav'n, 
Of  quick-approaching  fate  ?  As  tapers  mount 
Expiring  into  wide-diffuiive  flame, 
Give  one  broad  glare,  into  the  focket  fink,         30 
And  finking  difappear. — It  mud  br.  f>  ! — 
The  fnul,  prophetic  of  its  voy'ge,  defcry'd 
The  blifsful  fhore,  exulting  on  the  wing, 
In  a  glad  flutter  :  then,  o'erwhelm'd  with  joy, 
She  warn'd  her  old  companion  of  her  flight, 
(The  feeble  tenement  of  mould'ring  clay) 
Who  fadden'd  at  their  parting — Yes, — I  feel 
Thy  U-aden  hand,  O  death  !  it  pnfle?  hard, 
It  weighs  the  faculties  of  motion  down, 
Inactive  as  the  foot  of  a  dull  rock,  40 

And  drags  me  to  thy  dufly  chains  :  the  wheels 
Of  life  are  faft'ned  to  the  grave,  nor  whirl, 
Longer,  the  fiery  chariot  on.      The  war, 
The  ftruggle  for  eternity  begins. 
Eternity  !  illimitable,  vaft, 
Incomprehenfible  !   For  heav'n  and  hell, 
Within  her  univerfal  womb,  profound, 
Are  center'd. — Sleep  or  death  are  on  my  heart  : 
Swims  heavily  my  brain  : — My  fenfes  reel. 

What  fcenes  difclofe  themfelves !    What  fields 

of  joy!  5o 

What  rivers  of  delight !   What  golden  bow'rs  ! 
Sweetly  opprefs'd  with  beatific  views, 
I  hear  angelic  inftrumenrs,  I  fee 
Primeval  ardours,  and  tfluitial  forms; 
The  fons  of  light,  but  of  created  light, 
All  energy,  the  diligence  of  Grid  ! 
Might   I    but  join   them  !    Lend   your  glitt'iing 

wings, 

Waft  me,  O  quickly  waft  me  to  yon  crown, 
Bright  with  the  flaming  roles  of  the  zone 
Sidereal :   Gracious,  they  beck'ning,  fruile,          60 
They  fmile  me  to  the  fkies  !  Hope  leads  the  way : 
Mounting  I  ipriiig  to  leize  ! — What  fury  {hakes 
Her  fiery  fword,  and  intercepts  the  ftars  ? 
Ha  !   Amartia  ?   Confcience,  confcience  fends 
Her  gricfly  form,  to  blaft  me  at  my  end. 

!  (he  points  to  burning  rock.-,  to  waves 


Sulphureous,  molten  lead,  and  boiling  gulfs, 

Tempsftuous  with  everlafting  lire  — 

Tis  horrible  ! — O  fave  me  fr<mi  myfelf ! — 

O  fave  me,  Jefu  !— Ha  !  a  buriVof  light  70 

Blends  with  the  empyreum's  azure  tide, 

While  faith,  triumphant,  i'vvells  the  trump  of  God, 

And  fhouting,  "  Where's  thy  victory,  O  grave  ? 

And  where,  O  death,  thy  fling?'*  I  fee  her  fpread 

Her  faving  banner  o'er  my  foul  (the  crols  !) 

And  call  it  to  its  peers.     Thick  c:owds  of  day, 

Immaculate,  involve  me  in  their  ftreams, 

And  bathe  my  fpirit,  whiten \i  for  the  Iky. 

While  on  this  ifthmus  of  my  fate  1  lie, 
Juttjng'into  eternity's  wide  fea,  SQ 

And  leaning  on  this  habitable  globe, 
The  verge  of  either  world  '.   dubious  of  life, 
Dubious,  alike,  of  death  ;  to  mercy  thus, 
(nfpirited  with  fupplicating  zeal. 
My  guardian  angel  rais'd  his  potent  pray'r. 
(1/wr  angels  minifter  to  man,  intent 
On  offices  of  gentlenefs  and  love.) 

'•  H-ar,  Mercy     fweeteft  daughtci-  of  the  fkies; 
Thou  lovelieft  image  of  thy  Fa'her's  face, 
I  hou  bleffed  fount,  whence  grace   ana  goodnefa 
flow,  90 

Aufpicious,  hear  !  extend  thy  helping  arm, 
With  pitying  readinefs,  with  willing  aid, 
O  lift  thy  fervant  from  the  vale  of  death, 
Now  grovelling  in  the  dull,  into  the  fields 
Of  comfort,  and  the  paftures  green  of  health. 
Hear,  Mercy,  fwetteft  daughter  of  the  {kies  1 
If  e'er  thy  fervant  to  the  poor  his  foul 
Drew  out,  and  taught  the  fathtrleTs  to  fing  ; 
If  e'er  by  pity  warm'd,  and  not  by  pside, 
He  cloth'd  the  naked,  and  the  "hungry  fed  ;      IOO 
If  e'er  diflrcfs,  and  mifery,  forelorn, 
Deceiv'd  his  cheek,  a&d  ftole  his  untaught  tear, 
An  humble  drop  of  thy  celeftial  dew  ! 
Hear,  Mercy,  fweeteft  daughter  of  the  ikies. 

Sprung  from  the  bcfom  of  eternal  blifs, 
Thy  goodaefs  reaches  farther  than  the  grave ; 
And  near  the  gates  of  hell  extends  thyfway, 
Omnipotent  !  All,  fave  the  curfed  crew 
Infernal,  and  the  black  rebellious  hofl 
Of  Lucifer,  within  thy  fweet  domain  110 

Feed  on  ambrofia,  and  may  hope  the  ftar.«. 
Hear,  Mercy,  fwceteft  daughter  of  the  ikies. 
By  thee,  the  great  Phyfician  from  the  bed 
Of  darknefs  call'd  the  fick,  the  blind,  the  lame  ; 
He  burft  the  grave's  relentlefs  bars  by  thce, 
And  fpoke  the  dead  to  life  and  bloom  again. 
His  miracles,  thy  work;  their  glory,  thine  : 
Then,  O  thou  deareft  attribute  of  God  '. 
Thy  faving  health  to  this  thy  fervant  lend  ! 
Hear,  Mercy,  fweeteft  daughter  of  the  fkies  !" 

Inclin'd  upon  a  dewy;fkirtcd  cloud  HI 

Purpled  with  light,  and  dropping  fatnefs  down, 
Plenty  and  blifs  on  man,  with  look-  as  mild 
As  ev'ning  furss  (wjv;n  flowry-foored  May 
Leads  on  the  jocund  h<:urs,  when  love  himfelf 
Flutters  in  green)  efftrfittg  heart-felt  joy 
Abundant,  Mercy  (hone  with  fober  grace, 
And  majefty  at  once  with  fvveetnefs  mix'd 
Ineffable.     A  rainbow  o'er  her  head, 
T!»e  covcaant  of  God,  betok'ning  peace  J^C 
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Twixt  Heaven  and  earth,  its  florid  arch  difplay'd, 
High  bended  by  th'  Almighty's  glorious  hand; 
The  languifti  of  the  dove  upon  her  eyes 
In  placid  radiance  melted,  from  the  throne 
Of  grace  infus'd,  and  fed  with  light :  her  fmiles 
Expar.five  cheer'd  the  undetermin'd  tracks 
Of  all  creation,  from  th'  ethereal  cope, 
Auguft  with  moving  fires,  down  to  the  fhades 
Infernal,  and  the  reign  of  darknefs  drear. 
Ev'n  men  refine  to  angels  from  her  gaze,         140 
Gracious,  invigorating,  full  of  heav'n  ! 

This  daughter  of  the  Lamb,  to  fervent  pray'rs 
And  interceflion,  opes  her  ready  ear, 
Cfrmpafiionate ;  and  to  Hygeia  thus  : 
*'  Hygeia,  hie  thee  to  the  well  of  life  ; 
There  dip  thy  fingers;  touch  his  head  andbreaft; 
Three  drops  into  his  mouth  infufe,  unfeen, 
Save  by  the  eye  of  faith  :  he  yonder  lies — 
Defcend,  arid  take  th«  ev'ning's  weftern  wing." 
§  She  faid,  Hygeia  bow'd  ;  and  bowing,  fill'd  Ijo 
The  circumambient  air  with  od'rous  ftreams, 
Pure  effence  of  ambrofia  !   Not  the  breath 
Of  Lebanon,  from  cedar  alleys  blown, 
Of  Lebanon,  with  aromatic  gales 
Luxuriant,  fpikenard,  aloes,  myrrh  and  balm  ; 
Nor  Che  wife  eaftern  monarch's  garden  vy'd 
In  fragrance,  when  his  fair  Circaffian  fpoufe, 
Enamour'd,  call'd  upon  the  fouth  to  fan 
Its  beds  of  fpices,  and  her  bofom  cool,  159 

Panting  with  languifhment  and  love-fick  fires. 

Forth  from  thv  eternal  throne  the  well  of  life, 
Pouring  its  cryftal,  laves  the  ftreets  of  God, 
(Where  ficknefs  never  comes,  nor  age,  nor  pain) 
Faft-trickling  o'er  the  pebble-gems.     Beneath 
Unfading  Amarant  and  Afphodel, 
A  mirror  fpreads  its  many-colour'd  round, 
Mofaic  work,  inlaid  by  hands  divine 
In  glift'ring  rows,  illuminating  each, 
Each  fhading  :  beryl,  topaz    chalcedon, 
Em'rald  and  amethyft.     Whatever  hues  170 

The  light  refledb,  celeftial  quarries  yield, 
Or  melt  into  the  vernant-fliowry  bow, 
Profufive,  vary  here  in  mingling  beams. 
Collected  thus  the  waters,  dimpling,  end 
Their  foft-progrefilve  lapfe.     The  cherubs  hence 
Immortal  vigour  quaff  and  blifs  unblam'd. 
Ivlor  only  flow  for  you,  ye  fons  of  light, 
The  ftreams  of  comfort  and  of  life,  but  flow 
To  heal  the  nations.     Wonderful  to  tell, 
The  aged  they  renew,  the  dead  revive,  180 

And  more,  the  fefters  of  the  wounded  foul, 
Corrupted,  black,  to  priftine  white  relume 
And  faint-like  innocence.     The  my  [tic  dove 
Broods,  purifying  o'er  them,  with  his  wings. 
The  angel,  who  Bethefda's  troubled  pool 
Stirr'd,  firfl  his  pinions  with  thefe  vital  drops 
Sprinkled  ;  then  pour'd  himfelf  into  the  flood, 
Inftilling  health  and  nutriment  divine, 
Its  waves  to  quicken,  and  exalt  its  pow'rs. 

Here  lights  Hygeia,  ardent  to  fulfil  190 

Mercy's  beheft.     The  bloom  of  Paradife 
Xjv'd  on  her  youthful  cheek, and  glow'd  the  fpring. 
The  deep  carnations  in  the  eaftern  flcies, 
When  ruddy  morning  walks  along  the  hills, 
Mhftrioufly  red,  in  purple  dews. 


Are  languid  to  her  blufhes ;  for  flie  blufliM 
As  through  the  op'ning  file  of  winged  flames, 
Bounding,  fhe  light'ned,  and  her  fapphire  eyes 
With  modeft  luftre  bright,  improving  heav'n, 
Caft  fvveetly  round,  and  bow'd  to  her  compeers, 
An  angel  amid  angels.     Light  fhe  fprung        aof 
Along  th'  empyreal  road  :  Her  locks  diftill'd 
Salubrious  ipirit  on  the  ftars.     Full  foon 
She  pafs'd  the  gate  of  pearl,  and  down  the  Iky, 
Precipitant,  upon  the  ev'ning  wing 
Cleaves  the  live  ether,  and  with  healthy  balm 
Impregnates,  and  fecundity  of  fweets. 

Confcious  of  her  approach,  the  wanton  birds, 
InftincSlive,  carol  forth,  in  livelier  lays, 
And  merrier  melody,  their  grateful  hymn,       2ie 
Brifk-flutt'ring  to  the  breeze.     Eftfoonsthe  hills, 
Beneath  the  gambols  of  the  lamb  and  kid, 
Of  petulant  delight,  the  circling  maze 
(Brufli'd  offits  dews)  betray.     All  nature  fmiles, 
With  double  day  delighted.     Chief  on  man 
The  goddefs  ray''d  herlelf :  He,  wond'ring,  feels 
His  heart  in  driving  tumults-  vig'rous,  leap, 
And  gufhing  ccftafy  :  burfts  out  his"  tongue 
In  laud,  and  unpremeditated  fong, 
Obedient  to  the  mufic  in  his  veins.  226 

Thus,  when  at  firft,  the  inftantaneous  light 
Sprung  from  the  voice  of  God,  and,  vivid,  threw 
Its  golden  mantle  round  the  rifing  ball, 
The   cumVrous  mafs,  fhot  through  with   vital 

warmth 

And  plaftic  energy,  to  motion  rolPd 
The  drowfy  elements,  and  adlive  rule  : 
Sudden  the  morning  ftars,  together,  fang, 
And  fhouted  all  the  fons  of  God  for  joy. 

Enters  Hygeia,  and  her  talk  performs, 
With  healing  fingers  touched  my  breaft  and  head; 
Three  drops  into  my  mouth  infus'd,  unfeen,    231 
Save  by  the  eye  of  faith  :  Then  reafcends. 

As  fnow  in  Salmon,  at  the  tepid  touch 
Of  fouthern  gales,  by  foft  degrees,  difTolves 
Trickling,  yet  flow,  away  ;  and  loofen'd  frofcs 
The  genial  imprefs  feel  of  vernal  funs, 
Relenting  to  the  ray  ;  my  torpid  limbs 
The  healing  virtue  of  Hygeia's  hand 
And  falutary  influence  perceive, 
Inftant  to  .wander  through  the  whole.     My  heart 
Begins  to  melt,  o'er- running  into  joy,  241 

Late  froze  with  agony.     Kind  tumults  feize 
My  fpirits,  conlcious  of  returning  health, 
And  dire  difeafe  abating  from  the  cells 
And  mazy  haunts  of  life.     The  judging  leech 
Approves  jthe  fymptoms,  and  my  hope  allows. 

The  hoftile  humours  ceafe  to  bubble  o'er 
Their  big-diftended  channels  ;  quiet  now 
And  finking  into  peace.     The  organs  heave 
KimVier  with  life  :  And  nature's  fabric  near    25  • 
To  diffolution  fhatter'd,  and  its  mould 
To  dud  difiblv'd,  though  not  its  priftine  flrength 
(The  lufty  vigour  of  its  healthy  prime) 
Yet  gentle  force  recovers;  to  maintain 
Againil  the  tyrant-death's  batt'ring  affaults, 
The  fort  of  life. — But  darknefs,  prefenr  rtiH, 
And  abfent  fweet  repofe,  beft  med'cine,  fleep, 
Forbid  my  heart  the  full  caroufe  of  joy. 
"'Soft  povv'r  of  flumbera,  dewy-feather'd  fleep9 
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Jtind  nurfe  of  nature  !  whither  art  thou  fled,  a6o 

A  ftranger  to  my  fenfes,  weary'd  out 

With  pain,  and  aching  for  thy  prefence  ?  Come, 

O  come  !  embrace  me  in  thy  liquid  arms ; 

Exert  thy  drowfy  virtue,  wrap  my  limbs 

In  downy  indolence,  and  bathe  in  balm, 

Faft-flowing  from  th   abundance  of  thy  horn, 

With  nourifhment  replete,  and  richer  ftor'd 

Than  Amalthea's;  who  (fo  poets  feign) 

With  honey  and  with  milk  fupply'd  a  god, 

And  fed  the  thunderer.     Indulgent  quit  270 

Thy  couch  of  poppies!  deal  thyfelf  on  me, 

(In  rory  mifts  fuffus'd  and  clouds  of  gold) 

On  me,  thou  mildeft  cordial  of  the  world  ? 

The  fhield  his  pillow,  in  the  tented  field, 
By  thee,  the  foldier,  bred  in  iron  war, 
Forgets  the  mimic  thunders  of  the  day, 
Nor  envies  luxury  her  bed  of  down. 
Hock'd  by  the  blaft,  and  cabbin'd  in  the  ftorm, 
The  failor  hugs  thee  to  the  doddering  maft, 
Of  fhipwreck  negligent,  while  thou  art  kind.  a8o 
The  captive's  freedom,  thou  !  the  labourer's  hire  ; 
The  beggar's  (lore;  the  mifer's  better  gold; 
The  health  of  ficknefs;  and  the  youth  of  age  ! 
At  thy  approach  the  wrinkled  front  of  care 
Subfides  into  the  fmooth  expanfe  of  fmiles. 
And,  ftranger  far  !  the  monarch,  crown'd  by  thee, 
JBeneath  his  weight  of  glory  gains  repofe. 

What  guilt  is  mine,  that  I  alone  am  wake, 
Ev'n  though  my  eyes  arc  feal'd,  am  wake  alone  ? 
Ah  feal'd,  but  not  by  thee  !   The  world  is  dumb  ; 
Exhal'd  by  air,  an  awful  filence  rules,  291 

Still  as  thy  brother's  reign,  or  foot  of  time; 
Ev'n  nightingales  are  mute,  and  lovers  reft, 
Steep'd  in  thy  influence,  and  ceafe  to  figh, 
Or  only  figh  in  {lumbers.     Fifteen  nights 
The  moon  has  walk'd  in  glory  o'er  the  fky ; 
As  oft  the  fun  has  (hone  her  from  the  fphere, 
Since,  gentle  fleep,  I  felt  thy  cordial  dews. 
Then  liften  to  my  moaning ;  nor  delay 
To  footh  me  with  thy  foftnefs ;  to  o'erfhade   300 
Thy  fuppliant  with  thy  pinions :  or  at  leaft, 
Lightly  to  touch  my  temples  with  thy  wand. 

So,  full  and  frequent,  may  the  crimfon  fields 
With  poppies  blufh,  nor  feel  a  Tarquin's  hand. 
So  may  the  weft  wind's  figh,  th'  murm'ring  brook, 
The  melody  of  birds,  lanthe's  lute, 
And  mufic  of  the  fpheres,  be  all  the  founds 
That  dare  intrude  on  thy  devoted  hour. 
Nor  Boreas  blufter,  nor  the  thunder  roar, 
Nor  fcrecch-owl  flap  his  wing,  nor  fpirit  yell,  310 
As  'neath  the  trembling  of  the  moon  he  walks, 
Within  the  circle  of  thy  ftiil  domain. 
He  comes  !  he  comes  !  the  reconciling  pow'r 
Of  pain,  vexation,  care,  and  anguifh  comes ! 
He  hovers  in  the  lazy  air  : — He  melts., 
With  honey  heaviness,  my  fenfes  down. 

—I  thank  thee   fleep : — Heav'ns!  is  the  day 

reftor'd 

To  my  defiring  eyes  ?  their  lids,  unglew'd, 
Admit  the  long-loft  light,  now  ftreaming  in 
Painfully  clear  ! — O  check  the  rapid  gleam     320 
With  (hading  filk,  'till  the  weak  vifual  orb, 
Stronger  and  ftronger,  dares  imbibe  the  fun, 
Nor?  wat'ring,  twinkles  at  unfolded  day. 


As,  where,  in  Lapland,  night  collects  her  reign, 
Oppreflive,  over  half  the  rounded  year 
Uninterrupted  with  one  ftruggling  beam  ; 
Young  Orra-Moor,  in  furry  fpoils  enrolFd, 
Shagged  and  warm,  firft  fpies  th'  imperfe*5t  blufh 
Of  op'ning  light,  exulting  ;  fcarce  her  eyes 
The  luftre  bear,  though  faint ;  but,  wid'ning  faft 
Th' unbounded  tide  of  fplendour  covers,  fair,  331 
Th'  expanded  hemifphere  ;  and  fills  her  fight 
With  gladnefs,  while  her  heart,  warm-leaping, 
burns. 

Sight,  all  exprefllve  !  though  the  feeling  fenfe 
Thrills  from  lanthe's  hand;  at  Handel's  lyre 
Tingles  the  ear ;   chough  fmell  from  bloffom'd 

beans 

Arabian  fpirit  gathers;  and  the  draught, 
Sparkling  from  Burgundy's  exalted  vines, 
Streams  nedrar  on  the  palate .   Yet,  O  fight ! 
Weak  their  fenfations,  wh.en  compar'd  with  thee. 
Without  thee,  nature  lies  unmeaning  gloom.  341 
Whatever  fmiles  on  earth,  or  (nines  in  heav'n, 
From  ftar  of  Venus  to  Adonis  flow'r  ; 
Whatever  fpring  can  promife  ;  fummer  warm 
To  rich  maturity  ;  gay  autumn  roll 
Into  the  lap  of  plenty,  or  her  horn  ; 
Winter's  majelcic  horrors; — all  are  thine. 
All  varying  in  order's  pleafing  round, 
In  regular  confufion  grateful  all ! 

And  now  progrefllve  health,  with  kind  repair, 
My  fever-weaken'd  joints  and  languid  limbs  351 
New  brace.     Live  vigour  and  auxiliar'd  nerves 
Sinew  the  freflien'd  frame  in  bands  of  fteel. 
As  m  the  trial  of  the  furnace  ore, 
From  bafer  dregs  refin'd,  and  droffy  fcum, 
Flames  more  refulgent,  and  admits  the  (lamp 
Of  majefty  to  dignify  the  gold, 
Cizfar  or  George  !  the  human  body,  thus, 
Enamel'd,  not  deform'd,  from  ficknefs'  rage 
More  manly  features  borrows,  and  a  grace      360 
Severe,  yet  worthier  of  its  fovereign  form. 
The  patriarch  of  Uz,  fon  of  the  morn, 
Envy'd  of  Lucifer,  by  fores  and  blanes 
Sharply  improv'd,  to  fairer  honours  rofe  ; 
Lefs  his  beginning  bleft  than  latter  end. 
How  late  a  tortur'd  lump  of  baleful  pain, 
The  foul  immerg'd  in  one  inactive  mafs 
Of  breathing  blanes,  each  elegance  of  fenfe, 
Each  intellectual  fpark  and  fiery  feed 
Of  reafon,  mem'ry,  judgment,  tafte,  and  wit,  370 
Extinct  and  fmother'd  in  unwieldy  clay 
Scarce  animated  :  and  (O  blefiing  !)  now 
I  feem  to  tread  the  winds  ;  to  overtake 
The  empty  eagle  in  her  early  chafe, 
Or  nimble-trembling  dove,  from  preyful  beak, 
In  many  a  rapid,  many  a  cautious  round, 
Wheeling  precipitant  :  I  leave  behind, 
Exulting  o'er  its  aromatic  hills, 
The  bounding  Beher-roe.     The  poet's  mind, 
(Effluence  eflential  of  heat  and  light !)  380 

Not  mounts  a  loftier  wing,  when  fancy  leads 
The  gJitt'ring  track,  and  points  him  to  the  fkies, 
Excurfive  :   He  empyreal  air  inhales, 
Earth  fading  from  his  flight !  triumphant  foar% 
Amid  the  pomp  of  planetary  worlds, 
Ranging  infinitude,  beyond  the  ftretch. 
A  »  H 
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Of  Newton's  ken,  reformer  of  the  fpheres, 
And,  gaining  on  the  heav'ns,  enjoys  his  home  I 

The  \vinter  of  difcafe  all  paib'd  away, 
The  fpring  of  health,  in  bloomy  pride,  calls  forth 
I.mboforrTd  blifs,  of  rofy-vviriged  praiie  391 

The  riling  incenfe,  the  impaflion'd  glance 


Of  gratitude,  the  pant  of  honour,  quick 

With  emulating  zeal ;  the  florid  vvilh 

For  facred  happinefs,  and  cordial  glow 

From  confcious  virtue  felt :  all  the  fweet  train 

Of  vernal  folitude's  refining  walks, 

Beft  gift  of  Heav'n,  and  fource  of  namelefs  joys ! 


NOTES  AND  ALLUSIONS  ON  BOOK  IV. 


Ver.  55.  Light  is  the  firft-torn  cf  all  creatures, 
and  it  is  commonly  obferved,  that  the  angels  were 
created  at  the  fame  period  of  time.  St.  Auftin 
thinks  them  meant  under  fiat  lux,  "  let  there 
be  light  :"  Ds  civitate  Dei,  i.  xi.  c.  9.  This  indeed 
is  only  conjectural,  and  we  have  no  article  of  the 
Apoftles*  creed  which  directs  upon  any  confider- 
ations  of  angels  ;  becaufe  perhaps  it  exceeds  the 
faculties  of  men  to  underftand  their  nature,  and 
it  may  not  conduce  much  to  our  practical  edifica 
tion  to  know  them.  Yet,  however,  this  obferva- 
tion  may  ferve  to  illuftrate  that  beautiful  paffage 
in  the  book  of  Job  :  When  "  the  morning-ltars 
fang  together,  and  all  the  fons  of  God  Ihouted 
for  joy." 

Ver.  i8a.  White  has  been  accounted  in  all  ages 
the  peculiar  tincture  of  innocence,  and  white  vtll- 
ments  worn  by  perfons  delegated  for  facred  of 
fices,  &c.  When  our  Saviour  was  transfigured 
before  his  difciples,  his  raiment  became  fhining, 
"  exceeding  white  as  Inow,"  Mark,  ix.  3. 
When  he  afcended  into  heaven,  the  angels  de- 
fcendfd  in  "  white  apparel,"  Acts  i.  10.  "  And 
to  the  fpoufe  of  the  Lamb  was  granted  that  fhe 
ihould  be  arrayed  in  fine  linen,  clean  and  white, 
which  is  the  righteoufnefs  of  the  faints,"  Rev.  xix. 
8  14.  Hence  the  cuftom  of  the  primitive 
church  of  clothing  the  perfons  baptized  in  white 
garments. 

Inde  parens  facro  ducens  de  fonte  facerdos 
Infantes,  nivco  corpcre,  mente,  habitu. 


The  heathens  paid  likewife  a  great  regard  to 
syhite  : 

Color  albus  prascipue  Deo  charus  eft. 

Cicero  de  Leg.  Lib.  ii. 

-  •  Ante  aras  ftat  vefle  factrdos 

Efiulgens  nivea.  Silius  ItaL  Lib.  iii. 

Belius  hie  longe  candenti  vefte  facerdos    . 
Occurrit.  Valerius  Flacc.  Lib.  ii. 

And  not  only  the  priefts,  but  likewife  thofe 
xvho  attended  at  the  facrifices  and  paid  their  de 
votions  to  their  gods  : 


Cerr\ite  fulgentes  ut  eat  facer  agnus  ad  aras, 
Tinctaque  poft  olea  Candida  turha  comas. 

Tibull.  Lib.  ii.  Eleg.  I, 


And  Ovid  : 

Linguis  Candida  turba  favet. 


l.  Lib.  ii 


I  fhall  only  add  one  paffage  from  Piautus : 

Ergo  sequins  vos  erat 

Candidatas  venire,  hofliatafque  ad  hoc 

Fanum.  Rudenf.  Aft.  i.  Sc.  5. 

Ver.  230.  Hygeia  here  performs  her  office  in 
the  very  manner  fhe  was  ordered  by  Mercy.  I 
have,  after  the  manner  of  Homer,  ufed  the  fame 
expreffions  over  again,  as  when  flie  received  the 
mandate.  The  father  of  poetry  conftantly  makes 
his  envoys  obferve  this  practice,  as  a  mark  of  de 
cency  and  refpect. 

Ver.  268.  Amalthea  the  daughter  of  Meliffus 
King  of  Crete,  and  nurfe  of  Jupiter,  who  fed  him 
with  goat's  milk  and  honey.  But  this  ftory  is 
differently  related.  See  Strabo,  1.  x.  Diodor.  Si- 
cul.  1.  iv.  c.  5.  and  Ovid.  Faft.  J.  v.  It  is  very 
remarkable,  that  the  tranflation  of  the  Septuagint 
ufes  the  expreffien  Amahhea's  horn,  for  the  name 
of  Job's  third  daughter,  Keren-happuc  (fo  called 
from  her  beauty),  alluding  to  a  Grecian  fable  in 
vented  long  after,  Job  ch.  the  laft,  ver.  14.  The 
fame  tranflation  likewife  mentions  Arachne  in 
the  ninetieth  Pfalm,  and  9th  verfe,  which  image 
is  left  out  in  all  our  late  verficns.  A  Chriftian 
poet,  therefore,  may  furely  be  excufed  for  ufing 
the  word  Ambrofia,  &c.  or  drawing  metaphors 
or  comparifons  from  the  Pagan  mythology  in  a 
ferious  compofition ;  which  is  the  practice  of 
Alilton  and  fome  of  the  beft  poets.  The  fault 
only  is,  when  the  poet  wer.ves  the  heathen  fables 
with  the  Jewifh  and  Chriftian  truths.  As  when 
Sinnazarius  introduces  the  furies,  Cerberus,  &c. 
into  his  poem  (which  is  otherwife  a  very  fine 
one)  De  partu  Virginis.  And  likewife  when  Ca- 
moens  blends  the  adventures  of  Bacchus  with  the 
miracles  of  Chrilt,  &c.  ifc  his  Lufiad.  But  t: 
by  the  by. 
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THE  THANKSGIVING. 

The  grave  cannot  praife  Thee ;  death  cannot  celebrate  Thee. — The  living,  the  living,  he  fha!l 
praife  Thee,  as  I  do  this  day.  Jfuia/j. 


BOOK   V. 

THE  ARGUMENT. 

THE  effects  which  the  reftoration  of  health  ought  to  have  in  the  folitudes  of  fpring.  Rural  profpecTr. 
Jtxcuriion  to  the  battle  at  Tournay.  Reflections  on  the  abufes  of  modern  poetry.  Hymn  to  the 
ever-bleffed  and  glorious  Trinity  :  ift,  To  God  the  Father,  as  Creator  and  Preferver  :  adly,  To 
God  the  Son,  as  Mediator  and  Redeemer  ;  3dly,  To  God  the  Holy  Ghoft,  as  Sandifier  and  Com. 
forter.  Conclufion. 


COME,  contemplation!  therefore,  from  thy  haunts, 
From  Spenfer's  tomb,  (with  reverent  fteps  and 

flow 

Oft  vifited  by  me  ;  certes,  by  all, 
Touch'd  by  the  mufe  :)  from  Richmond's-green 

retreats, 

Where  *  Nature's  bard  the  feafons  on  his  page 
Stole  from  the  year's  rich  hand  :    or  Welwyn 

groves, 

Where  Young,  the  friend  of  virtue  and  of  man, 
Sows  with  poetic  ftars  the  nightly  fong, 
To  Phoebus  dear  as  hi>  own  day  !  and  drowns 
The  nightingale's  complaint  in  fadder  ftrains    10 
And  fweeter  elegance  of  woe,  O  come  ! 
Now  ev'ning  mildly  ftiil  and  fofter  funs 
(While  every  breeze  is  flowing  balm)  invite 
To  talle  the  fragrant  fpirit  of  the  fpring 
Salubrious  ;  from  mead  or  hawthorn-hedge 
Aromatiz'd,  and  pregnant  with  delight 
No  lefs  than  health.     And  what  a  profpecl  round 
Swells  greenly  grateful  on  the  cherinVd  eye  : 
.A  univerfal  blufb.  !  a  wafte  of  fweets! 
How  live  the  flow'rs,  and,  as  the  zephyrs  blow, 
Wave  a  foft  luitre  on  their  parent-fun,  21 

And  thai:k  him  with  their  odours  for  his  beams  ; 
Mild  image  of  himfelf  !  reflected  fair, 
By  faimnt'ls  fair,  and  amiably  mild  ; 

Hark  !  how  the  airy  echoes  talk  along 
With  undulating  anfwer,  foft  or  loud, 
The  mocking  lernh  lance  of  the  imag'd  voice, 
Babbling  itinerant  from  wood  to  hill, 
From  hill  to  dale,  and  wake  their  lifters  round, 
To  multiply  delight  upon  the  ear.  30 

A?  float  the  clouds,  romantic  fancy  pours 
The  magazines  of  Proteus  forth   and  builds 
Huge  caftles  in  the  air  ;  while  veffels  fail 
Spacious,  along  the.  fluid  elen.  i'f 
And  dragons  burn  in  gold,  with  az.ure  ftains 
Spc'ckled  :    Ten  thoufand  incoufiftent  lTnpes 

ii  the  eye,  and  thr>  u^h  the  welkin  roll. 


•  .Mr.  "Ja 


Here  tufted  hills !  there  fliining  villa?  rife, 
Circling  ;  and  temples,  folemn,fjil  the  mind 
With  beauty,  fplendour,  and  religious  awe  !      43 
Peace  o'er  the  plains  expands  her  fnovvy  wing, 
Dove-ey'd  ;  and  buxom  plenty  laughs  around  ! 

Far  different  objedls  mortify  the  eye 
Along  thy  borders,  Shejdt :  (with  William's  tears 
Ennobled,  tears  from  brave  humani:  y 
And  royal  pity  drawn  !  nor  of  his  blood 
Lefs  prodigal !)  inftead  of  herbag'd  plains, 
Of  fields  with  golden  pit- nty  waving  wide 
Of  lowing  vallies,  and  of  fleecy  hills  : 
What  magazines  of  death  !  what  flaming  fwords 
DeftruAioh  brandifh  ;  what  a  burnifh'd  glare  ji 
Of  horror  wanders  round  ;  what  carnage  vile 
Of  dubitable  limbs;  what  groaning  piles 
Of  dying  warriors  on  th'  enfangum'd  earth 
(Ev'n  funs  of  Britain,  chiefs  of  high  renown) 
Grov'ling  in  duft,  and  with  unmartial  fires 
Sheer  blafted  !  O  'tis  pitiful  to  fight  ! 
It  fmites  the  honeft  brain  and  heart !  The  cloud, 
Belch'd  from  the  brazen   tnrpat  of  war,  would 

hide, 

Induflrious,  the  ruin  which  it  fpreads,  60 

As  if  afham'd  of  maffacre — But  hark  ! — 
What  dire  explofion  tears  th'  emboweFd  fky, 
And  rumbles  from  th' infernal  caves  ?  The  roar 
Of  ^Etna's  troubled  caverns,  when  fhe  heaves 
Trinacria  from  her  marble  pillars,  fix'd 
On  the  foundations  of  the  folid  earth, 
And  Thetis'  bellows  from  her  diitant  dens, 
O'erwhelm  the  ear  ! — A  mine  with  deadly  ftores 
Infuriate,  burft  •   arid  a  whoie  fquadron'd  holt  69 
WhirlM  through  the  riven  air.     A  human  fhow'r 
Wjth  fmouldry  fmoke  enroll'd  and  wrapt  in  fire, 
To  cover  earth  with  defol  uion  drear  !  - 

Curft  be  the  man,  the  monk,  the  fon  of  hell, 
The  triple  Moloch  !  whole  mechanic  brain, 
Malicioufly  inventive,  from  its  forge, 
Of  cruel  fteel,  the  fulphur  feeds  of  wrath 
Flafh'd  on  th.^   vorld,  and  taught  us  how  to  kill ; 
.  To  hurl  the  blazing  ruin, 
A a 
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From  fmolctnp  ^rnfs  the  ragged  inftruments 

Of  fa'e,  in  thunder,  on  the  mangled  files  80 

Of  gallant  foes  : — the  cowardice  of  hell  ! 

And,  what  the  barb'rnus  na'ions  never  knew, 

(Though  nourifh'd  by  the  tigers,  and  their  tongues 

lied  with  the  gore  of  lions)  to  involve 

The  holy  temples  the  religious  fanes, 

To  hallelujahs  facred  and  to  peace, 

With  drtadlef*  fires.     Shudd'ring  the  angels  weep 

At  man's  impety,  and  feek  the  fides  : 

They  weep  !  while  man,  courageous  in  his  guilt, 

Smiles  at  the  infant  writhing  on  his  fpear ;          90 

The  hoary  head  pollutes  the  flinty  ftreets 

With  fcanty  blood;  and  virgins  pray  in  vain. 

Blufh,  blufh!  or  own  Deucalion  for  thy  fire. 

Yet  fhould  rebellion,  burfting  from  the  caves 
Of  Erebus,  uprear  her  Hydra  form, 
To  poifon,  liberty,  thy  light  divine; 
If  (he,  audacious,  ftalk  in  open  day, 
And   hifs   againft  the   throne  by  heav'n's  own 

hand 

Eftablifh'd,  and  religion  heav'n-reform'd, 
Britannia !  refcue  earth  from  fuch  a  bane  :       loo 
Exert  thy  ancient  fpirit ;  urge  thyfelf 
Into  the  bowels  of  the  glowing  war, 
Sweep  her  from  day  to  multiply  the  fiends, 
And  fcare  the  damn'd!— and  thou  !  the  God  of 

hofts, 

Supreme  '  the  Lord  of  lords,  and  King  of  kings! 
Thy  people,  thy  anointed  with  thy  (hield 
Cover  and  fhade  ;  unbare  thy  righteous  arm, 
And  fave  u-^  in  the  hollow  of  thy  hand  ! 
Michael  fend,  as  erft  againft  »he  hoft 
Of  Luciff  r,  and  let  his  fword  be  drunk  I IO 

"With  rebd-blnod.     The  battle  is  thy  own; 
When  virtue,  liberty,  religion  call  • 
Thine  is  the  victory     the  glory  thine  ! 

Turn,  contemplation,  from  this  favage  fcene 
Of  violence  and  wafte:   my  Iwimming  eyes 
Have  loft  the  beauties  of  the  vernal  view  ! 

Sweet  are  the  beauties  of  the  vernal  view  I 
And  yet  devotion  wafts  to  nobler  themes, 
And  lifts  the  foul  toheav'n     for  who,  untouch'd, 
With  mental  adoratron,  feeling  laud,  I2O 

Beholds  this  living-vegetable  whole, 
Thi*  univerfal  vitnefs  of  a  God  '. 
Though  filent,  yet  convincing,  uncontrol'd, 
Which  meets  the  fenfe,  and  triumph*  in  the  foul  ? 
Let  me,  by  Ifaac's  wife  exainple  tir'd, 
When  mediation  led  him  through  the  fields, 
Sweetly  in  pious  Tufings  loft,  adore 
JVly  God  !  tor  meciiration  is  too  poor, 
Bekw  the  facrifice  of  Chriftian  hearts  : 
Plato  cou'd  meditate;  a  Chriftian,  more  :        130 
Chrftian?,  from  meditation,  foar  to  pray'r. 

Methinks  I  hear,  reprov'd  by  modern  wit, 
Or  rather  pagan     "  though  ideal  founds 
Soft-wafted  on  the  zephyr'^  fancy'd  wing, 
Steal  tur.eful  f  .othi:  gs  on  the  eafy  ear, 
New  from  Iliff  ;b'  gilded  mifts  exhal'd  ; 
Though  gently  o'er  the  academic  groves, 
The  magic  ech-  es  of  unbodied  thoughts 

their  light  billows  through  th'  unwounded 


In  mildeft  undulations!   yrt  a  *  prieft,  14© 

Taftelefs  and  peevifh,  with  his  jargon  fhrill, 
Scorns  ^cademus;  though  its  flow'rs  beftow 
On  Hybla  neclar,  purer  than  her  own, 
From  Plato's  honey-dropping  tongue  diftill'tl 
In  copious  ftreams,  devolving  o'er  the  fenfe 
Its  fweet  regalement!"  Philodemus,  yes  : 
( Though    learn'd  Lyceum's  cloifters    lead  the 

mind 

Attentive  on,  as  far  as  nature  leads: 
And  Plato,  for  a  heathen,  nobler  dreams 
Than  dream  fome  modern  poet.-) :  yes,  a  prieft,  150 
A  prieft  dares  tell  you,  Salem's  hallow'd  walks, 
And  that  illumin'd  mountain,  where  a  God, 
The  God  of  my  falvation,  and  I  hope 
Of  thine,  unutterable  beauty  beam'd, 
(Though  fhaded  from  excels  of  deity, 
Too  fierce  for  mortal-aching  eyes  to  prove 
The  rufh  of  glory)  me,  defirous,  draw 
From  Athen's  owls,  to  Jordan's  my  It  ic  dove. 
Thou  fing  of  nature,  and  the  moral  charms 
Gild  with  thy  painted  mule  :  my  fingers  lift    160 
The  lyre  to  God     Jehovah  !  Eloim  1 
Truth  is  my  leader;  only  fancy,  thine: 
Sweet  Farinelli  of  enervate  fong)  ! 

quit  the  myrtle,  for  a  ftarry  crown. 
And  know,  if  ficknefs  fhf  d  her  bluifh  plague* 
From  fog,  or  fen,  or  town-infected  damp?, 
(Arid,  fure  I'd  pity  thee)  among  thy  veins  : 
Then.,  then  no  Platonitt !  thy  inmoft  foul 
Will  thank  me  for  this  preaching  ;  nor  difdain 
To  breath  itfelf  in  pray'r,  as  low  as  mine  ;        170 
From  God  begin,  with  God  conclude  the  fong ; 
Thus  glorifying  with  a  Chriftian  zeal. 

Father  of  heav'n  and  earth  '.  coeval  Son  ! 
And  co-exifting  Spirit !  Trinal-One  ! 
Myfterious  Deiry,    invifible ; 
Indefinite,  and  Omnipreftnt  God, 
Inhabiting  eternity  1  fhall  duft, 
Shall  afhes,  dare  prefume  to  fing  of  thee  ? 
O  for  a  David's  heart,  and  tongue  of  fire 
To  rival  angtls  in  my  praife  and  zeal  1  l8c 

Yet  love  immenfe,  and  gratitude,  with  awe 
Religious  mix'd,  fhal!  elevate  the  hymn, 
My  heart  enkindle,  and  infpire  my  tongue. 

Father-Creator!  who  beholds  thy  works, 
But  catches  infpiration  !  thou  the  earth 
On  nothing  hun^-,  and  balanc'd  in  the  void 
With  a  magnetic  force,  and  central  poife. 
Octan  of  brightnefs  thou  !  thy  grand  beheft 
Flung  on  thy  orb,  the  fun,  a  iparkling  drop, 
To  light  the  ftars,  and  feed  their  filver  urns     19* 
With  unexhaufted  flame  ;  to  bid  them  fhine 
Eternal  in  their  coiiries,  o'tr  the  blue 
Which  mantles  night,  and  woo  us  to  repofe 
With  rolcid  radiai  ce.     They  harmonious  roll» 
In  mujefty  of  motion,  folemn,  loud, 
The  univerfal  hallelujah  :  fphere, 
In  lucid  order,  quiring  fweet  to  fphere, 
Deep-felt  and  loftier  than  a  feraph's  fong ; 
The  fymphony  of  well-ac«ording  worlds !        19 

*   The  very  expreflivnt  of  one  of  our  Jifclples  of  Si 
tratet 
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£ut  man,  thy  beam,  thy  breath*  thy  image,  {nines 
The  crown,  the  glory,  and  the  lord  of  all ; 
Of  all  below  the  ftars  !  a  plant,  from  heav'n 
Traduc'd,  to  fpread  the  riches  of  its  bloom 
O'er  earth,  and  water'd  with  ethereal  dews ; 
Incorruptible  aliment !  the  birds 
Warble  among  his  boughs  ;  the  cattle,  fafe, 
Pafture  within  his  fhade  ;  and  earth  beneath 
Th'  imperial  umbrage  of  his  branches  fmiles. 
The  frailing  earth,  the  fpangled  ipheres,  and  man 
Their  great    Creator    praife !    but  praife    how 
long,  aio 

Unlefs  by  thy  Almighty  arm  upheld, 
Preferver  infinite  ?  by  thee  unlefs 
Upheld,  the  earth  wou'd  from  her  bafis  reel ; 
The  fpheres  forego  their  courfes  (off  their  orbs 
The  filvcr  fof:.nefs  melted  into  fhade), 
Obfcurely  diffonant ;   and  mortal  man 
(Void  of  thy  foftering  fires)  his  (lately  form 
To  dufl  be  moulder'd  :  chaos  wou'd  refume 
Her  ancient  anarchy  ;  confufion,  rule; 
And  darknefs  fwailow  all.     In  thee  we  live,    320 
In  thee  we  move  :  our  beings  in  thy  chain, 
Linkt  to  eternity,  fatten  on  thee, 
The  pillar  of  our'  fouls !  for  me,  (how  late 
A  neighbour  of  the  worm)  !  when  I  forget 
The  wonders  of  thy  goodnefs  ray'don  me, 
And  ceafe  to  celebrate,  with  mattin-harp 
Or  vefper-fong,  thy  plenitude  of  love, 
And  healing  mercy  ;  may  the  nightly  pow'r, 
Which  whifpers  on  my  {lumbers,  ceafe  to  breathe 
Her  modulating  impulfe  through  my  foul;      230 
Untun'd,  unhallow'd !  difcord,  firing  my  lyre, 
Idly,  my  finger,  prefs  the  fretted  gold, 
Rebellious  to  the  dictates  of  my  hand, 
When  indolent,  to  fwell  the  notes  for  thee, 
Father  of  heav'n  and  earth  — Coeval  Son  ! 
(His  word,  his  cffence,  his  effulgence  pure  !) 
Not  lefs  thy  filial  likenefs  I  adore, 
Nor  from  thy  Father's  glory  aught  disjoin, 
Redeemer  !  Mediator  !   from  the  birth 
Of  uncreated  time,  thy  Father's  wrath  34* 

(Sprung  from  Omnifcience)  !  to  appeafe,  for  man^ 
Upright  as  yet,  to  mediate,  mercy  wak'd 
Unbounded  love  in  thee ;  unbounded  love 
Contracted  to  the  meafure  of  a  fpan 
Immerfity  of  Godhead,  and  thy  crown 
Reft  from  thy  faded  brow.     Liften,  O  earth  ! 
And  wonder,  O  ye  heav'ns  !  fhall  he,  whofe  feet 
Are  cloth'd  with  ftars,  (the  glory  of  his  head 
For  who  can  tell)  ?  whofe  looks  divine  illume 
The  dazzel'd  eyes  of  cherubs,  and  the  youth    2J<3 
Of  faints  with  everlaftmg  bloom  renew  : 
Shall  he,  whofe  vital  Imiles  with  fpltndor  fill 
The  circuits  of  creation,  and  fuftain 
Th'  abodes  of  all  exiflence,  from  the  depths 
Of  hell  beneath,  above  heav'n's  higheft  orb, 
With  lift,  and  health,  and  joy  !  fhall  he,  to  God 
Dear  as  his  eye  and  heart,  engraven  there 
Deep  from  eternity  ;  alone  belov'd, 
Alone  begotten  !  lay,  fhall  he  become 
A  man  of  grief — for  man  >  nay  more  his  foe,  260 
Rebellious  next  the  fiends  ?-  -aftonifhment 
Had  chain'd  my  tongue  to  filence,  if  the  pow'rs 
Of  tendeieft  pity  and  of  warmeft  love 


Provok'd  nc.t  penfivc  meafures,  fadder  {trains 
Of  elegiac  forrow,  with  the  theme 
Mournfully  varying.      Take,  my  foul  redeem'd ! 
O  take  the  moaning  dove's  dew-dropping  wing, 
Piy,  fly  to  Solyma  !  and  melt  thy  woe 
To  Cedi  on's  murmurs.     Thence,  extend  thy  flight 
To  Golgotha's  accuried  tree.    Behold  !  170 

Clouds  roll'd  on  clouds  of  wrath   (the  blackeft 

wrath 

Of  an  offet.ded  God) !  his  beauties  fhade ; 
But  fhade  not  long  :  it  loon  in  crops  diffolves, 
Sweet  to  the  foul  as  manna  to  the  tafte, 
As  pride  of  fummer-flow'r  to  fight  or  fmell! 
Behind  this  fhadowing  cloud,  this  myftic  gloom, 
The  Sharon  role,  dy'd  in  the  blood  of  hcav'n, 
The  Iilly  of  the  valley,  white  from  ftain, 
Bows  the  fair  head,  in  lovtlinefs  declines, 
And,  fvveetly  languifhing,  it  droops  and  dies.  a8o 
But  darknefs  veils  the  fun  :  a  curtain  draw 
Before  the  pafiion  ;  beyond  wonder  great, 
Great  beyond   filence  ! — (Awe-ftruck  paufe    a- 

while— ) 

And  heavy  as  the  burden  of  our  fins! — 
'Tis  finifh'd  : — Change   the   lyre,    the   numbers 

change ; 

Let  holy  a'nthcm-airs  infpire  the  hymn. 
Glory  in  heav'n  !  redemption  to  mankind, 
And  peace  on  earth !  dominion!  bleffing!  praife! 
Thanksgiving     pow'r !  falvation  to  our  God  ! 
Salvation  to  our  God,  and  to  the  Lamb  !          40© 
And,  co-exifting  Spirit  J  thou,  whofe  breath 
My  voice  informs,  mall  it  be  mute  to  thee, 
Eternal  Paraclete  ?  in  order,  laft, 
Equal  in  glory  to  Omnipotence 
The  firft,  as  to  the  fecond ;  and  from  both 
Proceeding;  (O  inexplicable  name  !) 
Myttical  link  of  the  unnumber'd  Three! 
To  learning,  night ;  to  faith,  the  noon-tide  day. 
Soul  of  the  univerfc  !  thy  wifdom,  firft, 
The  rage  compos'd  of  warring  *  elerne  nts,      300 
(The  fubjecft  of  a  nobler  future  fong) 
Yon  all  Surrounding  heav'ns  with  cryflal  orbs 
Garnifh'd,  and  living  gems,  in  goodly  ranks 
And  difciplin'd  array ;  dividing  night 
From  day,  their  ordinances  'ftahlifh'd  fure. 
Moving  the  waters  faw  thee  o'er  their  face  - 
O  God,  the  waters  faw  thee,  and,  afraid, 
Into  their  channels  fhrunk,  (capricious  bed 
Of  liquid  element)  !  and  own'd  their  bounds 
Impaffable,  as  that  eternal  gulf  - 1& 

'Twixt  blifs  and  woe.--The  Prince  of  peace  thv 

beams 

Largely  imbib'd,  when,  dovelike,  o'er  his  head 
Faft  by  the  banks  of  Jordan's  facred  ftream, 
Thy  mantling  wings  diffus'd  their  heav'nly  hues- 
And  Abba  glorify'd  his  only  Son, 
Well  pleafed.     From  thy  tongues  of  cloven  fire 
Kindled,  the  nations  burn'd  in  flaming  zeal, 
And  unextinguifh'd  charity,  difpers'd 
And  glowing  as  the  fummer  blaze  at  noon.     310 
The  rufhing  winds  on  all  their  wings  convey'd 
Thy  docftrine,  ftrong  to  fhake  the  guilty  foul  • 
As  erfl  the  dome,  low-ftooping  to  its  bafe 

*   fbe  Elements.     A  faem  ;  i 
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Before  thy  mighty  prcftmce  learn'd  to  bend. 
Thou,  from  the  morning  womb,  upon  our  fouls, 
Barren  and  dry,  thy  fanctifying  dews 
Abroad  in  filent  foftnefs  fheds  :  the  dews 
Of  love  unfp<'tted5  uncorrupted  joy, 
Obedient  goi/dnefs,  temperance  fuhdu'd, 
Unfhaken  faith,  and  meeknefs  without  guile. 
Hence  flow  the  odours  out,  our  pray'rs  perfume, 
Like  incenfe,  rifing  fragrant  on  the  throne,      331 
Fr  ai  golden  vials  p»ur\l  by  elder  hands! 
Extinct  thy  influential  radiance  fin. 
Incumbent  on  the  foul,  as  black  as  hell, 
Holds  godlefs  anarchy  :  by  thee  renVd, 
Tr.cens'd,  fublim'd,  and  Janctify'd,.  the  foul 
Invites  the  Holiefl  (O  abyfs  of  love  !) 
To  choofe  a  temple,  purer  than  the  fun, 
Incorruptible,  formed  not  by  hands,  339 

Where  beft  he  loves  to  dwell.— Thou  all  my  bed, 


Moft  koly  Comforter  !  in  fichnefs  fmOoth'd, 
And  violet  buds  and  rofes  without  thorn 
Shower 'd  round  the  couch.     From  darknefs  and 

the  vale 

Of  fhadowy  death,  to  p:\ftures  fair,  an'd  flreams 
Of  comfort,  thy  refrefhing  right  hand  led 
My  wearied  foul,  and  bath'd  in  health  and  joy  ! 

To  light  reltor'd,  and  the  fweet  breath  of heav'n, 
Beneath  thy  olive  boughs,  in  plenteous  flow, 
The  golden  oil  tffuflng  on  my  head, 
Of  gladnefs,  let  me  ever  fit  and  fmg,  350 

Thy  numerous  Godhead  fparkling  in  my  foul, 
Thyfelf  inftilling  praifes,  by  thy  ear 
Not  unapprov'd  !   For  wifdom's  fteady  ray 
Th'  enlight'ning  gift  of  tongues,  the  facred  fires 
Of  poefy  are  thine,  united  Three  ! 
Father  of  heav'n  and  earth  !  coeval  Son  ! 
And  coexifting  Spirit  !  Trinal  One  ! 


NOTES  AND  ALLUSIONS  ON  BOOK  V. 


Ver.  44.  This  was  written  at  the  time  of  the 
ilege  of  Tournay. 

Ver.  130.  Far  be  it  from  me  to  fpeak  with  difrefpect 
of  this  Pagan  philofopher.  For  my  part,  I  could 
almoft  declare  my  admiration  of  Plato's  beautiful 
cJefcriptions,  &c.  in  the  words  of  B.  Johnfon  on 
Shakfpeare  :  "  To  juftify  (fays  he)  my  own  can 
dour,  I  honour  his  memory  (on  this  fide  idolatry) 
as  much  as  any."  See  his  Difcoveries,  vol.  ii.  fol. 
of  his  works,  p.  98. 

I  only  here  would  obferve  how  falftly,  not  to 
fay  impioufly,  fome  modern  writers  feem  to  take 
pains  to  recommend  Plato's  ideal  morality,  in  op- 
pofition  to  the  glorious  doctrines  fo  fully  revealed 
in  the  holy  fcriptures. 

Ver.  146.  Alluding  to  Q._ Sectanus's  admirable 
fatires;  who  introduces  much  fuch  another  cha 
racter  under  this  name.  The  true  author,  as  we 
are  informed  by  Monf.  Blainville  in  his  curious 
travels,  is  Monf.  Sergardi,  one  of  the  fined  and 
politett  gentlemen  of  Rome  ;  by  Philodemus,  he 
means  one  Gravina,  an  atheiftical  pretender  to 
phiiofophy,  the  Greek  language,  &c.  He  thus 
makes  him  boaft  of  himfelf,  as  if  he  drew  the 
principles  of  his  fyftem  from  Socrates. 

Nos  etemm  (puto  jam  nofti)  docti  fumus,  et  quos 
Socratica  ccepi  tractandos  molliter  arte 
Sordibus  emergunt  vulgi,  totaque  probantur 
Uibe. 

See  Q^Sectani  Satyr,  410.  vol.  i.  fat.  I.  lib.  I. 
v.  1 08,  &c. 

Ver  299.  The  Heathens  frequently  give  the  ap 
pellation  of  Soul  or  Spirit  to  God. 

Thus  Virgil : 

Ccelum  et  terram  campofque  liquentes, 
Luccntemque  globum  lunai,  Tiuniaque  aflra 
Spiritus  imu^  agit. 

That  he  means  God  by  Spirit,  appears  from 
Another  place. 


Deum  ire  per  omnes 


Terrafque  tractufque  maris  cceiumque  profundunu 
And  Zf  no's  opinion  is  very  remarkable  ; 


See  Lactantius,  B.  vii.  c.  3.  and  Diogenes  Laer- 
tius  in  the  life  of  Zcno. 

Ver,  306.  Cicero  tells  us  that  it  .was  Thales's 
opinion  that  God  was-  the  Spirit  which  created 
all  things  from  the  water.  Thales  aquam  dixit 
effe  irmium  rerunij  Deum  autem  effe  mentem 
quas  ex  aqua  cunda  fingerct.  De  NaN  Deor.  1.  I. 

Ver.  323.  Tne  very  Heathens  imagined  a  com 
motion  in  nature  at  the  prefence  of  the  Deity. 

.  Vibratus  ab  sthere  fulgor 
Cum  fonitu  venit,  ruere  omnia  vifa  repente. 

Mneis,  lib,  8. 

And  in  another  place,  Virgil  : 

Vix  ea  fatus  eram,  tremere  omnia  vifa  repente 
Liminaque  laurufque  Dei,  totufque  moveri 
Mons  circum.  JEneis,  lib.  3. 

So  likewifc  Statius  : 

Mirabur  cur  templa  mihi  tremuere  Dianse. 

.rbeb.  lib.  4. 
And  Seneca  : 

-  Imo  mugit  e  fundo  folum, 

Tonat  dies  ferenus,  ac  totis  domus 

Ut  fracta  tedtii.  crcpuit.  '  Wye/les,  Aft.  %. 

Ver.  324.  Pfalm  ex.  3.  This  is  a  noble  metaphor 
to  exprefs  the  beauties  and  graces  of  the  Holy 
Spirit.  S>  that  "  from  the  womb  of  the  morn 
ing"  in  the  Pfalmift,  fignifies  this  :  From  the 
heavenly  light  of  the  gofpel,  which  is  the  wing 
or  beam  whereby  the  Sun  of  Righte:;ufnef>  re- 
vi-alet.h  hi'mfelf,  and  breaketh  out  upon  the  world,* 
the  people  fhall  adorn  themfelve*  from  the  firft 
forming  of  Chrift  in  them,  with  the  dews  of 
grace,  and  the  gifts  and  emanations  of  the  Holy 
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Ghoft  ;  which  are  love,  joy,  peace,  long-fuffering, 
gentienefs,  goodnefs,  faith,  meeknei's  temperance. 
Gal.  v.  iz,  &c.  When  the  Spirit  of  Chrift  blow- 
etjj  thus  upon  us,  and  the  dews  of  grace  are  pour 
ed  into  our  hearts  then  the  fpices  flow  out,  which 
arife  from  the  holy  duties  and  fpuitual  infufions 
mentioned  above. 

Ver.  332.  Rev.  v.  8.  The  four  and  twenty  el 
ders  fell  down  before  the  Lamb,  having  every 
one  of  them  harps  and  golden  vials  full  of  odours, 
•which  are  the  prayers  of  the  faints ;  that  is,  the 
prayers  of  good  men  are  as  grateful  to  God  as  in- 
cenfe  from  the  tabernacle.  So  David,  Pf.  xiv  2. 
"  Let  my  prayer  be  directed  to  thee  as  incenfe." 

Ver.  348.  Alluding  to  the  two  olive  branches 
in  Zechariah,  ch.  iv.  ver.  ii.  and  12.  which  emp 
ty  the  golden  oil  out  of  themfelves.  Amongft  o- 
ther  expofitions  of  which  words,  Junius  and  Tar- 
novius  interpret  them  to  mean  the  various  gifts 
and  effufions  of  the  Holy  Spirit,  which  are  by 
Chrift  derived  upon  the  church.  For  Chrifc  is 
called  the  Meffiah,  on  account  of  his  being  a- 
nointed  with  the  "  oil  of  gladncfs,"  Pf.  xiv.  8. 
And  St.  John,  fpeaking  thus  of  the  Holy  Ghoft : 
*'  Ye  have  an  undlion  from  the  Holy  One,"  I  John 
ii.  20.  "  The  anointing  which  ye  received  iroin 
him  abideth  in  you,"  John  ii.  27. 

To  conclude  ;  a  recovery  from  the  fmall-pox, 
a  few  years  ago,  gave  occafion  to  the  preceding 
poem.  I  only  at  firfl  (in  gratitude  to  the  great 
Phyfician  of  fouls  and  bodies)  defigned  to  have 
publifhed  this  hymn  to  the  Triniry  upon  a  reco 
very  from  ficknefs.  But  the  fubjecl  being  very 
extenfive,  and  capable  of  admitting  ferious  reflec 
tions  on  the  frail  (late  of  humanity,  I  expatiated 
farther  upon  it.  It  cannot  be  fuppofcd  that  I 
fhould  treat  upon  ficknefs  in  a  medicinal,  but  only 
in  a  defcriptive,  a-moial,  and  religious  manner: 
the  verfifkation  is  varied  accordingly :  the  defcrip 
tive  parts  being  more  poetical,  the  moral  more 
plain,  and  the  religious,  for  truj  'moil  part,  drawn 
from  the  holy  fcriptufes.  I  have  juft  taken  fuch 
notice  of  the  progrds  of  the  fmall-pox,  as  may 
give  the  reader  feme  imali  idea  of  it,  without  of 
fending  his  imagination.  Thefe  few  notes  are  not 
intended  for  the  learned  reader,  but  added  to  affift 
thofe  who  may  not  be  fn  well  acquainted  with 
the  claffical  and  other  allufions.  I  do  not  remem 
ber  to  have  feen  any  other  poem  on  the  fame  fub- 
jejil  to  lead  me  on  the  way,  and  therefore,  it  is  to 
be  hoped,  the  good-natured  reader  will  more  rea 
dily  excule  its  blemifhes. 


I  have  here  added,  by  way  cf  ccnclufion  to  the 
notes,  a  fhort  hymn,  written  (when  very  young) 
in  the  great  epidemical  cold  in  1732. 

\ 

A  HYMN  IN  SICKNESS, 

0  LORD  '.  to  thee  1  lift  my  foul, 
To  thee  direcl:  my  eyes, 

While  fate  in  every  vapour  rolls, 
And  lick'ning  nature  fighs. 

Ev'n  air,  the  vehicle  of  life, 

The  foft  recefs  of  breath, 
Is  made  the  harbinger  of  fate, 

And  poifon'd  dart  of  death. 

No  gentle  ftrains  relieve  my  cars : 

But  hark  !   the  puffing  toll, 
In  a  long  fadly-folerm\  knell, 

Alarms  anew  my  foul. 

No  lovely  profpedl  meets  my  eye, 

But  melancholy  fear, 
Attended  with  the  hollow  pomp 

Of  ficknefs  and  defpair. 

My  fins  wide-flaring  in  my  face, 

In  ghaftly  guife  alarm  ; 
The  pleafing  fins  of  wanton  youth, 

In  many  a  fatal  charm. 

1  fink  beneath  their  black  approach  : 

My  God  !  thy  mercy  lend  ; 
Let  hope  her  healing  wings  diffufe; 
O  fhatch  me  from  the  fiend  ! 

I  feel,  I  feel  thy  faving  health  : 

New  raptures  fill  my  heart : 
A  fhining  train  cf  blifs  fucceeds ; 

The  gloomy  fcenes  depart. 

Though,  fir aining  coughs  this  mortal  framQ 

To  diffolution  bring, 
Yet  dreary  death  in  vain  affrights 

And  points  in  vain  his  fling  : 

If  gracious  Heaven  at  that  fad  hour 

Its  guardian  arm  extend  : 
If  angels  watch  my  parting  foul,  % 

And  fave  me  at  my  end. 

O  Lord,  or  let  me  live  or  diej 

Thy  holy  will  be  done  ! 
But  let  me  live  alone  to  thee, 

And  die  in  thee  alone. 


AN    HYMN    TO    MAY. 

Nunc  formofiffimus  annus.        VIRGIL. 


PREFACE. 

As  Spenfer  is  the  moft  defcriptive  and  florid  of  I  his  manner,  in   the  following  vernal   poem.     I 
i-ii  our  Jtngliih.  writers,  I  attempted  to  imitate  |  have  been  very  /paring  of  the  antiquated  words, 
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which  are  too  frequent  in  moft  of  the  imitations 
of  this  author ;  however,  I  have  introduced  a  few 
here  and  there,  which  are  explained  at  the  bot 
tom  of  each  page  where  they  occur.  Shakfpeare 
is  the  poet  of  nature,  in  adapting  the  affections 
and  paffions  to  his  characters  ;  and  Spenfer  in  de- 
fcribing  her  delightful  fcenes  and  rural  beauties. 
His  lines  are  moft  mufically  fweet,  and  his  de- 
fcriptions  moft  delicately  abundant,  even  to  a 
wantonnefs  of  painting ;  but  ftill  it  is  the  mufic 
and  painting  of  nature.  We  find  no  ambitious 
ornaments  or  epigrammatical  turns  in  his  writ 
ings,  but  a  beautiful  fimplicity  ;  which  pleafes  far 
above  the  glitter  of  pointed  wit.  I  endeavoured 
to  avoid  the  affectation  of  the  one,  without  any 
hopes  of  attaining  the  graces  of  the  other  kind  of 
•writing.  . 

Tc  fequor,  O  noftrse  gentis  decus !  inque  tuis  nunc 
Jlxa  pedum  pono  preffis  veftigia  fignis  : 
Non  ita  certandi  cupidus,  quam  propter  amorem 
Quodte  imitariaveo :  Qui4enim  contendat  hirundp 
Cycnis? —  Lucretius. 

A  modern  writer  has,  I  know,  objected  againft 
running  the  verfe  into  alternate  and  ftanza  :  But 
Mr.  Prior's  authority  is  fuflicient  for  me,  who 
obferves  that  it  allows  a  greater  variety,  and  ftill 
j>referves  the  dignity  of  the  verfe.  As  I  profeffed 
myfelf  in  this  canto  to  take  Spenfer  for  my  mo 
del,  I  chofe  the  ftanza;  which  I  think  adds  both 
a  fweetnefs  and  folemnity  at  the  fame  time,  to 
iubje&s  of  this  rural  and  flowery  nature.  The 


moft  defcriptive  of  our  old  poets  have  always  ufec! 
it  from  Chaucer  down  to  Fairfax,  and  even  long 
after  him.  I  followed  Fletcher's  meafure  in  his 
Purple  Ifland ;  a  poem  printed  at  Cambridge  in 
twelve  cantos  in  quarto,  fcarce  heard  of  in  this 
age,  yet  the  beft  in  the  allegorical  way  (next  to 
the  Faery  Queen)  in  the  Englifh  language.  The 
Alexandrine  line,  I  think,  is  peculiarly  graceful 
at  the  end,  and  is  an  improvement  on  Shakfpeare's 
Venus  and  Adonis.  After  all,  Spenfer's  hymns 
will  excufe  me  for  ufing  this  meafure  ;  and  Sca- 
liger,  in  the  third  book  of  his  Poetics,  tells  us 
(from  Dydimus)  that  the  hymns  of  the  Arhenians 
were  fung  to  the  lyre,  the  pips,  or  fome  mufical 
inftniment :  And  this,  of  all  other  kinds  of  verfe, 
is  certainly  lyrical.  But  enough  of  the  ftanza: 
For  (as  Sir  William  Davenant  obferves  in  his  ad 
mirable  preface  to  Gondibert) -numbers  in  vcrfe, 
like  diftincl:  kinds  of  mufic,  are  compofed  to  the 
uncertain  and  different  tafte  of  feveral  ears.  I 
hope  I  have  no  apology  to  make  for  defcribing 
the  beauties,  the  pleasures,  and  the  loves  oi  the 
feafon,  in  too  tender  or  too  florid  a  manner.  The 
nature  of  the  fubject  required  a  luxurioufnefs  of 
verification,  and  a  foftnefs  of  fentiment ;  but  they 
are  pure  and  chafte  at  the  fame  time,  otherwife 
this  canto  had  neither  been  ever  written  or  offer 
ed  to  the  public.  If  the  fentiments  and  verfe  be 
florid  and  tender,  I  fhall  excufe  myfelf  in  the  words 
of  Virgil  (though  not  in  his  fenfe) 

Nunc  molliffima  fandi 

Tempora ! 


THE  ARGUMENT. 


SUBJECT  propofed.  Invocation  of  May.  Defcription  of  her  :  Her  operations  on  nature.  Bounty 
recommended ;  in  particular  at  this  feafon.  Vernal  apoftrophe.  Love  the  ruling  paflion  in  May« 
The  celebration  of  Venus  her  birth-day  in  this  month.  Rural  retirement  in  fpring.  Conclufion. 


ETHEREAL  daughter  of  the  lufty  Spring, 

And  fweet  Favonius,  ever  gentle  May  ! 

Shall  I,  unblam'd,  prefume  of  thee  to  ling, 

And  with  thy  living  colours  gild  my  Jay  ? 

Thy  genial  ipirit  mantles  in  my  brain  ; 

My  numbers  languifh  in  a  fofter  vein  : 

I  pant,  too  emulous,  to  flow  in  Spenfer's  ftrain. 

{Say,  mild  Aurora  of  the  blooming  year, 
"With  ftorms  when  winter  blackens  nature's  face  ; 
When  whirling  winds  the  howling  foreft  tear, 
And  fhake  the  folid  mountains  from  their  bafe  : 
Say,  what  refulgent  chambers  of  the  flcy 
Veil  thy    beloved  glories  from  the  eye, 
for  which  the  nations  pine,  and  earth's  fair  chil 
dren  die  ? 

Where  *  Leda's  twins,  forth  from  their  diamond 

tow'r, 

Alternate  o'er  the  night  their  beams  divide  ; 
In  light  embofom'd,  happy,  and  fecure 
Trom  winter  rage,  thou  choofeft  to  abide. 

*Jafor  and  Ptllux, 


Bleft  refjdence  !  For,  there,  as  poet's  tell, 
f  The  power's  of  poetry  and  wifdom  dwell ; 
Apollo  wakes  the  arts  ;  the  mufes  ftrike  the  ftiell. 

t  Certes  o'er  Rhedicyna's  laurell'd  mead, 
(For  ever  fpread,  ye  laurels,  grten  and  nev)  ! 
The  brother  ftars  their  gracious  nurture  fhed, 
And  fecret  bleflings  of  poetic  dew. 
They  bathe  their  horfes  in  the  learned  flood, 
With  flame  recruited  for  the  ethereal  road, 
And  deem  fair  Ifis'  fwans   jj  fair  as  their  fa 

god. 

No  fooner  April,  trimm'd  with  girlands  §  gay, 
Rains  fragrance  o'er  the  world,  and  kindly  fliow'rs; 
But,  in  the  eattern  pride  of  beauty,  May, 
To  jjladden  earth,  forfakes  her  heav'nly  bow'rs, 

f  The  Gemini  are  fuppofed  to  preftde  over  learned 
men.  See  Pontanus  in  his  beautiful  focm  called  Urania* 
Lib.  2.  de  Geminis. 

\  Surely,  certainly.  Ibid. — Rhedicyna,&c.  Oxford, 
j[    Jupiter  deceived  Leda  in  tiejlapeofafivan^as 
Jhe  iffat  bathing  herfelf  in  the  river  Eurotas* 
Garlands, 


HYMN 

Reftonng  nature  from  her  palfy'd  flate. 
April,  retire-;  ne  *  longer  nature  wait ; 
Soon  may  fhe  iffufc  from  the  morning's  golden 
gate. 

Come,  bounteous  May!  in  fulnefs  of  thy  might, 
Lead  brifldy  on  the  mirth-infufmg  hours, 
All-recent  from  the  bofom  of  delight, 
With  ne&ar  nurtur'd  ;  and  involv'd  in  flow'rs  : 
Byfpring's  fweet  blufh,  by  nature's  teeming  womb ; 
By  Hebe's  dimply  fmile,  by  Flora's  bloom  ; 
By  Venus'  felf  (for  Venus'  felf  demands  thee) 
come ! 

By  the  warm  fighs,  in  dewy  even-tide, 

Of  melting  maidens  in  the  woodbine  groves, 

To  pity  loofen'd,  foften'd  down  from  pride ; 

By  billing  turtles,  and  by  cooing  doves ; 

By  the  youth's  plainings  dealing  on  the  air, 

(For  youths  will  plain,  though  yielding  be  the  fair) 

Hither  to  blefs  the  maidens  and  the  youths  repair. 


With  dew  befpangled,  by  the  hawthorn  buds, 
With  frefhnefs  breathing,  by  the  daify'd  plains, 
By  the  mix'd  mufic  of  the  warbling  woods, 
And  jovial  f  roundelays  of  nymphs  and  fwains ; 
Tn  thy  full  energy,  and  rich  array, 
Delight  of  earth  and  heaven  !  O  blefled  May  ! 
From  heav'n  defcend  to  earth  :    on  earth  vouch- 
fafe  to  ft  ay. 

She  comes ! — A  filken  t  camus,  em'ral'd^green, 
Gracefully  ioofe,  adown  her  moulders  flows, 
(Fit  to  enfold  the  limbs  of  Paphos'  queen) 
And  with  the  labours  of  the  needle  glows, 
ty  Puffled  by  nature's  hand  !     The  amorous  air 
And  muiky  wdlern  breezes  faft  repair,          [hair. 
Her  mantle  proud  to  i'well,  and  wanton  with  her 

Her  hair  (but  rather  threads  of  light  it  feems) 
With  the  gay  honours  of  the  fpring  entwin'd, 
Copious,  unbound,  in  neAar'd  ringlets  flreams, 
Floats  glitt'ring  on  the  fun,  and  fcents  the  wind, 
Love-lick  with  odours  ! — Now  to  order  roll'd, 
It  melts  upon  her  bofom's  dainty  mould, 
Or,  curling  round  her  wafte,  difparts  its  wavy  gold. 

Young  circling  rofes,  blulhing  round  them  throw 
The  fweet  abundance  of  their  purple  rays, 
And  lilies,  dipp'd  in  fragrance,  frefhly  blow, 
With  blended  beauties  in  her  angel  face. 
The  humid  radiance  beaming  from  her  eyes 
The  air  and  feas  illumes,  the  earth  and  flues; 
And  open,  where  (he  fmiles,  the  fweets  of  Paradife. 

On  zephyr's  wing  the  laughing  goddefs  view, 
Diftilling  balm.     She  cleaves  the  buxom  air, 
Attended  by  the  filver-footed  dew, 
The  ravages  of  winter  to  repair. 
She  gives  her  naked  bofom  to  the  gales, 
Her  naked  bofom  down  the  ether  fails ; 
Her  bofom  breathes  delight ;  her  breath  the  fpring 
exhales. 

All  as  the  Phoenix  in  Arabian  fkies, 

New  burniih'd  from  his  Ipicy  funeral  pyres, 
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j  At  large,  in  rofeal  *  undulation  flies ; 

His  plumage  dazzles  and  the  gazer  tires  ; 
'  Around  their  king  the  plumy  nations  wait, 
j  Attend  his  triumph,  and  augment  his  ftate  : 

He  t»w'ring,  claps  his  wings,  and  wins  th'  ethe 
real  height. 

So  round  this  phoenix  of  the  gawdy  year 

A  thoufand,  nay,  ten  thoufand  fports  and  fmiles, 

Fluttering  in  gold,  along  the  hemifphere, 

Her  praiies  chaunt  :  her  praifes  glad  the  ifles. 

Confcious  of  her  approach  (to  deck  her  bow'rs) 

Earth  from  her  fruitful  lap  and  bofom  pours 

A  walte  of  fpringing  fweets,  and  voluntary  flow'rs. 

f  Narcifius  fair,  in  fnowy  velvet  gown'd; 
Ah  foolifli  !  ftill  to  love  the  fountain-brim  : 
|  Sweet  hyacinth,  by  Phoebus  |[  erfl  bemoan'd  ; 
And  tulip,  flaring  in  her  powdcr'd  trim. 
Whate'er,  §  Armida,  in  thy  gardens  blew  ; 
Whate'er  the  fun  inhales,  or  fips  the  dew  ; 
Whate'er  compofe  the  chaplet  on  lanthes'  brow. 
He  who  C  undaz'd  can  wander  o'er  her  face, 
May  gain  upon  the  folar  blaze  at  noon  ! — 
What  more  than  female  fweetnefs  and  a  grace 
Peculiar  \  lave,  lanthe,  thine  alone, 
Ineffable  effufion  of  the  day  ! 
So  very  much' the  fame,  that  lovers  fay, 
May  is  lanthe ;  or  the  dear  lanthe  May. 

So  far  as  doth  the  harbinger  of  day 

The  lefler  lamps  of  night  in  **  fheen  excel; 

So  far  in  fweetnefs  and  in  beauty  May 

Above  all  other  months  doth  bear  the  bell 

So  far  as  May  doth  other  months  exceed, 

So  far  in  virtue  and  in  f  f-  goiodlihead, 

Above  all  other  nymphs  Fanthe  bears  the  ff  mead. 

Welcome  !  as  to  a  youthful  poet,  wine, 

To  fire  his  fancy  and  enlarge  his  foul  : 

He  weaves  the  laurel -chaplet  with  the  vine, 

And  grows  immortal  as  he  drains  the  bowl. 

Welcome  !  as  beauty  to  the  lovefick  fwain, 

For  which  he  long  had  flgh'd,  but  figh'd  in  vain; 

He  darts  into  her  arms  •,  quick  vanifhes  his  pain. 


*  Nor. 

|  A  tight  gown. 


•f    Songs. 


rificd  -wttb  a  nstdle. 


*  Pliny  tells  us,  Lib.  II.  that  the  phanix  is  a- 
bout  the  blgnef  of  an  eagle  :  The  feathers  round  the 
neck  Jbining  like  gold \  the  bo  iy  of  a  purple  colour ,  the 
tall  blue,  ivith  feathers  refemLling  rofes.  See  Clavdlan's 
fine  poem  on  thatfubjtfi,  and  Marcellus  Donates,  ivbt 
has  a  Jhort  dtffl'rtation  on  the  pbcenix^  in  bis  Observation* 
on  Tacitus.  Annal.  Lib.  6.  WelUey  on  Job,  and 
Sir  Thomas  Brown's  Vulgar  Errors. 

f  A  beautiful  youth,  ivho,  beholding  bis  face  in  a 
fountain,  fell  in  love  iv'ith  kimfelf,  and  pining  aivjy 
•was  changed  into  a  jloiver  ivbicb  bears  his  name.  See 
Ovid's  Metamorphtjfes,  lib.  3. 

|  Beloved  and  turned  into  a  jloiver  by  Apollo.  See 
fbef.ory  in  Ovid.  Met  lib.  JO.  There  is  liic-wife  a  cu 
rious  dialogue  in  Lucian  betwixt  Jlfercury  and  Apollo  on 
this  fubjeSl  Seruktt,  in  bis  notes  on  V IrgiV x  fecond  Bu» 
colic  takes  the  hyacinth  to  be  the  vacinium  of  the  Latins ^ 
bearing  fome  Jimilitude  tvith  the  name. 

||    Formtly  :   long  ago 

§   See  Tajfosll  Gojfredo.      Canto.  1 6. 

\    Uudazzled.          **   Brightnefs.     Stifling. 

f  f  Beauiy.         $|  Prize. 
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The  drowzy  elements,  arcuz'd  by  thee, 

Roll  to  harmonious  meafures,  active  all ! 

Earth,  water,  air,  and  fire,  with  feeling  glee, 

Exult  to  celebrate  thy  feftival. 

Fire  glows  intenfer  ;  fofter  blows  the  air  ; 

More  fmooth  the  waters  flow  ;  earth  imiles  more 

fair  : 
Earth,  warer,  air,  and  fire,  thy  glad'ning  impulfe 

fhare. 

What  boundlefs  tides  of  fplendour  o'er  the  Ikies, 
O'erflowing    brighinefs !    ftream     their    golden 

rays! 

Heav'ns  azure  kindles  with  the  varying  dies, 
Reflects  the  glory,  and  returns  the  blaze-. 
Air  whitens;  wide  the  tra6ls  of  ether  been 
With  colours  damafk'd  rich,  and  goodly  (been, 
And  all  above  is  blue,  and  all  below  is  green. 

At  thy  approach,  the  wild  waves'  loud  uproar 
And  foamy  furges  of  the  mad'ning  main, 
Forget  to  heave  their  mountains  to  the  ibore  ; 
Diffus'd  into  the  level  of  the  plain. 
Fcfr  thee,  theJHalcyon  builds  her  fummer's  neft  ; 
For  thee,  the  ocean  fmooths  her  troubled  breaft, 
Gay  from  thy  placid  faules,  in  thy  own  purple 
dreft 

Have  ye  not  feen,  in  gentle  even  tide, 
When  Jupiter  the  earth  hath  richly  fhower'd, 
Striding  the  clouds,  a  bow  *  diipredden  wide 
As  if  with  light  inwove,  and  gayly  flower'd 
With  bright  variety  of  blending  dies  ? 
White,  purple,  yellow  melt  along  the  ikies, 
Alternate  colours  fink,  alternate  colours  rife. 

The  earths  embroidery  then  have  ye  ey'd, 
And  fmile  of  blofforns,  yellow,  purple,  white; 
Their  vernal-tinirur'd  leaves,  luxurious,  dy'd 
In  flora's  liv'ry,  painted  by  the  light. 
Lights'  painted  children  in  the  breezes  play, 
l,ay  out  their  dewy  bofoms  to  the  ray, 
Their  foft  enamel  fpread,  and  beautify  the  day. 

/        From  the  wide  altar  of  the  foodful  earth 

The  flow'rs,  the  herbs,  the  piants,  their  incenfe 

'roll; 

The  orchards  fwell  the  ruby-tin dhir'd  birth  ; 
The  vermil  gardens  breathe  the  fpicy  foul. 
Grateful  to  May,  the  nedlar-fpirit  flies, 
The  wafted  clouds  of  lavHh'd  odours  rife, 
The    zephyr's    balmy   burthen,   worthy   of  the 
fkics. 

The  bee,  the  golden  daughter  of  the  fpring, 
From  mead  to  mead,  in  wanton  labour,  roves, 
And  loads  its  little  thigh,  or  gilds  its  wing 
With  all  the  effence  of  theflufhing  groves : 
Extracts  the  aromatic  foul  of  flow'rs, 
And,  humming  in  delight,  its  waxen  bow"rs 
Fills  with  the  lufcious  ipoils,  and  lives  ambrcfial 

hours. 

Touch'd  by  thee,  May,  the  flocks  nnd  lufty  droves 
That  low  in  pallures,  or  on  mountains  bleat, 
Revive  their  frolics  and  renew  their  loves, 
Stung  to  the  marrow  with  a  generous  heat. 

*  Sj>reaJ. 


The  (lately  courfcr,  bounding  o'er  the  plain. 
Shakes  to  the  winds  the  honours  of  his  mane, 
(Hiffh-arch'd  his  neck)  and,  {huffing,  hopes  the 
dappled  train. 

The  aereal  fongfcers  footh  the  lifl'ning  groves : 
The  mellow  thrufh,  the     ouzle  Iweetly  (brill, 
And  little  linnet  celebrate  their  loves 
In  hawthorn  valley,  or  on  tufted  hill; 
The  (oaring  lark,  the  lowly  nightingale, 
A  thorn  her  pillow,  trills  her  doleful  tale, 
And  melancholy  mufic  dies  along  the  dale. 

This  gay  exuberance  of  gorgeous  fpring. 
The  gilded  mountain,  and  the  herbag'd  vale, 
The  woods  that  bioffom,  and  the  birds  that  fing, 
The  murmuring  fountain  and  the  breathing  dale  : 
The  dale,  the  fountains,  birds  and  woods  delight, 
T)--r  vales,  the  mountains  and  the  fpring  invite, 
Yet  unadorn'd  by  May,  no  longer  charm  the  fight. 

When  nature  laughs  around,  fhall  man  alone, 
Thy  image,  hang  (ah  me  !)  the  fickly  head  ? 
When  nature  fings,  ihail  nature's  glory  groan, 
And  languifh  for  the  pittance  poor  of  bread  1 
O  may  the  man  that  fhall  his  image  (corn, 
Alive,  be  ground  with  hunger,  moft  forlorn, 
Die  f  unaneli'd,  and   dead,  by  dogs  and  kites  be 
torn. 

Curs' d  may  he  be  (as  if  he  were  not  fo). 
Nay  doubly  cutset  be  fuch  a  breaft  of  fled, 
Which  never  melted  at  another's  woe, 
Nor  tendernefs  of  bowels  knew  to  feel. 
His  heart  is  black  as  hell,  in  flowing  (lore 
Who  hears  the  needy  crying  at  his  door, 
Who  hears  them  cry,  J  ne  recks  ;  but  fuffers  them 
be  poor. 

But  bled,  O  rrore  than  doubly  bled  be  he  ! 
Let  honour  crown  him  and  eternal  reit, 
Whofe  bofom,  the  fweet  fount  of  charity, 
Flows  out  to  §  nourile  innocence  ditlreii. 
His  ear  is  open  to  the  widow's  cries, 
His  hand  th^e  orphan's  cheek  of  forrow  dries; 
Like  mercy's  felt  he  looks  on  want  with  pity's 
eyes.  \ 

Tn  this  bleft  feafon,  pregnant  with  delight, 

j|  Ne  may  the  beading  owl  with  fcreeches  wound 

The  folemn  filence  of  the  quiet  night, 

Ne  croaking  raven,  with  unhallow'd  found, 

Ne  damned  ghoft  \  affray  with  deadly  yell 

The  waking  lover,  rais'd  by  n-.ighty  fpell, 

To  pale  the  ftars,  till  Hefper  fhine  it  back  to  hell. 

Ne  witches  rifle  gibbets,  by  the  moon, 
(With  horror  winking,  trembling  all  with  fear) 
Of  many  a  clinking  chain,  and  canker'd  bone  : 
Nor  imp  in  vifionary  (hapu  appear, 
To  blaft  the  thriving  verdure  of  the  plain; 
Ne  let  hobgoblin,  ne  the  pr>nk,  profane 
With  fhadowy  glare  the  light,  and  mad  the  burft- 
ing  brain. 


*   Bldcllmh 

\   Nor  is  coins 'f w V. 


f    Wlil.-'.'ut  a  funeral  LndL 
§    'To  nur/c-. 
frigtt. 


HYMN   TO   MAY. 


Yet  fairy-elves  (fo  *  ancient  cirflom's  will) 
The  green -gown'd  fairy  elves,  by  ftarry  f  fheen, 
May  gambol  or  in  valley  or  on  hill, 
And  leave  their  foorfleps  on  the  circled  green. 
Full  lightly  trip  it,  dapper  Mab,  around  ; 
Full  i;  featly,  Ob'ron,  thou,  o'er. grafs-turf  bound 
Mab  brufhes  off  no  dew-drops,   Ob'ron  prints  no 
ground. 

§  Ne  bloody  rumours  violate  the  ear, 

Of  city's  fack'd,  and  kingdoms  defolate, 

With  plague  or  fword,  with  pcftilence  or  war  ; 

Ne  rueful  murder  flain  thy  era-date ; 

Ne  fhamekfs  calumny,  fcnfcfell  defuight, 

The  fouleft  fiend  that  e'er "  blafphem'u.  the  light, 

At  lovely  lady  rail,  nor  grin  at  courteous  knight. 

Ne  wailing  in  our  ftreets  nor  fields  be  heard, 
Ne  voice  of  mifery  aflault  the  heart ; 
Ne  fatherlefs  from  table  be  debar'd  ; 
Ne  piteous  tear  from  eye  of  furrow  ftart ; 
But  plenty,  pour  thyfelf  into  the  bowl 
Of  bounty-'head  ;  may  never  want  controul 
That  good,  gocd-honeft  man,  who  feeds  the  fa- 
rruih'd  foul. 

Now  let  the  trumpet's  martial  thunders  fleep; 

The  viol  wake  alene,  and  tender  flute  : 

The  Phrygian  lyre  with  fprigutly  lingers  fvveep, 

And,  Erato,  diffolve  the  Lydian  lute. 

Yet  Clio  frets,  and  burns,  with  honeft  pain, 

To  route  and  animate  the  martiai  ftrain,      [plain. 

While  Britiih  banners  flame  o'er  many  a  purpled 

The  trumpet  fleeps,  but  foon  for  thee  (hall  wake, 
Illuftrious  chief:  to  found  thy  mighty  name, 
(Snatch'd  from  the  malice  of  Lethean  lake) 
Triumphant  fwelling  from  the  mouth  of  fame. 
Meanwhile,  difdain  not  (fo  the  virgins  pray) 
This  rofy  crown,  with  myrtle  wove  and  bay ; 
(Too  humble  crown  I  ween)  :  the  offering  of  May. 

And  whiit  the  virgins  hail  thee  with  their  voice. 
Heaping  thy  crowded  way  with  greens  and  flow'rs, 
And  in  the  fondnefs  of  their  heart  rejoice 
To  footh,  with  dance  and  fong,  thy  gentler  hours; 
Indulge  the  feafon,  and  with  fweet  repair 
Embay  thy  limbs,  the  vernal  beauties  (hare  : 
Then  blaze  in  arms  again,  renew'd  for  future  war 

Britannia's  happy  ifle  derive?  from  May 

The  rhoiceft  blelliugs  liberty  belkws: 

When  royal  Chart's  (for  ever  hail  the  dayj  ! 

In  mercy  triumphed  o'er  ignoble  foes. 

Re,';   ;  'd  with  him,  the  arts  the  drooping  head 

Gaily  again  uprear'd  ;  the  mufes  ftiudc     [array'd. 

With  f  re  {her  honours  bloom  d,  in  greener   trim 

*  The  Lemuria,  or  rites  facrcd  to  the  l.emures,  ivere 
celebrated  by  the  Romans  In  J\-iay.  See  Ovid  F^ift.  /. 
5.  l&c.  They  rmu--i>  ... .  «?j  (in  llnglijo.  Fai 

ries)  to  be  iiieglojls  of'Tdececfedperfons  :  but  nur  tradi 
tional  accounts  are  very  ,i'jj.  ,  if  t>j  the  nature 
of  fairies.  .ibalfaare  i  Miii^vtm.n  j\'ijrf  s  Dream, 
Draytuns  Faery  Tale,  and  a  >.,  i-br.ited  Old  ballad,  are 
majlcr-pieces  in  their  kin-i. 

t   Brigbtnefi.  J   Nimbly.  §   £V. 


And  thou,  the  goodliefl  bloffom  of  our  ifles ! 
Great  Frederick's  and  his  Augui'tVs  joy, 
Thy  native  month  approv'd  with  infant /fmiles, 
Sweet  as  the  fmiling  May,  imperial  boy  ' 
Britannia  hopes  thee  for  her  future  lord, 
Lov'd  as  thy  parents,  only  not  ador'd ! 
Whene'er  a  George  is  born,  Charles  is  again  re- 
flor'd. 

O  may  his  father's  pant  for  finer  fame, 
And  boundlefs  bountyhead  to  humankind; 
His  grandfire's  glory,  and  his  uncle's  name, 
Renown'd  in  war  !  inflame  his  ardent  mind  : 
So  arts  fhall  flouriih  'neath  his  equal  fway, 
So  arms  the  holtile  nations  wide  affray ; 
The  laurel,  victory  ;  Apollo,  wear  the  bay. 

Through  kind  infufion  of  celeftial  pow'r, 
The  dullard  earth  May  quick'neth  with  delight : 
Full  fuddenly  the  feeds  of  joy  *  recure 
Eiaftic  fpring,  and  force  within  -j-  empight. 
If  fcnfelefs  elements  invigorate  prove 
By  genial  May  and  heavy  matter  move, 
Shall  ihepherdefles  ceafe,  ihall  fhepherds  fail  to 
love  ? 

Ye  fhepherdeffes,  in  a  goodly  round, 

Purpled  with  health,  as  in  the  greenwood  (hade, 

Incontinent  ye  thump  the  echoing  ground 

And  \  defftly  lead  the  dance  along  the  glade  ; 

(O  may  no  (how'rs  your  merry-makes  affray  !) 

Hail  at  the  op'ning,  at  the  clofing  day, 

All  hail,  ye  §  bonnibels,  to  your  own  feafon,May. 

Nor  ye  abfent  yourfelves.  yc  fhepherd-fwams, 
But  lend  to  dance  and  fong  the  liberal  May, 
And  while  in  jocund  ranks  you  beat  the  plains, 
Your  flocks  fhall  nibble  and  your  lambkins  play, 
Frifking  in  glee.     To  May  your  girlands  bring, 
And  ever  and  anon  her  praifes  fing  :  [""£• 

The  woods  fliall  echo  May,  with  May  the  vallies 

Your  May-pole  deck  with  flow'ry  coronal; 
Sprinkle  the  flow'ry  coronal  with  wine; 
And  in  the  nimble- footed  galliard,  all,      , 
Shepherds  and  fhephcrdefles,  lively  join. 
Hither  from  village  fweec  and  Hamlet  fair, 
From  bordering  cot  and  diflan-  j|  glenue  repair 
Let  youth  indulge  its.  fport,  to  *j  eld  bequeath  its 
care. 

Ye  wanton  dryads  and  light-tripping  fawns, 

Ye  jolly  fatyrs,  full  of  * f  luftyhead, 

And  ye  that  haunt  the  hills,  the  brooks,  the  lawns, 

O  come  with  rural  chaplets  gay  difpread  : 

With  heel  fo  nimble  wear  the  Ipringing  grafs, 

To  {hailing  bagpipe,  or  to  tinkling  brafs  ; 

Or  foot  it  to  the  reed  :  Pan  pipes  himfelf  apace. 

tn  this  foft  feaibn,  when  creation  fmil'd, 
A  quivering  fplendor  on  the  ocean  hung, 
And  from  the  fruitful  froth,  his  faireft  child, 
The  queen  of  bias  and  beauty,  Venus  fprung. 


*   Recover* 

\   Finely. 

||    A  country  bainkt. 

\0ld  age. 


f  Placed, fixed. 
§   Pretty  IUOMCH, 


3S4  THE    WORKS 

The  dolphins  gambol  o'er  the  wat'ry  way, 
Carrol  th£  Naiads,  while  the  Triton's  play, 
And  all  the  fea-grecn  fitters  blek  the  holiday. 

In  honour  of  her  natal-month  the  queen 
Of  biffs  and  beauty,  confecrates  her  hours, 
Frefh  as  her  cheek,  and  as  her  brow  ferene, 
To  buxom  ladies,  and  their  paramours. 
LoVe  tips  with  golden  alchemy  his  dart ; 
With  rapt'rous  anguifh,  with  an  honey'd  fmart 
Eye  languifb.es  on  eye,   and  heart   diflblves  on 
heart. 

A  foftly-fwelling  hill,  with  myrtles  crown'd, 
(Myrtles  to  Venus  *  algates  facred  been) 
Hight  Acidale,  the  fairefl  fpot  on  ground, 
Forever  fragrant  and  forever  green, 
O'erlooks  the  windings  of  a  fhady  vale, 
By  beauty  form'd  for  amorous  regale. 
Was  ever  hill  fo  fweet,  as  fweetefl  Acidale  ? 


OF   THOMPSON; 

Perfection  has  no  ofher  parallel! 
Can  light  with  daiknefs,  doves  with  ravens  dwell  ? 
As  foon,  *  perdie,  fhall  heav'n  communion  hold 
with  hell. 

1  fing  to  you,  who  love  alone  for  love  : 

For  gold  the  beauteous  fools  (O  fools  befure)  ! 

Can  win ;  though  brighter  wit  fhall  never  move  : 

But  folly  is  to  wit  the  certain  cure. 

Curs'd  be  the  men  (or  be  they  young  or  old), 

Curs'd  be  the  women,  who  themfelves  have  fold 

To  the  detefled  bed  for  lucre  bafe  of  gold. 

Not  Julia  fuch  t  fhe  higher  honour  deem'd 

To  languifli  in  the  Sulmo  poet's  arms, 

Than,  by  the  potentates  of  earth  efleem'd, 

To  give  to  fceptres  and  to  crowns  her  charma. 

Not  Laura  fuch  :  in  fweet  Vauclufa's  vale 

She  lift'ned  to  her  Petrarch's  amorous  tale. 

But  did  poor  f  Colin  Clout  o'er  Rofalind  prevail  ^ 


All  down  the  fides  the  fides  profufe  of  flow'rs, 
An  hundred  rills,  in  fhining  mazes,  flow 
Through  moffy  grotto'?  amaranthine  bow'rs, 
And  form  a  laughing  flood  in  vale  below  : 
Where  oft  their  limbs  the  loves  and  graces  f  bay 
(When  fummer  fheds  infufferable  day)          [play 
And  fport,  and  dive,  and  flounce  in  wantonnefs  of  j 

No  roife  overcomes  the  filence  of  the  fhades, 

Save  fhort-breath'd  vows,  the  dear  exctfs  of  joy ; 

Or  harmlefs  giggle  of  the  youths  and  maids, 

Who  yield  obeifance  to  the  Cyprian  boy  : 

Or  lute,  foft-fighing  in  the  paffing  gale  ; 

Or  fountain,  gnrgling  down  the  facred  vale, 

Or  hymn  to  beauty's  queen,  or  lover's  tender  tale. 

Here  Venus  revels,  here  maintains  her  court 
In  light  feflivity  and  gladfome  game  : 
The  young  and.  gay,  in  frolic  troops  refort, 
Withouten  cenfure  and  withouten  blame 
In  pleafure  fteep'd,  and  dancing  in  delight, 
Night  fleals  Upon  the  day,  the  day 'on  night  : 
Each  knight,  his  lady  loves;  each  lady  loves  her 

knight. 

Where  lives  the  man  (if  fuch  a  man  there  be) 
In  idle  wildernefs  or  defart  drear, 
To  beauty's  facred  pow'r  an  enemy  ? 
Let  foul  fiends  f  harrow  him  ;  I'll  drop  no  tear. 
I  deem  that  §  carl,  by  beauty's  pow'r  unmov'd, 
Hated  of  Heav'n,  of  none  but  hell  approv  d. 
O  may  he  never  love,  O  never  be  belov'd  ! 

Hard  is  his  heart,  unmelted  by  thee,  May  ! 
Unconfcious  of  love's  ne6lar-tickling  ft  ing, 
And,  unrelenting,  cold  to  beauty'*  ray; 
Beauty  the  mother  and  the  child  of  fpring  ! 
Beauty  and  wit  declare  the  ftxes  even  ; 
Beauty  to  woman,  wit  to  man  is  given  ;  [Heav'n. 
Neither  the  flime  of  earth,  but  each   the  iire  of 

Alliance  fweet !  let  beaufy,  wit  approve, 
As  flow'rs  to  funfhine  ope  the  ready  breafl : 
'Wit  beauty  loves,  and  nothing  elfe  can  love  : 
The  beft  alone  i&  grattful  to  the  betl. 


*  Ever. 


f  Bathe. 
A  down. 


Howc'er  that  be  ;  in  f  Acidalian  fhade, 

Embracing  Julia,  Ovid  melts  the  day  : 

No  dreams  of  bariifhment  his  loves  invade  ; 

Encircled  in  eternity  of  May. 

Here  Petrarch  with  his  Laura,  foft  reclin'd 

On  violets,  gives  forrow  to  the  wind  ; 

And  Colin  Clout  pipes  to  the  yielding  RofalincL 

Pipe  on,  thou  fweeteft  o'f  tV  Arcadian  train, 

That  e'er  with  tuneful  breath  inform'd  the  quill ;'• 

Pipe  on,  of  lovers  the  moft  loving  fwain  ! 

Of  blifs  and  melody  O  take  thy  fill. 

Ne  envy  I,  if  dear  lanthe  fmile, 

Though  low  my  numbers,  and  though  rude  my 

ftylc; 
Ne  quit  for  Acidale,  fair  Albion's  happy  ifle. 

Come  then,  lanthe  '   milder  than  the  fpring, 
And  grateful  as  the  rofy  month  of  May, 
O  come ;  the  birds  the  hymn  of  nature  fing, 
Inchanting  wild,  from  every  bufh  and  fpray  : 

*  An  old  ivordfbr  ajferting  any  thing. 

\   Spenfer. 

\  cThefe  three  celebrated  poets  and  lovers  "were  all  of 
them  unhappy  in  their  amours.  Ovid  was  banijbtd  ca 
account  of  his  pajjion  for  Julia.  Death  deprived  Pe 
trarch  of  his  beltved  Laura  very  early  ;  as  he  bimfilf 
tells  us  in  his  mccount  of  hh  own  life  :  Thefe  are  his 
words,  "  Amore  acerrimo,  fed  unico  et  honejlo,  in  Ado- 
tlefcentia  laboravi,  et  diutius  laborajfem^  nift  jam  iepef- 
centem  igtiem  mors  acerba,fed  utilis,  extinxijjet."  See 
bis  works,  tiafil,  ~f«l,  'Tom.  I.  Yet  others  fay,  fie 
married  another  perj en  ;  ivhicb  is  fcarce  probable,  Jince 
Petrarch  lamented  her  death  for  ten  years  afterwards, 
as  appears  from  Sonetto  313,  ivith  a  mojl  uncommon  ar 
dour  of  pajjion.  'ThoNiafuius  in  his  curious  book  •• '".  d 
Pctrarcha  Redivivus^  has  given  us  two  prints  oj  '.aurat 
ivith  an  account  of  her  family,  their  loves ,  and  h  sfive^t 
retirement  in  f'audufe.  As  for  Spen/er,  we  m..j  -u>i- 
clude  that  hh  love  for  Rofalinda  proved  unfucce  sful.Jrom, 
hi  patbeiical  complaints,  in  feveral  of  his  poems .  of  her 
criulty  'The  author,  therefore,  thought  it  only  a  poeti 
cal  kindofjujiice,  to  reward  them  in  this  imaginary  ,e- 
treat  of  lovers  for  t'e  misfortunes  they  really , tffiret 
h;re}  on  account  oj  their  pajjion.* 


Swell  the  green  gems  and  teem  along  the  vine, 
A  fragrant  promife  of  the  future  wine, 
The  fpirits  to  exalt,  the  genius  to  refine  ! 

Let  us  our  fteps  direcl  where  Father  Thames. 
In  filver  windings  <lra^vs  his  humid  train, 
And  pours,  where'er  he  rolls  his  naval  ftream, 
Pomp  on  the  city,  plenty  o'er  the  plain. 
Or  by  the  banks  c,f  Ifis  lhall  we  ftray, 
(Ah  why  fo  long  from  Ifis  banks  away) ! 
Where   thoufand    damfels   dance,  and   thoufand 
fhepherds  play. 

Or  choofe  you  rather  Theron's  calm  retreat, 

Emfeofom'd,  Surrey,  in  thy  verdant  vale, 

At  once  the  mufes  and  the  graces  feat ! 

There  gently  liften  to  my  faithful  tale. 

Along  the  dew-bright  parterres  let  us  rove, 

Or  tafte  the  odours  of  the  mazy-grove  :        [love. 

Hark  how  the  turtles  coo  :  i  languifh.  too  with 

Amid  the  pleafaunce  of  Arcadian  fcenes, 

Love  fteals  his  filent  arrows  on  my  breaft; 

Nor  falls  of  water,  nor  enatnelPd  greens, 

Can  footh  my  anguifh,  or  invite  to  red. 

You,  dear  lanthc,  you  alone  impart 

Balm  to  my  wounds,  and  cordial  to  my  fmart  : 

The  apple  of  my  eye,  the  life-blood  of  my  heart.  - 

With  line  of  (ilk,  with  hook  of  barbed  fteel, 

Beneath  this  oaken  umbrage  let  us  lay, 

And  from  the  water's  cryfhl  bofom  fteal 

Upon  the  graffy  bank  the  finny  prey  : 

The  perch,  with  purple  fpeckled  manifold  ; 

The  eel,  in  filver  labyrinth  felf  roll'd, 

And  carp,  all-burnifh'd  o'er  with  drops  of  icaly 

Or  fhall  the  meads  invite,  with  iris  hues 
And  nature's  pencil  gay  diverfify'd, 
(For  now  the  fun  has  lick'd  away  the  dews) 
Fair  flufhing  and  bedeck'd  like  virgin  bride  ? 
Thither  (for  they  invite  us),  we'll  repair, 
Collect  and  weave  (whate'er  is  fweet  and  fair) 
A  pofy  for  thy  breaft,  a  garland  for  thy  hair. 

Fair  is  the  lily,  clad  in  balmy  fnow  ; 

Sweet  is  the  rofe,  of  fpring  the  fmiling  eye; 

Kipt  by  the  winds,  their  heads  the  lilies  bow  ; 

Cropt  by  the  hand,  the  rofes  fade  and  die', 

Though  now  in  pride  of  youth  and  beauty,  dreft, 

O  think,  ianthe,  cruel  time  lays  wafte 

The  rofes  pf  the  check,  the  lilies  of  the  breaft. 

Weep  not ;  but,  rather  taught  by  this,  improve 
•The  preient  frefhnefs  of  thy  fpriuging  prime  : 
ikftow  thy  graces  on  the  god  of  love, 
Too  precious  for  the  wither'd  arms  of  time. 
In  chafte  endearments,  innocently  gay, 
lanthe  !  now,  now  l6ve  thy  fpring  away  ; 
Ere  cold  O&ober  blafts  defpoil  the  bloom  of  May. 

Now  up  the  chalky  mazes  of  yon  hill, 
With  grateful  diligence,  we  wind  our  way; 
What  op'ning  fcenes  our  ravifh'd  lenfes  fill, 

An;],  \vicb,  their  rRral  luxury  dHplay  !  [fpires, 
Woods,  dales,  and  flocks,  and  nerds,  and  cots  and 
Villa's  of  learned  clerks,  and  ves  ; 

TV;  villa  ,;f  a  friend  the  eve-Iio-'ht  never  tires. 
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If  e'er  to  thee  and  Venus,  May,  I  ftrung      [veins 
The  gladfome  lyre,  when  *  livelood  fwell'd  my 
And  Eden's  nymphs  and  Ifis  damfels  fung 
In  tender  f  elegy,  and  f  paftoral-ftrains ; 
Collect  and  fhed  thyfelf  on  Theron's  bowr's, 
O  green  his  gardens,  O  perfume  his  flow  rs, 
O  blefs  hi*  morning  walks  and  footh  his  ev'ning 
hours. 

Long,  Theron,  with  thy  Annabell  enjoy 
The  walk*  of  nature,  ftill  to  virue  kind, 
For  facrcd  foli'ude  can  never  cloy  ; 
The  wifdom  of  an  uncorrupted  mind  ! 
O  very  long  may  Hymen's  golden  chain 
To  earth  confine  you  and  the  rural  reign  ; 
Then  foar,  at  length,  to  heaven  1  nor  pray,  O 
mufe,  in  vain. 

Where'er  the  mufes  haunt,  or  poet's  mnfe, 

In  fulitary  filence  fweetly  tir'd, 

Unloofe  thy  bofom,  May  !  thy  ftores  effufe, 

Thy  vernal  ftores,  by  p<-ets  moft  defir'd, 

Of  living  fountain,  of  the  woodbind  fhade, 

Of  Philomela,  warbling  from  the  glade. 

Thy  bounty,  in  his  verfe,  fhall  certes  be  repay'd. 

OnTwit'nambow'rs  (Aonian- Twit'nam  bovv'rs)! 

Thy  fofteft  plenitude  of  beauties  fhed, 

Thick  as  the  winter  ftars,  or  fummer  flow'rs; 

§  Albe  the  tuneful  matter  (ah  !)  be  dead. 

To  Colin  next  he  taught  my  youth  to  fing, 

My  reed  to  warble,  to  refound  my  firing  : 

The  king  of  fhepherd's  he,  of  poet's  he  the  king. 

Hail,  happy  fcenes,  where  joy  wou'd  choofe  to 

dwell; 

Hail,  golden  days,  which  Saturn  deems  his  own  ; 
Hail  mufic,  which  the  mufes  |j  (cant  excel ; 
Hail  flowrets,  not  unworthy  Venus'  crown. 
Ye  linnets,  larks,  ye  thruihes,  nightingales  ; 
Ye  hills   ye  plains,  ye  groves,  ye  ftreams  ye  vales, 
Ye  ever  happy  fcenes  !  all  you,  your  poet  hails. 

All  hail  to  thee,  O  May !  the  crown  of  all ! 
The  recompence  and  glory  of  my  fong  : 
Ne  fmall  the  recompence,  ne  glory  fmall, 
If  gentle  ladies,  and  the  tuneful-throng, 
With  lovers-myrtle,  and  wit-i  poet's-bay 
Fairly  |  bedight,  approve  the  fimple  lay, 
And  think  on  Fhomalin  whene'er  they  hail  thee, 
May! 

EPITHALAMIUM 

On  tie  Royal  Nuptials,  in  May  1736. 

ON  Thamis'  banks,  where  many  a  flow'ry  gem 
Blooms  wanton-wild,  advanc'd  a  jovial  crew, 
Thick  as  the  daifies  which  his  meadows  hem, 
And  with  1'wect  herbs  the  liquid  cryftal  ftrcw;     i 


*    Llvclinefs. 

f   Stella  •  jive   Amores  :    Ehgiarum    Tres   Llli'i, 
Written  in  tbt  year  I  7,;  6  . 
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For  on  the  liquid  cryftal  gaily  flew 
A  nainted  *  gondelay,  bedecked  fair 
With  gold  and  purple,  gorgeous  to  the  view  ! 
"While  loud  approving  fhouts  dividt  the  air, 
"  Hail,  happy  future  bride  of  Albion  s  worthy 
"  heir." 

|  Efcfoons  the  father  of  the  filver  flood, 
The  noble  Thames,  his  azure  head  uprais'd, 
Arsd  fhook  hi* dewy  locks,  worthy  a  God! 
A  lambent  glory  round  his  temples  blaz'd, 
On  which  the  Naiads  ail  with  wonder  gaz'd. 
So  fparkl-   Thetis  purple-trembling  dreams, 
When  Phoebus,  for  his  golden  car  yp^ais'd 
Strikes  the  calm  furface  with  his  morning  beams 
And  fprinkles  fpangles  round,  and  the  wide  blue 
ir.flames. 

The  wanton  Naiads,  Doris'  daughters  all, 
!Range  in  a  ring  :   Pherufa,  blooming-fair, 
Cymodoce  dove-ey'd,  with  Florimal  [hair, 

Sweet-fmelttng  fluwrets  deck'd  their  long  green 
And  Erato,  to  love  to  Venus  dear, 
Galene  dred  in  fmiies  and  lily-white 
And  Phao,  with  her  fnowy  bofom  bare, 
All  thefe.  and  more  than  thele,  a  dainty  fight  ! 
In  daunce  and  merriment  and  fweet  $  belgards 
delight. 

Around  the  bark  they  daunce,  wherein  their  fat 
A  ladv  frefh  and  fair,  ah  '   fuch  a  one, 
So  frefh  and  fair,  fo  amiably  great, 
So  goodly-gracious  feem'd  as  never  none. 
And  !ike  thy  fweet-beam'd  planet,  Venus,  fhone. 
They  much  admire,  O  very  much  her  face, 
Her  inape,  her  bread  f  r  love  a  downy  throne  ! 
"Her  beauty's  glorious  fhine,  her  every  grace; 
An  angel  fhe  appear'd,  at  lead  of  angel  race. 

Her  Tharr.is  (on  his  golden  urn  he  lean'd) 
Saluted  with  this  Hymeneal  long, 
And  hai}'d  her  fafe.     Full  filent  was  the  wind, 
The  river  glided  gently-foft  along, 
$  Ne  whifpered  the  breeze  the  leaves  among, 
Ne  lovc-!earn'd  Philomel  out-trili'd  her  lay  ; 
A  dillnefs  on  the  waves  attentive  hung, 
A  brighter  gladnefs  bled  fhe  face  of  day, 
All  nature  gan  to  fmik,   her  {miles  diffus'd  the 
May. 

"  Ah  facred  (hip,  to  Albion  wafting  goad, 
Our  wifh,  our  hope,  our  joy  '   who  fafe  convey'd 
Through  perilous  fea,  from  Ila's  littlt  flood, 
This  beauty's  paragon,  this  royal  matd, 
Ifprung,  iwift,  of  high  empyreal  feed ; 
The  child  of  heaven,  the  daughter  of  delight, 
Nurd  by  a  grace,  with  milk  and  honey  fed  ! 
Oh  Frederick !  oh,  u  certes,  bleffed  wight, 
To  whcm  rhe  gods  confign  the  nymph  Augufla  ^j 
hight. 

Ah  facred  fhip  !   may  favourable  gales, 
The  kindeil  breath  of  heav'n  attend  thy  way, 
And  ivvell  the  winged  canvafs  of  thy  tails  : 
May  calmneisbe  thy  path,  and  pleafauuce  lay 


*   . •'  Boat. 
§  Nor. 


f  Prefently. 

f|  Certainty* 


t  Bwutiful  looks. 

Named. 


On  the  foft  bofom  of  the  yielding  fea, 
Where'er  thuu  wind  .   or  to  the  fpicy  fhoze 
Of  Araby  the  bled,  or  Indias  bay, 
Where  diamonds  kindle,  and  the  golden  ore 
Flames  into  purity    to  deck  Augufta  more  1 

Auguda,  faired  princefs  under  fky, 
Welcome  to  Albion*  <  renowned  land, 
•\lbion  well  Ic'iovvri  to  thy  great  ancedry, 
Made  dearer  far  to  rhee  by  Hymen's  band, 
The  band  of  love   of  honour  and  command  t 
D? ign  to  receive  the  nation's  public  voice, 
Of  heartiuefs  unfeign'd,  who  gleeful  dand 
In  meet  array  and  thus  exprefs  their  joys 
In  peals  of  loud  acclaim,   and   mirth's  confufed 
noife. 

With  warmer  raptures,  and  more  paffionate, 
Though  hard  to  be  !   the  Royal  Youth,  1  trow 
Shall  thee  embrace  :  him  tenfold  fires  elate, 
\nd  facred  paflions  in  his  bofom  t;low, 
Which  from  thy  picture  erft  began  to  flow. 
F  r  thee  he  burns,  for  thee  he  fighs  and  prays, 
Puurs  out  his  foul  to  thee,  nor  rell  can  know  ; 
Bit  dreams  of  thee  long,  livelong  nights  and  days, 
By  beauty  led  r hrough  all  love's  rof'y  thorny  ways. 

To  heal  his  pains  foft  mufic  does  divide 
Moft  heavenly  melody  in  foothing  drains; 
Nor  heavenly  melody,  nor  aught  befide, 
Save  thee,  ah  deared  dread     can  heal  his  pains; 

Thy  form  too  deeply  in  hi^  bread  remains. 
So  ever  and  anon  he  chides  the  gales, 

That  flowly  leem  to  brufh  the  liquid  plains; 
Oh  !  fly  on  all  the  wings  of  heav'n,  ye  fails, 
Oh  fly  !  he  cries;  and  lo  !  a  lover  s  pray'r  pre 
vails. 

N<>w  ceafe  thy  fighs.     She  comes,  (oh  bleffed 

clay)  ! 

She  comes,  by  all  the  loves  and  graces  dred, 
In  proud  humiliry       See,  Hymen  play, 
With  faffron  robe  and  flame  embroidcr'd  veil, 
(Such  colours  *  fik^rly  fuit  Hyaien  bed  ) 

mi  Cupid  catches  roly  wafts  of  air 
To  drerch  the  fails  and  fan  the  royal  gueft. 
Nor  chadity,  meek  ey'd,  is  wanting  there, 
tor  fhe,  and  modedy,  fweet  blufhing,  guide  the 

fteer. 

Not  Venus,  queen  of  beauty  and  of  blifs 
So  goodly  fhone,  when      erd  the  goddefs  fprting 
1-rom  ocean's  fpavkling  foam,  fweet  nakedntfsl 
A  thoufand  Imiles  and  loves  upon  her  hung, 
And  all  the  gods  for  joy  and  wonder  fung. 
The  waves  fo  preudthe  beamy  burden  bore 
Exulting     fhe,  around  her  odours  flung, 
And   ,ade  the  billows  laugh  and  a-afe  to  roar; 
They  gladly  her  obey,  and  gtntly  kils  the  fhore. 

So  fair  fhe  looks,  nay  fairer  could  it  be  ; 
Did  never  moital  man  fuch  charms  bthold 
In  bow'r  or  hall.     Spring  wai'»upon  her  eyej 
Lo  '•   Flora  has  her  riched  dores  our  roll'd 
Of  variable  flow'rs  and  blooming  gold. 


Surely. 
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he  meadows  fmile,  the  birds  renew  their  love, 
And  throw  themOlves  in  pairs  the  young  and  old; 
All  nature  glows  where'er  her  glances  -v.nve, 
And  beauty  paints  each  field,  and  mufic  fills  each 
grove. 

But  who  is  yon,  each  other  youth  excelling 
As  much  as  «  rient  gold  furmounteth  brafs  .' 
Sure  honour  in  his  vifagc  choie  her  dwelling, 
And  facred  trurh,  *  perdie,  adorns- his  face; 
Such  goodlihead  and  humblenefs  never  was. 
Bled  be  the  fight  '   full  well  whofr  looks  I  kenri, 
Where  joyaunce  fits  and  ever  fmiling  grace  ; 
Frederick  !  'tis  he  !  the  firft  and  beft  of  men, 
Our  dearling  prince  to  meet  Augufta  f  well-be- 
feen. 

And  lo !  what  medled  paflions  in  him  move, 
He  gazes — wonders — (great  is  beauty's  powr )! 
And,  fweerly  loft  in  ecftafy  and  love, 
His  eyes  her  whole,  his  lips  her  lips  devour, 
Which  Venus  had  befprent  with  ne&ar-ftiow'r. 
Her  flippery  charms  allow  his  eyes  no  reft, 
33ut  thoufand  arrows,  nay  ten  thoufand  pour 
Into  his  wounded  and  tranfported  bread ; 
Sure  none  like  her  is  fair,  lure  none  like  him  is 
bleft! 

O  blefied  youth  !  receive  thy  J  bonnibel, 
Eternal  fount  of  virtue,  love,  and  grace ! 
O  kneel  to  all  the  gods  and  pray  to  all, 
Who  fparkle  fo  divinely  in  her  face, 
And  with  celeftial  fires  her  bofnm  blefs. 
So  fhinrs  Aurora  in  her  rich  attire, 
When  fhe  Hyperion  would  fain  carefs : 
Gaze  all  the  hoft  of  ftars,  and  all  admire, 
Then  twinkle  in  their  urns,  and  into  night  retire. 

O  bleffed  maid !  receive  thy  §  belamour, 
With  glee  receive  him  and  o'erflowing  heart  : 
^Je  in  high  monarch's  court,  ne  lady's  bow'r, 
A  youth  fo  form'd  by  nature  and  by  art,         „ 
Confpiring  both,  ere  cherilh'd  Cupid's  dart. 
So  Phoebus,  lufty  bridegroom  of  the  flcy, 
With  native  fplendours  fhme  on  every  part ; 
From  eaft  to  weft  his  pointed  glories  fly, 
He  warmeth  every  heart,  he  dazzleth  every  eye." 

Here  Themis  ended.  Now  the  goodly  train 
Of  all  the  Naiads,  in  moft  comely  wife, 
A  prefent  make  of  myrde-girland  green, 
Kntrail'd  with  flow'rets  and  with  rare  device. 
The  graces  fke,  with  laughter  fwelling  eyes, 
A  rofy  chaplet,  fteep'd  in  ne&ar  bring, 
(The  rofes  gathered  in  the  morning  ikies) 
Then,  joining  with  the  Naiads,  form  a  ring, 
And  round  them  deftly  daunce,  and  round  them 
blithely  fing. 

"  As  rbfes  and  as  myrtles  kindly  weave 
Their  fweets  in  one,  much  fweeter  as  they  blend  j 
Emblem  of  marriage-love        So  you  receive 
Sweets  interchang'd,  and  to  each  other  lend  ; 
Then,  in  a  bleft  perfume  to  heav'n,afcend, 


An  affirmation. 
Beautiful  virgin. 


•j-   Handjbme. 
|j    Charming  latter. 


,  And  mingle  with  the  gods  !  While  here  below, 
|  New  myrtles,  rofes  new.  withouten  end, 
j  From  your  luxurious  ft-ck  full  plenteous  grow, 
And  with  thcit  parent-fvveets,  and  parent  beauty 
glow." 

Next  Albion's  genius  came,  bedite  in  gold, 
An  oaken  chapler  nodded  on  his  head ; 
The  crown  he  held  wa    glorious  to  behold, 
And  royally  he  taught  his  feet  to  tread. 
Soon  as  he  fpy'd  the  prince's  goodlihead, 
He  pointed  to  the  crown,  and  rais'd  his  voice 
To  hail  the  royal  pair  and  blefs  their  bed  ; 
The  jolly  chorus  catch  the  grateful  noife, 
Echo  the  woods  and  vales,  and  heav  n  and  earth 
rejoice. 

Next  liberty,  the  faireil  nymph  on  ground  5 
The  flowing  plenty  of  her  golden  hair 
Diffufing  lavifhly  ambrofia  round  ; 
Her  hands  a  flow'ry  cornucopia  bear, 
Which  fcatters  joy  and  pieafaunce  through  the  air. 
Earth  fmiPd,  and  gladnefs  danc'd  along  the  fky  ; 
Before  her  vanifn'd  grief  and  pale-ey'd  care, 
And  *  eft,  in  courteous  guife,  fhe  caft  her  eye 
On  that  fame  gentle  twain,  her  glory  and  her  joy» 

And  thefe  bcfide,  a  facred  perf'nage  came, 
Immaculate  and  fwect  as  Sharon-rofe  : 
Upon  her  breaft  a  bloody  crofs  did  flame, 
Aumail'd  with  gold  and  gems  in  goodly  rows  ! 
A  pall  of  lawn  adown  her  {boulders  flows  : 
f  Yclep'd  Eufebia.     She  pray'd  aloud, 
Then,  blemng  both,  for  her  defenders  chofe, 
And  fpread  her  glories  in  a  purple  cloud  : 
Softly  Augufta  fmilM,  full  lowly  Frederick  bow'd. 

Fair  Fame  behind  a  filver  trumpet  blew, 
Sweet  to  the  earth,  and  fragrant  to  the  Iky  ! 
Her  mantle  of  a  many-col^ur'd  hue. 
Her  rainbow-wings  powder'd  with  many  an  eye, 
And  mar  her    onour,  pow'r,  and  courtefy  : 
Honour,  of  open  from,  and  fteady  grace; 
Pow'r,  clad  in  fteel,  a  faulchion  brandifh'd  high  ; 
C-  urtefy  dreftinfnules  her  bounteous  face:  [cafe! 
When  thefe  attend  a  prince,  thrice  happy  fubje&'i 

The  rnufes  clos'd  this  intellectual  fcene 
From  Helicon;  who  knows  not  Helicon? 
Gold  were  their  lyre-,  their  laurels  evergreen. 
Soon  Clio  to  tbe  prince  a  ftarry  crown 
Prefents,  another  to  his  |  bellihone. 
Then  aU  in  lofty  chorus  fwtil  the  fong1, 
Big  with  their  happy  1<  ve*  and  great  renown, 
Prophetic  numbers  float  the  woods  emong, 
For  fhtpherd  lad  too  high,  for  memory  too  long, 

|(  Nathlef •  thy  tuneful  fons,  O  Oxford  dear ! 
By  mufes  vifited,  may  catch  the  lay-, 
Sweet-pouring  ftfeams  of  neitar  on  the  ear, 
And  from  their  IIDS,  in  vifion,  learn  to  raife 
Their  loves  and  fame,  to  brighten  future  dayf. 
Thee  fits  not,  Th<  malin,  a  fimple  fwain, 
High  deeds  to  fing,  but  gentle  roundelays^ 


t  Often 
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Go  feed  thy  flock,  renew  the  rural  ftrain 

On  oaten  pipe,  content  to  pleafe  the  humble  plain. 

BEAUTY  AND  MUSIC. 

AN  ODE. 
AIR  I. 

'O  SOFTLY  figh  into  the  "flute, 
While  clear  lanthe  breathes  the  love-fick  lay: 

Now  teach  the  melancholy  lute 
In  tender  triUs  to  melt  the  notes  away, 

Melodious  in  decay  ! — 
But  hark,  fhe  louder,  louder  fings, 
Sink,  boldly  fink  into  the  flreams  : 
Shake,  O  fhake  the  numerous  wire, 
Fire  the  blood,  the  fpirits  fire 
With  mufical  thunder  and  burning  defire ! 

AIR  u. 

Our  fouls  divided  with  a  fond  furprife  ! 
Diffolve  in  woe ; 
With  rapture  glow  ; 

Fall  with  her  notes  ;  or  with  her  bofom  rife  ; 
Rais'd  with  hopes  ;  with  fears  dcpreft  ; 
Sweetly  tortur'd  fweetiy  blefl  ; 
Sav'd  by  her  voice,  and  vanqmfh'd  by  her  eyes, 

RECITATIVE. 

The  god  of  love,  to  her  drains 
Leaves  his  Acidalian  plains, 

A'nd,  as  th'  harmonious  charmer  fings, 

In  triumph  points'1  his  darts  and  waves  his  wing?. 

Th'  harmonious  charmer  paus'd  to  fee 
A  lifTning  wondering  deity  ;  , 

While  filence  foftly  chain'd  her  tongue, 
The  god  refponfive  rais'd  the  fong, 
In  flrains  like  thefe,  if  flrains  can  be 

Rais'd  to  the  raptures  of  a  deity, 

The  raptures  of  a  wond'ring  deity  ! 

AIR  in. 

Beauty,  facred  beauty  fing, 
Flowing  from  the  wondVous  fpring 

Of  uncreated  and  primeval  light ! 
Beauty,  facred  beauty  fing, 

Spoke  into  being  in  hic,  high  abode, 

And  next  his  own  eternal  efiencc  bright  1 

AIR   IV. 

With  beauty  mufic  join, 

The  breath  of  heav'n 

To  mortals  given 
To  fwell  their  blifs  to  blifs'  divine! 
With  beauty  mufic  join. 

CHORUS. 

Beauty,  filent  harmony  ! 
Softly  flealing  through  the  eye 

Smiles  into  the  breuil  a  dart. 
IVTufic,  fine-proportion'd  founds  '. 
Pours  balm  upon  the  lover's  wounds 

Through  the  ear  into  the  heart. 

RECITATIVE. 

Thus  once  Cecilia  (tuneful  Dryden  fings), 

To  fire  with  facred  rage  her  foul, 
•    Touch'd  into  voice  the  fpn'ghtly  firings, 
And  bade  the  filver  t'des  of  mufic  roll, 

An  angel,  lift'ning  to  her  lyre, 
,  To  lift  the  modulations  higher, 


Apply'd  the  aiding  graces  of  his  tongue  ; 
And  while  the  virgin  play'd,  the  feraph  fung. 

AIR  v. 

Sweetefl  mortal,  to  befriend  thee, 
Angels  from  their  quires  attend  thee, 
Angels  leave  their  thrones  to  hear 
Mufic  with  devotion  glowing, 
Mufic  heavenly  joys  bellowing, 
Worthy  a  feraphic  ear  ! 

RECITATIVE. 

Again  fhe  trembles  o'er  the  filver  firings, 
The  filver  firings,  exulting  to  her  hand, 

Obey  the  fweet  command, 
And  thus  again  the  angel  fings. 
(While  filence  wav'd  her  downy  wings  around, 
And  gladntfs  fmii'd  along  the  purple  ikies; 
All  nature  foft'ned  at  their  flows  of  found, 
And  bright 'ned  at  the  radiance  of  their  eyes.) 

AIR    VI. 

Harmony,  the  foul  refining  ! 
Beauty,  fenfe,  and  virtue,  joining 
In  a  form  and  mind  like  thine, 
Nobly  raife  a  mortal  creature 
To  a  more  exalted  nature  ; 
We  alone  are  more  divine  ! 

RECITATIVE. 

Rapt'rous  thus  the  angel  fung, 
Manna  melting  from  his  tongue, 
Attemper'd  to  Cecilia's  golden  lyre  : 
The  blended  pow'rs  of  harmony 
Trembled  up  the  willing  fky, 
And  mingled  with  the  feraph's  flaming  quire. 

CHORUS. 

How  fweet  the  mufic,  how  divine, 
When  heaven  and  earth  in  confort  join  ! 
O  fweet  the  mufic !  O  divine  ! 

AIR  vn. 

Skill'd  the  foftefl  notes  to  fing, 
Skill'd  to  wake  the  fweetefl  firing, 
»      Dear  lanthe  both  fupplies  : 
Thee,  Cecilia,  thee  we  find 
In  her  form  and  in  her  mind, 
The  angel  in  her  voice  and  eyes ! 

CHORUS. 

Happy,  O  beyond  expreffing  ! 
He  who  fafles  th1  immortal  bleffing 

Dear  lanthe  may  beftow  ! 
Beauty,  in  its  pride,  pofTeffing, 
Ever  loving  and  carefling, 
Mufic  moving, 
Blifs  improving  ! — 
He'll  enjoy  a  heav'n  below! 
Happy  he,  beyond  expreffing  ! 

THE  DESPAIRING  MAIDEN. 

WITHIN  an  unfrequented  grove, 

As  late  I  laid  alone, 
A  tender  maid  in  deep  diflrefs, 

At  diflance,  made  her  moan. 

She  cropt  the  blue-ey'd  violet, 

Bedew'd  with  many  a  tear; 
And  ever  and  anon  her  fighs 

Stole  fadly  0:1  my  ear. 
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'*  Ah  faithlefs  man  !  how  could  he  leave 
So  fond  and  true  a  maid  ? 

Can  fo  much  innocence  and  truth 
Defer ve  to  be  betray 'd  ? 

Alas,  my  mother  !  (if  the  dead 

Can  hear  their  children  groan) 

What  ills  your  helplefs  orphan  feels, 
To  forrow  left  alone. 

To  forrow  left  by  htm  T  lov'd ; 

Ah  perjur'd  and  ingrate  !•— 
Ye  virgins,  learn  the  wiles  of  men. 

And  learn  to  Aun  my  fate. 

For  whom  do  I  thefe  flourets  crop, 
For  whom  this  chaplet  twine  ? 

Say,  (hall  they  glow  on  Damon's  brow, 
Or  fade  away  on  mine  ? 

But  he  the  blooming  wreath  will  fcorn, 
Who  fcorn'd  my  virgin-bloom  : 

And  me — alas  !  they  fuit  not  me, 
Unlefs  to  deck  my  tomb. 

How  oft  the  dear  perfidious  youth 
Invok'd  each  pow'r  above  ! 

How  oft  he  languilh'd  at  my  feet, 
And  vow'd  eternal  love  ! 

How  fweet  the  minutes  danc'd  away, 

All  melted  in  delight  ! 
With  him  each  fummer-day  was  fhort, 

And  fhort  each  winter-night. 

'Twas  more  than  blifs  I  felt :— and  now 
Alas  !  'tis  more  than  pain. — 


Ye  foft,  ye  rofy  hours  of  love, 
Return — return  again. 

Ah  no  ! — JLet  blacknefs  fhaOe  the  night, 
When  firft  he  breath'd  his  vows : 

The  fcene  of  pleaiure  then — but,  ah  1 
The  fource  of  all  my  woes. 

How  could  I  think  fo  fweet  a  tongue 

Could  e'er  confent  to  He  ?— 
'Twas  eafy  to  deceive  a  maid 

So  foft  and  young  as  I. 

And  yet  he  lays  the  fault  on  me 

(Where  none  could  e'er  be  laid, 
Unlefs  my  loving  him  too  well), 
And  calls  me  perjur'd  maid. 

The  nymphs,  who  envious  faw  my  charms, 

Rejoice  to  fee  my  woe, 
And  taunting  cry,  "  why  did  you  leave 

The  youth  that  lov'd  you  fo  I" 

But  oh,  believe  me,  lovely  youth, 

Far  dearer  than  my  ey£, 
I  love  you  ftill,  and  ftill  will  love, 

Till  oh,  for  you,  I  die  1 

Ev'n  though  you  hate,  I  doat  to  death ; 

My  death  my  truth  mall  prove. 
My  lateil  pray'rs  are  pray'rs  for  you, 

And  fighs  are  fighs  of  love." 

She  ceas'd  : — (while  pity  from  the  clouds 

Diffolv'd  in  filent  fhow'rs  : — ) 
Then  faintly  "  Damon  1"  cry'd  : — and  brcath'd 

Her  foul  amid  the  flow'rs. 


COPvESUS  AND  CALL1RHOE ;  A  TALE. 

Veteres  Renovamus  Amores.  CATULLUS. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 

THE  following  tale  is  related  by  Paufanias,  in  Achaicis,  Graeciae,  Lib.  7.;  but  inftead  of  giving  the 
original,  or  the  Latin  verfion  by  Romulus  Amafams  (both  which  the  learned  reader  may  find  in  the 
edition  publifhed  by  Joach.  Kuhnius  in  fol.  Lipfut,  1696,  p.  575.),  I.  fhall  content  myfeif  with  the 
tranflation  of  the  ftory  into  Englifh,  as  it  is  done  from  the  Greek  in  the  learned  and  ingenious  tra 
vels  of  Sir  G.  Wheler  :  which  book,  upon  many  accounts,  defcrves  to  be  reprinted,  and  made  more 
common. 

"  Corefus,  the  prieft  of  Bacchus,  fell  in  love  with  a  fair  virgin  of  Calydon,  called  Callirhoe  ;  who, 
the  more  fhe  was  courted,  the  more  fhe  defpiftd  the  prieft  ;  fo  that  neither  his  rich  prelents,  vows, 
nor  tears,  could  move  her  to  the  leaft  compaflion.  This,  at  laft,  made  the  prieft  run  in  defpair  to 
the  image  of  Bacchus  for  fuccour,  imploring  vengeance  from  him.  Bacchus  made  it  appear  that  he 
heard  his  prayers,  by  a  difeafe  he  fent  on  the  town  ;  which  leemed  a  kind  of  drunken  mac'nefs;  of 
which  mad  fit  people  died  in  abundance.  Whereupon  they  lent  deputies  from  Calydon  t®  the  ora 
cle  of  Jupiter  of  Dodona,  to  know  what  they  fliouid  do  to  be  freed  from  that  woeful  malady.  An- 
fwer  was  given,  that  Corefus  muft  facrifice  Callirhoe,  or  fome  other  perfon,  that  would  'dedicate 
himfelf  in  her  ftead,  to  appeafe  the  anger  of  Bacchus.  The  virgin,  when  fhe  could  no  way  obtain 
her  life  of  her  relations,  was  brought  to  the  altar,  adorned  as  victims  uf'ed  to  be,  to  be  facrificed  by 
her  lover  Corefus  :  Whofe  wonderful  love,  ex-en  at  that  prefent,  fo  conquered  all  pad  thoughts  of 
revenge,  that  inftead  of  her  he  flew  himfelf:  The  virgin  alfo,  relenting  of  her  cruelty  to  him  went 
and  flew  heifelf  at  a  fountain  near  the  town ;  from  thence  called  by  her  name,  Callirhoe." 
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Thus  far  Sir  George  Wheler.     See  his  Journey  into  Greece,  fol.  book  4th,  p.  292. 
I  {hall  only  add,  that  the  ancient  cuftoms.  particularly  of  the  Orgia   or  Ritea  of  Bacchus,  and  of  the  fy- 
crifice,  are  alluded  to,  and  carefully  obierved,  in  thefeveral  parts  of  this  little  poem. 


HIGH  in  Achaia,  fplendid  from  afar, 

A  cify  flourifh'd;  Calvdon  its  name, 

Wafh'd  by  Evenus'  chalky  flood ;  the  feat 

Of  Meleager,  from  the  flaughter'd  boar 

Glorious.   A  virgin  here,  amazing,  fhone, 

Callirhoe  the  fair  :  her  father's  boaft  ! 

For,  ah  !  (he  never  knew  a  mother's  fmile; 

JJor  learn'd  what  happinefs  from  marriage  fprings. 

In  flow'r  of  youth,  and  purer  than  the  fnow, 

Which,  with  a  filver  circle,  crown'd  the  head 

Of  the  fteep  neighbour  mountain;  but  averfe 

To  Hymen's  rites,  the  lovely  foe  of  man. 

O  why  wii)  beauty,  cruel  to  itfelf, 

K"  lefs  than  others,  violate  the  laws 

Which  nature  dictates,  and  itfelf  infpires ! 

A  thoufand  lovers  from  th'  Olenian  hill, 
From  rouj>h  Pylene,  and  from  Pleuron's  tow'rs, 
Their  paffion  pleaded.     But  Corefus,  chief, 
The  Caiydonian  prieft  of  Bacchus,  form'd 
By  Venus'  felf  for  love ;  in;  beauty's  pride  ; 
Young,  bounteous,  affable.  .What  tender  arts, 
What  winning  carriage,  and  refpe6lful  fuit, 
Almoft  to  zealous  adoration  fweil'd, 
Did  he  not  pradife  ?  But  in  vain.   And  now 
r>rew  near  the  drgial  feftival,and  rites 
I>yzan.   •  Poor  Corefus,  to  approve 
The  wonders  of  his  love  anil  dear  regard, 
By  fcorn  unquench'd,  and  growing  by  neglect 
(In  hopes  to  loften  her,  at  leaft  adorn), 
Prefented  to  this  murdrefs  of  his  peace 
The  rit-.al  ornaments,  by  virgins  worn 
Upon  the  folemn  feaft.     The  ivy  fpear, 
With  winding  green,  and  viny  foliage  gay, 
Curl'd  by  his  hand  :  a  mitre  for  hi-  head, 
Curious  aumail'd  wirh  imitated  grapes, 
Of  blufhing  rubies?  form'd  :  the  pall  of  lawn, 
Flower1  d  with  the  conquefts  of  the  purple  god : 
The  cilia,  filver;  and  the  cymbals,  gold  : 
And  piny  torch  (O  were  it  Hymen's)  ting'd 
With  fpicy  gums,  to  feed  the  ready  flame. 

Open'd  the  feftival— loofe  to  the  winds, 
Difhevell'd,  bare,  the  virgins  give  their  necks 
And  wanton  hair.     Evoe  !  they  mad'mng  cry, 
And  (hake  their  torches.     Evce  :   Io  !  rends 
The  air,  and  beats  the  echoing  vault  of  heav'n, 
The  hills,  the  vales  with  Io  !   l;.vce     ring. 

The  temple  opens  to  the  facred  throng ; 
When  foremoft  enters,  a1-  in  drtf-  and  charms, 
Callirhoe,  fo  in  fpeed.     Their  lovers  w  ait, 
With  burning  expectation,  to  enfold 
His  beauteous  miftrefs  each.     High  on  a  throne 
Corefus  blaz'd  in  jewels  and  in  g<  Id, 
JVIore  charming  in  himielf      Quick  with  his  eye 
He  catch  d  Callirhoe,  and,  defcending.  clafp'd 
With  eager  tranfpdrt  her  relu&ant  waift;  ' 
A  thoufand  vows  he  breath'd,  and  melting  things 
He  fprke  and  Ibok'd;  but  to  the  rocks  and  wind. 
What  ccu'd  he  more  ?  yes  more  he  did  :  tor  what, 
What  can't  a  lover,  like  Corefus,  do  ? 
Neglectful  of  his  dignity  he  futilr. 
(Still  love  difdains  what  dignity  demands, 


O'er  Jupiter  himfelf  fupreme)  he  funk, 
And  trembled  at  her  feet,  with  proftrate  zeal, 
A,s  to  his  God.     He  dy'd  upon  her  hand 
With  fighing  languifhment  :   he  gaz'd  his  foul 
Vt  every  ardent  glance  into  her  eyes; 
Muft  eloquently  lilent !  o'er  his  cheek 
The  gufhing  tears,  in  big.  round  drops,  diffus'd 
The  dews  of  paffion,  and  the  brain's  foft  fhow'rs 
Potent  to  warm  the  moft  obdurate  breaft, 
Though  cold  as  marble.     Idle  were  his  tears, 
His  glances,  languifhment,  ard  proftrate  zeal. 

DifdainfuJ— frowning :    "  Hence,    (fhe   cry'd' 

nor  dare 

To  interrupt  my  progrefs  in  the  rites 
With  thy  capricious  rudenefs.     Shall  the  prieft 
The  myfteries  of  Bacchus  thus  profane, 
In  his  own  temple  too  ?  and  rather  pay 
To  Venus  his  devotim,  than  his  God  ?*' 
Then,  haughty  as  away  fhe  turn'd,  he  grafp'd 
Her  knees;  up?  n  her  garments  flowing  truin 
shivering  he  hung  :  and  with  befeeching  eyes, 
Thus,  from  th'  abundance  of  his  heart,  complain'd 

"  If  piry  be  no  Granger  to  thy  breaft, 
(As  fure  it  fhould  not  to  a  breafl  like  thine, 
Soft  as  the  fwanriy  down  ! )  relenting,  hear  ; 
In  feelingnefs  of  fpirit,  mildly  lend 
Attention  to  the  language  of  my  heart, 
Sick  with  o'erflowing  tei  drrncis  and  love. 
1  love  thee  with  that  innocence  of  truth, 
That  purity  of  pafficn,  and  defire 
Unutterable,  of  bequeathing  up 
My  heart,  my  life,  my  all  mt«>  thy  ban  '», 
Into  thy  gentle  cuftody  — that  all. 
My  heart,  my  life1,  are  bhternels  and  weight 
Of  a^ony  without  thee.     Since  I  firft, 
By  Bacchus'  felf  I  fvvear),  beheld  that  face, 
And  narr.elefs  magic  of  thofe  radiant  eyes, 
All  the  foundation  of  my  peace  gave  way  : 
While  hopes  and  fears  rofe  up  in  bofom-war 
i'o  dcfola^e  the  quiet  of  my  days. 
I  hy  dear  idea  was  my  fancy's  dream  ; 
It  mingled  with  my  blood  ;  and  in  my  veins 
I'hrobb'd,  undulating,  as  my  life  were  {hmg. 
I  live  but  on  the  thought  of  thee ;  my  breaft 
Bleeds  in  me,  with  diftrefs  to  fee  thee  frown. 

0  fmile  !  by  thy  dead  mother's  reverend  duft, 
By  all  thy  bowels  are  mod  fond  of,  fmile, 

At  d  chafe  thefe  heavy  clouds  of  grief  away. 

1  beg  by  Bacchus ;  for  his  fake  be  kind." 

Here,  interrupted  by  the  fwelling  ftorm 
Of  raffion  labouring  in  his  breaft,  his  words 
Ga-.e  way  for  fighs  and  tears  to  fpeak  the  reft. 
She,  in  contempt'ous  derifion,  fmil'd, 
I'o  which  her  frowns  were  innocent :  and  thus : 
4  Thy  daggering  pnw'r,  and  thee  I  fcorn  alike  5 
Him  I  dtV{.ile,  for  choofing  thee  his  prieft  ; 
i'hee,  for  thy  arrogance,  and  courtfhip  vile." 

Indignant  he,  in  wrathful  mood  (alarm'd 
More  at  his  God  revil'd.  than  fcorn  for  him) 
Firft  cafting  on  the  ground  his  mitrcd-crown, 
With  hands  and  eyes  uplifted,  ardent,  pray'd, 
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w  Offspring  of  Jove,  Eva  Lyreus,  hear  ! 
IF  e'er  thefe  hands  with  ivy  wreaths  thy  brow 
Circled,  and  twining  tendrils  of  the  vine  : 
If  e'er  my  grateful  tongue,  big  with  thy  praife, 
pvoc,  Lyaeus     lo  Bacchus  .   fung  : 
If  e'er  thy  fervant  on  thy  altars  pour'd, 
Copious,  the  purple  wave  of  offer'd  wine, 
And,  bufy,  fed  the  confecrated  fire 
With  fat  of  afs,  or  hog,  or  mountain  goat; 
Pc-vou'ly  laviih  in  the  facr  ifice  : 
Avenge  thy  prieft  :  thi-  curfed  race  deftroy  : 
Thy  honour-,  violated  thus,  avow; 
Till  they  conftfs  this  ftagg.  ri:  g  potv'r  a  God." 

He  pray'd. — Loud  peals  of  thunder  ihuok  the 

fane : 

The  ima^e,  nodding,  his  petition  feal'd  ; 
And  Bacchus  gave  the  Caledonian  race 
To  madnefs,  and  unutterable  woes. 

The  frantic  crowd,  as  if  with  wine  poffeft, 
And  the  ftrong  fpir.t  of  the  flaming  grape, 
To  and  fro'  reel,  and  dagger  to  and  fro', 
.Jn  dithyrambic  meafures,  wild,  convolv'd. 
They  tofs  their  cymbal*,  and  their  torches  lhalte, 
Shrieking,  and  tear  their  hair,  and  gafh  their  flefli, 
And  howl,  and  foam,  and  wheel  the  rapid  dance 
In  giddy  maze  :   with  fury  then  o'crborn, 
Enthufiaflic,  whirling  in  deipair, 
Fiat,  drop  down  dead ,  and  heaps  on  heaps  expire. 

Amaz'd  confounded  at  the  raging  peft, 
The  venerable  fathers,  1st  debate, 
To  fpeed  inquiring  deputies,  refolv'd, 
To  high  Dudona's  grove;  with  vocal  oaks 
Umbrageous,  aged,  vaft,  the  ftruegiing  day 
Excluding  :  the  prime  oracle  of  Greece  ! 

Ooiequious,  they  hafte  :  inquire:   return  : 
And  thus  the  counfcls  of  the  god  difclofe. 

"  The  rage  of  Bacchus  for  his  injur'd  prieft, 
Corefus,  by  Callirhoe's  fcorn  repuK'd, 
Your  city  waftes  :   and  with  funereal  fires 
Your  ftreets  lhall  redden,  formidably  bright, 
Till  by  Corefus'  hand  the  cruel  maid 
A  facrifice  be  offer'd  up  :  or  one, 
Free,  uncompell'd,  embrace  the  deftin'd  fleel, 
Devoted  in  her  (lead  ;  and  bleed  for  her. 
So  you'll  appeafe  the  G</d;   the  plague  be  ftay'd." 

They  laid.     Staring  «ffright,  and  dumb  amaze 
The  fathers  feize  :  but  chief,  ./Eneus,  thee, 
Callirhoe's  old  miferable  fire  ! 
Tenfold  affliilion  to  the  grave  weighs  down 
Thy  filver'd  hairs.     But  fate  and  heav'u  require. 

Soon  through  the  city  fpread  the  news,  and  foon 
Wounded  Callirhoe'b  ear.     Her  fpindie  drops 
Neglected  from  her  hand.     Prone  en  the  floor, 
She  falls,  fhe  faints;  her  breath,  her  colour  fled  : 
Pa  e,  cold  and  pale.      Vill,  by  afuTting  care, 
The  fragrant  fpirit  hovers  o'er  her  lips, 
A.'d  lire  returning  dreams  i    rofy  gales  ; 
Rekindled  only  to  deipair.     She  knew 
The  virgins  env_,'d,  and  the  inj'ir'd  youth 
Stung  with    her  fcorn,  wou'd   wanton    in   her 

wounds, 

Nor  one.  one  offer  up  the  willing  bread 
A  vidim  for  her  life.     And  now  the  crowd, 
Impatient  of  their  miferiea,  befiege 
The  marble  portal  j  burft  the  bol;ed  gates ; 
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Demand  Callirhoe  ;  furious  to  obey 
The  oracle,  and  pacify  the  god. 

Wnat  pangs,  unhappy  maid,  thy  bofom  tear, 
Sleeplefs,  and  fad  ?  relenting  now  too  late, 
Thy  ilubborn  cruelty.  Corefus'  charms 
B'aze  on  thy  mind  ;  his  unexampled  love, 
His  every  virtue  rifing  to  thy  thought. 
Juft  in  his  fury,  fee  the  pointed  fteel 
Waves,  circling  o'er  thy  throbbing  bread  :  He 

ftrikes ; 

He  riots  in  thy  blood  with  dire  delight ; 
Infatia  e  !    He  glurs  hi*  heart  of  rage 
With  thy  warm  gufhing  life;  and  death  enjoys. 
Redoubling  wound  on  wound,  and  blow  on  blow. 

Thus  pafs'd  her  hours.     And  now  the  dewy 

morn 

The  mountains  tip'd  with  gold,  and  threaten'dday. 
Withour  the  city  gates,  a  fountain  wells 
Its  living  waters,  clear  as  mining  glafs  : 
Haunt  of  the  ny::  phs  !   A.  cyprefs'  aged  arms 
Threw  round  a  venerable  gloom  and  feem'd 
Itfelf  a  grove.   An  altar  on  the  brink 
Convenient  rofc  :  for  holy  cuftom  wills 
Each  victim  to  be  fprinkled  with  its  ftreams, 
New  from  pollution,  worthier  of  the  god. 
Fierce  for  the-  facrifice  Corefus  here 
Waited  :   and,  ftimulated  with  revenge, 
He  curs'd  and  chid  the  lazy-circling  hours 
Too  flow,  as  if  injurious  to  his  hate.  [claim. 

But  foon  the  gath'ring  crowd  and  fhouts  pro- 
Callirhoe  near    Her  weeping  damfels  lead 
The  deftin'd  offering,  lovely  in  diftrefs, 
And  fparkling  through  her  tears.  A  myrtle  crown 
With  roles  glowing,  and  fele&ed  green, 
Th'  amhrofial  plenty  of  her  golden  hair 
Entwine  :  in  looks,  a  Venus ;  and  a  Grace 
In  motion.  Scarce  the  flow'rs  of  fixteen  fprings 
The  fields  had  painted,  fince  ./Eneus  firft 
Fondled  his  babe,  and  blefl  her  on  his  knee. 
Ev'n  mountain  clowns,  who  never  pity  knew, 
Relented,  and  the  hardeft  heart  wepc  blood, 
Subdu'd  by  beauty,  though  the  fatal  fource 
Of  all  their  mifery.   What  tumolts  then 
Roll  in  thy  breaft,  Corefus !  while  thy  hands 
The  purifying  waters  on  her  head 
Pour'd  trembling ;  and  the  facred  knife  unfheath'd ! 

Wiping  the  filver-ftreaming  tears  away, 
She  with  a  look  nor  cheerful,  nor  difmay'd, 
But  languifhingly  fweet,  her  ruby  lips 
Soft  op'ning,  thus  began  :  "  Father  and  friends, 
Wound  me  not  doubly  wirh  your  tender  grief: 
I  was  not  born  alone  for  you.  My  life 
I  gladly  offer  for  my  country's  weal  : 
'Tis  glory  thus  to  die      Receive  my  blood, 
Dear  native  foil !  O  may  it  health  reftore 
And  peace  ;  and  Bacchus'  wrath  be  now  appeas*d| 
And  thou,  Corefus,  whom  I  moft  have  wrong'd, 
Look  not  fo  fiercely  on  me,  while  the  fteel 
My  once-lov'd  bofom  lances ;  drop  a  tear ; 
One  figh  in  mercy  heave,  and  drop  one  tear, 
And  I  will  thank  thee  for  thy  blow.  For  oh, 
1  never  hated  thee !  bu:  female  pride, 
Our  lex's  curfe     forbade  me  to  comply  j 
Too  eafy  won  ! — Then  pity  me,  Corefus  j 
O  pity,  and,  if  poflible.  forgive  1" 
B  b  iiij 
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He  anfwcr'd  not:    but,   ardent,  fnatch'd  the 

knife  ; 

And  rurning  o'er  her  beauties,  ftrangely  wild, 
With  eyes  which  witnefs'd  huge  difrriay  and  love, 
*'  Thus,  thus  I  iatisfy  the  gods  !"  he  cry'd, 
And  bury'd  in  his  heart,  in  his  own  hesrr, 
The  guilty  blade.      Then,  reeling  to  her  arms, 
He  funk   and  groaning,  "  O  Callirhoe  !" — dy'd. 

Hcav  n  rings  with  ihouts,  "  Was  ever  love  like 

"  this.'" 

Callirhoe  fnriek'd    and  from  the  gaping  wound, 
Quick  as  the  lightning's  wing,  the  reeking  knife 
Wrench'd  :  In  an  agony  of  grief  and  love, 
Her  bofom  piercing,  on  his  bofom  fell, 
And  figh'd  upon  his  lips  her  life  away. 
Their  blood  uniting  5n  a  friendly  ftream, 
With  bubbling  purple  ftain'd  the  filver  flood, 
Which  to  the  fountain  gave  Callirhoe's  name. 

THE  DESPAIRING  LOVER. 

WHEN  gloomy  November,  to  nature  unkind, 
Both  faddens  the  fkies,  and  opprefTes  the  mind, 
By  beauty  undone,  a  difconfolate  fwain 
Thus  figh'd  his  dcfpair  to  the  winds  and  the  rain. 

"  In  vain  the  wind  blows,  and  in  vain  the  rains 
beat,  [heat 

They  fan  but  my  flame,  without  quenching  the 
For  fo  fierce  is  the  paflion  which  Stella  infpires, 
Not  the  ocean  itfelf  could  extinguifh  its  fires. 

Why  gaz'd  ye,  my  eyes,  with  fuch  aching  delight, 
Till  pnradife  open'd  and  fwam  in  my  fight  : 
Yes-,  paradife  open'd,  and,  oh  1  to  my  coft, 
The  ierpent  I  found,  but  the  paradife  loft, 

Heav'n  knows  with  what  fondnef*  her  heart  I 

addreft, 

What  pafiionate  tendernefs  bled  in  my  bread  : 
Yet  fo  far  was  my  truth  from  engaging  belief, 
That  flie  frown'd  at  my  vows,  though  Ihe  fmil'd 

at  my  grief. 

Sure  never  was  love  fo  ill-fated  as  mine ;  [fign? — 
If  a  friend  fhall  demand  her,  what,  muft  I  re- 
Yes,  yes,  O  refign  her,  be  bravely  diftreft; 
And  though  I  die  unhappy,  yet — may  he  be  bleft  ! 

And  how  bleft  muft  he  be  ? — O  to  live  on  her 
charms! —  [arms  !— - 

At  her  wit  while   he  wonders  to  fink  in   her 
But  yet,  O  my  foul,  to  his  friendfhip  be  juft  : 
Let  him  live  on  her  charms ; — I'll  go  down  to  the 
duft. 

To  the  chambers  of  darknefs  I  gladly  will  go, 
For  the  light  without  her  is  the  colour  of  woe  : 
Gome,  death,  then  relieve  me,  my  life  I  refign, 
Since  the  arrows  of  love  arc  lefs  friendly  than  thine. 

Ye  virgins  of  Ifis,  the  fair  and  the  young, 
Whofc  praifes  fo  often  have  fweet'ned  my  tongue, 
In  pity,  when  of  my  fad  fate  you  (hall  hear, 
Oh,  honour  my  grave  with  a  role  and  a  tear! 

Perhaps  the  dear  beautiful  caufe  of  my  doom 
May  iteal,  by  the  ftar- light,  and  vifit  my  tomb  : 
My  ghoft,  if  one  figh  {hail  but  heave  in  her  breait, 
Though  reftlefs  without  it,  contented  will  reft, 


TO  THE  AUTHOR  OF  LEONIDA3: 
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WARM'D  with  thy  verfe,  which  liberty  infpires, 
Which  nature  forms,  and  facrcd  reafon  fires, 
I  pour  a  tributary  lay.     Receive 
The  honeft  praifc  a  friend  may  dare'to  give. 

Moft  of  our  poets  choofe  their,  early  theme    • 
A  flow'ry  meadow,  or  a  purling  ftream. 
Thy  genius  took  a  flight  above  the  groves, 
The  pipe  negledted,  and  the  rural  loves  ; 
To  godlike  Newton's  praifes  fwelFd  thy  lyre, 
Play'd  with  the  light,  and  graip'd  etherial  fire. 
So  the  young  lyric-lark,  on  trembling  wings, 
O'er  meadows  warbles,  and  to  fhepherds  lings; 
The  youthful  eagle,  born  to  nobler  fway, 
Enjoys  the  fun,  and  boldly  faces  day. 

Next  brave  Leonidas,  with  virtue  warm'd, 
The  child  of  heav'n  and  thee!  our  wonder  charm'd 
Our  wonder  and  our  fiience  bed  can  tell 
How  much  he  lov' J  his  Greece,  how  great  he  fell 
His  arm  how  dreadful,  how  compos'd  his  mien  I 
Fierce  as  a  god,  and  as  a  god  ferene. 
Horrid  with  gold,  arid  formidably  bright, 
He  lighten?  and  he  thunders  through  the  fight ; 
With  bleeding  hills  he  heaps  the  groaning  plain, 
And  crimfon  torrents  mingle  with  the  main. 
At  laft,  collecting  all  his  patriot-fires, 
In  the  full  blaze  of  liberty  expires. 

If  bleft  immortals  bend  their  thoughts  below, 
(And  verfe    like    thine    may   lift'ning   angels 

draw), 

What  new-felt  raptures  through  the  hero  roll, 
To  find  his  deeds  immortal  as  his  foul ! 
To  ftiine  above  each  patriot's  honour'd  name, 
Thron'd  in  thy  verfe,  the  temple  of  his  fame ! 
Rich  as  the  pillars  which  fupport  the  ikits, 
And  bright  with  wit  as  heav'n  with  ftarry  dyes : 
As  virtue,  firm  ;  as  liberty,  fublime  ; 
A  monument  to  mock  the  rage  of  time. 

Did  Homer,  fay,  thy  glowing  bread  infpirc 
To  ling  the  Spartan  with  Athenian  £re  £ 
Or  Homer's  felf  revives  again  in  thce  : 
For  Grecian  chiefs  and  Grecian  wit  I  fee. 
His  mighty  fpirit  all  thy  genius  guides, 
And  o'er  thy  bofom  roll  his  golden  tides, 

Bleft  is  thy  fancy,  which  durft  firft  defpife 
Gods  in  machines,  and  bullies  from  the  ikies. 
Nor  Ariofto's  fables  fill  thy  page. 
Nor  Taffo's  points,  but  Virgil's  fober  rage. 
Pure-temper'd  fires  an  equal  light  maimain, 
To  warm  the  reafon,  not  to  fcorch  the  brain. 
How  foft,  how  ftrong,  thy  varied  numbers  move, 
Or  fwelFd  to  glory,  or  difTolv'd  to  love. 
Correct  with  eafe,  where  all  the  Graces  meet, 
Nervoufly  plain,  majeftically  fweet. 
The  mufes  well  thy  facrifice  repay, 
Attendant  warbling  in  each  heavenly  lay! 

When  Ariana  grafps  th'  abhorred  dart, 
Each  lover  bleeds,  and  feels  it  in  his  heart. 
Ah  faithful  pair  !  by  mifery  improv'd  : 
Who  would  not  die  to  love  as  you  have  lov'd  J 
Like  Teribazus  gladly  1  could  die, 
TO  draw  ojie  tear  from  d*ar  lanthe's  eye. 
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One  figh  of  hers  would  recompence  my  breath, 
Would  fweeten  pain,  and  fanctify  my  death. 
O  mi^ht  I,  while  her  eyes  inflicl  the  wound, 
Or  htr  foi't  li.te  iliff.lves  a  plaintive  found, 
ft/light  I,  while  (he  inhales  my  lateft  breath, 
Sink  from  her  arms  into  the  arms  of  death  ! 
Then  rile  (fo  pure  a  wifli  may  be  forgiven), 
O  fweet  tra:;fition,  from  her  bread  to  heav'n  ! 

.'•  orgivc  this  fond  excurfion  of  my  woe  ; 
Forgive  thefe  tears,  that  will,  rebellious,  flow  ; 
Forgive  thefe  fighs,  that  will,  unbidden,  rife, 
Ti'l  death  for  ever  dole  her  from  my  eyes. 
But  thou,  bleft  youth,  may  thou  for  ever  know 
The  chafte  endearment,  and  paternal  glow  : 
The  ftill,  the  facred,  the  melodious  hour, 
The  morning  clofet,  and  the  ev'ning  bow'r. 
There,  when  thy  mufe  fhail  let  her  eagle  fly, 
And  nobly  lift  a  mortal  to  the  iky, 
When  all  th'  infjviring  god  dilates  thy  foul, 
And  quick  idea?  kindle  as  they  roll, 
Let  Britifh  valour  thy  brave  care  engage, 
With  Britifh  valour  fire  the  glorious  page. 
Bid  Henry's  honours  in  thy  poem  glow, 
On  Edward'*-  immortality  beftow. 
La  Agincourt,lct  Creffy's  well- fought  plain 
Run  purple  in  thy  lines  and  bleed  again  ; 
Bi  itanma  then,  no  more  her  fons  fhali  mourn, 
Ex'ind,  forgotten  in  the  filent  urn  : 
Borne  on  the  wings  ot  verfe  their  numes  fhail  rife, 
Dt-ar  to  the  earth,  ar.-d  gratef;.!  t<>  the  fkies. 
Hail,  poetry  '  whole  life  infufiiig  lays 
Bid  •ime  roll  back,  and  fl-eping' atoms  raife  ; 
I) uft  into  being  wake,  expand  the  tomb, 
IX:  ad  glory  quicken,  and  reftore  loft  bloom  : 
A?  God,  from  mortals  heighten  to  divine, 
Aii'.-  '  ive  us  through  eternity  to  fhine  ! 

Glover  !   thy  mind,  in  various  virtue  wife, 
Each  fcience  claims,  and  makes  each  art  thy  prize. 
Wi;l>  Newton  foars,  familiar  to  the  fky, 
Li.'-ks  na:ure  through,  fo  keen  thy  mental  eye, 
Or  down  defcending  on  the  globe  below, 
Through  humbler  realms  of  knowledge  loves  to 

^fiow. 

Promifcuous  beauties  dignify  thy  breaft, 
By  nature  happy,  as  by  fludy  bleft, 
Thou,  wit's  Columbus  !  from  the  epic  throne 
Kew  worlds  defcry'd,  and  made  them  all  our  own  : 
Thou  firft  through  real  nature  dar'd  explore, 
And  waft  her  facred  treafures  to  our  fh><re. 

The  merchant  thus,  by  heav'nly  wifdom  led 
(Each  kingdom  noted,  and  each  law  furvey'd), 
On  Britain  pours  whate'er  can  ferve  mankind, 
Adorn  the  body,  or  delight  the  mind. 
Spices  which  blow'd  in  Araby  the  bleft, 
And  breath'd  a  paradiff  around  the  eaft. 
Unclouded  fapphires  fhow  their  azure  fky, 
Em 'raids  with  fmiling  green  refrefh  the  eye  : 
Here  bleeds  the  ruby,  diamonds  fpirkle  there, 
To  tremble  on  the  bofoms  of  our  fair 
Yet  fhould  the  fun  with  tenfold  luftre  fhine, 
Exalt  with  deeper  dyes  the  flaming  mine, 
Should  iofter  breezes  and  more  genial  ikies 
Bid  fweeter  fpice,  in  blooming;  order,  rife, 
JNor  gems,  nor  fpice,  could  nature  know  to  name, 
Bright  as  thy  wit,  or  fragrant  as  thy  fame. 


THE  NATIVITY. 

A    COLLEGE-EXERCISE-      1736. 

'TWAS  morn  !  the  fields  were  fprinkled  o'er  with 

light, 

The  fold*  unpent  fent  out  their  flocks  to  feed  : 
A  fhepherd  boy  (young  Thomalin  he  *  night), 
Wirh  flying  fingers  deftly  tun'd  his  reed  ; 
Where  ancient  Ifis  laves  the  mufes'  mead 
(Forever  fmile  the  mead  and  flow  the  ftream)  ! 
He  fung  the  birth  0f  David's  holy  feed  : 
Though  low  his  voice,  full  lofty  was  his  theme ; 
f  Wightly  his  fenfes  all  were  rapt  into  a  dream. 

\  Efrfoons  he  fpy'd  a  grove,  the  feafon's  pride, 
All  in  the  centre  of  a  plcafant  glade, 
Where  nature  flourifh'd  like  a  virgin-bride; 
Mantled  with  green,  with  hyacinths  inlay'd, 
And  cryftal  rills  o'er  beds  of  lilies  ftray'd; 
The  blue-ey'd  violet  and  king-cup  gay, 
And  new  blown  rofes,  fmiling  fweetly  red, 
Ourglow'd  the  blufhing  infancy  of  day, 
While  amorous  weft  winds   kift   their  fragrant 
fouls  away. 

A  rich  pavilion  rcar'd  within  its  height, 
The  capitals  and  freezes  gold  entire, 
Gliil'ning  with  carbuncles;  a  various  light 
vVav'd  tremulous,  and  fet  the  eye  on  fire. 
A  filkeu  curtain,  drawn  on  filver  wire, 
And  ting'd  with  colours  of  the  fummer  fky, 
Flow'd  round,  and  bade  the  ruder  gales  retire. 
Four  forms  attendant  at  the  portals  lie, 
The  fame  Ezekiel  faw  with  keen  prophetic  eye. 

Unlike,  O  much  unlike  the  ftrawy  fhed, 
Where  Mary,  queen  of  Heaven,  in  humblefs  §  lay, 
Where  j|  erft  the  infant  God  repos'd  his  head, 
And  deign'd  to  dwell  in  tenement  of  clay  ; 
The  clouded  tabernacle  of  the  day  1 
The  fhepherd's  dream  was  myftical,  f  I  ween, 
Ifaiah  on  his  bofom  pour'd  a  ray, 
And  painted  to  his  eyes  the  gentle  fcene, 
Where  lions  dandled  iambs;  O  peace,  thy  golden 
reign ! 

High  fmiling  in  delight  a  lady  fate. 
Young  as  the  dawning  morn,  on  iv'ry  throne  ^ 
Upon  her  looks  the  virgin-virtues  wait, 
The  virgin-virtues  wait  on  her  alone  ! 
Her  fapphire  eyes  with  gentle  fpirit  fhone : 
Fair  bountyhead  was  open'd  in  her  face, 
Of  honour  and  of  love  the  **  paragon  ! 
A  fweet  regard  and  moft  aufpicious  grace 
Befpoke  her  lineage  high :  She  was  of  David** 
race. 

Upon  her  lap  a  lovely  infant  lay, 
And  ken'd  the  mother  by  her  fmiling  grace. 
His  looks  were  radiant  as  the  bloom  of  day, 
And  angel  fweetnefs  purpled  in  his  face. 

*  Named  or  callid.  f  Quickly. 

\  Immediately.  §  Humility. 

j|   lormerly'fometimefince. 
\  t  think,  **  Tie  pattern  or  mods!. 
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Oh  !  how  the  mother  did  the  babe  embrace 
With  tender  blandiftimcnt  and  fondling  care  ! 
She  gaz'd   and  gazM,  *  n*  could  enough  carefs 
His  cheeks,  as  roles  red,  as  lilies  fair,  [heir  ! 

The  holy  day-fpring  hight,  heav'ns  everlafting 

Near  him  a  goodly  pers'nage  mildly  flione, 
With  looks  of  love,  and  fhedding  peace  and  joy  : 
Her  looks   were   love,  foft-ftreaming  from   the 

throne 

Of  grace,  and  fweetly  melted  on  the  boy  :    [cloy. 
Her  tongue  dmpp'd  honey,"  which   wou'd  never 
Mc-rcy  f  yclep'd.     All  nature  on  her  hung, 
To  drink  her  manna  and  her  fmiles  enjoy  ; 
Young  laughing  angels  "  mercy   mercy,  '  fung; 
Heav'n  echo'd  "  mtrcy"  back,  the  fpheres  with 
"  mercy"  rung. 

Thus  if  the  clouds,  enroll'd  with  deadly  food, 
Forgot  to  thunder  in  the  ethereal  tow'rs, 
But  filently  diffolve  in  kindly  mood, 
In  fodering  dews,  and  balm,  and  honey  fhow'rs  ; 
Laugh  all  the  fields  for  joy,  and  all  the  bow'rs. 
The  ftirubs  and  herbs  frefli  odours  round  them 

fling. 

Pop  up  their  fmiling  heads  the  little  flow'rs, 
Warble  the  birds,  exulting  on  the  wing, 
And  all  the  wild-wood  notes  the  genial  bleffings 

High  o'er  his  head  was  held  a  darry  crown, 
Emblem  of  royalty  and  princely  might  : 
His  priedhood  was  by  golden  mitre  fhown  ; 
An  eagle  young,  with  ey'n  moft  piercing  bright, 
To  prove  the  prophet  drink  the  diftant  light. 
But  dranged  was  to  fee  a  bloody  hand 
Uprear  a  crofs  the  crofs  with  blood  jt  bedight : 
Ten  thoufand  angels,  flutt'ring  in  a  band, 
Admir'd  the  my  die  fign  but  could  riot  underftand. 

Now  dulcet  fymphonies,  and  voices  meet, 
Mellifluous  dole  upon  the  fhepherd's  ear. 
Which  fwell'd  fo  high,  and  di'd  away  fo  fweet, 
As  might  have  charm'd  a  feraph  from  his  fphere. 
Happy  the  fvvain  that  §  mote  fuch  muiic  hear  ! 
Eftfoons  a  joyous  fellowlhip  was  feen 
Of  ladies  U  gtnt,  and  beauties  without  ^  peer, 
As  they  a  train  of  goddc-fles  had  been, 
la  manner  of  a  maik,  radiant  along  the  green. 

Faith  led  the  van,  her  mantle  dipt  in  blue, 
Steady  her  ktn.  and  gaining  on  the  ikies  ; 
Obedient  miracles  around  her  flew  : 
She  pray'd,  ami  heav'n  burft  open  «.n  her  eyes, 
And  golden  valves  roll'd  back  in  wondrous  wile  : 
.And  now  fome  hill,  with  ail  its  fhaggy  load 
Of  trees  and  flocks,  unto  the  ocean  *  *  hies  : 
Now  wings  of  cherubs,  flaming  all  abroad 
Careering  on  the  winds  in  fight  upbear  their  God. 

Next  hope,  the  gayed  daughter  of  the  Iky  1  .. 
Her  ne&ar-dewed  locks  with  roles  bound  j 
An  Eden  flouriftx'd  where  (he  call  her  eye, 
And  flocks  of  fports  and  j  -ys  their  temples  crown'd, 

£» 

*  JVbr.  •{•  Called  or  named. 

\  Stained  or  adorned.  §  Might  or  mujl. 

|j  Gtntle  or  bandfoms.  ^  Without  equal. 


Plum'd  their  bright  wings,  and  thumpM  the  hoL, 

low  ground. 

Grief  gladden'd,  and  forgot  to  drop  a  tear 
At  her  approach  ;  ne  forrow     more  be  found, 
Ne  rueful  locking  f  drad,  ne  pale  ey'd  care  ; 
And  'neath  her  chariot  wheels  fhe  crufli'd  hell- 

black  defpair. 

Then  charity  full  z  'n'd    as  her  befeems, 
H  -r  breads  were  fofter  ivory,  her  hair 
Piay'd  with  the  funny  rays  in  amber  dreams, 
And  floated  wanton  on  the  buxom  air  ; 
As  mercy  kind,  as  hope  divinely  fair. 
Her  foul  wax  flame,  and  vith  prolific  rays 
The  nations  warrn'd,  all  bright  withouten  glare. 
Both  men  and  angels,  as  {he  paffcs.  gaze, 
But  chief  the  poor,  the  lame,  the  blind,  the  naked, 
praife. 

The  train  of  virtues  next,  a  dainty  train  ! 
Advance  their  fteps,  fweet  daughters  of  delight, 
Awfully  fwett    majettically  plain 
Ccleftial  love,  as  ey'n  of  feraphs  bright, 
And  fporlefs  as  their  robes  <  f  ncw-:pun  light. 
Truth,  fimple  as  the  lovefick  village  maid  ; 
Health-blooming  temperance,  a  comely  J  wight  : 
i   Humility,  in  homely  weeds  array'd, 
And  by  her,  in  a  line,  an  affes  colt  fhe  led. 

But  hark,  the  jolly  pipe,  and  rural  lay  ! 
And  fee,  the  (hepherd  clad  in  mantle  blue, 
And  fhepherdels  in  ruflet  kirtle  gay, 
Come  dai.cing  on  the  fhepherd  lord  to  view, 
And  pay,  in  decent  wife,  obeyfance  due. 
Sweet  1m  lling  flow'rs  the  gentle  votaries  bring, 
Primrofe  ,  violets,  wet  w;th  morning  dew, 
The  fweeted  incenfe  of  the  early  fpring  ; 
A  humble,  yet  I  weet,  a  grateful  offering. 

j-)cund  to  lead  the  way,  wi-h  fpa-kling  rays, 
Danc'd  a  dar-errant  up  the  orient  fky  ; 
The  new-born  fplendour  dreaming  o'er  the  place, 
Where  Jefus  lay  in  bright  humility, 
Seem'd  a  fix'd  dar  unto  the  wor.d'ring  eye  : 
Three  fters  §  unwid  the  captain  glory  led, 
Of  awful  ||  femblance,  but  of  *}  fable  dye. 
Full  royally  along  the  lawn  they  tread, 
And  each  with  circling  gold  **  embraved  had  his 
head. 

Low,  very  low  on  bended  knee  they  greet 
The  virgin  mother,  and  the  Son  adore, 
The  Son  of  Love  :  and  kifs  his  bleffed  feet; 
Then  ope  the  vafes  and  prefent  their  dore, 
Gold,  frankincenfe,  and  myrrh  ;  what  could  they 

more  ! 

For  gold  and  myrrh  a  dying  king  f  f  divine  ; 
The  frankincenfe,  from  Arab's  fpicy  fh  re, 
Confefs'd  the  God  ;  for  God  did  in  him  fliine  : 
Myrrh,  frankincenle,  and  gold,  God-man,  were 

meetly  thine. 


*  Might. 

\  Per/on.  §  Unknown,  Hnlooltdfor. 

||  Appearance. 

\  Lotnmonty  painted  black  ;   but  a  vulgar  error. 

**  Advrned  tar  made  brave.  ft 
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And  laft,  triumphant  on  a  purple  cloud, 
"Fleecy  with  gold    a  band  of  angels  ride  : 
They  boldly  fwerp  their  lyres,  and,  hymning  loud, 
The  richefr.  notes  of  harmony  divide  ; 
Scarce  Thomalin  'he  rapture  could  abide  : 
And  ever  and  anon  the  babe  they  eye, 
And  through  the  n\  fhlv  veil  the  God  defcry'd, 
Shrill  hailt- iujahs  tremble  up  the  iky  : 
"  Good-will  and  pt-ace  to  man,"  the  choirs  in 
heav'n  reply. 

They  ended  :  and  all  natare  foon  was  chang'd  ! 
O'er  diamond  pebble*  ran  the  liquid  gold  : 
And  fide  by  fide  the  lamb  and  lion  rang'd 
The  flow'ry  lawn.      The  ferpent  gently  roll'd 
His  glittering  fpires.and  playful  tongue  outloll'd 
To  lick  the  infant  hand.     Together  fed 
The  wolf  and  kid,  together  fought  a  fold. 
The  rofes  blufh'd  wirh  more  celeftial  red; 
Hell  groan'd  through  all  her  dens ;    and  grim 
death  dropp'd  down  head. 

*  Whilome  thefe  fcenes  the  tuneful  Twick'nham 

fwain, 

With  Efay'«  heav'nly  pencil  taught  to  glow  : 
Then  ceafe,  O  ceafe,  the  antiquared  ftrain  ; 
Nor  f  marr  his  fong  :   but  reverently  go, 
And  in  the  temple  of  his  mule'  bow. — 
Pelight  and  wonder  broke  the  fhepherd's  dream; 
Faded  the  fcenes  :   and,  in  a  goodly  row, 
Rufh'd  on  his  eyes  the  mufes  wtll-lov'd  theme, 
Fair  Rhedicyna's  tow'rs,  and  Ifis'  iacred  ftream  ! 


THE  BOWER. 

BLOW  blow,  thou  fummcr  breeze, 
O  gently  fan  the  trees, 

That  form  yon  fragrant  bow'r  ; 
Where  Sylvia,  lovcliell  maid  ! 
On  nature'e  carpet  laid, 

Enjoys  the  ev'ning  hour. 

Hence,  hence,  ye  objects  foul, 
The  beetle  bat,  and  owl, 

The  hag-worm,  neute,  and  toad  ; 
But  fairy  elves,  unfeen, 
May  gambol  o'er' the  green, 

And  circle  her  abode. 

Breathe,  breathe  thy  incenfe,  May ; 
Ye  flow'rs,'  your  homage  pay, 

To  one  more  fair  and  fweet ; 
Ye  op'ning  rofe-buds,  (hade, 
With  fragrant  twine,  her  head, 

Ye  lilies,  kifs  her  feet. 

Shed,  fhed  thy  fweeteft  beams, 
In  particolour'd  ftreams, 

Thou  fount  of  heat  and  light ! 
No,  no,  withdraw  thy  ray, 
Her  eyes  effufe  a  day, 

As  mild,  as  warm,  as  bright. 

Flow,  flow,  thou  cryftal  rill, 
With  tinkling  gurgles  fill 


ago* 


The  mazes  of  the  grove  t 
And  if  thy  murmuring  ftream 
Invite  my  love  to  dream, 

O  may  fhe  dream  of  love  ! 

Sing,  fing  ye  feather'd  quires, 
And  melt  -to  foft  defires 

Her  too  obdurate  bread  : 
Then,  in  that  tender  hour, 
I'll  fteal  into  her  bow'r, 

And  teach  her — to  be  bleft. 

THE  LOVER. 

SJNCE  Stella's  charms,  divinely  fair, 
Firft  pour'd  their  luftre  on  my  heart, 
Ten  thoufand  pangs  my  bofom  tear, 
And  ev'ry  fibre  feels  the  fmart. 
If  fuch  the  mournful  moments  prove, 

0  who  would  give  his  heart  to  love  1 

1  meet  my  bofom  friends  with  pain, 
Though  friendfhip  us'd  to  warm  my  foul  J 
Wine's  generous  fpirit  flames  in  vain, 

I  find  no  cordial  in  the  bowl. 

If  fuch  the  mournful  moments  prove, 

O  who  would  give  his  heart  to  love ! 

Though  nature's  v.-lume  open  lies, 
Which  once  with  winder  I  have  read, 
No  glories  tremble  from  the  ikies, 
No  beauties  o'er  the  earth  are  fpread. 
If  fuch  the  mournful  moments  prove, 
O  who  would  give  his  heart  to  love  ! 

Ev'n  poetry's  ambrofial  dews 
With  joy  no  longer  feed  my  mind, 
To  beauty,  mufic,  and  the  mufe, 
My  foul  is  dumb,  and  deaf,  and  blind. 
Though  fuch  the  mournful  moments  prove. 
Alas  !   I  give  my  heart  to  love. 

But  fhould  the  yielding  virgin  fmilc, 
Dreft  in  ihe  fpotlefs  marriage  robe, 
I'd  look  upon  this  world  as  vile, 
The  mafter  of  a  richer  globe. 
If  fuch  the  rapt'rous  moments  prove, 
O  let  me  give  my  heart  to  love  1 

The  bufinefsof  my  future  days, 
My  every  thought  my  every  prayV, 
Shall  be  employ'd  to  fing  her  praife, 
Or  fent  to  bounteous  heav'n  for  her. 
If  fuch  the  rapt'reus  moments  prove, 
O  let  me  give  my  heart  ro  love '. 

Poets  (hall  wonder  at  my  love, 
Painters  (hall  crowd  her  face  to  fee, 
And  when  they  would  the  paffions  move, 
Shall  copy  her,  and  think  of  me. 
If  fuch  the  rapt'rous  moments  prove, 
O  let  me  give  my  heart  to  love. 

Old  age  (hall  burn  as  bright  as  youth, 
No  refpite  to  our  blifs  be  given  : 
Then  mingled  in  one  flame  of  truth,1 
We'll  fpurn  at  earth,  and  foar  to  heav'n,, 
Since  fuch  the  rapt'rous  moments 
We  both  will  give  our  hearts  to  lovCt 
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THE  LOVER'S  NIGHT. 


LULL'S  in  the  arms  of  him  fhe  lov'd 
lanthc  figh'd  the  kindefl  things  : 
Her  fond  furrendcr  he  appro  v'd 
Withfmiles;  and  thus,  enamour'd,  fings. 

"  How  fweet  are  lover's  vows  by  night, 
£.ap'd  in  a  honeyfackle  grove  ! 
"When  Venus  fheds  her  gentle  light, 
And  fooths  the  yielding  foul  to  love. 

Soft  as  the  filent-footed  dews 
That  fteal  upon  the  ftarlight-hours ; 
Warm  as  a  love-fick  poet's  mufe ; 
And  fragrant  as  the  breath  of  flow'rs. 

To  hear  our  vows  the  moon  grows  pale, 
And  pants  Endymion's  warmth  to  prove  : 
While,  emulous,  the  nightingale. 
Thick-warbling  trills  her  lay  of  love. 

The  filver-founding  fhining  fpheres, 
That  animate  the  glowing  fkies, 
Nor  charm  fo  much,  as  thou,  my  ears, 
Nor  blefs  fo  much,  as  thou,  my  eyes. 

Thus  let  me  clafp  thee  to  my  heart, 
Thus  fink  in  foftncfs  on  thy  breaft  ! 
>Io  cares,  fhall  haunt  u? ;  danger,  part, 
For  ever  loving,  ever  blefl, 

Cenforious  envy  dares  not  blame 
The  paffion  which  thy  truth  infpires : 
Ye  flars,  bear  witnefs  that  my  flame 
Is  chafle  as  your  eternal  fires." 

JLove  faw  them  (hid  among  the  boughs) 
And  heard  him  fmg  their  mutual  blifs  1 
"Enjoy,  cry!d  he,  lanthe's  vows; 
Bat,  oh! — I  envy  thee  her  kifs." 

TO  A  FRIEND  ON  HIS  MARRIAGE. 

AN   ODE. 

AUSPICIOUS  fprung  the  morning  into  light, 
By  love  felec-ted  from  the  golden  tide 
Of  time,  illuftrious  with  peculiar  white, 
And  mended  from  the  blufhes  of  the  bride. 

The  mufc  obferv'd  the  fond-approaching  hour, 
And  thus  her  Philo's  gentle  ear  addreft. 
"  Behold,  defcending  from  yon  maiden  tow'r 
The  beauteous  objeifl  of  thy  eyes  and  bread. 

Fair  ifFuing,  down  the  hill  I  fee  her  move, 
Like  the  fweet  morn,  in  dews  and  blufhes  gay  ; 
You,  like  the  bridegroom  fun, her  charms  approve; 
And  warm  her  dawning  glories  into  day. 

J  own  the  radiant  magic  of  her  eyes, 
But  more  the  graces  of  her  foul  admire ; 
Thofe  may  lay  traps  for  lovers,  fops,  and  flies, 
But  thefe  the  huiband  and  the  mule  infpire. 

A  hufhand  is  a  venerable  name ! 
O  happy  flate,  when  heart  is  link'd  to  heart ! 
Nor  left  the  honour  of  the  wedded  dame  : 
§\yeec  interchange  1  which  only  death  can  pare. 


THE    WORKS    OF   THOMPSON. 

O  bleft  with  gentle  manners,  graceful  eafe ; 
Gay,  yet  not  trifling  ;   fenous,  yet  not  grave; 
Skillful,  to  charm  the  wits;  the  wife,  to  pleafe; 
Though  beauteous,  humble ;  and  though  tender, 
brave. 


Riches  and  honours  wait  on  either  name  : 
But  they  in  life  «re  but  the  laft  defert  ; 
Your  richer  happinefs  and  fairer  tame, 
Shall  be  the  good  behaviour  of  the  heart. 

When  fuch  the  wonders  both  of  form  and  mind, 
What  rapture  fancy'd,  reafon  will  approve  ; 
By  time  your  inclinations  be  reiin'd; 
And  youth,  be  fpent  in  paffion  ;   age  in  love  ?" 

Thus  far  the  mufe.    When  Hymen  from  the  fky, 
The  loveas  in  the  band  of  concord  ty'd  ; 
The  Virtues  and  the  Graces  too  were  by, 
And  Venus  left  her  ceftus  with  the  bride. 

TO  DR.  LINDEN, 

ON   HIS  TREATISE  ON  CHALYBEATE  WATERS. 

WITH  healing  wings,  intent  on  doing  good, 
An  angel  vifited  Betheida's  flood  ; 
Qmck  as  the  morning  ray,  or  ev'jiing  beam, 
Himfelf  diffufing  through  the  vital  ftream  : 
The  fick  who  drink,  the  impotent  who  lave, 
Dive  from  difeafes,  and  deceive  the  grave. 

Though  miracks  are  ceas'd,  yet  all  confefs, 
Your  work,  and  you,  are  —  only  fomething  left. 
So  much  is  to  your  worth  and  learning  due, 
Bath  is  Bethefda;  the  good  angel,  ycu. 

PARADISE  REGAINED: 

TO  A   FRIEND. 

LORD  of  himfelf,  and  fole  of  humankind, 

[n  rectitude  of  reafon  Adam  (hone  : 
Till  the  ftill-voice  infus'd  into  his  mind, 

'  It  is  not  good  for  man  to  be  alone." 

3y  God's  own  hand  his  Virgin-Eve  was  led. 
Now  Paradife  with  frefher  beauties  glows  : 
The  confcious  roles  form  a  blufliing  bed  : 
Confenting  nature  fooths  them  to  repofe. 

A  fingle  is  an  inconfiftent  life  :' 
Completely  bleft,  O  friend  !  to  thee  is  given, 
A.  fweet,  a  fair,  a  wife,  a  modeft  wife, 
The  bloom  of  innocence,  and  blufh  of  heav'n  I 

Way  Eden-life  in  bright  fucceffion  flow, 
iVhen  all  was  happinefs,  for  love  was  all  : 
ler  beauties  will  a  Paradiie  beftow, 
And  both  your  virtues  guard  you  from  a  fall. 

TO  MISS  ADD1SON. 

N    SEEING    MR.  ROWfi's    MONUMENT    IN    WEST 
MINSTER  ABBEY. 


ErtRed  at  the  Ex  fence  of  bis 

,ATE  an  applauding  people  rear'd  the  ftone 
"o  Shakjfpeare's  honour,  and  alike,  their  own. 
perfedl  whole,  where  part  confents  to  part  ; 
he  wonder  he  of  nature,  this  of  art. 
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.  And  now  a  wife  (ye  wits,  no  more  defpife 
The  name  of  wife)  bids  Rowe  in  marble  rife. 

,  Smiling,  he  views  her  conjugal  regard  ; 
A  nation's  coft  had  been  a  lefs  reward  : 
A  nation's  praife  may  vulgar  fpirits  move, 
Rowe  more  deferv  d  and  gain'd, — a  fponial  love. 

O  Italy  !  thy  injur'd  marble  keep 
Deep  in  thy  bowels,  providently  deep, 

"When  fools  wou'd  force  it  over  knaves  to  weep. 
But  when  true  wit  and  merit  claim  a  ftirine, 

'pour  furth  thy  {lores  and  beggar  every  mine. 
They  claim  them  now  :  for  virtue,  fenfe  and  wit 
Have  long  been  fled,  and  want  thy  fuccours — yet: 
They  claim  them  now  for  one,— yes,  one  1  fee  : — 
Marble  wou'd  weep-.-if  Addifon  be  he. 

O  crown'd  with  all  the  glories  of  thy  race, 
The  father's  candour,  and  the  mother  Vgrace  ! 
'With  Rowe,  Charlotta  !  vie,  in  generous  ftrife, 
And  let  the  daughter  emulate  the  wife. 
'Be  juftly  pious  ;  raife  the  honour'd  ftone, 
And  fo — defcrve  a  Rowe,  or-— Addifon  I 

THE  MILKMAID. 

TWAS  at  the  cool  and  fragrant  hour, 
'When  ev'ning  fteals  upon  the  Iky, 

That  Lucy  fought  a  woodbine  grove, 
•  And  Colin  taught  the  grove  to  figh ; 

The  fweeteft  damfel  fhe,  on  all  the  plsjns; 

The  fofteft  lover  he,  of  all  the  fwains. 

He  took  htr  by  the  lily  hand, 

Which  oft  had  made  the  milk  look  pale; 

Her  cheeks  with  modeft  rofcs  glow'd, 

As  thus  he  breath'd  his  tender  tale : 

The  lift'ning  ftreams  awhile  forgot  to  flow, 

The  doves  to  murmur,  and  the  breeze  to  blow. 

"  O  fmile  my  love!   thy  dimply  fmiles 

Shall  lengthen  on  the  fetting  ray : 

Thus  let  us  melt  the  hours  in  blifs, 

Thus  fweetly  languifli  life  away  : 

Thus  figh  our  fouls  into  each  other's  breaft, 

As  true  as  turtles,  and  as  turtles  bleft  '. 

So  may  thy  cows  for  ever  crown 

With  floods  of  milk  thy  brimming  pail ; 

So  may  thy  cheefe  all  cheefe  furpafs, 

bo  may  thy  butter  never  fail : 

So  may  each  village  round  this  truth  declare, 

That  Lucy  is  the  faireft  of  the  fair. 

Thy  lips  with  ftreams  of  honey  flow, 

And  pouring  fwell  with  healing  dews  : 

More  tweets  are  blended  in  thy  breath, 

Than  all  thy  father's  fields  diffufle  : 

Though  thoufandflow'rs  adorn  each  blooming  field, 

Thy  lovely  cheeks  more  blooming  beauties  yield. 

Too  long  my  erring  eyes  had  rov'd 
On  city  dames  in  fcarlet  dreft  ; 
And  fcorn'd  the  charmful  viliage-maid, 
With  innocence  and  grogram  bleft  : 
Shice  Lucy's  native  graces  fili'd  my  fight, 
The  painted  city  dames  no  more  delight. 

The  fpeaking  purple,  when  you  blufh, 
Out-glows  the  fear  let's  deej.e&'dye  j 


No  diamonds  tremble  on  thy  hair, 
But  brighter  fparkle  in  thy  eye. 
Truft  me,  the  fmiiing  apples  of  thy  eyes, 
Are  tempting  as  were  thofe  in  Paradife. 

The  tuneful  linnet's  warbling  notes, 
Are  grateful  to  the  fhepherd-fwain ; 
To  drooping  plants,  and  thirfty  fields 
The  filvcr  drops  of  kindly  rain  ; 
To  bloffoms,  dew?,  as  bloffoms  to  the  bee ; 
And  thou,  my  Lucy  !  only  art  to  me. 

But  mark,  my  love  !  yon  weftern  clouds : 
With  liquid  gold  they  feem  to  burn: 
The  ev'ning  ftar  will  foon  appear, 
And  overflow  his  filver  urn. 
Soft  ftillnefs  now,  and  falling  dews  invite 
To  tafle.  the  balmy  bleflings  of  the  night. 

Yet  e'er  we  part,  one  boon  I  crave, 

One  tender  boon  !  nor  this  deny  : 

O  promife  that  you  ftiil  will  love, 

O  promife  this!  or  elfe  I  die  : 

Death  elfe  my  only  remedy  rauft  prove; 

I'll  ceafe  to  live,  whene'er  you  ceafe  to  love." 

She  figh'd  and  blufh'd  a  fweet  confent; 

Joyous  he  thank'd  her  on  his  knee, 

And  warmly  prefs'd  her  virgin-lip. — 

Was  ever  youth  fo  bleft  as  he  ! — 

The  moon,  to  light  the  lovers  homeward,  rofe, 

And  Philomela  lull'd  them  to  repofe. 

THE  HAPPY  LIFE. 

A  BOOK,  a  friend,  a  fong,  a  glafs, 
A  chafte,  yet  laughter-loving  lafs 
To  mortals  various  joys  impart, 
Inform  the  fenfe,  and  warm  the  heart. 

Thrice  happy  they,  who  carelefs  laid 
Beneath  a  kind-embow'ring  {hade, 
With  rofy  wreaths  their  temples  crown, 
In  rofy  wine  their  forrows  drown. 

Mean  while  the  Mufes  wake  the  lyre, 
The  Graces  modeft  mirth  infpire, 
Good  catar'd  humour,  harmlcfs  wit; 
Weil  temper'd  joy?,  nor  grave,  nor  lightf 

Let  facred  Venus  with  her  heir, 
And  dear  lanthe  too  be  there. 
Mufic  and  wine  in  concert  move 
With  beauty,  and  refining  love. 

There  Peace  {hall  fpread  her  dove  like  wing-, 
And  bid  her  olives  round  us  fpring. 
There  Truth  (hall  reign,  a  facred°gueft  ! 
And  Innocence,  to  crown  the  reft. 

Begone,  ambition,  riches,  toys, 

And  fplendid  cares,  and  guilty  joys 

Give  me  a  book,  a  friend,  a  glafs, 
And  a  chafte,  laughter-loving  lafs. 

THE  BEE. 

LEAVE,  wanton  bee,  thnfe  bloflfbms  leave, 
Thou  buzzing  fcai binder  of  faring, 
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To  Stella  fly,  and  fweeter  fpoils 

Shall  load  thy  thigh,  and  gild  thy  wing. 

Her  cheeks,  her  lips  with  rofes  fwell, 
Not  Paphian  rofes  deeper  glow; 
And  lilies  o'er  her  bofom  fpread 
Their  fpotlefs  fweets,  and  balmy  fnow. 

Then,  grateful  for  the  facred  dews, 
Invite  her,  humming  round,  to  reft; 
Soft  dreams  may  tune  her  foul  to  love, 
Though  coldnefs  arm  her  waking  breaft. 

But  if  (he  ftill  obdurate  prove, 

0  (hoot  thy  fling. — The  little  fmart 
May  teach  her  then  to  pity  me 
Transfix'd  with  love's  and  beauty's  dart. 

Ah  no,  forbear,  to  fling  forbear; 
Go,  fly  into  thy  hive  again. 
Much  rather  let  me  die  for  her, 
Than  fhe  endure  the  leaft  of  pain. 

Go  fly  into  thy  hive  again, 
With  more  than  Hybla  honey  blefl : 
For  Pope's  fweet  lips  prepare  the  dew, 
Or  clfe  for  love  a  nectar  feaft. 

THE  MORNING  LARK. 

ANACREONTIC. 

FEATKER'D  lyric!  warbling  high, 
Sweetly  gaming  on  the  fky, 
Op'ning  with  thy  matin  lay 
(Nature's  hymn ) !  the  eye  of  day, 
"Teach  my  foul,  on  early  wing, 
Thus  to  foar,  and  thus  to  fmg. 

While  the  bloom  of  orient  light 
Gilds  thee  in  thy  tuneful  flight, 
May  the  day  fpring  from  on  high, 
Seen  by  faith's  religious  eye, 
Cheer  me  with  his  vital  ray, 
Promife  of  eternal  day  ! 

ANNA  MARIA  W**DF**RD*! 

n  Go  Anna !   (nature  faid)  to  Oxford  go; 

(  \nna !  the  faireft  form  and  mind  below, 

Blefl  with  each  gift  of  nature  and  of  art 

To  charm  the  rcafon,  or  to  fix  the  heart.) 

Go  with  a  fprightly  wit  and  eafy  mien, 

To  prove  the  Graces  four,  the  Mufes  ten. 

J  fee  the  wits  adore,  the  wife  approve. 

Ev'n  fops  themfelves  have  almofl  i'enfe  to  love. 

When  poets  would  defcribe  a  lip  or  eye, 

They'll  look  on  thee  and  lay  their  Ovids  by. 

1  fee  a  love  fick  youth,  with  paffion  fir'd, 
Hang  on  thy  charms,  and  gaze  to  be  infpir'd, 
With  afking  eyes  explain  his  filent  wots, 
Glow  as  he  looks,  yet  tremble  as  he  glows  : 
Then  drunk  with  beauty,  with  a  warmer  rage, 
Pour  thy  foft  graces  through  the  tragic  page. 
He  figh»; — he  bl  eds  ; — to  twilight  fhades  he  flies: 
Shakfpeare  he  drops,  and  with  his  Otway  dies. 

*  Written  In  a  ivinJoiv  at  the  Thrte  Tuns  Tavsrr. 
Qxfird,  May  29.  1738. 


This  pomp  of  charms  you  owe  to  me  alone, 
The  charms  which  fcarce  fix  thoufand  years  havi 

known. 

That  face,  illumin'd  foftly  by  the  mind  ; 
That  body,  almoft  to  a  foul  refin'd  ; 
That  fweetnefc,  only  to  an  angel  giv'n; 
That  blufh  of  innocence,  and  fmile  of  heav'n ! 
I  bade  thy  cheeks  with  morning  purple  glow; 
I  bade  thy  lips  with  nectar  fpirit  flow; 
I  bade  the  diamond  point  thy  azure  eyes, 
Turn'd  the  fine  waift.  and  taught  the  breaft  to  rife 
Whether  thy  filvcr  tides  of  mufic  roll, 
Or  pencil  on  the  canvas  ftrikes  a  foul, 
Or  curious  needle  pricks  a  band  or  heart, 
At  once  a  needle,  and  at  once  a  dart  ! 
All  own  that  nature  is  alone  thy  art. 
^:.  hy  thus  I  form'd  thy  body  and  thy  mind 
With  fumlefs  graces,  prodigally  kind  : 
The  reafon  was,— but  you  in  time  will  know  it ;-«.. 
One  is,  but  that's  the  leaft — to  make  a  poet. 

THE  MAGI. 

A   SACRED   ECLOGUE. 

No  more  in  beauty's  praife  my  numbers  more, 
Nor  melt  away  in  dying  falls  of  love  : 
A  Child  on  earth,  yet  heaven's  tternal  King, 
The  manger'd  God,  the  Virgin's  Son  I  fing. 
Thou  Fountain-good  with  light  my  foul  o'erflow-. 
With  hallow'd  ardour  bid  my  bofom  glow! 
Fir'd  at  the  prornife  of  thy  dawning  ray, 
The  eaftern  fages  found  ccleflial  day. 

Drawn  by  a  leading  flame,  with  fweet  furprife 
The  infant  Deity  falutes  their  eyes. 
The  Heir-elect  of  Love  his  mother  preft, 
Smil'd  in  her  arms,  and  wanton'd  on  her  breaft. 
N'.-  jewels  f;>ark!e  here,  nor  India's  (lores 
I  he  portals  brighten  or  emblaze  the  doors. 
But  young  ey'd  feraphims  around  him  glow, 
And  Mercy  fpreads  her  many  coluur'd  bow  ! 
Her  bow,  compos'd  of  new  created  light, 
How  fweetly  lambent  and  how  foftly  bright  1 
The  facred  circle  of  embodied  rays 
The  cradle  crown*,  and  round  his  temples  plays. 
So  fhines  the  rainbow  round  th'  eternal  throne 
To  fhade  the  Holy,  Holy,  Holy  One. 
By  turns  the  ruby  bleeds-  a  beam,  by  turns, 
Smiles  the  green  em'rald,  and  the  topaz  burns : 
The  various  opal  mingles  every  ray, 
Fades  into  faintnefs,  deepens  into  day  : 
Promifcuous  luftre  kindles  half  the  fkies, 
Too  fiippery  bright  for  keen  feraphic  eyes. 
The  venerable  'i  hree,  low  bending  down, 
Extend  their  offerings  and  the  Godhead  own. 

MAG.  I. 

From  eaftern  realms,  where  firft  the  infant  fighl 
Springs  into  day  and  ftreaks  the  fading  night, 
To  thee  \ve  bend,  before  the  morning  rife; 
A  purer  morning  trembles  from  thy  eyes. 

MAG.  II 

In  vain  the  fan  with  light  his  orb  arrays, 
Our  fenfe  to  dazzle,  and  as  God  to  biaze; 
Through  his  tranfparent  fallacy  we  fee> 
And  own  the  fun  is  but  a  ftar  to  Thee. 


POEMS. 


MAG.  III. 

Thou  fpotlefs  Effence  of  i.rimeval  light, 
Thy  vaflals  own    und  wafh  thy  ^thiops  white. 
Thy  clouti  of  (able  witnrffes  adorn 
With  the  firft  rofes  of  thy  fmiling  morn. 

M     G     I 

By  bards  foretold  the  ripen'd  years  are  come, 
God*  fail  to  dull  and  oracles  are  dumb. 
Old  ocean  murmurs  from  his  o<  zy  bed, 
•*  A  maid  has  born  a  Son,  and  Pan  is  dead." 

MAG    II. 

The  nymphs,  their  flow'r  inwoven  treffes  torn, 
O'er  fountains  weep,  in  twilight  thickets  mourn. 
Long,  hollow  groans,  deep  fobs,  thick  icreeches 

fills 
Each  dreary  valley,  and  each  (haded  hill. 

MAG.   HI. 

No   more   (hall    Memphian    timbrels  wake    the 

morn, 

No  more  {hall  Hammon  lift  hi<  gilded  horn. 
From  hence  in  vain  (hall  Bclzebub  rebel, 
Anubis  howls,  and  Moloch  finks  to  hell. 

MAG.   I. 

Here  lows  a  hull;  a  golJen  gleam  adorns 
The  circling  honours  of  his  beamy  h->rns. 
He  fafe'iy  lows,  nor  fears  the  holy  knife, 
No  facrifice  from  hence  (hall  drink  his  life. 

MAG.   II. 

Ye  gardens,  blufii  with  never  fading  flow'rs, 
For  ever  fmile  ye  meads,  and  blow  ye  bow'rs  :  ' 
Bleat  all  ye  hills,  be  *•  hit.cn  d  all  ye  plains  ; 
O  earth  rejoice  '.  th'  Eternal  Shepherd  reigns. 

MAG   in. 

Ye  lilies,  dip  your  leaves  in  falling  fnow, 
Ye  roles  with  the  eaftern  fcarlet  glow, 
To  crown  the  God  :    ye  angels  hafte  to  pour 
Your  raiu  of  ne&ar,  and  your  ftarry  ihow'r. 

MAG   i       Offers  Gold. 
The  ore  of  India' ripens  into  gold, 
To  gild  thy  courts,  thy  temple  to  infold. 
Accept  the  emblematic  gift  ;  again 
Saturnian  year*-  revolve  a  g  Iden  reign  ! 
MAG.  II        0/ers  Frankincenfe. 
For  tfree  Arabia's  happy  forefts  rile, 
And  clouds  of  odours  fweetly  (lain  the  ikies. 
While  fragrant  wreaths  of  fmoaking  inccnle  roll, 
Receive  our  pray'rs,  the  incenfe  of  the  foul : 

MAG    III.       Offers  Myrri. 

The  weeping  myrrh  with  balmy  forrow  flows, 
Thy  cup  to  i'weeten  and  to  footh  thy  woes: 
So  prophets  fing  ;  for  (human  and  divine) 
The  Man  was  born  to  grieve,  the  God  to  fhinr. 

MAG.  i. 

Smile,  Sacred  Infant,  imile  :  thy  rofy  breafl 
Excels  the  •  dours  of  the  Ipicy  eaft  ; 
The  burmfh'd  gold  is  drofs  before  thy  eye, 
Thou  God  of  fweetnefs,  God  of  purity  1 

MAG    II 

Ye  planets,  unregarded  walk  the  ikies, 
Y.-ur  glories  L-ffcn  as  his  glories  rife  ; 
His  radiant  word  with  gold  the  fun  attires, 
The  moon  illumes,  and  lights  the  ftarry  fires. 

MAG.   III. 

Hail,  Lord  of  Nature,  hail !    To  thee  belong 
My  long,  my  life, — 1  give  my  life,  my  fong : 


in  thy  1'ght,  adore  thy  day  alone, 
Donfefs  thy  love,  and  pour  out  all  my  own. 

ON  MR.  POPE'S  WORKS. 

WRITTEN   SOON   AFTER   HIS  DEATB. 

MAN  not  alone  hath  end  :   in  meafur'd  time, 
(So  Heav'n  has  will'd)  together  with  their  fiiowfj 
The  everlafting  hills  fhall  melt  away  : 
rhi.~  folid  globe  diflolve,  as  du6hle  wax 
Before  the  breath  of  Vulcan  ;  like  a  fcroll 
Shrivel  th'  unfolded  curtain"  of  the  iky; 
Thy  planets,  Newton,  tumble  from  their  fpheres, 
That  lead  harm  nious  on  their  myftic  rounds  : 
The  moon  be  periih'd  from  her  bloody  orb  ; 
The  fun  himfelf   in  liquid  ruin,  rufh 
And  delude  with  deftroying  flames  the  globe— 
Peace  then,  my  foul  nor  grieve  that  Pope  is  dead. 

If  e'er  the  tuneful  fpirit,  fweetly  ftrong, 
Spontaneous  numbers,  teeming  in  my  brtaft, 
Enkindle;    O,  at  that  exalting  name, 
Be  favourable,  be  propitious  now, 
While  in  the  gratitude  of  praiie,  I  fing 
The  works  and  wonders  of  this  man  divine. 

I  tremble  while  I  write. —  His  lifping  mule 
Surmounrs  the  loftieft  efforts  of  my  age. 
What  wonder  ?  when  an  infant,  he  apply'd 
1'he  loud  *  Papinian  trumpet  to  his  lips, 
Fir'd  by  a  facrtd  fury,  and  infpir'd 
With  all  the  god,  in  founding  numbers  fung 
"  Fraternal  rage,  and  guilty  Thebes'  alarms." 

Sure  at  his  birth  (things  not  unknown  of  old) 
The  Graces  round  his  cradle  wove  the  dance, 
And  led  the  maze  of  harmony  :   the  Nine, 
Prophetic  of  his  future  honours,  pour'd 
Plenteous    upon  hi§  lips  Caftalian  tlews  ; 
And  Atric  bees  their  golden  {lore  diftill'd. 
The  foul  <>f  Homer,  Hiding  from  its  fhar, 
Where,  nidi  nt,  over  the  poetic  world 
It  rules  and  ihcds  its  influence,  for  joy 
Shouted,  and  blef-'d  the  birth  :  the  lacred  choir 
Of  potts,  born  in  elder,  better  times, 
Enrap'tur'd,  catch'd  the  elevating  found, 
And  r<>ll'd   the  glad'ning  news  from  fphere  tf 
fphere. 

O  litten  to  f  Alexis'  tender  plaint ! 
How  gently  rural!   without  coarfenefs,  plain  j 
How  fimple  in  his  elegenee  of  grief 
A  ihepherd,  but  no  clown.     His  every  lay 
Sweet  as  the  early  pipe  along  the  dale, 
When  hawthorns  bud,  or  on  the  thymy  brow 
When  all  the  mountains  bleat,  and  vallies  ling. 
Soft  as  the  nightingie's  harmonious  woe,   . 
In  dewy  even  tide,  when  cowflips  drop 
Their  fieepy  heads,  anM  languifh  in  the  breeze, 

J:  Imperial  Windlor  !  en  thy  brow  auguft, 
^uptrbly  gay,  exalt  thy  tow'ry  head; 
(Much  prouder  of  his  verfe  than  of  thy  flars) 
And  bid  thy  forelh  dance,  and  nodding,  wave 
A  verdant  teftimony  of  thy  joy  : 
A  native  Orpheus  warbling  in  thy  fhades. 

*    Tradition  of  the  f.rft  book  of  Siatius's  I'lelais. 

\    P 'for  ah. 

|   Wind/or  lore/!.     Mr.  Pope  born  there. 
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*  Next,  in  the  critic  chair  furvey  him  thron'd, 
Imperial  in  his  art,  prescribing  laws 
Clear  from  the  knitted  brow,  and  fquinted  fncer; 
L.earn'd,  without  pedantry  ;  correctly  bold, 
And  regularly  eafy.     Gentle,  now, 
As  riCng  incenfe,  or  defcending  dews, 
The  variegated  echo  of  his  theme  : 
Now,  animated  flame  commands  the  foul 
To  glow  with  facred  wonder.     Pointed  wit 
And  keen  difccrnment  form  the  certain  page. 
Juft,  as  the  Stagyrite  ;  as  Horace,  free  ; 
As  Fabian,  clear ;  and  as  Petronius  gay. 

f  But  whence  thofe  peals  of  laughter  (hake  the 

fides 

Of  decent  mirth  ?  Am  I  in  Fairy-land  ? 
Young,  evancfcent  forms,  before  my  eyes, 
Or  fkim,  or  feem.  to  ikinv;  thin  effcnces 
Of  fluid  light,  fylphs,  fylphids,  elves  and  gnomes; 
Genii  of  Roficruce,  and  ladies'  gods! — 
And  lo,  in  fhining  trails,  Belinda's  hair, 
Befpangling  with  difhevel'd  beams  the  fides, 
Flames  o'er  the  right;.    Behind,  a  fatyr  grins 
And,  jocund,  holds  a  glafs,  reflecting  fair, 
Hoops,  croffes,  mattadores;    beaux,  {hocks,  and 

belles, 

Promifcuouily  whimfical  and  gay. 
Taffoni,  hiding  his  diminifh'd  head,  [flculk«, 

Droops  o'er  the  laughing  page:    while   Boileau 
With  blufhes  covtr'd,  low  beneath  the  defk. 

^  More  mournful  fcenes  invite.    The  milky  vein 
Of  amorous  grief  devolves  its  placid  wave 
Soft  dreaming  o'er  the  foul,  in  weeping  woe 
And  tendernefs  of  anguiih.     While  we  read 
Th'  infectious  page,  we  ficken  into  love, 
And  languifh  with  involuntary  fires. 
The  zephyr,  panting  on  the  filken  buds 
Of  breathing  violets  ;  the  virgin's  figh, 
Rofy  with  youth,  are  turbulent  and  rude, 
To  Sappho's  plaint,  and  Eloifa's  moan. 

Heav'ns  !  what  a  flood  of  empyreal  day 
My  aching  eyes  involves !  a  §  temple  foars, 
Rifing  like  exhalations,  on  a  mount, 
And,  wide,  its  adamantine  valves  expand*. 
Three  monumental  columns,  bright  in  air, 
Of  figur'd  gold,  the  centre  of  the  quire 
With  luftre  fill.     Pope  on  the  midmoft  fhines 
Betwixt  his' Homer  and  his  Horace  plac'd, 
Superior  by  the  hand  of  juftice.     Fame, 
With  all  her  mouths  th'  eternal  trumpet  fwells, 
Exulting  at  his  name  ;  and,  grateful,  pours 
The  lofty  notes  of  never-dying  praife, 
Triumphant,  floating  on  the  wings  of  wind, 
Sweet  o'er  the  world  :  th'  ambrofial  fpirit  flies 
Diffufi ve,  in  its  progrcfs  wid'ning  ftill, 
"  Dear  to  the  earth,  and  grateful  to  the  fky." 
Pame  owes  him  more  than  e'er  me  can  repay  : 
She  owes  her  very  temple  to  his  hands : 
Like  Ilium  built ;  by  hands  no  lefs  divine  ! 

Attention,  roufe  thyfeif !  the  mailer's  hand, 
(The  mailer  of  our  fouls  ')  has  chang'd  the  key, 
And  bids  the  thunder  of  the  battle  roar 

*    EJjay  on  Crithifia.  f   Ripe  of  ile  Lock. 

$   Ovid's  Sappho  to  Plaon.     And  Eloife  to  Ai>clard. 
§  Temple  of  tame. 


Tumultuous  *.     Homer,  Homer  is  our  own  \ 
And  Grecian  heroes  flame  in  Britifh  lines. 
What  pomp  of  words  !  what  namelels  energy 
Kindles  the  verfe  ;  invigours  every  line  ; 
Aftonifhes,  and  overwhelms  the  foul 
In  tranfport  toft  !   When  fierce  Achilles  raves, 
And  flatties,  like  a  comet,  o'er  the  field, 
To  wither  armies  with  his  martial  frown; 
I  fee  the  battle  rage  •    I  hear  the  wheels 
Careering  with  their  brazen  orbs !  the  fhout 
Of  nations  rolls  (the  labour  of  the  winds) — 
Full  on  my  ear,  and  fhakes  my  inmoft  foul. 
Defcription  never  could  fo  well  deceive  : 
Tis  real !  Troy  is  here,  or  I  at  Troy 
Enjoy  the  war.      My  fpirits,  all  on  fire, 
With  unextinguiuYd  violence  are  borne 
Above  the  world,  and  mingle  with  the  gods. 
Olympus  rings  with  arms !   the  firmament, 
Beneath  the  light'ning  of  Minerva's  fhield, 
Burns  to  the  centre  :   rock  the  tow'rs  of  heav'n. 
All  nature  trembles  !  fave  the  throne  of  J  ;ve  ! — 
Have  mercy,  Pope,  and  kill  me  not  with  joy  : 
'  Pis  tenfold  rage,  an  agony  of  blif* ! 
Be  Ids  a  god,,  nor  force  me  to  adore. 

f  To  root  exceffes  from  the  human  breaft, 
Behold  a  beauteous  pile  of  Ethic's  rife ; 
Senfe  the  foundation  ;  harmony  the  walls 
(The  Doric  grave,  and  gay  Corinthian  join'd) 
Where  Socrates  and  Horace  jointly  reign. 
Deft  of  philof  iphers !  of  poets  too 
The  b^ft  !    He  teaches  thee  thyfeif  to  know  : 
That  Virtue  is  the  nobleft  gift  of  heav'n  : 
"   And  vindicates  the  ways  of  God  to  man.*' 
O  hearken  to  the  moratift  polite  ! 
Enter  his  fchool  of  truth,  where  Plato's  felf 
Might  preach,  and  Tully  deign  to  lend  an  ear. 

\  Laft  fee  him  waging  with  the  fools  of  rhyme 
A  wanton,  harmlefs  war.     Dunce  after  dunce, 
Beaux,  doctors,  templars,  courtiers,  fophs,  and  cits, 
Condemn'd  to  fuffer  life.     The  motley  crew, 
Emerging  from  oblivion's  muddy  pool, 
Give  the  round  face  to  view,  and  fhamelefs  front 
Proudly  expofe,  till  laughter  have  her  fill. 

Born  to  improve  the  age,  and  cheat  mankind 
Into  the  road  of  honour  ! — Vice  again 
The  gilded  chariot  drives: — for  he  is  dead  ! 

I  faw  the  fable  barge,  along  his  Thames, 
In  flow  folemnity  beating  the  tide, 
Convey  his  facred  duft  ! — Its  fwans  cxpir'd, 
Wither'd  in   Twit'nam  bcw'rs  the  laurel  bough  ; 
Silent  the  mufes  broke  their  idle  lyres  : 
Th'  attendant  graces  check'd  the  fprighrly  dance, 
Their  arms  unlock'd,  and  catch  d  the  ftaning  tear, 
And  virtue  for  her  loft  defender  mourn'd  ! 

EPI  FAPH  ON  MY  §  FATHER. 

IN   THE   PARISH-CHURCH   OF  BROUGH,  WEST 
MORELAND. 

DEAR  to  the  wife  and  good,  by  all  approv'd, 
The  joy.of  virtue,  and  heaven's  well-btlov'd  ! 

*  tranjlathn  of  Homer     j  Ethic  EpiJUu.    \  Dunciad. 
§   franco  ."TLomffon    B.  D  fen.  fellow   of  Queens 
College.  Oxford,  and  P tear  of  B rough  $Z  years.      Me 
departed  this  Life,  Aug.  31.  17.55.  agtd  70. 
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His  life  infptr'd  with  every  better  art, 
A  learned  head,  clear  foul,  and  honeft  heart. 
Each  fcience  chofc  his  bread  her  favourite  feat, 
Each  language,  but  the  language  of  deceit*. 
Severs  his  virtues,  yet  hi*  manners  kind, 
.  A  manly  form,  and  a  fcraphic  mind. 
So  long  he  walk'd  in  vinue's  even  road, 
In  him  at  length,  'twas  natural  to  d'>  good. 
Like  *  Eden,  his  old  age  (a  Sabbath  reft)  ! 
Flow'd  without  noife,  yet  all  around  him  blefl ! 
His  patron,  Jefas !   with  no  title-  grac'd, 
But  that  heft  title,  a  good  parifh  prieft. 
Peace  with  his  afhes  dwell      And,  mortals,  know, 
The  famts  above;  the  duft  alone  below. 
The  wife  and  good  (hall  pay  their  tribute  here, 
The  modeft  tribute  of  one  thought  and  tear, 
Then  penfive  figh,aud  fay,  "  To  me  be  given 
By  living  thus  on  earth,  to  reign  in  heaven." 

EPITAPH  ON  MY  f  MOTHER. 

In  the  Pirrijh  Church  of  B rough,  Wejlmor  eland. 

HERE  refts  a  pattern  of  the  female  life, 

The  woman,  friend,  the  mother,  and  the  wife. 

A  woman  form'd  by  nature,  more  than  art, 

With  frnilirig  eafe  to  gain  upon  the  heart. 

A  friend  as  true  as  guardian-angels  are, 

Kindnefs  her  law,  humanity  her  c?.re. 

A  mother  f\veetly  tender,  jutUy  dear, 

Oh  !  never  to  be  nam'd  without  a  tear* 

A  wife  of  every  focial  charm  poileft, 

Bleffing  her  J  hufbands — In  her  hufoands  bleft. 

Love  in  her  heart,  compafiion  in  her  eye, 

Her  thoughts  as  humble,  as  her  virtues  high. 

H'jr  knowledge  ufeful,  nor  too  high,  nor  low, 

To  ferve  her  maker,  and  herfelf  to  know. 

Born  to  relieve  the  poor,  the  rich  to  pleafe, 

To  live  with  honour,  and  to  die  in  peace. 

So  full  her  hope,  her  wifh.es  fo  refign'd, 

Her  life  fo  blamelefs,  fo  unftain'd  her  mind, 

Heav'n  fmil'd  to  fee,  and  gave  the  gracious  nod, 

Nor  longer  wou'cl  detain  her  from  her  God. 

WRITTEN  IN  THE  HOLY  BIBLE, 

YE  facred  tomes,  be  my  unerring  guide, 
pnve-hearted  faints,  and  prophets  eagle-ey'd  I 
I  fcorn  the  moral  fop,  and  ethic  f-ige, 
But  drink  in  truth  from  your  illumin'd  page  : 
-Like  Mofes-bufh  each  leaf  divinely  bright, 
Where  God  invefts  himfelf  in  milder  light  ! 
Taught  by  your  dbdtrines  we  devoutly  rife, 
£aith  points  the  way   and  hope  unbars  the  fkies. 
You  tune  our  paffions,  teach  them  Iv^w  to  roll, 
And  fink  the  body  but  to  raife  the  foul  • 
To  raife  it,  bear  it  to  myfteriou-  day, 
Nor  want  an  angel  to  direil  the  way ! 

*  The  river  Eden  runs  near  Brou<rb. 

•j-    She  depar'td  this,  lift    Odo^r  25    1 73  7,  <zf>r<f  65. 

\  Her  former  bvjkntid  ivcn  Jof.  ~'ifber,'JVI  A.  i  el- 
loiv  of  Quean's  Cu//t'ge,  (Jxjord,  I-  tear  of  Brcu^b, 
•*nd  Archdeacon  ef  Car  life  ;  by  icfom  Jbe  bad  ti9  cbil- 
elren 
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ON  A  PRESENT   OF  THREE  RO3S3, 

FROM  I  AN  THE. 

THREE  rofes  to  her  humble  fluvs 
The  miftrefs  of  the  Grace*  gave  : 
Three  rofes  of  an  eaftern  hue, 
Sweet-fwelling  with  ambrofjal  devf. 
How  each,  with  glowing  pride,  difplaya 
The  riches  of  its  circling  rays  ! 
H'^w  all,  in  fweet  abundance,  (bed 
Perfumes,  that  might  revive  the  Head! 
Now  tell  me,  fair  one.  if  you  k-oow^ 
Whence  thefe  balmy  fpirits  flow  ? 
Whence  fprings  this  modc'ft  blufh  df  light 
Which  charms  at  once  and  pains  the  fight  ? 

The  fair  one  knew,  but  wou'd  not  fay, 
So  blufh'd  and  fmiling  went  her  way. 
Impatient,  next  the  mufe  I  call  ; 
She  comes,  and  thus  wou'd  anfwer  all. 

"   Fool  (and  I  fure  deferv'd  the  name), 
Mark  well  the  beauties  of  the  dame, 
And  can  you  wonder  why  fo  fair, 
And  why  fo  fweet  the  rofes  arc  ? 
Her  cheek  with  living  purple  glows 
Which  blufh'd  its  rays  on  every  role  j 
Her  breath  exhai'd  a  fweeter  fmell 
Than  fragrant  fields  ofafphodel; 
The  fparkling  fpirit  in  her  eyes 
A  kindlier  influence  fupplies 
Than  genial  funs  and  fummer  fkies. 
Now  can  you  wonder  why  fo  fair, 
And  why  fo  fweet  the  rofes  are  ?" 
"   Hold,  tuneful  trifler,  I  repiy'd, 
The  beauteous  caufe  I  now  defcry'd, 
Hold,  talk  no  more  of  fummer  fkies, 
Of  genial  funs  and — fplendid  lies; 
Of  fragrant  fields  of  afphodel, 
And  brighteft  rays  and  fweeteft  fmell ; 
Whatever  poetry  can  paint, 

Or  mufe  can  utter — all  is  faint  t  r" 

Two  words  had  better  all  expreft  ; — 
'*  She  took  the  rofes  from— her  breaft. 

THE  WEDDING  MORN, 

A   DREAM. 

'TWAS  morn  :   But  Theron  flill  his  pillow  prefl  { 
(His  Ahnabella  s  charms  improv'd  his  reft.) 
An  angel  form,  the  daughter  of  the  fkies, 
Dffcending  bieft  ;   or  feem'd  to  blefs  fiis  eye1;; 
Wh.ire  from  her  bre,ift  a  dazzling  vellment  roll'd, 
With  ftars  belpangled  a:;d  celeftial  gold. 
She  mov'd,  and  odours,  wide,  the  circuir  fill'd  j 
She  Ipake   and  honey  from  her  lips  diftill 'd. 
"   Benold   illuLlrious  comes,  to  blef^  thy  arms, 
Thy  Anuabella,  hreathifig  love  and  cka.ms  1 
0  melving  mildnefs.  undilTc  iv/oltd  truth  ! 
Fair  flow'r  of  age.  yet  !)I>.fhi:)g  bloom  of  youth  1 
Fuir  without  art,  without  dcfiga  admir'd, 
Frai-'d  by  the  good,  and  by  the  wiie  defir'd. 
By  art  and  nature  taught  and  form'«T"to  pleafe, 
With  ail  the  Iweet  fimpiicity  ot  eale. 
In  public  courtfo«> — for  no  private  end  ; 
At  home — a  iervdiu ;  and  abroad — a  fmnd, 
Cc 
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Her  gentle  manners,  unaffe&ed  grace, 
And  animated  fweetnefs  of  her  face, 
Herfauldefs  form,  by  decency  refin'd, 
And  bright,  unfullied  fancStiry  of  mind, 
The  Chriflian  graces  breathing  in  her  breaft, 
Her  —  whole  fhall  teach   thee  to   be  more  than 
bleft. 

'Tis  virtue's  ray  that  point*  her  fparkling  eyes, 
Her  face  is  beauteous  for  her  foul  is  wife. 
As  from  the  fun  refulgent  glories  roll,  ^ 

Which  feed  the  ftarry  hoft  and  fire  the  pole,       > 
So  ftre:im  upon  her  face  the  beauties  of  her  foul,  j 
Though  the  dove's  languifh  melts  upon  her  eye, 
At,d  her  cheeks  mantle  with  the  eaftern  flcy, 
When  fcventy  on  her  temples  fheds  its  fnow, 
Dim  grow  her  eyes  and  cheeks  forget  to  glow, 
Good  nature  fhall  the  purple  lofs  fupply, 
Good  fonfe  fhine  brighter  than  the  fparkling  eye  : 
In  beauteous  order  round  and  round  fhall  move, 
Love  cool'd  by  reafon,  reafon  warm'd  by  love. 

Receive  Heav'n's  kindeft  bleffing  !  And  regard 
This  bluffing  as  thy  virtue's  bed  reward. 
When  beauty  wakes  her  faireft  forms  to  charm, 
When  mufic  all  her  pow'rs  of  found  to  warm, 
Her  golden,  floods  when  wanton  freedom  rolls, 
And  plenty  pwurs  herf.:!f  into  our  bowls; 
When  with  tumultuous  throbs  our  pulfes  beat, 
And  dubious  reafon  totters  on  her  feat, 
The  youth  how  fteady,  how  refolv'dthe  guide 
Which  ftems  the  full  luxuriant,  pleafing  tide.1 
For  thefe,  and  virtues  fuch  as  thefe  is  giv'n 
Thy  Annabelh  !  O^belov'd  of  Heav'n  'l  — 
Hail  marriag;e  !   everlafting  be  thy  reign  ! 
The  chain  of  being  is  thy  golden  chain. 
From  hence  mankind,  a  growing  race  depend, 
Began  with  nature,  fhall  with  nature  end. 
The  mifts,  which  ftain'd  thy  luftre,  break  away, 
In  glory  leffen,  and  refine  to  day: 
No  more  the  -jell  of  wits,  of  fools  the  fcorn, 
Which  God  made  facred,  and  which  priefts  adorn. 

Afcend  the  bed,  while  genial  nature  pours 
Her  balmy  bit  flings  round  and  nectar  fhow'rs. 
And  lo  !  the  future  opens  on  my  eyes, 
I  fee  foft  buds  and  fmiling  flow'rs  arife  : 
The  human  blcffotns  every  charm  difplay, 
Unfold  their  fweets,  ai;d  beautify  the  day. 
The  father's  virtues  in  the  fons  combine; 
The  mother's  graces  in  the  daughters  fhine. 
So  where  an  angel  fpreads  his  dovelike  wing, 
"Young  laurels  fprout,  and  tender  myrtles  fpring  ; 
Sweet  dews  ciefcending  confecrate  the  ground, 
And  opens  a  new  Paradife  around  ! 
I  fee  !'  —  Hut  here  the  fcer.es  which  blaz'd  behind 
Her  fancy  dazzled,  and  diffolv'd  his  mind. 
He  woke  :  yet  flill  he  think>  he  fees  and  hears  ; 
Till  re?.l  founds  lalute  his  ravifh'd  ears  : 
*'  —  a.rife  !  the  bride  invites  tbee  to  be  bleft  ?" 

He  rofe.  —  But  filence  only  fpeaks  the  reft. 

ODE  BRUMALIS  : 


AD   AMICUM  OXONIENSEM. 

EHEU!  fereni  mollia  tempora 
Conduntur  anni.     Filia,  pusr,  lyras 


Lafcivicnte*  frange  :  Brurha 
Flebilis  officium  camoenae 

Pullatapofcit;  ncn  falis  Attici 
Hasc  flore  gaudet-     Preterit  ocyor 
Equo  Maronis,  nee  fcit  uno 
Stare  loco  faliens  voluptas. 

Quo  ceffit  umbrae  gloria  fronde^  ? 
QMO  ferta,  mixtis  viva  coloribus, 
Ornare  non  indigna  Popi 

Marmora,  five  comas  lanthas. 

Hen  veris  aetas  occidit  aurea, 
^llatis  atque  argentea,  et  area 
Receffit  autumni,  feverx 

Ferrea  fola  Hyemis  remanfit. 

Sic  vifa  tranfit  noftra  !  volantibus 
Urgetnr  horis.  Quid  fapiens  aget, 

Quid  ergo  prudens  ?     Ille,  certe, 
Dona  rapit  fugientis  horse, 

Gratus  dcorum  cultor.     Hyems  virum, 
Quern  lavit  Ifis,  flumen  Apollinis, 
Quem  Suada  puro  melle  fovit, 
Intrepidum  feriet  procellis. 

Nigrefcat  sether,  peAore  candido 
Pax  alba  ridet :  mugiat  Africus, 

Eurufque  ;  tu,  tranquilla  rirtus, 
Vere  tumens,  zephyros  reduces. 

Tranquilla  virtus,  nefcia  criminis, 
Te,  amice,  munit,  tedium  adamantine 
Thorace;  te  non  atra  bilis 

Msnte  quatit  placidi  Novembrrs. 

Nee  me  November  mente  hilari  quatit, 
Triftefque  mcnfes:   fallitur  improba 
Vel  cura  mufis,  vel  choreis, 
Dulce  vices  fubeunte  Baccho. 

Horatiani  pocula  nunc  Meri 
Grato  ore  libo,  digna  labri*  Jnvis ! 
Nunc  intimas  et  fuave  nedtar 
Ovidii  fluit  in  medullas. 

Si  grandis  inflet  Calliope  tuhani, 
Mentcm  ilia  fcmper  cantu  Hdicoruo 
Accendit :    lo!  mejamaperto 
Virgilius  dedit  ire  c«lo. 

Pompam  theatri  vifere  fsepius 
Garrickus  urget,  dramatis  arbiter  ! 
Decore,  geftu,  voce,  vultu 
Ille  oculos  capit,  ille  mentes. 

Odi  profanos,  pace  tua,  jocos, 
Vanburge, — odi :   me  gravis  attrahlt 
Shakfpeare,  Cothurnati  per  xvuni 
Omne  pater,  columenque  regni. 

Heus  !— deme  foccos  : — alta  tragcedia 
Jubet : — Cothurnus  induit  aureos : — 
Orcheftra,  majeftate  adaucla, 
Sub  pcdibus  Gradienti^horret. 

Quod  fulmen  aures  non  imitabile 
Et  corda  fternit  :  Terror  amabilis 

Ptrvadit  intus  nos : — Othello  I— 
En  rabido  tcnat  ore  Othello ! 
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Proh  !  quantus  inc  gurges  Jnseftuat 
Spumatque  venis     lit  tumet  in  minas  ! 
C^iam  fplendide  bacchatur  excors  ! 
Ah  !  gemit  —  ah  !  trepidat  —  ruenfque, 

Procumbit  heros  !  —  Gaudia  funt  nimis 
Hsec  faeve,  Shakfpeare  '.   Turbinibus  finus 
Perflas  voluptatis  micantes  :  — 
Ferre  animus  timet  hos  tumultus. 

Mutare  fcenam  jam  lubet,  —  Ibimus, 
<J£uo  fuavis  Otway  nos  vocat   ibimus, 
lantha  !  quaaivis,  pulchra  flecu, 
Turgidulis  redeas  ocellis. 

Plan6tus  jrementum  plan&ibus  addere 
Eft  dulce  Temper.     Monimize  dolor, 
Me  tefte,  gutta  molliore 
S«pe  gen  as,  tacite,  fefellit. 

O  qtire  paventum  murmura  virginum 

Q^eflufqtie  mulcent  aera  odoribus  !  — 

Tu  vincis,  Otway  !   corda  vincis  ; 

Euripidis  renovans  triumphos. 

Plaufis  ovantum  (kit  aliis  virum 
Q^ajfita  merces  r  fat  tibi  gloriae, 
Te  urgente,  vates  invidende, 
Virgineos  maduiffe  vultus. 


ODE  VERNALIS  : 
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CURAS  Lyseus  jam  mihi  difcutit 
Raptim  ;  nee  aurum  (fuaviter  infolens) 
Vocale  de  myrto  recufo 
Vcllere  liberiore  dextra. 

Et  quis  vetabit  quo  minus  audeam 
Lufu*  amico  mittere  cum  joco  ! 

Ridere  mens  eft;   terra  ridct  ; 
Ipfa  Venus  negat  efle  triftes, 

Jucunda  veris  diva.     Quid  amplius 
Rugae  juvabunt  ?  Verficoloribus 
,  En  mains  alis  raptus.  afHat 
JLjcdtiam  genialis  aur£e. 

Amice  !   (blando  hoc  nomine  te  vocem, 
O  Woode)  ?  cum  quo  faepe  per  Ifidb 


EMS. 

Errare  fylvas,  nuncque  cantu 
Nuncque  mero  licuit  morantes 

Duxlfle  foles  in  Thetidis  toros, 
Amice  !  quae  te  gaudia  floreis 

Cingunt  coronis  ?  Quaeque  molles 
Nympba  caput  lepidum  remulcet 

Fnter  lacertos  ?  Num  charitum  chorus, 
Chorulve  Pindi  tempora  dividi^  ? 
Sunt  ambo  grati ;  menfe  Mail 
O^iiin  charitcs  melius  colantur. 

Nunc  dulce  pi&is  defipere  in  toro 
Herbis  tumenti,  vivus  ubi  fremor 
Splendefcit  undas  ;  (i  poetaj, 
Sique  aderint.  tua  cura,  mufae. 

Adfit  jocorum  grata  protervitas, 
f  halia  pleno  quos  tibi  depluit 

Cornu  :  nee  ahfit  Bacchus,  uva;, 
Evohe  !  purpureus  magifter. 

Handalus  omnes  tendere  barbiti 
Nervos  laboret ,  nee  fileat  placens 
lantha  cantu,  dum  jocofo 
Tangit  ebur  geniale  ple<ftro. 

Audite,  cceli !  num  modulaminis 
Tales  triumphos  aula  refert  Jovis 
Stellata  ?  Spherarumve  tales 
Lucidus  et  numerofus  ordo  ? 

O  lene  murmur  !  cum  Venus  aurea 
Inire  fomnos,  ftrara  rofis,  parat, 
Melofque  pofcit ;  talis  Aura 
Idalias  tremit  inter  umbras. 

Qnre  flamma  venis  pafta  '.  protentibus 
Scccumbo  vidhis  blanditiis  lyraj  : 
Succumbo  vi<Stus  voce,  vultu, 
Crine  nigro,  nivcoque  coilo, 

Sic  prata  faevis  flo^ea  folibus 
Opprefla  languent.     Ferte,  cito,  precor, 
Lenimen  asgro  :   ferce  rores 
Metcaffi  medicos,  fodales  ! 

Fruftra  :  nee  urquam  metcaffi  Manus 
Extinguet  ignes,  doda  licet,  meos ; 
Nee  flumcn,  ah  !  veftri  benignis 
Ingenii  recreabit  undis. 

C  c  ij 
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JAMES     CAWTHORN. 


Containing 


ABELARD  TO  ELOISA, 

PRUSSIA, 

MORAL  ESSAYS, 


To  which  is  prefixed, 

THE    LIFE    OF    THE    AUTHOR. 


Sick  of  the  world's  applaufe,  yet  fond  to  warn\ 
Each  maid  that  knows  with  Eloife  to  charm, 
He  afcs  of  Verfe  to  aid  his  native  fire, 
Refines,  and  wildly  lives  along  the  lyre ; 
Bids  all  his  various  paffions  throb  anew, 
And  hopes,  my  fair,  to  fteal  a  tear  from  you. 


EPISTLE  TO  MISS    '     •-,  WITH  ABELARD  TO  ELOISA. 


EDINBURGH: 

PRINTED  BY  MUNDELL  AND  SON,  ROYAL  BANK  CLOSE, 
Anno  1794. 


THE  LIFE  OF  CAWTHORN. 


JAMES  CAWTHORN  was  born  at  or  near  Sheffield,  in  Yorkfhire,  in  1721.  Of  the  circumflances 
and  profcffion  of  his  father,  there  is  no  account.  He  received  his  education  partly  at  Rotheram  in 
Yorkfhire,  and  partly  at  Kirkby-Lonfdale  in  Weftmorcland.  Whether  he  was  indebted  to  either  of 
the  univerfities  for  any  part  of  the  literature  he  pofiefled,  is  uncertain.  His  epitaph  gives  him  the 
degree  of  Matter  of  Arts;  but  his  name  does  not  appear  in  either  of  the  lifts  of  graduates. 

His  firft  employment  was  that  of  Ulher,  at  the  fchool  of  one  Mr.  Clare,  in  the  city  of  London, 
whofe  fifter  he  married.  His  wife  died  before  him. 

In  1743,  he  was  chofen  Matter  of  Tunbridge  School,  by  the  Skinner's  Company  of  London  ;  of 
which  the  founder,  Sir  Andrew  Judd,  a  native  of  Tunbridge,  and  Lord  Mayor  of  London,  in  the 
reign  of  Queen  Elizabeth,  was  a  freeman. 

It  mutt  always  afford  fatisfaclion  to  fee  thofe  public  eftablifhments,  which  the  piety  of  former  times 
has  provided  for  the  education  of  youth,  conducted  in  fuch  a  manner  as  to  anfwer  the  intention  of 
the  donors. 

In  this  refpe&,  the  Company  of  Skinners  deferve  particular  commendation  ;  as  a  retrofpe&ion  for 
many  years  will  (how,  that  their  choice  has  generally  fallen  on  men  of  very  diftinguiflied  and  emi 
nent  abilities. 

Cawthorn  is  very  advantageoufly  known  to  the  world  by  his  poetical  compofitions ;  and  Dr. 
Knox,  the  prefent  refpe&able 'Matter  of  Tunbridge  School,  ranks  as  a  writer  of  popular  effays,  mo 
ral  and  critical,  ferious  and  humorous,  with  Addifon,  Steele,  Johnfon,  Moore,  Hawkefworth,  and 
Goldfmith. 

It  is  equally  honourable  to  Cawthorn,  and  to  the  Company  of  Skinners,  that,  in  conjunction  with 
his  patrons,  he  founded  a  library,  which  is  annexed  to  that  feminary. 

Before  his  appointment  to  the  mafterfliip  of  Tunbridge  School,  he  appears  to  have  taken  orders; 
but  neither  the  time  of  his  ordination,  nor  the  place  where  he  was  beneficed,  have  been  afcertained. 

He  had  an  early  turn  for  poetry  ;  and  as  it  was  his  cuftom  to  affix  to  his  juvenile  pieces  the  place 
•where,  and  the  year,  day,  and  age  of  hia  life  when  they  were  written,  fome  of  them  are  dated 
Kirkby-Lonfdale,  in  1735. 

In  1746,  he  wrote  The  Equality  of  Human  Conditions,  a  poetical  dialogue,  fpoken  at  the  vifitation  of 
Tunbridge  School. 

The  fame  year,  he  published  his  poem  of  Abelard  to  Eloifa,  with  fome  introductory  verfes,addrefTed 
to  a  young  lady;  which,  with  two  fermons,  was  all  that  he  printed  in  his  life  time. 

In  1749,  he  addreffed  an  ethic  epiftle,  on  the  Vanity  of  Human  Enjoyments,  to  Lyttleton,  whofe 
patronage  he  courted,  with  the  other  poets  of  that  time. 

Of  the  following  twelve  years  of  his  life,  little  is  known  that  can  be  related  with  certainty. 

He  was  killed  by  a  fall  from  his  horfe,  as  he  was  going  to  befpeak  the  mufic  on  fome  occafion,  from 
Tunbridge  Wells,  April  15.  1761,  in  the  4«th  year  of  his  age;  and  was  buried  in  Tunbridge 
Church. 

Over  his  remains  is  the  following  infcription  : 

Hie  fitus  eft 

JACOBUS  CAWTHORN,  A.  M. 
Scholss  Tunbrigienfis  magifter 

Qni  juventuti  turn  rnoribus,  turn  litcris  inftituenda; 

Operam  niagno,  non  fine  honore  dedic 

Opibus,  quas  largamanu  diilribuit 

Fruhur,  &  in  sternum  fiuetur 
Obiit,  heu  citius  !   Aprilis  15.  1761, 

^Stan's  40. 
Sorer  irafta  ex  grato  animo  hoc  pofuic. 

C  c  iii} 
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His  Poems  were  colle&ed  and  publifhed  in  one  volume  4to,  1771 :  but,  by  an  unpardonable  nc^ 
gle&  in  the  editor,  without  any  information  concerning  his  life,  family  connections,  or  even  the 
times  and  places  of  his  birth  and  death. 

This  indifference  towards  a  perfon  fo  refpedlable  as  an  author,  and  fo  deferving  as  a  man,  is 
much  to  be  lamented ;  and,  for  the  fake  of  pofterity  a-?  well  as  the  prefent  times,  it  is  to  be  wifhed, 
that  thofe  who  are  acquainted  with  any  particular*  concerning-  him,  would  communicate  them  to 
feme  repofitory  where  they  might  be  referved  for  the  ufe  of  future  biographers. 

'An  anonymous  writer  in  the  "  St.  James's  Chronicle,"  of  April  25.  1771,  informed  the  public, 
that  the  firil  piece  in  this  colkdlion~  was  not  originally  competed  by  Cawthorn,  but  by  Pitt,  the 
traiiilaror  of  Virgil ;  and  is  to  be  found  at  page  120,  of  the  poems  publifhed  by  him  in  1727. 

To  this  charge  of  unfair  dealing,  the  editor  afftrted,  in  his  own  vindication,  that  the  poem  was 
really  fele<5led  from  a  number  of  Cawthorn's  juvenile  pieces  in  his  poffeffion,  in  his  own  hand 
writing.  "  So,  I  had  not,"  fay  he,  "  the  leafl  reafon  to  fuppofe  that  it  was  copied,  efpecially  as 
there  are  ftveral  others,  in  the  fame  collection,  which  (if  we  may  believe  Mr.  Cawthorn)  can 
Lelong  to  no  other  author  :  For,  at  the  clofe  of  one  poem,  which  is  called  A  Meditation,  dated 
Kirkby-Lonfdale,  January  30.  1735,  he  fays,  "  this  effay,  as  well  as  the  other  pieces  of  divine 
poetry,  v/as  compofed  in  the  hurry  of  imagination,  without  any  regard  to  connection,  which  is  ex- 
^ufabie  in  a  perfon  whofe  judgment',  by  reafon  of  his  years,  is  deficient.  I  chofe  rather  this  kind 
of  poetry,  fince  the  pens  of  the  mod  celebrated  writers  have  been  employed  in  other  matters. 
They  were  dtfigned  for  my  private  amufement,  and  to  unbend  the  mind  when  engaged  in  work*  of 
not  fo  agreeable  a  nature." 

According  to  this  account,  the  editor  dees  not  pofitively  deny  the  piece  in  queftion  to  be  Pitt's; 
be  only  declares  his  having  known  nothing  of  the  matter  previnufly  to  the  publication  of  Cawthorn's 
pot- ms  ;  and  consequently,  if  the  poem  proved  to  be  Pitt's,  the  infertion  of  it  among  Cawthorn's 
pieces,  is  a  circumftance  very  different  from  intentional  plagiarifm. 

The  poems  contained  in  that  collection,  have  been  reprinted,  together  with  feme  pieces  which 
bad  been  omitted,  in  the  edition  of  "  The  Englifh  Poets,"  1790. 

Cawthorn  is  faid  to  have  been  in  the  general  intercourfe  of  life,  generous  and  friendly;  but,  in 
the  conduct  oi  his  fchool,  fingularly  harih  and  fevere.  He  had  fomc  extraordinary  foibles.  With 
little  flail  in  horfemanfhip,  he  was  fond  of  hunting ;  and  with  no  acquaintance  with  mufic,  he  waj 
an  admirer  of  concerts  and  optras.  He  has  been  known  to  ride  to  London  from  Tunbridge,  in 
order  to  be  prefent  at  a  mufical  performance,  though  he  was  under  the  necefiky  of  being  back  by 
ftvtn  o'clock  the  next  morning. 

As  a  poet,  his.  companions  are  chara&eriftd  by  energy,  enthufiafm,  and  melody,  more  than  eafe, 
elegance,  and  correcliufs.  He  had  a  lively  imagination  ;  but  his  judgment  was  not  equal  to  his 
fancy  ;  and  his  moft  finifhed  productions  difcover  an  incorre&nef*  of  tafte.  He  formed  himfelf  up 
on  Pope,  as  a  model  of.  heroic  verfe  ;  and,  it  is  faying  much  for  him,  that  he  frequently  wrot$ 
like  his  mailer.  He  has  copied  his  paufea,  cadence,  call  of  diction,  and  the  mechanifm  and  con- 
flruction  of  his  verfe,  with  a  felicity  of  imitation  that  has  few  examples. 

But  he  could  not  long  maintain  Pope's  eafy  elegance,  nor^eep  up  ro  the  free  and  unwearied  fpirit 
that  he  breathed.  He  has  the  faults  of  his  mafter  ;  but  not  all  his  fnblime  beauties,  and  more  ani 
mated  graces.  His  verification,  though  flowing  and  harmonious,  is  too  artificial  and  uniform,  and 
fometimes  elaborated  into  ohfcurity.  His  paufes  are  anticipated  by  the  ear;  anl  the  regular  recur-, 
rence  of  the  words  every  and  all,  efpecially  the  latter,  in  almoft  every  line,  pi  educes  a  tirefome  mo- 
nctony.  * 

His  Epijllcfrom  AMardto  Eloifa.,  is  the  rpoft  popular  of  his  productions.  It  is  reckoned  little  inferior 
to  Pa'tilon's  celebrated  letter,  or  Pope's  admirable  "  Eloila."  It  certainly  contair*  many  ftrong  lines, 
much  paffinn,  and  animated  expreffion  ;  but  the  hand  of  the  perfect  maf^er  was  wanting  to  difpofe 
the  colours  and  chaftife  the  piece  A  third  "  epiftle  from  Abelard  to  Eloifa,"  was  publifhed  by  Mr. 
Warwick  Jr  1/82,  which  is  not  a  mere  copy;  and  could  the  exquifite  "  Epiftle  from  Eloifa  to  Abe- 
lard,"  be  for  a  whiit  forgotten,  it  might  be  thought  not  a  fecond-rate  performance.  ^His  Lady  Jane 
Grey  to  Lord  Cuilford  Dudley^  is  another  heautiful  example  of  that  fpecies  of  writing  epiftles  under 
feigned  chara^lersj  which  it  is  jio  injall  merit  in  Ovid  to  have  invented,  The  fubjvd  is  one  of  ths 
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Inoft  {inking  in  the  Englifli  annals;  and  the  circumftances  of  diftrefs,  the  various  turns  of  paflion, 
and  the  different  fentiments  with  which  Lady  Jane  is  agitated,  are  finely  worked  up,  without  any 
remarkable  deviation  from  hiftory. 

The  Elegy  on  Captain  Hughes,  is  one  of  the  moft  highly  finifhed,  and  certainly  the  moft  intereding 
of  his  fliorter  pieces.  It  is  exquifitely  animated  and  tender,  but  not  without  fome  pretty,  rather 
than  pathetic  fentiments,  and  fome  obfcure  and  fome  carelefs  lines.  The  prefent  writer  thinks  he 
has  feen  a  more  correct  copy  of  this  elegy,  than  that  which  is  printed  in  the  collection  of  **  The 
Englifh  Poets,"  in  fome  of  the  Mifcellanies ;  and  has  ventured,  from  memory,  to  mark  the  variations, 
which  appear  to  him  to  be  effential  improvements.  The  fixth  line  from  the  beginning,  in  particular, 
feems  to  him  to  be  quite  unintelligible. 

Forgets  the  fort  before  he  grafps  the  lyre, 
He  thinks  it  fhould  be 

Forgets  the  toet  ere  he  grafps  the  lyre. 

The  apoftrophe  to  Nature,  in  the  line  immediately  following,  he  thinks  fhould  be  to  Friencfjlip, 
The  fubfequent  alterations  are  too  numerous  to  be  fpecified. 

His  Regulation  of  the  PaJ/ions,  a  moral  effay,  has  great  merit  in  many  places.  The  end  of  Suffolk 
ftrongly  reminds  us  of  Pope's  Buckingham.  The  idea  of  a  moral  economy  from  painting,  exempli 
fied  in  Rembrandt,  is  happily  imagined.  The  concluding  images  are  beautiful  and  juft. 

Let  all  rhy  pafiions  like  his  colours  play, 
Strong  without  harfhnefs,  without  glaring,  gay, 
Contraft  them,  curb  them,  ipread  them,  or  confine, 
£nm>blc  thefe,  and  thofe  forbid  to  fliine. 
"With  cooler  (hades,  ambition's  fire  aliay, 
And  mildly  melt  the  pomp  of  pride  away  ; 
Her  rainbow  robe  from  vanity  remove, 
And  foften  malice  with  the  fmile  of  love  : 
Bid  o'er  revenge,  the  charities  prevail, 
Nor  let  a  grace  be  feen  without  a  veil; 
So  malt  rh«;ii  live  as  Heaven  itfelf  defign'd, 
Each  ptflfe  congenial  with  th'  informing  mind; 
Each  aclion  ftation'd  in  its  proper  place, 
Each  virtue  blooming  with  its  native  grace, 
Each  paffion  vig'rous  to  its  juft  degree; 
And  the  fair  whole  a  perfect  fymir.et.ry. 

In  his  E_fay  on  Tiifie,  many  of  our  modern  follies,  particularly  the  Chinefe  tafte  in  building  and 
laying  out  grounds,  are  ridiculed  with  no  lefV  propriety  than  poetry.  To  avoid  thefe  follies,  he  ad- 
yifes  us  to  follow  nature  in  our  improvements. 

Examine  nature  with  the  eye  of  tafte, 

Maik  where  fhe  fpreads  the  lawn,  or  pours  the  rill, 

Falls  in  the  vale,  or  breaks  upon  the  hill ; 

Plan  as  fhe  plans  ;  and  where  her  genius  calls, 

There  fink  your  grottos,  and  there  raife  your  walls. 

In  his  Life  Un&appy,  becaufe  -we  vfe  it  improperly,  a  moral  effay,  he  draws  the  idea  of  a  moral  ecxx 
nomy,  from  mufic,  as  he  had  done  before  from  painting,  which  is  finely  exemplified  in  Handel. 

The  Effay  on  Nobility ,  fpoken  at  the  vifitation  of  Tunbridge  School,  in  175  a,  is  replete  witk 
manly  fentiments,  and  indignant  fatire.  It  is  a  pleafure  to  find 


-amidft  the  titled  crew, 


Unknown  to  all  but  Collins  and  the  ftew  j" 
the  name  of  a  late  illuftrious  and  lamented  flatefman,  who  was  more  ennobled ,by  his  private  vir- 
tpes  and  conftitutional  principles,  than  by  his  hereditary  tides.  Twelve  years  of  unfortunate  ppji- 
Ucal  diffenfion,  fince  his  death,  have  already  written  his  eulogium. 

"  Admire  how  innocence  can  lend  to  truth, 
Each  grace  of  virtue,  and  each  charm  of  youth ; 
And  then  enraptur'd  bend  rhe  fuppliant  knee 
To  heavy 5  Mgh  tfyroDe,  O  Rock'tnghamJ  for  thec." 
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His  Epijlle  on  tie  Vanity  of  Human  Enjoyments,  is  written  with  his  i:'~ual  flow  of  melodious  verfifica. 
tion,  and  pleafing  illuftration.  The  dillinguilhed  names  of  Cud-worth,  Hailn  and  De;agvl'iert^  are  pro 
duced  as  examples  of  the  inutility  of  genius  and  fcience  to  their  poffciLrs.  The  lines  which  record 
their  glory,  and  their  country's  Ihame,  are  felected ;  becaufe  the  facts,  particularly  thoi'e  relating  to 
Dr.  Dffagulicrs,  are  little  known,  and  are  equally  interefting  to  curiofity,  learning,  and  benevolence. 

"  Aflc  at  yon  tomb,  where  Cudivorth''t  mighty  name 

Weeps  o'er  the  ruins  of  his  wit  and  fame ; 

Cudivortb,  whofe  fpirit  flew,  with  fails  unfurl'd, 

Through  each  vaft  empire  of  th'  ideal  world, 

Pierc'd  through  the  myftic  (hades  o'er  nature  thrown, 

And  made1  the  foul's  immenfity  his  own. 

Yet  though  his  fyftem  wit  and  fcience  fir'd, 

Though  Wilmot  trembled,  and  though  Hobbes  expir'd, 

Miftaken  zeal,  mad  bigotry  confpire, 

All  Turner's  dullnefs,  and  all  Oxford's  fire, 

All  envy's  poilons,  all  a  nation's  rage, 

And  all  hell's  imps  te  blaft  th'  unfinifh'd  page. 

Much  injur'd  made,  to  truth,  to  virtue  dear, — 
Be  calm,  ye  witlings  '  and,  ye  zealots!  hear  : 
And,  while  this  bright  intelligence  pervades 
Th'  ideal  world,  and  rifes  o'er  the  {hades, 
His  mines  of  wifdom,  if  you  can  explore, 
Then  fliut  the  volume,  and  be  vain  no  more. — 

Immortal  Halley  !  thy  unwearied  foul 
On  wifdom's  pinion  flew  from  pole  to  pole, 
Th'  uncertain  compafs  to  its  taflc  reftor'd, 
Each  ocean  fathom'd,  and  each  wind  explor'd, 
Commanded  trade  with  ev'ry  breeze  to  fly, 
And  gave  to  Britain  half  the  Zemblian  fky. 

And  fee,  he  comes,  diftinguilh'd,  lov'd,  careft, 
Mark'd  by  each  eye,  and  hugg'd  to  ev'ry  breafl ; 
His  godlike  labours  wit  and  fcience  fire, 
All  factions  court  him  and  all  feels  admire  : 
While  Britain,  with  a  gratitude  unknown 
To  ev'ry  age  but  Nero's  and  our  own, 
A  gratitude  that  will  for  ever  fliame 
The  Spartan  glory,  and  th'  Athenian  name — 
Tell  it,  ye  winds  !  that  all  the  world  may  hear— 
Bleft  his  old  age  with — ninety  pounds  a  year. 

Are  thefe  our  triumphs?  thefe  the  fumswe  give 
To  ripen  genius,  and  to  bid  it  live  ? 
Can  Britain  in  her  fits  of  madnefs  pour 
One  half  her  Indies  on  a  Roman  whore, 
And  ftill  permit  the  weeping  mufe  to  tell 
How  poor  neglected  Defaguliers  fell  ? 
How  he,  who  taught  two  gracious  kings  to  view 
All  Boyle  ennobled,  and  all  Bacon  knew, 
Died  in  a  cell,  without  a  friend  to  fave, 
Without  a  guinea,  and  without  a  grave  ?" 

If  the  merit  of  this  Efi/lle,  and  his  Moral  E/ays,  is  to  be  cftimated  by  the  juft  information  they 
contain,  and  the  important  truths  they  eftablifh,  it  is  unqueftionably  very  confiderable.  They  abound 
alfo  in  beautiful  imagery,  and  fplendid  poetical  embellifhments  of  many  kinds;  but  they  are  fuller  of 
delicate  fentiment,  philofophical  reflection,  and  moral  fatire,  than  of  imagery,  figures,  and  poetry. 

His  Pi njjla  is  a  fpirited  panegyrical  poem,  on  the  victories  of  the  late  King  of  Pruflla,  whofe  lite 
rary,  legiilative,  and  warlike  accomplifhments,  are  the  boaft  and  admiration  of  the  prefent  age.  His 
TWtt  have  a  confiderable  portion  of  the  eafe,  humour,  and  familiarity  which  diftinguiih  the  produc 
tions  of  Prior  ;  but  do  not  add  much  to  his  reputation. 

Cawthorn,  it  muft  be  acknowledged,  has  beitowed  too  much  attention  on^inferior  poetical  orna 
ments;  but,  when  every  deduction  is  made  which  criticifm  requires,  his  competitions  will  be  found 
to  difplay  that  pregnancy  of  invention,  that  exquifite  fenfibility,  and  that  genuine  enthufiafm,  which, 
arc  the  invaluable  fan&ions  bellowed  by  nature  on  every  real  pact,  4 
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TO  MISS 


OP    HORSEMANDEN, IN    KENT. 

\VHEN  wit  and  fcience  trimm'd  their  wither'd 
bays,  [rays, 

At  Pet>  arch 't>  voice,  and  beam'd  with  half  their 
Some  heaven-horn  genius,  panting  to  explore 
The  fcenes  oblivion  wifh'd  to  live  no  more. 
Found  Abelard  in  grief's  fcd  pomp  array 'd, 
And  call'd  the  melting  mourner  from  the  fhade. 
Touch'd  by  his  woe?,  and  kindlit.g  at  his  iage, 
Admiring  nations  glov-  'd  from  ajie  to  age  ; 
From  age  to  age  the  foft  infection  ran, 
Taught  to  lament  the  hermit  in  the  man  ; 
Pride  dropt  her  creft,  ambition  learn'd  to  figh, 
And  dove-like  pity  ftream'd  in  ev'ry  eye. 

Sick  of  the  world's  applaule,  yer  fond  to  warm 
.Each  maid  that  knows  with  Eloife  to  charm, 
He  aiks  of  v^rfe  to  aid  his  native  fire, 
Refines,  and  wildly  IJve^  along  the  lyre  ; 
Bids  all  his  various  paffions  throb  anew, 
And  hopes,  tny  fair,  to  fteal  a  tear  fr<  m  you. 

O  bleft  with  temper,  bleft  with  fkill  to  pour 
JLife's  ev'ry  comfort  on  each  Tocial  hour ! 
Chafte  as  thy  blufhes,  gentle  as  thy  mien, 
Too  grave  for  folly,  and  too  gay  for  fpleen  ; 
Indulg'd  to  win.  to  foften,  to  infpire, 
To  melt  with  mufic,  and  with  wit  to  fire ; 
To  blend,  as  judgment  tells  thee  how  to  pleafe, 
Wifdom  with  fmiles,  and  majefty  with  eafe; 
Alike  to  virtue  as  the  graces  known, 
And  proud  to  love  all  merit  but  thy  own  ! 

Thefe  are  thy  honours,  thefe  will  charms  fupply, 
When  thofe  dear  funs  fhall  fet  in  either  eye ; 
"While  fhe,  who,  fond  of  drefs,  of  paint,  and  place, 
Aims  but  to  be  a  goddefs  in  the  face ; 
Born  all  thy  fex  illumines  to  defpife, 
Too  mad  for  thrught,  too  pretty  to  be  wife, 
Haunts  for  a  year  fantaftically  vain, 
With  half  our  fribbles  dying  in  her  train  ; 
Then  finks,  as  beauty  fades  and  paffion  cools, 
The  fcorn  of  coxcombs,  and  the  jeit  of  fools. 

ABELARD  TO  ELOISA. 

FIRST   PUBLISHED   I747/ 
ARGUMENT. 

ABELARD  and  Eloifa  flour ifhed  in  the  twelfth 
century  :  they  were  two  of  the  moft  diflinguifh- 
ed  perfons  of  their  age,  in  learning  and  beauty  ; 
but  tor  nothing  more  famous  than  f.cr  their  en- 


fortunate  paffion.  After  a  long  courfe  of  cala 
mities,  they  retired  each  to  a  feveral  convent, 
and  confecrated  the  remainder  of  their  days  to 
religion.  It  was  many  years  after  this  fepara- 
tion,  that  a  letter  of  Abelatd's  to  a  friend,  which 
contained  the  hiftory  oi  his  misfortunes,  fell  into 
the  hands  of  Eloifa  :  this  occafioned  thofe  cele 
brated  letters  (out  of  which  the  following  is 
parly  extracted),  which  give  fo  lively  apidlure 
of  the  ftruggles  of  grace  and  nature,  virtue  and 
paffion.  POPB. 

AH  '.  why  this  boding  ftart  ?  this  fudden  pain, 
That  wings  my  pulfe,  and  fhoots  from  vein  to 

vein  ! 

What  mean,  regardlefs  of  yon  midnight  bell, 
Thefe  earth-born  vifions  faddening  o'er  my  cell ! 
What  ftrange  diforder  prompts  thefe  thoughts  to 

glow, 

Thefe  fighs  to  murmur,  and  thefe  tears  to  flow  \ 
'Tis  fhe,  'tis  Eloifa's  form  reflor'd,^ 
Once  a  pure  faint,  and  more  than  faints  ador'd  : 
She  comes  in  all  her  killing  charms  confefs'd, 
Glares  through  the  gloom,  and  pours  upon  my 

breaft,  [move, 

Bids  heaven's  bright  guard  from  Paraclete  re- 
And  drags  me  back  to  mifery  and  love. 

Enjoy  thy  triumphs,  dear  illufion  !  fee 
This  fad  apoftate  from  his  God  to  thee; 
See.  at  thy  call,  my  guilty  warmths  return, 
Flame  through  my  blood,  and  fteal  me  from  my 

urn. 

Yet,  yet.  frail  Abelard  !  one  effort  try, 
Ere  the  laft  lingering  fpark  of  virtue  die  ; 
The  deadly  cha-ming  forcerefs  controul, 
And,  fpite  of  nature,  tear  her  from  thy  foul. 

Long  has  that  foul,  in  thefe  unfocial  woods, 
Where'anguifh  mufes,  and  where  forrow  broods^ 
From  love's  wild  vifionary  wifhes  flray'd, 
And  fought  to  loft  thy  beauties  in  the  fhade. 
Faith  dropp'd  a  fmile,  devotion  lent  her  fire, 
Woke  the  keen  pang,  and  fan&ified  defire  ; 
Led  me  enraptur'd  to  the  bleft  abode, 
And  taught  my  heart  to  glow  with  all  its  God. 
But  O,  how  weak  fair  faith  and  virtue  prove, 
When  Eloifa  melts  away  in  love  ! 
When  her  fond  foul,  impaffion'd,  rapt,  unveil'd, 
No  joy  forgotten,  and  no  wifh  conceal'd, 
Flows  through  her  pen  as  infant-fnftnefsfree, 
And  fiercely  fprings  in  ecftacies  to  me  ! 
Ye  heavens !  as  walking  in  yon  facred  fanea 
Wilh  every  fsraph  warm  in  every  vein, 
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Juft  as  remorfe  had  rous'd  an  aching  figh, 
And  my  torn  foul  hung  trembling  in  my  eye, 
In  thai  kind  hour  thy  fatal  letter  came, 
1  faw,  I  gaz'd.  F  fnivcr  d  at  the  name  ; 
The  ccnicious  lamps  at  once  forgot  to  mine, 
Prophetic  tremors  (hook  the  hallow'd  (hrine; 
P/itfts,  cenfers,  altars  from  thy  genius  fled, 
And  heav'n  it  ft  If  (hut  en  me  while  I  read. 

Dtar  fmil-ng  miiUncf  !   art  thou  frill  the  fame, 
The  Hill  pale  vidlmi  of  too  (oft  a  flame  ? 
Warm  a>  when  firft,  with  more  than  mortal  fhine, 
Each  melting  eye-hall  mix  d  thy  foul  with  mine  ? 
Have  no*  thy  tears,  for  ever  taught  to  flow, 
The  glooms  of  ahfence,  anc  the  pangs  of  woe, 
The  pomp  otfaciifice,  the  whifper'ci  tale, 
Tr.c  <,ri.?.dfuj  v,  w  \ft  hov'ring  o'er  rhy  veil, 
Dtove  :his  bewitching  fordnels  from  thy  hreaft, 
Curb'd  the  loufe  vvifh,  and  torm'd  each  pulfe  to 

re(t  ? 

And  canl>  thou  Oill,  (till  bend  the  fuppKant  knee 
T  o  love's  drea<t  (hrir;e,  ana  weep  and  figh  for  me? 
'Then  take  me,  take  me,  lock  me  in  thy  arms, 
Spring  to  my  !i)j.s,  and  give  me  all  thy  charms. 
Kf — fly  me,  fly  me,  fpread  th'  impatient  fail, 
Steai  the  lar k'*  wing,  and  mount  the  fwifteft  gale  ; 
Skmi  the  vaft  ocean,  freeze  beneath  the  pole, 
R  -.<>m  ce  me,  cuife  me,  root  me  from  thy  foul; 
Fly    fly,  for  jufhce  bares  the  aim  of  God, 
And  the  giaip'd  vengeance  only  waits  hi.-  nod. 
Art  thcle  thy  wifhes  ?  can  they  thus  infpire  ? 
Doe;-  frei'Zy  f"rm  them,  or  does  grace  afpire  ? 
Can  Abelard,  in  hurricanes  ol  zeal, 
Betray  his  heart,  and  teach  thee  net  to  feel  ? 
Teach  thy  enumour'd  Ipirit  to  difown 
Each  human  warmth,  and  chill  thee  into  {lone  ? 
Ah  !  rather  iet  my  tendered  accents  move 
The-  Jaft  wild  accents  of  u;ih;>Iy  love  ; 
On  that  dear  bofom  trembling  let  me  lie, 
Pour  car  my  foul,  ami  in  fierce  raptures  die, 
Rouic  all  my  p^fiions,  ad.  my  joys  new. 
Faiev*  ell,  yc  ceils     ye  martyr'd  faints,  adieu  ! 
Skep,  confcience  :   fleep,  each  awful  thought  be 

drown 'd, 
And  (evtnfold  darkncfs  veil  the  fcene  around. 

VV  hat  means  this  paule,  this  agonizing  ftart, 
This  ghmpfe  of  heav'n  quick  ruihing  through  my 

heart  ? 

Methii;ks  I  iee  a  radiant  crofs  difplay'd— — 
A  wcundtd  Saviour  bleeds  along  the  (hade  : 
Aro'M»d  th'  exjiiiii  g  God  bright  angels  fly, 
S\yi  11  the  loud  hymn,  and  open  all  the  iky* 
O  fave  me,  fave  me,  ere  the  thunders  roll, 
Ana  hellV  black  c-ivcrn?  (wallow  up  my  foul ! 
Return,  ye  hours !  when,  guiitlcis  of  a  ftain, 
My  ilrong-pium'd  geniu.-  thrpbb'd  in  every  vein  ; 
When,  v.arn.'d  with  all  th'Egyptian  fanes  inlpir'd? 
All  Athens  beaded,  and  all  Rome  admir'd; 
My  merit  in  its  full  meridian  (hoi.e, 
Each  rival  bluihn.-g,  and  each  hearr  my  own. 
Return,  yc  fu-i>es  — Ah  no  '.  from  fancy  fly, 
On  time's  ftretch'd  wing,  till  each  idea  die, 
Eternal  fly  ;  fn  ce  ail  that  learning  gave, 
Too  weak  to  conquer,  and  too  fond  to  fave, 
To  love's  foft  empire  every  with  betray'd, 
left  my  lautcls  witl*'ripg  in  Uie  fl 


Let  me  forget  that,  while  decJtful  fame 

Grafp'd  herfliriil  trump,  and  fill'd  it  with  my  name, 

Thy  flronger  charms,  empower'd  by  heaven  t» 

move 

Each  faint,  each  bleft  infenfihle  to  love, 
At  once  my  foul  from  bright  ambition  won, 
I  hugg'd  the  dart,  I  wifh'd  to  be  urid  <ne : 
No  more  pale  fcience  durft  my  thoughts  engage, 
Infipid  dulnefs  hung  on  every  page; 
The  midnight-lamp  no  more  enjoy'd  its  blaze, 
No  more  my  fpirit  flew  from  maze  to  maze  : 
Thy  glances  bade  philofophy  refign 
Her  thn>ne  to  thee,  and  every  fenfe  was  thine. 

But  what  could  all  the  frofb  of  wifdom  do, 
Oppos'd  to  beauty,  when  it  melts  in  you  ? 
Since  thefe  dark,  cheerlefs,  folitary  caves, 
Death-breathing  woods,  and  daily,  opening  graves, 
Misfliapen  rocks,  wild  images  of  woe, 
For  ever  howling  to  the  deeps  below; 
Urigenial  deferts,  where  no  vernal  (ho\v'r[flow'r; 
Wakes  the  green  herb,  or  paints  th'  unfolding 
Th'  embrowning  glooms  thefe  holy  manfions  (hedj 
The  night-born  horrors  brooding  o'er  my  bed, 
The  dilmal  fcenes  black  melancholy  pours 
O'er  the  fad  vifionsof  enanguifli'd  hours; 
Lean  abftinence,  wan  grief,  low-thoughted  care, 
Difrradting  guilt,  and,  hell's  worft  fiend,  defpair, 
Confpire  in  vain,  with  all  the  aids  of  art, 
To  blot  thy  dear  idea  from  my  heart. 

Deiufive,  fightlefs  God  of  warm  defire  ! 
Why  wouldft  thou  wi(h  to  fet  a  wretch  on  fire? 
Why  lives  thy  foft  divinity  where  woe 
Heaves  the  pale  figh,  and  anguifli  loves  to  glow ! 
Fly  to  the  mead,  the  daify-painted  vale, 
Breathe  in  its  fweets,  and  melt  along  the  gale ; 
Fly  where  gay  fcenes  luxurious  youths  employ, 
Where  ev'ry  moment  (teals  the  wing  of  joy  : 
There  may'ifc  thou  fee,  low  prollrateat  thy  throne^ 
Devoted  (laves,  and  vi^ims  all  thy  own ; 
Each  village-)  wain  the  turf-built  (hrine  (hall  raife., 
And  kings  command  whole  hecatombs  to  blaze. 

O  memory  !  ingenious  to  revive     , 
Each  fleeting  hour,  and  teach  the  paft  to  live, 
Witnefs  what  conflicts  this  frail  bwfom  tore  ! 
What  griefs  I  fuffer'd  !  and  what  pangs  I  bore  ! 
How  Ipng  I  (Iruggled,  labour'd,  drove  to  fave 
An  heart  that  panted  to  be  ftill  a  flave  !       [flame, 
When  youth,  warmth,  rapture,  fpirit,  love,  and 
Stiz'd  every  fenfe,  and   burnt  through  all  ray 

frame ; 

From  youth,  warmth,  rapture,  to  thefe  wilds  I  fled* 
My  food  the  herbage,  and  the  rock  my  bed. 
There,  while  thefe  venerable  cloifters  rife 
O'er  the  bleak  furge,  and  gain  upon  the  ikies, 
My  wounded  foul  indulg'd  the  tear  to  flow 
O'er  all  her  iad  viciflitudes  of  woe  ; 
Prof ufe  of  life,  and  yet  afraid  to  die, 
Guilt  in  my  heart,  and  horror  is  my  eye, 
With  ceafelefN  pray'rs.  the  whole  artill'ry  giv'* 
IV  win  the  mercies  of  offended  Heav'n, 
Each  hill,  made  vocal,  echoed  all  around, 
While  my  torn  breaft  knock'd  bleeding  on  ths 

ground. 

Yet,  yet,  alas  !  though  all  my  moments  flyt 
Staiii'd  by  a  tear,  and  darken'd  io  a  figh, 
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Though  meagre  fafts  have  on  my  cheeks  difplay'd 
The  duflc  of  death,  and  funk  me  to  a  fhade, 
Spite  of  myfelf  the  ftill-impoifoning  dart 
Shoots  through  my  blood,  and  drinks  up  all  my 

heart : 

My  vows  and  wifhes  wildly  difagree, 
And  grace  itfelf  miftakes  my  God  for  rhee.    [iky 
Athwart  the  glooms  that  wrap  the  midnight- 
My  Eloifa  deals  upon  my  eye  ; 
For  ever  rifes  in  the  folar  ray, 
A  phantom  brighter  than  the  blaze  of  day. 
Where'er  I  go,  the  vifiohary  gueft 
Pants  on  my  lip,  or  finks  upon  my  breaft  ; 
Unfolds  her  fweets,  and,  throbbing  to  deftroy, 
Winds  round  my  heart  in  luxury  of  joy ; 
While  loud  hofannasfhake  the  fhrines  around, 
I  hear  her  fofter  accents  in  the  found  ; 
Her  idol-beauties  on  each  altar  glare, 
And  heav'n  much  injur'd  has  but  half  my  pray'r : 
5lo  tears  can  drive  her  hence,  no  pangs  controul, 
For  ev'ry  object  brings  her  to  my  foul. 

Laft  night,  reclining  on  yon  airy  fteep, 
My  bufy  eyes  hung  brooding  o'er  the  deep  ; 
The  breathlcfs  whirlwinds  flept  in  ev'ry  cave, 
And  the  foft  moon-beam  danc'd  from  wave  to 

wave  ; 

Each  former  blifs  in  this  bright  mirror  feen, 
With  all  my  glories,  dawn'd  upon  the  fcene, 
Recall' d  the  dear  aufpicious  hour  anew, 
When  my  fond  foul  to  Eloifa  flew ; 
When,  with  keen  fpeechlefs  agonies  opprefs'd, 
Thy  frantic  lover  fnatch'd  thee  to  his  breaft, 
Gaz'd  on  thy  blufhes,  arm'd  with  ev'ry  grace, 
And  faw  the  goddefs  beaming  in  thy  face; 
Saw  thy  wild,  trembling,  ardent  wifhes  move 
Each  pulfe  to  rapture,  and  each  glance  to  love. 
But  lo  !  the  winds  ddcend,  the  billows  roar, 
Foam  to  the  clouds,  and  burft  upon  the  fhore, 
Vaft  peals  of  thunder  o'er  the  ocean  roll, 
The  flame-wing'd  lightning  gleams  from  pole  to 

pole. 

At  once  the  pleafing  images  withdrew, 
And  more  than  horrors  crowded  on  my  view  : 
Thy  uncle's  form,  in  all  his  ire  array'd, 
Serenely  dreadful,  ftalk'd  along  the  fhade  : 
Pierc'd  by  his  fw«rd  I  funk  upon  the  ground, 
The  fpeclre  ghaftly  fmil'd  upon  the  wound; 
A  group  of  black  infernals  round  me  hung, 
And  tofs'd  my  infamy  from  tongue  to  rongue. 

Detefted  wretch  !  how  impotent  thy  age  ! 
How  weak  thy  malice  '.   and  how  kind  thy  rage  ! 
Spite  of  thyfelf,  inhuman  as  thou  art, 
Thy  murdering  hand  has  left  me  all  my  heart ; 
Left  me  each  tender,  fond  affe«5Uon  warm, 
A  nerve  to  tremble,  and  an  eye  to  charm. 
No,  cruel,  cruel,  exquifite  in  ill ! 
Thou  thought 'ft  it  dull  barbarity  to  kill; 
My  death  hath  robb'd  loft  vengeance  of  her  toil, 
And  fcarcely  warm'd  a  Scythian  to  a  fmile  : 
Sublimcr  fnries  taught  thy  foul  t«>  glow 
With  all  their  favage  myfterie-  of  woe ; 
Taught  thy  unfeel  ng  poniard  to  deftroy 
The  powers  of  nature    and  the  fource  of  joy; 
To  ftretch  me  on  the  racks  of  va  n  defi-e, 
£ach  paflion  throbbmg,  and  each  wilh  on  fire ; 
7 


Mad  to  enjoy,  unable  to  -be  bled, 

Fiends  in  my  veins,  and  hell  within  my  bread. 

Aid  me,  fair  fanh  !  affift  me,  grace  divine! 
Ye  manyr^ !  blefs  me,  and,  ye  faints !  refine  : 
Ye  facred  groves  !   ye  heav'n-devoted  walls! 
Where  folly  ficken*,  and  where  viitue  calls; 
Ye  vows '   ye  altars  !   from  rhis  bofom  tear 
Voluptaou-  love  and  leave  no  aujfuilh  there  : 
Oblivion  !  be  thy  blackeft  plume  difplay'd 
O'er  all  my  griefs,  and  hi(-e  me  in  the  fhade; 
And  thou,  too  fondly  idoliz'd  !  attend 
While  awful  rcafon  whifpers  /n  the  friend. 
Friend,  did  I  fay     Immortals!    what  a  name  ! 
Can  dull,  cold  friendfhip  own  fo  wild  a  flame  ? 
No  ;  let  thy  lover,  whofe  enkindling  eye 
Shot  all  his  foul  between  thee  and  the  fky, 
Whofe  warmth  bewuch'd  thee,  whole  unhallow'd 

fontj 

Call'd  thy  rapt  ear  to  die  upon  his  tongue, 
Now  ftronjfly  roufe,  while  heav'n  his  zeal  infpiref. 
Diviner  tranfports,  and  more  holy  fires; 
Calm  all  thy  paffiont,  all  thy  peace  reftore, 
And  teach  that  fnowy  breaft  to  heave  no  more. 

Torn  from  the  world,  wi'hin  dark  cellsimmur'd, 
By  angels  guarded,  and  by  vows  fecurV, 
1  oa!l  that  once  awoke  thy  fnndnef*  dead, 
And  hope,  pale  forrow's  laft  far!  refuge,  fled  ; 
Why  wilt  thou  weep,  and  figh,  anil  melt  in  vain, 
Brood  o'er  falfe  joy»,  and  hug  th'  ideal  chain? 
Say,  canft  thou  wifh  that  madly  wild  to  fly 
From  yon  bright  portal  opening  in  the  fky, 
Thy  Abe  ard  fhnuld  hid  his  God  adieu, 
Pant  at  thy  feet,  and  tafte  thy  charm*  anew  ? 
Ye  heav'ns !  if,  to  this  tender  bofom  woo'd, 
Thy  mere  idea  harrows  up  my  b'ood; 
If  one  faint  glimpfe  of  Eloife  can  move 
The  fierceft,  miideft  agonies  of  love  ; 
What  fhall  I  he,  when,  dazzling  as  the  light, 
Thy  whole  effulgence  flows  upon  my  fight  ? 
Lock  on  thyfelf,  confider  who  thou  art, 
And  learn  to  be  an  abbeis  in  thy  heart. 
See,  while  devotion's  ever  melting  ftra'n 
Pours  the  loud  organ  through  the  trembling  fane, 
Yon  pious  maids  each  earthly  wifh  difuwn, 
Ktfs  the  dread  crofs,  and  crowd  upon  the  throne: 
O  let  thy  Ibul  the  facred  charge  attend, 
Their  warmths  inlpirit,  and  their  virtues  mend  : 
Teach  every  breaft  from  every  hymri  to  fteal 
The  cherub's  metknef ,  aad  the  feraph's  zeal ; 
To  rife  to  rapture,  to  difT'«lve  away 
In  dream**  of  heav'n.  and  lead  thyfeif  the  way; 
r.ll  all  the  glories  of  the  bkft  abode 
Blaze  on  the  fcene.  and  every  thought  is  God. 
Wf.ile  thus  thy  exemplary  cares  prevail, 
And  make  tach  vefta!  ipotlefs  as  her  veil, 
Th'  eternal  fpirit  o'er  thy  cell  fhall  move 
In  the  foft  in  age  of  the  myftic  dove  . 
The  longeft  gleams  of  heavenly  comfort  bring, 
Peace  in  his  fmile,  ind  healing  on  hi*  wing  ; 
At  once  remove  .iffl  6tion  from  thy  hreaft, 
Melt  o'er  thy  foui    and  -hufh  her  pangs  to  reft. 
O  that  my  foul,  fr«>m  !•  ve's  cur;  bondage  free, 
'-iUi  cafe',  the  tranfports  that  I  urge  to  thee  1 
O  that  fome  angel's  more  than   n  a^ic  art 
W»uld  kindly  tear  the  hermit  from  his  heart  I 
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Extinguifh  every  guilty  fenfe,  and  leave 

No  pulie  to  riot,  and  no  figh  to  heave. 

Vain,  fruitlefs  wifh  !  ftill,  ftill  the  vig'rous  flame 

Burfts,  like  an  .earthquake,  through  my  fhatter'd 

frame ; 

Spite  of  the  joys  that  truth  and  virtue  prove, 
I  feel  but  thee,  and  breathe  not  but  to  iovc  ; 
Repent  in  vain,  fcarce  wifh  to  be  forgiv'n, 
Thy  form  my  idol,  and  thy  charms  my  heav'n. 

Yet,  yet,  my  fair  '  thy  nobler  efforts  try, 
L.ift  me  from  earth  and  give  me  to  the  Iky  ; 
JLet  my  loft  foul  thy  brighter  virtues  feel, 
Warm'd  with  thy  hopes,  and  wing'd  with  all  thy 

zeal. 

And  when,  low-bending  at  the  hallow'd  {brine, 
Thy  contrite  heart  {hall  Abelard  refign  ; 
When  pitying  Heav'n,  impatient  to  forgive, 
Unbars  the  gates  of  light  and  bids  thee  live  ; 
Seize  on  th'  aufpicious  moment  ere  it  flee, 
And  afk  the  fame  immortal  boon  for  me. 

Then  when  thele  black  terrific  fcenes  are  o'er, 
And  rebel  nature  chills  the  foul  no  more  ; 
When  on  thy  cheek  th'  expiring  rofes  tade, 
A"d  thy  lad  luftres  darken  in  the  {hade  ; 
When  arm'd  with  quick  varieties  of  pain, 
Or  creeping  dully  flow  from  vein  to  vein, 
TPale  death  fliall  let  my  kindred-fpirit  free, 
And  thefe  dead  orbs  forget  to  doat  on  thee  : 
Some  pious  friend,  whofe  wild  affections  glow 
Like  ours  in  fad  fimilitude  of  woe, 
Shall  drop  one  tender,  fympalhizing  tear 
Prepare  the  garland,  and  adorn  the  bier ; 
Our  lifekfs  relics  in  one  tomb  enfhrine, 
And  teach  thy  genial  duft  to  mix  with  mine. 

Meanwhile,  divinely  purg'd  from  every  ftain, 
Our  adive  fouls  fhali  climb  th'  ethereal  plain, 
To  each  bright  cherub's  purity  afpire, 
Carch  all  his  zeal,  and  pant  with  all  his  fire  ; 
There,  where  no  face  the  glooms  of  anguifh  wears, 
No  uncle  murders,  and  no  paflion  tears, 
Enjoy  with  heav'n  eternity  of  reft, 
For  ever  blefling,  and  fo.  ever  bleft. 

AN   ELEGY 

TO    THE    MEMORY    OF    CAPTAIN    HUGHES, 
A  particular  friend  of  the  stu:  bar's. 

VAIN  were  the  tafk  to  give  the  foul  to  glow, 
The  nerve  to  kindle,  and  the  verie  to  fl  nv  ; 
When  the  fond  mourner,  hid  from  ev'ry  eye, 
Bleeds  in  the  anguifli  of  too  keen  a  figh; 
And,  loft  to  glory,  loft  to  all  hi*  fire, 
Forgets  the  port  before  he  grafps  the  lyre. 

Nature!  'tis  thine  with  ma;  ly  warmth  to  mourn: 
Expiring  virtue,  and  the  clofing  urn  ; 
To  teach,  dear  feraph  !  o'er  the  good  and  wife 
The  dirge  to  murmur,  and  the  bull  to  rife.         10 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver  6.  7. 

Forgets  rhe  poet  ere  he  grafps  the  lyre. 
Friendfhip !  'tis  thine  with  manly  warmth  to 


Come  then,  O  guiklef.  of  the  tear  of  art ! 
Sprung  from  the  flcy,  and  thmn'd  within  the  heart! 
O  c-  me,  in  all  the  pomp  of  grief  array'd, 
And  weep  the  warrior,  whilft  I  grace  the  (hade. 

'Tis  o'er — the  bright  delufive  fcene  is  o'er, 
And  war's  proud  vilions  mock  the  foul  no  more; 
The  hurel  fades,  th'  imperial  car  retires, 
All  youth  ennobles,  and  all  worth  admires. 

Alas !  my  Hughes!  andmuft  this  mourning  verfe 
Refign  thy  triumph  to  attend  thy  hearfe!  ao 

Was  it  for  this  that  f  iendfhip's  genial  flame 
Woke  all  my  wifhes  from  the  trance  of  fame  ? 
Was  it  for  this  I  left  the  hallow'd  page, 
Where  ev'ry  fcience  beams  of  ev'ry  age  ;    [fcene, 
On  thought's  ftrong  pinion  rang'd  the   martial 
From  Rome's  firft  Casfar  to  the  great  Eugene  , 
Ex;)'>or'd  th'  embattled  van,  the  deep'ning  line, 
Th'  enambufh'd  phalanx,  and  the  fpringing  mine; 
Then,  pale  with  horror,  bent  the  fuppliant  knee, 
And  heav'd  the  figh,  and  dropp'd  the  tear  for 
thee !  30 

What  boots  it  now,that  when  with  hideousrodr, 
The  gathering  tempeft  howl'd  from  ev'ry  fhnre. 
Some  pitying  angel,  vigilant  t'»  fav'e.  [wave  ? 

Spread  all  his  plumes  and  fnatch'd  thee  from  the 
Prefcrv'dthee  facred  from  the  fell  difcafe,  [breeze? 
When  the  blue  plague  had   fir'd    th'    autumnal 
Ah !  when  my  hero  panted  to  engage 
Where  all  the  battle  burft  in  all  its  rage ; 
Where  dreadful  flew  the  miffive  deaths  around, 
And  the  mad  faulchion   blufh'd  from  wound  to 
wound ;  40 

Was  he  deny'd  the  privilege  to  bleed, 
Sav'd  on  the  main  to  fall  upon  the  Tweed  ? 

Ye  Graces !   tell  with  what  addrefs  he  ftole 
The  lift'ning  ear,  and  open'd  all  the  foul,      [rife, 
What  though  rough  winter  bade  hi^  whirlwindi 
Hid  his  pale  funs,  and  frown'd  along  his  fkics, 
Pour'd  the  big  deluge  on  -he  face  of  day, 
My  Hughes  was  here  to  fmile  the  glooms  away, 
With  all  the  luxuries  of  found  to  move 
The  pulfe  of  glory,  or  the  figh  of  love,  50 

And,  fpite  of  winter,  lam tude,  or  pain, 
Taught  life  and  joy  to  throb  in  ev'ry  vein. 

Fancy  !  dear  artift  of  the  mental  pow'r  ! 
Fly, —fetch  my  genius  to  the  focial  hour  ; 
Give  me  again  his  glowing  fsnfe  to  warm, 
His  fong  to  warble,  and  his  wit  to  charm. 
Alas  '.  alas  !  how  impotently  true 
i'h'  aerial  pencil  forms  the  fcene  anew  ! 
E'en  now,  when  all  the  vifion  beams  around, 

And  my  ear  kindles  with  th'  ideal  found 6c 

Juft  as  the  Smiles,  the  Graces  live  imprcft, 
And  all  his  image  takes  up  all  my  breaft 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  14. 
And  weep  the  wairior,  while  I  grace  hisfhade. 

Ver.  40. 

And  the  keen  faulchion  blufh'd  from  wound  tc 
wound ; 

Ver.  4*. 
My  Hughes  was  here  to  fmile  the  gloom  away, 

Ver.  61. 
Juu  as  the  Smiles,  the  Graces  are  impreft, 


POEMS. 


Some  gloomy  phantom  brings  the  awful  bier, 
And  the  ftion  rapture  melts  into  a  tear. 

Thus  in  the  lake's  clear  cryftal  we  defcry 

The  bright  diffufion  of  a  radiant  fky 

Reflected  nature fheds  a  milder  preen; 

While  half  her  forefts  float  into  the  fcene. 

Ah  !  as  we  gaze  thelycklefs  zephyr  flies, 

The  furface  trembles,  and  the  picture  dies.         70 

O  bleft  with  all  that  youth  can  give  to  pleafe, 
The  form  majeftic,  and  the  mien  of  cafe, 
Alike  empower'd  by  nature,  and  by  art, 
To  ftorm  the  rampart,  and  to  win  the  heart ; 
Correct  of  manners,  delicate  of  mind, 
With  Ipirit  humble,  and  with  truth  refin'd; 
Fr.r  puMic  life's  meridian  funfhine  made, 
Yet  kno-vn  to  ev'ry  virtue  of  the  fliade  ; 
In  war  white  all  the  trumps  of  fame  infpire, 
Each  paflion  roving,  and  each  wi(h  on  fire  ;       80 
At  home,  without  or  vanity,  or  rage  ; 
As  foft  as  pity,  and  as  cool  as  age. 

Thefe  were  thy  virtues — thefe  will  {till  be  juft, 
Light  all  their  beams,  and  blare  upon  thy  duft; 
While  pride  in  vain  folemnity  bequeaths 
To  pow'r  her  ftatues,  and  to  guilt  her  wreathes : 
O,  warm'd  by  fadHon,  impudently  fliogs 
The  price  of  nations  on  the  urns  of  kings. 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  63. 
Some  envious  phantom  points  the  awful  bier, 

Ver   66. 
The  bright  diffufion  of  another  fky — 

Ver.  75,  76. 

Correct  of  manners,  elegant  of  mind, 
With  fpirit  modeft,  and  with  truth  refin'd ; 

Ver.  68,  69. 

The  dazzling  fun  with  fofter  beams  is  feen  : 
Juft  as  we  gaze  the  lucklcfs  zephyr  flies. 

Ver.  78. 
Yet  known  to  all  the  virtues  of  the  (hade; 

Ver.  80. 
Each  paflion  raging,  and  each  wifli  on  fire : 

Ver  87. 
Or,  fir'd  by  faction,  impudently  flings 
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M— . 

WHILE  airy  Belville,  guiltlefs  of  a  fchool, 
Shines  out  a  French  edition  of  a  fool, 
Studies  his  learned  tailor  once  a  week, 
But  curfes  ev'ry  fylkble  of  Greek; 
I  fit,  and  think  o'er  all  that  Sparta  fir'd, 
That  Athen*  boatted,  and  that  Rome  admir'd. 
Enraptur'd  fancy,  bufted  with  <he  theme, 
Forms  ev'ry  bright  idea  to  a  dream, 
Paints  all  thr  charming  pageirtry  anew, 
And  brings  at  once  each  clafik  to  my  view. 


Now,  fondly  wild,  I  thunder  in  the  war, 

Shake  the  keen  fpear,  and  mount  th'  imperial  car; 

With  daring  Regulus  to  Carthage  run, 

Or  nobly  bleed  with  Brutus  in  a  fon  ; 

Seize,  Cafca-like,  on  Cacfar's  gorgeous  veft, 

And  boldly  plant  a  dagger  in  his  breaft. 

Now,  foftly  breathing  all  the  Mufe's  fire, 

I  drop  the  faulchion,  and  I  grafp  the  lyre;    \ 

With  Pindar's  pinion  flcim  the  bleft  abode, 

Or  ftrive  to  charm  Auguftus  with  an  ode. 

Come  then,  my  Lelius !  come,   my  joy   and 

pride  !  [guide ; 

Whofe  frier.dihip  foothes  me,  while  thy  precepts 

Thou,  whofe  quick  eye  has  glanc'd  through  every 

age, 

View'd  ev'ry  fcene,  and  ftudied  ev'ry  page  ; 
Teach  me,  like  thee,  with  ev'ry  virtue  bleft, 
To  catch  each  eye, and  fteal  to  ev'ry  breaft; 
To  rife  to  all  that  in  each  patriot  flione, 
And  make  each  hero's  happinefs  my  own. 

Say,  {hall  1,  with  a  triumph  in  my  view,     [fue  ; 
Fame's  air-drefs'd  goddefs  through  each  fcene  pur- 
Ambitious  court  her  in  the  pomp  of  war, 
Aud  number  every  trophy  by  a  fear  ? 
Shall  I,  with  Solon,  form  the  moral  plan, 
And  aim  to  mould  a  favage  to  a  man  ? 
Qr,  plea«'d  to  rival  every  Grecian  fage, 
Glean  Plato's  fenfe,  and  copy  Homer's  rage. 
A—. 

You  afk  me,  Sir  \  what  few  would  care  to  give, 
Some  grave  inftru&ionshow  you  ought  to  live. 
You  wifh  that  envied  blifsful  fcene  to  find, 
That  charms  the  tafte,  and  dignifies  the  mind ; 
That  nobly  mingles  every  art  to  pleafe, 
And  joins  the  majefly  of  life  to  eafe. 

Hear  then,  my  friend !  the  dodlrine  I  difclofe, 
As  true  as  if  difplay'd  in  pompous  profe ; 
As  if  Locke's  facred  hand  the  page  had  wrote, 
And  every  doctor  ftamp'd  it  with  a  vote. 

All  lots  are  equal,  and  all  ftates  the  fame, 
Alike  in  merit,  though  unlike  in  name. 
In  reafon's  eye  no  difference  lies  between 
L/fe's  noon-day  luftres  or  her  milder  fcene. 
Tisnnt  the  plate  that  dignifies  the  board, 
Nor  all  the  titles  blazing  round  a  lord  ; 
'Tis  not  the  fplendid  plume,  th'  embrcider'd  veft. 
The  gorgeous  fword-knot,  or  the  martial  creft, 
That  lends  to  life  the  fmile,  the  jeft,  the  glee, 
Or  makes  his  honour  happier  than  me. 
When  Florio's  acres  ftretch'd  o'er  half  the  land, 
A  gilded  chariot  roll'd  him  through  the  flrand: 
Reduc'd  at  laft  with  humbler  fcenes  to  mix, 
He  fmok'd  a  fpecularive  pipe  at  Dick's. 
The  fame  great  genius,  in  or  out  of  pow'r — 
Eafe  fmooth'd  his  brow,  and  foften'd  ev'ry  hour; 
Taught  him  to  live  as  happy  in  a  flied, 
As  when  a  duchefs  grac'd  his  nuptial  bed. 

Content's  the  .port  all  mortals  wifh  to  hail  : 
She  points  the  compaft,,  arid  (he  guides  the  fail. 
To  her  alone  our  leaky  veflels  roll 
Through  all  the  feas  that  rage  from  pole  to  pole. 
W   at  b-nrs  ic  then,  when  gath'ring  itorms  behind 
Rife  black  in  air,  and  howl  in  ev'ry  wind, 
That  th,  rich  fhip  a  pomp  or  pride  difplay'd, 
Her  malts  all  cedar,  ami  her  fails  brocade  ! 
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Say  canft  thou  think  the  temped  will  discern 
A  filktn  Cable,  rr  a  paimed  ftern  ; 
Hufh  the  wild  cumult  that  tornados  bring, 
And  kindly  fpare  the  y^cht  that  holds  a  king? 
N-  ,  no,  my  friend .!   if  fkilfu!  pilots  guide, 
And  Heav'n  uuipictous  calm>the  whirling  tide, 
No  winds  diftrefs  you,  and  no  ftonn  deftroys, 
Whether  you  fail  in  gondolas  or  hoys. 
M— . 

What,  has  juft  Heav'n  no  flight  diftindtion  made 
Betwixt  a  life  of  funfhine  and  of  fhade  ? 
iVIuft  1,  in  filence,  this  wild  fyflem  own, 
And  think  a  cottage  equal  to  a  throne  ? 
Sure  if  I  did,  rny  friends  would  fuon  beftow 
A  few  ftout  cords,  and  fend  me  to  Monro. 

Your  tailor,  fkill  d  in  fafhion's  ev'ry  grace, 
Decks  you  in  all  the  pageantry  of  lace, 
Lives  in  a  cell,  and  eats  fr;'m  week  to  week, 
An  homely  meal  of  cabbage  and  ox- check. 
You  walk  majeftic  in  a  nobler  fcene, 
Guiltlefs «  f  tv'ry  anguifh,  but  the  fpleen; 
With  all  the  luxury  of  ftatefmen  dine 
On  daily  feafls  of  ortolans  and  wine. 
Then  tell  me,  fir  !  if  this  defcription's  true, 
Js  not  ynur  tailor  lefs  at  cafe  than  you  ? 

Hardwitke,  great  patriot!  envy'd,  lov'd,  careft, 
IVIark  d  by  each  eye,  and  hugg'd  to  ev'ry  breaft ; 
Whofe  bright  example  learns  us  to  admire 
All  Cowper's  graces,  and  all  Taibot's  fire  — 
Firm  to  his  truft,  whatever  bribe?  affail, 
Truth  guides  his  fword,  andjuftice  holds  his  fcale. 
Say,  is  not  he  more  happy  than  the  throng 
Of  beardlefs  templars  melting  o'er  a  fong? 
Than  him,  who,  buried  in  a  country  town, 
Engroffes  half  a  folio  for  a  crown. 

Heroic  glory  in  the  martial  fcene 
Spread  ev'ry  plume  to  dignify  Eugene— 
On  Marlbro's  helmet  fat,  in  all  her  pride, 
And  proudly  frown'd  at  all  the  world  befide. 
And  lure  you'd  think  it  a  moft  fad  difgrace 
If  enfigns  liv'd  as  eafy  as  his  grace. 
A—. 

Dear  Sir !  reftrain  the  prejudice  of  youth, 
And  calmly  liften  to  tke  voice  of  truth. 
When  firft  th'  Almighty  fire  his  work  began, 
And  fpoke  the  mingling  atoms  into  man, 
To  all  the  race  with  gracious  hand  was  giv'n 
One  common  f  reft,  and  one  equal  heav'n ; 
They  fhar'd  alike  this  univerfal  ball, 
The  fons  of  freedom,  and  the  lords  of  all. 
The  poets  too  this  facred  truth  difplsy'd, 
From  cloud-t-pt  Pindus  to  theLatian  fhade. 
They  fung  that  ere  Pandora,  fond  of  firife, 
Let  loofe  each  embryf-miftry  of  life, 
All  nature  brighten'd  in  one  golden  age, 
Each  fire  a  monarch,  and  each  fon  a  fage ; 
Eternal  bleflings  flow'd  to  all  the  race, 
Alike  in  riches,  as  alike  in  place. 

Suppofe  then,  Sir,  that  new  diftinclicns  fince 
Have  plac'd  a  flave  feme  leagues  below  a  prince ; 
Yet  eafe  and  joy,  difpaffion'd  reafcn  owns, 
As  often  vifit  cottages  as  thrones. 

See  !  in  yon  valley,  while  the  mellowing  grain 
Embrowns  the  flope,  and  nods  along  the  plain, 
A  crowd  of  ruftics,  doom'd  to  daily  toil, 
frifarxu  the  foreft,  or  enrich  the  foil ; 
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Not  in  that  t.legance  of  drefs  array'd 
That  charm'd  Arcadia's  hilly,  and  Tempc's  fhad^e \ 
Where  Thyrfis,  fhelter'd  in  fome  happier  grove, 
The  lonely  fcene  of  folitude  and  love, 
His  breall  all  rapture,  and  his  foul  on  fire, 
Now  wove  the  garland,  and  now  fwept  the  lyre: 
No, — 'tis  plain  Colin,  Hobbinol,  and  Ned, 
Unflcill  d  in  numbers  as  in  book*  unread, 
Who  (corn  the  winter's  deadly  blaft  to  fhun, 
But  face  the  ftorm,  and  drudge  through  ev'ry  fun  \ 
Then  feek  the  cottage,  where  the  homely  bowl 
Smuoths  ev'ry  brow,  and  opens  ev'ry  foul; 
Speeds  the  fame   focial  warmth  from  breaft  t» 

breaft, 
And  bids  them  laugh  at  Verres  and  his  crefh 

When  honelt  Colin  fees  the  fhining  all 
That  gild*  the  'Change,  anti  dignifies  Whitehall, 
Loft  in  the  fcenes  of  turbulence  and  ftrife, 
The  farce  of  grandeur,  and  the  pomp  of  life, 
He  fteals  impatient  to  his  native  fhade, 
And  longs  to  grafp  his  waggon  and  his  fpadc ; 
Heedlefs  of  ev'ry  charm,  of  ev'ry  grace, 
That  forms  the  goddefs  in  Fitzwalter's  face, 
That  lends  to  Finch,  her  majefty  of  mien — 
He  would  not  change  his  Sufan  for  a  queen. 

Believe  me,  Sir  !  diftin&ion,  pomp,  and  noife, 
Corrupt  our  tempers,  as  they  cloud  our  joys : 
And  (ureiy.  when  the  focial  fpirit's  broke, 
A  ftar's  a  gewgaw,  and  a  lord'*  a  joke. 
Without  thofe  robes  thofe  gorgeous  bagatelles, 
That  deck  our  nobles,  and  that  charm  our  belies  5 
Without  a  crane-neck'd  chariot's  fmooth  career; 
Without  the  wealth  of  Indus  in  your  ear  ; 
Without  a  group  of  pidlures  dearly  bought, 
Where  Titian's  colours  vie  with  Guido'.s  thought; 
Without  the  fruits  of  Spain,  the  wines  of  France; 
Without  an  opera,  and  without  a  dance  ; 
You  may  live  happy,  as  grave  do&ors  tell, 
At  Rome,  at  runbridge,  in  a  grot  or  cell. 

From  fky  to  fky  th'  imperial  bird  of  Jove 
Spreads  his  broad  wing,  and  thund'ring  grafps  his 
The  mighty  bull,  by  genial  Zephyr  fway'd,  [love; 
Enraptur'd  courts  his  heifer  to  the  fhade; 
The  feather'd  warblers  pair  on  ev'ry  fpray, 
T|;e  grove  re-echoing  with  the  fprightly  lay; 
While  the  gay  tribe  of  infects  blifsful  fhare 
The  joys  of  love,  and  people  all  the  air. 
All,  ail  that  in  the  depths  of  ocean  lie, 
Graze  on  the  plain,  or  fkim  along  the  fky", 
Fondly  purfue  the  end  by  nature  giv'n, 
Life  all  their  aim,  and  quiet  all  their  heav'n. 

If  then  no  fongfters  grudge  the  bear  his  thigh,- 
The  hound  his  noftril,  or  the  lynx  his  eye  ; 
Nor  feel  a  pang  though  AiVic's  fhaggy  brood 
MajeOic  flalk  the  monarchs  of  the  wood  ; 
Why  fbould  you  think  your  folitude  a  tomb, 
If  Pultene7has  a  title  and  a  plumb? 
M— . 

But  fo ft— reftrain  this  turbulence  of  war, 
This  mimic  image  of  the  wordy  bar; 
Left  you  fhould  fcem  to  copy  Henly's  lore, 
Who  gravely  kills  obje&ions  by  the  fcore. 

Behold  that  wretch,  by  every  woe  diilrefs'd,' 
Want  in  his  eye,  and  horror  in  his  breaft; 
A  thoufand  namelefs  agonies  of  pain 
Rack  ev'ry  -nerve,  and  burn  through  ev'ry  vein }- 
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He  lives  to  fuffer,  and  but  fpeaks  to  moan, 
And  numbers  every  minute  by  a  groan. 
Is  he  then  happy  ?  bleft  with  every  joy 
That  glows  on  Cecil's  check,  or  Dorfet's  eye  ? 
Shall  we  proclaim  him  bleft,  without  rebuke, 
And  rank  a  martyr'd  beggar  with  a  duke  ? 
A—. 

Believe  me,  Sir,  each  mortal  has  his  fear, 
Each  foul  an  anguiih,  and  each  eye  a  tear; 
Aches,  pains,  snd  fevers,  every  breaft  aflail, 
And  haunt  alike  the  city  and  the  vale. 

What  though  in  pomp  your  painted  veffels  roll, 
Fraught  with  the  gems  that  glare  from  pole  to 

pole,-— 

Though  health  aufpicious  gilds  your  every  grace, 
Nerves  the  ftrong  limb,  and  blufties  o'er  the  face; 
Though  grac'd  with  all  that  dignity  of  wit 
That  charm'd  in  Villars,  and  now  charms  in  Pitt ; 
Poffefs'd  of  all  the  eloquence  that  hung 
On  Tully's  lip,  and  drops  from  Murray's  tongue; 
Though  all  the  titles,  coronets,  and  ftars, 
That  ftatefmen  aim  at,  and  that  Malton  bears, 
Enrich  your  'fcutcheon,  dignify  your  creft. 
Beam  on  your  coach,  and  blaze  upon  your  breaft ; 
Can  they  forbid  the  fecret  ill  to  glow, 
The  pang  to  totture,  or  the  tear  to  flow  ? 

Confefs  we  then  that  all  the  ills  of  life, 
Difeafes,  grief,  vexations,  follies,  ftrife, 
Without  c!iftin<5Hon  every  foul  perplex, 
Haunt  ev'ry  fcene,  and  prey  on  all  the  fex. 
Yet  let  us  own  that  every  pleafure  too 
That  glads  the  active,  and  that  wings  the  flow, 
Al.ke  indulgent  to  the  rich  and  poor, 
Glides  throi'gh  the  lard,  and  knocks  at  ev'ry  door. 

Hear  then,  without  the  fpecious  pride  of  art, 
A  tri.th  that  ftrikes  the  moral  to  the  heart ; 
A  truth  that  liv'd  in  Cato'.«  patriot  breaft, 
And  bade  a  dyirg  Socrates  be  bleft  : 
All,  ail  but  virtue  is  a  fchool  boy's  theme, 
The  air-drcf.-'d  phantom  of  a  virgin's  dream; 
A  gilded  toy,  that  homebred  fools  dcfire, 
Thar  coxcombs  boaft  of,  and  that  mobs  admire  : 
Her  radiant  graces  every  blifs  unfold, 
And  turn  whate'cr  ihe  touches  into  gold. 


BIRTH- AND  EDUCATION  OF  GENIUS. 


YES.  Harriet!  fay  whate'er  you  can, 
'Tis  education  make?  the  man  : 
Whate'er  of  genius  we  inherit, 
Exalted  fenfe,  and  lively  fpirit, 
Muft  all  be  difciplin'd  by  rules, 
And  take  their  colour  from  the  fchools. 

'Twas  nature  gave  that  cheek  to  glow, 
That  breaft  to  rife  in  hill?  of  fnow, 
Thofe  fweetly-temper'd  eyes  to  (hine 
Above  the  fapphires  of  the  mine, 
But  all  your  more  majeftic  charms, 
Where  grace  prcfides,  where  fpirit  warms; 
That  fhape  which  falls  by  juft  degrees, 
And  flows  into  the  pomp  of  eafe  ; 
That  ftep,  whofe  motion  feen;s  to  fwim, 
Th?,t  melting  harmony  of  limb. 


Were  form'd  by  Glover's  flcilful  glance, 

At  Chelfea,  when  you  learnt  to  dance. 
'Tis  fo  with  man. — His  talents  reft 

Mif>fhapen  embryos  in  his  breaft  ; 

Till  education's  eye  rxpl  -re? 

The  fleeping  intellectual  pow'rs, 

Awakes  the  dawn  of  wit  and  fenfe, 

And  lights  them  into  excellence. 

On  this  depends  the  patriot  flame, 

The  fine  ingenuous  feel  of  fame. 

The  manly  fpirit,  brave  and  bold, 

Superior  to  the  taint  of  gold, 

The  dread  of  infamy,  the  zeal 

Of  honour,  and  the  public  weal. 

And  all  thole  virtues  which  prefage 
The  glories  of  a  rifing  age. 
But  leaving  all  thefe  graver  things 

To  ftatefmen,  moralifts,  and  kings, 

Whofe  bufinefs  'tis  fuch  points  to  fettle — < 

Ring — and  bid  Robin  bring  the  kettle. 

Meanwhile  the  mufe,  whofe  fportive  ftrain 

Flows  like  her  voluntary  vein, 

And  impudenrly  dares  afpire 

To  fhare  the  wreath  with  Swift  and  Prior, 

Shall  tell  an  allegoric  tale, 

Where  truth  lies  hid  bencafh  the  veil. 
One  April  morn,  as  Phoebus  play'd 
His  carols  in  the  Delphic  fhade, 

A  nymph,  call'd  Fancy,  blithe  and  free, 

The  fav'rite  chi'd  of  Liberty, 
Heard,  as  Ihe  rovM  about  the  plain, 
The  bold  enthufiaftic  fkain  ; 
She  heard,  and  led  by  \\  arm  defire, 
To  know  the  artift  of  the  lyre, 
Crept  foftly  to  a  fvvtet  alcove, 
Hid  in  the  umbrage  of  the  grove, 
And,  peeping  through  the  myrtle,  faw 
A  handfome,  young,  celeftial  beau, 
On  nature's  fopha  ftretch'd  along, 
Awaking  harmony  and  fong. 

Struck  with  his  fine  majeftic  mien, 
As  certain  to  be  lov'd  as  leen, 
Long  ere  the  melting  air  was  o'er 
She  cry'd,  in  ecftacy,  Encore; 
And,  what  a  prude  will  think  but  odd, 
Popp'd  out,  and  curtfey'd  to  the  god. 
Phcebus,  gallant,  polite,  and  keen  as 
Each  earth-born  votary  of  Venus, 
Rofe  up,  and  with  a  graceful  air 
Addrefs'dthe  vificnary  fair; 
Excus'd  his  morning  didinbill', 
Comrlain'd  of  late  he  had  been  ill. 
In  (hort,  he  gaz'd,  he  bow'd,  he  figh'd\ 
He  fung,  he  fiatter'd,  prcf5'd,  and  ly'd, 
With  fuch  a  witchery  of  art, 
That  Fancy  gave  him  all  her  heart, 
Her  cattchifm  quite  forgot, 
And  waited  on  him  to  his  grot. 

In  length  of  time  fne  bore  a  fon, 
As  brilliant  as  hi*  fire  the  Suri. 
Pure  ether  was  the  vital  ray 
That  lighted  up  hi»  finer  clay; 
The  nymphs,  the  roiy-finger'd  hours, 
The  dryads  of  the  woods  and  bow'rs, 
The  graces  with  their  loofen'd  zones, 
The  mufeswith  their  harps  and  crowns, 
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Young  zephyrs  of  the  fofteft  wing, 
The  loves  that  wait  upon  the  fpring, 
Wit  with  his  gay  afibciate  mirth, 
Attended  at  the  infant's  birth, 
And  faid,  let  Genius  be  his  name, 
And  his  the  faireft  wreath  of  fame. 

The  goflips  gone,  the  chrift'ning  o'er, 
And  Genius  how  'twixt  three  and  four, 
Phcebus,  according  to  the  rule, 
Refolv'd  to  fend  his  fon  to  fchool : 
And,  knowing  well  the  tricks  of  youth, 
Refign'd  him  to  the  matron  Truth, 
Whofe  hut,  unknown  to  pride  and  pelf,  was 
Near  his  own  oracle  at  Delphos. 
The  rev'rend  dame,  who  found  the  child 
A  little  mifchievous,  and  wild, 
Taught  him  at  firft  to  fpell  and  read, 
To  lay  his  prayers,  and  get  his  creed- 
Would  often  tell  him  of  the  fky, 
And  what  a  crime  it  is  to  lie. 
She  chid  him  when  he  did  amifs, 
When  well,  fhe  blefs'd  him  with  a  kifg. 
Her  lifter  temp'rance,  fage,  and  quiet, 
Prefided  at  his  meals  and  diet : 
She  WatchM  him  with  religious  care, 
And  fed  him  with  the  fimpleft  fare ; 
Would  never  let  the  urchin  eat 
Of  pickled  pork,  or  butcher's  meat. 
But  what  of  aliment  earth  yields 
In  gardens,  orchards,  woods,  and  fields  ; 
Whate'er  of  vegetable  wealth 
Was  cultur'd  by  the  hand  of  health, 
She  cropp'd  and  drefs'd  it,  as  (he  knew  well, 
In  many  a  mefs  of  foup  and  gruel  ; 
And  now  and  then,  to  cheer  his  heart, 
Indulg'd  him  with  a  Sunday's  tart. 

A  lufty.  peafant  chanc'd  to  dwell 
Hard  by  the  folitary  cell : 
His  name  was  Labour. — Ere  the  dawn 
Had  broke  upon  the  upland  lawn, 
He  hied  him  to  his  daily  toil, 
To  turn  the  glebe,  or  mend  the  foil. 
With  him  young  Genius  oft  would  go 
O'er  dreary  waftes  of  ice  and  fnow, 
With  rapture  climb  the  cloud-topt  hill, 
Or  wade  acrofs  the  fhallow  rill ; 
Or  through  th*  entangled  wood  purfue 
The  footfleps  of  a  {haggling,  ewe. 
Ey  thefe  fatigues  he  got  at  length 
iRobuftnefs,  and  athletic  flrength, 
Spirits  as  light  as  flies  the  gale 
Along  the  lily-filver'd  vale. 
The  cherub  health,  of  dimple  fleek, 
Sat  radiant  on  his  rofy  cheek, 
And  gave  each  nerve's  elaftic  fpring 
The  vigour  of  an  eaglet's  wing. 

Time  now  had  roll'd,  with  frnooth  career, 
Cur  hero  through  his  feventh  year. 
Though  in  a  ruftic  cottage  bred, 
The  bufy  imp  had  thought  and  read  : 
He  knew  th*  adventures,  one  by  one, 
Of  Robin  Hood  and  Little  John ; 
Could  fing  with  fpirit,  warmth,  and  grace, 
The  woeful  hunt  of  Chevy  Chace  ; 
And  how  St  George,  his  fiery  nag  on, 
Deflroj'd  the  vafl  Egyptian  dragon. 


Chief  he  admir'dthat  learned  piece 

Wrote  by  the  fabulift  of  Greece, 

Where  wifdom  fpeaks  in  crows  and  cock«j 

And  cunning  fneaks  into  a  fox. 

In  fhort,  as  now  his  op'ning  parts, 

Ripe  for  the  culture  of  the  arts, 

Became  in  ev'ry  hour  acuter, 

Apollo  look'd  out  for  a  tutor ; 

But  had  a  world  of  pains  to  find 

This  artift  of  the  human  mind. 

For,  in  good  truth,  full  many  an  afs  was 

Among  the  doctors  of  Parnaffus, 

Who  fcarce  had  fkill  enough  to  teach 

Old  Lilly's  elements  of  fpeech  ; 

And  knew  as  much  of  men  and  morals 

As  doctor  Rock  of  ores  and  corals. 

At  length,  with  much  of  thought  and  care, 

He  found  a  mafter  for  his  heir ; 

A  learned  man,  adroit  to  fpeak 

Pure  Latin,  and  your  attic  Greek ; 

Wei!  known  in  all  the  courts  of  fame, 

And  Criticifm  was  his  name. 

Beneath  a  tutor  keen  and  fine  as 
Or  Ariftotle,  or  Longinus, 
Beneath  a  lynx's  eye  that  faw 
The  flighted  literary  flaw, 
Young  Genius  trod  the  path  of  knowledge. 
And  grew  the  wonder  of  the  college. 
Old  authors  were  his  bofom  friends—* 
He  had  them  at  his  finger's-ends — 
Became  an  acc'rate  imitator 
Of  truth,  propriety,  and  nature; 
Difplay'd  in  every  juft  remark 
The  ftrong  fagacity  of  Clark ; 
And  pointed  out  the  fatfe  and  true 
With  all  the  fun  beams  of  Bofiu. 

But  thcugh  this  ciitic  fage  refin'd 
His  pupil's  intellectual  mind, 
And  gave  him  all  that  keen  difcerning 
Which  marks  the  character  of  learning  ; 
Yet,  as  he  read  with  much  of  glee 
The  trifles  of  antiquity, 
And,  Bentley  like,  would  write  epiflle* 
About  the  origin  of  whittles  ; 
The  fcholar  took  his  matter's  trim, 
And  grew  identically  him  ; 
Employ'd  a  world  of  pains  to  teach  us 
What  nation  firft  invented  breeches ; 
Afierted  that  the  Roman  focks 
Were  broider'd  with  a  pair  of  clocks ; 
That  Capua  ferv'd  up  with  her  victuals 
An  olio  of  Venafran  pickles ; 
That  Sifygambis  drefs'd  in  blue, 
And  wore  her  treffes  in  a  queue 
In  fhort,  he  knew  what  Paulus  Jovius, 
Salmafius,  Grsevius,  and  Grenovius, 
Have  faid  in  fifty  folio  volurhes, 
Printed  by  Elzevir  in  columns. 

Apollo  faw,  with  pride  and  joyt 
The  vaft  improvement  of  his  boy  ; 
But  yet  had  more  than  flight  fufpiciotta 
That  all  this  load  of  erudition 
Might  overlay  his  parts  at  once, 
And  turn  him  out  a  letter'd  dunce* 
He  faw  the  lad  had  fill'd  his  fenfe 
With  things  of  little  conference  j 
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That  though  he  read,  with  application, 

The  wits  of  every  age  and  nation,     ' 

And  could,  with  nice  pretifion.  reach 

The  boldeft  metaphors  of  fpeech  ; 

Yet  warp'd  too  much,  in  truth's  defiance, 

From  real  to  fictitious  icience, 

He  was,  with  all  bis  pride  and  parts, 

A  mere  mechanic  in  the  arts, 

That  me afu res  with  a  rule  and  line 

What  nature  meant  for  great  ;ind'  fine. 

Phoebus,  who  faw  it  right-  and  wile  was, 
To  counteract  this  fatal  bias. 
Took  home  his  fon  with  mighty  hade, 
And  fent  him  to  the  fchool  of  tafte'. 
This  fchool  was  built  by  wealth  and  peace, 
Some  ages  fince,  in  elder  Greece, 
Juft  when  the  Stagyrire  had  writ 
His  lecture*  on  the  pow'rsof  wit- 
Here,  flufh'cl  in  all  the  bloom  of  youth, 
Sat  beauty  in  the  fhrine  of  truth.. 
Here,  all  the  finer  arts  were  feen 
Affembled  round  their  virgin  queen. 
Here,  fculpture  on  a  bolder  plan 
Ennobled  marble  into  man. 
Here,  mufic,  with  a  foul  on  fire, 
Impaffion'd,  breath'd  along  the  lyre; 
And  here,  the  painter  mufe  difplay'd 
Diviner  forms  of  light  and  fhade. 

But,  fuch  the  fate,  as  Hefiod  fings, 
Of  all  our  fublunary  things, 
When  now  the  Turk,  with  fwofd  and  halters, 
Had  drove  religion  from  her  altars, 
And  delug'd  with  a  fea  of  blood 
The  acat-emic  dome  and  wood  ; 
Affrighted  tafte,  with  wings  unfurl'd, 
Took  refuge  in  the  weftern  world  ; 
And  fettled  on  the  Tufcan  main, 
With  all  the  mnfes  in  his  train. 

In  this  calm  fcene,  where  tafte  withdrew, 
And  fcience  trimm'd  her  lamp  anew  ; 
Young  Genius  rang'd  in  every  part 
The  vifionary  worlds  of  art, 
And  from  their  finifh'd  forms  refin'd 
His  own  congenial  warmth  of  mind, 
And  learn'd  with  happy  fkiil  to  trace 
The  magic  powers  of  cafe  and  grace  : 
His  ftyle  grew  delicately  fine, 
His  numbers  flow'd  along  his  line, 
His  periods  manly,  full,  and  fcrong, 
Had  all  the  harmony  of  fong. 
Whene'er  his  images  betray'd 
Too  ftrong  a  light,  too  weak  a  fhade, 
Or  in  the  graceful  and  the  grand 
Confefs'd  inelegance  of  hand, 
His  noble  maffer,  who  could  fpy 
The  flighteft  fault  with  half  an  eye, 
Set  right  by  one  ethereal  touch, 
What  feem'd  too  little  or  too  much  ; 
Till  every  attitude  and  air 
Arofe  fupremely  full  and  fair. 

Genius  was  now  ^mong  his  betters 
DiftinguinYd  as  a  man  of  letters. 
There  wanted  ilill,  to  make  him  pleafe, 
The  fplendour  of  addrefs  and  eafe, 
The  foul-enchanting  mien  and  air, 
Such  as  we  fee  in  Grofvenoj-Souare 


When  Lady  Charlotte  fpeaks  and  moves, 
Attended  by  a  fwarm  of  loves. 

Genius  had  got,  to  fay  the- truth, 
A  manner  awkward  and  uncouth  ; 
Sure  fate  of  all  who  lave  to  dwell 
In  wifdom's  folitary  ceil: 
So  much  a  clown  in  gait,  and  laugh. 
He  wanted  but  a  fcrip  and  ftaff; 
And  fuch  a  beard  as  hung  in  candles 
Down  to  Diogenes's  fandals 
And  planted  all  his  chin  thick, 
To  be 'like  him  a  dirty  cynic. 

Apollo,  who,  to  do  him  right, 
Was  always  perfectly  polite, 
Chagrin'd  to  fee  his  fon  and  heir 
Difhoriour'd  by  his  gape  and  ftare, 
Rtfolv'd  to  fend  him  to  Verfailles, 
To  learn  a  minuet  of  Marfeilles  : 
But  Venus,  who  had  deeper  reading 
In  all  the  myfteries  of  breeding, 
Obferv'd  to  Phoebus,  that  the  name 
Of  fop  and  Frenchman  was  the  fame. 
French  manners  were,  fhe  faid,  a  thing  which 
Thofe  grave  mifguided  Tools,  the  Englifh, 
Had,  in  delpite  of  common  fenfe, 
Miftook  for  manly  excellence  ; 
By  which  their  nation  ftr^ngely  funk  Is, 
And  half  their  nobles  turn'd  to  monkeys. 
She  thought  it  better,  as  the  cafe  was, 
To  fend  young  Genius  to  the  graces  : 
Thofe  fweet  divinities,  fhe  faid, 
Would  form  him  in  the  myrtle  fhade  ; 
And  teach  him  more,  in  half  an  hour, 
Than  Lewis  or  his  pompadour. 

Phcebus  agreed — the  graces  took 
Their  noble  pupil  from  his  book, 
Allow'd  him  at  their  fide  to  rove 
Along  their  own  domeftic  grove, 
Amidft  the  found  of  melting  lyres, 
Soft-wreathing  frniles,  and  young  defires ; 
And  when  confin'd  by  winds  or  fhow'rs, 
Within'their  amaranthine  bow'rs, 
They  taught  him  with  addrefs  and  fkili 
To  (bine  at  ombre  and  quadrille ; 
Or  let  him  read  an  ode  or  play, 
To  wing  the  gloomy  hour  away. 

Genius  was  charm'd---divinely  plac'd 
'Midft  beauty,  wit,  politenefs,  tafte  ; 
And,  having  every  hour  before  him 
The  fineft  models  of  decorum, 
His  manners  took  a  fairer  ply, 
Expreflion  kindled  in  his  eye  : 
His  gefturc  difengag'd,  and  clean, 
-Set  off  a  fine  majeftic  mien  ; 
And  gave  his  happy  pow'r  to  pleafe 
The  nobleft  elegance  of  eafe. 

Thus,  by  the  difcipline  of  art, 
Genius  fhone  out  in  head  and  heart., 
Form'd  from  his  firft  fair  bloom  in  youth, 
By  Temp'rance  and  her  fitter  Truth, 
He  knew  the  fcientific  page 
Of  every  clime  and  every  age  ; 
Had  learnt  with  critic  {kill  to  rein, 
The  wildnefs  of  his  native  vein  ; 
That  critic-fkill,  though  cool  and  chafte, 
Refin'd  beneath  the  eye  of.  Tafte  j 
Ddii  ' 
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His  underbidding  mien  and  air, 
His  awkward  gait,  his  haughty  flare, 
And  every  ftain  that  wit  debafcs^ 
Were  melted  off  among  the  Graces ; 
And  Genius  rofe,  in  form  and  mind, 
The  firft,  the  greateft  of  mankind. 

A  LETTER  TO  A  CLERGYMAN, 

Qccajiorted  by  a  report  r>f  his  Patrol's  being  maJe  one  of 
the  Loids  CommrJJIoners  of  the  Great  Seal,  1  756. 

IF  fame,  dear  Mun  !  the  truth  reveals, 
Your  friend,  the  baron,  has  the  feals, 
With  two  compeers,  his  reverend  brothers,— 
Willes  and  Sir  Eardly,  are  the  others. 

Juftice,who  long  had  feen  impreii 
Her  fairefl  image  on  his  breafl, 
PlacM  him  her  fubflitute,  to  awe 
The  nation  on  her  bench  of  law  ! 
And  now,  to  make  her  work  complete, 
Has  thron'd  him  on  her  mercy-feat. 

fil  hold  you,  Mun  !  ?.j)  honeft  guinea, 
That  pefb  ambition's  bufy  in  you  ; 
You  mind  no  more  your  little  crops, 
Nor  ever  afk  the  price  of  hop* ; 
Nor  grieve  about  fuch  idle  things 
As  half 'the  trumps,  and  all  the  kings : 
But,  bleft  each  night  with  objecls  brighter, 
Behold  a  vifionary  mitre  ; 
And  fee  the  verger  near  you  (land 
Majeftic  with  his  filver  wand. 

Well— uj  as  matters  now  foretel  it, 
It  is  your  fate  to  be  a  prelate  ; 
Though  loth  to  lofe  the  comic  ftrain, 
The  f^rgr,  and  ev'ry  mirthful  vein, 
Which  oft  have  made  me  full  of  glee, 
And  kept  my  fpirits  up  till  three ; 
Yet,  fond  to  fee,  when  pray'rs  begin, 

E :—  d,  thy  hettrcclite  chin, 

With  all  that  venerable  bufh  on, 
Repofing~"on  a  velvet  cufhion  ; 
I  wculd'the  man  of  humour  quit, 
And  think  the  bifhop  worth  the  wir. 

But,  hark  you,  L r  !  as  you  mean 

To  be  a  bifhop,  or  a  dean, 

And  miifr,  of  courfe,  look  grave,  and  big, 

I'd  ruve  you  get  a  better  wig  : 

You  know  f\i!l  well,  when  cheek  by  jcle, 

We  waited  on  his  Grace  at  Knowl ; 

Though  that  trimartift,  barber  Jack/on, 

Spent  a  whole  hour  about  your  caxon, 

With  irons  hot,  and  fingers  plaflic, 

To  make  it  look  ecclefiaftic  ; 

With  all  his  pains,  and  combs,  and  care, 

He  fcarce  could  curl  a  fingle  hasr. 

It  would  be  right  too,  let  me  tell  you, 
To  buy  a  g-own  of  new  prunella ; 
And  bid  your  maid,  the  art  who  knows, 
Repair  your  caffoc  at  the  elbows. 

Lord  '  what  a  fudden  alteration 
Will  wait  on  your  exalted  (ration  ! 
Cav,  thorn,  too  proud  a  prince  to  flatter, 

Who  calls  thee  nought  but  Mun  and  L r, 

Will  now  put  on  a  fofter  mien, 
And  learn  to  lifp  out  Mr.  Dean  $ 


Or,  if  you're  made  a  mitred  peer, 

Humbly  entreat  your  grace's  ear. 

Poor  Adams  too,  will  funk  and  ftare, 
!  And  trembling  (teal  behind  your  chair; 
j  Or  elfe,  with  holy  zeal  addrefiing, 
;  Drop  on  his  knees,  and  afk  your  bleffing, 
Arid  now,  my  worthy  friend  !  ere  yet 
j  We  read  it  in  the  next  Gazette, 
j  That  Tuefday  laft  a  royal  writ 

Was  fent  by  Secretary  Pitt 

To  all  and  fingular  the  flails 

Prebendal  in  the  church  of  Paul's, 

Commanding  them  to  choofe  and  name 

A  bifhop  of  unfpotted  fame  : 

And  warmly  recommending  thee 

As  prelate  of  the  vacant  fee; 

It  will  not  be  amifs  to  know 

Beforehand  what  you  have  to  do. 
Firft,  as  you'll  want  a  grave  divine 

To  wait  upon  you  when  you  dine, 

To  guard  your  kitchen  from  diforders. 

And  fchool  the  youths  who  come  for  orders-; 

Take  not  an  academic  faplin, 

But,  for  your  life,  make  S n  chaplain. 

He's  tall,  and  folemn,  foft,  and  fleek, 

Weil  read  in  Latin,  and  in  Greek; 

A  proper  man  to  tell  the  clerum 

About  Eufebius,  and  St.  Jerom ; 

And  would  as  foon  a  fiend  embrace  as 

Give  up  a  jot  of  Athanafius. 

Then,  as  to  what  a  bifhop  fleeces, 

In  procurations,  fines,  and  leafes, 

And  hoarding  up  a  world  of  pelf, 

You'll  want  no  (leward  but  yourfelf : 

For,  faith  !  your  lordfhip  has  great  ikill  in 

The  virtues  of  a  fplendid  fhiliing; 

And  know,  as  well  as  Child  and  Hoare  *, 

That  two  and  two  will  make  up  four. 

THE  REGULATION  OF  THE  PASSIONS 

THE   SOURCE  OF  HUMAN   HAPPINESS. 
A  Moral  EJJay. 

Dunque  ne  1'  Ufo  per  cui  fur  concefle 
L'  impieghi  il  foggio  Duce,  e  le  govern!  I 
Et  a  fuo  Senno  or  tepide,  or  ardenti, 
Le  faccia  :  et  or  le  affretti,  et  or  le  allenti. 

TASSO. 

YES,  yes,  dear  Stoic  !  hide  it  as  you  can, 
The  fphere  of  pleafure  is  the  fphere  of  man  : 
This  warms  our  wifhes,  animates  our  toil, 
And  forms  alike  a  Newton,  or  an  Hoyle  j 
Gives  all  the  foul  to  all  the  foul  regards, 
Wh~ther  fhe  deal  in  planets,  or  in  cards. 

In  every  human  breaft  there  lives  enfhrin'd 
Some  atom  pregnant  with  th'  ethereal  mind; 
Some  plaftic  pow'r,  fome  intellectual  ray, 
Some  genial  fun-beam  from  the  fource  of  day; 
Something  that,  warm  and  reftlefs  to  afpire, 
Works  the  young  heart,  and  fets  the  foul  on  fire, 
And  bid;  us  all  our  inborn  pow'rs  employ- 
To  catch  the  phantom  of  ideal  joy. 

*  Tii'Q  bankers. 
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Were  it  not  fo,  the  foul,  all  dead  and  loft, 
Like  the  tall  cliff  beneath  th*  impafiive  froft, 
Form'd  for  no  end,  and  impotent  to  pleafe, 
Would  lie  inactive  on  the  couch  of  eafe  : 
And,  heedlefs  of  proud  fame's  immortal  lay, 
Sleep  all  her  dull  divinity  away. 

And  yet,  let  but  a  zephyr's  breath  begin 
To  ftir  the  latent  excellence  within— 
Wak'd  in  that  moment's  elemental  ftrife, 
Impaflion'd  genius  feels  the  breath  of  life  ; 
Th1  expanding  heart  delights  to  leap  and  glow, 
The  pulfe  to  kindle,  and  the  tear  to  flow  : 
Strong  and  more  flrong  the  light  celeftial  fhines, 
Each  thought  ennobles,  and  each  fenfe  refines, 
Till  all  the  foul,  full  op'ning  to  the  flame, 
Exalts  to  virtue  what  ihe  felt  for  fame. 
Hence,  juft  as  nature  points  the  kindred  fire, 
One  plies  the  pencil,  one  awakes  the  lyre  ; 
This,  with  an  Halley's  luxury  of  foul, 
Calls  the  wild  needle  back  upon  the  pole, 
Maps  half  the  winds,  and  gives  the  fail  to  fly 
IH  ev'ry  ocean  of  the  ar<5lic  iky  ; 
While  he  whofe  vaft  capacious  mind  explores 
All  nature's  fcenes,  and  nature's  God  adores, 
Skill'd  in  each  drug  the  varying  world  provides, 
All  earth  embofoms,  and  all  ocean  hides ; 
Expels,  like  Hebcrden,  the  young  difeaie, 
And  foftens  anguifh  to  the  fmile  of  eafe. 

The  paffions  then  all  human  virtue  give, 
Fill  up  the  foul,  and  lend  her  ftrength  to  live. 
To  them  we  owe  fair  truth's  unfpotted  page, 
The  gen'rous  patriot,  and  the  moral  fagc ; 
The  hand  that  forms  the  geometric  line, 
The  eye  that  pierces  through  th'  unbow'll'd  mine, 
The  tongue  that  thunders  eloquence  along, 
And  the  fine  ear  that  melts  it  into  fong. 

And  yet  thefe  paffions  which,  on  nature's  plan, 
Call  out  the  hero  while  they  form  the  man, 
Warp'd  from  the  facred  line  that  nature  gave, 
As  meanly  ruin  as  they  nobly  fave. 
Th'  ethereal  foul  that  heav'n  itfelf  infpires 
With  all  its  virtues,  and  with  all  its  fires, 
Led  by  thefe  iyrens  to  fome  wild  extreme, 
Sets  in  a  vapour  when  it  ought  to  beam ; 
Like  a  Dutch  fun  that  in  the  autumnal  iky 
Looks  through  a  fog,  and  rifes  but  to  die. 
But  he  whole  a&ive,  unencumber'd  mind 
Leaves  this  low  earth,  and  all  its  mifts  behind, 
Fond  in  a  pure  unclouded  iky  to  glow, 
Like  the  bright  orb  that  rifes  on  the  Po, 
O'er  half  the  globe  with  fteady  fylendour  fhines, 
And  ripen§  virtues  as  it  ripens  mines. 

Whoever  thinks,  mull  fee  that  man  was  made 
To  face  the  ftorm,  not  languish  in  the  fhade  : 
Action's  his  fphere,  and,  for  that  fphere  defign'd, 
Eternal  pleafures  open  on  his  mind. 
For  this,  fair  hope  leads  on  th'  impsflion'd  foul 
Through  life's  wild  labyrinths  to  her  diftant  goal; 
Paints  in  each  dream,  to  fan  the  genial  fame, 
The  pomp  of  riches,  and  the  pride  of  fame ; 
Or  fondly  gives  reflection's  cooler  eye 
A  glance,  an  image  of  a  future  Iky. 

Yet,  though  kind  Heav'n  points  out  th'  unerring 

road, 
TJj,ut  leads  through  nature  up  to  blifs  and  God  ; 


Spite  of  that  God,  and  all  his  voice  divine, 
Speaks  in  the  heart,  or  teaches  from  the  fhrinc, 
Man,  feebly  vain,  and  impotently  wife, 
Difdaitii  the  manna  fent  him  from  the  ikies; 
Taftelefs  of  all  that  virtue  gives  to  pleafe. 
For  thought  too  active,  and  too  mad  for  eafe, 
From  wiih  to  wiih  in  life's  mad  vortex  toft, 
For  ever  ftruggling,  and  for  ever  l;>ft ; 
He  fcorns  religion,  though  her  feraphs  call, 
And  lives  in  rapture,  or  not  lives  at  all. 

And  now.  let  loofe  to  all  our  hopes  and  fears, 
As  pride  infpirits,  or  ambition  tears, 
From  ev'ry  tie,  from  ev'ry  duty  freed, 
Without  a  balance,  and  without  a  creed, 
Dead  ev'ry  fenfe,  each  particle  divine, 
And  uh  the  man  embruted  in  the  fwine; 
Thefe  drench  in  luxury's  ambrofial  bowl 
Reafon's  laft  fpark,  and  drain  off  all  the  foul. 
Thofe  for  vain  wealth  fly  on  from  pole  to  pole, 
Where  winds  can  waft  them,  and  where  feas  can 

roil. 

While  others,  wearied  with  the  farce  of  povv'r, 
Or  mad  with  riot  in  the  midnight  hour, 
With  Spain's  proud  monarch  to  a  cell  retire, 
Or,  Nero  like,  fet  half  the  globe  on  fire. 

Stretch'd  on  high-tow'ring  Dover's  fandy  bed, 
Without  a  coffin,  and  without  a  head; 
A  dirty  fail  cloth  o'er  his  body  thrown, 
By  marks  of  mifcry  almoft  unknown, 
Without  a  friend  to  pity,  or  to  fave, 
Without  a  dirge  to  confecrate  the  grave, 

Great  Suffolk  lies he  who  for  years  had  fhone, 

England's  Cxth  Henry  !  neareft  to  thy  thro.ie. 

What  boots  it  now,  that  lift'ningfenates  hung 

All  tar,  all  rapture  on  his  angel  tongue  ? 

Ah  !   what  avails  th'  enormous  blaze  between 

His  dawn  of  g'ory,  and  his  clofing  fcene  ! 

When  haughty  France  his  heav'n-born  pow'rs  a- 

dor'd, 

And  Anjou's  princefs  fheath'd  Britannia's  fword  ! 
Afk  ye  what  bold  conipiracy  opprefb 
A.  chief  fo  honour'd,  and  a  chief  fo  bleft  ? 
Why,  lutt  of  power,  that  wreck'd  his  rifing  fame 
On  courts'  vain  fhallows,  and  the  gulf  of  Taaine  : 
A  Glo'fter's  murder,  and  a  nation's  wrongs, 
Call'd   loud  for    vengeance   with    tea    thoufand 

tongues ; 

And  haftend  death,  on  Albion's  chalky  ftrand, 
To  end  the  exile  by  a  pirate's  hand.  - 

Pleafure,  my  friend  !  on  ihis  fide  folly  lies; 
It  may  be  vig'rous,  but  it  mutt  be  wife  : 
And  when  our  organs  once  that  end  attain, 
Each  ftep/beyond  it  is  a  fiep  to  pain. 
For  afk  the  man  whofe  appeti.tes-purfue 
Each  Ipofe  Roxana  of  the  flew ;  ( 
Who  cannot  eat  till  luxury  refine 
His  talle,  and  teach  him  how  to  dine  ; 
Who  cannot  drink,  till  Spain's  rich  vintage  flow, 
Mix'd  with  the  coolnefs  of  December's  fnow  : 
Aik  him,  if  all  thole  eciiufies  that  move 
The  pulfe  of  rapture,  and  the  ra^e  cf-Jove, 
When  wine,  wit,  woman,  ail  their  pow'rs  employ^ 
And  ev'ry  fenfe  is  loft  in  ev'ry  joy, 
E'er  fill'd  his  heart,  and  beam'd  upon  his  breaf; 
Content's  full  funflune,  with  the  calm  of  relK  i 
D.  d  ii] 
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>Jo virtue  only  gives  fair  peace  to  fhine 

And  health,  O  facred  tewperance  !  is  thine. 
Hence  the  poor  peafant,  whofe  laborious  fpade 
Rids  the  rough  c--ag  of  half  its  heath  and  fhade, 
Feels  in  the  quiet  of  his  genial  nights 
A  blifs  more  genuine  than  the  club  at  White's  : 
And  has  in  full  exchange  for  fame  and  wealth, 
Herculean  vigour,  and  eternal  health. 

Of  blooming  genius,  judgment,  wir,  poffefs'd, 
By  poets  envied,  and  by  peers  cards'd  ; 
By  royal  mercy  fav'd  from  legal  doom, 
With  royal  favour  crown'd  for  years  to  come, 
O  hadft:  thou,  Savage     known  thy  lot  to  prize, 
An  1  facred  held  fair  friendfhip's  gen'rous  ties  ; 
Hadft  thou,  fmcere  to  wii'dom^  virtue,  truth, 
Curb'd  the  wild  tallies  ol  impe-uous  youth  ; 
Had  but  thy  life  been  equal  to  thy  lays, 
In  vain  had  envy  ftrove  to  blaft  thy  bays; 
In  vain  thy  mother's  unrelenting  pride 
Had  ftrove  to  pufh  thee  helplefs  from  her  fide  ; 
Fair  competence  had  lent  her  genial  dow'r, 
And  fmiiing  peace  adorn'd  thy  evening-hour  ; 
True  pleafure  would  havfe  led  thee  to  he-r  fhrine, 
And  every  friend  to  merit  had  been  thine. 
Blefs'd  with  the  choiceft  boon  that  heav'n  can  give, 
Thou  then  hadft  learnt  with  dignify  to  live  ; 
The  fcorn  of  wealth,  the  threats  of  want  to  brave, 
Uor  fought  from  prifon  a  refuge  in  the  grave. 

Th'  immortal  Rembrandt  all  his  pictures  made 
Soft  as  their  union  into  light  and  fhade  : 
Whene'er  his  colours  wore  too  bright  an  air, 
A  kindred  fbadow  took  off  all  the  glare; 
Whene'er  that  fhadow,  carelefsly  embrovvn'd, 
Stole  on  the  tints,  and  breath'd  a  gloom  around, 
Th'  attentive  artifl  threw  a  warmer  dye, 
Or  cali'd  a  glory  from  a  pidlur'd  fky  ; 
Till  both  th'  oppofing  powers  mix'd  in  one, 
Cool  as  the  night,  and  brilliant  as  the  fun, 

Paffions,  like  colours,  have  their  ftrength  and 

eafe, 

Thofe  too  infipid,  and  too  gaudy  thefe  : 
Some  on  the  heart,  like  Spagnoletti's,  throw 
Fictitious  horrors,  and  a  weight  of  woe  ; 
Some,  like  Albano's,  catch  from  ev'ry  ray 
Too  ftrong  a  funfhine,  and  too  rich  a  day  ; 
Others,  with  Carlo's  Magdalens,  require 
A  quicker  fpirit,  and  a  touch  of  fire  ; 
Or  want,  perhaps,  though  of  celeftial  race, 
Corregio's  foftnefs,  and  a  Guide's  grace. 

Wou'dft  thou  then  reach  what  Rembrandt's  ge 
nius  knew, 

And  live  the  model  that  his  pencil  drew, 
Form  all  thy  life  with  all  his  warmth  divine,      I 
Great  as  his  plan,  and  faultlefs  as  his  line1; 
Let  all  thy  paffions,  like  his  colours,  play, 
Strong  without  harfhnefs,  without  glaring  gay  : 
Contraft  them,  curb  them,  fpread  them,  or  con 
fine, 

Ennoble  thefe,  and  thofe  forbid  to  fhine ; 
With  cooler  fhades  ambition's  fire  allay, 
And  mildly  melt  the  pomp  of  pride  away  ; 
Her  rainbow-robe  from  vanity  remove, 
And  foften  malice  with  the  fmile  of  love ; 
Bid  o'er  revenge  the  charities  prevail, 
Nor  let  a  grace  be  icen  without  a  vail : 


So  (halt  thou  live  as  heav'n  itfelf  defign'd, 
Each  pulfe  congenial  with  th'  informing  mind, 
Each  action  ftation'd  in  its  proper  place, 
Each  v|rtue  blooming  with  its  native  grace, 
Each  pafiion  vig'rous  to  its  juft  degree, 
And  the  fair  whole  a  perfect  fymmjtry. 

THE  LOTTERY. 

INSCRIBED   TO   MISS  H .     ' 

CAWTHORN  had  once  a  mind  to  fix. 
His  carcaie  in  a  coach  and  fix, 
And  live,  if  his  eftate  would  bear  it, 
On  turtle,  ortolans,  and  claret  : 
For  this  he  went,  at  fortune's  call, 
To  wait  upon  her  at  Guildhall  ; 
That  is,  like  many  other  thick  wits, 
He  bought  a  fcore  of  lottery  tickets, 
And  faw  them  rife  in  dreadful  ranks 
Converted  to  a  fcore  of  blanks. 

Amaz'd,  and  vex'd  to  find  his  fcheme 
Delufive  as  a  midnight  dream, 
He  curs'd  the  goddeis  o'er  and  o'er, 
Cali'd  her  a  mercenary  whore  ; 
Swore  that  her  dull  capricious  fenfe 
Was  always  dup'd  by  impudence, 
That  men  of  wit  were  but  her  tools, 
And  all  her  favours  were  for  fools. 

He  faid,  and  with  an  angry  gripe 
Snatch'd  up  his  fpeculative  pipe; 
And,  that  he  might  his  grief  allay, 
Read  half  a  page  in  Seneca. 

When,  lo  !  a  phantom,  tall,  and  thin, 
Knock'd  at  the  door,  and  entered  in  : 
She  wore  a  party-colour'd  robe, 
And  feem'd  to  tread  upon  a  globe— 
Whiflc'd  round  the  room  with  haughty  air, 
And  tois'd  into  an  elbow  chair. 
Then  with  a  bold  terrific  look, 
Which  made  the  doctor  drop  his  book, 
Addrefs'd  him  thus :   Thou  wicked  varlet  1 
Art  not  auSam'd  to  call  me  harlot  ? 
Why,  what's  thy  confequence  and  parts, 
Thy  {kill  in  letters,  or  in  arts, 
That  I,  poor  fortune  !  muft  be  lectur'd, 
Kick'd,  bully'd,  curs'd,  abus'd,  and  hector'd, 
Becaufe,  forfooth — a  fever  roait  thee, — 
Thou'rt  not  fo  wealthy  as  Da  Cofta  f 

However,  as  thou  haft  fome  virtues, 
And  know'ft  my  fav'rite  Tom  Curteis, 
Til  point  thee  out  a  way  to  be 
Almoft  as  rich  a  man  as  he. 

Send  to  the  bank  this  day  and  buy 
Ten  tickets  in  the  lottery ; 
And  bid  your  honeft  friend,  the  broker, 

Endorle  the  name  of  M —  H ; 

T'he  facred  numbers  then  coniign 
Devoutly  to  the  fair-one's  fhrine  : 
That  is,  in  humbler  rhetoric, 
Prefent  them  by  your  footman  Dick, 
And  tell  her,  in  a  billet-doux,  , 
"   My  dear,  thefe  tickets  are  for  you, 
"  An  offering  from  an  heart  that's  fplfc 
u  Afunder  by  your  fenfe  and  Wit, 
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f «  Yet  has  the  grace,  to  tell  you  true, 
"  To  keep  its  own  dear  ends  in  view, 
"  And  therefore  hopes  you'll  not  forget 
"  To  give  me  half  of  what  you  get." 

My  life  on't,  Jemmy,  thou'lt  be  great — 
Five  thoufand  pounds  !  a  good  eftate  : 
For  be  affur'd,  that  though  the  poets, 
The  fmall  philosophers,  and  no-wits, 
Pretend  that  I'm  to  worth  unkind, 
And  impudently  paint  me  blind, 
I  yet  can  fee  thy  charmer's  merit, 
Her  tafte,  her  dignity,  and  fpirit ; 
Have  often  liften'd  to  her  fong, 
And  flole  perfuafion  from  her  tongue  ; 
And  am  refolv'd,  though  all  the  fhrews, 
Stock-jobbers,  brokers,  pimps,  and  Jews, 
Frown,  curfe,  expoftulate,  and  rally, 
With  all  the  tongues  of  all  the  alley, 
To  give  her,  out  of  love  and  zeal, 
The  richeft  number  in  the  wheel. 

LADY  JANE  GREY  TO  LORD  GUILFORD 
DUDLEY. 

AN  EPISTLE. 
In  the  Manner  of  Ovid. 

FROM  thefe  dark  cells,  in  fable  pomp  array'd, 
Where  night's  black  horrorsbreathe  a  deeper  fhade, 
Where  ev'ry  hour  fome  awful  vifion  brings 
Of  pale  affaffins  and  the  ihrouds  of  kings, 
What  comforts  can  a  wretched  wife  afford 
The  laft  fad  moments  of  her  dying  lord  ? 
With  what  fond  tear,  what  love-impalfion'd  figh, 
Sooth  the  dear  mourner  ere  he  reach  the  fky  ? 

Ye  pow'rs  of  fong  that  ev'ry  chord  infpire 
When  Rome's  foft  Ovid  weeps  along  his  lyre  ; 
Ye  angel-founds  that  Troy's  great  Hector  mourn, 
When  his  loft  confort  bleeds  upon  his  urn  ! 
Teach  me,  ye  warblers !  teach  this  ftrain  of  wee 
Like  you  to  kindle,  and  like  you  to  flow. 

Alas  I  in  vain  ye  bid  your  warmths  divine 
Wake  all  the  ftring,  and  live  through  all  the  line. 
Spite  of  thofe  warmths,  th'  immortal  numbers  roll 
Cool  from  my  hand,  and  faithlefs  to  my  foul; 
Too  faint  a  wifh,  too  calm  a  figh  impart, 
Hide  half  my  grief,  and  tell  but  half  my  heart; 
Lofe  the  fond  anguifh  of  this  flowing  tear, 
And  the  keen  pang  that  tears  and  tortures  there. 

'Tis  faid  that  fouls,  to  love's  foft  union  wrought, 
Converfe  by  filent  fympathy  of  thought : 
O  !  then  with  that  myfterious  art  divine 
The  fierce  impatience  of  my  breafl  be  thine  : 
And  when  fome  tender,  recollecting  figh 
Pours  the  big  paflion  from  each  weeping  eye, 
When  wrapt,  and  wild,  thy  fond  ideas  roll, 
And  all  my  image  takes  up  all  thy  foul ; 
Think  that  mybreaft  the  fame  dear  tumults  move, 
As  keen  an  anguifh,  and  as  foft  a  love  ; 
Think  that  I  hear  thy  pray'rs,  explore  thy  fears, 
Sigh  to  thy  fighs,  and  weep  with  all  thy  tears  ; 
From  all  thy  wifhes,  all  thy  phrenzies  fee, 
And  feel  for  Guilford  all  he  feels  for  me, 

Ah  !  where  are  now  the  joys  my  fancy  drew 
for  ever  blooming,  and  for  ever  new  ! 


Where  the  dear  fcenes  that  meditation  aid, 
The  rill's  fofr  murmur,  and  th'embow'ring  fhade; 
Where  all  the  heartfelt  charities  that  move 
1  he  warmths  of  rapture  in  the  pulfe  of  love! 
Loft,  loft  for  ever,  like  th'  ethereal  fire 
Shot  through  the  fky  to  glitrer  and  expire. 

Hide  it,  ye  pow'rs  !  the  fad,  the  folemn  day 
That  gave  a  Dudley  to  the  houfe  of  Grey  : 
For,  O  !  when  to  the  altar's  fuot  we  came, 
And  each  fond  eye  confefs'd  the  kindling  flame  ; 
Juft  as  the  prieft  had  join'd  my  hand  to  thine 
An  awful  tremor  fhook  the  hallow'd  fhrine, 
A  fudden  gloom  the  facred  walls  array'd, 
And  round  the  tapers  threw  an  azure  fhade ; 
The  winds  blew  hollow  with  the  voice  of  pain, 
Aeiial  echoes  figh'd  through  all  the  fane  : 
Twas  God  himfelf,  that  from  th'  empyreal  fky, 
Look'd  unaufpicious  on  the  nuptial  tie, 
And  pitying  taught,  as  prophecies  of  woe, 
The  fhrines  to  tremble,  and  the  wind  to  blow. 

O  !  had  thy  blood  drunk  in  fome  fell  difeafe, 
From  each  chill  pinion  of  th'  autumnal  breeze, 
Had  yon  keen  fun,  with  all  the  rage  of  pain, 
Wing'd  every  pulfe,  and  fcorch'd  up  every  vein, 
Extinguifh'd  Guilford  ere  he  liv'd  his  fpan, 
It  had  been  nature  and  the  fate  of  man. 
Heav'ns !    had  my  cares  but  ceas'd  thy  parting 

breath, 

In  life's  laft  moment,  and  the  gafp  of  death, 
Esplor'd  the  dear  imperfeft  founds  that  hung 
Loofe  on  each  fibre  of  the  fault'ring  tongue, 
Cool'd  the  fond  phrenzies  of  thy  parting  figh, 
Wip'd  the  w;:rm  drop  from  each  expiring  eye  ; 
I  had  but  known  what  many  a  virtuous  pair 
Are  doom'd  to  fuffer,  and  are  doom'd  to  bear  : 
But,  O !  in  thought's  wild  images  to  fee 
My  glories  fall,  proud  infamy  !  like  thee; 
See,  'midft  the  murmur  of  a  million  fighs, 
The  fabre  glitter,  and  the  fcaffold  rife  ; 
To  fee  my  Guilford  moving  fadly  flow 
Through  ranks  of  warriors,  and  the  pomps  of 

woe; 

See  him,  while  bending  o'er  his  awful  bier, 
Shed  the  keen  anguifh  of  too  warm  a  tear, 
A  tear  that  from  the  warmths  of  love  proceeds, 
And  melts  the  hufband,  while  the  hero  bleeds — 

Bleed,  did  I  fay  1 — Tear,  tear,  ye  pow'rs  of  art! 
Senfe,  nature,  memory,  from  my  tortur'd  heart : 
And  thou, — beneath   the   pole's   black  umbrage 

laid, 

Oblivion  !  daughter  of  the  midnight  fhade  ! 
With  all  thy  glooms,  and  all  thy  mifts,  remove 
Each  fweet  idea  of  connubial  love  : 
Hide  the  dear  man  whofe  virtues  firft  impreft 
Too  fond  an  image  on  my  virgin  bread  ; 
From  all  the  foftnefs  of  my  foul  efface 
His  every  beauty,  and  his  every  grace  ; 
And  force  that  foul  with  patience  to  refign 
All  the  dear  tiesthar  bound  herfaft  to  thine. 

Alas  !  vain  effort  of  mifguided  zeal ! 
What  pow  r  can  force  affliction  not  to  feel? 
What  faint  forbid  this  throbbing  breaft  to  glow, 
This  figh  to  murmur,  and  this  tear  to  flow  ? 
Still  honeft  nature  lives  her  anguifh  o'er, 
Still  the  fond  woman  bleeds  at  every  pore. 
D  d,  uij 
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Ah  !  when  my  foul,  all  panting  to  afpire, 
Bach  fenfe  enraptur'd,  and  each  wifh  on  fire, 
On  all  the  wings  of  heav'n-born  virtue  flies 
To  yon  bright  funfhine,  yon  unclouded  fkies; 
Spite  of  the  joys  that  heav'n  and  blifs  impart, 
A  fofter  image  heaves  within  my  heart ; 
Impaffions  nature  in  the  fprings  cf  life, 
And  calls  the  feraph  back  into  the  wife. 

Yet  fay,  my  Guilford  ?    fay,  why  wilt  theu 

move 

Thefe  idle  vifions  of  defpairing  love  ? 
Why  wilt  thou  ftill,  with  every  grace  and  art, 
Spread   through  my  veins,  and   kindle  in    my 

heart  ? 

O  let  my  foul  far  other  tranfports  feel, 
Wing'd  with  thy  hopes,  and  warm'd  with  all 

thy  zeal, 

And  thou,  in  yon  imperial  heav'n  enfhrin'd, 
Eternal  effluence  of  th'  eternal  mind  ! 
O  grace  divine  !  on  this  frail  bofom  ray 
One  gleam  of  comfort  from  the  fource  of  day — 
She  comes,  and  all  my  opening  breaft  infpires 
With  holy  ardours,  and  feraphic  fires : 
Rapt,  and  fublime,  my  kindling  wilhes  roll, 
A  brighter  funfhine  breaks  upon  my  foul ; 
Strong,  and  more  ftrong  the  light  celeflial  (nines, 
Each  thought  ennobles,  and  each  fenfe  refines  : 
Each  human  .pang,  each  human  blifs  retires, 
All  earth-born  wiihes,  and  all  low  defires, 
The  pomps  of  empire,  grandeur,  wealth  decay, 
And  all  the  world's  vain  phantoms  fade  away. 

Rife,  ye  fad  fcenes  '.   ye  black  ideas  rife, 
Rife,  and  dilpute  the  empire  of  the  Ikies : 
Ye  horrors  1  come,  and  o'er  my  fenfes  throw 
Terrific  vifions  and  a  pomp  of  woe  ; 
Call  up  the  fcaffold  in  its  dread  parade, 
Bid  the  knell  echo  through  the  midnight  (hade ; 
Full  in  my  fight  the  robe  funereal  wave, 
Swell  the  l;>ud  dirge,  and  open  all  my  grave  ; 
Yet  fhall  my  foul,  all-confcious  of  her  God, 
Refign'd  and  fainted  for  the  bleft  abode, 
The  lad  fad  horrors  of  her  exit  eye, 
Without  a  tremor,  and  without  a  figh. 

Ah  !  ro — while  heav'n  fhall  leave  one  pulfe  of 

life 

J  ftill  am  woman,  and  am  ftill  a  wife ; 
My  hov'ring   foul,  though  ras'd  to  heav'n   by 

pray'r, 

Still  bends  to  earth,  and  finds  one  forrow  there  : 
There,  there,  alas  !  the  voice  of  nature  calls, 
A  nation  trembles,  and  a  hufband  falls 

O !   would  to  Heav'n  I  could  like  Zeno  boaft 
A  breaft  of  marble,  and  a  foul  of  froft, 
Calm  as  old  Chaos,  ere  his  waves  begun 
To  know  a  zephyr,  or  to  feel  a  fun. 
Romantic  wifh  '.  for  O,  yepow'rs  divine  I 
Was  ever  nafery,  ever  grief  like  mine  ? 
3?or  ever  round  me  glares  a  tragic  fceue, 
And  now  the  woman  bleeds,  and  now  the  queen: 
Now  back  to  Edward's  recent  grave  convey  d, 
Talk  with  fond  phrenzy  to  his  Ipotlefs  fhade ; 
Now  wildly  image  all  his  filter's  rage, 
The  baleful  fury  of  the  rifing  age  ; 
Behold  her  fai.guinary  banners  fly 
AooJfc  to  the  breezes  of  a'B* icifh  iky  5 


See  England's  genius  quit  th'  imperial  dnme 

To  Spain's  proud  tyrant,  and  the  flayes  uf  Rome  j 

See  all  the  land  the  laft  fad  horrors  feel 

Of  cruel  creeds,  and  vifionary  zeal. 

Mad  bigotry  her  every  ton  infpires, 

Breathes  all  her  plagues,  and  blows  up  all  her  fires, 

Points  the  keen  faulchion,  waves  th'  avenging  rod, 

And  murders  virtue  in  the  name  of  God. 

May  He,  who  firft  the  light  of  heav'n  dif- 

play'd, 

The  dear  Redeemer  of  a  world  in  fhade, 
He  who  to  man  the  blif*  of  angels  gave, 
Who  bled  to  triumph,  and  who  died  to  fave, 
Beam  all  his  gofpel,  lacred  and  divine. 
On  ev'ry  bofom,  and  on  ev'ry  flirine  ; 
Relieve  th7  expiring  eye,  and  gafping  breath, 
And  refcue  nature  from  the  arm  of  death. 

And  now  refign'd,  my  bofom  lighter  grows, 
And  hope  fofr-beaming  brightens  all  my  woes, 
Hark  !  or  delufion  charms,  a  feraph  fings, 
And  choirs  to  waft  us  fpread  their  filver  wings  : 
Th'  immortals  call,  heay'n  opens  at  the  found, 
And  glories  blaze,  and  mercy  ftreams  around. 
Away — ere  nature  wake  her  pangs  anew, 
Friend,  father,  lover,  hufband,  faint,  adieu  ! 
Yet  when  thy  fpirit,  taught  from  earth  to  fly, 
Spreads  her  full  plume,  and  gains  upon  the  iky, 
One  moment  paule  till  thefe  dead  orbs  refign 
Their  lad  faint  beam,  and  fpeed  my  foul  to  thine r 
Then,   while  the  prieft,   in  hallow'd  robes  ar- 

ray'd, 

Pays  the  lall  honours  to  each  parting  fliade; 
While  o'er  our  afh.es  weeps  th'  attending  train, 
And  the  fad  requiem  flows  along  the  fane  ; 
Our  kindred  fouls  ihall  wing  th'  ethereal  way, 
From  earth  and  anguifli  to  the  fou/ce  of  day 
To  all  the  blifs  of  all  the  fkies  afpire, 
And  add  new  raptures  to  th'  angelic  choir. 

And,  O  !  if  aught  we  knew,  or  left  behind, 
Can  wake  one  image  in  the  fainted  mind; 
If  yet  a  friend,  a  parent,  child,  can  move 
Departed  fpirits  to  a  fenfe  of  love ; 
Still  (hall  our  fouls  a  kind  connection  feel 
With  England's  fenate,  and  with  England's  weal ; 
And  drive  from  all  its  (bores,  with  watchful  care, 
The  flame  of  difcord,  and  the  rage  of  war. 

Perhaps,  when,  thefe  fad  fcenes  of  blood  are 

o'er, 

And  Rome's  proud  tyrant  awes  the  fou-1  no  more; 
When  anguifh  throws  off*  all  the  veils  of  art, 
Bares  all  her  wounds,  and  opens  all  her  heart ; 
Our  haplefs  loves-,  fhall  grace  th'  hifloric  page, 
And  charm  the  nations  of  a  future  age  : 
Perhaps  fomt  bard,  whofe  tears  have  iearnt  to  flow 
For  injur'd  nature,  and  to  feel  for  woe, 
Shall  tell  the  tender  melancholy  tale, 
To  the  foft  zephyrs  uf  the  weftern  vale  ; 
Fair  truth  ihall  blefs  him,  virtue  guard  his  caufe, 
And  every  widow'd  matron  weep  applaufe. 

OF  TASTE. 

AN   E53AY. 

WELL — though  our  pafllons  riot,  fret, and  rave3 
Wild  and  capricious  as  the  wind  and  wave. 
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One  common  folly,  lay  whatc'er  we  can, 
Has  fix'd  at  laft  the  mercury  of  man  ; 
And  rules,  as  facred  as  hi*  father's  creed, 
O'er  every  native  of  the  Thames  and  Tweed. 

Afk  ye  what  pow'r  it  is  that  dares  ro  claim 
So  vaft  an  empire,  and  fo  wide  a  fame  ? 
What  God  unfhrin'd  in  all  the  ages  paft? 
I'll  tell  you,  friend  !  in  one  fhort  word — 'tis  Tafle; 
Tafte  that,  without  or  head,  or  enr,  or  heart, 
One  gift  of  nature,  or  one  grace  of  art, 
Ennobles  riches,  fanctifies  expence, 
And  takes  the  place  of  fpirit,  worth,  and  fenfe. 
In  elder  time,  ere  yet  our  fathers  knew 
Rome's  idle  arts,  or  panted  for  Virtu, 
Or  fat  whole  nights  Italian  fongs  to  hear, 
Without  a  genius,  and  without  an  ear; 
Exalted  fenfe,  to  warmer  climes  unknown, 
And  manly  wit,  was  nature's  and  our  own. 
But  when  our  virtues,  warp'd  by  wealth  and  peace, 
Began  to  flumber  in  the  lap  of  eafe — 
When  Charles  return'd  to  his  paternal  reign, 
With  more  than  fifty  tailors  in  his  train, 
We  felt  for  I'afte — for  then  obliging  France 
Taught  the  rough  Briton  how  to  drefs  and  dance ; 
Politely  told  him  all  were  brutes  and  fools, 
But  the  gay  coxcombs  of  her  happier  fchools; 
That  all  perfection  in  her  language  lay, 
And  the  beft  author  was  her  own  Rabelais. 
Hence,  by  fome  ftrange  malignity  of  fate, 
We  take  our  fafhions  from  the  land  we  hate  :  • 
Still  flaves  to  her,  howe'er  her  tafte  inclines, 
We  wear  her  ribbands,  and  we  drink  her  wines ; 
Eat  as  fhe  eats,  no  matter  which  or  what, 
A  roafted  lobfter,  or  a  roafted  cat; 
And  fill  our  houfes  with  an  hungry  train 
Of  more  than  half  the  fcoundrels  of  the  Seine. 

Time  was,  a  wealthy  Englifhman  would  join 
A  rich  plumb-pudding  to  a  fat  firloin  ; 
Or  bake  a  pafty,  whole  enormous  wall 
Took  up  almoft  the  area  of  his  hall : 
But  now,  as  art  improves,  and  life  refines, 
The  demon  Tafte  attends  him  when  he  dines ; 
Serves,  on  his  board  an  elegant  regale, 
Where  three  ftew'd   mulhrooms  flank  a  larded 

quail; 

Where  infant  turkeys,  half  a  month  refign'd 
To  the  foft  breathings  of  a  fouthern  wind, 
And  fmother'd  in  a  rich  ragout  of  fnails, 
Oufftink  a  lenten  fupper  at  Verfailles. 
Is  there  a  faint  that  would  not  laugh  to  fee 
The  good  man  piddling  with  his  fricaffee ; 
Forc'd  by  the  luxury  of  tafte  to  drain 
A  flalk  of  poifon,  which  he  calls  champagne  ! 
While  he,  poor  idiot !  though  he  dare  not  fpeak, 
Pines  all  the  while  for  porter  and  ox-cheek. 

Sure  'tis  enough  to  ftarve  for  pomp  and  fhow, 
To  drink,  and  curfe  the  clarets  of  Bourdeaux  ; 
Yet  fuch  our  humour,  fuch  our  {kill  to  hit 
Excef .  of  folly  through  exccfs  of  wit, 
We  plant  the  garden,  and  we  build  the  feat, 
Juft  as  abfurdly  as  we  drink  and  eat. 
For  is  there  aught  that  nature's  hand  has  fown 
To  bloom  ami  ripen  in  her  hotteft  zone  ? 
Is  there  a  (hrub  which,  ere  its  verdures  blow, 
.Alks  all  the  funs  that  beam  upon  the  Po  ? 


Is  there  a  fiowret  whofe  vermillion  hue 
Can  only  catch  its  beauty  in  Peru  ? 
Is  there  a  portal,  colonnade,  or  dome, 
The  pride  of  Naples,  or  the  boaft  of  Rome  ? 
We  raife  it  here,  in  florms  of  wind  and  hail, 
On  the  bleak  bofom  of  a  funlefs  vale  ; 
Carelefs  alike  of  climate,  foil,  and  place, 
!  The  caft  of  nature,  and  the  i'miles  of  grace. 

Hence  all  our  ftucco'd  walls,  Mofaic  floors, 
Palladium  windows,  and  Venetian  doors; 
Our  Gothic  fronts,  whofe  Attic  wings  unfold 
Fluted  pilafters  tipp'd  with  leaves  of  gold ; 
Our  mofTy  cielings,  grac'd  with  gay  feftoons, 
The  weeping  marbles  of  our  damp  falcons, 
Lawns  fring'd  with  citrons,  amaranthine  bow'rs, 
Expiring  myrtles,  and  unop'ning  flow'rs. 
Hence  the  good  Scotfman  bids  th'  anana  blow 
In  rocks  of  cryflal,  or  in  Alps  of  fnow ; 
On  Orcus"  deep  extends  his  wide  orcade, 
And  kills  his  fcanty  funfhine  in  a  (hade. 

One  might  expect  a  fanctity  of  ftyle 
Auguft  and  manly  in  an  holy  pile, 
And  think  an  architect  extremely  odd 
To  build  a  playhoufe  for  the  church  of  God ; 
Yet  half  our  churches,  fuch  the  mode  that  reigns, 
Are  Roman  theatres,  or  Grecian  fanes; 
Where  broad-arch'd  windows  to  the  eye  convey 
The  keen  diffufion  of  too  ftrong  a  day; 
Where,  in  the  luxury  of  wanton  pride, 
Corinthian  columns  languifh  fide  by  fide, 
Clos'd  by  an  altar  exquifitely  fine, 
Loofe  and  lafcivious  as  a  Cyprian  fhrine. 

Of  late,  'tis  true,  quite  fick  of  Rome  and  Greece, 
We  fetch  our  models  from  the  wife  Chinefe ; 
European  artifts  are  too  cold  and  chafte, 
For  Mand'rin  only  is  the  man  of  tafte  ; 
Whofe  bolder  genius,  fondly  wild  to  fee 
His  grove  a  fore  it,  and  his  pond  a  fea, 
Breaks  out  — —  and,  whimfically  great,  defigns 
Without  the  {hackles  or  of  rules  or  lines. 
Form'd  on  his  plans,  our  farms  and  feats  begin 
To  match  the  boafted  villas  of  Pekin. 
On  every  hill  a  fpire-crown'd  temple  fwells, 
Hung  round  with  ferpents,  and  a  fringe  of  bells; 
Junks  and  balons  along  our  waters  fail, 
With  each  a  gilded  cock-boat  at  his  tail ; 
Our  choice  exotics  to  the  breeze  exhale 
Within  th'  enclofure  of  a  zig-zag  rail; 
In  Tartar  huts  our  cows  and  horfes  lie, 
Our  hogs  are  fatted  in  an  Indian  ftye ; 
On  ev'ry  fhelf  a  jofs  divinely  ftares, 
Nymphs  laid  on  chintzes  fprawl  upon  our  chairs; 
While  o'er  our  cabinets  Confucius  nods, 
'Midft  porcelain  elephants,  and  China  gods. 

Peace  to  all  fuch — but  you  whofe  chafler  fires 
True  greatnefs  kindles,  and  true  fenfe  infpires, 
Or  ere  you  lay  a  ftone,  or  plant  a  ihade, 
Bend  the  proud  arch,  or  roll  the  broad  cafcade, 
Ere  all  your  wealth  ia  mean  profufion  wafte, 
Examine  nature  with  the  eye  of  tafte  ;  [rill, 

Mark  where  fhe  fpreads  the  lawn,  or  pours  the 
Falls  in  the  vale,  or  breaks  upon  the  hill ; 
Plan  as  fhe  plans,  and  where  her  genius  calls, 
There  fink  your  grottoss  and  there  raife  you* 
walls. 
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"Without  this  tafte,  beneath  whofe  magic  wand 
Truth  and  corre<5hiels  guide  the  artift'shand, 
Woods,  lakes,  and  palaces,  are  idle  things, 
The  fhame  of  nations,  and  the  blufh  of  kings. 
Expence  and  Vanbrugh,  vanity  and  fhow, 
May  build  a  Blenheim,  but  not  make  a  Stowe. 

But  what  is  Tafte,  you  aik,  this  heav'n-born  fire 
We  all  pretend  to,  and  we  all  admire  ? 
Is  it  a  cafual  ^race  ?  or  lucky  hit  ? 
Or  the  cool  effort  of  reflecting  wit  ? 
Has  it  no  law  but  mere  mifguided  will  ? 
No  juft  criterion  fix'd  to  good  and  ill  ? 

It  has True  tafte,  when  delicately  fine, 

Is  the  pure  funfhine  of  a  foul  divine, 
The  full  perfe&ion  of  each  mental  pow'r — 
Tis  fenfe,  'tis  nature,  and  'tis  fomething  more. 
Twin-born  with  genius,  of  one  common  bed, 
One  parent  bore  them,  and  one  matter  bred. 
It  gives  the  lyre  with  happier  founds  to  flow, 
With  purer  blufhes  bids  fair  beauty  glow  ; 
From  Raphael's  pencil  calls  a  nobler  line, 
And  warms,  Corregio  '   every  touch  of  thine. 

And  yet,  though  fprung  from  one  paternal  flame, 
Genius  and  Tafte  are  different  as  their  name  : 
Genius,  all  funbeam,  where  he  throws  a  fmile, 
Impregnates  nature  fafter  than  the  Nile ; 
Wild  and  impetuous,  high  as  heav'n  afpires, 
All  fcience  animates,  all  virtue  fires ; 
Creates  ideal  worlds,  and  there  convenes 
Aerial  forms  and  vifionary  fcenes. 
But  tafte  corrects,  by  one  etherial  touch, 
What  feems  too  little,  and  what  feems  too  much  ; 
Marks  the  fine  point  where  each  consenting  part 
glides  into  beauty  with  the  eafc  of  art ; 
This  bids  to  rife,  and  that  with  grace  to  fall, 
And  bounds,  unites,  refines,  and  heightens  all. 

LIFE  UNHAPPY,  BECAUSE  WE  USE 
IT  IMPROPERLY. 

A  MORAL  ESSAY. 

I  OWN  it,  Belmour  !  fay  whate'er  we  can, 
The  lot  of  forrow  feems  the  lot  of  man  ; 
Affliction  feeds  with  all  her  keeneft  rage 
On  youth's  fair  blcflbms,  and  the  fruits  of  age  ; 
And  wraps  alike  beneath  her  harpy  wings 
The  cells  of  peafants,  and  the  courts  of  kings. 

Yet  fure  unjuftly  we  afcribe  to  fate 
Thofe  ills,  thofe  mifchiefs,  we  ourlelves  create ; 
Vainly  lament  that  all  the  joys  we  know 
Are  more  than  number'd  by  the  pangs  of  woe  ; 
And  yet  thofe  joys  in  mean  profufion  wafte, 
Without  reflection,  and  without  a  tafte  : 
Carelefs  of  all  that  virtue  gives  to  pleafe, 
For  thought  too  active,  and  too  mad  for  eafe, 
We  give  each  appetite  too  loofe  a  rein, 
Pulh  ev'ry  pleafure  to  the  verge  of  pain ; 
Impetuous  follow  where  the  pafllons  call, 
And  live  in  rapture,  or  not  live  at  all.  [ftrife 

Hence  half  the  plagues  that  fill  with  pain  and 
Each  fofter  moment  of  domeftic  life  ; 
The  palfied  hand,  the  vifionary  brain, 
Th'  infected  fluid,  and  the  torpid  vein  ; 
The  ruin'd  appetite,  that  loathing  flights 
The  richeft  olio  of  the  cook  at  White's ; 


The  aching  impotence  of  loofe  defire, 
A  nerveleis  body,  with  a  foul  on  fire  ; 
Th'  eternal  bluih  that  lights  the  cheek  of  flume 
For  wafted  riches,  and  unheeded  fame  ; 
Unhallow'd  reveries,  low-thoughted  cares, 
The  wilh  that  riots,  and  the  pang  that  tears; 
Each  awful  tear  that  weep?  the  night  away, 
Each  heartfelt  figh  of  each  reflefling  day ; 
All  that  around  the  low'ring  eye  of  fpteen 
Throws  the  pale  phantom,  and  terrific  fcene  ; 
Or,  direr  ft  ill,  calls  from  th'  abyfs  below 
Defpair's  dread  genius  to  the  couch  of  woe, 
Where,  loft  to  health,  and  hope's  all  cheering  ray, 
As  the  dead  eye-ball  to  the  orb  of  day, 
Pale  riot  bleeds  for  all  his  mad  expence 
In  each  rack'd  organ,  or  acuter  fenfe ; 
Where  fad  remorfe  beholds  in  every  fhade 
T'he  murder'd  friend,  or  violated  maid  ; 
And  ftung  to  madnefs  in  his  inmoft  foul, 
Grafps  the  keen  dagger,  or  empoifon'd  bowl. 

Impious  it  were  to  think  th'  Eternal  Mind 
Is  but  the  fcourge  and  tyrant  of  mankind 
Sure  he  who  gives  us  funfhine,  dew,  and  fhow'r, 
The  vine  ambrofial,  and  the  blooming  flow'r, 
Whofe  own  bright  image  lives  on  man  impreft, 
Meant  that  that  being  fhould  be  wife  and  blcft, 
And  taught  each  inftindr.  in  his  heart  enfhrin'd 
To  feel  for  blifs,  to  fearch  it,  and  to  find. 

But  where' s  this  blifs,  you  afk,  this  heav'n-borr 

fire 

We  all  pretend  to,  and  we  all  admire  ? 
Breathes  it  in  Ceylon's  aromatic  ifle  ? 
F!ows  it  along  the  waters  of  the  Nile  ? 
Lives  it  in  India's  animated  mould, 
In  rocks  of  cryftal,  or  in  veins  of  gold  ? 
Not  there  alone,  but,  boundlefs,  unconfin'd, 
Spreads  through  all  life,  and  flows  to  all  mankind  ; 
Waits  on  the  winds  that  blow,  the  waves  that  roll 
And  warms  alike  the  Equator  and  the  Pole. 
For  as  kind  nature  through  the  globe  infpires 
Her  parent  warmths,  and  elemental  fires, 
Forms  the  bright  gem  in  earth's  unfathom'd  caves 
Bids  the  rich  coral  blufh  beneath  the  waves, 
And  with  the  fame  prolific  virtue  glows 
In  the  rough  bramble,  as  the  damafk  rofe;       ,, ,r 
So,  in  the  union  of  her  moral  plan. 
The  ray  of  blifs  fhines  on  from  man  to  man, 
Whether  in  purples  or  in  (kins  arry'd, 
He  wields  the  fceptre,  or  he  plies  the  fpade, 
Slaves  on  the  Ganges,  triumphs  on  the  Rhone, 
Hides  in  a  cell,  or  beams  upon  a  throne. 

In  vain  the  men  whofe  foul  ambition  fires, 
Whom  birth  ennobles,  and  whom  wealth  infpires 
Infifts  that  happinefs  for  courts  was  made, 
And  laughs  at  every  genius  of  the  fhade. 
As  much  miftakes  the  fage,  who  fain  would  prove 
Fair  pleafure  lives  but  in  hi-  grot  and  grove. 
Each  fcene  of  life,  or  open  or  confin'd, 
Alike  congenial  to  its  kindred  mind. 
Alike  ordain'd  by  heav'n  to  charm  or  pleafe 
The  man  of  fpirit  and  the  man  of  eafe  ; 
Juft  as  our  tafte  is  better  or  is  worfe, 
Becomes  a  bleffing,  or  becomes  a  curfe. 
When  luft  and  envy  fhare  the  foul  by  turns, 
When  fear  unnerves  her,  or  mad  vengeance  burns; 
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When  luxury  brutes  her  in  the  wanton  bow'r, 
And  guilt's  black  phantoms  haunt  her   midnight 

hour ; 

Not  all  the  wealth  each  warmer  fun  provides, 
All  earth  embofoms,  and  all  ocean  hides, 
Not  all  the  pomps  that  round  proud  greatnefs  dune. 
"When  fuppliant  nations  bow  before  her  fhrine, 
Can  eafe  the  heart,  or  ray  upon  the  breaft 
Content's  full  funlhine,  and  the  calm  of  reft. 
No-  all  fhe  blifs  that  nature  feels,  or  knows, 
Of  hear.tfelt  rapture,  or  of  cool  repofe, 
Howe*er  improv'd  by  wifdom,  and  by  art, 
Lives  in  ourfelves,  and  beams  but  froii  the  heart. 
Quite  independent  of  thofe  alien  things, 
Applauding  ienates,  and  the  (miles  of  kings, 
Of  empty  j-urfes,  .or  of  wealthy  bags, 
A  robe  of  ermines,  or  a  coat  in  rags, 

Conclude  we  then  that  Heav'n's  fupreme  decree 
Gives  eafe  and  joy  to  monarchs  and  to  me  : 
Yet,  fuch  the  fate  of  all  that  man  obtains, 
Our  pleafures  muft  be  purchas'd  by  our  pains, 
And  cod  us  every  hour  fome  fmall  expence, 
A  little  labour,  and  a  little  fenfe. 
That  heav'n-born  blifs,  that  foul-illumin'd  joy, 
Which  madmen  fquander,  and  which  fools  de- 

ftroy, 

To  half  the  nations  of  the  globe  unknown, 
Reflecting  wifdom  makes  it  all  her  own  ; 
Coolly  explores,  in  every  fcene  and  fphere, 
What  nature  wants,  what  life  inherits  there ; 
What  lenient  arts  can  teach  the  foul  to  know 
A  purer  rapture,  and  a  fofter  woe; 
What  melt  her  idle  vanities  away, 
And  make  to-morrow  happier  than  to-day. 
Without  this  cheap,  this  economic  art, 
This  cool  philofophy  of  head  and  heart, 
A  peer's  proud  bofom,  rack'd  by  pangs  and  cares, 
Feels  not  the  fplendor  of  the  dar  he  wears  : 
With  it  the  wretch  whom  want  has  forc'd  to  dwell 
In  the  laft  corner  of  her  cheerlefs  cell, 
In  fpite  of  hunger,  labour,  cold,  difeafe, 
Lies,  laughs,  and  flumbers  on  the  couch  of  eafe. 

A  coxcomb  once  in  Handel's  parlour  found 
A  Grecian  lyre,  and  try'd  to  make  it  found; 
O'er  the  fine  flops  his  awkward  flit  he  flings, 
And  rudely  preffes  on  th'  elaftic  firings  : 
Awaken'd  difcoro  fhrieks,  and  fcolds,  and  raves, 
Wild  as  the  diflonance  of  winds  and  waves, 
JLoud  as  a  Wapping  mob  at  midnight  bawls, 
Harih  as  ten  chariots  rolling  round  St.  Paul's, 
And  hoarftr  tar  than  all  th'  ecftatic  race 
Whole  drunken  orgies  ftunn'd  the  wilds  of  Thrace. 
Friend  !  quoth  the  fage,  that  fine  machine  con 
tains 

Exa&er  numbers,  and  diviner  drains ; 
Strains  fuch  as  once  could  build  the  Theban  wall, 
And  flop  the  mountain  torrent  in  its  fall  : 
But  yet,  to  wake  them,  roufe  them,  and  infpire, 
Afks  a  fine  finger,  and  a  touch  of  fire, 
A  feeling  foul,  whofe  all  expreflive  pow'rs 
Can  copy  nature  as  fhe  links  or  foars ; 
And,  juft  alike  to  paflion,  time,  and  place, 
Refine  correclnefs  into  eafe  and  grace. 
He  faid— and,  flying  o'er  each  quiv'ring  wire, 
Spread  his  light  hand,  and  fwept  it  on  the  lyre. 


i  Quick  to  his  touch  the  lyre  began  fro  glow, 
I  The  found  to  kindle,  and  the  air  to  flow, 
Deep  as  the  murmurs  of  the  falling  floods, 
Sweet  as  the  warbles  of  the  vocal  woods  : 
The  lift'ning  pafiipns  hear,  and  fink,  and  rife, 
As  the  rich  harmony  or  fwells  or  dies ; 
The  pulfe  of  avarice  forgets  to  move, 
A  purer  rapture  fills  the  breaft  of  love ; 
Devotion  lifts  to  heav'n  a  holier  eye, 
And  bleeding  pity  heaves  a  fofter  figh. 
Life  has  its  eafe,  amulement,  joy,  and  fire, 
Hid  in  itfelf,  as  mufic  in  the  lyre  ; 
And,  like  the  lyre,  wiih  all  its  pow'rs  impart, 
When  touch'd  and  manag'd  by  the  hand  of  art. 
But  half  mankind,  like  Handel's  fool,  deftroy, 
Through  rage  and  ignorance,  the  drain  of  joy; 
Irregularly  will  their  paflions  roll 
Through  nature's  fined  indrument,  the  foul : 
While  men  of  fenfe,  with  Handel's  happier  fkill, 
Correct  the  tade,  and  harmonize  the  will ; 
Ttach  their  affections  like  his  notes  to  flow, 
Not  rais'd  too  high,  nor  ever  funk  too  low  ; 
Till  every  virtue,  meafur'd  and  refin'd, 
As  fits  the  concert  of  the  mader-mind, 
Melts  in  its  kindred  founds,  and  puurs  along 
Th'  according  mufic  of  the  moral  fong. 

PRUSSIA  :  'A  POEM. 

AWAKE,  Voltaire!   with  warmth,  with  rapture 

raife 

Th'  applauding  poean,  and  the  fong  of  praife  ; 
Again  thy  Frecfric  mounts  the  viclor's  car, 
Again  he  thunders  in  the  front  of  war ; 
Back  to  the  defert  flies  the  routed  Gaul, 
And  proud  Vienna  fhakes  from  wall  to  wall. 

He  hears  me  not — thy  genius,  France !   pre 
vails, 

The  poet  feels  but  for  his  own  Verfailles ; 
With  fecret  curfes  eyes  the  hero's  fword, 
And  hates  that  virtue  which  he  once  ador'd. 

And  fhall  a  king  whofe  triumphs  far  exceed 
The  beaded  gloriei  of  the  Greek  and  Swede  ; 
Who  more  than  Caefar,  with  a  brighter  ray 
Afcends,  and  fhines  imperial  Rome  away — 
Shall  he  through  ages  fpread  his  mighty  name 
Without  a  verfe  to  wait  upon  his  fame  ? 
Has  Britain  loft  her  fpirit,  foul,  and  fire  ? 
Has  fhe  no  patriot  who  dare  touch  the  lyre  ? 

Yes while  1  live,  thy  virtues,  prince !  ihall  be 

For  ever  facred  to  the  mufe,  and  me. 

What,  though  I  herd  but  with  the  vulgar  throng, 

The  laft,  the  loweft  of  the  fons  of  fong, 

Thy  bold  exploits  fhall  give  my  foul  to  glow, 

My  pulfe  to  kindle,  and  my  vein  to  flow; 

Exalt  my  fpirit,  animate  my  line, 

And  lend  my  numbers  all  the  ftrength  of  thine. 

Now  had  pale  fury  drove  her  iron  car 
From  fields  of  (laughter,  and  from  wades  of  war ; 
Returning  peace  led  on  the  vernal  yfear, 
Sheath'd  the  keen  fword, and  broke  the  lifted  fpear, 
Wide  o'er  the  world  her  olive  branch  difplay'd, 
And  call'd  the  nations  to  its  hallow'd  fhade. 
And  now  the  arts,  inflam'd  with  gen'rous  ftrifc,  ' 
Rofc  in  the  foftnefs  of  domeftic  life ; 
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Exulting  labour  tam'd  the  ftubborn  plain, 
The  fail  of  commerce  took  up  all  the  main, 
With  bolder  wings  th*  immortal  Mufes  flew, 
And  fcience  trimm'd  her  faded  wreath  anew. 

Ambition  figh'd — -for  now  (he  heard  no  more 
The  war's  loud  thunder  break   from    fhore   to 

fhore  ; 

No  more  beheld  proud  monarchs,  meanly  vain, 
Rank'd  in  her  files,  or  number' d  in  her  train ; 
JLoft  to  the  glare  of  life,  fhe  lay  unbleft 
In  the  lone  cell  of  folitary  reft, 
Where  fpleen's  pale  vifions  round  her  ilumbers 

throw 

"Eternal  fadnefs,  and  a  pomp  of  woe. 
In  vain  kind  nature  pours  upon  her  eye 
A  fofter  funfhine,  and  a  richer  iky, 
Spreads  the  wild  foreft,  heaves  the  cloud-topt  hill, 
Waves  in  the  wood,  and  flows  along  the  rill : 
Woods,  wilds,  and  waters,  to  her  fenfe  decay, 
The  warblers  languifh  on  the  vocal  fpray ; 
Unclouded  funs  in  heav'n's  clear  azure  fade, 
And  night's  black  horrors  wear  a  deeper  (hade. 

At  length  arcus'd  (he  feels  her  wonted  flame, 
Revives,  and  opens  to  the  voice  of  fame  : 
See  fees  new  triumphs  rifing  to  her  view, 
And  wing'd  by  rapture,  to  Vienna  flew. 
"Twas  night — lull'd  foftly  by  the  weftern  breeze, 
Pair  Auftria  flumber'd  on  the  couch  of  eafe  : 
When  as  of  old  the  firft  infernal  pow'r 
Stole  on  the  fvveets  of  Eden's  nuptial  bow'r, 
And  fkill'd  alike  to  flatter  and  deceive, 
Crept  in  a  reptile  to,  the  ear  of  Eve 
So  now  ambition,  with  a  nobler  mien, 
Approach'd,  andwhifper'd  thus  the  fleecing  queen. 

"  Canft  thou,   O  princefs !   thou,  whofc  glory 

fprings 

From  heav'n-born  heroes,  and  a  race  of  kings, 
Refign'd,  and  cool,  to  yonder  Pruffian  yield 
Silefia's  fceptre,  and  her  fruitful  field  ? 
Kife  to  thy  wrongs,  afiert  thy  injur'd  reign, 
And  bid  the  fword  of  vengeance  rage  again  ; 
Tear  from  his  hand  the  empire  he  hath  won, 
This  moment  crufh  him,  or  thou  art  undone. 
Secret  and  ftrong,  beneath  his  native  fires, 
The  haughty  genius  of  his  foul  afpires  ; 
His  realms  enlarge,  his  fails  begin  to  fly 
O'er  ev'ry  ocean  of  the  pplar  fky. 
Rich  harvefts  rife  upon  his  barren  wafte, 
His  crowded  cities  are  the  feats  of  tafte; 
Another  year's  autumnal  fun  fhall  fee 
His  broad  dominions  ftretch  from  fea  to  fea ; 
Perhaps  fhall  fee  him  on  th'  imperial  throne, 
Europe  enflav'd,  and  half  the  world  his  own.1' 

Thus  (poke  the  fiend,  and,  with  delufive  art, 
Breath'd  her  black  fpirit  through  Terefa's  heart  : 
Rapt  into  future  fcenes  ihe  minds  no  more 
The  faith  flic  plighted,  and  the  oath  fhe  fwore  ; 
Strong,  and  more  ftrong,  the  vifion  lives  impreft, 
Conqueft's  dread  genius  takes  up  all  her  breajl  j 
Faints  on  her  foul,  in  luxury  of  thought, 
Th'  ideal  gloVies  of  a  war  unfought, 
The  laurel  wreath,  the  military  fhow, 
The  car  of  triumph,  and  the  captive  foe. 
And  now  the  queen,  unfeeling,  falfe,  and  vain, 
^lans  the  tyide  ruin  of  a  bold  campaign  j 


Through  all  the  north  with  all  her  fpirit  raves, 
And  wakes  the  nations  in  their  huts,  and  caves; 
With  wild  barbarians  crowds  her  wanton  war, 
The  favage  Croat,  and  the  fierce  buffer; 
Fires  the  proud  Saxon's  fanguinary  vein, 
And  ruufes  all  the  daemon  of  the  Seine; 
Leagues  kings  with  kings,  fills  Europe  with  alarms, 
Shakes  heav'n  and  earth,  and  fets  the  world  in 

arms. 

O  curft  ambition  !  to  each  vice  allied, 
Begot  by  mifchitf  in  the  womb  of  pride, 
What  ills,  dread  fury  !  from  thy  genius  flow  ! 
What  awful  fcenes  of  unimagin'd  woe  ! 
Before  thy  footfteps,  wrapp  d  in  flames  of  fire. 
Sinks  the  tall  column,  and  majeftic  fpire. 
Clofe  at  thy  fide  her  fword  fell  (laughter  waves, 
'Midft  bleeding  piles,  and  ever-op'iiing  graves; 
The  plague  behind  thee,  with  her  tainted  breath, 
Sweeps  through  the  nations  on  the  wing  of  death  ; 
Negle$ed  genius  in  his  cell  expires, 
To  other  worlds  fair  liberty  retires; 
The  patriot  mufe  forgets  her  voice  divine, 
Religion  leaves  her  violated  fhrine  ; 
And  ev'ry  meek  ey'd  virtue  pines  and  mourns, 
'Midft  falling  temples,  and  fepulchral  urns. 

The    Prufilan   faw  at  one  keen   glance   from, 

far 

The  gath'ring  tempeft,  and  impending  war  : 
He  faw,  and  iaflant  bids  his  armies  form, 
Heads  the  bold,  march,  and  bears  upon  the  ftorm<, 
In  vaio  the  foreft  big  with  death  extends, 
The  rampant  thunders,  and  the  flood  delcends; 
In  vain  the  foe  each  open  field  declines, 
Hides  in  the  trench,  or  lurks  within  his  lines; 
He  ftorms  the  rampart,  fords  the  rapid  flood, 
Leaps  the  broad  trench,  and  clears  th'  enambufh'iit 

wood  ; 

Now  preiles  on,  now  reins  his  dread  career, 
Pours  on  the  van,  or  fteals  upon  the  rear; 
Marks  ev'ry  crifis,  {bines  in  ev'ry  fcene, 
And  is  at  once  a  Marlbro',  and  Eugene. 
At  length,  in  all  the  pomp  of  war,  advance 
Th1  imperial  eagles  with  the  arms  of  France ;, 
A  mighty  hoft,  whofe  awful  files  contain 
The  vct'ran  warriors  of  the  Maine  and  Maine. 
And  will  he  yet,  when  nations  round  him  clofe, 
And  his  thin  ranks  fcarce  number  half  his  foes ; 
Will  he,  ye  heav'ns  !  th'  unequal  conflict,  try, 
And  brave  his  fate  when  glory  bids  him  fly  ? 
Ah  !  aught  avails  it  that  immortal  fame 
Fill'd  her  fond  clarion  with  her  Fred'ric's  name  ? 
Avails  it  aught  that  juftice  learn'd  to  awe 
Mifguided  nature  from  his  code  ot  law  ? 
That  warm'd,  and  fofter'd  by  his  genial  eye, 
Tranfplanted  fcience  own'd  the  polar  flcy  ? 
That  Greece  and  tafte  upon  the  Baltic  fmil'd, 
And  new  Lyceums  opeu'd  in  the  wild  ? 
Alas!  one  moment — the  bright  fcene  is  over— 
He  falls^-he  dies — and  Prulfia  is  no  more. 
Yet  fhall  not  France,  in  this  her  blifsful  hour, 
Her  dream  of  empire,  and  her  pride  of  pow'r^ 
An  ealy,  cheap,  unbleeding  conqueft  know, 
Or  rear  her  trophies  o'er  a  Hying  foe  : 
For  now  the  monarch,  ere  he  gives  the  figna 
Serenely  dreadful  move*  along  the  line  : 
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The  legions,  far  as  each  keen  glance  can  fly, 
Mark  his  firm  ftep,  and  hang  upon  his  eye  ; 
That  eye  whofe  lightning  terror  round  him  flings ; 
That  ftep  which  feems  to  tread  on  thrones,  and 

kings. 

At  every  look  through  all  th'  embattled  van 
The  pulfe  of  glory  beats  from  man  to  man  : 
The  loldier  kindling  at  his  prince  afpires, 
Swells  with  his  hopes,  and  burns  with  all  his  fires; 
Yet,  'midft  his  ardours,  owns  a  fofter  flame, 
And  feels  for  Fred'ric  while  he  feels  for  fame. 

And  now  the  fun,  whofe  orb  (hall  fet  in  blood, 
Faints  on  the  umbrage  of  the  weftern  wood ; 
The  diftant  hills  in  each  horizon  fade, 
And  night  comes  on  in  all  her  gloom  and  (hade  : 
And  now  the  trumpet's  animating  found 
Peals  on  the  ear,  and  (hakes  the  field  around. 
When,  as  the  whirlwind  tears  its  rapid  way, 
Roots  up  the  rock,  and  fweeps  the  plain  away  ; 
Fierce  on  his  foe  th'  intrepid  Pruflian  fprings, 
Drives  through  his  van,  and  breaks  into  his  wings  ; 
Wraps  his  whole  war  in  one  tremendous  fire, 
And  fees  the  prowefs  of  his  hoft  expire. 
Th'  imperial  chiefs  no  more  the  (hock  fuftain, 
Their  fainting  battle  bleeds  in  ev'ry  vein  ; 
France  flies  impetuous  on  the  wings  of  fear, 
And  hungry  flaughter  feeds  upon  his  rear. 

Yet,  ftay  thee,  prince  !  all-conqueror  as  thou 

art, 

Indulge  the  milder  virtues  of  thy  heart ; 
Reftrain  fierce  vengeance  in  her  rage  of  ire, 
And  let  us  love  the  monarch  we  admire. 
All  that  on  earth  proud  couqueft  gives  to  fliine, 
All  the  dread  glories  of  the  (word  are  thine  : 
The  victor-wreath  applauding  ftates  decree, 
The  facred  pecan  only  ('wells  for  thee. 
Another  toil  remains  ere  yet  thy  name 
Bears  the  full  fplendor  of  unclouded  fame. 
Enjoy  that  nobler  fame — bid  dilcord  ceafe, 
And  lay  pale  Europe  in  the  lap  of  peace  : 
Then  (hall  the  mufe,  who  now  thy  triumph  fings 
O'er  routed  nation?,  and  repenting  kings, 
With  rapture  wait  thee  to  thy  fylvan  bow'r, 
And  watch  the  glories  of  thy  fofter  hour, 
When   Rome's  fine  arts  beneath  thy  fhield  (hall 

win 

A  fairer  laurel  in  thy  own  Berlin ; 
There  fix  the  fchool  of  beauty,  and  adorn 
Worlds  unexplor'd,  and  empires  yet  unborn. 

NOBILITY, 

A    MORAL    E3SAV. 
Spoken  at  tie  Fifitation  of  Tunbridge-  School ,  1752. 

*Tis  faid  that  ere  fair  virtue  learn'd  to  figh, 
The  creft  to  libel,  and  the  ftar  to  lie, 
The  poet  glow'd  with  all  his  facred  fire, 
And  bade  each  virtue  live  along  the  lyre; 
Led  humble  fcience  to  the  bleit  abode, 
And  rais'd  the  hero  till  he  flione  a  god. 

Our  modern  bards,  by  fome  unhappy  fate, 
Condemn'd  to  flatter  ev'ry  fool  of  ftate, 
Have  oft,  regardlefs  of  their  heav'n-born  flame, 
Enthrou'd  proud  grcatnefs  in  the  fhrine  of  fame  ; 
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Beftowd  on  vice  the  wreaths  that  virtue  wove,   , 
And  paid  to  Nero  what  was  due  to  Jove. 

Yet  hear,   ye  great '.    whom  birth  and   titles 

crown 

With  alien  worth,  and  glories  not  your  own ; 
Hear  me  affirm,  that  all  the  vain  can  fhow, 
All  Anftis  boafts  of,  and  all  kings  beftow, 
All  envy  wilhes,  all  ambition  hails, 
All  that  fupports  St.  James's  and  Verfailles, 
Can  never  give  diftinciion  to  a  knave, 
Or  make  a  lord  whom  vice  has  made  a  flave. 

In  elder  times,  ere  heralds  yet  enroll'd 
The  bleeding  ruby  in  a  field  of  gold, 
Or  infant  language  pain'd  the  tender  ear 
With  fefs,  bend,  argent,  chev'ron,  and  faltler; 
Twas  he  alone  the  bay's  bright  verdure  wore, 
Whofe  ftrength  fubdu'd  the  lion  or  the  boar ; 
Whofe  art  from  rocks  could  call   the  mellowing 

grain, 

And 'give  the  vine  to  laugh  along  the  plain ; 
Or,  tracing  nature  to  her  moral  plan, 
Explor'd  the  favage  till  he  found  -the  man. 
For  him  the  ruftic  hind,  and  village  maid, 
Stripp'dthe  gay  fpring  r.f  half  its  bloom  and  (hade; 
With  annual  dances  grac'd  the  daify-mead, 
And  fimg  his  triumphs  on  the  oaten  reed  ; 
Or,  fnnd  to  think  him  fprung  from  yonder  fky, 
Rear'd  trie  turf  fane,  and  bade  the  victim  die. 

In  Turkey,  facred  as  the  Koran's  page, 
Thefe  fimple  manners  live  through  ev'ry  age  : 
The  humbled  fwain,  if  virtue  warms  the  man, 
May  rife  the  genius  of  the  grave  Divan  ; 
And  all  but  Othman's  race,  the  only  proud, 
Fall  with  their  fires,  and  mingle  with  the  crowd. 

For  three  campaigns  Caprouli's  hand  difplay'd 
The  Turkifh  creicent  on  thy  walls,  Belgrade  ! 
Imperial  Egypt  own'd  him  for  her  lord, 
And  Auftria  trembled  if  he  touch'd  the  fword: 
Yet  all  his  glories  fet  within  his  grave, 
One  fon  a  Janifary,  one  a  flave. 
Politer  courts,  ingenious  to  extend 
The  father's  glories,  bid  his  pomps  defcend; 
With  ftrange  good-nature  give  his  worthlefs  fon 
The  very  laurels  that  his  virtue  won  ; 
And  with  the  fame  appellatives  adorn 
A  living  hero,  and  a  fot  unborn. 

Hence,    without   blufliing    (fay  whate'er   we 

can) 

We  more  regard  th'  efcurcheon  than  the  man; 
Yet,  true  to  nature  and  her  inftin&s,  prize 
The  hound  or  fpaniel  as  his  talent  lies  : 
Carelefs  from  what  paternal  blood  he  rofe, 
We  value  Bowman  only  for  his  nofe. 

Say,  fhould  you  fee  a  generous  fteed  outfly 
The  fwifteft  zephyr  of  th'  autumnal  fky, 
Wou'd  you  at  once  his  ardent  withes  kill, 
Give  him  the  dogs,  or  chain  him  to  a  mill, 
Becaufe  his  humbler  fathers,  grave,  and  flow, 
Clean'd  half  the  jakes  of  Houndfditch  or  Soho? 

In  fpite  of  all  that  in  his  grandfire  (hone, 
An  horfe's  worth  is,  like  a  king's,  his  own. 
If  in  the  race,  when  length'ning  (houts  infpire 
His  bold  compeers,  and  fet  their  hearts  on  fire, 
He  feems  regardlefs  of  th'  exulting  found, 
And  fcarccly  drags  his  legs  along  the  ground; 
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What  will't  avail,  that  fprungfrom  heav'nly  feed, 
His  great  Forefathers  fvvept  th'  Arabian  mead; 
Or,  drefs'd  in  half  an  empire's  purple,  bore 
The  weight  of  Xerxes  on  the  Cafpian  fhore  ? 
I  grant,  my  lord  I  your  anceftors  outfhone 
All  that  e'er  grac'd  the  Ganges,  or  the  Rhone  ; 
Born  to  protect,  to  roufe  thofe  godlike  fires 
That  genius  kindles,  or  fair  fame  infpires  ; 
O'er  humble  life  to  fpread  indulgent  eafe, 
To  give  the  veins  to  flow  without  difeafe  ; 
From  proud  oppreflion  injur'd  worth  to  fcreen, 
And  fhake  alike  the  fenate  and  the  fee  ne. 

And  fee,  to  fave  them  from  the  wrecks  of  age, 
Exulting  fcience  fills  her  every  page, 
Fame  grafps  her  trump,  the  epic  mufe  attends, 
The  lyre  ic-echoes,  and  the  fong  afcends, 
The  fculptor's  chiffel  with  the  pencil  vies, 
Rocks  leap,  and  animated  marbles  rife  : 
All  arts,  all  pow'rs,  the  virtuous  chiefs  adorn, 
And  fpread  their  pomps  to  ages  yet  unborn. 

All  this  we  own — but  if,  amidft  the  fhine, 
Th'  enormous  blaze  that  beams  along  the  line,. 
Some  fcoundrel  peer,  regardlefs  of  his  fires, 
Purfues  each  folly,  and  each  vice  admires ; 
Shall  we  enrol  his  proftituted  name 
In  honour's  zenith,  and  the  lifts  of  fame  ? 

Exalted  titles,  like  a  beacon,  rife 
To  tell  the  wretched  where  protection  lies. 
He  then  who  hears  unmov'd  affliction's  cry, 
His  birth's  a  phantom,  and  his  name's  a  lie. 

The  Egyptians  thus  on  Cairo's  facred  plain, 
Saw  half  their  marbles  move  into  a  fane ; 
The  glorious  work  unnumber'd  artifts  ply, 
Now  turn  the  dome,  now  lift  it  to  the  fky  : 
But  when  they  enter'd  the  fublime  abode, 
They  found  a  ferpent  where  they  hop'd  a  god. 

Anftis  obferves,  that  when  a  thoufand  years 
Roll  through  a  race  of  princes,  or  of  peers, 
Obliging  virtue  fheds  her  every  beam 
From  fon  to  fon,  and  waits  upon  the  ftream. 
Yet  fay,  ye  great !.  who  boaft  another's  fears, 
And  think  your  lineage  ends  but  in  the  ftar«, 
What  is  this  boon  of  Heav'n  ?  dependent  ftill 
On  woman's  weaknef*,  and  on  woman's  will ; 
Dare  ye  affirm  that  no  exotic  blood 
Has  ftain'd  your  glories  ever  fince  the  flood  ? 
Might  not  fame  brawny  flave,  from  Afric  fled, 
Stamp  his  bafe  image  in  the  nuptial  bed  ? 
Might  not,  in  pagan  days,  your  mothers  prove 
The  fire  of  Phoebus,  and  the  ftrength  of  Jove  ? 
Or,  more  politely  to  their  vows  untrue, 
Love,  and  elope,  as  modern  ladies  do  ? 

But  grant  that  all  your  gentle  grandames  fhone 
Clear,  and  unfullied  a«  the  noon-day  fun  ; 
Though    nature  form'd  them    of    her    chafteft 

mold, 

Say,  was  their  birth  illuftrious  as  their  gold  ? 
Full  many  a  lord,  we  know,  has  chofe  to  range 
Among  the  wealthy  beauties  of  the  'Change  ; 
Or  Cgh'd,  ftill  humbler,  to  the  midnight  gale 
For  fome  fair  peafant  of  th'  Arcadian  vale. 
Then  blame  us  not,  if  backward  to  adore 
A  name  polluted  by  a  flave  or  whore  ; 
Since  fpite  of  patents,  and  of  king's  decrees, 
And  blooming  coronets  on  parchment  trees, 


Some  aljen  ftain  may  darken  all  the  line,. 
And  Norfolk's  blood  dcfcend  as  mean  as  mine. 

You  boaft,  my  Lord  !  a  race  with  laurels  crown'd, 
By  fenates  honour'd,  and  in  war  renown'd; 
Showthen  the  martial  foul  to  danger  bred, 
When  Poitiers  thunder'd,  and  when  Creffy  bled; 
Show  us  thofe  deeds,  thofe  heav'n-directed  fires, 
That  ages  paft  faw  beaming  on  your  [ires  ; 
That  freeborn 'pride  no  tyrant  durft  enilave, 
That  godlike  zeal  that  only  liv'd  to  fave. 

Dare  you,  though  faction  bawl  through  all  her 

tribe, 
Though  monarchs  threaten,  and  though  ftatefmen 

bribe, 

Feel  for  mankind,  and  gallantly  approve 
All  virtue  teaches,  and  all  angels  love  ? 
Know  you  the  tear  that  flows  o'er  worth  diftrefs'd, 
The  joy  that  rifes  when  a  people's  bleft  ? 
Then,  if  you  pleafe,  immortalize  your  line, 
With  all  that's  great,  heroic,  and  divine  : 
Explore  with  curious  eye  th'  hiftoric  page, 
The  rolls  of  fame,  the  monuments  of  age; 
Adopt  each  chief  immortal  Homer  fings, 
All  Greece's  heroes,  and  all  Afia's  kings: 
If  earth's  too  fcanty,  fearch  the  bleft  abode, 
And  make  your  firft  progenitor  a  god  : 
We  grant  your  claim,  whate'er  you  wifh  to  provCj 
The  fon  of  Priam,  or  the  fon  of  Jove. 

Statefmen  and  patriots  thus  to  glory  rife, 
The  felf-born  fun  that  gilds  them  never  dies : 
While  he  ennobled  by  thofe  gewgaw  things, 
The  pride  of  patents,  and  the  breath  of  kings, 
Glares  the  pale  meteor  of  a  little  hour, 
Fed  by  court  funfhine,  and  poetic  ihow'r  ; 
Then  finks  at  once,  unpitied,  and  unbleft, 
A  nation's  fcandal,  and  a  nation's  jeft. 

Nobility  had  fomething  in  her  blood, 
When  to  be  great  was  only  to  be  good  : 
Sublime  fhe  fat  in  virtue's  facred  fane, 
With  all  the  fifter  graces  in  her  train. 
She  ftill  exifts,  'tis  true,  in  Grofvenor- Square, 
And  leads  a  life,  a  kind  of — as  it  were  •. 

And  fee !  felf-fhelter'd  from  the  world's  alarms; 
The  dying goddefs  fleepsin  Fortune's  arms; 
Fond  luxury  attends  her  foft  retreats, 
The  modeft  Frazi  warbles  while  fhe  eats ; 
Arabia's  fweets  diftil  at  ev'ry  pore, 
Her  flatt'rers  footh  her,  and  her  flaves  adore  ; 
Indulg'd  by  all  our  fcnates  to  forget, 
Thofe  worft  of  plagues,  a  promife  and  a  debt. 

Not  but  there  are,  amidft  the  titled  crew, 
Unknown  to  all  but  Collins,  and  the  ftew, 
Men  who  improve  their  heav'n-defcended  fires, 
Rife  on  their  blood,  and  beam  upon  their  fires ; 
Men  who,  like  diamonds  from  Golconda's  mme, 
Call  from  themfelves  the  ray  that  makes  them 
fhine. 

Pleas'd  let  me  view  a  Cecil's  foul  array'd 
With  all  that  Plato  gather'd  in  the  fhadc; 
Reflect  how  nobly  Radnor  can  defcend 
To  lofe  his  title  in  the  name  of  friend ; 
At  Dorfet  look,  and  bid  Hibernia  own 
Her  viceroy  form'd  to  fit  upon  a  throne ; 
Admire  how  innocence  can  lend  to  truth 
Each  grace  of  virtus,  and  each  charm  of  youthj 
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And  then  enraptur'd  bend  the  fuppliant  knee 
ToHeav'n'shigh  throne,  O  Rockingham  !  for  thee. 
Let  then  vain  fools   their  proud   efcutcheons 

view, 

Allied  to  half  the  Yncas  of  Peru;    ^ 
With  every  vice  thofe  lineal  glories  {lain 
That  rofe  in  Pharamond,  or  Charlemagne  : 
But  ye,  dear  youths  1  vrhom  chance  or  genius  calls 
To  court  pale  wifdom  in  thefe  hallow'd  walls, 
Scorn  ye  to  hang  upon  a  blafted  name 
Another's  virtue,  and  another's  fame  : 
In  two  fhort  precepts  all  your  bufinefs  lies — 
Would  you  be  great  ? — Be  virtuous  and  be  wife. 

TH£  TEMPLE  OF  HYMEN. 


IN  elder  time  when  men  were  chafte, 
And  women  had  not  got  a  tafte, 
It  was  ordain'd,  to  eafe  their  cares, 
The  fexts  fhould  be  link'd  in  pairs, 
And  pafs  the  various  fcenes  of  life, 
Known  by  the  names  of  man  and  wife. 

To  aid  this  fcheme,  fo  juft  and  wife, 
The  male  had  vigour,  ftrength,  an2  Cze: 
Undaunted,  a&ive,  bold  and  brave, 
And  fearlefs  or  of  wind  or  wave, 
He  fcal'd  the  cliff's  enormous  fteep, 
He  plung'd  into  the  pathlefs  deep, 
And  dar'd  in  open  war  engage 
The  lion's  fanguinary  rage. 

Woman,  as  form'd  to  charm,  and  pleafe, 
Had  more  of  elegance  and  eafe, 
A  finer  fhape,  a  fofter  mien, 
A  heart  more  gentle  and  ferene. 
Her  fmile  was  funfliine — in  her  face 
Sat  fweetnefs  on  the  throne  of  grace  : 
The  accents  melted  from  her  tongue 
In  all  the  harmony  of  fong ; 
And  every  glance  that  left  her  eye 
Was  milder  than  a  vernal  fkf. 

As  nature  now  had  done  her  beft, 
She  left  to  accident  the  reft, 
To  accident ! — you  cry — Why,  yes. 
Yet  think  not  that  fhe  afb  by  guefs. 
Events  may  baffle  man's  endeavour, 
But  nature  is  extremely  clever, 
And  works  with  fo  exacT:  a  care, 
She  ne'er  naifcarries  in  a  hair. 
For  now,  when  on  a  feflal  day 
The  fexes  met,  alert  and  gay, 
And,  in  their  paftimes,  fports,  and  dances, 
Had  interchang'd  fomc  tender  glances, 
Th'  impaffion'd  heart  began  to  own 
A  fet  of  inftin&s  yet  unknown  ; 
To  throb  with  momentary  fires, 
And  melt  away  in  young  defires. 
In  fhort,  the  men  began  to  bow, 
To  footh,  to  ogle,  whine,  and  vow ; 
To  haunt  the  folitary  made, 
And  whifper  to  the  village  maid. 
The  village  maid,  who  knew  not  yet 
The  breeding  of  a  fly  coquette  ; 
And  could  not,  with  an  artful  figh, 
Like  modern  ladies,  fmile,  and  lie ; 


Tndulgent  heard  her  lover's  flame, 
Frankly  confefs'd  fhe  felt  the  fame, 
And  ere  the  rofy-finger'd  morn 
Dried  up  the  pearls  upon  the  thorn, 
Went  with  him,  'midft  her  virgin  train, 
In  flow'rets  dreft,  to  Hymen's  fane. 

This  mild  divinity^  fo  fung 
By  half  the  poets  old  and  young, 
The  patron  of  connubial  truth, 
Was  now  in  all  the  bloom  of  youth. 
Rofes  frefh  gather'd  from  the  bum, 
Sweet  emblems  of  the  female  blufli, 
Wove  in  a  wreath  fupremely  fair, 
Sat  graceful  on  his  auburn  hair  : 
One  hand  fuftain'd  a  torch  on  fire, 
Significant  of  foft  defire  ; 
The  other  held  in  myftic  (how 
A  broider'd  veil  of  laffron  hue  : 
Majeftic  flow'd  his  azure  veft, 
And  rubies  bled  upon  his  bread. 

The  meek-ey'd  god  an  age  or  fo 
Succeeded,  and  had  much  to  do  ; 
In  crowds  his  eager  vot'ries  came, 
His  altars  never  ceas'd  to  flame  : 
Befides  an  off'ring,  frank  and  free, 
Firft  paid  him  as  the  marriage  fee, 
Some  pretty  toys  of  (hells  and  corals, 
With  fprigs  of  ever-blooming  laurels, 
And  bowls  of  confecrated  wine, 
Were  yearly  plac'd  upon  his  fhrine, 
The  gifts  of  many  a  grateful  pair 
Made  happy  by  his  guardian  care. 

It  chanc'd  three  demons,  fiends,  or  witches^ 
Ambition,  Vanity,  and  Riches, 
Walk'd  out  one  evening  bright  and  fair, 
To  breathe  a  little  country  air ; 
And,  as  old  Nick  would  have  it,  found 
This  foul-enchanting  fpot  of  ground, 
Where  happy  hufbands,  happy  wives, 
Enjny'd  the  moft  delicious  lives; 
And  refolv'd  to  buy,  or  hire, 
A  vacant  cottage  of  the  'fquire. 

They  came,  they  fettled  ;  footh'd,  careft, 
Politely  treated  every  gueft, 
And,  with  a  world  vf  pains  and  labours, 
Lectur'd  their  fimple-minded  neighbours. 
"  My  worthy  friends!"  fays  Wealth,  "  behcli 
The  fplendour  of  almighty  gold  ! 
Thefe  guineas  here,  thefe  brilliant  things, 
Which  bear  the  images  of  kings, 
Within  their  little  orb"  contain 
Fair  pleafure's  ever-fmiling  train, 
And  can  to  ev'ry  fwain  difpenfe 
Wit,  fpirit,  virtue,  tafte,  and  fenfe. 
Who  but  a  fool  would  wed  a  Phillis, 
Whofe  only  portion  is  her  lilies  ? 
For  ever  doom'd,  in  life's  low  fhade, 
To  ply  the  mercenary  fpade, 
Till  fome  difeafe,  whole  nature  fuel)  is 
To  fet  us  on  a  pair  of  crutches, 
Force  you  to  plunder,  beg,  or  fleal 
From  charity  an  humble  meal ; 
And  fend  your  age,  for  want  of  vittle, 
To  a  poor  alms-houfe,  or  the  'fpittle. 
Be  wife,  and,  when  you  mean  to  wed, 
Scorn  the  fair  forms  of  white  and  red; 
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And  court  the  nymph  whofe  genial  charms, 

Rich  as  the  fruits  upon  her  farms, 

Will  pour  upon  your  daily  toil 

Abundant  floods  of  wine  and  oil.1' 

He  faid — Ambition  then  began 

About  the  dignity  of  man  ; 

He  rallied  all  their  groves  and  fprings, 

And  finely  talk'd  of  queens  and  kings  : 

It  was,  he  thought,  a  want  of  grace 

To  mingle  with  the  vulgar  race  ; 

For  fouls  made  up  of  heav'nly  fire 

Are  form'd  by  nature  to  alpire. 

He  told  them  that  a  well-born  wife 

Ennobled  every  joy  of  life, 

Without  a  patent  gave  her  dear 

Th'  importance  of  a  Britifh  peer ; 

Perhaps  might  to  a  prince  ally  him, 

And  make  him  cotifin  to  old  Priam. 

While  thus  the  fiends,  with  wily  art, 
Adroitly  dole  upon  the  heart, 
And  with  their  complaifance  and  tales, 
Had  ruin'd  more  than  half  the  males, 
Gay  Vanity,  with  fmiles  and  kiffes, 
Wasbufy  'mongft  the  maids  and  miffes. 
"  My  dears  !"  fays  fhe,  "  thofe  pretty  faces 
Speak  you  the  fitters  of  the  Graces  : 
Immortal  Venus  would  be  vain 
To  have  you  in  her  court  and  train. 
But  fure,  methinks,  it  fomething  odd  is, 
That  beauties  who  can  match  a  goddefs 
Should  give  their  more  than  mortal  charms 
To  a  dull  ruftic's  joylefs  arms, 
A  mere  unanimated  clod, 
As  much  a  lover  as  a  god. 
O  let  thofe  eyes,  which  far  outfhine 
The  brighteft  fapphires  of  the  mine, 
Their  precious  orbs  no  longer  roll 
On  fellows  without  wealth  or  foul : 
But  fly,  my  charmers '.  fly  the  wretches, 
Dame  nature's  firft  misfhapen  (ketches, 
Fly  to  the  world  where  lords  and  'fquirei 
Are  warm'd  with  more  etherial  fires  ; 
Where  pleafcre  each  gay  moment  wings, 
Where  the  divine  Mingotti  fings : 
So  (hall  each  all-commanding  fair 
Have  her  two  pages  and  a  chair, 
Fine  Indian  tiffues,  Mechlin  laces, 
Rich  effences  in  China  vafes, 
And  rife  on  life's  exalted  fcene 
With  all  the  fplendour  of  a  queen." 

She  fpoke,  and  in  a  trice  poffeft 
The  empire  of  the  female  breafl : 
And  now  the  vifionary  maids 
Difdain'd  their  fhepherds  and  their  {hades ; 
In  every  dream  with  rapture  law 
Three  footmen  and  a  giit  landau  ; 
Affum'd  a  fine  majeftic  air, 
And  learnt  to  ogle,  fvvim,  and  flare. 
No  longer  beam'd  the  modeft  eye, 
No  longer  heav'd  the  melting  figh. 
Neglected  love,  whofe  blunged  dart 
Scarce  onqe  a-year  could  wound  a  heart, 
Hung  up  his  quiver  m  a  yew, 
And,fighing,  from  the  world  withdrew. 

However,  as  the  wheel  of  Ufa 
Subfifted  flillin  man  and  wife, 


Th'  aforefaid  fiends,  for  reafons  good, 

Coupled  the  fexes  as  they  could. 

For  inftance — Women  made  for  thrones 

Were  match'd  with  idiots,  fots,  and  drones; 

And  wits  were  every  day  difgrac'd 

By  honeys  without  fenfe  or  tafte ; 

Gay  libertines  of  fixty-five, 

With  fcarce  a  fingle  limb  alive, 

Had  young  coquettes  juft  in  their  teens, 

As  wanton  as  Circaffia's  queens ; 

And  youths,  whofe  years  were  fcarce  a  fcoref 

Were  pair'd  with  nymphs  of  fixty-four. 

Matters,  in  fhort,  were  fo  contriv'd, 

The  men  were  mod  divinely  wiv'd ; 

The  women  too,  to  grace  their  houfes, 

Were  bleft  with  mod  accompliflvd  fpoufes. 

In  two  fhort  months,  perhaps  in  one, 
Both  fexes  found  themfelves  undone, 
And  came  in  crowds,  with  each  an  halter, 
To  hang  poor  Hymen  on  his  altar. 
The  god,  though  arm'd  but  with  his  torch, 
Intrepid  met  them  in  the  porch  ; 
And,  while  they  hector,  brawl,  and  bully, 
Harangu'd  them  with  the  eafe  of  Tully. 

"  Good  folks !  fays  he,  it  gives  me  pain 
To  hear  you  murmur  and  complain, 
When  every  barber  in  the  town 
Knows  that  the  fault  is  all  your  own. 
Seduc'd  by  fhow,  mifled  by  wealth, 
Regardlefs  of  your  peace,  and  health, 
Panting  for  feathers,  whims,  and  fafhions, 
You  left  plain  nature's  genuine  paflions, 
And  gave  up  all  your  real  joys, 
As  Indians  fell  their  gold  for  toys. 
You,  madam  !  who  was  pleas'd  to  fix 
Your  wifb.es  on  a  coach  and  fix, 
Obtain'd  your  end,  and  now  you  find 
Your  hufband  ought  to  ride  behind : 
You  might  have  had,  without  offence, 
A  man  of  fpirit,  foul,  and  fenfe, 
Wou'd  you  have  ftoop'd  to  take  the  air 
In  a  plain  chariot  and  a  pair. 
You  too,  my  venerable  fage  ! 
Had  you  reflected  on  your  age, 
Wou'd  fcarce  have  took,  to  be  undone, 
A  fprightly  girl  of  twenty-one. 
Your  ladyfhip  difdain'd  to  hear 
Of  any  hufband  but  a  peer  ; 
Was  pleas'd  your  angel-form  to  barter 
For  a  blue  ribbon  and  a  garter  : 
And  now,  magnificently  great, 
You  feel  the  wretchednefs  of  ftate  ; 
Neglected,  injur'd,  fpurn'd,  and  poor, 
The  victim  of  an  opera  whore. 
Your  neighbour  there,  the  wealthy  cit, 
Like  you  is  miferably  bit : 
Too  proud  to  drag  the  nuptial  chain 
With  the  grave  nymphs  of  Fofter-lane, 
He  married,  fuch  his  fatal  aim  was, 
A  lady  Charlotte,  from  St.  James's ; 
And  now  fupports,  by  fcores,  and  dozens, 
His  very  honourable  coufins, 
And  entertains,  with  wine  and  cards, 
Half  the  gay  colonels  of  the  guards. 
Away,  ye  triflers !  bear,  endure 
Afflictions  which  ye  cannot  cure; 


POEMS. 


433 


At  leaft  with  decency  conceal 
The  pangs  your  follies  make  you  feel, 
In  hopes  that  fome  obliging  fever 
Will  eafe  you  of  your  dears  for  ever." 

The  crowd  difmiis'd- --the  God  began 
To  mufe  upon  a  better  plan  : 
He  faw  that  things  grew  worfe  and  worfe, 
That  marriage  was  become  a  curfe  ; 
And  therefore  thought  it  juft  and  wife  was 
To  rectify  thi*  fatal  bias, 
And  in  a  taftelefs  world  excite 
Due  rev'rence  for  his  holy  rite. 
Full  of  his  fchrme  he  went  one  day 
To  a  lone  cottage  in  a  fhaw, 
Where  dwelt  a  nymph  of  ftrong  and  fhrewd  fenfe, 
Known  by  the  name  of  Gammer  Prudence, 
Wh"m  Hymen,  with  a  bow  and  bufs, 
Addrefs'd  moft  eloquently  thus  : 

"  Goody !   I've  order'd  Love  to  go 
This  evening  to  the  world  below ; 
He  travels  in  a  coach  and  fparrovvs, 
With  a  new  fct  of  bows  and  arrows  : 
But  yet  the  rogue's  fo  much  a  child, 
So  very  whimfical,  and  wild, 
Hi-  head  has  fuch  ftrange  fancies  in  it, 
I  cannot  truft  him  half  a  minute. 
Were  I  to  let  the  little  wa'iton 
Rove  as  he  lifts  through  every  canton, 
Without  a  check,  without  a  rein, 
The  world  would  be  undone  again— 
We  foon  fhou'd  fee  the  lawns  and  groves 
Quite  fill'd  with  zephyrs,  fighs,  and  doves, 
With  am'roiis  dirties,  fairy  dances, 
Such  as  we  read  of  in  romances; 
Where  princes  haunt  the  lonely  rocks, 
And  ducheffes  are  feeding  flocks. 
Go  then,  my  venerable  dame  ! 
And  qualify  his  idle  flame  ; 
Inftruct  thofe  hearts  his  arrows  hit, 
To  paufe,  and  have  a  little  wit  : 
Bid  them  reflect,  amidft  their  heat, 
'Tis  neceffary  Love  fhould  eat ; 
That  in  his  moft  ecftatic  billing 
He  poffibly  may  want  a  (hilling. 
Periuade  them,  ere  they  firft  engage, 
To  fludy  temper,  rank,  and  age, 
To  march  beneath  my  holy  banners, 
Congenial  in  their  taftes  and  manners, 
Completing  juft  as  Heaven  defign'd, 
An  union  both  of  fex  and  mind." 

He  faid — he  prefs'd — the  matron  maid, 
Benevolent  of  heart,  obey'd  ; 
Forfook  her  foUtary  grove, 
And,  waiting  in  the  train  of  Love, 
Watch'd  with  the  fober  eye  ot  truth 
The  workings  of  mifguided  youth  : 
And  when  the  heart  began  to  figh, 
To  melt,  to  heave,  to  bleed,  to  die, 
She  whifper'd  many  a  wife  remark 
With  all  the  dignity  of  Clark — 
She  hop'd  the  ladies,  in  their  choice, 
Would  liften  to  her  awful  voice  : 
She  begg'd  the  men,  while  yet  their  lives 
Were  free  from  fevers,  plagues,  and  wives, 
YOJ..X, 


Ere  yet  the  chariot  was  befpoke,        - 
To  paufe  before  they  took  the  yoke.--- 
In  fhort,  when  Cupid's  lucky  darts 
Had  picrc'd  a  pair  of  kindred  hearts, 
And  Goody  Prudence  lik'd  the  houfes, 
Eftates,  and  minds,  of  both  the  fpoufes, 
And  found,  exact  to  form  and  law, 
The  fettlcment  without  a  flaw, 
She  frankly  gave  them  leave  to  wed, 
And  fanctified  the  nuptial  bed. 

Th'  event  was  fuch,  the  God  became 
Succefsful  in  his  trade,  and  fame  ; 
For  both  the  parties,  on  their  marriage, 
Improv'd  in  temper,  fenfe,  and  carriage  j 
Fair  friendfhip  ray'd  on  either  bread 
The  funfhine  of  content  and  reft. 
Studious  each  other's  will  to  pleafe, 
And  blefs'd  with  affluence  and  eafe, 
Without  vexation,  words  or  ftrife, 
They  calmly  walk'd  the  road  of  life ; 
And,  happy  in  their  fondeft  joys, 
Left  a  fine  group  of  girls  and  boys, 
Reflecting,  lively,  cool,  and  fage, 
To  ihine  upon  a  future  age. 

THE  VANITY  OF  HUMAN  ENJOYMENTS'. 

AN    ETHIC  EPISTLE. 

To  tie  Right  Honourable  George  Lytttlton,  Efq.  af~ 
terivardi  Lord  Lyttelton,  one  of  the  Lords  of  Li* 
MajeJIy's  Treafury,  1749. 

I  GRANT  it,  Lyttelton  !  that  eafe,  or  joy, 
Forms  ev'ry  wifh  that  glows  beneath  the  fky  ; 
That  when,  'mid  nature's  elemental  ftrife, 
Th'  Almighty  fpoke  the  Chaos  into  life, 
He  meant  that  man,  of  ev'ry  good  pofTeil, 
Should,  like  his  feraphs,  live  but  to  be  blefh 

Yet,  fpite  of  Heav'n,  and  Heav'n's   fupreme 

decree, 

We  fondly  wander,  truth  !  from  blifs,  and  thee  ; 
Taftelefs  of  all  that  virtue  gives  to  pleafe, 
For  thought  too  active,  and  too  mad  for  eafe; 
Of  feeling  exquifite,  alive  all  o'er, 
With  ev'ry  paflinn  wing'd  at  ev'ry  pore  ; 
To  each  foft  breeze,  or  vig'rous  blaft  refign'd, 
That  fweeps  the  ocean  of  the  human  mind, 
We  flip  our  anchors,  fpread  the  impatient  fail, 
Ply  all  <  ur  oars,  and  drive  before  the  gale. 

Hence,  as  opinion  wakes  our  hopes  or  fears, 
As  pride  infpirits,  or  as  anger  tears, 
Thefe  on  the  wings  of  moonftruck  madnefs  fly 
To  catch  the  meteors  of  ambition's  fky  ; 
Thofe,  in  pa!e  wifdom's  humbler  garb  array 'd, 
Court  the  foft  genius  of  the  myrtle  fhade ; 
While  others,  as  the  plaflic  atoms  pour 
More  brilliant  vifions  on  each  killing  hour, 
From  fcepter'd  life  and  all  its  pomps  retire, 
Ur  fet,  like  Phaeton,  the  world  on  fire. 

Oft  the  fame  man,  in  one  revolving  fun, 
In  all  he  aims  at,  all  he  longs  to  fhun  ; 
Each  gay  delufion  fhares  his  breaft  by  turns, 
VVJrh  av'rice  chills  him,  or  with  grandeur  burns  \- 
To-day  the  gilded  fhrines  of  honour  move, 
To-morrow  yields  his  ev'ry  pulfe  to  Ityc ; 
Ee 
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Now  macl  fo?  wifdom,  now  for  wit  and  fport, 
This  hour  at  Oxford,  and  the  next  at  court : 
1  hen,  all  for  purity,  he  bids  adieu 
To  each  loofe  goddefs  of  the  midnight  flew, 
Enraptur'd  hangs  o'er  Sherlock's  labour'd  page, 
Drinks  all  his  fenfe,  and  glows  with  all  his  rage, 
Till  fome  enormous  crimes,  unknown  before, 
From  Rome  imported,  or  the  Cafpian  fhore, 
Nurs'd  by  thy  hand,  great  Heidegger  '.  attend, 
And  fink  him  to  a  Mohock,  or  a  fiend. 
In  one  fhcrt  fpace  thus  wanton,  fober,  grave, 
A  fiiemi  ro  virtue,  yet  to  vice  a  flave, 
From  wifh  to  wifh  in  life's  mad  vortex  toft, 
For  ever  (Iruggling,  yet  for  ever  loft, 
The  fickle  wand'rer  lives  in  ev'ry  fcene, 
A  Clark,  a  Chartres,  or  an  Aretine, 

There  are,  'tis  true,  plebeian  fouls  array'd 
In  one  thick  cruft  of  apathy,  and  fhade, 
Whofe  dull  fenfpriums  feel  not  once  an  age 
A  fpirit  brighten,  or  a  paflion  rage. 
As  the  fwift  arrow  (kirns  the  viewlefs  wind, 
No  path  indented,  and  no  mark  behind, 
So  thefe,  without  or  infamy  or  praifc, 
Tread  the  dull  circle  of  a  length  of  days, 
To  fome  poor  fepulchre  in  Silence  glide, 
And  fcarcely  tell  us  that  they  liv'd  or  died. 

Peace  to  all  fuch — but  he  whofe  warm  defires 
Or  genius  kjndl'e*, or  ambition  fires; 
Who,  like  a  comet,  i  weeps  th'  aerial  void 
Of  wit  and  fame,  too  fine  to  be  enjoy'd  ; 
For  him  the  mufe  fhall  wake  her  ev'ry  art, 
Exhibit  truth,  and  open  all  the  heart, 
Difplay  th'  unnumber'd  ills  'that  hourly  wait 
The  cells  of  wifdom,  or  the  rooms  of  ftate  : 
'J  hen,  a4-  o'er  life's  unfolding  fcenes  we  fly, 
Bid  all  his  wiihes  pant  but  for  the  fky. 

Heroic  glory  in  the  martial  fcene, 
From  Rome's  firft  Coefar  to  the  great  Eugene, 
Has  long-engrofs'd  the  poet's  heav'n-born  flame, 
And  pour'd  her  triumphs  through  the  trump  of  i 

fame  : 

She  mounts  the  neighing  fteed,  th*  imperial  car, 
Grafps  the  pale  fpear,  and  rufhes  to  the  war  ; 
Beneath  her  Oeps  earth's  trembling  orb  recedes, 
A  Pi -i tiers  thunders,  and  a  Crcfiy  bleeds  : 
The  battle  raves-^-around  her  fabre  flow 
Terrific  pleafures,  and  a  pomp  of  woe  ; 
Pomps  ever  loft  in  peace,  and  but  ador'd 
When  half  a  nation  fmokes  upon  her  fword. 

Fly  then,  ye  Genii !-  from  the  tumult  fly, 
To  all  that  opens  in  a  rural  fky  : 
There,  as  the  vale,  tht  ({rove,  the  zephyrs  pour 
Each  purer  rapture  on  the  guiltlefs  hour, 
I-'rom  ev'ry  fhrub  content's  foft  foliage  glean, 
And  rife  the  Platos  of  the  vernal  £.:•  i.e. 

And  is  it  fo  ?  D-  es  fcience  then  pi.ffcfs 
Alone  the  godlike  privilege  tc  bleis  ? 
Wiji  fame  her  wreaths  to  moral  wifdom  yield, 
And  give  the  pen  to  blaze  above  the  fhicld '? 
Say,  <jocs  fair  blif?>  delight  in  Maudlin  strove, 
In  Starhppe  s' villa   or  in  Young's  alcove  ? 
Deigns  ihe  on  Seeker*  m  deft  page  to  fhine  ? 
Or  bciin.s  the  godded.  Lytrelr<  n  !  on  thine  ? 

Aik  at  yon  tomb,  where  Cudwprth's  mighty 

name 
Weeps  o'er  the  ruins  of  his  wit  and  fame  ^ 


Cudworth,  whofe  fpirit  flew,  with  fails  unfurl'd, 
Through  each  vaft  empire  of  th*  ideal  world, 
Pierc'd  through   the  myftic   (hades  o'er   nature 

thrown, 

And  made  the  foul's  immenlity  his  own. 
Yet  though  his  fyftem  wit  and  fcience  fir'd, 
Though  Wilmot  trembled,  and  though  Hobbes 

expir'd, 

Miftaken  zeal,  mad  bigotry  confpire, 
All  Turner's  dullnefs,  and  all  Oxford's  fire, 
All  envy's  poifons,  all  a  nation's  rage, 
And  all  hell's  imps  to  blaft  th'  uiifinifh'd  page. 

Much-injur'd  fhade,  to  truth,  to  virtue  dear, 
Be  calm,  ye  witlings  !  and,  yc  zealots !  hear  : 
And,  while  this  bright  intelligence  pervades 
'J  h'  idtal  world,  and  rifes  o'er  the  (hades, 
His  mines  of  wifdom,  if  you  can  explore, 
Then  (hut  the  volume,  and  be  vain  no  more. 

Genius,  and  Tafte,  alas  !  t  -o  often  pr<  vs 
The  worft  of  mifchiefs  to  the  wretch  they  love  ; 
Born  but  to  vex,  to  torture,  to  deftroy, 
Too  wild  for  ufe,  too  cxquifite  for  joy  ; 
By  fome  myfterious  curfe  ordain'd  to  know 
Each  wit  a  rival,  and  each  fool  a  foe. 
For  'tis  a  crime  too  great  to  be  forgiv'n, 
A  giant  fin  that  bars  the  gate  of  heav'n, 
If  thefe  meridian  funs  but  dare  to  fhine 
In  the  fame  orb  with  Gibber's  mufe  and  mine. 

Yet,  fpite  of  envy,  fcience  might  be  great, 
Could  fcience  but  allow  her  fons  to  eat  : 
Could  he,  whofe  name  along  the  ftream  of  time 
Expanded  flies,  and  lives  in  ev'ry  clime, 
Exalt  his  fpirits  with  fome  nobler  fare 
Than  the  thin  breezes  of  St.  James's  air. 

Immortal  Halley  !  thy  unwearied  foul 
On  wifdom's  pinion  flew  from  pole  to  pole, 
Th'  uncertain  compafs  to  its  tafkreftor'd, 
Each  ocean  fathom'd,  and  each  wind  explor'd, 
Commanded  trade  with  ev'ry  breeze  to  fly, 
And  gave  to  Britain^half  the  Zcmblian  (ky. 

And  fee,  he  comes,  diftinguifh'd,  lov'd,  careft, 
Mark'd  by  each  eye,  and  hugg'd  to  ev'ry  breaft  ; 
His  godlike  labours  wit  and  fcience  fire, 
All  factions  court  him,  and  all  fedls  admire  : 
While  Britain,  with  a  gratitude  unknown 
To  ev'ry  age  but  Nero's  and  our  own, 
A  gratitude  that  will  for  ever  frame 
The  Spartan  glory,  and  th'' Athenian  name — 
Tell  it,  ye  winds  !   that  all  the  world  may  hear— • 
Bleft  his  old  age  with — ninety  pounds  a  year. 

Are  thefe  our  triumphs?  thefe  the  iums  we 

give 

To  ripen  genius,  and  to  bid  it  live  ? 
Can  Britain  in  her  fits  of  madnefs  pour 
One  half  her  Indies  on  a  Roman  whore, 
And  ftill  permit  the  weeping  mufe  to  tell 
How  poor  neglected  Delaguliers  fell  ? 
How    he,    who  taught   two   gracious    kings  ta 

view 

All  Boyle  ennobled,  and  al!  Bacon  knew, 
Pied  in  a  cell,  without  a  friend  to  fave, 
Without  a  guinea,  and  without  a  grave  ? 

Pofterity,  perhaps,  may  pay  the  debt 
That  fenates  cancel,  and  that  courts  forget : 
Yet,  ah  !  what  boot8  it  when  eur  bards  ejtpir$ 
That  earth's  laft  ages  hang  upon  (he  lyre  > 
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Can  Middleton  the  rjuft  of  Tully  raife  ? 
Does  Pi mpey  liften  m  his  urn  to  praife  ? 
Tell  me  if  Philip's  fon  enjoy    o-day 
Th'  applauding  paean,  or  the  loud  huzza, 
That  (hook  pale  Afia  through  her  ev'ry  fhore 
Wher  Porus  fell,  and  freedom  was  no  more  ? 
Yet  though  content's  famaftic  image  flies 
From  the  bright  mirrors  of  the  learn'd  and  wife, 
Perhaps  the  fair,  too  partial  to  the  great, 
Lives  but  amidft  the  luxuries  of  ftate  : 
Fond  to  mftrud:  ambition  how  to  plcafe, 
She  joins  the  pomps  of  majefty  with  eafe, 
Forfakes  the  cottage  to  adorn  the  court, 
Alike  at  Rome,  Vienna,  or  the  Porte. 

J  ell  me,  O  Vifier  !  if  th'  imperial  robe 
That  gives  a  flave  to  nod  o'er  half  the  globe, 
Say,  if  yon  crefcent,  by  each  Turk  ador'd, 
The  plume's  proud  (ables,  and  the  hallow'd  fword, 
Expand  the  heart,  the  gleams  of  blifs  refine, 
•  And  make  the  virtues  of  the  bofom  thine  ? 

Ill-fated  wretch  !   to  ev'ry  ftorm  a  flave 
That  caprice  wings,  ormadnefs  bids  to  rave  ; 
For  ever  jealous  of  a  woman's  pow'r, 
For  ever  trembling  at  the  midnight  hour, 
Through  life's  wild  eddies  tois'd  by  hope  and  fear, 
P.ais'd  by  a  fmile,  and  murder'd  by  a  tear  ! 
At  length,  each  wifh  deftroy'd,  each  vifion  fled, 
The  black  feraglio  fleals  upon  his  bed  . 
And  he,  whofe  glories  mingled  with  the  Ikies, 
Adores  the  bowftring,  licks  the  duit,  and  dies. 

O  !  could  a  king  in  heav'n's  bright  pomps  ap 
pear, 

And  make  an  angel  as  he  makes  a  peer ; 
Could  he  command  the  heart  to  beam  as  far 
As  the  foft  radiance  of  the  ducal  ftar ; 
Forbid  one  fad  anxiety  to  glow, 
One  pang  to  torture,  and  one  tear  to  flow  : 
Fly  then  on  all  the  whirlwind's  rapid  Wing, 
To  fteal  a  title,  or  to  bribe  a  firing; 
In  the  full  blaze  of  glory  be  difplay'd, 
And  leave  affli«5iion  to  the  vale  and  {hade. 
Yet,  ere  you  go,  ere  proud  ambition  call 
Each  yielding  wifh  to  Marli,  or  Whitehall, 
O  paufe — left  virtue  tv'ry  guard  refign, 
And  the  fad  fate  of  Ripperda  be  thine. 
-    This  glorious  wretch,  indulg'd  ar  once  to  move 
A  nation's  wonder,  and  a  monarch's  love, 
Bleft  with  each  charm  politer  court»>  admire, 
The  grace  to  foften,  and  the  foul  to  fire, 
Forfook  his  native  bogs  with  proud  dif<iain, 
And,  though  a  Dutchman,  rofe  the  pride  of  Spain. 
This  hour  the  pageant  waves  th'  imperial  rod, 
AH  Philip's  empire  trembling  at  his  nod  ; 
The  next  difgrac'd  he  flics  to  Britain'*  ifle, 
And  courts  the  funihine  of  a  Waipole's  fmile  : 
Unheard,  defpis'd,  to  fouthern  climes  he  iteers, 
And  fhines  again  at  Salle,  and  Algiers, 
Bids  pale  Morocco  all  his  fchemes  adore. 
And  pours  her  thunder  on  th'  Hefperian  fhore  : 
All  nature's  ties,  all  virtue's  creeds  belied, 
Each  church  abandon'd,  and  each  God  denied, 
"Without  a  friend,  a  fepulchre  to  fliield 
Jiis  carcafe  from  the  vultures  of  the  field, 
He  dies,  of  all  ambition's  fons  the 
JJy  Afric  hated,  and  by  Europe  curlt. 


u  t  :e  earns  his  fate  %vho  will  for  phantoms  tun," 
Exclaims  the  godckfs  <>f  the  rnirrhtui  fmile. 
"   From  wild  ambition,  with  her  every  care, 
The  fcenes  of  grandeur,  and  the  pomps  of  war, 
From  alia  court's  proud  pageantry  admires, 
All  fcience  wifhes,  and  all  giory  fires, 
Fly  to  my  arms,  fiom  fame,  from  anguifli  free, 
And  tafte  a  luxury  of  blifs  with  me. 
For  me  the  genial  fpring,  the  vernal  Ihow'r, 
Wake    the    bright  verdure*,  and   th'    unfolding 

flow'r; 

Arabia's  fweets  in  all  my  moments  fly, 
The  zephyr's  plumage,  and  the  wing  of  joy, 
Each  licher  viand  that  the  air  provides, 
That  earth  unbofoms,  or  that  ocean  hides, 
All  that  can  nature's  finer  organs  move, 
The  pow'rs  of  rrufic.  and  the  folds  of  love, 
To  my  keen  fenfes  are  indulgent  giv'n, 
In  one  wild  ecftafy  of  life  and  heav'n.  [fhun, 

"  Yet,  yet,  dear  youth  1  the  fair  enchantrcfs 
To  yield  a  moment  is  to  be  undone  : 
All  ./Etna's  p--.ii.ons  mingle  with  her  breath, 
The  feeds  ot  ficknefs,  atxi  the  gales  of  death, 
She  aims  to  ruin,  lives  but  to  beguile, 
And  all  hell's  horrors  brood  beneath  her  fmile." 

Ti«  thus,  my  Lyttleton  !  that  men  purfue 
Each  varied  mode  of  plealure  bur  the  true; 
To  ev'ry  vice,  each  luxury  a  prey, 
That  murders  blifs,  and  hurries  life  away. 
Their  headihong  pafllons  after  phantom*  run, 
And  ftill  miftake  a  meteor  for  a  fun. 

Yet  hear,  ye  wand'rers  !  hear,  while  we  impart 
A  light  that  (heds  fair  peace  on  ev'ry  heart ; 
Which,  Ariftides !    iieam'd  on  thy  exile, 
And  made  a  Kegulus  'mid  tortures-  fmile. 

Virtue,  immortal  virtue!  born  to  pkafe, 
The  child  of  heaven,  and  the  fource  of  eafe, 
Bids  ev'ry  blifs  on  human  life  attend, 
To  ev'ry  rank  a  kind,  a  faithful  friend  ; 
Infpirits  nature,  'midft  the  fcenes  of  toil,       [coil; 
SniDoihs  languor's  cheek,  and  bids  fell   waut  re- 
Shines  from  the  mitre  with  imfulUed  rays. 
Glares  on  the  creft,  and  gives  the  ilar  to  blaze; 
Supports  diftinctiun,  fpreads  ambition's  wings, 
Forms  faints  of  queens,  and  demigods  of  kings  ; 
O'er  grief,  oppri  flion,  envy,  fcorn  prevails, 
And  makes  a  cottage  greater  than  Verfaiiles, 

WIT  AND  LEARNING. 

AN   ALLEGORY. 

WHOEVER  looks  on  life  will  fee 
How  itrangely  mortals  difagree : 
This  reprobates  what  that  approves, 
And  Tom  diflikes  what  Harry  loves ; 
The  foldier's  witty  on  the  faiior, 
The  barber  drolls  upon  the  tailor  ; 
And  he  who  makes  the  nation's  wills, 
Laughs  at  the  d-^clor  and  his  pills. 

Yet  this  antipathy  we  find 
Not  to  the  foris  of  earth  c-^nfm'd  ; 
Each  fchool-boy  fees,  with  half  an  eye, 
j  he  quarrels  of  the  Pagan  fky  : 
For  all  the  poets  fairly  tell  us, 
That  eods  thcmfelves  are  proud  an 
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And  will,  like  mortals,  fwear,  and  he<5lor, 
When  mellow'd  with  a  cup  of  ne&ar. 

But  waving  thefe,  and  fuch  like  fancies, 
We  meec  with  in  the  Greek  romances, 
Say,  fhall  th'  hiftoric  mufe  retail 
A  little  allegoric  tale  ? 
Nor  ftole  from  Plato's  myftic  tome,  nor 
Tranflated  from  the  verfe  of  Homer, 
But  copied,  in  a  modern  age, 
From  nature,  and  her  faireft  page. 

Olympian  Jove,  whofe  idle  trade  is 
Employ'd  too  much  among  the  ladies!, 
Though  not  of  manners  mighty  chafte, 
Was  certainly  a  god  of  tafte  ; 
Would  often  to  his  feafts  admit 
A  deity;' whofe  name  was  Wit ; 
And,  to  amufe  the  more  difcerning, 
Would  afic  the  company  of  Learning. 

Learning  was  born,  as  all  agree, 
Of  Truth's half-fifter,  Memory; 
A  nymph  who  rounded  in  her  fhape  was, 
By  that  great  artif?  Ejculapius. 

Euphrofine,  the  younger  Grace, 
Matchlcfs  in  feature,  mirn   and  face, 
Who.  like  the  beauties  «>f  thefe  late  days, 
Was  fond  of  operas  and  cantatas, 
Would  often  to  a  grot  retire, 
To  Men  to  Apollo's  lyre; 
And  thence  became,  fo  Ovid  writ, 
A  mother  to  the  god  of  wit. 

Wir  <«.di  a  ftrange  unlucky  child, 
Exceeding  fly,  and  very  wild ; 
Too  volatile  for  truth  or  law, 
He  minded  but  his  top,  or  taw : 
,  And,  ere  he  reach'd  the  age  of  fix, 
Had  play'd  a  thoufand  waggifli  tricks. — >— 
He  drill'd  a  hole  in  Vulcan's  kettles, 
He  ftrewVl  Minerva's  bed  with  nettles, 
Climh'd  up  the  folar  car  to  ride  in't, 
Broke  off  a  j.rongfrom  Neptune's  trident, 
Stole  Amphitrite's  favVite  fea-knot, 
And  urin'd  in  Aftrea's  teapot. 

Learning,  a  lad  of  fober  mien, 
And  half  a  pedant  at  fifteen, 
Had  early  thrown  away  his  corals, 
To  ftudy  nature,  and  her  ni.-rals; 
Was  always,  let  who  would  oppofe  it, 
Fart  by  Minerva  in  her  clofet ; 
And  nhilegay  Wit   as  black  as  <oot  all, 
Wa<  kicking  up  and  down  a  foot-ball, 
Learning,  with  philof'phic  eye, 
Rang'd  ev'ry  corner  of  the  iky  ; 
Sj'tnt  many  a  play-day  to  unriddle 
The  miific  of  Apoilo's  fiddle; 
And,  if  he  ever  c'nanc'd  to  meet 
His  unc  e  Morc'ry  in  the  ftreet, 
Or  on  his  flight   the  audacious  brat 
Stop, 'd  him  to  a  Ik  of  this  or  that  : 
As  how  -he  mo->n  was  evanefcent, 
Was  now  an  nrb,  and  now  a  crefcent  ? 
Why  of  the  Graces  each  undreft  was  ? 
Why  Pallavmver  wore  a  ceftus  ? 
"Why  Ceres  reign'd  o'er  corn  and  fallads  ? 
And  w'iv  fiie  Mufts  dealt  in     aliads  ? 

With  thefe  dilo-rdsn    raftes  and  manners. 
And  lifted  under  diff'rent  banners, 


Learning  and  Wit,  as  fays  the  fable, 
Appear'd  at  Jove's  imperial  table, 
And  threw  out  all  their  force  and  fire, 
Obedient  to  th'  ethereal  fire. 

Wit,  with  his  fly  fatiric  vein, 
Was  always  fure  to  entertain  : 
He  rallied  with  a  tongue  as  keen 
As  Rab'lais,  or  the  Irifh  Dean  ; 
And  told  his  tale  with  fuch  a  grace, 
With  fuch  an  eye,  and  fuch  a  face, 
As  made  the  ne&ar  flow  each  cup  o'er, 
And  ff  t  the  fynod  in  an  uproar. 

Learning  had  not  the  fkill  to  hit 
The  comic  caft,  and  life  of  Wit : 
With  look  morofe,  and  awkward  air, 
He  fat  ungraceful  in  his  chair ; 
With  diffidence  and  blufhes  fpoke, 
And  had  no  relifli  for  a  joke; 
So  that  the  little  urchin  Cupid 
Thought  him  infenfible,  and  ftupid  ; 
And  Hebe,  though  a  well  bred  lafs, 
Would  fcarcely  offer  him  his  glafs. 

However,  when  the  fprightly  bowl 
Had  thaw'd  the  ice  about  his  foul, 
He  then,  with  majeily,  began 
To  talk  of  letters,  and  of  man  ; 
Coiredi,  fententious,  cool,  fe?ere, 
He  gain'd  upon  the  attentive  ear, 
Charm'd  all  the  gods,  but  Wit,  and  Comus 
And  that  abufive  cynic,  Momus. 

In  length  of  time,  as  oft  the  cafe  is 
In  many  fublunary  places, 
Thefe  demigods  with  jealous  eye 
Began  to  look  a  little  fhy ; 
And  oft,  to  wound  each  other's  breaft, 
Let  rff  a  keen  farcaftic  jeft. 
Learning,  with  many  a  ftroke,  would  hit 
The  pert  vivacity  of  Wit; 
And  Wit  threw  all  his  keeneft  fatire 
On  Learning's  flow,  pedantic  nature. 

Ir  happen'd  once  when  Jove  had  made 
A  feaft  in  Ida'.*  holy  fhade, 
And  all  the  gods,  whofe  heads  could  bear  it, 
Had  emptied  each  a  flafk  of  claret ; 
Wit,  who  from  his  celellial  liquor 
Wagg'd  his  free  tongue  a  little  quicker, 
Bega!"',  with  many  a  bitter  feoff, 
To  play  his  brother  Learning  off; 
Afk'd  him  if  yet  his  pains  and  care 
Had  learnt  to  make  the  circle  fquare  ? 
If  all  his  vifionary  ravings 
Cou'd  weave  brocade  from  walnut  fhavings  ? 
If  his  mechanic  fkill  cou'd  catch 
Perpetual  motion  in  a  watch? 
Or  forge  a  pendulum  endued 
Wuh  power  to  tell  the  longitude  ? 

Learning  had  much  ado  to  fit, 
And  hear  the  petulance  of  Wit  : 
A  ghaflly  palenefs  fpread  his  look. 
His  nerves  with  quick  convulfions  fhook  : 
At  length,  in  accents  loud  and  high, 
Vefuvius  flaming  in  his  eye, 

He  burtt •'  A:  d  dar'ft  thou,  wayward  chit 

Thou  ideot  god  of  idiot  wit  1 
Untaught  as  yet  to  know  thy  letters, 
Affront,  thou  infolent .  thy  betters  ? 
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Here,  puppy  !  with  this  penny  get 
A  horn-!  ook,  or  an  alphabet ; 
And  fee  if  that  licentious  eye 
Can  tell  a  great  A  from  an  I  ? 
Throw  but  another  jeft  on  me, 
I'll  lay  thee.,  mifcreant !  on. my  knee, 
And  print  fuch  wclks  thy  naked  feat  on, 
As  never  truant  felt  at  Eton. 

Wit,  with  refentment  raving  wild, 
Thus  call'd  an  idiot  and  a  child, 
Without  preambles,  or  excufes, 
Seiz'd  upon  Mercury's  caduceus, 
And  with  fuch  force  the  weapon  throws, 
It  flatted  half  his  rival'?  nofe  : 
While  he,  Minerva's  boaft  and  care, 
Pluck'd  a  large  bodkin  from  her  hair, 
And  aim'd  the  fteely  pointed  dart 
With  fuch  dexterity  of  art, 
That,  had  not  beauty's  lovely  queen, 
Fair  Venus,  fpread  her  fan  between, 
And  taught  the  flying  death  to  fix 
Guiltlefs  among  the  iv'ry  fticks, 
Wit's  future  triumphs  had  been  o'er, 
And  Europe  heard  his  name  no  more. 

Jove,  who  had  no  fupreme  delight  in 
Domeftic  brawls,  or  civil  fighting, 
Since  firft  he  heard  the  nuptial  tune  flow 
So  fweetly  from  the  tongue  «f  Jui.o, 
Vex'd  that  thefe  two  illiberal  guefts 
Should  dare  to  viohte  his  feafts, 
In  a  tremendous  fit  of  choler, 
Seiz'd  both  their  worfhips  by  the  collar, 
And,  minding  not  their  meek  fubmitting, 
Kick'd  them  from  Ida  down  to  Britain. 

Poor  Learning  had  the  luck  to  fall 
Plump  in  the  area  of  Clare-hall, 
Juft  as  old  Wilcox,  from  a  flope, 
Wa*  gazing  through  his  telefcope, 
To  find  a  comet,  whofe  bright  tail  is 
Eccentric  from  the  time  of  Thales. 
Pleas'd  with  this  fcientific  look, 
He  feat  him  firft  to  Sam  the  cook  ; 
And  having  fill'd  his  empty  belly 
With  mutton-broth  and  meagre  jelly, 
Gave  him  a  robe  of  fleek  prunella, 
And  very  wifely  m  -de  him  fellow. 

Wit,  as  his  deftiny  decrees, 
Dropp'd  in  the  Court  of  Common-Pleas, 
Upon  a  trufsof  briefs  and  bills, 
And  took  the  fhape  of  Juftice  Willes  : 
But  foon  obferving  round  the  columns 
Reports  in  half  a  thoufand  volumes ; 
And,  finding  all  thofe  earth  worm  fouls 
Who  hold  th'  Exchequer,  or  the  rolls, 
He  left  the  law,  and  all  its  drudges, 
With  curfes,  to  my  lord?  the  judges, 
•C<tll'd  for  a  coach,  and  went  to  dwell 
At  Robin  Dodflcy's  in  Pall-Mali. 

Twas  right — for  now  where'er  he  came 
He  bufied  all  the  tongues  ©f  fame  ; 
Was  welcome  to  the  fcftal  board, 
And  had  his  footman,  and  his  lord ; 
Would  often  vifit  in  a  chair 
The  noble  Stanhope  in  May-fair ; 
Or  dind,  when  biffmefs  would  permit, 
Wjth  that  great  ftatefman  William  Pitt. 


E    M    S. 

'Tis  faid  too  he  was  fometimes  feen 
On  Garrick's  vifionary  fcene  : 
But  Garrick,  who  prefers  a  guinea 
To  all  the  eloquence  of  Pliny, 
Obferving  this  unlucky  railer 
Was  neither  mechanift  nor  tailor; 
That  half  the  audience  of  the  day 
Came  not  to  hear,  but  fee  a  play ; 
That  many  a  fquire,  and  many  a  cit, 
Were  pleas'd  with  any  thing  but  wit; 
Shut  out,  with  much  indecent  rage, 
The  genius  of  the  comic  ftage, 
And  open'd  his  theatric  inn 
To  Scaramouch,  and  Harlequin. 

Learning  would  fometimes  drop  his  gown 
And  tike  a  winter  jaunt  to  town  j 
Often  call'd  in  at  ditch's  (hup, 
And  din'd  at  Dolly's  on  a  chop  ; 
On  Thurfday  met  the  grave  refort 
Of  fpider  merchants  in  Crane-court, 
To  rack  a  cockle,  or  to  fee 
The  nice  diffeciion  of  a  flea  : 
But  having  never  chanc'd  to  wear 
A  bag- wig  or  a  folitaire, 
And  drefling  in  a  kerfey,  thicker 
Than  that  which  clothes;  a  Corhifh  vicar., 
He  feldom  had  the  luck  to  eat 
In  Berkley-fquare,  or  Grofvenor-ftrcet. 

Twas  written  in  the  book  of  fate, 
Thefe  rivals  fhould  « ach  other  hate  ; 
No  wonder  then  that  each  proud  imp  was 
As  wayward  here  as  on  Olympus. 
Wit  look'd  on  Learning,  as  he  grew  great, 
Juft  as  a  felon  looks  on  Newgate  : 
While  Learning,  who  could  never  hide 
His  haughty  academic  pride, 
Had  fuch  a  keen  contempt  for  Wit, 
He  calL'd  him  nothing  bur  the  chit  ; 
And,  if  he  met  him  at  noon-day, 
Would  turn  his  face  another  way. 

However,  on  fome  feftal  nights 
By  chance  they  both  dropp'd  in  at  White**, 
With  learned  lords,  and  noble  bards, 
Who  had  no  appetite  for  cards, 
And  could  decide  whene'er  they  met 
Momentous  truths  without  a  bet. 
Wit  with  vivacity  of  tongue 
Firft  led  th*  admiring  ear  along ; 
His  fancy  adlive,  wild,  and  free  as 
Conception  when  fhe  breeds  ideas, 
Flew  o'er  each  undifcover'd  part 
Of  nature,  and  the  worlds  of  art, 
And  brought  with  fuch  a  nice  decorum 
A  group  of  images  before  him, 
bo  genuine,  yet  fo  uncommon, 
With  fuch  a  glow  of  tints  upon  'em, 
That  all  was  fpirit,  force,  and  ienfe, 
Loofe  as  the  zone  of  negligence, 
Simple  as  truth's  fair  handmaid  nature, 
And  deadly  as  the  fUng  of  fatire. 
Dejected  Learning  fat  opprefs'd  ; 
Around  him  flew  the  taunt  and  jeft  : 
Whatever  juft  remarks  he  made, 
Or  to  demonftrate,  or  perfuade, 
Wit,  by  fome  fly  malicious  comment,. 
Took  off,  or  routed  in  a  moment. 
E  e  iij 
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However,  when  a  paufe  appear'd, 
And  fober  reafon  could  be  heard, 
He  thai  in  all  his  thunder  rifes. 
Strips  off  his  rival's  thin  difguifes ; 
Shows  where  his  misconceiving  fenfe 
Led  to  a  groundlef-coafrquence, 
iMiitouk  an  error  for  a  w  -nder, 
A  (K  rr.onftration  for  a  blunder, 
C>      having  a  delufive  fcert  got, 
Affirni'd  the  very  thing  \  e  meant  not. 

Yet,  after  ail,  fmce  n  irfh  and  drinking 
Are  pr'z'd  above  fedater  thinking, 
Though  1. earning  got  a  vv  rid  of  praife, 
And  added  fylend<  ur  to  his  bays, 
Their  iordlhips.  frighten'd  at  th' txpence 
Of  lift'ning  to  exalted  fenfe, 
And  deeming  that  the  taint  of  knowledge 
Would  make  the  coffce-houfe  a  college, 
Dettrmi'i'd  in  a  full  committee, 
That  man's  great  end  wa&  to  Be  witty  : 
And  therefore  order'd,  every  foul, 
Wit  fliould  be  enter'd  on  the  roll, 
And  be  allow'd,  to  raife  his  vein, 
A  weekly  prefent  of  champaigne ; 
That  if  proud  Learning  ihouid  prefumc 
To  fet  his  foot  within  the  raom, 
Arthur  fhould  fliow  him  to  the  door, 
And  bid  the  pedant  come  no  more. 

Learning  thus  kick'd  from  ev'ry  palate, 
And  left  a  viiflim  to  the  gallows, 
Began  to  fee  tha1  fkill  in  letters 
Would  ne'er  advance  him  with  his  betters ; 
That  though  he  led  them  through  the  dark 
With  all  the  lights  of  Locke  and  Clarke, 
And  made  his  heart,  and  head,  and  eyes  ache 
Wi  h  reading  nature,  and  Sir  Haac, 
Yet  all  thar  wifdom  could  not  be 
Priz'd  like  a  lively  rarai  tee  : 
He,  therefore,  in  a  gloomy  fit, 
Refolv'd  to  fet  up  for  a  wit ; 
But  found  alas !  howe'er  he  dreft  her, 
That  icience  was  a  wretched  jefter  ; 
That  though  he  jok'd  from  moon  to  moon, 
He  made  a  very  dull  buffoon  ; 
For  all  his  jocular  narrations 
Smelt  •  f  his  algebra  equations, 
And  came  upon  the  tortur'd  ear 
Stiff  as  the  periods  of  D-cicr. 
Wit,  too,  whole  excellence  and  merit 
Was  mere  vivacity  of  fpirit, 
Obferving  thar  your  graver  folk 
Had  little  value  for  a  joke, 
Would  needs,  in  nature's  bold  defiance, 
jVTount  the  tremendous  chair  of  fcience; 
And  dar'd  to  argue  pro  and  con 
As  gravely  a?  the  grave  So'rhonne  : 
But  wanting  ail  that  fine  dilccrning 
Which  marks  the  character  of  Learning, 
And  all  the  elemental  ru'es 
Of  erudition,  and  the  ft  hools, 
The  .jay  rroteff  r  oft  miftuok 
Alike  hi*  quefliort  and  his  book  ; 
l)ropp'd  a  conundrum  out  of  fxafon, 
And  jefted  when  he  ought  to  reafon. 

Thus  on  tne  world's  wi;d  billows  toft, 
And  half  their  moments  idly  loft. 


Tir'd  of  arplaufe.  and  fick  of  ftrifey    . 
They  each  refolv'd  to  take  a  wife. 
Learning,  who  often  went  to  fee 
Lady  Anne  Bentinck  at  her  tea, 
Met  there  a  maid  as  fair  as  chafte, 
In  life's  fool  bloom,  whofe  name  was  Tafle» 
'  Twas  then  his  heart  began  to  move 
With  the  firft  tender  throb  of  love, 
Ard  often  heav'd,  it  knew  not  why, 
With  fomething  fofter  than  a  figh. 
He  gaz  d,  he  blufh'd.  he  courted,  preft, 
And  was  at  length  completely  bleil : 
For  fhe,  who  had  not  learnt  to  doat 
On  foily  in  a  fcarlet  coat, 
To  Learning's  bliisful  arms  refign'd 
Her  graceful  form,  and  lovely  mind. 
Wit  too,  when  paft  the  fire  of  youth, 
Was  married  to  the  vtftal,  Truth  ; 
A  nymph  whofe  awful  air  and  mien 
Difplay'd  the  beauty,  and  the  queen. 
Tradition  tells  us,  Hymen  fwore  ' 
That,  till  this  bright  aufpicious  hour, 
There  never  in  his  holy  houfe  was 
So  fine  a  group  of  noble  fpoufes ; 
For  both  the  bridegrooms,  on  their  marriage, 
Improv'd  in  temper,  fenfe,  and  carriage. 
Learning,  his  charming  wife  to  pleafe, 
Affum'd  her  elegance  and  eafe  , 
And  Wit,  to  humour  Truth,  agreed 
To  paufe,  to  doubt,  reflect,  and  read. 
In  fhort,  they  led  delicious  lives, 
Belov'd,  and  honoured  by  their  wives; 
And,  happy  in  their  nuptial  duties, 
Each  had  a  progeny  of  beauties, 
Matchlefs  in  feature,  form,  and  parts, 
DiftinguiuYd  by  the  name  of  Arts. 

A  FATHER'S   EXTEMPORE   CONSOLA- 
TION, 

ON  THE  DEATH  OF  TWO  DAUGHTERS, 
Who  lived  only  fivo  Days. 

LET  vulgar  fouls  endure  the  body's  chain, 
Till  life's  dull  durrent  ebbs  in  ev'ry  vein, 
Dream  out  a  tedious  age    ere  wide  difplay'd. 
Death's  b  la  eke  ft  pinion  wraps  them  in  the  fhadev 

Muff  hiippy  infants,  early  taught  to  fhun 
All  that  the  world  admires  beneath  the  fun, 
Scorn'd  the  weak  bands  mortality  c  uld  tie, 
And  fled  impatient  to  their  native  fky. 

Dear  precious  babes  !  — Alas  !    when,   fondly 

wild, 

A  mother'*  heart  hung  melting  o'er  her  child, 
When  my  charm'd  eye  a  fit  od  of  joy  exprefs'd, 
And  ail  the  father  kindled  in  my  breall, 
A  fudden  paltnefs  ftiz'd  each  guilt !efs  face, 
And  death  though  Imilii.g,  crept  o'er  ev'ry  grace. 

Nature!   be   calm  —  heave  not  th1  impaffton'd 

figh, 

Nor  teach  one  tear  to  tremble  in  my  eye. 
A  tew  unfpotted  moments  pafsM  between 
Their  dawn  of  beiny,  and  their  doling  fcene : 
And  lure  no  nobler  bleffing  can  be  giv'n, 
\V  hoc  one  ibort  anguifh  is  the  price  of  heav'fi 


POEMS. 


THE  ANTIQUARIANS. 


SOME  Antiquarians,  grave  and  loyal, 
Incorporate  by  charter  royal, 
Laft  winter,  on  a  Thurfday  night,  were 
Met  in  full  fcnate  at  the  Mitre. 
The  prefident,  like  Mr.  Mayor, 
Majeftic  took  the  elhow  chair, 
And  gravely  fat  in  due  decorum 
With  a  fine  gilded  mace  before  him. 
Upon  the  table  were  difplay'd 
A  Britifh  knife  without  a  blade, 
A  comb  of  Anglu-Saxon  fteel, 
A  patent  with  king  Alfred's  feal, 
Two  rulled  mutilated  prongs, 
Suppos'd  to  be  St.  Dunftan's  tongs, 
With  which  he,  as  the  ftory  goes, 
Once  took  the  devil  by  the  nofe. 

Awhile  they  talk'd  of  ancient  modes, 
Of  manufcripts,  and  Gothic  codes, 
Of  Roman  altars,  camps,  and  urns, 
Of  Caledonian  fliields,  and  churns: 
Whether  the  druirl  flipt  or  broke 
The  mifletoe  upon  the  oak  ? 
If  Hector's  fpear  was  made  of  afli  ? 
Or  Agamemnon  wore  a  fafh  ? 
If  Cleopatra  drefs'd  in  blue, 
And  wore  her  treffes  in  a  queue  ? 

At  length  a  Dean  who  underftood 
All  that  had  pafs'd  before  the  flood, 
And  could, in  half  a  minute  fhow  ye 
A  pedigree  as  high  as  Noah, 
Got  up,  and  with  a  folemn  air 
(Firft  humbly  bowing  to  the  chair) 
*'  If  aught,"  fays  he,  "  deferves  a  name 
Immortal  as  the  roll  of  fame, 
This  venerable  group  of  fages 
Shall  flourish  in  the  lateft  ages, 
And  wear  an  amaranthine  crown 
When  kings  and  empires  are  unknown. 
Perhaps  e'en  I,  whofe  humbler  knowledge 
Ranks  me  the  loweft  of  your  college, 
May  catch  from  your  meridian  day 
At  leaft  a  tranfitory  ray  : 
For  I,  like  you,  through  ev'ry  clime, 
Have  trac'd  the  ftep  of  hoary  Time, 
And  gather'd  up  his  facred  fpoils 
With  more  than  half  a  cent'ry's  toils. 
Whatever  virtue,  deed,  or  name, 
Antiquity  has  left  to  fame, 
In  every  age,  and  every  zone, 
In  copper,  marble,  wo©d,  or  (lone, 
In  vafes,  flow'r-pots,  lamps,  and  fconces, 
Intaglios,  cameos,  gems,  and  bronzes, 
Thefe  eyes  have  read  through  many  a  cruft 
Of  lacker,  varnifh,  greafe  and  duft  ; 
And  now,  as  glory  fondly  draws 
My  foul  to  win  your  juft  applaufe, 
I  here  exhibit  to  your  view 
A  medal  fairly  worth  Peru, 
Found,  as  tradition  fays,  at  Rome, 
Near  the  Quirinal  catacomb." 

He  faid,  and  from  a  purfe  of  fatin, 
ia  a  leal  of.  monkifti  i.at»p| 


And  taught  by  many  a  clafp  to  join, 
Drew  out  a  dirty  copper  coin. 
Still  as  pale  midnight  when  {he  throws 
On  heav'n  and  earth  a  deep  repofe, 
Loft  in  a  trance  too  big  to  fpeak, 
The  fynod  ey'd  the  fine  antique ; 
Examin'd  ev'ry  point,  and  part, 
With  all  the  critic  flcill  of  art ; 
Rung  it  alternate  on  the  ground 
In  hopes  to  know  it  by  the  found  ; 
Applied  the  tongue's  acuter  fenfe 
To  tafte  its  genuine  excellence, 
And  with  an  animated  guft 
Lik'd  up  the  confecrated  ruft  : 
Nor  yet  content  with  what  the  eye 
By  its  own  funbeams  could  defcry, 
To  ev'ry  corner  of  the  brafs 
They  clapp'd  a  microfcopic  glafs ; 
And  view'd  in  raptures  o'er  and  o'er 
The  ruins  of  the  learned  ore. 

Pythagoras,  the  learned  fage, 
As  you  may  read  in  Pliny's  page, 
With  much  of  thought,  and  pains,  and  care, 
Found  the  proportions  of  a  fquare, 
Which  threw  him  in  fuch  frantic  fits 
As  almoft  robb'd  him  of  his  wits, 
And  made  him,  awful  as  his  name  was, 
Run  naked  through  the  ftreets  of  Samoa. 
With  the  fame  fpirits  doctor  Romans, 
A  keen  civilian  of  the  Commons, 
Fond  as  Pythagoras  to  claim 
The  wreath  of  literary  fame, 
Sprung  in  a  phrenzy  from  his  place 
Acrofs  the  table  and  the  mace, 
And  iwore  by  Varro's  made  that  he 
Conceiv'd  the  medal  to  a  T. 
"  It  rings,"  fay?  he,  "  fo  pure,  and  chafle, 
And  has  fo  claflical  a  tafte, 
Tliat  we  may  fix  its  native  home 
Securely  in  imperial  Rome. 
That  ralcai,  Time,  whofe  hand  purloins 
From  fcience  half  her  kings  and  coins, 
Has  eat,  you  fee,  one  half  the  tale, 
And  hid  the  other  in  a  veil : 
But  if,  through  cankers,  ruft,  and  fetters, 
Milhapen  forms,  and  broken  letters, 
The  critic's  eye  may  dare  to  trace 
An  evanefcent  name,  and  face, 
This  injur'd  medal  will  appear, 
As  mid-day  funlhine,  bright  and  clear* 
The  female  figure  on  a  throne 
Of  ruftic  work  in  Tibur'  ftone, 
Without  a  fandal,  zone,  or  boddice, 
Is  Liberty's  immortal  goddefs  ; 
Whofe  facred  fingers  feem  to  hold 
A  taper  wand,  perhaps  of  gold  : 
Which  has,  if  I  miftake  not,  on  it 
The  Pilcus,  or  Roman  bonnet  t 
By  this  the  medallift  would  mean 
To  paint  that  fine  dorneftic  fcene, 
When  the  firft  Brutus  nobly  gave 
His  freedom  to  the  worthy  flave." 

vWhen  a  fpedlator  'as  got  the  jaundice, 
Each  object,  or  by  fea,  or  land,  is 
Difcolour'd  by  a  yellow  hue, 
Though  naturally  ^d.  or  blue. 
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TliH  was  the  cafe  with  'fquire  Thynne, 

A  barrifter  of  Lincoln's  Ir,n, 

"Who  never  lov'd  to  think  or  fpeak 

Of  any  thing  but  ancient  Greek. 

In  all  <ii!putes  his  facred  guide  was 

The  very  venerable  Suidas  ; 

And  though  he  never  deign'd  to  look 

In  Salkel'd,  Littleton,  or  Coke, 

And  liv'd  a  ftranger  to  the  fees 

And  practice  of  the  Common-pleas ; 

He  ftudied  with  fuch  warmth,  and  awe, 

The  volumes  of  Athenian  law, 

That  Solon's  felf  not  better  knew 

The  legiflative  plan  he  drew  ; 

Nor  cou'd  Demofthenes  withftand 

The  rhet'ric  of  his  wig,  and  band  ; 

When,  full  of  zeal,  and  Ariftotle, 

And  flufter'd  by  a  fecond  bottle, 

He  taught  the  orator  to  fpeak 

His  periods  in  corredler  Greek. 

"  Methinks,"  quoth  he,  "  this  little  piece 

Is  certainly  a  child  of  Greece  : 

Th'  JErugo  has  a  tinge  of  blue 

Exadlv  of  the  Attic  hue  ; 

And,  if  the  tafte's  acujer  feel 

May  judge  of  medals  as  of  veal, 

I'll  take  my  oath  the  mould  and  ruft 

Are  made  of  Attic  dew  and  duft. 
Critics  may  talk,  and  rave,  and  foam, 
Of  Brutus,  and  imperial  Rome  ; 

But  Rome,  in  all  her  pomp  and  blifs, 
Ne'er  ftruck  fo  fine  a  coin  as  this. 
Befides,  though  Time,  as  is  his  way, 

Has  eat  th'  inscription  quite  away, 

My  eye  can  trace,  divinely  true, 

In  this  dark  curve  a  little  Mu : 

And  here,  you  fee,  there  feems  to  lie 

The  ruins  of  a  Doric  Xi. 

Perhaps,  as  Athens  thought,  and  writ 

"With  all  the  pow'rs  of  ftyle,  and  wit, 

The  nymph  upon  a  couch  of  mallows 

Wag  meant  to  reprefent  a  Pallas ; 

And  the  baton  upon  the  ore 

Is  but  the  olive-branch  (he  bore." 

He  faid — but  Swlnton,  full  of  fire, 
Aflerted  th'at  it  came  from  Tyre  : 
A  moil  divine  antique  he  thought  it, 
And  with  an  empire  wou'd  have  bought  it. 
He  fwore  the  head  in  full  profile  was 
Undoubtedly  the  head  of  Belus; 
And  the  reverfe,  though  hid  in  fliade, 
Appear'd  a  young  Sidonian  maid, 
Whofe  treiTes,  bufkins,  fhape,  and  mien, 
Mark'd  her  for  Dido  at  fixteen ; 
Perhaps  the  very  year  when  ihe  was 
Firft.  married  to  the  rich  Sichteus. 
The  rod,  as  he  cou'd  make  it  clear, 
Was  nothing-  but  a  hunting-fpear,        * 
"Which  all  rbe  Tyrian  ladies  bore, 
To  guard  them  when  they  chas'd  the  boar. 
A  learned  friend,  he  cou'd  confide  on, 
Who  liv'd  full  thirty-years  at  Sidon, 
Once  fhow'd  him,  'midft  the  feals  and  rings 
Of  more  than  thirty  Syrian  kings, 
A  copper  piece,  in  fhape,  and  fize, 
Exactly  that  before  their  eyes, 


On  which,  in  high  relief,  was  fcen 

he  image  of  a  Tyrian  queen  ; 
Which  made  him  think  this  other  dame 
A  true  Phoenician,  and  the  fame. 

The  next,  a  critic,  grave,  and  big, 
iid  in  a  mod  enormous  wig, 
#ho  in  his  manner,  mien,  and  fnape  was 
A  genuine  fon  of  Efculapius, 
Wonder'd  that  men  of  fuch  difcerning 
n  all  th'  abftrufer  parts  of  learning, 
Cou'd  err,  through  want  of  wit,  or  grace, 
So  ftrangely  in  lo  plain  a  cafe. 

"  It  came,"  fays  he,  "  or  I  will  be  whipt, 
From  Memphis  in  the  Lower  Egypt. 
Soon  as  the  Nile's  prolific  flood 
Has  fill'd  the  plains  with  dime  and  mud, 
All  Egypt  in  a  moment  fwarms 
With  myriads  of  abortive  worms, 
Whofe  appetites  wou'd  foon  devour 
Each  cabbage,  artichoke,  and  flow'r, 
Did  not  fome  birds,  with  active  zeal, 
Eat  up  whole  millions  at  a  meal, 
And  check  the  peft  while  yet  the  year 
Is  ripening  into  ftalk,  and  ear. 
This  blefling,  vifibly  divine, 
Is  finely  pourtray'd  on  the  coin  ; 
For  here'this  line,  fo  faint  and  weak, 
Is  certainly  a  bill,  or  beak ; 
Which  bill,  or  beak,  upon  my  word, 
In  hieroglyphics  means  a  bird, 
The  very  bird  whofe  numerous  tribe  is 
Diftinguifh'd  by  the  name  of  Ibis. 
Befides,  the  figure  with  the  wand, 
Mark'd  by  a  ciftrum  in  her  hand, 
Appears,  the  moment  fhe  is  feen, 
An  Ifis,  Egypt's  boafled  queen. 
Sir,  I  m  as  fure,  as  if  my  eye 
Had  feen  the  artift  cut  the  die, 
That  thefe  two  curves,  which  wave,  and  float  thus 
Are  but  the  tendrils  of  the  lotus, 
Which,  as  Herodotus  has  faid, 
Th'  Egyptians  always  eat  for  bread." 

Hefpoke,  and  heard,  without  a  paufe, 
The  rifing  murmur  of  applaufe ; 
The  voice  of  admiration  rung 
On  ev'ry  ear  from  ev'ry  tongue  : 
Aftonifh'd  at  the  lucky  hit, 
They  ftar'd,  they  deify'd  his  wit. 

But  ah  !  what  arts  by  fate  are  tried 
To  vex,  and  humble  human  pride  1 
To  pull  down  poets  from  Parnaffus, 
And  turn  grave  doctors  into  affes  ! 
For  whilft  the  band  their  voices  raifc 
To  celebrate  the  fage's  praife, 
And  echo  through  the  houfe  convey'd 
Their  paeans  loud  to  man  and  maid; 
Tom,  a  pert  waiter,  fmart,  and  clever, 
A  droit  pretence  who  wanted  never, 
Curious  to  fee  what  caus'd  this  rout, 
And  what  the  doctors  were  about, 
Mily  ftepp'd  in  to  fnuff  the  candles, 
And  afk  whate'er  they  pleas'd  to  want  elfc. 
Soon  as  the  fynod  he  came  near, 
Loud  diffonance  afiail'd  his  ear  ; 
Strange  mingled  founds,  in  pompous  ftyle? 
Of  Ifis,  Ibis,  Lotus,  Nile  ; 
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And  foon  in  Roman»'  hand  he  fpies 
The  coin,  the  caufc  of  all  their  noife. 
Quick  to  his  fide  he  flies  amain, 
And  peeps,  and  fnuffs,  and  peeps  again. 
And  though  antiques  he  had  no  fkill  in, 
He  knew  a  fixpence  from  a  (hilling  ; 
And,  fpite  of  ruft,  or  rub,  cou'd  trace 
On  humble  brafs  Britannia's  face. 
Soon  her  fair  image  he  defcries, 
And,  big  with  laughter,  and  furprife, 
He  burft — "  And  is  this  group  of  learning 
So  fhort  of  fenfe,  and  plain  difcerning, 
That  a  mere  halfpenny  can  be 
To  them  a  curiofity  ? 


If  this  is  your  beft  proof  of  fcience, 
With  wifdom  Tom  claims  no  alliance; 
Content  with  nature's  artlefs  knowledge, 
He  fcorns  alike  both  fchool  and  college." 

More  had  he  faid — but,  lo  I  around 
A  ftorm  in  every  face  he  found  : 
On  Roman's  brow  black  thunders  hung, 
And  whirlwinds  rulh'd  from  Swinton's  tongue; 
Thynne  lightning  flafli'd  from  ev'ry  pore, 
And  reafon's  voice  was  heard  no  more. 

The  tempeft  ey'd,  Tom  fpeeds  his  flight, 
And,  fneering,  bids  'em  all  good  night  j 
Convinc'd  that  pedantry's  allies 
May  be  too  learned  to  be  wife. 
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THE  LIFE  OF  CHURCHILL. 


.CHARLES  CHUBCHILL,  "  the  Britifli  Juvenal,"  was  born  in  theparifti  of  St.  John's,  Weflminfter, 
in  1731.     His  father  was  Curate  and  Lecturer  of  the  parifh,  and  had  aifo  a  living  in  the  country. 

He  received  his  education  at  Weftminfter  School,  where  {lories  are  yet  told  of  his  early  proficiency 
in  his  ftudics,  of  his  negligence,  and  the  eccentricity  of  his  conduit. 

One  day  having  got  an  exercife  to  make,  he  failed  in  bringing  it  at  the  time  appointed ;  for  which 
his  matter  not  only  chaftifed  him  with  fome  feverity,  but  even  charged  him  with  ftupidity.  The 
laft  reproach  made  a  ftrong  impreflion  on  his  mind,  and  the  fear  of  ihame  wrought  an  effect  which 
the  fear  of  ftripes  could  not  produce.  On  the  next  day  he  brought  his  exercife  finifhed  in  fuch  a 
manner  that  he  received  the  public  thanks  of  the  mafters  of  the  fchool. 

This  inftance  of  his  fenfibility,  and  of  the  applaufe  that  refulted  from  it,  was  not  followed  by  a 
complete  reformation  of  his  conduct.  His  application  by  no  means  kept  pace  with  his  natural 
talents.  The  vivacity  of  his  imagination  ftill  prevented  his  walking  regularly  forward  in  the  tram 
mels  of  a  fcholaftic  education. 

It  is  to  be  fuppofed,  therefore,  that  his  progrefs  in  claffical  learning  was  but  flow ;  and  it  has  been 
faid  that  when  he  was  fent  to  the  univerfity  of  Oxford,  he  was  refufed  an  admittance  for  want  of  a. 
proper  (kill  in  the  learned  languages. 

He  often  mentioned  his  repulfe  at  Oxford,  in  the  fubfequent  parts  of  his  life»  and  aflerted  that  he 
cculd  have  anfwered  the  college  examination  had  he  thought  proper  ;  but  that  he  fo  much  defpifed 
the  trifling  queftions  which  were  propofed  to  him,  that  inflead  of  returning  fuitable  replies,  he  only 
launched  out  into  fatirical  reflections  on  the  abilities  of  the  gentleman  whofe  ofEce  it  was  to  judge 
of  his. 

It  is  alfo  believed  that  he  was  a  fhort  time  at  Cambridge,  tinder  Dr.  Rutherforth  of  St.  John's 
College.  Neither  of  the  univerfities  can  claim  the  honour  of  his  education,  which  it  is  certain  was 
begun  ard  finiflied  at  Weftminfter. 

When  he  was  little  more  than  feventeen  years  old,  he  contracted  an  intimacy  with  a  young  lady 
in  the  neighbourhood,  which  ended  in  a  marriage.  This  union,  which  had  its  origin  in  puffion, 
terminated  in  difguft.  Their  regard,  however,  for  each  other,  which  was  mutual  and  fincere,  was 
preferved  in  it*  purity  and  ardour  for  a  number  of  years. 

But  during  the  time  the  attachment  lafted,  he  made  fuch  a  progrefs  in  literature,  and  fuftained  fb 
good  a  character,  that,  notwithftanding  the  want  of  an  univerfity  education,  he  was  admitted  into 
orders,  and  ordained  by  Dr.  Sherlock,  biftiop  of  London. 

His  firft  provifion  in  the  church  was  a  Curacy  of  thirty  pounds  a-year  in  Wales,  to  which  remote 
part  of  'he  kingdom  he  retired,  with  his  wife,  and  applied  himfelf  to  the  duties  of  his  ftation  with 
affiduity  and  cheerfulnefs.  His  behaviour  gained  him  the  love  and  efteera  of  his  pari(hioners,  and 
his  fcrmons,  though  fomewhat  raifed  above  the  level  of  his  audience,  were  commended  and  fol 
lowed.  But  beiny  prompted  to  engage  in  trade,  to  add  to  his  income,  he  kept  a  cyder  warehoufe, 
with  a  view  of  vending  that  commodity  in  the  neighbouring  country,  In  a  fhort  time  he  experi 
enced  che  folly  of  hit  deviation  from  his  clerical  profeffion,  and  a  kind  of  rural  bankruptcy  Coon 
followed. 
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His  III  fuccefs  brought  him  back  to  London  ;  and  his  father  dying  foon  after,  hefucceeded  him  as 
Curate  and  Ledturer  of  St.  John's;  but  his  income,  which  did  not  amount  to  a  full  hundred  pounds 
a-year,  being  inefficient  for  the  maintenance  of  his  family,  he  employed  himfelf  in  teaching  young 
ladies  to  read  and  write  Englifh  with  propriety  and  corredlnefs,  and  for  fome  time  attended  Mr$. 
Dennis's  boarding  fchool,  where  he  conduced  himfelf  with  all  the  decorum  becoming  his  clerical 
profeffion. 

Stilt,  however,  his  expences  bore  but  a  fmall  proportion  to  his  income.  He  became  embarraffed 
with  debts  and  involved  in  difficulties,  from  which  he  was  extricafed  by  the  affiftance  of  Dr.  Lloyd, 
the  fecond  mafler  of  Weftminfter  School,  and  father  of  his  friend  Lloyd,  who  prevailed  on  his 
creditors  to  give  him  a  releafe,  on  receiving  a  fourth  part  of  their  refye&ive  debts. 

!t  is  to  the  honour  of  Churchill  to  record,  that  when  his  circumftances  grew  better,  he  voluntarily 
difeharged  the  whole  of  the  demands  on  him. 

Though  known  to  his  intimate  friends,  Colman,  Lloyd,  and  Thornton,  to  be  pofTcffcd  of  abi 
lities  calculated  to  entertain  and  inftrudl  the  public,  he  was  by  no  means  forward  to  exhibit  him- 
felfin  that  chara&er 

He  was  little,  if  any  thing,  lefs,  than  thirty  years  of  age  before  he  publifhed  any  work  with  his 
came.  If  he  produced  any  performance  earlier,  it  was  anonymous,  and  is  now  forgotten. 

In  1760,  his  friend  Lloyd  publifhed  "  The  Afior,''  addrcffed  to  Thornton,  which  was  received 
with  great  applaufe.  The  fuccefs  of  this  performance  probably  induced  Churchill  to  try  his  powers 
on  a  fimilar  fubje&,  though  more  appropriated  and  perfonal.  Having  been  always  fond  of  dra 
matic  entertainments,  he  had  been  a  conftant  attendant  on  the  theatre,  and  an  accurate  obferver  of 
the  beauties  <;r  defects  of  the  feveral  performers.  Thefe  he  made  the  fubje&  of  a  poem  which  he 
called  The  Rofciad.  firtl  publifhed  anonym->ufly  in  March  1761;  but,  on  being  invidioufly  afcribed 
to  Lloyd,  and  to  the  triumvirate  of  wits,  Thornton,  Colman,  and  Lloyd,  he  immediately  reprinted 
it  with  his  name,  and  claimed  the  honours  of  a  fatirical  poet.  Few  poems  have  been  fo  generally 
received,  and,  perhaps,  fewer  fo  generally  admired.  The  adlors,  in  different  ways  expreffed  their 
refentment,  and  the  public  enjoyed  their  diftrefs. 

The  Rofciad  was  regarded  in  general  as  a  pleafant  and  reafonable  retaliation  for  the  mirth  which 
the  ftage  had  continually  excited,  by  the  reprefentation  of  the  follies  and  frailties  of  mankind. 
Humanity,  however,  would  wifti  that  no  fet  of  men  fhould  be  made  ridiculous  and  contemptible 
liy  a  profeffion  from  which  they  mnft  draw  their  fubfiftence.  It  was  not  wholly  farirical.  Gar- 
rick  was  commended  in  the  highefl  terms  of  applaufe  :  and  the  various  and  peculiar  excellencies 
of  Mrs.  Pritchard,  Mrs.  Gibber  and  Mrs.  Clive,  were  celebrated  with  equal  warmth  and  juf- 
tice.  Some  of  the  players  took  no  notice  of  the  poem,  and  others  wifely  endeavoured  to  pro 
fit  by  the  ftridures  beftowed  on  their  faults.  Foote  was  outrageoufly  offended.  He  wrote 
a  pcofe  dialogue,  in  which  he  lampooned  Churchill,  and  Lloyd,  but  did  not  print  it.  Making 
Bfe  of  an  alliteration,  which  he  was  very  fond  of  doing,  he  called  Churchill  the  Clumfy  Cerate  of 
Clapkam.  The  players  who  were  the  moft  eager  in  exprefling  their  anger,  had  only  the  misfortune 
of  being  treated  with  greater  feverity  in  fubfequent  editions.  In  this  refpe&  he  has  been  blamed; 
and  it  has  been  faid  that  the  poem  was  not  always  benefited  by  fubfequent  edition?.  However  that 
snay  be,  it  is  certain  that  its  excellence  enabled  it  firmly  to  maintain  its  ground  againft  all  oppoii- 
tion.  Various  pamphlets  and  poems  appeared  againft  it,  in  vindication  of  the  players ;  but  they  were 
fo  poorly  written,  that  they  only  ferved  to  fwell  his  triumph 

His  next  performance  was  his  dpology  to  tie  Critical  R>  >ieit-erst  who  happened  to  be  peculiarly  un 
fortunate  in  the  account  which  they  gave  of  the  Rofciad*  Like  moft  other  modern  apologies,  it  was 
not  fo  much  a  defence  as  an  attack.  Whatever  reafona  the  reviewers  had  to  be  diffatisfied  with  the 
poem,  the  players  were  not  fo  much  offended  a?  they  had  been  with  the  Rofciad-  It  was  fome  con~ 
Solution  to  them  that  the  mighty  Rofcius  himfelf  was  not  fpared  ;  for  Garrick  was  certainly  aimed  at 
in-ths  following  lines. 

Let  the  vain  tyrant  fit  amidft  his  guards, 
Jiis  puny  green-room  wits,  and  venal  bards,  &c» 


THE    LIFE   OF    CHURCHILL.  447 

Garriek  felt  all  the  force  of  thefe  farcaftic  ftrokes,  an  i  wrote  a  letter  to  Churchill,  which,  befides 
comprehending  an  apology  for  himfelf  and  the  players,  was  full  of  encomiums  upon  his  uncommon 
vein  of  poetry,  and  contained  a  kind  of  deprecation  of  his  future  wrath.  A  friend  to  whom  he 
Ihowed  it,  entirely  difapproved  of  it,  and  informed  him  that  Churchill,  who  was  a  man  of  a  quick 
difcernment,  and  an  undaunted  fpirit,  would  not  think  the  better  of  him  for  his  humiliation  and 
flattery. 

The  reproaches  which  he  brought  upon  himfelf  by  his  late  hours,  and  other  irregularities,  gave 
occafmn  to  his  next  production,  intituled  Night,  an  Eprjlle  to  Robert  Lloyd.  The  object  of  this  poem  was 
to  vindicate  his  conduct,  or  rather  to  avow  it  in  the  face  of  the  public  ;  upon  this  falfe  principle,  that 
whatever  our  follies  are,  we  fbould  never  undertake  to  conceal  them. 

The  Night  was  followed  by  the  firft  book  of  the  Ghojl,  a  potm  that  took  its  rife  from  a  ridiculous 
impoflure  carried  on  in  Cock-lane  near  Weft-Smithfield,  and  to  which  fome  men  of  eminent  abi 
lities  and  character  paid  too  ferious  an  attention.  Neither  of  thefe  performances  ever  became  fo 
popular  as  the  Rofciad  and  the  Apology.  " 

The  political  diflenfions  at  this  period  increafing  every  day,  at  length  became  fo  violent,  that  few 
perfons  efcaped  being  influenced  in  fome  manner  by  them. 

Churchill  had  contracted  an  intimacy  with  John  Wilkes,  Efq.  and  the  heads  of  the  party  then 
oiled  the  Oppofition,  and  agreeably  to  the  warmth  of  his  temper,  endeavoured  to  promote  the 
intereft  of  thofe  with  whom  he  was  connected,  by  every  effort  in  his  power.  A  fubject  had  been 
fuggefted  to  him  as  adapted  for  the  then  popular  paper,  called  the  "  North  Briton  ;"  but  on  con- 
Cdering  it  with  attention,  he  thought  it  would  be  better  to  form  it  into  a  poem,  which  he  executed 
under  the  title  of  The  Prophecy  of  Famine >,  a  Scots  Pajloral,  infcribed  to  Mr.  Wilkes.  Of  this  poem 
3VIr.  Wilkes  is  faid  to  have  pronounced  before  its  appearance,  that  he  was  fure  it  would  take,  as  it 
was  at  once  perfonal,  poetical,  and  political.  His  prediction  was  accomplifhed,  for  the  poem  had  a 
very  rapid  and  extenfive  fale,  and  Churchill  was  extolled  by  his  admirers  as  fuperior  to  Pope. 

Having  thus  embarked  in  politics,  he  foon  rendered  himfelf  of  importance  enough  to  be  included 
ia  the  general  warrant  under  which  Mr. 'Wilkes  was  taken  iato  cuftody.  He  efcaped,  however, 
the  feavch  made  after  him,  and  continued  his  exertions  againfl  Lord  Bute  with  great  perfeverance, 
and  not  without  fome  effect. 

While  he  was  advancing  his  fame  as  a  writer,  he  was  negligent  of  his  reputation  as  a  man.  He 
laid  afidc  all  the  external  decorums  of  his  profeffion,  divefled  himfelf  of  his  clerical  habit,  and 
dreffed  himfelf  ridiculoufly  in  a  blue  coat,  with  metal  buttons,  a  gold-laced  waiftcoat,  a  gold-laced 
hat,  and  ruffles.  This  part  of  his  behaviour  was  juftly  confidered  as  a  very  blameable  oppofition 
to  the  decencies  of  life,  and  hurtful  (o  his  intereft.  In  other  refpects  his  conduct  was  more  than-  in- 
djtfcreet. 

He  was  often  to  be  feen  in  difgraceful  focieties,  and  indulged  in  intemperances,  which  the  fober 
part  of  his  friends  could  not  avoid  obferving,  and  at  the  fame  time  lamenting. 

He  plunged  into  various  irregularities,  and  lived  no  longer  with  his  wife;  though  whether  hi» 
quitting  her  was  at  this  particular  juncture,  his  biographers  do  not  determine. 

"  Some  people,"  fays  a  writer  in  the  "  Annual  Regifter,"  "  have  been  unkind  enough  to  fay  that 
Mrs.  Churchill  gave  the  firft  caufe  of  feparation.  But  nothing  can  be  moje  falfe  than  this  rumour,  and 
we  can  affure  the  public  that  her  conduct  in  private  life  was  ever  irreproachable." 

The  truth  of  this  affertion,  notwithstanding  the  confidence  with  which  it  is  delivered,  maybe 
reafonably  doubted,  •«  It  was  always  underftood,"  fays  Dr.  Kippis,  "  in  Weftminfter,  that  Mrs. 
Churchill's  imprudence  kept  too  near  a  pace  with  that  of  her  hulband  However,  we  do  not 
hence  mean  to  juftify  his  diforderly  and  licentious  manner  of  living  " 

His  next  performance,  in  his  character  of  a  political  fatirift,  was  a  moft  virulent  and  vindictive 
Epijlleto  William  Hogarth,  the  celebrated  painter ;  a  man  whpfe  genius  he  admired,  and  with  whom 
he  and  Mr.  Wilkes  had  been  long  in  the  habits  of  friendfhip.  It  muft  be  acknowledged,  that 
Hogarth  himfelf  afforded  the  original  caufe  of  offVnce  In  a  fttirical  print  called  "  The  Times"  he 
fcid  attacked  Lord  Temple  and  Mr.  Pitt,  though  Mr.  Wiikes  had  feat  him  a  remonftrance,  flat* 
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ing,  that  if  his  friends  were  attacked,  it  would  wound  him  in  the  moft  fenfible  part,  and  be  fliould 

revenge  their  caufe. 

The  author  of  the  "  North  Britain"  employed  a  whole  paper  (No.  17.)  to  be  revenged  on  Ho 
garth;  and  Hogarth,  in  return,  publifhcd,  May  1 6.  4763,  a  print  of  John  Wilkes,  Efq.  Churchill,  to 
revenge  his  friend,  wrote  the  Eftjile,  in  which  all  that  relates  to  Hogarth  is  merely  a  paraphrafe 
of  the  "  North  Briton." 

It  is  not  eafy  to  comprehend  upon  what  ground  this  print  was  denominated  a  fatire ;  for  it  is 
not  a  caricature,  but  a  very  accurate  and  ftriking  refemblance,  with  the  identical  accompaniments 
which  Mr.  Wiikes  would  at  that  time  have  chofen  as  the  decorations  of  his  portrait;  the  cap  of 
liberty  above  his  head,  and  two  political  papers,  which  he  acknowledged  himfelf  to  have  written, 
in  his  right  hand. 

The  portrait  was  taken  by  Hogarth  in  the  court  of  Common  Plea?,  in  the  moment  of  acclama 
tion  and  triumph,  when  Mr.  Wilkes  was  in  his  own  perfon  afferting  the  caufe  of  liberty,  and  by  his 
own  trial,  afcertaining  the  law  of  his  country. 

It  has  been  miftaken  for  a  caricature,  from  the  world  knowing  the  provocation  which  Hogarth 
had  previoufly  received,  and  which  every  man  felt,  would  have  juftified  the  moft  fevere  retalia 
tion. 

Hogarth  tock  his  revenge  on  Churchill,  by  vamping  up  an  old  portrait  of  himfelf  and  dog, 
which  he  publifhed  Anguft  I.  1763,  under  the  title  of  "  The  bruifer  Charles  Churchill  (once  the 
reverend)  in  the  character  of  a  Ruffian  Hercules,  regaling  himfelf  after  having  killed  the  mon/ie* 
Caricatttra,  that  fo  forely  galled  his  virtuous  friend  the  leaven  born  Wilkcs.'"' 

It  reprefents  Churchill  in  the  character  of  a  bear,  hugging  a  foaming  tankard  of  porter,  which 
was  his  favourite  beverage,  and,  like  another  Hercules  armed  with  a  knotted  club  to  attack  hydras, 
defiroy  dragons,  and  difcomfit  giants. 

To  defignate  more  pofitively  the  object  of  his  ridicule,  and  render  this  rude  reprefentation  ftill 
more  ridiculous ;  it  is  decorated  with  a  band  and  pair  of  ruffles,  and  with  thefe  characteriftic  orna 
ments,  though  it  remains  a  good  bear,  it  becomes  a  fort  of  overcharged  portait  of  the  reverend  fa- 
tirift.  So  feeble  a  blow  at  his  antagonift  was  but  a  poor  compenfation  for  the  deep  wound  he  had  re 
ceived.  Churchill's  fatire  ftruck  him  to  the  heart,  and  is  thought  to  have  contributed  to  accele 
rate  his  death,  which  happened  October  27.  1764. 

It  muft  ever  be  lamented,  that  men  of  genius,  who  had  been  intimate  friends,  and  might  have 
continued  fuch  as  long  as  they  lived,  fhould  have  their  union  diffolved,  and  difcord  fown  among 
them  by  the  demon  of  party. 

He  continued  to  publifh,  at  different  intervals,  The  Gbojl,  the  fourth  and  concluding  book  of 
which  appeared  in  1763.  It  is  written  in  verfes  of  eight  fyllables,  without  any  apparent  plan  or 
defign.  The  moft  celebrated  paffage  in  this  defuhory  and  digreffive  performance,  was  the  cha 
racter  of  Pomfiofo,  intended  for  Dr.  Johnfon,  who  had  offended  Churchill,  by  declaring  that  his 
poetry  had  but  little  merit.  The  only  reply  which  Dr.  Johnfon  made  to  Churchill's  fatire,  was, 
that  he  thought  him  a  {hallow  fellow  in  the  beginning,  and  that  he  could  fay  nothing  worfe  of  him 
flill.  However  inferior  Churchill  might  b?  in  character  and  abilities  to  Dr.  Johnfon,  he  certainly 
did  net  defcrve  the  appellation  of  a  (hallow  fellow. 

About  the  time  when  the  lad  book  of  Tbe  Gboft  appeared,  he  publifhed  Tie  Conference,  in  which 
he  returned  to  the  heroic  meufure,  in  which  he  was  moft  fuccefsful,  though  he  had  lately  begun  to 
introduce  into  it  too  many  profaic  lines.  The  plan  of  this  poem  is  fimilar  to  that  of  one  of  Pope's 
fa  tires.  A  dialogue  is  fujipofed  to  be  carried  on  between  the  author,  and  a  noble  Lord,  who  is  re- 
prefented  as  giving  him  much  worldly  advice,  to  which  he  anfwers  with  great  fpirit,  and  in  his 
replies  indulges  bis  fatiric  vein  with  no  fmall  degree  of  freedom. 

One  of  the  moft  ftriking  paffages  in   The  Conference,  is  that  in  which  he  exprcffes  the  deepeft  con 
trition  for  a  recent  action  of  his  life,  that  was  indeed  highly  difhcmourable.     He  had  feduced  and 
carried  off  the  daughter  of  a  tradefman,  in  Weftminfter.    In  little  more  than  a.  fortnight,  his  paffion 
iubfided;  and  the  young  woman  became  very  forry  for  her  crime.     Accordingly  a  wife  and  judi-, 
clous  friend  wrote  for  her  a  letter  to  her  father,  expreffive  of  her  penitence,  and  of  her  defire  t 
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turn  home.  Her  father,  with  equal  tendernefs  and  prudence,  received  her  into  his  houfe,  and  fhe 
might  have  been  fully  reftored  to  a  virtuous  conduct,  had  it  not  been  for  the  feverity  «f  an  elder 
fifter,  who  was  continually  loading  her  with  reproaches.  Wearied  with  this  ufage.  (he  applied  to 
Churchill,  offering  to  return  to  him  again,  which  he  thought  himfelf  bound  to  admit,  by  the  ideas 
which  he  entertained  of  gratitude  and  honour.  The  true  point  of  virtue  would  have  been  to  have 
provided,  as  amply  as  he  could  for  her  fupport,  and  to  have  had  no  criminal  connection  wirh  her 
in  future. 

His  next  performance  was  The  Duelli/l,  in  three  books,  written  in  verfes  of  eight  fyllables.  It 
was  occafioned  by  Mr.  Martin's  challenge  to  Mr.  Wilkes.  It  is  lefs  defultory  and  digrt-ffivv  than 
The  Gbojl,  though  one  principal  object  of  it  was  to  fatirize  other  perfons  befides  Mr.  Martin  ;  par 
ticularly  Warburton,  who  is  pointed  out  fufficiently  to  all  who  have  the  leaft  literary  knowledge. 

His  laft  publication  in  1765,  was  The  Author,  and  it  is  one  of  the  moft  agreeable  of  his  productions. 
In  the  latter  part  of  it,  however,  he  is  extremely  fevere  againft  the  political  w-iters  of  the  times. 
The  character  of  KiJgell^  the  informer,  is  drawn  in  a  mafterly  manner. 

His  firfl  publication  in  1764,  was  his  Gotham,  the  defign  of  which,  on  the  appearance  of  the 
firft  book,  was  not  very  obvious.  It  became  manifeft,  from  the  fecond  and  third  books,  that  it  was 
his  chief  defign,  under  the  idea  of  his  being  proclaimed  king  of  Gotham,  to  reprei'ent  the  real  duty 
of  a  monarch,  in  which  view,  much  good  inftruction  is  conveyed.  This  performance  is  lefs  iatirical 
than  moft  of  his  pieces. 

His  next  production  was  The  Candidate,  which  took  its  title  from  the  conteft  that  had  been  carried 
on  between  the  Earl  of  Hardwick,  and  the  Earl  "f  Sandwich,  for  the  High  Stewardship  of  the 
univeriity  of  Cambridge.  The  character  of  Lord  Sandwich  is  attacked  with  great  feverity. 

The  Candidate  was  fucceeded  by  The  Farewell,  a  dialogue,  in  which  the  poet  is  reprcfented  as 
having  formed  a  defign  to  quit  his  native  country  ;  from  which  his  friend  endeavours  to  diffuade 
him.  Though  there  is  much  good  fenfe  in  this  performance,  and  feverai  excellent  oblervations  of 
philofophy,  and  the  love  of  our  country,  it  cannot  be  confidercd  as  one  of  his  bed  productions. 

In  his  fucceeding  publication,  intituled  The  Times,  the  fatire  is  principally  directed  againft  an  un 
natural  vice,  which  is  expofed  with  an  energy  and  indignation  that  cannot  poflibly  be  exceeded.  It 
is  indeed  carried  to  the  very  height  of  extravagance  ;  but  this  extravagance  ihows,  at  the  lame  time, 
the  wonderful  powers  of  his  mind,  and  his  juft  and  boundlefs  deteftatiun  of  the  crime.  It  may, 
however,  be  reafonably  doubted,  whether  it  is  fair  for  a  fatirift  to  attack  crimes  that  are  capital  by 
law.  Juvenal,  in  ail  his  outrageous  fury  againft  vice,  attacks  no  crimes  that  were  puniftiable  by 
the  laws  of  his  country.  The  Dutch  have  that  noble  and  well-judged  delicacy  to  punifh  the  exe 
crable  practifers  of  this  crime  in  the  night-time,  and  in  filence,  by  fewing  up  the  offenders  in  a  bag, 
and  thro  wing 'them  into  the  fea. 

His  next  publication  was  Indeptndence,  a  poem,  which  does  not  in  every  part  of  it  difplay  the  vi 
gour  of  imagination  that  is  apparent  in  fome  of  his  performances.  Much  is  faid  in  it  of  poets  and 
patrons,  perhaps  as  much  as  the  fubject  will  well  bear.  The  ftriking  contraft  between  an  effeminate 
lord  and  himfelf,  is  admirably  reprefented,  and  he  has  drawn  his  own  picture  with  great  humour. 

Independence  was  followed  by  The  Journey,  a  fhort  poem  that  reflects  no  difgrace  on  his  abilities. 
The  advice  of  his  friends,  and  his  anfwer  to  it  are  well  conducted.  Towards  the  conclufion,  he  in 
dulges  himfelf  in  fatirizing  feverai  contemporary  poets. 

His  laft  poetical  production  was  the  Dedication  of  his  fermons  to  Warbuiton,  which  is  written  with 
his  ufual  feverity  againft  that  eminent  prelate. 

His  literary  career  was  but  (hort.  In  the  autumn  of  1764,  he  went  to  Boulogne  with  Mr. 
Humphrey  Cotes  in  order  to  pay  a  vifit  to  Mr.  Wilkes,  then  in  exile.  There  he  was  feized  with 
a  miliary  fever,  which  baffled  the  medical  aid  of  two  phyfitians  of  Ikill  and  reputation,  by  whom  he 
was  attended:  He  died  on  the  4th  of  November  1764,  in  the  33d  year  of  his  age,  and  was 
buried  at  Dover;  at  which  place,  on  a  fmall  ftone,  in  the  old  church-yard,  formerly  belonging  to 
the  collegiate  church  of  St.  Martin,  is  the  following  infcription, 
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"  Life  to  the  laft  enjoy'd  here  Churchill  lies." 

Mr.  Davles,  the  biographer  of  Garrick,  upon  what  he  thinks  good  authority,  has  related,  that 
Churchill's  laft  words  were,  What  a  fool  have  1  bsen!  Though  he  might,  on  feveral  accounts,  have 
had  too  much  caufe  to  make  fuch  a  reftVction,  Mr.  Willces,  whofe  teftimony  upon  the  fubject  mufb 
be  dccifive,  has  informed  the'world,  that  the  goodnefs  of  Churchill's  heart,  and  the  firmnefs  of  his 
philofophy  were  in  full  luftre  during  the  whole  time  of  his  very  fevere  illnefs ;  and  that  the 
amazing  facultie?  of  his  mind  were  not  in  the  leaft  impaired,  till  a  few  moments  before  his  death. 
He  left  two  fons,  the  youngeft  of  whom  was  generoufly  educated  at  the  expence  of  the  late  Sir 
"Richard  Jebb,  Bart. 

He  was  greatly  lamented  by  his  acquaintance  and  admirers.  Lloyd  was  fo  deeply  affected  by 
his  death,  that  he  '  to"k  to  his  bed,  from  which  he  never  rnfe  again."  Such  was  at  firfl  the  popu 
lar  enthufiafm  in  favour  of  his  mempry,  that  there  was  a  talk  of  erecting  a  monument  to  him,  in 
Weftminfter  Abbey;  but  the  idea  foon  fubfided,  and  will  fcarcely  ever  be  revived.  The  following 
infcription,  in  the  clofe  flyle  of  the  ancients,  and  engraven  on  a  fepulchral  urn  of  alabafter,  was 
drawn  up  by  Mr.  Wilkes,  and  intended  by  him  to  give  the  true  character  of  Churchill  as  a 
friend,  a  poet,  and  a  patriot. 

CAROLO  CHURCHILL, 
Amico  jucundo, 

Poetx  acri, 
Civi  optime  de  patria  merito ; 

P 
JOHANNES  WILKES,  1765. 

.  The  fame  infcription  has  lately  been  engraved  on  a  doric  pillar,  erected  to  his  memory  by  Mr. 
Wilkes,  in  the  Grove  of  Sandham- Cottage,  in  the  tfle  of  Wight.  It  is  in  the  middle  of  the  grove, 
and  backed  with  weeping  willows,  cyprefles,  yews:  &c.  Laurels  feem  to  grow  out  of  the  column 
as  from  Virgil's  tomb  at  Naples,  and  come  nearly  down  to  the  tablet  on  the  pillar,  which  is  fluted, 
and  appears  in  fome  parts  already  injured  by  time.  On  the  fore  ground  are  large  myrtles,  bays, 
laburnums,  &c.  The  pillar  is  broken,  about  nine  feet  high,  and  about  five  feet  diameter. 

A  collection  of  his  Poems,  containing  The  R'fciad,  Apology,  Night,  Prophecy  of  famine,  Ep'iflle 
to  Kogartb,  and  the  Ghojl,  was  published  by  fubfcription,  in  one  volume,  410.  1763.  A  fecond 
Volume  Containing  'The  Conference,  The  Author,  The  Duellift,  Gotham,  The  Candidate,  The  Farewell^ 
ZThe  Times,  Independence,  and  The  Journey,  was  publiflied  by  fubfcription  after  his  death,  in  41:0. 
£765.  They  have  fince  been  frequently  reprinted,  with  the  Dedication  of  his  fermons.  in  3  vols. 
lamo.,  and  were  inferted  in  the  collection  of  the  "  Englifti  Poets,"  1790.  His  Sermons,  two  upon 
the  nature  of  prayer  in  general,  and  eight  upon  our  Lord's  prayer,  were  printed  by  fubfcription, 
ia  1765.  Some  of  his  juvenile  pieces  are  to  be  met  with  in  the  "  Library,"  publifhed  in  1761. 
Six  of  his  letters  to  Mr.  Wilkes  are  in  the  collection  printed  by  him  in  1769. 

Churchill  has  unhappily  added  another  name  to  the  catalogue,  already  too  numerous  in  literary 
hifto.jy,  of  thofe  men  of  genius,  who  would  have  arifen  to  a  much  greater  excellence  in  writing, 
and  to  a  far  more  illuflrious  reputation,  had  their  intellectual  talents  been  accompanied  with  the 
uniform  practice  of  virtue.  That  he  had  great  force  qf  genius,  cannot  juftly  be  denied ;  and  there 
are  fcarcely  any  of  his  performances,  in  which  the  natural  vigour  of  his  mind  is  not  in  fome  inftances 
displayed.  It  muft  at  the  fame  time  be  acknowledged,  that  he  is  very  unequal  in  his  competitions. 
The  rapidity  of  his  pen,  and  the  eagernefs  with  which  his  works  were  purchafed,  were  circum- 
ilances  not  favourable  to  his  refutation.  As  he  proceeded  in  his  literary  career,  he  became  more 
negligent ;  what  he  haftily  wrote,  he  as  haftily  committed  to  the  prefs.  Writing  from  afpirit  of 
party,  being  defirous  of  gratifying  the  eagernefs  of  his  admirers,  and  having  a  view  to  his  cuftom- 
ary  tax,  of  half-a-crown  for  each  of  his  publications,  he  was  too  rapid  in  fending  them  to  the  world, 
and  too  felicitous  to  fill  up  the  quantity  of  pages  expected  from  him,  to  attend  to  the  neceflary  art 
of  blotting.  His  latter  works  are  manifeftly  inferior  to  his  earliefl  productions.  The  genius  of 
Churchill  occafiqiwJJy  appears,  but  much  dimmed  and  obfcurcd.  The  fertility  of  his  mind  cannot 
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be  more  clearly  demonftrated,  than  by  obferving,  that  all  his  works  now  repiiblifhed,  were  produced 
between  May  1761,  and  November  1764;  that  is,  in  three'years  and  a  half.  If  his  life  had  been 
protracted,  if  he  had  been  placed  in  an  independent  fittiation,  if  he  could  have  united  application 
with  leifure,  he  might  have  been  capable  of  producing  fome  work  of  folid  excellence,  which  would 
have  refcued  his  name  for  ever  from  oblivion.  He  has  afforded  a  remaikable  inftance  of  a  fudden, 
and  fhort-lived  celebrity  ;  and,  perhaps,  nothing  will  revive  the  memory  of  his  writings,  fo  as  to 
caufe  them  to  be  again  generally  read,  excepting  a  new  edition,  with  notes,  fully  explaining  the  fa- 
tirical  and  hiftorical  allufions.  This  was  what  Churchill  himfclf  before  his  death  wifhed  to  be  done. 
In  his  will  is  the  following  paffage.  "  I  defire  my  dear  friend,  John  Wilkes,  Efq  to  collect,  and 
publifh  my  works,  with  the  remarks  and  explanations  he  has  prepared,  and  any  other's  he  thinkii 
proper  to  make."  It  is  earneftly  hoped,  that  Mr.  VVilkes  will  comply  with  this  requeft.  But  the 
time,  perhaps,  is  not  yet  arrived  for  taking  away  'he  veil  from  certain  objects ;  and,  perhaps,- it 
may  never  be  defirable  to  revive  party  matters;  which,  though  not  funk  into  oblivion",  have  happily 
ceafed  to  inflnme  the  paffions  of  the  mind. 

Churchill,  in  his  compofitions  for  the  pulpit,  appears  in  the  character  of  a  fober,  rational  preacher, 
His  Sermons  are  written  with  an  uniform  mediocrity.  They  have  no  animation,  and  fhow  no  traces 
t)f  the  natural  vigour  and  acutenefs  of  his  mind.  The  fentiments  are  practical,  and  not  ufually  to  be 
found  fault  with ;  but  there  is  not  a  thought  that  is  new,  or  indicates  any  peculiar  tlrengch  of  con- 
•  ception.  The  ftyle  is  perfpicuous,  without  the  leaft  pretenfions  to  elegance.  The  internal  evidence 
is  againft  the  fuppofition  of  their  being  his  own  compofition.  It  has  an  incongruous  appearance, 
to  fee  a  commentary  oh  that  form  of  prayer,  compofed  by  Benevolence  itfelf,  preceded  by  a  virulent 
libel. 

In  his  Poems,  he  appears  in  the  character  of  an  outrageous  and  tnercilefs  fatirift ;  though  there  is 
every  reafon  to  believe  that  his  natural  diipoficion  was  not  fevere.  Like  our  national  character,  hia' 
fatires  are  manly,  rough,  and  vehement.  A  fpirit  of  indignation,  which  gratifies  the  ira- 
fcible  paffions,  is  the  predominant  principle.  They  refemble  the  fatires  of  Hall,  in  ftyle,  fentiment, 
and  fpirit,  more  than  thofe  of  Young ;  to  whom  he  is  not  inferior  in  wit,  force,  pungency,  and* 
invention.  He  has  the  ftrength,  fire,  and  brilliant  di<5Hon  of  Dryden,  of  whom  he  was  an  ar- 
jfcent  admirer  ;  but  he  is  greatly  inferior  in  gracefulnefs,  eafe,  and  elevation  of  ftyle,  to  Pope, 
•whom  he  held  in  contempt.  The  reafons  of  it  are  given  in  his  letters  to  Mr.  Wilkes;  but  do  not 
appear  to  be  iatisfa&ory.  A  fincere  regard  to  Pope,  is  not  inconfiftent  with  -the  moft  ardent  ad 
miration  of  Dryden.  Like  Dryden,  who  "  could  write  feverely,  with  more  eafe  than  lie  could 
•write  gently,"  he  feems  to  have  preferred  the  model  of  his  favourite  Juvenal,  rather  than  of  Horace. 
He  is  all  fire,  fpirit,  and  animation.  His  nervwus  verfe  is  well  adapted  to  exprefs  the  vehemence 
of  his  indignation.  Amid  the  moft  fpirited  inve&ive,  it  emics  many  a  luminous  irradiation  of 
beautiful  defcriptive  poetry. 

But  he  is  inferior  to  Juvenal,  in  the  importance  of  his  fubjecl:,  and  in  the  harmony  of  his  num 
bers.  Juvenal  pours  his  majeftic  verfe  with  all  the  warmth  of  a  zealot  in  the  caufe  of  virtue- 
He  not  only  puts  vice  to  fhame,  but  countenances  virtue,  and  points  out  the  way  to  attain  it. 
Churchill  feems  to  have  little  elfe  in  view,  than  to  gratify  private  pique,  or  party -prejudice.  He 
did  not  poffcfs  dignity  of  character,  and  folidity  of  judgment,  in  a  degree  fufficient  to  enable  him  to 
ftatid  forth  as  a  difinterefted  cenfor  of  prevailing  manners.  His  verification  is  extremely  unequal  ^ 
ibmetimes  he  reminds  us  of  the  roughnefs  of  Donne,  and  the  loolenefs  of  Oldham  ;  while  at  other 
times,  he  amply  fhows  how  well  he  underflood  all  the  powers  of  ilrong  and  harmonious  num 
bers. 

The  Rofdad  is  an  admirable  poem,  and  juftly  deferves  to  be  confldered  as  a  fecdnd  "  Dunciad." 
Strength  of  poetry,  accuracy  of  obfervation,  a  happy  vein  of  humour,  and  harmony  of  numbers, 
are  its  peculiar  excellencies.  The  character  of  Mr.  Frzpatrick,  Tie  thing  -without  a  name,  near 
the  beginning,  is  drawn  with  uncommon  feverity  and  fpirit.  The  lines  in  which  he  afferts  that  ge 
nius  is  of  no  country,  are  written  with  great  energy.  The  character  of  Shakfpeare  is  drawn 
tmh  a  mafterly  hand.  His  praifes  of  Garrick,  Mrs.  Cibberj  Mrs.  Pritchard,  &c.  have  great  merit, 
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The  Apology  difplays  as  much  humour  and  fancy,  facility  of  expreffion,  and  fmooth-nefs*  of  verfi- 
ficatioa,  as  are  to  be  found  in  moft  productions  of  the  patent  age.  The  frippery  of  fome  modern 
poetry,  in  particular,  is  pleafantly  ridiculed  in  the  lines  beginning,  Rude  and  unjkilfulin  the  poet's  trade. 
The  fituation  of  a  company  of  ftrolling  players  is  defchbed  with  great  ftrength  of  humour.  The 
apology  for  his  own  verfification  is  truly  aamirable.  The  character  of  Dryden  is  drawn  with  great 
difcrimination  of  judgment,  and  ftrength  of  colouring. 

The  Night  has  many  lively  and  fpirited  paffages.  The  character  of  himfelf  is  very  favourable. 
The  patriotic  turn  of  the  nation  is  expofed  with  great  humour. 

In  the  Prophecy  of  Famine,  he  has  difplayed  great  ftrength  of  fentiment,  nervous  expreflion,  and 
elegant  numbers;  though  the  malignity  which  he  has  fhown  againft  Scotland,  and  its  inhabitants,  is 
totally  inexcufable.  The  delineation  of  a  young  poet's  mind,  at  the  beginning,  is  both  fevere  and 
pleafant.  The  defcription  of  Famine,  has  in  it  the  terrible  graces  of  Sir  Jofhua  Reynolds'  picture 
of  "  Ugolino."  His  defcription  of  Scotland,  exceeds  in  feverity  that  of  Cleveland.  The  dialogue 
between  Jockey  and  Sawney  is  well  fupported.  In  this  performance,  he  fhows  a  peculiar  happinefs 
in  throwing  his  thoughts  into  poetical  paragraphs  ;  fo  that  the  fentence  fwells  to  the  conclufion,  as 
in  profe. 

In  the  Epijlle  to  Hogarth,  the  expreffion  is  equally  nervous,  and  the  harmony  as  irregular  as  in  his 
other  pieces.  The  fpeech  of  Candour,  near  the  beginning,  is  perhaps  fomewhat  too  long.  The 
lines  defcribing  the  obnoxioufnefs  of  merit  to  envy,  are  finely  expreffcd.  The  addrefs  to  Eogartb 
is  equally  fpirited  and  fevere.  He  fhows  an  amiable  generofity,  and  greatnefs  of  mind,  when  he 
mourns  over  his  vanquifhed  enemy,  and  condemns  himfelf  for  attacking  an  object,  wafted  with  years 
and  infirmities.  The  conclufion  of  the  poem  exhibits  fuch  an  affecting  picture  of  the  ruins  of  genius, 
and  leaves  fuch  a  pathetic  melancholy,  that  every  fentiment  which  the  fatire  excited,  is  entirely  ef 
faced  by  it. 

The  Ghtft,  though  inferior  to  fome  of  his  other  pieces,  has  fome  fhining  and  beautiful  paffages. '  It 
lias  the  wit,  humour,  ridicule,  fatire,  and  extravagance  of  "  Triftram  Shandy."  The  firft  book 
exhibits  a  humourous  fketch  of  the  hiftory  of  fuperftition  and  credulity,  and  a  good  reprefenta- 
tion  of  the  characters  that  apply  for  information  about  their  future  fortune.  In  the  defcription  of 
truth,  in  the  fecond  book,  are  many  happy  ftrokes,  among  which  his  own  regard  to  it  is  expreffed 
with  great  energy.  The  verfes  beginning,  Dark  -was  tie  night,  &c.  are  proofs  of  his  ability  in  pic- 
turefque  bold  defcription,  and  bold  perfonification.  The  line 

"  Trembling,  and  talking  loud,  went  Fear" 

prefents  an  image  equally  juft  and  poetical.  In  the  third  book,  the  privileges  of  a  poet  are  happily 
reprefented.  The  defcription  of  Fame,  which  is  very  long,  has  in  it  much  fatire  ;  and  feveral  parts 
of  it  are  happily  imagined.  The  trite  reflections  which  fometimes  are  found  in  poetry,  are  hu- 
mouroufly  ridiculed.  The  fourth  book  has  in  it  fome  fplendid  paffages ;  but  it  is  in  general  very 
•wild  and  irregular.  Lloyd  hints  at  the  flovenly  nature  of  the  compofitkm,  in  his  "  Cobler  of 
Cripplegate's  Letter." 

The  prieft,  I  grant,  has  fomething  clever, 

A  fomething  that  will  laft  for  ever; 

Let  him,  in  part,  be  made  your  pattern, 

Whofe  mufe,  now  queen,  and  now  a  flattern, 

Trick'd  out  in  Rofciad,  rules  the  roaft, 

Turns  trapes  and  trollop  in  the  Gbo/?t 

By  turns,  both  tickles  us,  and  warms, 

And  drunk,  or  ibber,  has  her  charms. 

The  Ccnferinee  contains  fome  pathetic  and  iflterefting  paffages ;  particularly  the  following  beau 
tiful  confefiicn,  for  the  fake  of  which,  poiubly,  the  poem  was  written. 

Ah,  what,  my  lord,  hath  private  life  to  do 
With  things  of  public  nature  ?  why  to  view, 
Would  you,  thus  cruelly  thofe  fcenes  unfold, 
Which  -without  pain,  and  horror  to  behold, 
Muft  fpeak  me  fcmething,  more  or  lefs  than  man  ! 
Which  friends  may  pardon,  but  I  never  can  \ 
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Look  back  1  a  thought  which  borders  on  defpair, 

Which  human  nature  muft,  yet  cannot  bear ; 

Tis  not  the  babbling  of  a  bufy  world, 

"Where  praife  and  cenfure  are  at  random  hurPd, 

Which  can  the  meaneft  cf  my  thoughts  controul, 

Or  {hake  one  fettled  purpofe  of  my  foul : 

Free  and  at  large  might  their  wild  curfes  roam, 

If  all,  if  all,  alas!  were  well  at  home, 

No — 'tis  the  tale  which  angry  confcience  tells, 

When  (he,  with  more  than  tragic  horror,  fwells 

Each  circumftance  of  guilt ;  when  ftern,  but  true, 

She  brings  bad  a&ions  forth  into  review ; 

And  like  the  dread  hand-writing  on  the  wall, 

Bid   laie  rtmorfe  awake  at  realbn's  call, 

Arm'd  at  all  points  bids  frorpion  vengeance  pafs, 

And  to  the  mind  holds  up  reflection's  glafs; 

The  mind,  which  fiarting,  heaves  the  heart-felt  groan, 

And  hates  that  form  (he  knows  to  be  her  own. 

After  fo  feeling,  fo  evidently  contrite  a  declaration,  who  would  not  grant  a  full  abfolution  fop 
any  venial  offence,  committed  by  a  penitent,  thus  apparently,  thus  ardently  fincere  ?  The  remainder 
of  the  poe;n  is  employed  to  aflert  his  firm  attachment  to  his  country,  to  exprefs  his  zeal  in  the  glo 
rious  caufe  of  liberty,  and  to  evince  the  integrity  of  his  public,  whatever  may  have  been  the  errors 
of  his  private,  conduct.  It  concludes  with  an  admirable  addrefs  to  the  Supreme  Being. 

The  DueUijl  has  many  poetical  paffages.  The  beginning  of  the  fir  ft  book  is  very  {hiking  and 
has  fomc  fine  perfonifications.  The  pictures  of  Ambition^  Labour  ^  Virtue,  Vice^  Study ,  Avarice ,  and 
Jealoujy,  are  drawn  with  great  ftrength  and  invention.  The  pictures  of  the  three  laft,  are  worked 
-tip  with  the  greateft  vigour  of  imagination.  The  description  of  the  night  previous  to  the  Duel,  is 
greatly  executed.  The  animated  verfes,  beginning,  Full  in  the front ',  &c.  form  a  fine  picture  of  the 
youthful  exercifes  of  our  anceftors.  The  paflage,  beginning,  IVbenJlcrn  opfreffion,  &c.  breathes  the 
heroic  fpirit  of  liberty,  and  glows  with  the  enthufiaftic  heat  of  ancient  valour.  Some  of  the  ancient 
inhabitants  of  the  Temple  of  Liberty ,  are  well  defcribed.  The  verfes,  beginning,  Peace  crown  d  ivitb 
ilive,  are  eminently  beautiful.  In  the  third  book,  the  Cave  of  Fraud  is  reprefented  in  no  inadequate 
colours.  The  horrid  fiend,  Jffajtnation,  one  of  the  inhabitants,  is  admirably  defcribed.  The  pic* 
ture,  however,  is  fpoiled  by  the  puerile  introduction  of  an  excifeman's  lanthorn.  The  reft  of  the 
imagery  is  fublime;  and,  therefore,  this  low  circumftance  is  extremely  improper. 

The  Author  is  the  mod  pleafing  and  unexceptionable  of  all  his  pieces.  The  tendency  of  the  fub- 
jedt  and  the  execution  are  equally  commendable.  The  interefts  of  genius  and  learning  are  cordially 
efpoufed  and  powerfully  fupported  ;  while  the  contempt  of  profefled  ignorance,  and  the  fhallownefs 
of  pretenders  to  fcience,  are  juftly  expofed  and  lafhed  by  the  blamelefs  rod  of  general  fatire.  Some 
times,  indeed,  hi?  difpofition  to  private  fatire  breaks  forth  ;  the  force  and  efficacy  of  which,  whea 
£he  cenfure  is  juft,  he  no  lefs  ftrenuoufly  than  truly  maintains  in  the  following  li»es  : 

When  fatire  flies  abroad  on  falfehood's  wing, 
Short  is  her  life  indeed,  and  dull  her  fti,ng  ; 
But  when  to  truth  allied,  the  wound  (he  gives 
Sinks  deep,  and  to  remoteft  ages  lives. 
When  in  the  tomb  thy  pamper'd  flefli  (hall  rot, 
And  e'en  by  friends  thy  memory  be  forgot ; 
Still  fhalt  thou  live  recorded  for  thy  crimes, 
Live  in  her  page,  and  (link  to  after-times. 

The  little  advantages  that  attend  tire  purfuit  of  fcience,  and  the  diftinguifhed  labours  of  genius, 
are  obferved  with  a  becoming  fpirit  of  indignation.  The  trammels  of  a  college  life  are  farcafti- 
cally  defcribed.  His  apology  for  quitting  his  gown  is  manly  and  indignant,  but  unfatisfa&ory. 
The  poem  concludes  with  the  fevereft  character  that  ever  fell  from  the  pen  of  fatire. 

His  Gotham  contains  a  number  of  beautiful  paflages.  In  the  firft  book,  his  defeription  of  the 
different  ages  of  mankind,  rivals  the  defcriptions  of  Ariftotle,  Horace,  and  Shakfpeare.  In  the  be 
ginning  of  the  fecond  book,  the  bufmefs  and  labour  of  a  poet  are  well  defcribed.  The  following 

Ffiij 
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account  of  hjs  own  manner  of  writing  will  juflify  the  ftrictures  that  have  been  made  on  his  com- 
pofitions. 

Had  I  the  pov,>'r,  I  could  not  have  the  time, 
Whilft  fpirits  flow,  and  life  is  in  her  prime  ; 
Without  a  fin  'gainft  pleafure,  to  defign 
A  plan,  to  methodize  each  thought,  each  line 
,  Highly  to  fmifli,  and  make  ev'ry  grace,      * 

In  itfelf  charming,  take  new  charms  from  place. 
Nothing  of  books,  and  little  known  of  men, 
When  the  mad  fit  comes  on,  I  feize  the  pen, 
Rough  as  they  run,  the  rapid  thoughts  fet  down, 
Rough  as  they  run,  difcharge  them  on  the  town  : 
Hence  rude,  unfinilh'd  brats,  before  their  time, 
Are  born  into  thjs  idle  world  of  rhyme, 
And  the  poory?a«<?r«  mufe  is  brought  to  bed 
With  all  her  imperfections  on  her  head. 
Some,  as  no  life  appears,  no  pulfes  play 
Through  the  dull  dubious  mafs,  no  breath  makes  way, 
Doubt,  greatly  doubt,  'till  for  a  glafs  they  call, 
Whether  the  child  can  be  baptiz'd  at  all  : 
Others,  on  other  grounds,  objections  frame, 
And,  granting  that  the  child  may  have  a  name, 
Doubt,  as  the  fex  might  well  a  midwife  pof'e, 
Whether  they  fiiould  baptize  it,  Verfe  or  Profe. 

The  fecond  book  has  many  fine  lines,  and  fome  happy  ftrokes  of  fancy,  but  there  is  in  it  two 
great  a  neglect  of  poetic  numbers.  The  imprecations,  beginning,  Let  ivar  ivitb  all  his  needy  ruffian 
&anJ,  contain  fublime  imagery,  and  moft  powerful  exprefiion.  The  characters  and  reigns  of  the 
Stuarts  in  England,  are  not  lefs  happily  than  juftly  defcribed.  In  the  beginning  of  the  third  book, 
the  verfification  is  more  correct  and  harmonious ;  and  towards  the  middle  of  it  he  difplays  a  rich 
vein  of  poetry.  His  account  oT  the  duty  of  a  Kjfig,  is  well  conceived  and  exprefTed.  The  condi 
tions  of  royalty  and  ruftic  poverty  are  admirably  contrafted.  The  paffages,  beginning,  When  tie 
frejb  morn,  &c.  abound  in  rural  fcenery,  fancy,  and  description,  which  rarely  occur  in  his  writings. 
In  the  description,  beginning,  When  a/jSrous  fpring,  &c.  there  is  much  poetical  imagery.  The  lines 
in  which  he  difplays  his  love  of  poetry,  when  fuppofing  himfelf  King  of  Gotham,  he  is  obliged  to 
take  his  farewell  of  the  mufes,  are  exquifitely  beautiful. 

The  Candidate  has  the  beauties  and  defects  of  his  other  pieces.  The  beginning  of  the  poem  is 
very  fpirited,  and  the  words,  Come, panegyric,  introduce  one  of  the  fcvereft  fatires  which  the  pen  of 
man  ever  wrote.  The  Farewell  contains  fome  excellent  political  and  philofophical  reflections-; 
but  it  is  deficient  in  poetical  fire,  and  many  of  the  lines  are  feeble  and  profaic. 

The  Times,  however  exceptionable,  however  enormous,  is  not  without  a  very  confiderable  fhare 
of  poetical  merit.  In  the  group  of  follies  and  vices,  which  difHnguifh  and  difgrace  the  prefent 
age,  Meannefs  is  marked  with  ftriking  features,  and  a  mafterly  force.  The  characters  ~of  Taber 
and  Apicius,  whoever  were  intended  by  them,  are  drawn  with  equal  ftrength  and  feverity.  The 
lines  in  which  he  ftrikes  at  the  bafe  and  illiberal  traffic  which  parents  make  of  their  children,  can 
not  be  read  without  all  his  indignation.  The  crimes  and  follies  we  borrow  from  foreign  nations, 
are  purfued  with  the  fame  vengeance  as  thofe  which  are  more  peculiarly  the  product  of  our  own 
climate.  The  characters  of  France,  Spain,  and  Italy,  are  ftrongly  marked  ;  the  laft  in  particular, 
is  an  admirable  picture.  The  compliment  to  Lady  Caroline  Hervey  is  nervous  and  elegant. 

His  Independence  has  its  brighter  paflages,  but  is  juftly  chargeable,  in  many  places,  with  vernacu 
lar  inelegance,  and  vulgarity  of  fentiment  and  diction.  The  fcene  of  weighing  a  Lord  againit  a 
bard  muft  be  allowed  to  poflefs  an  odd  fpecies  of  whimfical  humour.  His  own  picture  is  drawn 
in  a  very  jocular  manner. 

Some  parts  of  the  Dedication  of  his  fermons  to  Warburton,  are  very  fpirited,  efpecially  thofe  paf- 
ages  which  begin  with — Health  to  great  Glofter.  The  fame  vigour  is  not  maintained  through  the 
whole ;  but  as  the  poem  was  left  unfinifhed,  it  cannot  be  known  to  what  height  the  grave  irony  ol 
the  fatire  might  have  been  carried. 
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The  chara&er  of  Churchill  has  been  varioufly  reprefented  by  his  friends  and  his  enemies.  Should 
it  be  thought  that  a  few  of  his  friends  have  extolled  him  beyond  his  merit,  it  muft  be  allowed,  that 
by  many  perfons  he  has  been  unduly  depreciated. 

Lloyd,  as  might  be  expected,  in  the  following  lines  of  his  "  epiftle  to  C.  Churchill,"  is  very  warm 
in  tfce  praifes  of  his  friend. 

Yet  in  rhefe  leaden  times,  this  idle  age, 
When  blind  with  dulnefs,  or  as  blind  with  rage, 
Author  'gainft  author  rails  with  venom  curft, 
And  happy  he  who  calls  out  blockhead  firil, 
From  the  low  earth  afyiring  genius  fpring?, 
And  fails  triumphant,  borne  on  eagle  wings  : 
Ko  toothlels  fpleen,  no  venom'd  critic's  aim, 
Shall  rob  thee,  Churchill,  of  thy  proper  fame  ; 
While  pitch'd  for  ever  in  thy  nervous  rhyme, 
Fool  lives  and  fhines  out  fool  to  lateft  time. 

In  the  concluding  lines  of  his  poem  called  "  The  Poet,"  he  fias  given  the  favourable  fide  of  his 
character. 

Is  there  a  man  whofe  genius  ftrong 

Rolls  like  a  rapid  ftream  along, 

Whofe  mufe,  long  hid  in  cloudlefs  night, 

Pours  on  us  like  a  flood  of  light ; 

Whofe  adiug  comprehenfive  mind 

Walks  fancy's  regions  unconfin'd, 

Whom  not  the  furly  fenfe  of  prid«j 

Nor  affeelation  warps  afide  : 

Who  drags  no  author  from  his  fhelf, 

To  talk  on  with  an  eye  to  felt; 

Carelcfs  alike  in  converfation, 

Of  cenfure  or  of  approbation  ; 

Who  freely  think?,  and  freely  fpeaks, 

And  meets  the  wit  he  never  feeks ; 

"Whofe  reafon  calm  and  judgment  cool, 

Can  pity,  but  not  hate  a  fool ; 

Who  can  a  hearty  praife  bellow, 

If  merit  fparkles  in  a  foe  ; 

Who  bold  and  open,  firm,  and  true. 

Flatters  no  friends — yet  loves  them  too. 

Churchill  will  be  the  laft  to  know, 

His  is  the  portrait  1  would  mow. 

Otler  writers  are  more  fparing  in  their  applaufe  of  Churchill. 

"  Ve  all  remember,"  fays  Dr.  Warton,  in  his  "  EfTay  on  Pope,"  "  when  even  a  Churchill  was 
more  n  vogue  than  Gray.  He  that  treats  of  fafhionable  follies  and  the  topics  of  the  day,  that  de- 
fcribei  prefent  perfons  and  recent  events,  finds  many  perfons  whofe  underftandings  and  whofe  paf- 
fiors.ie  gratifies." 

'  Even  Young,"  fays  Dr.  Knox  in  his  "  Effays,"  popular  as  he  was,  has  been  eclipfed  by  a  poet, 
wb  has  fhone  with  the  effulgence  and  inftability  of  a  meteor.  Churchill  pofTefled  merit ;  a  merit 
whch  was  magnified,  when  feen  through  the  medium  of  party,  beyond  that  degree  which  it  was 
abl  to  fupport.  When  reafon  at  laft  viewed  what  pafllon  had  exaggerated,  flie  was  difgufted  with 
thedifappointment,  and  turned  away  with  neglect.  Thus,  the  celebrated  Churchill,  with  whofe 
applaufe  the  town  re-echoed,  is  finking  to  an  oblivion  which  he  bardly  deferves;  for  though  he 
vrote  many  carelefs  lines,  and  many  dj^Jl  paffages,  yet  the  greater  part  of  his  productions  difplayed 
Egenuine  vein  of  fatirical  genius." 

F  f  iiij 
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THE  ROSCIAD. 

R.OSCIUS  dcceas'd,  each  high  afpiring  play'r 
Pufh'd  all  his  int'reft  for  the  vacant  chair. 
The  buikin'd  heroes  of  the  mimic  ftage 
Ko  longer  whine  in  love,  and  rant  in  rage  ; 
The  monarch  quits  his  throne,  and  condefcends 
Humble  to  court  the  favour  of  his  friends; 
For  pity's  fake  tells  undeferv'd  miihaps, 
And  their  applaufe  to  gain,  recounts  his  claps. 
Thus  the  victorious  chiefs  of  ancient  Rome, 
To  win  the  mob,  a  fuppliant's  form  affurnc, 
In  pompous  ftrain  fight  o'er  th'  extinguifti'd  war, 
And  fhow  where  honour  bled  in  ev'ry  fear. 

But  though  bare  merit  might  in  Rome  appear 
The  flrongeft  plea  for  favour,  'tis  not  here ; 
We  form  our  judgment  in  another  way  ; 
And  they  will  beft  fucceed  who  beft  can  pay  : 
Thofe,  who  would  gain  the  votes  of  Britifh  tribes, 
Muft  add  to  force  of  merit,  force  of  bribes. 

What  can  an  a<5lor  give  ?     In  ev'ry  age 
Cafti  hath  been  rudely  banifh'd  from  the  ftage ; 
iMonarchs  themfelves,  to  grief  of  ev'ry  play'r, 
Ajptar  as  often  as  their  image  there  : 
They  can't,  like  candidate  for  other  feat, 
Pour  feas  of  wine,  and  mountains  raife  of  meat. 
Wine  1  they  could  bribe  you  with  the  world  as 

foon, 

And  of  roaft  beef  they  only  know  the  tune  : 
But  what  they  have  they  give :  could  Clive  do 

more, 
Though  for  each  million  he  had  brought  home  four  ? 

Shuter  keepb  open  houfe  at  Southwark  fair, 
And  hopes  the  friends  of  humour  will  be  there ; 
In  Smirhfit.ld,  Yutes  prepares  the  rival  treat 
For  thofe  who  laughter  love  inftead  of  meat  ; 
Foote,  at  OkJ  H«  ufe,  for  even  Foote  will  be 
In  le'f-conceit,  an  aftor,  bribes  with  tea; 
Which  Wiliinfon  at  fecond  hand  receives, 
Anu  at  the  New,  pours  water  on  the  leaves. 

The  to  •  n  divided,  each  runs  feveral  ways, 
As  p  ffi  n,  humour,  hit 'reft,  party  fways. 
Things  of  no  m  ment,  colour  of  the  hair, 
Shape  of  a  U-g.  corrj  lexion  brown  or  fair, 
A  drelsw^-chnft-n   or  a  patch  milplac'd, 
Conciiiatt-  favoui,  or  create  diftafte. 

From  galleries  Joua  peals  of  laughter  roll, 
And  thunder  Shuter's  pratfes— he's  fo  droll. 


'dt  the  ladies  muft.  have  fomething  fmart, 
Palmer  !  Oh  !  Palmer  tops  the  janty  part. 
Seated  in  pit,  the  dwarf,  with  aching  eyes, 
Looks  up,  and  vows  that  Barry's  out  of  fize  ; 
Whilft  to  fix  feet  the  vig'rous  (tripling  grown, 
Declares  that  Garrick  is  another  Coan. 

When  place  of  judgment  is  by  whim  fupply'd, 
And  our  opinions  have  their  rife  in  pride ; 
When,  in  difcourfing  on  each  mimic  elf, 
We  praife  and  cenfure  with  an  eye  to  felf ; 
All  muft  meet  friends,  and  Ackman  bids  as  fair 
In  fuch  a  court  as  Garrick  for  the  chair. 

At  length  agreed,  all  fquabbles  to  decide, 
By  fome  one  judge  the  caufe  was  to  be  try'd; 
But  this  their  fquabbles  did  afrefh  renew, 
Who  fhould  be  judge  in  fuch  a  trial : — Who  ? 

For  Johnfon  fome,  but  Johnfon,  it  wasfear'd, 
Would    be   too    grave ;    and  Sterne  too  gay  ap- 

pear'd : 

Others  for  Francklin  voted;  but  'twas  known, 
He  ficken'd  at  all  triumphs  but  his  own  : 
For  Coiman  many,  but  the  peevilh  tongue 
Of  prudent  age  found  out  that  he  was  young : 
For  Murphy  fome  few  pilfering  wits  declar'd, 
Whilft  folly  clapp'd  her  hands,  and  wifdom  ftar'd. 

To  mifchief  train 'd,  ev'n   from   his  mother's 

womb, 

Grown  old  in  fraud,  though  yetin  manhood's  bloom, 
Adopting  arts  by  which  gay  villians  rife, 
And  reach  the  heights  which  honeft  men  defpifc^ 
Mute  at  the  bar,  and  in  the  fenate  loud, 
Dull  'mongft  the  dulleft,  proudefl  of  the  proud ; 
A  pert,  prim  prater  of  the  northern  race, 
Guilt  in  his  heart,  and  famine  in  his  face, 
Stood  forth; — and  thrice  he  wav'd  his  lily  hand — 
And  thrice  he  twirl'd  his  eye — thrice  ftrok'd  his 
band.—  [aim, 

"  At  friendfhip's  call  (thus  oft  with  trait  rou» 
"  Men  void  of  faith  ufurp  faith's  (acred  name) 
"  At  friendlhip's  call  1  come,  by  Murphy  fent, 
"  Who  thus  by  me  de-uelopes  his  intent, 
14  But  left,  trans/us'^  the  fp:rit  fhouLl  be  loft, 
"  That  fpirit  which  in  ilornis  of  rhetoric  toft, 
"  Bounces  about,  and  fiies  like  bottled  beer, 
"  In  his  own  words  his  own  intentions  hear. 

"  Thanks  to  my  friends. — But  to  vile  fortune* 

"  born, 
"  No  robes  of  fur  thefe  {boulders  muft  adorn. 
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"  Vain  your  applaufe,  no  aid  from  thence  I  draw, 

"  Vain  all  my  wit,  for  what  i .  wit  in  law  ? 

"  Twice  (curs'd  remembrance)  1  twice   I  ftrove 

"  to  gain 

"   Admittance  'mong'ft  the  law-inflructed  train, 
"  Who,  in  the  Temple  and  Gray's-Inn  prepare 
"  For  clients  wretched  feet  the  legal  fnare  : 
"  Dead  to  thofe  arts  which  polifli  and  refine, 
"-Deaf  to  all  worth,  becaufe  that  worth  was  mine, 
**  Twice  did  "thofe  blockheads  fiartle  at  my  name, 
"  And  foul  rcieifcion  gave  me  up  to  fhanie. 
"  To  laws  arid  lawyers  then  I  bid  adieu,  ' 
"  And  plans  of  far  more  lib'ral  note  purfue. 
«'   Who  will  may  be  a  judge — my  kindling  breaft 
"  Burns  for  that  chair  which   Rofcius  once  puf- 

"  icfs'd. 

"  Here  give  your  votes,  your  int'reft  here  exert, 
'*  And  let  fuccefs  for  once  attend  defert." 

With  fieek  appearance,  and  with  ambling  pace, 
And,  type  of  vacant  head,  with  vacant  face, 
The  Proteus  Hill  put  in  his  mode/I  plea. — 
ct  Let  favour  fpeak  for  others,  worth  for  me." — 
.For  who,  like  him,  his  various  powers  could  call 
Into  fo  many  fhapes,  and  fhine  in  all? 
Who  could  fo  nobly  grace  the  motley  Jift, 
jlftor,  infpeffor,  doftor,  botaniji  ? 
Knows  any  one  fo  well — lure  no  one  knows, — 
At  once  to  play,  prefer  the,  compound,  compofi  ? 
Who  can—But  Woodward  came, — Hill  flipp'd 

away, 
Melting,  like  ghofts,  before  the  rifing  day. 

*  With  that/07i'  cunning,  which  in  fools  fupplies, 
And  amply  too,  the  place  of  being  wife, 
Which  nature,  kind,  indulgent  parent,  gave 

To  qualify  the  blockhead  for  a  knave ;      [charms, 
With  that  fmootb    faifehood,    whofe   appearance 
And  reafon  of  each  wholefome  doubt  difarms, 
Which  to  the  lowed  depths  of  guile  defcends, 
By  vileft  means  purfues  the  vileft  ends, 
Wears  friendfhip's  maflc  for  purpofes  of  fpite, 
Fawns  in  the  day,  and  butchers  in  the  night; 
With  that  malignant  envy,  which  turns  pale, 
And  fickens,  even  ir  a  fritnd  prevail, 
Which  merit  and  fuccefs  puriues  with  hate, 
And  damns  the  worth  it  cannot  imitate; 
With  the  cold  caution  of  a  coward's  fpleen, 
Which  fears  not  guilt,  but  always  leeks  a  fcreen, 
Which  keeps  this  maxim  ever  in  her  view— 
What's  bafely  done,  fhould  be  donefafely  too; 
With  that  dull,  rooted,  callous  impudence, 
Which,  dead  to  fhame,  and  ev'ry  nicer  fenfe, 
Ne'er  blufh'd,  unlefs,  in  fpreading  vice's  fnares, 
She  blunder'd  on  fome  virtue  anaivaies  : 
With  ail  thefe  bailings,  which  we  feldom  find 
Lavifh'd  by  nature  on  one  happy  mind, 
A  motley  figure,  of  the  fribble  tribe, 
Which  heart  can  Icarce  conceive,  or  pen  defcribe, 
Czmejimp'ring  on  :   to  afcertain  whofe  fex 
Twelve  lage  impaneWd  matrons  would  perplex. 

*  This  fevert  character  teas  intended  for   'Tfr.  Fitz- 
patrick,  a  perfon  tvho  had  rendered  himfeif  remarkable 
by  his  activity  in  the  playhoufe  riots  of  I  [63,  relative 
to  tie  taking  half  prices.   Ife  teas  the  bsro  of  Carriers 
Yribbleriad. 


Nor  male,  Mr  female,  neither,  and  yet  both; 
Oi  neuter  gender,  though  of  Irijh  growth; 
A  fix-foot  fuckling,  mincing  in  its  gait ; 
Affected,  peevifh,  prim,  and  delicate  ; 
Feariul  it  feem'd,  though  of  athletic  make, 
Left  brutal  breezes  fhould  too  roughly  make 
Its  tendtr  form,  andfa-vage  motion  fpread 
O'er  its  pale  cheeks  the  horrid  manly  red. 

IVTuth  did  it  talk,  in  its  own  pretty  phrafc, 
Of  genius  and  of  tafte,  of-  play'rs  and  plays  ; 
Much  too  of  writings,  which  itfslfhad  wrote, 
Of  fpecial  merit,  though  of  little  note  ; 
For  fate,  in  a  ftrange  humour,  had  decreed 
That  what  it  wrote,  none  but  itfclf  mould  read  • 
Much  too  it  chatter'd  of  dramatic  laws, 
Misjudging  critics,  and  mifplac'd  applaufe, 
Then,  with  a  felf-complsicent  jutting  air, 
It  fmird.  it  J 'mirk  'd,  it  <wrifgfed  to  the  chair  / 
And,  with  an  awkward  brifknefs  not  its  own, 
Looking  around,  and  per  ling  on  the  throne, 
Triumphant   feem'd,  when   that  ftrange  favagc 

dame, 

Known  but  to  few,  or  only  known  by  name, 
Plain  common  fenfe  appear'd,  by  nature  there 
Appointed,  with  plain  truth,  to  guard  the  chair. 
The  pageant  faw,  and  Wafted  with  her  frown, 
To  ils  firft  ftate  of  nothing  melted  down. 

Nor  mail  the  mufe  (for  even  there  the  pride) 
Of  this  vain  nothing  fhall  be  mortified) 
Nor  lhall  the  mule  (fhould  kite  ordain  her  rhymes. 
Fond,  pleafing  thought '.  to  live  in  after-times) 
With  fuch  a  trifler's  name  her  pages  blot ; 
Known  be  the  character,  the  thing  forgot ; 
Let  it,  to  ditappoint  each  future  aim, 
Live  ivithoiet  fix,  and  die  without  a  name'. 

Co  id-blooded  critics,  by  enervate  fires 
Scarce  hamrner'd  out,  when  nature's  feeble  fires 
Glimmer'd  their  lail ;  whofe  fluggifh  blood,  hall 
froze,  [ne'er  glows 

Creeps  lab'ring  through  the  veins;  whofe  heari 
With  fancy-kindled  heat ; — a  fervile  race, 
Who  in  mere  want  of  fault  all  merit  place  ; 
Who  blind  obedience  pay  to  ancient  fchools, 
Bigots  to  Greece,  and  Haves  to  mufty  rules; 
With  folemn  confequence  declar'd  that  none 
Could  judge  that  caufe  but  Sophocles  alone. 
Dupes  to  their  faiif  ied  excellence,  the  crowd, 
Obiequious  to  the  facred  dictate,  bow'd. 

When,  from  amidit  the  throng,  a  youth  ftoo« 

forth, 

Unknown  his  perfon,  not  unknown  his  worth; 
His  look  befpoke  applaufe  ;  alone  he  flood, 
Alone  he  ftenim'd  the  mighty  critic  flood. 
He  talk'd  «-f  ancients,  as  the  man  became 
Who  r-riz'd  our  own,  but  envied  not  their  fame; 
With  noble  rev'rence  fpoke  of  Greece  and  Rome, 
And  fcorn'd  to  tear  the  laurel  from  the  tomb. 

"  But  more  than  juft  to  other  countries  grown, 
"  Muft  we  turn  bafe  apoftates  to  our  own  f 
"  Where  do  thefe  words  of  Greece  and  Rome  excel 
'c  That  England  may  not  plcafe  the  ear  as  well  ? 
"  What  mighty  magic's  in  the  place  or  air, 
"  That  all  perfection  needs  muft  centre  there  ? 
"  In  fta'tes,  let  ftrangers  blindly  be  preferr'd  ; 
" "  In  flate  of  letters,  merit  fhould  be  heard. 
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«  Genius  is  of  no  country;  her  pure  ray 

"  Spreads  all  abroad,  as  gen'ral  as  the  day  ; 

"  Foe  to  reftraint,  from  place  to  place  (lie  flies, 

"  And  may  hereafter  e  en  in  Holland  rife. 

"  May  not  (to  give  a  pieafing  fancy  fcope, 

*'  And  cheer  a  patriot  heart  with  patriot  hope) 

"  May  not  foine  great  extenfive  genius  raife 

"  The  name  of  Britain  'bove  Athenian  praife  ; 

'*  And,whilit  brave  thirfkof  fame  hisbofom  warms, 

tl  Make  Hngland  great  in  letters  as  in  amis  ? 

"  There  may — there  hath — and  bhakfpeare'smufe 

"  aipires 

"  Beyond  the  reach  of  Greece  :  with  native  fires 
"  M-.unting  aloft,  he  wings  his  daring  flight, 
*'  While  Sophocles  below  itauds  trembling  at  his 
"  height. 

"  Why  fhould  we  then  abroad  for  judges  roam, 
"  When  abler  judges  we  may  find  at  home  ? 
*'  Happy  in  tragic  and  in  comic  pow'rs, 
"  Have  we  not  Shakfpeare  ? — Is  not  Joiifon  ours  ? 
"  For,  them,  your  nat'ral  judges,  Britons,  vote; 
"  They'll  judge  like   Britons,  who  like  Britons 
"  wrote." 

He  faid,and  conquer'd — Senfe  rcfum'dherfway, 
And  difappointed  pedants  ilalk'd  away. 
Shakfpeare  and  Jonfon,  with  deferv'd  applaufe, 
Joint-judges  were  ordain'd  to  try  the  caufe. 
Meantime  the  ftranger  ev'ry  voice  employ'd. 
To  afk  or  tell  his  name — Who  is  it  ? — Lloyd. 

Thus,  when  the  aged  friends  of  Job  flood  mute, 
And,  tamely  prudent,  gave  up  the  difpute, 
Elihu,  with  the  decent  warmth  of  youth, 
Boldly  flood  forth  the  advocate  of  truth; 
Confuted  falfehood,  and  duabled  pride, 
Whilft  baffled  age  flood  fnarling  at  his  fide. 

The  day  of  trial's  fix'd,  nor  any  fear 
Left  day  of  trial  fhould  be  put  off  here. 
Caufcs  but  feldoni  for  delay  can  call 
In  court*  where  forms  are  few,  fees  none  at  all. 

The  morning  came,  nor  find  I  that  the  fun, 
As  he  on  other  great  events  hath  done, 
Put  on  a  brighter  robe  than  what  he  wore 
To  j/o  his  journey  in  the  day  before. 

Full  in  the  centre  of  a  fpacious  plain, 
On  plan  entirely  new    where  nothing  vain, 
Nothing  magnificent  appear'd,  but  ait 
With  decent  modefty  perform 'd  her  part, 
Rcfe  a  tribunal  :   from  no  other  court 
It  burrow'd  ornament,  or  fought  fupp-  rt  : 
No  juries  here  were  pack'd  to  kill  or  clear, 
No  bribes  were  taken,  nor  oaths  broken  here  ; 
No  gownfmen,  partial  to  a  client's  caule, 
To  their  own  purpofe  tun'd  the  pliant  laws. 
Each  judge  was  true  and  fteady  to  his  trull, 
As  Mansfield  wife,  and  as  old  [''ofter  *  juft. 

In  the  firft  feat,  in  robe  <  f  various  dyes, 
A  noble  wildnefs  flafhing  from  his  eyes, 
JSat  Shakfpeare. — In  one  hand  a  wand  he  bore, 
for  mighty  wonders  fam'd  in  days  of  yore; 
The  other  held  a  globe,  which  to  his  will 
Obedient  turn'd,  and  ovvn'd  the  matter's  ikill : 
Things  of  the  nobleft  kind  his  genius  drew, 
And  look'd  through  nature  at  a  fingle  view  : 

*   Sir  Michael  Fs/ier,   one  of  tie   Judges   of  tie 
Bench. 


A  loofe  he  gave  to  liis  unbounded  foul, 

And  taught  new  lands  to  rife,  new  leas  to  roll; 

CalTd  info  being  fcenes  unknown  before, 

And, pauing  nature's  bounds,  was  fomething  morgj 

Next  Jonfon  fat,  in  ancient  learning  train'd, 
His  rigid  judgment  fancy's  flights  reftrain'd, 
Correctly  prun'd  each  wild  luxuriant  thought, 
Mark'd  out  her  courfe,  nor  fpar'd  a  glorious  fault* 
The  book  of  man  he  read  with  nicelt  art, 
And  ranf.ck'd  all  the  iecrets  of  the  heart ; 
Exerted  penetration's  utmoft  force, 
And  trac'd  each  paffion  to  its  pmper  fource; 
Then  ftrongly  mark'd,  in  livtiicft  colours  drew, 
And  brought  each  foible  forth  to  public  view. 
The  coxcomb  felt  a  lufh  in  ev'ry  word, 
And  fools,  hung  out,  their  brother  fools  deterr''d. 
His  comic  humour  kept  the  world  in  awe, 
And  laughter  frighten  d  folly  more  than  law. 

But,  hark! — The  trumpet  founds,  the  crowd 

gives  way, 
And  the  proctflion  comes  in  juft  array. 

Now  fhouid  J,  in  fome  fweet  poetic  line, 
Offtr  up  incenfe  at  Apollo's  fhrine ; 
Invoke  the  mufe  to  quit  her  calm  abode, 
And  waken  mem'ry  with  a  ileeping  ode. 
For  how  fhould  mortal  man,  in  mortal  verfe, 
Their  titles,  merits,  or  their  names  rchearfe  ? 
But  give,  kind  dullnefs,  memory  and  rhyme, 
We'll  put  off  genius  till  another  time. 

Firft,   order  came, with  folcmn  ftep,  an4 

flow, 

In  meafur'd  time  his  feet  were  taught  to  go. 
Behind,  from  time  to  time,  he  caft  his  eye, 
Left  this  fhould  quit  his  place,  that  ftep  awry. 
Appearances  to  fave  his  only  care; 
So  things  feem  right,  no  matter  what  they  are. 
In  him  his  parents  faw  themfelves  rtnew'd, 
Begotten  by  Sir  Critic  on  Saint  Prude. 
Then  came  drum,  ttumfet^  hautboy,  Jiddle, flute  ; 
Next  fnu/ttr, /-wetter  ,foifier,foldier^  mute  : 
Legions  of  angels  all  in  ivlite  advance  ; 
Furies,  s\\Jire,  come  forward  in  a  dance; 
Pantomime  figures  then  are  brought  to  view, 
Fools  hand  in  hand  with  fools,  go  two  by  two, 
Next  came  the  treafurer  ot  either  houfe  ; 
One  with  full  purfe,  t'other  with  not  a  fous. 
Behind,  a  group  of  figures  awe  create, 
Set  off  with  all  th*  impertinence  of  ftate; 
By  lace  and  feather  confecrate  to  fame, 
Expletive  kings,  and  queens  without  a  name. 

Here  Havard,  all  ferene,  in  the  fame  ftrains, 
Loves,  hates,  and  rages,  triumphs,  and  complains; 
His  eafy  vacant  face  proclaim'd  a  heart 
Which  could  not  feel  emotions,  nor  impart. 
With  him  came  mighty  Davies.     On  my  life, 
That  Davies  hath  a  very  pretty  wife  :  — 
Statefman  all  over  !--- In  plots  famous  grown  '.— 
He  mouths  a  fentence,  as  curs  mouth  a  bone. 

Next  Holland  came. — With  truly  tragic  ftalk, 
He  creeps,  he  flies. — A  hero  fhould  not  walk. 
As  if  with  heav'n  he  warr'd,  his  eager  eyes 
Planted  their  batteries  againft  the  fkies  ; 
Attitude,  adlion,  air,  paufe,  ftart.  figh,  groan, 
He  borrow'd,  and  made  ufe  of  as  his  own. 
By  fortune  thrown  on  any  other  ftage, 
He  might,  ferhafs,  have  pleas'd  an  eafy  age ; 
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But  now  appears  a  copy,  and  no  more, 
Of  fomething  better  we  have  feen  before. 
Tie  a<5lor  who  would  build  a  folid  fame, 
Muft  imitation's  fervile  arts  difclaim  ; 
Adi  from  himielf,  on  his  own  bottom  (land  ; 
I  hate  e'en  Garrick  thus  at  fecond-hand. 

Behind  came  King  —Bred  up  in  modeft  lore, 
Baihful  and  young  he  fought  Hibcrnia's  fhore  ; 
Hibernia,  fam?d,  "hove  ev'ry  other  grace, 
For  matchlefs  intrepidity  of  face. 
From  her  his  features  caught  the  gen'rous  flame, 
And  bid  defiance  to  all  fenfe  of  fhame. 
Tutor'd  by  her  all  rivals  to  furpafs, 
'Mongfl  Drury's  fons  he  comes,  and  (bines  in  brafs. 

Lo  Yates  ! — Without  the  leaft  finefle  of  art 
He  gets  applaufe — I  wifh  he'd  get  his  part. 
When  hot  impatience  is  in  full  career, 
How  vilely  "  Hark'e  !   Hark'e  !''  grates  the  ear  ? 
When  active  fancy  from  the  brain  is  fent, 
And  (lands  on  tip-toe  for  f'ome  wilh'd  event, 
I  hate  thofe  carelefs  blunders  which  recal 
Sufpended  fenfe,  and  prove  it  fiction  all. 

In  characters  of  low  and  vulgar  mould, 
Where  nature's  coarfeft  features  we  behold, 
Where,  deftitute  of  ev'ry  decent  grace, 
Unmanner'd  jefts  are  blurted  in  your  face, 
There  Yates  with  juftice  ftricT:  attention  draws, 
Acts  truly  from  himfelf,  and  gains  applaufe. 
But  when  to  pleafe  himfelf  or  charm  his  wife, 
He  aims  at  fomething  in  politer  life. 
When,  blindly  thwarting  nature's  tlubborn  plan, 
He  treads  the  ilage,  by  way  of  gentleman, 
The  clown,  who  no  one  touch  of  breeding  knows, 
Looks   like    Tom    Errand    drefs'd   in   Clincher's 

clothes. 

Fond  of  his  drefs,  fond  of  his  perfon  grown, 
Laugh'd  at  by  all,  and  to  himielf  unknown, 
From  fide  to  fide  he  ftruts,  be  fmiles,  he  prates, 
And  feems  to  wonder  what's  become  of  Yates. 

Woodward,  endow'd  with  various  tricks  of  face, 
Great  mafter  in  the  fcience  of  grimace, 
From  Ireland  ventures,  fav'rite  of  the  town, 
Lur'd  by  the  pleafing  profpect  of  renown  ; 
A  fpeaking  Harlequin,  made  up  of  whim, 
Hetwifts,he  twines,  he  tortures  ev'ry  limb, 
Plays  to  the  eye  with  a  mere  monkey's  art, 
And  leaves  to  fenfe  ths  conqueft  of  the  heart. 
We  laugh  indeed,  but  on  reflection's  birth 
We  wonder  at  ourfelves,  and  curfe  our  mirth. 
His  walk  of  parts  he  fatally  mifplac'd, 
And  inclination  fondly  took  for  tafte ; 
Hence  hath  the  town  fo  often  feen  difplay'd, 
Beau  in  burlefque,  high  life  in  mafquerade. 

But  when  bold  wits,  not  fuch  as  patch  up  plays, 
Cold  and  corre6l,  in  thefe  infipid  days, 
Some  comic  character,  ftrong  featur'd,  urge 
To  probability's  extremeft  verge, 
Where  modeft  judgment  her  decree  fufpends, 
And  for  a  time  nor  cenfures  nor  commends, 
Where  critics  can't  determine  on  the  fpot, 
Whether  it  is  in  nature  found  or  not, 
There  Woodward  fafely  {hall  his  pow'rs  exert, 
Nor  fail  of  favour  where  he  {hows  defert. 
Hence  he  in  Bobadil  fuch  praifes  bore, 
Such  worthy  praifes,  Kitely  fcare  had  mere. 


By  turns  transformed  into  all  kind  of  fhapes, 
Conftant  to  none,  Foote  laughs,  cries,  ftruts,'  and 

fcrapes  : 

Now  in  the  centre,  now  in  van  or  rear, 
The  Proteui  (hifts,  baivd^parfon^  auctioneer. 
His  ftrokes  of  humour,  and  his  burfl  of  fport, 
Are  all  contain'd  in  this  one  word  dijtort. 

Doth  a  man  flutter,  look  a-fquint,  or  halt  ? 
Mimics  draw  humour  out  of  nature's  fault, 
With  perfhnal  defects  their  mirth  adorn, 
And  hang  misfortunes  out  to  public  fcorn. 
Ev'n  I,  whom  nature  caft  in  hideous  mould, 
Whom,  having  made,  {he  trembled  to  behold,, 
Beneath  the  load  of  mimicry  may  groan, 
And  find  that  nature's  errors  are  my  Own. 

Shadows  behind  of  Foote  and  Woodward  camcj 
Wilkinfon  this,  Obrien  was  that  name  : 
Strange  to  relate,  but  wonderfully  true, 
That  even  {hadows  have  their  ftiadows  too  ! 
With  not  a  lingle  comic  pow'r  endu'd, 
The  firft  a  mere  mere  mimic's  mimic  ftood; 
The  laft  by  nature  form'd  to  pleafe,  who  {hows, 
In  Jonfon's  Stephen,  which  way  genius  grows; 
Self  quite  put  off,  affe<5ts,  with  too  much  art, 
To  put  on  Woodward  in  each  mingled  part ; 
Adopts  hi*  flirug,  his  wink,  his  ftare  ;  nay,  more, 
His  voice,  and  croaks  ;  for  Woodward  croak'd  be 
fore. 

When  a  dull  copier  fimple  grace  negleds, 
And  refts  his  imitation  in  defects, 
We  readily  forgive  ;  but  fuch  vile  arts 
Are  double  guilt  in  men  of  real  parts. 

By  nature  form'd  in  her  perverfeft  mood, 
With  no  one  requifite  of  art  endu'd. 
Next  Jackfon  came. — Ob/erve  that  fettled  glare, 
Which  better  fpeaks  a  puppet  than  a  player : 
Lift  to  that  voice — did  ever  difcord  hear 
Sounds  fo  well  fitted  to  her  untun'd  ear  ? 
When,  to  enforce  fome  very  tender  part, 
The  right  hand  fleeps  by  inftin<5l  on  the  heart, 
His  foul,  of  eyery  other  thought  bereft, 
Is  anxious  only  where  to  place  the  left; 
He  fobs  and  pants  to  footh  his  weeping  fpoufe, 
To  footh  his  weeping  mother,  turns  and  bows. 
Awkward,  embarrals'd,  ftiff,  without  the  Ikill 
Of  moving  gracefully,  or  {landing  ftill, 
One  leg,  as  if  fufpicious  of  his  brother, 
Defirous  feems  to  run  away  from  th*  other. 

Some  errors,  handed  down  from  age  to  age, 
Plead  cuftom's  force,  and  ftill  poflefs  the  ftage. 
That's  vile — mould  we  a  parent's  faults  adore, 
And  err,  becaufe  our  fathers  err'd  before  ? 
If,  inattentive  to  the  author's  mind, 
Some  actors  made  the  jeft  they  could  not  find, 
If  by  low  tricks  they  marr'd  fair  nature's  mien, 
And  hlurr'd  the  graces  of  the  fimple  fcene, 
Shall  we,  if  reafon  rightly  is  employ'd, 
Not  fee  their  faults,  or  feeing  not  avoid  ? 
When  Falftaff  Hands  detected  in  a  lie, 
Why,  without  meaning,  rolls  love's  glafFy  eye  ? 
Why  : — -There's  no  caufe — at  leaft  no  caufe  we 

know — 

It  was  the  fafliion  twenty  years  ago. 
Faftuon,  a  word  which  knaves  and  fools  may  ufej 
Their  knavery  and  folly  to  excufe. 
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To  copy  beauties,  forfeits  all  pretence 
To  fame — to  copy  faults,  is  want  of  fenfe. 

Yet  (though  in  feme  particulars  he  fails, 
Some  few  particulars,  where  mode  prevails)j 
If  in  thefe  hallow'd  times,  when  fober,  fad, 
All  gentlemen  are  melancholy  mad, 
When  'tis  not  decm'd  fo  great  a  crime  by  half 
To  violate  a  veftal,  as  to  laugh, 
Rude  mirth  may  hope  prefumptuous  to  engage 
An  atfl  of  toleration  for  the  ftage, 
And  courtiers  will,  like  reasonable  creatures, 
Sufpend  vain  faftuon,  and  unfcrew  their  features, 
Old  Falftaff,  play'd  by  love,  (hall  pleafe  once  more, 
And  humour  fet  the  audience  in  a  roar. 

A6tors  I've  feen,  and  of  no  vulgar  name, 
Who,  being  from  one  part  poflels'd  of  fame, 
Whether  they  are  to  laugh,  cry,  whine,  or  bawl, 
Still  introduce  that  fav'rite  part  in  all. 
Here,  love,  be  cautious — ne'er  be  thou  betray'd 
To  call  in  that  wag  Falftaff's  dang'rous  aid ; 
Like  Goths  of  old,  howe'er  he  feems  a  friend, 
He'll  feize  that  throne  you  wifh  him  to  defend. 
In  a  peculiar  mould  by  humour  caft, 
For  Falftaff  fram'd— himfclf  the  firft  and  laft,— 
He  ftands  aloof  from  all — maintains  his  ftate, 
And  fcorns,  like  Scot/men,  to  aflimilate. 
Vain  all  difguife — too  plain  we  fee  the  trick, 
Though  the  knight  wears  the  weeds  of  Dominic; 
And  Boniface,  difgrac'd,  betrays  the  fmack, 
In  Anno  Domini,  of  Falftaff's  fack. 

Arms  crofs'd,  brows  bent,  eyesfix'd,  feet  march 
ing  flow, 

A  band  of  malecontents  with  fpleen  o'erflow  ; 
Wrapt  in  conceit's  impenetrable  fog, 
Which  pricle,  like  Phcebus,  draws  from  ev'ry  bog, 
They  curfe  the  managers,  and  curfe  the  town, 
Whofe  partial  favours  keeps  fuch  merit  down. 

But  if  fome  man,  more  hardy  than  the  reft, 
Should  dare  attack  thefe  gnatlings  in  their  neft ; 
At  once  they  rife  with  impotence  of  rage, 
Whet  their  fmall  ftings,  and  buzz  about  the  ftage. 
"  'Tis  breach  of  privilege  ! — Shall  any  dare 
"  To  arm  fatiric  truth  againft  a  player  ? 
"  Prescriptive  rights  we  plead  time  out  of  mind  ; 
**  A6lors,  unlafli'd  themfelves,  may  lafh  mankind." 

What !  {hall  opinion  then,  of  nature  free 
And  lib'ral  a«  the  vagrant  ajr,  agree 
To  ruft  in  chains  like  thefe,  impos'd  by  things 
Which,  lefs  than  nothing,  ape  the  pride  of  kings? 
No — though  half-poets  with  half-players  join 
To  curfe  the  freedom  of  each  honeft  line  ; 
Though  rage  and  malice  dim  their  faded  cheek  ; 
What  the  mufe  freely  thinks,  (he'll  freely  fpeak. 
With  juft  difdain  of  ev'ry  paltry  fneer, 
Stranger  alike  to  flattery  and  fear, 
In  purpofe  fix'd,  and  to  herfelf  a  rule, 
Public  contempt  (hall  wait  the  public  fool. 

Auftin  would  always  gliften  in  French  filks, 
Ackman  would  Norris  be,  and  Packer  Wilks. 
For  who,  like  Ackman,  can  with  humour  pleafe  ? 
Who  can,  like  Packer,  charm  with  fprightly  eafe  ? 
Higher  than  all  the  reft,  fee  Branfby  ftrut : 
A  mighty  Gulliver  in  Lilliput ! 
Ludicrous  nature  !  which  at  once  could  fhovr 
A  man  fo  very  high,  fo  very  low. 


If  I  forget  thee,  Blakes,  or  if  I  fay 
Aught  hurtful,  may  I  never  fee  the  play. 
Let  critics,  with  a  fupercilious  air, 
Decry  thy  various  merit,  and  declare 
Frenchman  is  (till  at  top ; — but  fcorn  that  rage 
Which,  in  attacking  thee, attacks  the  age. 
French  follies,  univerfally  embrac'd, 
At  cnce  provoke  our  mirth,  and  form  our  tafte. 

Long,  from  a  nation  ever  hardly  us'd, 
At  random  cenfur'd,  want  -n\y  abus'd, 
Have  Britons  drawn  their  fport,  with  partial  view 
Form'd  gen'ral  nations  from  the  rafcal  few  ; 
Condemn'd  a  people,  as  for  vices  known, 
Which,   from  their   country  baniih'd,   feek  our 

own. 

At  length,  howe'er,  the  flavifli  chain  is  broke, 
And,  fenfe  awaken'd,  fcorns  her  ancient  yoke  : 
Taught  by  thee,  Moody,  we  now  learn  to  raife 
Mirth  from  their  foibles;  from  their  virtues,  praife. 

Next  came  the  legion,  which  our  fummcr  Bayes, 
From  alleys,  here  and  there,  contriv'd  to  raife, 
Fiufh'd  with  vaft  hopes,  and  certain  to  fucceed 
With  wits  who  cannot  write,  and  fcarce  can  read. 
Vet'rans  no  more  fupport  the  rotten  caufe, 
No  more  from  Elliot's  worth  they  reap  applaufe  ; 
Each  on  himfeif  determines  to  rely, 
Be  Yates  difbanded,  and  lee  Elliot  fly. 
Never  did  play'rs  fo  well  an  author  fit, 
To  nature  dead,  and  foes  declar'd  to  wit. 
So  loud  each  tongue,  fo  empty  was  each  head 
So  much  they  talk,  fo  very  little  faid, 
So  wond'rous  dull,  and  yet  fo  wondrous  vain, 
At  once  fo  willing,  and  unfit  to  reign, 
That  reafon  fwore,  nor  v/ou!d  the  oath  recal. 
Their  mighty  matter's  foul  inform'd  them  all. 

As  one  with  various  difappointments  fad, 
Whom  dullnefs  only  kept  from  being  mad, 
Apart  from  all  the  reft  great  Murphy  came— 
Common  to  fool?  and  wits,  the  rage  of  fame. 
What  though  the  fons  of  nonfenfe  hail  him  fire, 
AUDITOR,  AUTHOR,  MANAGER,  and  'SQUIRE, 
His  reftlefs  foul's  ambition  ftops  not  there, 
To  make  his  triumphs  perfect:,  dub  him  PLAYER. 

In  perfon  tall,  a  figure  form'd  to  pleafe, 
If  fymmetry  could  charm,  deprived  of  eafe ; 
When  motionlefs  he  {lands,  we  ail  approve  ; 
What  pity  'tis  the  thing  was  made  to  move. 

His  voice,  in  one  dull,  deep,  unvaried  found, 
Seems  to  break  forth  from  caverns  under  ground. 
From  hollow  chcft  the  low  fepulchral  note 
Unwilling  heaves,  and  druggies  in  his  throat. 

Could  authors  butcher'd  give  an  adlor  grace, 
All  muft:  to  him  refign  the  foremoft  place. 
When  he  attempts,  in  fome  one  fav'rite  part, 
To  ape  the  feelings  of  a  manly  heart, 
His  honeft  features  the  difguife  defy, 
And  his  face  loudly  pives  his  tongue  the  He. 

Still  in  extremes,  he  knows  no  happy  mean, 
Or  raving  mad,  or  ftupidly  ferene. 
In  cold-wrought  fcenes  the  lifelefs  adlor  flags, 
In  paflion  tears  the  paflion  into  rags. 
Can  none  remember  ? — Yes — I  know  all  muft— 
When  in  the  Moor  he  ground  his  teeth  to  duft, 
When  o'er  the  ftage  he  folly's  (landard  bore, 
Whilft  comaion.fcnfc  Hood  trembling  at  the  door* 
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How  few  are  found  with  real  talents  blefs'd, 
Fewer  with  nature's  gifts  contented  reft. 
Man  from  his  fphere  eccentric  ftarts  aftray  ; 
All  hunt  for  fame ;  but  moft  miftake  the  way. 
Bred  at  St.  Omer's  to  the  fhuflling  trade, 
The  hopeful  youth  a  Jefuit  might  have  made, 
"With  various  readings  ftoi'd  his  empty  fkull, 
JLearn'd  without  fenfe,  and  venerably  dull ; 
Or,  at  fome  banker's  defk,  like  many  more, 
Content  to  tell  that  two  and  two  make  four, 
His  name  had  ftood  in  city  annals  fair, 
And  prudent  dullnefs  mark'd  him  for  a  mayor. 

What  then  could  tempt  thee,  in  a  critic  age, 
Such  blooming  hopes  to  forfeit  on  a  ftage  ? 
Could  it  be  worth  thy  wond'rous  wafte  of  pains 
To  publiih  to  the  world  thy  lack  of  brains? 
Or  might  not  reafon  ev'n  to  thee  Lave  {hown 
Thy  greateft  praife  had  been  to  live  unknown  ? 
Yet  let  not  vanity  like  thine  defpair : 
Fortune  makes  folly  her  peculiar  care. 

A  vacant  throne  high-plac'd  in  Smithfield  view, 
To  facred  dullnefs  and  \\arfrj}  born  due, 
Thither  with  hafte  in  happy  hour  repair, 
Thy  birth-right  claim,  nor  fear  a  rival  there. 
Shuter  himfelf  {hall  own  thy  jufter  claim, 
And  venal  ledgers  puff  their  Murphy's  name, 
"Whilft  Vaughan  *  or  Dapper,  call  him  what  you 

will, 
Shall  blow  the  trumpet  and  give  out  the  bill. 

There  rules  fecure  from  critics  and  from  ienfe, 
Nor  once  (hall  genius  rife  to  give  offence  ; 
Eternal  peace  fhall  bleis  the  happy  flu  o, 
And  little  factions  break  thy  reit  no  more. 

From  Cevent- Garden  crowds  promifcuous  go, 
Whom  the  mufe  knows  not,  nor  defires  to  know. 
Vet'rans  they  feem'd,  but  knew  of  arms  no  more 
.Than  if,  till  that  time,  arms  they  never  bore, 
Like  Weftminfter  militia  train'd  to  fight, 
They  fcarcely  knew  the  left  hand  from  the  right. 
Afham'd  among  fuch  troops  to  {how  the  head. 
Their  chiefs  were  fcatter'd,  and  their  heroes  fled. 

Sparks  at  his  glals  fat  comfortably  down  [frown; 
To  fep'rate   fri/wn  from    fmile,  and  fmile  from 
Smith,  the  genteel,  the  airy,  and  the  fmart, 
Smith  was  juft  gone  to  Ichool  to  fay  his  part ; 
Rofs  (a  misfortune  which  we  often  meet) 
Was  fatt  ailsep  at  dear  Statira's  feet  ; 
Statira,  with  her  hero  to  agree, 
Stood  on  her  feet  as  faft  aileep  as  he ; 
Macklin,  who  largely  deals  in  half-form's  founds, 
Who  wantonly  tranfgreffes  nature's  bounds, 
Whofe  acting's  hard,  affected,  and  conflrain'd, 
Whofe  features,  as  each  other  they  difdain'd, 
At  variance  fet,  inflexible  and  coarfe, 
Ne'er  know  the  working  of  united  force, 
Ne'er  kindly  foften  to  each  other's  aid, 
Nor  (how  the  mingled  pow'rs  of  light  and  (hade, 
No  longer  for  a  thanklefs  llage  concern'd, 
To  xvorthier  thoughts  his  mighty  genius  turn'd, 
Harangu'd,  gave  lectures,  made  each  fimple  elf 
Almoft  as  good  a  fpeaker  as  himfelf ; 
Whilil  the  whole  town,  mad  with  miftaken  zeal, 
An  awkward  rage  for  elocution  feel ; 

*    A  gentleman    ivbo  publijhed  at  this  jun&nrei  a 
intituled  "    7 be 


Dull  cits  and  grave  divines  his  praife  proclaim, 
And  join  with  Sheridan's  their  Macklin's  name; 
Shuter,  who  never  car'd  a  finglc  pin 
Whether  he  left  out  nonfenfe,  or  put  in 
Who  aim'd  at  wit  though  levell'd  in  the  dark, 
The  random  arrow  feldom  hit  the  mark, 
At  Iflingtori,  all  by  the  placid  ftream 
Where  city  fwains  in  lap  of  dulinefs  dream, 
Where,  quiet  as  her  ftrains  their  {trains  do  flow", 
That  all  the  patron  by  the  bards  may  know, 
Secret  as  night,  with  Rolt's  experienc'd  aid, 
The  plan  of  future  operations  laid, 
Projected  fchemes  the  fummer  months  to  cheer, 
And  fpin  out  happy  folly  through  the  year,  [fled. 

Bur.  think  not  though  thefe  daftard-chiefs  are 
That  Covent-Garden  troops  fhall  want  a  head  ; 
Harlequin  comes  their  chief  ! — See  from  afar, 
The  hero  feated  in  fantaftic  car  ! 
Wedded  to  novelty,  his  only  arms 
Are  wooden  1  words,  wands,  talifman's,  and  charms; 
On  one  fide  folly  fits,  by  fome  call'd  fun, 
And  on  the  other,  his  arch  patron,  Lun. 
Behind,  for  liberty  athirft  in  vain, 
Senfe,  helplefs  captive,  drags  the  galling  chain. 
Six  rude  mUfhapen  beafts  the  chariot  draw, 
Whom  reafon  lothes.  and  nature  never  faw  ; 
Monfters  with  tails  of  ice  and  heads  of  fire  ; 
Gorgons,  and  Hydras,  and  chimeras  dire. 
Each  was  beftrode  by  full  as-monftrous  wight, 
Giant,  dwarf,  genius,  elf,  hermaphrodite. 
The  town,  as  ufual,  met  him  in  full  cry  ; 
The  town,  as  ufual,  knew  no  reafon  why. 
But  fafhion  fo  directs,  and  moderns  raife 
On  fafhion'smould'ring  bafe  their  tranfient  praife. 

Next  to  the  field  a  band  of  females  draw 
Their  force  ;  for  Britain  owns  no  falique  law  : 
Juft  to  their  worth,  we  female  rights  admit, 
Nor  bar  their  claim  to  empire  or  to  wit. 

Firft,  giggling,  plotting  chamber-maids  arrive, 
Hoydens  and  romps  led  on  by  Gen'ral  Clive.    . 
In  fpite  of  outward  blemifhes,  {he  fhone 
For  humour  fam'd,  and  humour  all  her  own. 
Eafy,  as  if  at  kome,  the  ftage  flie  trod, 
Nor  fought  the  critics  praife,  nor  fear'd  his  rod. 
Original  in  fpirit  and  in  cafe, 
She  pleas'd  by  hiding  all  attempts  to  pleafe. 
No  comic  actrefs  ever  yet  could  raife, 
On  humour's  bafe,  more  merit  or  more  praife. 

With  all  the  native  vigour  of  fixteen, 
Among  the  merry  troop  confpicuous  feen, 
See  lively  P<-pe  advance  in^/Yor  and  trip, 
Corinna,  Cherry,  Honeycomb,  and  Snip. 
Not  without  art,  but  yet  to  nature  true, 
She  charms  the  town  with  humour  juft,  yet  new. 
Cheer'dby  herpromife,  we  the  lefs  deplore 
The  fatal  time  when  Clive  fhall  be  no  more. 

Lo  !  Vincent  comes — with  fimple  grace  array 'd3 
She  laughs  at  paltry  arts,  and  fcorns  parade- 
Nature  through  her  is  by  reflection  fhown, 
Whilft  Gay  once  more  knows  Polly  for  his  own* 

Talk  not  to  me  of  diffidence  and  fear — 
I  fee  it  all,  but  muft  forgive  it  here. 
Defects  like  thefe  which  modeft  terrors  caufe, 
From  impudence  itfelf  extort  appkmfe. 
Candour  and  reafon  ftill  take  virtue's  part; 
We  love  ev'ii  by  i'oiblesinfo  goudan 
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Let  Tommy  Artie,  with  ufti-il  pnmp  of  ftyle, 
Whole  chief,  whole  only  merit's  to  compile, 
Who  meanly  pilfering  here  and  there  a  hit, 
Deals  mufic  out  as  Murphy  deals  our  wit, 
Puhlifh  propofals,  laws  for  tafte  prescribe, 
And  chaur.t  the  praiie  of  an  Italian  trihe  ; 
Let  him  reverfe  kind  nature'-  fir  ft.  decrees, 
And  teach  ev'n  Brent  a  method  not  to  pleafe; 
.But  never  fhall  a  truly  Britiih  age 
Bear  a  vile  race  of  eunuchs  on  the  (tage. 
The  boafted  work's  call'd  nati  >nal  in  vain, 
If  one  Italian  voice  pollutes  the  ftrain. 
Where  tyrants  rule,  and  flaves  with  joy  obey, 
Let  flavifli  minftrils  pour  th'  enervate  lay  ; 
To  Britons  far  more  noble  pleafures  fpnng, 
In  native  notes  whiitl  Beard  and  Vincent  fmg. 

Might  figure  give  a  title  unto  fame, 
What  rival  fhouid  with  Yates  difp^ute  her  claim ; 
But  juftice  may  not  partial  trophies  raife, 
Nor  fink  the  actrefs  in  the  woman's  praiie. 
Still  hand  in  hand  her  words  and  actions  go. 
And  the  heart  feels  more  than  the  features  fhow  : 
For  through  the  regions  of  that  beauteous  face, 
.We  no  variety  of  paffions  trace  : 
Dead  to  thefoft  emotions  of  the  heart, 
No  kindred  foftnefs  can  thole  eyes  impart; 
The  brow,  ftill  fix'd  on  forrow's  fullen  frame, 
Void  of  diftinction,  marks  all  parts  the  fame. 

What's  a  fine  perfon,  or  a  beauteous  lace, 
Unlefs  deportment  gives  them  decent  grace  ? 
B'efs'd  with  all  other. requilites  to  plcule, 
Some  want  the  ftriking  elegance  of  cafe  ; 
The  curious  eye  their  awkward  movement  tires; 
They  feem  like  puppets  led  about  by  wires. 
Others,  like  ftatues,  in  one  pofture  (till, 
Give  great  ideas  of  the  workman's  fkill ; 
Wond'ring,  his  art  we  praiie  the  more  we  view, 
And  only  grieve  he  gave  not  motion  too. 
Weak  of  rhemfelves  are  what  we  beauties  call, 
It  is  the  manner  which  gives  ftrength  to  all. 
This  teaches  ev'ry  beauty  to  unite, 
.And  brings  them  forward  in  the  nobleft  light. 
Happy  in  this,  behold,  amicift  the  throng, 
With  tranfient  gleam  of  grace,  Hart  fweeps  along. 

If  all  the  wonders  rf  external  grace, 
A  verfon  finely  turn'd,  a  mould  of  face, 
Where,  union  rare,  exnrefiion's  lively  force 
With  beauty's  ibfteft  magic  holds  difcourfe, 
Attract  the  eye;   if  feelings  void  of  art, 
Roufe  the  quick  paffion.1-,  and  enfiame  the  heart ; 
If  mufic  fweetly  breathing  from  rhe  tongue, 
Captives  the  ear,  Bride  muuVnot  pafs  uniung. 

When  fear,  which  rank  ill  nature  terms  conceit, 
By  time  and  cuftom  conquer'd,  {halt  retreat ; 
When  judgment  tutor'd  by  experience  iage, 
Shall  fhoot  abroad  and  gather  ftrength  from  age; 
When  Heav'n  in  mercy  lhall  the  irage  releafc 
From  the  dull  {lumbers  of  a  itill-life  piece  ; 
When  ibme  ftale  flow'r,  difgracetul  to  the  walk, 
Which  long  hath  hung,  though  wither'd  on  the 

folk,       ' 

Shall  kindly  drop,  then  Bride  fhall  make  her  way, 
And  merit  find  a  paffage  to  the  day  ; 
Brought  into  action,  (lie  at  once  fhall  raife 
Her  own  renown,  and  juilif'y  our  praiie. 


Form'd  for  the  tragic  fcene,  to  p^race  the  ftage, 
Wirh  rival  excellence  of  love  and  rage, 
Miflrefs  of  each  foff.  art,  with  rnatchldTs  (kill 
To  turn  and  wind  the  pafiions  as  fhe  will; 
To  melt  the  heart  with  fympathetic  woe, 
Awake  the  figh,  and  teach  the  rear  to  flow; 
To  put  on  frenzy's  wild  diOracted  glare, 
And  freeze  the  ibul  with  horror  and  defpair ; 
With  juft  defert  enroll'd  in  endlefs  fame, 
Conlcious  of  worth  fuperior.  Gibber  came. 

When  poor  Alicia's  madd'nir.g  brains  are  rack 'd, 
And  ftrongly  imag'd  griefs  her  mind  cliftracl:  ; 
Struck  with  her  grief,  I  catch  the  madnefs  too! 
My  brain  turns  round,  the  headlefs  trunk  I  view! 
The  roof  cracks,  ihak.es  and  fails  : — New  honors 

rife, 
And  reafon  buried  in  the  ruin  lies. 

Nobly  difdainful  of  each  flavifh  art, 
She  makes  her  firft  attack  upon  the  he^rt; 
Pleas'd  with  the  fummons,  it  receives  her  laws, 
And  all  is  filence,  fympathy,  applaufe. 

But  when,  by  fond  ambitiojj  drawn  afide, 
Giddy  with  praife,  and  puff'd  with  female  pride, 
She  quit?  the  tragic  fcene,  and,  in  pretence 
To  comic  merit,  breaks  down  nature's  fence  ; 
1  fcarcely  can  believe  my  ears  or  eyes, 
Or  find  out  Cibber  through  the  dark  difguife. 

Pritchard,  by  nature  for. the  ftage  defign'd, 
In  perfon  graceful,  and  in  fenfe  refin'd  ; 
Her  art  as  much  as  nature's  friend  became, 
Her  voice  as  free  from  blemifh  as  her  fame. 
Who  knows  fo  well  in  majefty  to  pieafe, 
Atremper'd  with  the  graceful  charms  of  cafe  ? 

When  Congreve's  favour 'd  pantomime  to  grace, 
"She  conies  a  captive  queen  of  Moorifh  race  ; 
When  .love,  hate,  jealoufy,  defpair  and -rage, 
With  wildeft  tumults  in  her  breaft  engage  ; 
Still  equal  to  herfelf  is  Zara  fcen  ; 
Her  pailions  are  the  paffions  r.f  a  queen. 

When  fhe  to  murder  whets  the  timorous  thane, 
I  feel  ambition  rufh  through  ev'ry  vein  ; 
Perfualion  hangs  upon  her  daring  tongue, 
My  heart  grows  flint,   ar.d  ev'ry   nerve's   new 
ftrung. 

In  comedy — "  Nay,  there,"  cries  critic,  "  hold, 
"   Prit chard's  for  cornet»y  too  fat  and  eld. 
"   Who  can,  with  patience,   bear  the  gray  co- 

"  quette, 

"  Or  force  a  laugh  with  overgrown  Julctt  ? 
"   rler  fpeech,  look,  action,  humour,  all  are  j:ift; 
"  But  tiicn,  her  age  and  figure  give  difguft." 

Arc  foibles  then,  and  graces  of  the  mind, 
I  In  real  life,  to  fize  or  age  coi.fm'd  ? 
\  Do  fpirits  flow,  and  is  good -breeding  plac'd 
In  any  let  circumference  of  waift  ? 
As  we  grow  old,  doth  aifeCtation  ceafe, 
Or  gives  not  age  new  vigour  to  caprice  ? 
ff  in  originals  thefe  things  appear, 
Why  fhouid  we  bar  them  in  the  copy  here  ? 
The  nice  pimclilio-mongers  of  this  age, 
l'he  £,raiid  minute  reformers  of  the  ftage, 
Slaves  to  propriety  of  ev'ry  kind, 
Some  ftandard-meafure  for  each  parf  fhouid  find 
Which  when  rhe  bell  of  aclors  fhail  exceed, 
Let  it  devolve  to  one  of  iniailer  breed. 
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All  actors  too  upon  the  back  fhould  bear 
Certificate  of  birth; — time,  when  ; — place,  where. 
For  how  can  critics  rightly  fix  their  worth, 
Unlefs  they  know  the  minure  of  ;heir  birth  ? 
An  audience  too,  deceiv'd,  may  find  too  late 
That  they  have  clapp'd  an  actor  out  of  date. 

Figure,  I  own,  at  firft  may  give  offence, 
And  harfhiy  ftrike  the  eye's  too  curious  fenfe  : 
But  when  perfection*  of  the  mind  break  forth,  • 
Humour's  chaftc  fallies,  judgment's  folid  worth: 
When  the  pure  genuine  flame,  by  nature  taught, 
Springs  into  fenfe,  and  ev'ry  action's  thought; 
Bt  fore  fuch  merit  all  objections  fly ; 
Prirchard's  genteel,  and  Garrick's  iix  feet  high. 

Oft  have  I.  Pritchard,  feen  thy  wond'rous  fkill, 
Confefs'd  thee  great,  but  find  thee  greater  ftill. 
That  worth,  which  fhone  in  fcatter'd  rays  before. 
Collected  now,  breaks  forth  with  double  pow'r. 
The  jealous  wife  !  on  that  thy  trophies  raife, 
Inferior  only  to  the  author's  p*  aiie. 

From  Dublin,  fam'd  in  legends  of  romance 
For  mighty  magic  of  enchanted  lance, 
With  which  her  heroes  arm1  d  victorious  prove, 
And  like  a  flood  rufli  o'er  the  land  of  love, 
Mnffop  and  Barry  came — names  ne'er  defign'd 
By  fate  in  the  fame  fentence  to  be  join'd. 
Pvais'd  by  the  breath  of  popular  acclaim, 
They  mounted  to  the.  pinnacle  of  fame  ; 
There  the  weak  brain ,  made  giddy  with  the  height, 
Spurr'd  on  the  rival  chiefs  to  mortal  fight. 
1  hus  fportrve  boys,  around  fome  hafon  s  brim, 
Behold  the  pipe-drawn  bladders  circling  fwim  : 
But  if  from  lungs  more  potent,  there  arife 
Two  bubbles  of  a  more  than  common  fize, 
Eager  for  honour  they  for  fight  prepare. 
Bubble  meets  bubble,  and  both  fink  10  air. 

Mc.fiop,  attach'd  to  military  plan, 
Still  kept  his  eye  fix'd  on  his  right-hand  man. 
Whilft  the  mouth  meafures  words  with  feeming 

Ikill, 

The  right  hand  labours,  and  the  left  lies  ftill ; 
For  he  refnlv'd  on  fc'ipture-  grounds  to  go, 
Whut  the  right  doth,  the  left-hand  (hall  not  know. 
With  ftudied  impropriety  of  fueech. 
He  foars  beyond  the  hackney  critic's  reach  ; 
To  epithets  allots  emphatic  (rate, 
Whilft  principals,  ungrac'd,  like  lacquies  wait ; 
In  way-  firft  trodden  by  himfelf  excels, 
And  ftands  alone  in  indeclinables; 
Conjunction,  prepofition,  adverb  join 
To  ftan-.p  new  vigour'  on  the  nervous  line  : 
In  monosyllables  his  rhunders  roll, 
KK,  SHE,  IT,  AND,  WE,  YE,  THEV,  fright  the  foul. 

In  perfon  taller  than  the  common  fize, 
Behold  where  Barry  draws  admiring  eyes  ! 
When  Jab 'ring  paffions,  in  his  hoii-m  pent, 
Convuliive  ra^e,  and  ftrvggliog  heave  for  vent ; 
Spectators,  with  imagin'd  terrors  warm, 
Anxious  expect  the  burfting  of  the  (torn! : 
But  ail  unfit  in  fuch  a  pile  to  dwell, 
His  vioce  comes  forth,  1-ke  Echo  from  her  cell; 
To  fweil  the  rempeft  needful  aid  denies, 
And  all  a-ticwn  the  {rage  in  feeble  murmurs  dies. 
What  man,  like  Barry,  with  fuch  pains,  can  err 
In  elocution,  action,  character  ? 
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What  man  could  give,  if  Barry  was  not  here. 
Such  well-applauded  tendernefs  to  Lear? 
Who  elfe  can  fpeak  fo  very,  very  fine, 
That  fenfe  may  kindly  end  with  ev'ry  line? 
Some  dozen  lines  before  the  ghoft  is  there, 
Behold  him  for  the  folemn  fcene  prepare. 
See  how  he  frames  his  eyes,  poifes  each  limb, 
Puts  the  whole  body  into  proper  trim. —        [art 
From  whence  we  learn,  with  no  great  ftretch  o 
Five  lines  hence  comes  a  ghoft,  and,  ha!  a  ftart. 

When  he  appears  mod  perfect,  ftill  we  find 
Something  which  jars  upon,  and  hurts  the  mind. 
Whatever  lights  upon  a  part  are  thrown, 
We  fee  too  plainly  they  are  not  his  own. 
No  flame  from  nature  ever  yet  he  caught ; 
Nor  knew  a  feeling  which  he  was  not  taught; 
He  rais'd  his  trophies  on  the  bafe  of  art, 
And  conn'd  his  paffions,  as  he  conn'd  his  part, 
Quin,  from  afar,  lur'd  by  the  fcent  of  fame, 
A  ftage  Leviathan,  put  in  his  claim, 
Pupil  of  Betterton  and  Booth.     Alone, 
Sullen  he  walk'd,  and  deem'd  the  chair  his  own. 
For  how  fhi-uld  moderns,  mufhrooms  of  the  day. 
Who  ne'er  thofe  mafters  knew, know  how  to  play 
Gray-bearded  vet'rans,  who,  with  partial  tongue, 
Extol  the  times  when  they  themfclves  were  young: 
Who  having  loft  ail  rehfh  for  the  ftage, 
See  not  their  own  defects,  but  lafh  the  age, 
Receiv'd  with  joyful  murmurs  of  applaufe, 
Their  darling  chief,  and  lin'd  his  favourite  caiife- 

Far  be  it  from  the  candid  mufe  to  tread 
Infuiting  o'er  the  afhes  of  the  dead, 
But,  jult  to  living  merit,  fhe  maintain", 
And  dares  the  teft,  \vhilft  Garrick's  genius  reigns; 
Ancients  in  vain  endeavour  to  excel, 
Happily  prais'd,  if  they  could  act  as  well. 
But  though  prefcription's  force  we  difallow, 
Nor  to  antiquity  fubmifllve  bow; 

Though  we  deny  imaginary  grace, 

Founded  on  accidents  of  time  and  place  ; 

Yet  real  worth  of  ev'ry  growth  fhall  bear 

Due  praife,  nor  muft  we,  Quin,  forget  thee  there. 
His  words  bore  fterling  weight,  nervous  and 
ftrong 

In  manly  tides  of  fenfe  they  roll'd  along. 

Happy  in  art,  he  chiefly  had  pretence 

To  keep  up  numbers,  yet  nor  forfeit  fenfe. 

No  actor  ever  greater  heights  could  reach 

In  ail  the  labour'd  artifice  of  fpeech. 

Speech  !  Is  fhat  all  ? — And  fhall  an  actor  found 

An  univerfal  fame  on  partial  ground? 

Parrots  themfelves  fpeak  properly  by  rote, 

And,  in  fix  months,  my  dog  fhall  howl  by  note. 

I  laugh  at  thofe,  wh;>,  when  the  ftage  they  tread, 

Neglect  the  heart   *o  compliment  the  head ; 

W.rh  ftrict  propriety  their  care's  cor.fin'd 

To  weigh  out  words,  while  paflion  halts  behind. 

To  fy liable -diffectors  they  appeal, 

Allow  them  accent,  cadence, — fools  may  feel ; 

But,  fpite  of  ail  the  criticiling  elves,  [felve?. 

Thofe  who  would  make  us  feel,   muft  feel  them- 
His  eyes,  in  gloomy  focket  taught  to  roll, 

Proclaim'd  the  fullen  habit  of  his  foul. 

Heavy  and  phlegmatic  he  trod  the  ftage, 

Too  proud  for  tendernefs,  too  dull  for  rage. 
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When  Hector's  lovely  widow  fliines  in  tears, 
Or  Rowe's  gay  rake  dependant  virtue  jeers, 
With  the  fame  caft  of  features  he  is  feen 
To  chide  the  libertine,  and  court  the  queen. 
From  the  tame  fcene,  which  without  pailion  flows, 
With  juft  dcfert  his  reputation  rofe  ; 
Nor  lefs  he  pleas'd,  *hen,  on  fome  furly  plan, 
He  was,  at  once,  the  actor  and  the  man. 

In  Brute  he  (hone  unequal.'d  :  ail  agree 
Garrick's  not  half  fo  great  a  brute  ab  he. 
When  Cato's  labour'd  fcenes  are  br<  jtight  to  view, 
With  eejuai  praife  the  actor  labour'd  too ; 
For  ftill  you'll  find,  trace  paflions  to  their  root, 
Small  diff'rence  'twixt  the  ftoic  and  the  brute. 
!n  fancied  fcene*,  as  in  life's  real  plan, 
He  could  not,  for  a  moment,  fink  the  man. 
In  whate'er  cad  his  character  was  laid, 
Self  ftill,  like  oil,  upon  the  furface  play'd. 
Nature,  in  fpite  of  all  his  (kill,  crept  in  : 
Horatio,  Dorax,  FalftafF, — ftill  'twas  Quin. 

Next  follows  Sheridan — a  doubtful  name, 
As  yet  unfettled  in  the  rank  of  fame. 
This,  fondly  lavifti  in  his  prailes  grown, 
Gives  him  all  merit :  That  allows  him  none. 
Between  them  both  we'll  fleer  the  middle  courfe, 
Nor,  loving  praife,  rob  judgment  of  her  force. 

Juft  his  conceptions,  natural  and  great : 
His  feelings   ftrong,    his   wurds    enforc'd    with 

weight. 
Was  fpeech-fam'd    Qtiin    himfelf   to    hear    him 

freak, 

Envy  would  drive  the  colour  from  his  cheek : 
But  ftep-dame  nature,  niggard  of  her  grace, 
Deny'd  the  focial  pow'rs  of  voice  and  face. 
¥ ly.  d  in  one  frame  of  features,  glare  of  eye, 
Paflions,  like  chaos,  in  confuiion  lie  : 
In  vain  the  wonders  of  his  {kill  are  try'd 
To  form  diftindtions  nature  hath  deny'd. 
His  voice  no  touch  of  harmony  admits, 
Irregularly  deep  and  fhrill  by  fits  : 
The  two  extremes  appear  like  man  and  wife, 
Coupled  together  for  the  fake  of  ftrife. 

His  action's  always  ftrong,  but  fometimes  fuch, 
That  candour  muft  declare  he  a6b  too  much. 
Why  mull  impatience  fall  three  paces  back  ? 
Why  paces  three  return  to  the  attack  ? 
Why  is  the  right-leg  too  forbid  to  ftir, 
Unlefs  in  motion  femicircular  ? 
Why  muft  the  hero  with  the  nailor  vie, 
And  hurl  the  clofe  clench'd  fift  at  nofe  or  eye  ? 
In  royal  J>  hn,  with  Philip  angry  grown, 
1  thought  he  would  have  knock  d  poor  Davies 

down. 

Inhuman  tyrant !  was  it  not  a  fliame, 
Te  fright  a  king  fo  harmlefs  and  fo  tame> 
But,  fpite  of  all  defects,  his  glories  rife ; 
And  ar%  by  judgment  form'd,  with  nature  vies: 
Behold  him  lound  the  depth  of  Hubert's  foul, 
Whilft  in  his  own  contending  paflions  roll ; 
View  the  whole  fcene,  with  critic  judgment  fcan, 
And  then  deny  him  merit  if  you  can. 
Where  he  falls  fhoir,  'tis  nature's  fault  alone  ; 
Where  he  fucceeus,  the  merit's  all  his  own. 

Laft  Garrick  came. — Behind  him  throng  attain 
Of  Inarling  critics,  ignorant  as  V4n:» 
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One  finds  out, — "  He's  of  flature  ibmewhat 

"  low, — 

"  Your  hero  always  (hould  be  tall,  you  know — 
"  True  nat'ral  greatnefs  all  confifts  in  height." 
Produce  your  voucher,  critic. — "  Sergeant  Kite." 

Another  can't  forgive  the  paltry  arts 
By  which  he  makes  his  way  to  fhallow  hearts ; 
Mere  pieces  of  fineffe,  traps  for  applaufe — 
*'   Avaunt,  unnat'ral  ftart,  affected  paufe." 

For  me,  by  nature  form'd  to  judge  with  phlegm, 
I  can't  acquit  by  wholefale,  nor  condemn. 
The  beft  things  carried  to  cxcefs  are  wrong: 
The  ftart  may  be  too  frequent,  paufe  too  long; 
But,  only  us'd  in  proper  time  and  place, 
Severed  judgment  muft  allow  them  grace. 

If  bunglers,  form'd  on  imitation's  plan, 
Juft  in  the  way  that  monkies  mimic  man, 
Their  copied  fcene  with  mangled  arts  difgrace, 
And  paule  and  ftart  with  the  fame  vacant  face  ; 
We  join  the  critic  laugh  ;  thole  tricks  we  fcorn, 
Which  fpoil  the  fcenes  they  mean  them  to  adorn. 
But  when,  from  nature's  pure  and  genuine  fourceD 
Thefe  ftrokes  of  acting  flow  with  gen'rous  force, 
When  in  the  features  all  the  foul's  pourtray'd, 
And  paflions,  fuch  as  Garrick's,  are  difplay'd, 
To  me  they  leem  from  quickeft  feelings  caught : 
Each  ftart  is  nature ;  and  each  paufe  is  thought. 

When  reafon  yields  to  paflion's  wild  alarms, 
And  the  whole  ftate  of  man  is  up  in  arms ; 
What  but  a  critic  could  condemn  the  play'r, 
For  paufing  here,  when  cool  fenfe  paufes  there  ? 
Whilft,  working  from  the  heart,  the  fire  I  trace. 
And  mark  it  ftrongly  flaming  to  the  face  ; 
Whilft,  in  each  found,  I  hear  the  very  man ; 
I  can't  catch  words,1  and  pity  thofe  who  can. 

Let  wits,  like  fpiders,  from  the  tortur'd  brain 
Fine-draw  the  critic-web  with  curious  pain  ; 
The  gods, — a  kindnefs  I  with  thanks  muft  pay,—" 
Have  form'd  me  of  a  coarler  kind  of  clay  ; 
Nor  ftung  with  envy,  nor  with  fpleen  diieas'd, 
A  poor  dull  creature,  ftill  with  nature  pleas'd; 
Hence  to  thy  praifes,  Garrick,  I  agree, 
And,  pleas'd  with  nature,  mult  be  pleas'd  with 
thee.  [out, 

Now  might  I  tell,  how  filence  reign'd  through- 
And  deep  attention  huih'd  the  rabble  rout ! 
How  ev'ry  claimant,  tortur'd  with  defire, 
Was  pale  as  afhes,  or  as  red  as  fire  : 
But,  locfe  to  fame,  the  mufe  more  fimply  ads, 
Rejects  all  flourifh,  and  relates  mere  facts.     • 

The  judges,  as  the  feveral  parties  came,  [claim, 
With  temper  heard,  with  judgment  wcigh'd  each' 
And,  in  their  fentence  happily  agreed, 
In  name  of  both,  great  Shakfpeare  thus  decreed. 

11  If  manly  fenfe ;  if  nature  link'd  with  art ; 
"  If  thorough  knowledge  of  the  human  heart ; 
"   If  pow'rs  of  acting  vaft  and  unconnVd  ; 
«'   If  ftweft  faults  with  greateir,  beauties  join'd  ; 
t<   If  ftrong  exprefllon,  and  ftrange  pow'rs  which 
4'   Within  the  magic  circle  of  the  eye  ;  [lie 

tl   If  feelings  which  few  hearts,  like  his,  can  know, 
,k   And  winch  no  face  fo  well  as  his  can  fhow; 
t'  Defervt-   the    pref'rencc; — Garrick,   take   the 
"  chair; 

Nor  quit  u— till  thou  place  an  equal  theje/' 
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THE  APOLOGY. 

Addrejfed  to  the  Critical  Reviewers. 

LAUGHS  not   the  heart,  when  giants,  big  with 

pride, 

Affume  the  pompous  port,  the  martial  ftride  : 
O'er  arm  Herculean  heave  th'  enormous  fhicld, 
Vaft  as  a  weaver's  beam  the  javelin  wield  ; 
With  the  loud  voice  of  thund  ring  Jove  defy, 
And  dare  to  fingle  combat  —  What  ?  —  A  fly. 

And  laugh  we  lei's,  when  giant  names,  which 

fh'ine 

EftablifiVd,  as  it  were,  by  right  divine  ; 
Critics,  whom  ev'ry  captive  art  adores, 
To  whom  glad  fcience  pours  forth  all  her  ftores  ; 
Who  high  in  letter'd  reputation  fit, 
And  hold,  Aftrsea-like,  the  fcales  of  wit  ; 
With  partial  rage  rufh  forth,  —  Oh  !  fname  to  tell! 
To  crufh  a  bard  jufl  burning  from  the  llieli  j1 

Great  are  his  perils  in  this  ftormy  time 
,  Who  rafhly  ventures  on  a  fea  of  rhy  me. 
Around  vaft  furges  roil,  winds  envious  blow, 
And  jealous  rocks  and  quickfandc  lurk  below  : 
Greatly  his  foes  he  dreads,  but  more  his  friends  ; 
Jie  hurts  me  moil  who  lavifhly  commends. 

Look  through  the  world  —  in  ev'ry  other  trade 
The  fame  employment's  caufeof  kindaefs  made, 
At  leaft  appearance  of  good-will  creates, 
And  ev"ry  fool  puffs  off  the  fool  he  hates. 
Coblers  with  coblers  fmoke  away  the  night, 
And  in  the  common  cauie  e'en  play'rs  unite. 
Authors  alone,  with  more  than  favage  rage, 
Unnat'ral  war  with  brother-authors  wage. 
The  pride  of  nature  would  as  loon  admit 
Competitors  in  empire  as  in  wit  : 
Onward  they  ru(h  at  fame's  imperious  call, 
And,  lefs  than  greateft,  would  not  be  at  all. 

Smit  with  the  love  of  honour,—  or  the  pence, 
O'er-run  with  wit,  and  deflitute  of  fenie, 
Should  any  novice  in  the  rhyniing  trade 
With  lawlefs  pen  the  realms  of  verfe  invade  ; 
Forth  from  the  court,  where  fceptred  fages  fit, 
Abus'd  with  praiie,  and  tiatter'd  into  wic  ; 
Where  in  lethargic  majelly  they  reign, 
And  what  they  won  by  dullnels,  ftili  maintain; 
JLegions  of  factious  authors  throng  at  once  ; 
Fool  beckons  fool,  and  dunce  awakens  dunce. 
To  Hamilton's  *  the  ready  lies  repair  ;—  - 
Ne'^r   was  lie  made  which   was   not   welcome 

there  — 

Thence,  on  maturer  judgment's  anvil  wrought, 
,The  polifh'd  falichood's  into  public  brought. 
Quick-circulating  ilmukrs  mirth  afford, 
Aud  reputation  bleeds  in  ev'ry  word. 
A  critic  was  of  .->ld  a  glorious  name, 
Whole  fantfion  handed  merit  up  to  fam-e  ; 
Beauties  as  well  as  faults  he  brought  to  view  : 
His  judgment  great,  and  great  his  candour  too. 
No  fcrvile  rules  drew  fickiy  taile  afide  ; 
Secure  he  walk'd,  fur  nature  was  his  guide. 
But  now,  Oh  ftrange  reverfc  !  our  critics  bawl 
In  praife  of  candour  with  a  heart  of  gall. 
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Confcious  of  guilt,  and  fearful  of  the  light, 
They  luik  enfhrouded  in  the  veil  of  night ; 
Safe  iroin  detection,  feize  th'  unwary  prey, 
And  flab,  like  bravoes,  all  who  come  that  way. 

When  firfl  my  mufe,  perhaps  more  bold  thai 

wile, 

Bade  the  rude  trifle  into  light  arife, 
Little  fhc  thought  fuch  tempefls  would  enfue  ; 
Lcfs.  tiiat  thofe  tempers  would  be  rais'd  by  you. 
The  thunder's  fury  rends  the  tow'ring  oak  ; 
Rofciads,  like  fhrubs,  might  fcape  the  fatal  ftroke. 
Vain  thought  !  a  critic's  fury  knows  no  bound  i 
Drawcanfir-like,  he  deals  dettrudlion  round  ; 
Nor  can  we  hope  he  will  a  flranger  fpare, 
Who  gives  no  quarter  to  his  frieud  Voltaire. 

Unhappy  genius!  plac'd  by  partial  fate 
With  a  free  ipirit  in  a  flavifh  ftate  ; 
Where  the  reluclant  mufe,  opprefs'd  by  kings, 
Or  droops  in  fiience}  or  in  fetters  nags  ; 
In  vain  thy  dauritlef*  fortitude  hath  borne 
The  bigot's  furious  zeal,  and  tyrant's  fcorn. 
Why  didft  thou  fafe   from  home-bred   dangers 

fleer, 

Referv'd  to  perifh  more  ignobly  here  ? 
lhu?,  when  the  Julian  tyrant's  pride  to  fwell 
Rome  with  her  Pnmpey  at  Pharfalia  fell, 
The  vanquifh'd  chief  efcap'd  from  Cxfar's  hand 
To  die  by  ruffians  in  a  foreign  land. 

How  could  thefe  felf-ele&ed  monarchs  raife 
So  large  an  empire  on  fo  fmall  a  bafe  ? 
In  what  retreat,  inglorious  and  unknown, 
Did  genius  fieep,  when  dullnefs  feiz'd  the  throne  i 
Whence,  abfolute  now  grown,  and  free  from  awe. 
She  to  the  fubjeit  world  difpenfes  law- 
Without  her  licence  not  a  letter  flirs, 
And  all  the  captive  crifs-crofs-row  is  her/s. 
The  Stagyrite,  who  rules  from  nature  drew, 
Opinions  gave,  but  gave  his  reafons  too. 
Our  great  dictators  take  a  fhorter  way — 
Who  fhall  difpute  what  the  reviewers  fay  ? 
Their  word 'sufficient;  and  to  alk  a  reafon, 
In  fuch  a  flat  e  as  theirs,  is  downright  treafon. 
True  judgment  now  with  them  alone  can  dwell ; 
Like  Church  of  Rome,  they're  grown  infallible. 
Dull  fuperftidous  readers  they  deceive,  -* 

Who  pin  their  eafy  faith  on  critic's  fleeve,  S. 

And,  knowing  nothing,  ev'ry  thing  believe  !     J 
But  why  repine  we,  that  thefe  puny  elves 
Shoot  into  giants  ?---  We  may  thank  ourielves; 
Fools  that  we  are,  like  Ifrael's  fools  of  yore, 
The  calf  ourfelves  have  fafhion'd  we  adore. 
But  let  true  reafon  once  refume  her  reign, 
This  god  fhall  dwindle  to  a  calf  again. 

Founded  on  arts  which  fhun  the  face  of  day, 
By  die  fame  arts  they  flill  maintain  their  fway, 
Wrapp'd  in  myilerious  fecrecy  d^iey  rife, 
And,  as  they  are  unknown,  are  fafe  and  wife. 
At  whomfoever  aim'd,  howe'er  ftverc 
Th'  envenom'd  flander  flies,  no  names  appear. 
Prudence  forbids  that  ftep. — Then  all  might  know 
And  on  more  equal  terms  engage  the  foe. 
But  now,  what  Quixote  of  the  age  would  care 
To  wage  a  war  with  dirt,  and  fight  with  air  ? 

By  int'rert  join'd  th'  expert  confederates  flaik|| 
And  play  the  game  into  each  other's  hand. 
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The  vile  abufe,  in  turn  by  all  deny'd, 
Isbandy'd  up  and  down  from  fide  to  fide  : 
It  flies— hey  ! — prefto  !— like  a  juggler's  ball, 
'Till  it  belongs  to  nobody  at  all.  [known, 

All  men  and  things  they  know,  themftlves  un- 
And  publiih  ev'ry  name—  except  their  own. 
Nor  think  this  ftrange— -fecure  1'rom  vulgar  eyes 
The  namelefs  author  paffes  in  difguife. 
But  vct'ran  critics  are  not  fo  deceiv'd, 
If  vet'ran  critics  are  to  be  believ'd. 
Oncfe  feen,  they  know  an  author  evermore, 
Nay  fwear  to  hands  they  never  faw  before 
Thus  i:i  the  Rofciad,  beyond  chance  or  doubt, 
They,  by  the  writing,  found  the  writers  out. 
"  That's  Lloyd's— his  manner  there  you  plainly 

"  trace, 

"  And  all  the  aclor  flares  you  in  the  face. 
"'By  Colman  that  was  written.  --On  my  life, 
"  The  ftrongeft  fymptoms  of  the  Jealous  Wife. 
"  That  little  difingenuous  piece  of  1'pite, 
"  Churchill,  a  wretch  unknown,  perhaps  might 

"  write." 

How  doth  it  make  judicious  readers  fmile, 
When  authors  are  detected  by  their  ftyle  : 
Though  ev'ry  one  who  knows  this  author,  knows 
He  fhifts  his  ftyle  much  oft'ner  than  his  clothes  ? 
.     Whence  could  arife  this  mighty  critic  fpleen, 
The  mufe  a  trjfler,and  her  theme  fo  mean  ? 
What  had  I  done,  that  angry  heav'n  flinuld  fend 
The  bStt'reft  foe  where  molt  I  wifh'd  a  friend  ? 
Oft  hath  my  tongue  been  wanton  at  thy  "name, 
And  hail'd  the  honours  of  thy  match  lefs  fame. 
For  me  let  hoary  Fielding  bite  the  ground, 
So  nobler  Pickle  ftands  fuperbly  bound. 
From  Livy's  temples  tear  th'  hiftoric  crown, 
Which  with  more  jufnce  blooms  upon  thine  own. 
Compar'd  with  thecj  be  all  life-writers  dumb, 
But  he  who  wrote  the  life  of  Tommy  Thumb. 
\Vh.o  ever  read  the  Regicide,  but  fwore 
The  author  wrote  as  man  ne'er  wrote  before  ? 
Others  for  plots  and  under-plots  may  call, 
Here's  the  right  method— have  no  plot  at  all. 
Who  can  fo  often  in  his  caufe  engage 
The  tiny  pathos  of  the  Grecian  ftage, 
Whilft  horrors  rife,  and  tears  fpontanecus  flow, 
At  tragic  Ha  !  and  no  lefs  tragic  Oh  ! 
To  praife  his  nervous  weaknefs  all  agree  ; 
And  then  for  fweetnefs,  who  fo  fweet  as  he  ! 
Too  big  for  utterance  when  forrovvs  fwcll, 
The  too  big  forrows  flowing  tears  muft  tell : 
But  when  thofe  flowing  tears  fhall  ceafe  to  flow, 
Why — then  the    voice    muft   fpeak   again,  you 

know. 

Rude  and  unfkilful  in  the  poet's  trade, 
I  kept  no  Naiads  by  me  ready-made ; 
Ne'er  did  1  colours  high  in  air  advance, 
Torn  from  the  bleeding  fopperies  of  France ; 
No  flimfy  linfey-woolfey  fcenes  I  wrote, 
With  patches  here  and  there  like  Jofeph's  coat. 
Me  humbler  themes  befit :   Secure,  for  me, 
Let  playwrights  fmuggle  nonfenfe,  dlity  free :     ; 
Secure  for  roe,  ye  lambs,  ye  lambkins  bound, 
And  friik,  and  frolic  o'er  the  fairy  ground  : 
Secure,  for  me,  thou  pretty  little  fawn, 
Lick  Sylvia's  hand,  and  crop  the  flow'ry  lawn  : 


Uncenfur'd  let  the  gentle  breezes  rove 

Through    the    green   umbrage   of  th'  enchanted 

grove  : 

Secure,  for  me,  let  foppifti  nature  fmile, 
And  play  the  coxcomb  in  the  defart  ifle. 

The  ftage  I  chofe — a  fubjcci  fair  and  free — 
Tis  yours — 'tis  mine — 'tis  public  property. 
All  common  exhibitions  open  lie 
F<>r  praife  or  cenfure  to  the  common  eye. 
Hence  are  a  thoafand  hackney  writers  fed  ; 
Hence  monthly  critics  earn  their  daily  bread. 
This  is  a  gen'ral  tax  which  all  muft  pay, 
From  thofe  who  icribble,  down  to  thofe  who  playi, 
Aftors,  a  venal  crew,  receive  lupport 
From  public  bounty,  for  the  public  fport. 
To  clap  or  hifs,  all  have  an  equal  claim, 
The  cobler's  and  his  lordfhip's  right  the  fame. 
All  join  for  their  fubfifter.ce  ;  all  expecl:  .      [re(St. 
Free  leave  to  praife  their  worth,  their  faults  cor- 
When  active  Pickle  Smithfield  ftage  afcends, 
The  three  days  wonder  of  his  laughing  friends  ; 
Each,  or  as  judgment,  or  as  fancy  guides, 
The  lively  witling  praifes  or  derides. 
And  where'*  the  mighty  diff'rence,  tell  me  where., 
Betwixt  a  merry-Andrew  and  a  player  ? 
The  ftrolling  tribe,  a  defpicable  race, 
Like  wand'ring  Arabs,  fhift  from  place  to  place. 
Vagrants  by  law,  to  juftice  open  laid, 
They  tremble,  of  the  beadle5*  lafli  afraid, 
And  fawning  cringe,  for  wretched  means  of  life, 
To  madam  mayorcfs,  or  his  worfhip's  wife. 

The  mighty  monarch,  in  theatric  fack, 
Carries  his  wjiole  regalia  at  his  back  ; 
His  royal  confer t  heads  the  female  band, 
And  leads  the  heir  apparent  in  her  hand  ; 
The  pannier'd  afs  creeps  on  with  cqnfcious  pride. 

Bearing  a  future  prince  on  either  fide. 

No  choice  muficians  in  this  troop  are  found 

To  varnifh  nonfenfe  with  the  charms  of  found; 

No  fwords,  no  daggers,  not  one  poifon'd  bowl ; 

No  lightning  flafhes  here,  no  thunders  roll ; 

No  guards  to  fwell  the  monarch's  train  are  fhown  r, 

The  monarch  here  muft  be  a  hoft  alone. 

No  folemn  pomp,  no  flow  proceffions  here; 

No  Ammon's  entry,  and  no  Juliet's  bier. 
By  need  compell'd  to  proftitute  his  art, 

The  varied  aclor  flies  from  pare  to' part ; 

And,  ftrange  difgrace  to  all  theatric  pride ! 

Hi,*  character  is  linked  with  his  fide. 

Qjneftion  and  anfwer  he  by  turns  muft  be, 
L,:ke  that  fmall  wit  *  in  modern  tragedy ; 

Who,  to  patch  up  his  fame,— or1  fill  his  purfe, — 

Still  pilfers  wretched  plans,  and  makes  them  worfe; 

Like  giplies,  left  the  ftolen  brat  be  known, 

Defacing  firft,  then  claiming  for  his  own. 

In  fhabby  ftate  they  fttut,  and  tatter'd  robe; 

The  icene  a  blanket,  and  a  barn  the  globe. 

No  high  conceits  their  mod'rate  wifhes  raife, 

Content  with  hum.ble  profit,  humble  praife. 

Let  dowdies  fimper,  and  let  bumpkins  ftare, 

The  ftrolling  pageant  hero  treads  in  air  : 

Pleas'd  for  his  hour,  he  to  mankind  gives  laW; 

And  fnores  the  next  out  on  a  trufs  of  itraw. 

*  Mr.  Foots.  . 
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But  if  kind  fortune,  \vho  we  fcmetimes  know 
Can  take  a  hero  from  a  puppet-fhow, 
In  mood  propitious  fhould  her  fav'rite  call 
On  royal  ftage  in  royal  pomp  to  bawl, 
iForgetful  of  himfelf  he  rears  the  head, 
And  icoi  ns-  the  dunghill  where  he  firft  was  bred 
Converting    now    with   well-drefs'd    kings  an 

queen?, 

With  gods  and  goddeffes  behind  the  fccnes, 
He  fweats  beneath  the  terror-nodding  plume, 
Taught  by  mock  honours  real  pride  t'  aflume. 
On  this  great  ftagc  the  world,  no  monarch  e'er 
Was  half  fo  haughty  as  a  monarch  play'r. 

Doth  it  more  move  our  anger  or  our  mirth, 
To  fee  thcfe  things,  the  loweii  fons  of  earth, 
Prefume,  with  lelf-fuflkient  knowledge  grac'd, 
To  rule  in  letters  and  prefide  in  tafte  ? 
The  town's  decifians  they  no  more  admit, 
Themfelves. alone  the  arbiters  of  wit ; 
And  fcorn  the  jurifdiAion  of  that  court, 
To  which  they  owe  their  being  and  fupport. 
A6lors,  like  monks  of  old,  now  facred  grown, 
Ivluft  be  attack' d  by  no  fools  but  their  own. 
Let  the  vain  tyrant  fit  amidfl  his  guards, 
Kis  puny  Green-room  wits  and  venal  bards, 
Who  meanly  tremble  at  the  puppet's  frown, 
And  lor  a  playhoufe-freedom  loie  their  own; 
In  fpite  of  new-made  laws,  and  new-made  kings, 
The  free-born  nvjfe  with  lib'ral  fpirit  Tings, 
Cow  down,  ye  flaves;  before  thefe  idols  fall ; 
JLet  genius  floop  to  them  who've  none  at  all ; 
Ne'er  will  I  flatter,  cringe,  or  bend  the  knee 
To  thofe  who,  flaves  to  all,  are  flaves  to  me. 

Adlore,  as  adtors,  are  a  lawful  game  ; 
The  poet's  right,  and  who  fhall  bar  his  claim? 
And  if,  o'ervveening  of  their  little  fkill, 
When  they  have  left  the  flage,  they're  a6lors  ftill ; 
If  to  the  fubjeft  world  they  ftill  give  laws, 
With  paper  crowns,  and  fceptresmadeof  ftraws; 
If  they  in  cellar  or  in  garret  roar, 
And  kings  one  night,  are  kings  for  evermore ; 
Shall  not  bold  truth,  e'en  there,  purfue  her  theme, 

And  'wake  the  coxcomb  front  his  golden  dream  ? 

Or  if,  well  worthy  of  a  better  fate, 

They  rife  fuperior  to  their  prefent  {late ; 

If,  with  each  focial  virtue  grac'd,  they  blend 

The  gay  companion  and  the  faithful  iriend; 

Jf  they,  like  Pritchard,  join  in  private  life 

The  tender  parent  and  the  virtuous  wife ; 

Shall  not  cur  verfe  their   praife    with   pleafure 
fpeak, 

Though  mimics  bark,  ?.nd  envy  fplits  her  check  ; 

No  honeft  worth's  beneath  the  mufe's  praife; 

No  greatnefa  can  above  her  cenfme  raife; 

{Station  and  wealth  to  her  are,  trifling  things ; 

She  floops  to  a6tor.«,  and  fhe  foars  to  kings. 
Is  there  a  man,  in  vice  and  folly  bred, 

To  fenl'e  of  honour  as  to  virtue  dead  ; 

Whom  tics  nor  human,  nor  divine,  can  bird; 

Alien  to  God,  and  foe  to  all  mankind ; 

Who  fpares  no  character;  whofe  cv'ry  word, 

Bitter  as  gali,  and  fharper  than  the  fword, 

Cuts  to  the  quick  ;  whole  thoughts  with  rancour 
fwell ;  '        [hell ; 

n  earth,  performs  the  woik  of 


If  there  be  fuch  a  monfter,  the  Reviews 
Shall  find  him  holding  forth  againft  abufe. 
"   Attack  profeflion  '—-'tis  a  deadly  breach  !— 

"  The  Chfiflian  laws  another  leflon  teach  : 

"  Unto  the  end  fhall  charity  endure, 

"  And  candour  hide  thofe  faults  it  cannot  cure." 

Thus   candour's    maxims    flow    from  rancour' 

throat, 
As  devils,  to  ferve  their  purpofe,  fcripturj  quote, 

The  mufe's  office  was  by  Heav'n  defign'd 
To  pleafe,  improve,  inftrudt,  reform  mankind; 
To  make  dcjedled  virtue  nobly  rife 
Above  the  tow'ring  pitch  of  iplcndid  vice  ; 
To  make  pale  vice,  abafh'd,  her  head  hang  down 
And  trembling  crouch  at  virtue's  awful  frown. 
Now  arm'd  with  wrath,  fhe  bids  eternal  fhame, 
With  ftri»5tefl  juftice,  brand  the  villain's  name  : 
Now  in  the  milder  garb  of  ridicule 
She  fports,  and  pleaies  while  fhe  wounds  the  fool 
Her  lhape  is  often  varied  ;  but  her  aim, 
To  prop  the  caufe  of  virtue,  ftill  the  fame. 
In  praiie  of  mercy  let  the  guilty  bawl, 
When  vice  and  folly  for  correction  call, 
Silence  the  mark  of  weaknefs  juftly  bears, 
And  is  partaker  of  the  crimes  it  fpares. 

But  if  the  mufe,  too  cruel  in  her  mirth,- 
With  harfh  reflections  wounds  the  man  of  worth ; 
If  wantonly  fhe  deviates  from  her  plan, 
And  quits  the  a«5lor  to  expofe  the  man  ; 
Afiiam'd,  fhe  marks  that  paffage  with  a  blot, 
And  hates  the  line  where  candour  was  forgot. 

But  *,vhat  is  candour,  what  is  humour's  vein, 
Though  judgment  join  to  confecrate  the  ftrain, 
If  curious  numbers  will  not  aid  afford, 
Nor  choiceft  mufic  play  in  ev'ry  word  ? 
Verfes  muft  run,  to  charm  a  modern  ear, 
From  all  harfh,  rugged  interruptions  clear. 
Soft  let  them  breathe,  as  zephyr's  balmy  breeze; 
Smooth  let  their  current  flow,  as  fummer  feas  ; 
Perfect  then  only  deem'd  when  they  difpenfe 
A  happy  tuneful  vacancy  of  fenfe. 
Italian  fathers  thus,  with  barb'rous  rage, 
Fit  helplefs  infants  for  the  iqueaking  itage  ; 
Deaf  to  the  calls  of  pity,  nature  wound, 
And  mangle  vigour  for  the  fake  of  found. 
Henceforth  farewel  thenfev'rifh  thirft  of  fame; 
Farewel  the  longings  for  a  poet's  name; 
Perifh  my  mufe ; — a  wifh  "oove  all  fevere 
To  him  who  ever  held  the  mufes  dear — 
[f  e'er  her  labours  weaken  to  refine 
The  gen'mus  roughnefs  of  a  nervous  line. 

Others  affect  the  ftiff  and  fwelhng  phrafe  ; 
Their  mufe  muft  walk  in  ftilts,  and  ftrut  in  flays : 
The  fenfe  they  murder,  and  the  words  tranfpolc, 
>efl  poetry  approach  too  near  to  profe. 
c  ?e  tortur'd  reafon  how  they  pare  and  trim, 
And,  like  Procruftes,  ftretch,  or  lop  the  limb. 
Waller,  whofe  praife  fucceeding  bards  rehearfe, 
arent  of  harmony  in  Englifh  verfe, 
Whole  tuneful  mufe  in  i wecteft  accents  flows, 
n  couplets  firfc  taught  ftraggiirg  fenfe  to  clofe* 

In  polifh'd  numbers,  and  majeftic  found, 
Where  fnall  thy  rival,  Pope,  be  ever  found  ? 
But  \vhilft  each  line  with  equal  beauty  flow% 
li'en  excellence,  unvaried,  tedious  grows, 
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Nature,  through  all  HP r  works,  in  great  degree, 

Borrows  a  blefftng  from  variety. 

Mufic  itfelf  her  needful  aid  requires 

To  roufe  the  foul,  and  wake  our  dying  fires. 

Still  in  one  key,  the  nightingale  would  teize  : 

Still  in  ene  key,  nor  Brent  would  always  pleafe. 

Here  let  me  bend,  great  Dry  den,  at  thy  fhrine, 
Thou  deareft  name  to  all  the  tuneful  nine. 
What  if  fome  cull  lines  in  cold  order  creep, 
And  with  his  theme  the  poet  feems  to  fleep, 
Still,  when  his  fubjeift  rile?  proud  to  view, 
With  equal  ftrength  the  poet  riles  too. 
With  ftrong  invention,  nobleft  vigour  fraught, 
Thought  ftill  fprings  up  and  rifes  out  of  thought; 
Numbers  ennobling  numbers  in  their  courfe  ; 
In  varied  fweetnefs  flow,  in  varied  force; 
The  pow'rs  of  genius  and  of  judgment  join, 
And  the  whole  art  of  poetry  is  tliine. 

Lui  what  are  numbers,  what  are  bards  to  me, 
Forbid  to  tread  the  paths  of  poefy  f 
"  A  facred  mufe  fnould  confecrate  her  pen ; 
'*  Priefts  muft  not  hear  nor  fee  like  other  men ; 
"  Far  higher  themes  fhould  her  ambition  claim  ; 
"  Behold  where   Sternhold   points   the   way   to 
"  fame." 

Whilft  with  miftaken  zeal  dull  bigots  burn, 
Let  reafon  for  a  moment  take  her  turn. 
When  coffee-fages  hold  difcourfe  with  kings, 
And  blindly  walk  in  paper  leading  firings, 
What  if  a  man  delight  to  pafs  his  time 
In  fpinning  reafon  into  harmlefs  rhyme  ; 
Or  fometimes  boldly  venture  to  the  play  ! 
Say,  Where's   the   crime  ? — great  man  of  pru 
dence,  fay  ? 

No  two  on  earth  in  all  things  can  sgree; 
All  have  fome  darling  finguJarity; 
Women  and  men,  as  well  as  girls  and  boys, 
In  gewgaws  take  delight,  and  fi^h  for  toys. 
Your  fceptres,  and  your  crowns,  and  iuch  like 

things, 

Are  but  a  better  kind  of  toys  for  king?. 
In  things  indiff'rent  reafon  bids  us  choofe, 
Whether  the  whim's  a  monkey  or  a  mufe. 

What  the  grave  triflers  on  this  bufy  fcene, 
When  they  make  ufe  of  this  word  reafon,  mean, 
I  know  not :  but,  according  to  my  plan, 
'Tis  Lord  Chitf-Juftice  in  the  court  of  man, 
Equally  form'd  to  rule  in  age  or  youth, 
The  friend  of  virtue,  ami  the  guide  to  truth. 
To  JUT  I  bow,  whole  facred  pow'r  I  feel ; 
To  her  decifion  make,  my  laft  appeal; 
Condcnm'd  by  her,  applauding  world?  in  vain 
Should  tempt  me  to  take  up  the  p?u  again  : 
By  her  abfnlv'd,  my  cnurl'e  I'll  iHil  puriue: 
If  reafon's  for  me,  God  i*  for  n;e  too. 

NIGHT. 

AN  EPISTLE  TO   ROBERT  LLOYD, 

WHEN  foes  infult,  ar\&  prudent  friends  dilpenfe, 

In  pity's  ftrains,  the  worn:  of  infolence. 

Oft  with  thee,  Lloyd,  I  Heal  an  hour  from  grief, 

And  in  thy  focial  converfe  find  relief. 

The  mind,  of  folitude  impatient  grown, 

Loves  any  foriows  rather  than    er  own, 


Let  flaves  to  bufinefs,  bodies  without  foul, 
Important  blanks  in  Nature's  mighty  roll, 
Solemnize  nonlenfe  in  the  day's  broad  glare, 
We  night  prefer,  which  heals  or  hides  our  eare. 

Rogues  juftified,  and  by  fuccefs  made  bold, 
Dull  fools  and  coxcombs  fanblified  by  gold, 
Freely  may  bafk  in  fortune's  partial  ray, 
And  fprend  their  feathers  op'ning  to  the  day; 
But  thread-bare  merit  dares  not  (how  the  head 
Till  vain  profperity  retires  to  bed. 
Misfortunes,  like  the  owl,  avoid  the  light; 
The  fonsof  care  are  always  fons  of  night. 

The  wretch  bred  up  in  method's  drowfy  fchool, 
Whofe  only  merit  is  to  err  by  rule, 
Who  ne'er  through  heat  of  blood  was  tripping 

caught, 

Nor  guilty  deejn'd  of  one  eccentric  thought, 
Whole  foul  diredled  to  no  ufe  is  feen, 
LViefs  to  move  the  body's  dull  machine, 
Which,  clock-wtTk  llli-c,  with  ths  fame  equal  pace, 
Still  travel*  on  through  liia's  ir.fipui  fpace  ; 
Turns  up  ills  eyes  to  think  that  there  fhould  be 
Among  God's  creatures  two  fuch  things  as  tvs: 
Then  for  his  night-cap  calls,  and  thanks  the  pow'r* 
Which  kindly  gave  him  grace  to  keep  goad  hours. 

Gt,od boars — Fine  words! — But  \vas  it  ever  feen 
That  all  men  could  agree  in  what  they  mean  ? 
Florio,  who  many  years  a  courfe  hath  run 
In  downright  oppolition  to  the  fun, 
Expatiates  on  good  Lours t  their  caufc "defends 
With  as  much  vigour  as  our  frudent  friends. 
Th'  uncertain  term  no  fettled  notion  brings, 
But  1H11  in  diff'rent  mouths  means  diff'rent  things^ 
Each  takes  the  phrafe  in  his  own  private  view, 
With  prudence  it  is  ten,  with  Florio  two. 
Go  011,  ye  fools,  who  talk  for  talking  fake, 
Without  diftinguifhing  diftindlions  make, 
Shine  forth  in  native  folly,  native  pride, 
Make  yourfelves  rules  to  all  the  world  befidej 
Reafon,  collected  in  hcrfelf,  difdains 
The  flavifh  yoke  of  arbitrary  chains ; 
Steady  and  true,  each  circumftance  fhe  weighs, 
Nor  to  bare  words  inglorious  tribute  pays. 
Men  of  fenfe  live  exempt  from  vulgar  awe, 
And  reafon  to  herfelf  alone  is  law. 
That  freedom  fhe  enjoys  with  Jib'ral  mind, 
Which  fhe  as  freely  grants  to  all  mankind. 
No  idol  titled  name  her  rev'renqe  ilirs, 
No  hour  fhe  blindly  to  the  refl  prefers  ; 
All  are  alike,  if  they're  alike  employ 'd, 
And  all  are  good,  if  vlrtuoujly  enjoy'd. 

Let  the  fage  doctor  (think  him  one  we  know) 
With- f  :raps  of  ancient  learning  overflow, 
In  all  the  dignity  of  wig  declare 
The  fatal  conlequence  of  midnight  air, 
How  damps  and  vapours,  as  it  were  by  flealth, 
Undermine  life,  and  fap  the  walls  of  health. 
For  me  let  Galen  moulder  on  the  fhelf, 
I'll  live,  and  be  phyiician  to  myfclf. 
While  foul  i^  join'd  to  body,  whether  fate 
Allot  a  longer  or  a  fborter  da'c, 

I  I'll  rrake  them  live,  as  brother  fhould  with  brother, 

I  And  keep  them  in  good  humour  with  each  otj-r. 
The  furcft  road  to  health,  fay  what  they  v»'iU, 

;  Is  never  to  fuppofe  we  iliall  be  ili. 

1  G  g  iij 


THE  WORKS   OF    CHURCHILL. 


Mod -of  thofe  evils  \ve  poor  mortals  know, 
Troin  doctors  and  imagination  flow. 
Hence  to  old  women  with  your  boafted  rules, 
5ta4e  traps,  and  only  facred  now  to  foois ; 
As  well  may  fons  of  phyiic  hope  to  find 
One  med'cine,  as  one  hour,  for  all  mankind. 
*  If  Rupert  after  ten  is  out  of  bed, 
The  fool  next  morning:  can't  hold  up  his  head- 
"What  reafon  this  which  me  to  bed  muft  call, 
Whofe  head  (thank  Heaven)  never  aches  at  all  ? 
In  diiF'rent  courfes  different  tempers  run, 
Jle  hates  the  moon,  I  ficken  at  the  fyn. 
"Wound  up  at  twelve  at  noon,  his  clock  goes  right, 
jMinc  better  goes,  wound  up  at  twelve  at  night. 

Then  in  oblivion's  grateful  cup  1  drown 
The  galling  fneer,  the  fuperciliou*  frown, 
The  ftrange  referve,  the  proud  affected  ftate 
Of  upftart  knaves  grown  rich,  and  fools  grown 

great. 

No  more  that  abject  wretch  difhubs  my  reft, 
Who  meanly  overlooks  a  friend  diftreft. 
Purblind  to  poverty  the  worldling  goes, 
And  fcarce  lees  rags  an  inch  beyond  his  nofe  ; 
But  from  a  crowd  can  fingle  out  his  grace, 
And  cringe  and  creep  to  fools  who  ftrut  in  lace. 

Whether  thofe  claffic  regions  are  furvey'd 
Where  we  in  earliefl  youth  together  ftray'd, 
Where  hand  in  hand  we  trod  the  fiow'ry  {hore, 
Though  now  thy  happier  genius  runs  before, 
"When  we  confpir'd  a  thanklefs  wretch  to  raife, 
And  taught  a  fump  to  fhoot  with  pilfer'd  praife, 
Who  once  for  Rev  rend  merit  famous  grown, 
^Gratefully  ftrove  to  kick  his  Maker  down ; 
Or  if  more  gen'ral  arguments  engage 
The  court  or  camp,  the  pulpit,  bar,  or  ftage ; 
If  half-bred  furgeoris,  whom  men  doctors  call, 
And  lawyers,  who  were  never  bred  at  all, 
Thofe  mighty  letter'd  monfters  of  the  earth, 
Our  pity  move,  or  exercife  our  mirth ; 
Or  if  in  tittle-tattle,  tooth-pick  way, 
Our  rambling  thoughts  with  eafy  freedom  ftray ; 
A  gainer  ftill  thy  friend  himfelf  muft  find, 
His  grief  fufpended,  and  improv'd  his  mind, 

Whilft  peaceful  {lumbers  blefs  the  homely  bed, 
"Where  virtue,  felf-approv'd,  reclines  her  head  ; 
Whilft  vice  beneath  ima^in'd  horrors  mourns, 
And  confcience  plants  the  villain's   couch  with 
Impatient  of  reftraint,  the  active  mind,    [thorns; 
!No  more  by  fervile  prejudice  confin'd, 
Leaps  from  her  feat,  as  waken 'd  from  a  trance, 
And  darts  through  Nature  at  a  fingle  glance. 
Then  we  our  frie'nds,  our  foes,  our  felves,  furvey , 
And  fee  by  night  what  fools  we  are  by  day. 

Stript  of  her  gaudy  plumes  and  vain  difguife, 
See  where  ambition  mean  and  loathfome  lies; 
Reflection  with  relentlefs  hand  pulls  down 
The  tyrant's  bloody  wreath  and  ravifiVd  crown. 
In  vain  he  tells  of  .battles  bravely  won, 
Of  nations  conquer'd,  and  of  worlds  undone  : 
Triumphs  like  thefe  but  ill  with  manhood  fuit, 
And  fink  the  conqueror  beneath  the  bru'e. 
But  if,  in  fearching  round  the  world,  we  find 
Forne  gen'rous  youth,  the  friend  of  all  mankind, 
Whofe  anger,  like  the  bolt  of  Jove,  is  Tped 
In  t^rrors  OD]y  at  the  guilty  head, 


Whofe  mercies,  like  heaven's  uevv,  refreihtng  fall 
In  gen'ral  love  and  charity  to  all, 
Pleas'd  we  behold  fuch  worth  on  any  throne, 
And  doubly  pleas'd  we  find  it  on  our  own. 

Through  a  falfe  medium  things  are  fhown  b} 

day, 

Pomp,  wealth,  and  titles,  judgment  lead  aftray. 
How  many  from  appearance  borrow  ftate, 
Whom  night  difdains  to  number  with  the  great 
Muft  not  we  laugh  to  fee  yon  lordimg  proud 
Snuff  up  vile  incenfe  from  a  fawning  crowd  ? 
Whilfl  in  his  beam  furrounding  clients  play, 
Like  infecls  in  the  fun's  enlivening  ray, 
Whilft,  Jthu-like,  he  drives  at  furious  rate, 
And  feems  the  only  charioteer  «;f  ftate, 
Talking  himfelf  into  a  little  god, 
And  ruling  empires  with  a  fhigie  nod  ; 
Who  would  not  think,  to  hear  him  law  difpenfe 
That  he  had  int'reft,  and  that  they  had  fenfe  ? 
Injurious  thought  \  Beneath  night's  honeft  (hade 
Vihen  pomp  is  buried,  and  falfe  colours  fade, 
Plainly  we  fee  at  that  impartial  hour 
'Them  dupes  to  pride,  and  him  the  tool  of  pow'r. 

God  help  the  man,  condcmn'd  by  cruel  fate 
To  court  the  feeming,  or  the  real  great. 
Much  forrow  (hall  he  feel,  and  fufier  more 
Than  any  flave  who  labours  at  the  oar. 
By  flavifh  methods  muft  he  learn  to  pleafe, 
By  fmooth-tongu'd  flattery,  that  curft  court-difeaft 
Supple  to  ev'ry  wayward  mood,  ftrike  fail, 
And  fhift  with  fhifting  humour's  peevifli  gale. 
To  nature  dead  he  muft  adopt  vile  art,  . 
And  wear  a  fmile,  with  an^uifh  in  his  heart, 
A  fenfe  of  honour  would  deftroy  his  fchemrs, 
And  confcience  ne'er  muft  fpeak  unlefs  in  dreams 
When  he  hath  tamely  borne  for  many  years 
Cold  looks,  forbidding  fro  wn?,contemptuousfneers 
When  he  at  laft  expecls,  good  eafy  man, 
To  reap  the  profits  of  his  labourM  plan, 
Some  cringing  lacquey,  or  rapacious  whore, 
To  favours  of  the  great  the  iiireft  door, 
Some  catamite,  or  pimp,  in  credit  grown, 
Who  tempts  another's  wife,  or  fells  his  own, 
Sreps  crofs  his  hopes,  the  promis'd  boon  denies, 
And  for  fome  minion's  minion  claims  the  prize. 

Foe  to  reftraint,  unjTatSlis  d  in  deceit, 
Too  refolute,  from  nature's  active  heat, 
To  brook  affronts,  and  tamely  pafs  them  by, 
Too  proud  to  flatter,  too  fincere  to  lie, 
Too  plain  to  pleafe,  too  honell  to  be  great ; 
Give  me,  kind  Heav'n,  an  humbler,  happier  ftate: 
Far  from  the  place  where  men  with  pride  deceive 
Where  rafcals  promife,  and  where  fools  believe  ; 
Far  from  the  walk  of  folly,  vice,  and  ftrife, 
Calm,  independent,  let  me  fteal  through  life, 
Nor  one  vain  wifh  my  fteady  thoughts  beguile 
To  fear  his  lordfhip's  frown,  or  court  his  fmile. 
Unfit  for  greatnefs,  1  her  fnares  defy, 
And  look  on  riches  with  untainted  eye. 
To  others  let  the  glitt'ring  bavvbles  fall, 
Content  fhall  place  us  far  above  them  all. 

Spectators  only  on  this  buftiing  ftage, 
We  fee  what  vain  defigns  mankind  engage  ; 
Vice  after  vice  with  ardour  they  purfue, 
And  one  old  folly  brings  forth  twenty  nevY. 
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Perplex'd  with  trifles  through  the  vale  of  life, 
Man  ftrives  'gainft  man,  without  a  caufe  for  ftrife; 
Armies  embattled  meet,  and  thoufands  bleed 
For  fome  vile  fpot,  where  fifty  cannot  feed. 
Squirrels  for  nuts  contend,  and,  wrong  or  right, 
For  the  world'*  empire  kings  ambitious  fight  ; 
What  odds? — To  us  'tis  all  the  felf-iume  thing, 
A  nut,  a  world,  a  fquirrel,  and  a  king. 

Britons,  like  Roman  fpirits  fam'd  of  old, 
Are  caft  by  nature  in  a  patriot  mould ; 
No  private  joy,  no  private  grief  they  know, 
Their  foul's  engrofs'd  by  public  weai  or  woe. 
Inglorious  eale,  like  ours,  they  greatly  fcorn  : 
Let  care  with  nobler  wreaths  their  brows  adorn. 
Glady  they  toil  beneath  the  ftatefman's  pains, 
Give  them  but  credit  for  a  Itatefman's  brains. 
All  would  be  deem'd,  e'en  from  the  cradle,  lit 
To  rule  in  politics  as  well  as  wit. 
The  grave,  the  gay,  the  fopling,  and  the  dunce, 
Start  up  (God  blefs  us)  !  ftatefmen  all  at  once. 

His  mighty  charge  of  fouls  the  psieft  forgets, 
The  court-bred  lord  his  promifes  and  debts, 
Soldiers  their  fame,  mifer*  forget  their  pelf, 
The  rake  his  mitlrefs,  and  the  fop  himfelf ; 
Whilft  thoughts  of  higher  moment  claim  their 
care,  [bear. 

And  their  wife  heads  the  weight  of  kingdoms 

Females  themiclves  the  glorious  ardour  feel, 
And  boaft  an  equal,  or  a  greater  zeal ; 
From  nymph  to  nymph  the  ftate-infe&ion  flies, 
Swells  in  her  breaft,  and  fparkles  in  her  eyes. 
O'erwhelm'd  by  politics  lie  malice,  pride, 
Envy,  and  ^wenty  other  faults  befide. 
No  more  their  little  flutt'ring  hearts  cmifefs 
A  paffion  for  applaule,  or  rage  for  drefs ; 
No  more  they  pant  for  public  raree-fhows, 
Or  loie  one  thought  on  monkeys  or  on  fteaux. 
Coquettes  no  more  purfue  the  jilting  plan, 
And  luftful  prudes  forget  to  rail  at  man. 
The  darling  theme  CECILIA'S  ielf  Will  choofe, 
Nor  think  of  fcandal  whilit  fhe  talks  of  news. 

The  CIT,  a  common-councilman  by  place, 
Ten  thoufand  mighty  nothings  in  his  face, 
By  fituation  as  by  nature  great, 
With  nice  precifion  parcels  out  the  flate  ; 
Proves  and  disproves,  affirms,  and  then  denies, 
Objec-ls  himfelf,  and  to  himfelf  replies ; 
Wielding  aloft  the  politician  rod. 
Makes  Pitt  by  turns  a  devil  and  a  god;  _ 
Maintains,  e'en  to  the  very  teeth  of  pow'r, 
The  fame  thing  right  and  wrong  in  half  an  hour. 
Now  all  is  well,  now  he  fufpecls  a  plot, 
And  plainly  proves,  WHATEVER  is,  is  NOT. 
Fearfully  wife,  he  fhakes  his  empty  head, 
And  deals  out  empires  as  he  deals  out  thread. 
His  uielefs  fcales  are  in  a  corner  flang, 
And  Europe's  balance  hangs  upon  his  tongue. 

Peace  to  liich  triflers;   be  our  happier  plan 
To  pais  through  life  as  eafy  as  we  can. 
Who's  in  or  out    who  mo^es  this  grand  machine, 
Nor  flirs  my  curiofity,  nor  fpleeu. 
Secrets  of  ftate  no  more  I  wiflt  to  know 
Than  fecret  movements  of  a  puppet-fnow  ; 
Let  but  the  puppets  move,  I've  my  dtfire, 
Uafeen  the  hand  which    t/fJu  the  matter-wire. 
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What  is't  to  us  if  taxes  rife  or  fall, 
Thanks  to  our  fortune  we  pay  Rone  at  all. 
Let  muckworms,  who  in  dirty  acres  deal, 
Lament  thofe  hardfhips  which-  we  cannot  feel. 
His  grace,  who  f marts  may  bellow  if  he  pleafe, 
But  muft  I  bellow  too,  who  fit  at  eafe  ! 
By  cuftom  fafe,  the  poet's  numbers  flow, 
Free  as  the  light  and  air  fome  years  ago. 
No  ftatefoian  e'er  will  find  it  worth 'his  pains 
To  tax  our  labours,  and  excife  our  brains. 
Burdens  like  thefe  vile  earthly  buildings  bear, 
No  tribute's  laid  on  cajlies  in  the  air. 

Let  then  the  flames  of  war  deftru&ive  reign, 
And  England's  terrors  awe  imperious  Spain  ; 
Let  ev'ry  venal  clan  and  neutral  tribe 
Learn  to  receive  conditions,  not  prefcribe  ; 
Let  each  new  year  call  loud  for  new  fupplics, 
And  tax  on  tax  with  double  burden  rife; 
Exempt  we  fit,  by  no  rude  cares  oppreft, 
And,  having  little,  are  with  little  bleft. 
All  real  ills  in  dark  oblivion  lie, 
And  joys,  by  fancy  form'd,  their  place  fupply. 
Night's  laughing  hours  unheeded  flip  away, 
Nor  one  dull  thought  foretels  th'  approach  of  day. 

Thus  have  we  liv'd,  and  whillt  the  fates  afford 
Plain  plenty  to  fupply  the  frugal  board, 
Whilft  mirth,  with  decency  his  lovely  bride, 
And  wine's  gay  god,  with  temp'rance  by  his  fid<r, 
Their  welcome  vifit  pay ;  whilft  health  attends 
The  narrow  circle  of  our  chofen  friends, 
Whilft  frank  good-humour  confecrates  the  treat, 
And  woman  luakes  fociety  complete, 
Thus  will  we  live,  though  in  our  teeth  are  hurl'd 
Thofe  backncy  /trumpets,  -prudence  and  the  world. 

Prudence,"  of  <>ki  a  facred  term,  imply'd 
Virtue,  with  godlike  wifdom  for  her  guide, 
But  now  in  general  ufe  is  known  to  mean 
The  italking-horfe  of  vice,  and  folly's  fcreen. 
The  fcnfe  perverted  we  retain  the  name, 
Hypocrify  asd  prudence  are  the  fame. 

A  tutor  once,  more  read  in  men  than  books, 
A  kind  of  crafty  knowledge  in  his  looks, 
Demurely  fly,  with  high  preferment  bleft, 
His  fav'rite  pupil  in  thefe  words  addrefs'd  : 

Woirld'ft  thou,  my  fon,  be  wife  and  yirtuou,! 

deem'd, 

By  all  mankind  a  prodigy  efteem'd  ? 
Be  this  thy  rule ;  be  what  men  prudent  call ; 
Prudence,  almighty  prudence,  gives  thee  all. 
Keep  up  appearances,  there  lies  the  teft, 
The"  world  will  give  thee  credit  for  the  reft. 
Outward  be  fair,  however  foul  within; 
Sm  if  thou  wilt,  but  then  in  fecret  fin. 
This  maxim's  into  common  favour  grown, 
Vice  is  no  longer  vice,  unlefs  'tis  known. 
Virtue  indeed  may  barefac'd  take  the  field  ; 
Bur  vice  is  virtue  when  'tis  well  conceal'd. 
Should  raging  paflions  drive  thee  to  a  whore, 
Let  prudence  lead  thee  to  zfoftern  door ;   , 
Stay  out  all  night,  but  take  eipecial  care 
That  prudence  bring  thee  back  to  early  prayer. 
As  one  with  watching  and  with  ftudy  faint, 
Reel  in  a  drunkard,  and  reel  out  a  faint. 

With  joy  the  youth  this  ufeful  leffon  heard, 
And  in  his  mem'ry  itor'd  each  precious  worda 
G  g  iiij 
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Saccefsfully  purfu'd  the  plan,  and  now, 

"  Room  for  my  lord, — virtue  ftand  by  and  bow." 

And  is  this  all — is  this  the  worldling's  art, 
To  made,  but  not  amend  a  vicious  heart  ? 
Shall  lukewarm  caution  and  demeanour  grave 
For  wife  and  good  {lamp  ev'ry  fupple  knave  ? 
Shall  wretches,  whom  no  real  virtue  warms, 
Gild  fair  their  names  and  dates  with  empty  forms, 
"Whilft  virtue  feeks  in  vain  the  wifii'd-for  prize 
Becaufe,  difdaining  ill,  fhe  hates  difguifc; 
Becaufe  ilie  frankly  pours  forth  all  her  ftore, 
Seems  what  fhe  is,  and  fcorns  to  pals  for  more  ? 
Well— be  it  fo— let  vile  cliffemblers  hold 
Unenvy'dpow'r,  and  boalt  their  dear-bought  gold, 
Me  neither  p;>w'r  fiiall  tempt,  nor  third  of  pelf, 
To  flatter  others  or  deny  myfelf ; 
Alight  the  whole  world  be  plac'd  within  my  fpan, 
I  would  not  be  tkat  thing,  that  prudent  man. 

What,  cries  Sir  Pliant,  would  you  then  oppofe 
Yourfelf,  alone,  againft  an  hoft  of  foes  ? 
Let  not  conceit,  and  peevilh  luft  to  rail,      * 
Above  all  fenfe  of  in te reft  prevail. 
Throw  off  for  fname  this  petulance  of  wit, 
Be  wife,  be  modeft,  and  for  once  fubmit : 
Too  hard  the  tafk  'gairift  multitudes  to  fight, 
Ton  muft  be  wrong,  the  world  is  in  the  right. 
What  is  the  world  ?  A  term  which  men  have 

got 

To  fignify,  not  one  in  ten  knows  what; 
A  term,  which  with  no  more  precifion  paffes 
To  point  out  herds  of  men  than  herds  of  ajfes  • 
In  common  ufe  no  more  it  means,  we  find, 
Than  many  fools  in  fame  opinions  join'd. 

Can  numbers  then  change  nature's  ftated  laws? 
Can  numbers  make  the  werfe  the  better  caufe? 
Vice  muft  be  vice,  virtue  be  virtue  ftill, 
Though  thousands  rail  at  good  and  praclife  ill. 
Wouldft  thou  defend  the  Gaul's  deftrudive  rage 
Becaufe  vaft  nations  on  his  part  engage  ? 
Though  to  fupport  the  rebel  Caefar's  caufe 
Tumultuous  legions  arm  againft  the  laws, 
Though  fcandal  would  our  patriot 's  name  impeach, 
And  rails  at  virtues  which  fhe  cannot  reach, 
What  honeft  rmn  but  would  with  joy  fubmit 
To  bleed  with  Cato,  and  retire  with  PITT  ? 
Stedfafl  and  true  to  virtue's  facred  laws, 
Unmov'd  by  vulgar  cenf-ure  or  appiaufe, 
Let  the  world  talk,   my  friend ;   that  world  we 

know 

"Which  calls  us  guilty,  cannot  make  us  fo. 
Unaw'd  by  numbers,  follow  nature's  plan, 
Affert  the  rights,  or  quit  the  name  of  man. 
Confider  well,  weigh  ftri&ly  right  and  wrong 
Relblve  not  quick,  but  once  refolv'd  be  ftrong. 
In  fpite  of  dullnefs,  and  in  fpite  cf  wit, 
If  to  thyfclf  thou  canft  thyfeif  acquit, 
Rather  ftand  up  alTur'd  with  confcious  pride 
Alone,  than  err  with  millions  on  thy  fide. 

THE  PROPHECY  OF  FAMINE. 

A  SCOTS  PASTORAL. 
INSCRIBED   TO  JOHN   WJLKES,  E80JJIRE. 

WHEN  Cupid  firfl  inftrucls  his  darts  to  fly 
uom  the  fly  corner  uf  ionic  cook-maid's  eye, 


The  ftripling  raw,  juft  tnter'd  In  his  teent, 
Receives  the  wound,  and  wonders  .what  it  meansj 
His  heart,  like  dripping,  melts,  and  new  defire 
Within  him  ftir^,  each  time  fhe  Oirs  the  fire; 
Trembling  and  blufhing  he  the  fair-one  views, 
And  fain  would  fpeak,  but  can't— without  a  mufc. 

So  to  the  facred  mount  he  takes  his  way, 
Prunes  his  young  wings,  and  tunes  his  infant  lay, 
His  oaten  reed  to  rural  ditties  frames, 
To  flocks  and  rocks,  to  hills  and  rills  proclaims, 
In  fimpleft  notes,  and  all  uupolifh'd  ftrains, 
The  loves  of  nymphs,  and  eke  the  loves  of  fwains. 

Clad,  as  your  nymphs  were  always  clad  of  yore, 
In  ruftic  weeds — a  cook-maid  now  no  more — 
Beneath  an  aged  oak  Lardclla  lies, 
Green  mofs  her  couch  ,  her  canopy  the  fkies. 
From  aromatic  fhrubs  the  roauljk  gale  [vale. 

Steals  young  perfumes,  and  waffs  them  through  the 
The  youth,  turn'd  iwain,and  ikill'd  in  ruftic  lays, 
Fafl  by  her  fitle  his  itm'rousdefcant  plays. 
Herds  lowe,   flocks   bleat,    pies   chatter,   ravens 

fcream, 

And  the  full  chorus  dies  a-dewnthe  ftream. 
The  ftreams,  with  mufic  freighted,  as  they  pafs, 
Prefent  the  fair  Lardella  with  a  glafs, 
And  Zephyr   to  complete  the  love-fick  plan, 
Waves  his  light  wings,  and  fervr s  her  for  a  fan. 
But,  when  macurer  judgment  takes  the  lead, 
Thefe  childifh  toys  on  realon's> altar  bleed; 
Form'd  after  forne  great  man,  whofc  name  breeds 

awe, 

Whofe  ev'ry  fen'ence  fafhion  makes  a  law, 
Who  on  mere  credit  his  vain  trophies  rears, 
And  founds  his  merit  on  our  fervile  fears ; 
Then  we  difcard  the  workings  of  the  heart, 
And  nature's  banifh'd  by  mechanic  art ; 
Then,  deeply  read,  our  reading  muft  be  fhown  ; 
Vain  is  that  knowledge  which  remains  unknown, 
Then  oftentation  marches  to  our  aid, 
And  lettered  p;de  ftalks  forth  in  full  parade; 
Beneath  their  care  behold  the  work  refine, 
Pointed  each  fen;  encc,  polifh'd  ev'ry  line: 
Trifles  are  dignified,  and  taught  to  wear 
The  robes  of  ancients  with  a  modern  air, 
Nonfenle  with  clajjlc  ornaments  is  grac'd, 
And  pafles  current  with  the  ftamp  of  tafte. 

Then  the  rude  Theocrite  is  ranfack'd  o'er, 
And  courtly  Maro  call'd  from  Mincio's  fliore; 
Sicilian  mufes  on  our  mountains  ream, 
Eafy  and  free  as  if  they  were  at  home : 
Nymphs,  naiads,  nercids,  dryads,  fatyrs,  fauns, 
Sport  in  our  floods,  and  trip  it  o'er  our  lawns; 
Plow'rs,  which  once  fiourilh'd  fair  in  Greece  and 

Rome, 

More  fair  revive  in  England's  meads  to  bloom  ; 
Skies  without  cloud  exotic  funs  adorn; 
And  rofes  blufli,  but  blufh  without  a  thorn  ; 
Landfcapes  unknown  to  dowdy  nature,  rife, 
And  new  creations  ftrikc  our  wond'ring  eyes. 

For  bards  like  thele,  who  neither  fing  nor  fay, 
Grave  without  thought,  and  without  feeling  gay; 
Whofe  numbers  in  one  even  tenor  flow, 
Attund  to  pleafnre,  and  attitti'dto  woe, 
Who,  if  plain  common  fenfe  her  vifn  pay?. 
And  mars  one  couplet  in  their  happy  lays., ' 
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As  at  fome  ghoft  affrighted,  ftart  and  flare, 
And  afk  the  meaning  of  her  coming  there  ; 
For  bards  like  thefe  a  wreath  fhall  Mafon  bring, 
Lin'dwith  the  fofteft  down  of  folly's  wing; 
In  love's  pagoda  fhall  they  ever  doze, 
And  Gifbal  kindly  rock  them  to  repofe  ; 
My  lord— to  letters  as  to  faith  moft  true— 
At  once  their  patron  and  example  too-— 
Shall  quaintly  fafhion  his  love-lahour'd  dreams, 
Sigh  with  fad   winds,  and  weep  with  weeping 

ftreams, 

Curious  in  grief  (for  real  grief,  we  know, 
Is  curious  to  drefs  up  the  tale  of  woe), 
From  the  green  umbrage  of  fome  druid's  feat, 
Shall  his  own  works  in  his  own  way  repeat. 

fvfet  whom  no  mufe  of  heav'nly  birth  inspires, 
No  judgment  tempers  when  rafh  genius  fires  ; 
Who  bcaft  no  merit  but  mere  knack  of  rhyme, 
Short  gleams  of  fenfe,  and  fatire  out  of  time, 
Who  cannot  follow  where  trim  fancy  leads 
By  prattling  ftreams  o'erfaiu'r-emfurpIeJ  meads ; 
Who  often,  but  without  fuccefs,  have  pray'd 
For  <2^tf  alliteration's  artful  aid; 
Who  would,  but  cannot,  with  a  mafter's  {kill, 
Coin  fine  new  epithets,  ivblcb  mean  no  ill ; 
Me,  thus  uncouth,  thus  ev'ry  way  unfit 
For  facing  poefy,  and  ambling  wit, 
Tafte  with  contempt  beholds,  nor  deigns  to  place 
Amongft  the  lovveft  of  her  favour'd  race. 

Thou,  nature,  art  my  goddefs — to  thy  law 
Myfelf  I  dedicate. — Hence  flavifh  awe 
Which  bends  to  fafhion,  and  obeys  the  rules, 
Impos'd  at  firft,  and  fmce  obferv'd  by  fools. 
Hence  thofe  vile  tricks  which  mar  fair  nature's  hue, 
And  bring  the  fober  matron  forth  to  view, 
With  all  that  artificial  tawdry  glare, 
Which  virtue  fcorns,  and  none  but  ftrumpets  wear, 
Sick  of  thofe  pomps,  thofe  vanities,  that  wuile 
Of  toil,  which  critics  now  miftake  for  tajtet 
Of  falfe  refinements  fick,  and  labour'd  eafe, 
Which  art,  too  thinly  veil'd,  forbids  to  pleafe, 
By  nature's  charms  (inglorious  truth)  !  fubdu'd, 
However  plain  her  drefs,  and  'haviour  rude, 
To  northern  climes  my  happier  courfe  I  fleer, 
Climes  where  the  goddefs  reigns  throughout  the 
Where,  undifturb'd  by  art's  rebellious  plan,   [year, 
She  rules  the  loyal  laird,  and  faithful  clan. 

To  that  rare  foil,  where  virtues  cluft'ring  grow, 
What  mighty  bleffings  doth  not  England  owe  ? 
What  ivaggen-loads  of  courage,  wealth  and  fenfe, 
Doth  each  revolving  day  import  from  thence  ? 
To  usfhe  gives,  difinterefted  friend, 
Faith  without  fraud,  and  Stuarts  without  end. 
When  we  profperity's  rich  trappings  wear, 
Come  not  her  gen'rousfonsand  take  a  fhare? 
And  if,  by  fome  difaflrous  turn  of  fate, 
Change  fhould  enfue,  and  ruin  feize  the  ftate, 
Shall  we  not  tind,  fafe  in  that  hallow'd  ground, 
Such  refuge  as  the  Holy  Martyr  found  ? 

Nor  lefs  our  debt  in  fcience,  though  deny'd 
By  the  weak  flaves  of  prejudice  and  pride. 
1'htnce  came  the  Ramfays,  names  of  worthy  note, 
Of  whom  one  paints,  as  well  as  t'  other  wrote; 
'Thence,  home,  difbanded  from  the  fons  of  pray'r 
I<'c>r  loving  plays,  thovgh  no  dull  dean  was  there  ; 


Thence  iffucd  forth,  at  great  Macpherfon's  call, 

That  old,  nfu>,  epic  pajloral ,  Fingal ; 

Thence  Malloch,  friend  alike  of  church  andjiate, 

Of  Chrift  and  liberty,  by  grateful  fate 

Rais'd  to  rewards  which   in  a  pious  reign, 

All  darling  infidels  fhould  feek  in  vain; 

Tbence  fimple  bards,  by  fimple  prudence  taught, 

To  this  -wife  town  by  fimple  patrons  brought, 

In  fimple  manner  utter  fimple  lays, 

And  take,  with  fimple  peniions,  fimple  praife. 

Waft  me   fome  mufe    to    Tweed's   infpiring 

ftream, 

Where  all  the  little  loves  and  graces  dream, 
Where  flowly  winding  the  dull  waters  creep, 
And  feem  themfclves  to  own  the  power  of  deep, 
Where  on  the  furface  lead,  like  feathers,  iwims, 
There  let  me  bathe  my  yet  unhallow'd  limbs, 
As  once  a  Syrian  bath'd  in  Jordan's  flood, 
Wafh  off  my  native  ftains,  correct  that  blood 
Which  mutinies  at  call  of  Englijh  pride, 
And,  deaf  to  prudence,  roll"  -^patriot  tide. 

From  folemn  thought  which  overhangs  the  brow 
Of  patriot  care,  when  things  are— God  k::ows  how; 
From  nice  trim  points,  where  honour,  flave  to  rule, 
In  compliment  to  folly,  plays  the  fool ;      [pow'r, 
From  thofe   gay  fcenes  where   »•  irth   exalts  his 
And  eafy  humour  wings  the  laughing  hour; 
From  thofe  foft  better  moments,  when  defire 
Beats  high,  and  all  the  world  of  man's  on  fire, 
When  mutual  ardours  of  the  melting  fair 
More  than  repay  us  for  whole  years  of  care, 
At  friendjhip' 's  fummons  will  my  Wilkes  retreat, 
And  fee,  on.efeen  before,  that  ancient  feat, 
That  ancient  feat,  where  majefty  difplay'd 
Her  cnfigns,  long  before  the  ivorld  ivaj  made  .' 

Mean  narrow  maxims,  which  enflave  mankind, 
Ne'er  from  its  bias  warp  thy  fettled  mind. 
Not  dup'd  by  party,  nor  opinion's  flave, 
Thofe  faculties  which  bounteous  nature  gave, 
Thy  honeft  fpirit  into  pradice  brings,         [kings. 
Nor  courts  rhe  fmile,   nor  dreads  the  frown  of 
.Let  rude  licentious  Englifhmen  comply  [why; 

With  tumult's  voice,  and  curfe  they  know  not 
Unwilling  to  condemn,  thy  foul  difdains 
To  wear  vile  faction's  arbitrary  chains, 
And  ftriclly  weighs,  in  apprehenfion  clear, 
Things  as  they  are,  and  not  as  they  appear. 
With  thee  good-humour  tempers  lively  wit, 
Enthron'd  with  judgment,  candour  loves  to  fit, 
And  nature  gave  thee,  open  to  diftrefs,  » 

A  heart  to  pity,  and  a  hand  to  blefs. 

Oft  have  I  heard  thee  mourn  the  wretched  lot 
Of  the  poor,  mean,  defpis'd,  infulted  Scet, 
Who,  might  calm  reafon  credit  idle  tales, 
By  rancour  forg'd  where  prejudice  prevails, 
Or  flarves  at  home,  or  pra<5tife<»,  through  fear 
Of  ftarving,  arts  which  damn  all  confcience  here. 
WhenfcrMlers,  to  the  charge  by  int'reft  led, 
The  fierce  North- Britain  foaming  at  their  head, 
Pour  forth  invedtives,  deaf  to  candour's  call, 
And  injur'd  by  one  alien,  rail  at  all ; 
On  Northern  P^gah  when  they  take  their  {land, 
To  mark  the  weaknefs  of  that  Holy  Land, 
With  needlefs  truths  their  libels  to  adorn, 
And  hang  a  nation  up  to  public  fcorn, 
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Thy  gen'rous  foul  condemns  the  frantic  rage, 
And  hates  the  faithful  bur  ill-natur'd  vage. 

The  '.-cots  are  poor,  cries  furly  Englifh  pride  ; 
True  is  the  charge,  nor  by  themlelves  deny'd. 
Are  they  not  then  in  drided  reafon  clear, 
"Who  wifely  come  to  menu  their  fortunes  here  ? 
If,  by  low  (apple  arts  fuccefsful  grown, 
They  fapp'd  our  vigour  to  iucreafe  their  own, 
If,  mean  in  want,  and  infolent  in  pow'r, 
They  only  fawn'd  more  furely  to  devour, 
Rous'd  hy  fuch  wrongs  fhould  reafon  take  alarm, 
And  e'en  the  mufe  for  public  fafety  arm  ; 
But  if  they  own  ingenuous  virtue'*  fway, 
And  follow  where  true  honour  points  the  way, 
If  they  revere  the  hand  by  which  they're  fed, 
And  blefs  the  donors  for  their  daily  bread, 
Or  by  vafl  debts  of  higher  import  hound, 
Are  always  humble,  always  grateful  found, 
If  they,  directed  by  Paul's  holy  pen, 
Become  difcreetly  all  things  to  all  men, 
That  all  men  may  become  all  things  to  them, 
Envy  may  hate,  but  juftice  can't  condemn. 
**  Into  our  places,  dates,  and  beds  they  creep  ;" 
They've  fenl'e  to  get,  what  we  want  ftnfe  to  keep 

Once,  be  the  hour  accurs'd,  accurs'd  the  place, 
I  yentur'd  toblafpheme  the  chofen  race. 
Into  thofe  traps,  which  men  call'd  patriots  laid, 
By  Ipecious  arts  unwarily  betray'd, 
Madly  I  leagu'd  againft  that  facred  earth, 
Vile  parricide  :  which  gave  a  parent  birth. 
But  fhall  I  meanly  error's  path  piufue, 
When  heavenly  truth  prefents  her  friendly  clue, 
Once  plung'd  in  ill,  fhali  I  go  farther  in  ? 
To  make  the  oath  was  rafn ;  to  keep  it,  fin. 
Backward  I  tread  the  paths  I  trod  before, 
And  calm  reflection  hates  what  paffion  fwore. 
Converted  (biefled  are  the  fouls  which  know 
Thofe  pleafures  which  from  true  converfion  flow, 
Whether  to  reafon,  who  now  rules  my  bread, 
Or  to  pure  faith,  like  Lyttleton  and  Weft), 
Paft  crimes  to  expiate,  be  my  prefent  aim 
To  raife  new  trophies  to  the  Scottiih  name, 
To  make  (what  can  the  jveiuitU  mufe  do  more)  ? 
E'en  faction's  fons  her  brighter  worth  adore, 
To  make  her  glories,  ftamp'd  with  honed  rhymes, 
In  fulled  tide  roil  down  t<.  latdt  t;me*.        [thine, 

"  Prefumptuous  wretch  !  and   .hall  a  mufe  like 
"  An  ILnglifo  n;u'et  the  mcanell  of  the  nine, 
**  Attempt  a  theme  like  this?  Can  her  weak  flrain 
«'  Expert  indulgence. from  the  mighty  Thane  ? 
"  Should  he  from  toils  of  government  reiire, 
"  Arid  for  a  moment  fan  the  poet's  fire, 
*'  Should  he,  of  fciences  the  moral  friend, 
"  Each  curicus,  each  important  fearch  iufpend, 
"  Leave  una/Jied  Hill  of  herbs  to  tell, 
"   And  all  t/j£  winders  of  a  cocklc-jbsll, 
"   Having  the  Lord's  good  grace  before  his  eyes, 
"  Would  not  -be  Home  dep  forth,  and  gain  the 

"  prize? 

"  Or  if  this  wreath  of  honour  might  adorn 
"  '1  he  humble  brows  of  one  in  England  born, 
"  Prefumptuous  {till  thy  daring  rnuft  appear  ; 
"  Vain  ail  thy  tow'ring  hopes,  whilft  I  am  here." 

Thus  fpake  a  form,  by  fiiken  fanle,  and  tone 
Dull  and  unvaried,  for  the  laureat  known, 


Folly's  chief  friend,  decorum's  eldefl:  fon, 
In  ev'ry  party  found,  and  yet  of  none. 
This  airy  fubftance,  tinsfubflantialjkade, 
Abafh'd  I  htard,  and  with  refpeci  obey'd. 

From  thc-mes  too  lofty  for  a  bard  io  mean, 
Dtfcretion  beckons  to  an  humbler  fcene. 
The  reftlefs  fever  of  ambition  laid, 
Calm  I  retire,  and  feck  the  fylvan  fhade. 
New  be  the  mufe  difrob'd  of  all  her  pride, 
Be  all  the  glare  of  verfe  by  truth  fupplied, 
And  if  plain  nature  pours  a  fimple  drain, 
Which  Bute  may  praife,  and  Oilian  not  difdais, 
QSizn,fublimejl,Jimplefl  bard  of  all, 
Whom  Englijo  infidels  Mncpherfon  call, 
Then  round  my  head  fhall  honour's  enfigns  wave, 
And  penfiotts  mark  me  for  a  willing  Have. 


Two  boys,  whofe  birth  beyond  all  quedion 

fpnngs 

From  great  and  glorious,  though  forgotten,  kings, 
Shepherds  of  Scottifo  lineage,  born  and  bred 
On  the  fame  bleak  and  barren  mountain's  head, 
By  niggard  nature  doom'd  on  the  fame  rocks 
To  fpin  out  life,  and  darve  themfelves  and  flocks, 
Frefh  as  the  morning,  which,  enrob'd  in  mitt, 
The  mountain's  top  with  ufual  dullnefs  kifs'd, 
Jockey  and  Sawney  to  their  labours  role ; 
Soon  clad  I  ween,  where  nature  needs  no  clotheSj 
Where,  from  their  youth  inur'd  to  winter  fkies. 
Drefs  and  her  vain  refinements  they  defpife. 

Jockey,   whofe   manly   high-bon'd   cheek*  to 

crown 

With  freckles  fpotted  flam'd  the  golden  down  , 
With  mikle  art  could  on  the  bagpipes  play, 
E'en  from  the  riling  to  the  fettin'g  day; 
Sawney  as  long  without  remorfe  could  bawl 
Home's  madrigals,  and  ditrics  from  Fingal. 
Oft  at  his  drains,  all  natural  though  rude, 
The  Highland lafs  forgot  her  want  of  food, 
And,  whiltt  ft\z.fcratcb"d  her  lover  into  refi, 
Sunk  pleas'd,  though  hungry,  on  her  Sawney** 
breaft, 

Far  as  the  eye  could  reach,  no  tree  was  feen, 
Earth,  clad  in  ruffe t,  fcorn'd  the  lively  green. 
The  plague  of  locuils  they  fecure  defy, 
For  in  three  hours  a  grafhopper  mull  die. 
No  living  thing,  whate'er  us  food,  feafts  there, 
But  the  cameleon,  who  can  feaft  on  air. 
No  birds,  except  as  birds  of  paffage,  flew, 
No  bee  was  known  to  hum,  no  dove  to  coo. 
No  dreams  as  amber  fmooth,  as  amber  clear, 
Were  feen  to  glide,  or  heard  to  warble  here. 
Rebellion's  fpring,  which  through  the  country  ran-, 
Furniib'd,  with  bitter  draughts,  the  {ready  clan. 
*  No  flow'rs  embalm'd  the  air,  but  one  white  rofe, 
WhiVh  on  the  tenth  of  June  by  inflindt  blows, 
By  initincl  blpws  at  morn,  and,  when  the  fhades 
Of  drizzly  eve  prevail,  by  indindr.  fades. 

One,  and  but  one  poor  folitary  cave, 
Too  fparing  ot  her  favours,  nature  gave ; 
That  one  alone  (hard  tax  on  Scottijb  pride)  I 
Shelter  at  once  Hot  man  and  beall  fupplied. 
Tlitir  fnares  without  entangling  briers  fpreadm 
And  thidles,  arm'd  againft  th'  invader's  head. 
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Stood  in  clofe  ranks  all  entrance  to  oppofe, 
Thirties  now  held  more  precious  than  the  rofe. 
All  creatures  which,  on  nature's  earlieft  plan, 
Were  form'ci  to  lothe,  and  to  be  loth'd  hy  man, 
Which  ow'd  their  birth  to  naftinefs  and  fpite, 
Deadly  to  touch,  and  hateful  to  the  fight, 
Creatures,  which  when  admitted  in  the  ark, 
Their  faviour  fhunn'd,  and  rankled  in  the  dark, 
Found  place  within  :  marking  her  noilbme  road 
With  poifon's  trail,  here  crawl'd  the  bloated  toad; 
Ybetc  wtbs  were  fpread  of  more  than  common  fize, 
Andhalf-flarv'dfpidersprey'don  half-ftarv'd  flies; 
In  quefl  of  food,  efts  ftrove  in  vain  to  crawl ; 
Slugs,  pinch'd  with  hunger,  fmear'd  the  flimy  wall; 
The  cave  around  with  hiffing  ferpents  rung; 
On  the  damp  roof  unhealthy  vapour  hung  ; 
And  FAMINE,  hy  her  children  alivays  known, 
As  proud  as  f/oor,  here  fix'd  her  native  throne. 

Here,  for  the  fullen  fky  was  overcait, 
And  fummer  fhrunk  beneath  a  xvint'ry  blaft, 
A  native  blaft,  which,  arm'd  with  hail  and  rain, 
Beat  unrelenting  on  the  naked  fwain, 
The  boys  for  fhelter  made ;  behind,  the  flieep, 
Of  \vhich  thofe  fhepherds  every  day  take  keep, 
Sickly  crept  on,  and  with  complainings  rude, 
On  nature  feem'd  to  call  and  bl^atfor  food. 
Jockey. 

Sitb  to  this  cave,  by  tempeft,  we're  confin'd, 
And  within  ten  our  flocks,  under  the  wind, 
Safe  from  the  pelting  of  this  perilous  ftorm, 
Are  laid  emong  yon  thirties,  dry  and  warm, 
What,  Sawney,  if  by  fhepherd's  art  we  try- 
To  mock  the  rigour  of  this  cruel  fky  ? 
What  if  we  ture  fome  merry  roundelay  ? 
Well  doft  thou  fing,  nor  ill  doth  Jockey  play. 
Saivney. 

Ah,  Jockey,  ill  adviieft  thou,  I  wis, 
To  think  of  fongs  at  fnch  a  time  as  this. 
Sooner  {hall  herbage  crown  thefe  barren  rocks, 
Sooner  fhall  fleeces  clothe  thefe  ragged  flocks, 
Sooner  fhall  want  frize  fhepherds  of  the  iouth, 
And  we  forget  to  live  from  hand  to  mouth, 
Than  Sawney,  out  of  feafon,  fhall  impart 
The  ibngs  of  gladnefs  with  an  aching  heart. 
*       Jockey. 

Still  have  \  known  thee  for  a  filly  fwain  ; 
Of  things  part  help,  what  boots  it  to  complain  ? 
Nothing  but  n-.irtii  can  coliquer  forune-'s  fpite ; 
No  iky  is  heavy,  if  the  heart  be  iigh*  : 
Patience  is  f  rrow's  falve ;   what  can't  be-cur'd, 
So  Donald  right  areeds,  muft  be  endyr'd. 
aiuney. 

Full  filly  fwain,  1  wot,  i?  Jockey  now ; 
How  didft  thou  bear  thy  Maggy's  falfehood  ?  how, 
When  with  a  foreign  lion  fhe  Hole  away, 
Did'ft  thou  forfwear  thy  pipe  and  fhepherd's  lay  ? 
Where  was  thy  boafted  wifdom  then,  when  I 
Applied  thofe  proverbs,  which  you  now  apply? 
Jar  key. 

O  fhe  was  bonny  !  All  the  Highlands  round 
Was  there  a  rival  to  my  Maggy  found  ! 
More  precious  (though  that  precious  is  to  all) 
Than  the  rare  mtd'cine  which  we  brimftone  call, 
Or  that  choice  plant,  fo  grateful  to  the  nole, 
Which  in  I  know  not  what  far  country  grows, 


Was  Maggy  unto  me ;   dear  do  I  rue, 
A  lafs  ib  fair  fhould  ever  prove  untrue. 

iaivney. 

Whether  with  pipe  or  fong  to  charm  the  ear, 
Through  all  the  land  did  Jamie"  find  a  peer? 
Curs'd  be  that  year  by  ev'ry  honefh  Scot, 
And  in  the  fhepherd's  calendar  forgot, 
That  fatal  year,  when  Jamie,  haplefs  fwain, 
In  evil  hour  forfook  the  peaceful  plain. 
Jamie,  when  cur  young  laird  difcreetly  fled, 
Wa»  feiz'd  and  hang'd  til!  he  was  dead,  dead,  dead. 

Jockey . 

Full  forely  may  we  all  lament  that  day  ; 
For  all  were  lofers  in  the  deadly  fray. 
Five  brothers  had  I  on  the  Scottifh  plains, 
Well  doft  thou  know  were  none  more  hopeful 

f wains  ; 

Five  brothers  there  I  loft,  in  manhood'-   .ride, 
Two  in  the  field,  and  three  on  gibber 
Ah  .'  filly  fwains,  to  follow  war's  u!ar,v 
Ah  !  what  hath  fhepherd's  life  to  do  wit.;  arms! 
Saivney. 

Mention  it  not — Thf  e  law  I  ftrargers  clad 
In  all  the  honours  of  our  ravifh'd- />/#/</, 
Saw  the  ferrara  too,  our  nation's  pride, 
Unwilling  grace  the  awkward  vigor's  fide. 
There  fell  our  cho^ceft  youth,  and  from  that  dny 
Mote  never  Sawney  tune  the  merry  lay,  [furviv<^ 
Blefs'd  thofe  which  fell !  curs'd   thofe  which  ftiJl 
To  Eiouinjifteen  renew 'd  \r\  forty-five^ 


Thus  plain'd  the  boys,  when  from  her  throne 

of  turf, 

With  boils  embofs'd,  and  overgrown  with  fcurf, 
Vile  humours,  which,  in  life's  corrupted  well, 
Mix'd  at  the  birth,  not  abilinence  could  quell, 
Pale  FAMINE  rear'd  the  head  :  her  eager  eyes, 
VVhere  hunger  ev'ri  to  madnefs  feem'd  to  rife, 
Speaking  aloud  her  threes  and  pangs  of  heart, 
Strain'd  to  get  loofe,  and  from  their  orbs  to  ftart  5 
Her  hollow  cheeks  were  each  a  deep-funk  cell, 
VVhere  wretchednefs  and  horror  lov'd  to  dwell; 
With  double  rows  of  ufelefs  teeth  fupplie'd, 
Her  mouth,  from  ear  to  ear,  extended  wide, 
Which,  when  for  want  of  food  her  entrails  pin'd, 
She   p'd,  and,  surfing  fvvallow'd  nought  but  wind; 
All  fhrivell'd  was  her  fkin,  arid  here  and  there, 
Making  their  way  by  force,  her  bones  lay  bare  : 
Such  filthy  tight  to  hide  from  human  view, 
O'er  her  foul  limbs  a  tatter'd  plaid  fhe  threw. 

Oeafe,  cried  the  goddefs,  ceale,  defpairing  fwains, 
And  from  a  parent  hear  what  Jove  ordains  1 

Pent  in  this  barren  corner  of  the  ifle*, 
Where  partial  fortune  never  deign'd  to  fmile; 
Like  nature's  baft?rds,  reaping  for  our  (hare 
What  was  rejected  by  the  lawful  heir; 
Unknown  amongft  the  nations  of  the  earth, 
Or  only  known  to  raife  contempt  and  mirth  ; 
Long  free,  becaufe  the  race  of  Roman  braves 
Thought  it  not  worth  their  while  to  make  us  flaves; 
Then  into  bondage  by  that  nation  brought, 
Whofe  ruin  we  for  ages  vainly  fought ; 
Whom  Itill  with  unflack'd  hate  we  view,  and  ftill, 
The  pow'r  of  mifchicf  loft,  retain  the  will; 
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Confider'd  as  the  rcfufe  of  mankind, 
A  mafs  tiil  the  laft  moment  left  behind, 
Which  frugal  nature  doubted,  as  it  lay, 
Whether  to  ftamp  ,with  life,  or  throw  away; 
Which,  form'd  in  hafte,  was  planted  in  this  nook, 
But  never  enter'd  in  creation's  book  ; 
Branded  as  traitors,  who  for  love  of  gold 
Would  fell  their  God,  as  once  their  king  they  fold  ;  ! 
Long  have  we  borne  this  mighty  weight  of  ill, 
Thefevile  injurious  taunts,  and  bear  them  ftill. 
But  time?  of  happier  note  are  now  at  hand, 
And  the  full  prnmife  of  a  better  land  : 
TLire,  like  the  fons  oflfrael,  having  trod, 
For  the  fix'd  term  of  years  ordain'd  by  God, 
A  barren  clefart,  we  (hall  feize  rich  plains, 
Where  miik  with  honey  flows,  and  plenty  reigns. 
With  fome  few  natives  join'd,  fonie  pliant  few, 
Who  worfhip  int'reft,  and  our  track  purfue, 
There  mall  we,  though  the  wretched  people  grieve, 
Ravape  at  large,  nor  aik  the  owneis  leave. 

-  For  us,  the  earth  lhall  bring  forth  her  increafe; 
for  us,  the  flocks  {hall  wear  a  golden  fleece  ; 
Fat  beeves  {hall  yield  us  dainties  not  our  own, 
And  the  grape  bleed  a  nedlar  yet  unknown  ; 
For  our  advantage  (hall  their  harvefts  grow, 
And  Scttftnen  reap  what  they  difdain'd  to  fow; 
For  us,  the  fun  {hall  climb  the  caftern  hill; 
for  us,  the  rain  (hall  fall,  the  dew  diftil  ; 
When  to  our  wifaes  nature  cannot  rife, 
Art  (hall  be  talk'd  to  grant  us  frelb.  fupplies. 
His  brawny  arm  {hall  drudging  labour  lirain, 
And  for  our  plcafure  fuller  daily  pain; 
Trade  fhall  for  us  exert  her  utmoft  pow'rs, 
Her's  all  the  toil,  and  all  the  profit  our's; 
For  us,  the  oak  fhall  from  his  native  fteep 
Defcend,  and  fearlefs  travel  through  the  deep  ; 
The  fait  of  commerce  for  our  ufe  unfurl'd, 
Shall  waft  the  treafures  of  each  diftant  world  ; 
For  us,  fublimer  heights  mall  fcicnce  reach, 
For  us,  their  fiatefmen  plot,  their  churchmen 

preach  ; 

Their  nobltft  limbs  of  counfel  we'll  disjoint, 
And,  mocking,  new  ones  of  our  own  appoint; 
Devouring  war,  imprifon'd  in  the  north, 
Shall,  at  our  call,  in  horrid  pomp  break  forth, 
And  when,  his  chariot  wheels  with  thunder  hung, 
Fell  Difcord  braying  with  her  brazen  tongue, 
Death  in  the  van,  with  Anger,  Hate,  and  Fear, 
And  Defolaticii  (talking  in  the  rear, 
Revenge,  by  Juftice  guided,  in  his  train, 
He  drives  impetuous  o'er  the  trembliug  plain, 
Shall,  at  our  bidding,  quit  his  lawful  prey, 
And  to  meek,  gentle,  gen'rous  Peace  give  way. 
Think  not,  my  fons,  that  tliis  fo  blefs'd  eftate 
Stands  at  a  diftance  on  the  roll  of  fate  ; 
Already  big  with  hopes  of  future  fway, 
E'en  from  this  cave  I  fcent  my  deftin'd  prey. 
Think  not,  that  this  dominion  o'er  a  race, 
Whofe  former  deeds  mail  Time's  laft  annals  grace, 
In  the  rough  face  of  peril  niuft  be  fought, 
And  with  the  lives  of  thoufands  dearly  bought; 
No  —  fool'd  by  cunning,  by  that  happy  art 
Which  laughs  to  fcorn  the  blundering  hero's  heart, 
Into  the  fiiare  lliail  our  kind  neighbours  fall 
With  o^en.  eyer,  and  fondly  give  us  all, 


When  Rome,  to  prop  her  finking  empire,  bore 
Their  choiceft  levies  to  a  foreign  fhore, 
What  if  we  feiz'd,  like  a  deftroying  flood. 
Their  widow'd  plains,  and  fill'd  the  realm  with 

blood, 

Gave  an  unbounded  loofc  to  manly  rage, 
And  fcorning  mercy,  fpar'd  nor  fex  nor  age; 
When,  for  our  int'reft  too  mighty  grown, 
Monarchs  of  warlike  bent  poflcfs'd  the  throne, 
What  if  we  ftrove  divifions  to  foment, 
And  fpread  the  flames  of  civil  difcontent, 
Aflifted  thofe  who  'gainft  their  king  made  heacf, 
And  gave  the  traitors  refuge  when  they  fled ; 
When  reftlefs  Glory  bade  her  fons  advance, 
And  pitch'd  her  ftandard  in  the  fields  of  France  ; 
What  if,  difdaining  oaths,  and  empty  found, 
By  which  our  nation  never  {hall  be  bound, 
Bravely  we  taught  unmuzzled  war  to  roam 
Through  the  weak  land,  and  brought  cheap  lau 
rels  home ; 

When  the  bold  traitors  leagu'd  for  the  defence 
Of  Law,  Religion,  Liberty  and  Senfe, 
When  they  againft  their  lawful  monarch  rofe, 
And  dar'd  the  Lord's  Anointed  to  oppofe, 
Whist  if  we  ftill  rever 'd  the  banifh'd  race, 
And  ftrove  the  Royal  Vagrants  to  replace, 
With  fierce  rebellions  {hook  th'  unfettled  ftate, 
And  greatly  dar'd,  though  crofs'd  by  partial  fate; 
Thefe  fa<5ls,  which  might,  where  wifdom  held  the 

fway, 

Awake  the  very  {tones  to  bar  our  way, 
There  {hall  be  nothing,  nor  one  trace  remain 
In  the  dull  region  cf  an  Englifh  brain. 
Blefs'd  with  that  faith,  which  mountains  can  re 
move,  [prove. 
Firft    they    {hall   dupes,  next  faints,   laft   martyrs 

Already  is  this  game  of  fate  begun 
Under  the  fan6tion  of  my  darling  fon  : 
That  fon,  of  nature  royal  as  his  name, 
Is  deftin'd  to  redeem  our  race  from  {hamc ; 
His  boundlefs  pow'r,  beyond  example  great, 
Shall  make  the  though  way  fmooth,  the  crooked 

ftraight, 

Shall  for  our  eafc  the  raging  floods  reftrain, 
And  fink  the  mountain  level  to  the  plain. 
Difcord,  whom  in  a  cavern  under  ground 
With  maffy  fetters  their  late  Patriot  bound, 
Where  her  own  flefli  the  furious  hag  might  tear, 
And  vent  her  curfes  to  the  vacant  air, 
Where,  that  me  never  might  be  heard  of  more, 
He  planted  Loyalty  to  guard  the  door. 
Fcr  better  purpoie  {hall  our  chief  releafe, 
Difguife  her  for  a  times  and  call  her  Peace. 

Lur'd  by  that  name,  fine  engine  of  deceit, 
Shall  the  weak  Englifli  help  themfelves  to  cheat; 
To  gain  our  love,  with  honours  ftiall  they  grace 
The  old  adherents  of  the  Stuart  race, 
Who  pointed  our,  no  matter  by  what  name, 
Tories  cr  Jacobitts  are  ftill  the  fame, 
To  foothe  our  rage,  the  temporifmg  brood 
Shall  break  the  ties  of  truth  and  gratitude, 
Againft  their  faviour  venom'd  falfehoods  frame, 
And  brand  with  calumny  their  William's  name; 
To  win  our  grace,  (rare  argument  cf  witj 
To  our  untainted  faith  fhatl  they  commit 
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(Our  faith  which,  in  extrcmeft  perils  tried, 
Difdain'd,  and  Hill  difdains,  to  change  her  fide) 
That  facred  Majefty  they  all  approve, 
Who  moil  enjoys,  and  beft  deferves  their  love. 

AN  EPISTLE  TO  WILLIAM  HOGARTH. 

AMONGST  the  fons  of  men  how  few  are  known 
Who  dare  be  juft  to  merit  not  their  own  ! 
Superior  virtue  and  fuperior  fenfe 
To  knaves  and  fools  will  always  give  offence  ; 
Nay,  men  of  real  worth  can  icarccly  bear, 
So  nice  is  Jealoufy,  a  rival  there. 

Be  wicked  as  thou  wilt,  do  ail  that's  bafe, 
Proclaim  thyfeif  the  monfter  of  thy  race  ; 
Let  vice  and  folly  thy  black  foul  divide, 
Be  proud  with  meannefs,  and  be  mean  with  pride; 
Deaf  to  the  voice  of  faith  and  honour,  fail 
From  fide  to  fide,  yet  be  of  none  at  all ; 
Spurn  all  thofe  chariti.s,  thofe  facred  ties, 
Which  nature  in  her  bounty,  good  as  wife, 
To  work  our  fafety,  and  enfure  her  plan, 
Contriv'd  to  bind,  and  rivet  man  to  man  ; 
Lift  againft  virtue  power'b  opprefiive  rod, 
Betray  thy  country,  and  deny  thy  God ; 
And,  in  one  gert'ral  comprehenfive  line, 
To  group,  which  volumes  fcarcely  could  define, 
Whate'er  of  fm  and  dullnefs  can  be  faid, 

Join  to  a  Ft— — 's  heart  a  D 's  head  ; 

Yet  rnay'fl  thou  pafs  unnotic'd  in  the  throng, 
And,  free  from  envy,  fafcly  fneak  along. 
The  rigid  faint,  by  whom  no  mercy's  mown 
To  faints  whole  lives  are  better  than  his  own, 
Shall  fpare  thy  crimes ;  and  wit,  who  never  once 
Forgave  a  brother,  fhall  forgive  a  dunce, 
But  fhouldthy  foul,form'd  in  fome  lucklefs  hour, 
Viie  int'reft  fcorn,  nor  madly  grafp  at  pow'r; 
Should  love  of  fame,  in  ev'ry  noble  mind, 
A  brave  difeafe,  with  love  of  virtue  join'd, 
Spur  thec  to  deeds  of  pith,  where  courage,  tried 
In  Reafon's  court,  is  amply  juftified  ; 
Or  fond  of  knowledge,  and  averfe  to  flrife, 
Should 'ft  thou  prefer  the  calmer  walk  of  lif»; 
Should'ft  thou,  by  pale  and  fickly  ftudy  led, 
Purfue  coy  fcicncc  to  the  fountain-head  ; 
Virtue  thy  guide,  and  public  good  thy  end, 
Should  ev'ry  thought  to  our  improvement  tend, 
To  curb  the  paffions,  to  enlarge  the  mind, 
Purge  the  fick  weal,  and  humanize  mankind  : 
Rage  in  her  eye,  and  malice  in  her  breaft, 
Redoubled  horror  grinning  on  her  creft, 
Fiercer  each  fnake,  and  fhurper  ev'ry  dart, 
Quick  from  her  cell  fhail  mad'ning  envy  ftart. 
Then  fhalt  thou  find,  but  find  alas  '  too  late, 
How  vain  is  worth  '.  how  fhort  is.  glory's  date  :     • 
Then  lhalt  thou  find,  whilft  friends,  with  foes  con- 

fpire 

To  give  more  proof  than  virtue  would  dcftre, 
Thy  danger  chiefly  lies  in  acling  well; 
No  crime's  fo  great  as  daring  to  excel. 
Whilft  Satire  thus,  difdaining  mean  controul, 
Urg'd  the  free  diilates  of  an  honeft  foul, 
Candour,  who,  with  the  charity  of  Paul, 
Still  tliinks  the  heft,  whene'er  fhe  thinks 


With  the  fweet  milk  of  human  kindnefs  blefs'd, 
The  furious  ardour  of  my  zeal  reprefs'd. 

Canft  thou,  with  more  than  ufual  warmth,  fhe 

cry'd, 

Thy  malice  to  indulge,  and  feed  thy  pride, 
Canft  thou,  fcvere  by  nature  as  thoa  art, 
With  all  that  wond'rous  rancour  in  thy  heart, 
Delight  to  torture  truth  ten  thoufand  wayg, 
To  fpin  detraction  forth  from  themes  of  praife, 
To  make  vice  fit  for  purpofes  of  ftrife, 
And  draw  the  hag  much  larger  than  the  life. 
To  make  the  good  fcem  bad,  the  bad  feem  vyorfe, 
And  reprefent  onr  nature  as  our  curfe  ? 
Doth  not  humanity  condemn  that  zeal 
Which  tend?  to  aggravate  and  not  to  heal  ? 
Doth  not  difcretion  warn  thee  of  difgrace, 
And  danger  grinning  ftare  thee  in  the  face ; 
Laud  as  the  drum,  which  fpreading  terror  round 
From  emptinefs  acquires  the  pow'r  of  found? 
Doth  net  the  voice  of  Norton  ftrike  thy  ear, 
And  the  pale  Mansfield  chill  thy  foul  with  fear  ? 
Do'ft  thoH,fond  man,  believe  thyfeif  fecure, 
Becaufe  thou'rt  honeft,  and  becaufe  thou'rt  poor? 
Doft  thou  on  law  and  liberty  depend  ? 
Turn,  turn  thy  eyes,  and  view  thy  injur'd  friend. 
Art  thou  beyond  the  ruffian  gripe  of  pow'r  ? 
When  Wilkes,^/Y/W{rV,  is  fentenc'd  to  the  To-w'r  ? 
Doft  thou  by  privilege  exemption  claim, 
When  privilege  is  little  more  than  name  ? 
Or  lo  prerogative  (that  glorious  ground 
On  which  ftate-fcoundrels  oft  have  fafety  found) 
Doft  thou  pretend,  and  there  a  function  find, 
Unpunifh'd,  thus  to  libel  human  kind  ? 

When  poverty,  the  poet's  conftant  crime, 
Compell'dthee,  all  unfit,  to  trade  in  rhyme, 
Had  not  romantic  notions  turn'd  thy  head, 
Had'ft  thou  not  valu'd  honour  more  than  bread, 
Had  int'reft,  pliant  int'rett,  been  thy  guide, 
And  had  not  prudence  been  debauch  d  by  pride, 
In  fiatt'ry's  ftream  thou  would'ft  have  dipp'd  thy 

pen, 

Applied  to  great,  and  not  to  honeft  men, 
Nor  fhould  convidtion  have  fcduc'd  thy  heart 
To  take  the  weaker  though  the  better  part. 

What  but  rank  folly,  for  thy  curfe  decreed, 
Could  into  fatire's  barren  path  miflead, 
When,  open  to  thy  view,  before  thee  lay 
Soul-foothing  panegyric's  flow'ry  way  ? 
There  might  the  mule  have  faunter'd  at  her  cafe, 
And,  pleafing  others,  learn'd  herfelf  to  pleafe  ; 
Lords  mould  have  liften'd  to  the  fugar'd  treat, 
And  ladies  >  fimp'ring,  own'd  it  vaftly  fweet; 
Rogues,  in  thy  prudent  verfe  with  virtue  grac'd, 
Fools,  mark'd  by  thee  as  prodigies  of  tafte, 
Muft  have  forbid,  pouring  preferments  down, 
Such  wit,  fuch  truth  as  thine  to  quit  the  gown. 
Thy  facred  brethren  too  (for  they  no  icfs 
Than  laymen,  bring  their  off 'rings  to  fucecfs) 
Had  hail'd  thee  good  if  great,  and  paid  the  vovv 
Sincere  as  that  they  pay  to  God,  whiift  thou 
In  Uivn  hadft  whifper'd  to  a  Sleeping  crowd' 
As  dull  as  R ,  and  haif  as  proud. 

Peace,  candour  : — Wifely  had'ft  thou  faid,  and 

well, 
Could  im'reil  in  thw  breral  one  n.oment  dwe'.l, 
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Could  (he,  with  profpecT:  of  fuccefs,  oppofe 

The  firm  refolves  which  from  conviction  rofe. 

1  cannot  truckle  to  a  fool  of  ftate, 

Nor  take  a  favour  from  the  man  I  hate. 

Free  leave  have  others  by  fuch  means  to  fhine ; 

1  fcorn  their  practice,  they  may  laugh  at  mine. 

But  in  this  charge,  forgetful  of  thyfelf, 
Thou  haft  affuni'd  the  maxims  of  that  elf, 
Whom  God  in  wrath  for  man's  difhonour  frarrTd, 
Cunning  in  heav'n,  amongft  us  prudence  nam'd, 
Thaty2rw/£  prudence  which  L  leave  to  thofe 
Who  dare  not  be  my  friends,  can't  he  my  foes. 

Had  I  with  cruel  and  oppreffive  rhymes 
Purfu'd,  and  turn'd  misfortunes  into  crimes ; 
Had  I,  when  virtue  gafping  lay  and  low, 
Join'd  tyrant  vice,  and  added  woe  to  woe  ; 
Had  I  made  modefty  in  blufhes  fpeak, 
And  drawn  the  tear  down  beauty's  iacred  cheek; 
Had  1  (damn'd  then)  in  thought  debas'd  my  lays, 
To  wound  that  fex  which  honour  bids  me  praiie  ; 
Had  I,  from  vengeance 'by  bale  views  betray'd, 
In  endlefs  night  funk  injur'd  Ayliff's  ffude; 
Had  I  (which  fatirifts  of  mighty  name, 
Renown'd  in  rhyme,  rever'd  for  moral  fame, 
Have  done  before,  whom  juitice  fhall  puriue 
In  future  verfe)  brought  forth  to  public  view 
A  noble  friend,  and  made  his  foibles  known, 
Becaufe  his  worth  was  greater  than  my  own  ; 
Had  I  fyar'd  thofe  (ib  prudence  had  decreed) 
Whom,  God  fo  help  me  at  my  greateft  need, 
1  ne'er  will  fpare,  thole  vipers  to  their  king,  [fling, 
Who  fmooth  their  looks,  and  flatter  whilit  they 
Or  had  I  not  taught  patriot  zeal  to  boaft 
Of  thofe  who  flatter  lead,  but  love  him  moft ; 
Had  I  thus  iinn'd,  my  ftubborn  foul  fhould  bend 
At  candour's  voice,  and  take,  as  from  a  friend, 
The  deep  rebuke  ;  myfclf  fliould  be  the  fir  ft 
To  hate  myfelf,  and  {lamp  my  mufe  accurs'd. 

Bat  fhall  my  arm — forbid  it  manly  pride, 
Forbid  it  reafon,  warring  on  my  fide — 
For  vengeance  lifted  high,  the  ftroke  forbear, 
And  hang  fufpended  in  the  defect  air, 
Or  to  my  trembling  fide  unnerv'd  fink  down, 
Palfkd,  forfooth,  by  candour's  half-made  frown  ? 

'.  iufdce  bids  me  on,  fhalt  I  delay 
Becattfe  inflpid  candour  bars  my  way  ? 
\\'htn  Ihe,  of  all  alike  the  puling  friend, 
Would  difappoint  my  fat ire's  nobleft  end, 
When  flic  to  villains  would  a  fandlion  give, 
And  fhelter  thofe  who  are  not  lit  to  live, 
When  ihe  would  fcreen  the  guilty  from  a  blufh, 
And  bids  me  fpare  whom  reafon  bids  me  crufh, 
Ail  leagues  wiih  candour  proudly  I  rtfi^n  ; 
She  cannot  be  for  honour's  turn  nor  mine. 

Yet  come,  cold  monitor,  half  foe,  half  friend, 
Whom  vice  can't  fear,  whom  virtue  cau't  com 
mend, 

Come  candour,  by  thy  dull  indiff'rence  known, 
Thou  equal-blooded  judge,  thou  lukewarm  drone, 
Who,  fafhion'd  without  feelings,  doft  expetSb 
We  call  that  virtue  which  we  know  defeA; 
Come,  and  obfcrve  the  nature  of  our  crimes, 
The  groU  and  rank  complexion  of  the  times, 
Obfcrve  it  well,  and  then  review  my  plan  j 
Praife  if  you  will,  or  cenfure  if  you  can. 


While  vice  prefumptuous  lords  it  as  in  fport3 
And  piety  is  only  known  at  court ; 
Whilft  wretched  liberty  expiring  lies 
Beneath  the  fatal  burden  of  excife; 
Whilft  nobles  adl,  without  one  touch  of  fhame, 
What  men  of  humble  rank  would  blufh  to  name  ; 
Whilft  honour's  plac'd  in  higheft  point  of  view, 
Worfhipp'd  by  thofe  who  jutlice  never  knew; 
Whilft  bubbles  of  diftin&ion  wafte  in  play 
The  hours  of  reft,  and  blonder  through  the  day, 
With  dice  and  cards  opprobrious  vigils  keep, 
Then  turn  to  ruin  empires  in  their  fleep ; 
Whilft  fathers,  by  relentlefs  paffion  led, 
Doom  worthy  injur'd  fons  to  beg  their  bread, 
Merely  with  ill  got,  ill  fav'd,  wealth,  to  grace 
An  alien,  abje<5t,  poor,  proud,  upftart  race  ; 
Whilft  Martin  flatters  only  to  betray, 
And  Webb  gives  up  his  dirty  foul  for  pay  ; 
Whilft  titles  ferve  to  hufh  a  villain's  fears; 
Whilft  peers  are  agents  made,  and  agents  peers; 
Whilft  bafe  betrayers  are  themfelves  betray'd, 
And  makers  ruin'd  by  the  thing  they  made  ; 
Whilft  C— — -',  falfe  to  God  and  man,  for  gold, 
Like  the  old  traitor  who  a  Saviour  fold, 
To  fhame  his  mafter,  friend,  and  father  gives ; 
Whilft  Bute  remains  in  pow'r,  whilft  Holland  lives-; 
Can  fatire  want  a  fubjedr.,  where  difdain, 
By  virtue  fir'd,  may  point  her  fharpeft  ftrain  ; 
Where,  cloth'd  with  thunder,  truth  may  roll  along, 
And  candour  juftify  the  rage  of  fong? 

Such  things !  fuch  men  before  thee !  fuch  an  age  ! 
Where  rancour,  great  a»  thine,  may  glut  her  rage, 
And  ficken  e'en  to  furfeit,  where  the  pride 
Of  fatire,  pouring  down  in  fullefl  tide, 
May  fpread  wide  vengeance  round,   yet  all  the 

while 

Juftice  behold  the  ruin  with  a  fmile  ; 
Whilft  I,  thy  foe  mifdeem'd,  cannot  condemn, 
Nor  difapprove  that  rage  I  wifh  to  ftem, 
Wilt  thou,  degen'rate  and  corrupted,  choofc 
To  foil  the  credit  of  thy  haughty  mufe  ? 
With  fallacy,  moft  infamous,  to  ftain 
Her  truth,  and  render  all  her  anger  vain  ? 
When  1  beheld  thee  incorrect,  but  bold, 
A  various  comment  on  the  ftage  unfold ; 
When  play'rs  on  play'rs  before  thy  fatire  fell, 
And  poor  reviews  confpir'd  thy  wrath  to  fwell ; 
When  fbates  and  ftatefmen  next  became  thy  care, 
And  only  kings  were  fafe  if  thou  waft  there ; 
Thy  ev'ry  word  I  weigh'd  in  judgment's  fcale, 
And  in  thy  ev'ry  word  found  truth  prevail. 
Why  doft  thou  now  to  falfehood  meanly  fly  ? 
Not  even  candour  can  forgive  a  lie. 

Bad  as  men  are,  why  fhould  thy  frantic  rhymes 
Traffic  in  ilan'der,  and  invent  new  crimes  ? 
Crimes,  which  ^exHHng  only  in  thy  mind, 
Weak  fpleen  brings  forth  to  blacken  all  mankind. 
By  pleafing  hopes  we  lure  the  human  heart 
To  pra<5tife  virtue,  and  improve  in  art ;        [fame, 
To  thwart   thefe  ends  (which,  proud  of  honeft 
A  noble  mufe  would  cherifh  and  enflamc) 
Thy  drudge  contrives,  and  in  our  full  career 
Sicklies  our  hopes  with  the  pale  hue  of  fear; 
Tells  us  that  all  our  labours  are  in  vain  ; 
That  what  we  feek,  we  never  can  obtain^ 
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That  dead  to  virtue,  loft  to  Nature's  plan, 
Envy  poffcffes  the  whole  race  of  man  ; 
That  worth  is  criminal,  am!  danger  lies, 
Danger  extreme,  in  Lemg  good  and  wife. 

"fis  a  rank  falsehood;  fc;trch  the  world  around, 
There  cannot  he  fovile  a  monfter  found, 
Not  one  fo  vile,  on  whom  fufpicions  fall 
Of  that  grofs  guilt,  which  you  impute  to  all. 
Approv'd  by  thofe  who  difobey  her  laws, 
Virtue  from  vice  irfelf  extorts  applauie. 
Her  very  foes  bear  witntfs  to  her  ftate  ; 
They  will  not  love  her,  but  they  cannot  hate. 
Hate  virtue  for  herfelf,  with  fpitc  purfue 
Merit  for  merit's  fake  !    Might  this  be  rrue, 
I  would  renounce  my  nature  with  difdain, 
And  with  the  beafts  th^t  perifh  graze  the  plain  : 
Might  this  be  true,  had  we  fo  far  fill'd  up 
The  meafure  of  our  crimes,  and  from  the  cup 
Of  guilt  fo  deeply  drank,  as  not  ru  find, 
Thirfting  fcr  fin,  one  drop,  one  dreg  behind, 
Quick  ruin  muft  involve  this  ilaming  ball, 
And  Providence  in  juftice  cruili  us  all. 
None  but  the  damn'd.and  amongtt  them  theworft, 
Thofe  who  for  double  guilt  are  doubly  curs'd, 
Can  be  fo  loft ;  nor  can  the  worft  of  all 
At  once  into  fuch  deep  damnation  fall ; 
By  painful  flow  degrees  they  reach  this  crime, 
Which  e'en  in  hell  muft  be  a  work  of  time. 
Ceafe  then  thy  guilty  rage,  thou  wayward  foil, 
With  the  foul  gall  of  difcontent  o'cr-run, 
I^ift  to  my  voice — be  honeft,  if  you  can, 
Nor  flander  nature  'in  her  fav'rite  man. 
But  if  thy  fpirit,  refolute  in  ill, 
Once  having  err'd,  perfifts  in  error  ftill, 
Go  on  at  large,  no  1  -nger  worth  my  care, 
And  freely  vent  thole  blafpheiuies  in  air, 
Which  I  would  ilamp  as  faife,  though  on  the 

tongue 
Of  angels  the  injurious  flander  hung. 

Dup'd  by  thy  vanity  (that  cunning  elf 
Who  fnares  the  coxcomb  to  deceive  himfelf ) 
Or,  blinded  by  that  rage,  didft  thou  believe 
That  we  too,  coolly,  would  ourlelves  deceive  ? 
That  we  as  fterling  falfehood  would  admit, 
Becaufe  'twas  feafon'd  with  fome  little  wit  ? 
When  fiction  rifes  pleafmg  to  the  eye, 
Men  \vill  believe,  hecaufe  they  love  the  lie; 
But  truth  herfelf,  if  clouded  with  a  frown, 
Muft  have  fome  folemn  proof  to  pufs  her  down. 
Haft  thou,  maintaining  that  which  muft  difgrace 
And  bring  into  contempt  the  human  race, 
Haft  thou,  or  canft  thou,  in  truth's- facred  court, 
To  fave  thy  credit,  and  thy  caufe  fupport, 
Produce  one  proof,  make  out  one  real  ground, 
On  which  fo  great,  fo  grols  a  charge  to  found  '. 
Nay,doft  thou  know  one  man  (let  that  appear, 
From  wilful  falfehood  I'll  proclaim  thee  clear) 
One  man  fo  loft,  to  Nature  fo  untrue, 
From  whom  this  gen'ral  charge  thy  rafhnefa  drew  ? 
On  this  foundation  flialt  thou  ft-^nd  or  fall — 
Prove  that  in  one,  which  you  have  charg'd  on  all. 
Realbn  determines,  and  it  muft  be  done  ; 
'Mongft  men,  or  pair,  or  prefent,  name  me  one. 
Hogarth — I  take  thee,  candour,  at  thy  word, 
Accept  thy  proffer 'd  terms,  and  will  be  heard; 


Thee  have  I  heard  \vir.h  virulence  declaim, 
Nothing  retain'd  of  candour  but  the  name  ; 
By  thee  have  I  been  charg'd  in  angry  ftrains 
With  that  mean  fa'.iehood  which  my  foul  difdains — 
Hogarth  Hand  forth — N*y  hang  not  thus  aloof-^ 
Now,  candour,  now  tnou  {halt  receive  fuch  proo;, 
Such  damning  proof,  that  henceforth  thou  ilia.lt 

fear 

To  tax  my-  wrath,  and  own  my  conduct  clear- 
Hogarth  itand  forth — I  dare  thee  to  be  tried 
In  that  great  court,  where  confcicnce  muft  prefi.de; 
At  that  moft  folemn  bar  hold  up  thy  hand ; 
Think  before  whom,  on  what  account  you  ftand — 
Speak,  but  confider  well— from  firft  to  left 
Review  thy  life,  weigh  ev'ry  action  paft— 
Nay,  you  fhall  have  no  reafon  to  complain—- 
Take  longer  time,  and  view  them  o'er  again— 
Caiifi  thou  remember  from  thy  carlieft  youth, 
And  as  thy  God  muft  judge  thee.fpeaknhe  truth, 
A  fingle  inftance  where,  felf  laid  afide, 
And  juftice  taking  place  of  fear  and  pride, 
Thou  with  an  equal  eye  didil  genius  view, 
And  give  to  merit  what  was  merit's  due  ? 
Genius  and  merit  are  a  fure  offence, 
And  thy  foul  fickens  at  the  name  of  ftnfe. 
Is  any  one  fo  foolifh  to  fu-cceed, 
Oil  envy's  aitar  he  is  doom'd  to  bleed  ? 
Hogarth,  a  guilty  pieafure  in  his  eyes, 
The  place  of  executioner  fupplies. 
See. how  he  glotes,  enjoys  the  facred  feaft, 
And  proves  himfelf  by  cruelty  a.  prieft. 

Whilft  the  weak  artift,.to  thy  whims  a  Have, 
Would  bury  all  thuie  pow'rs  which  Nature  gave, 
Would  iuffer  blank  concealment  to  obfcure 
Thofe  rays  thy  jeaioufy  could  not  endure  ; 
To  feed  thy  vanity  would  ruft  unknown, 
And  tofecurethy  credit  biaft  his  own, 
In  Hogarth  he  was  fure  to  find  a  friend; 
He  could  not  fear,  and  therefore  might  commend. 
But  when  his  fpirit,  rous'd  by  honeil  fname, 
Shook  off  that  lethargy,  and  foar'd  to  fame, 
When,  with  the  pride  of  man,  refolv'd  and  ftrong, 
Hefcurn'd  thofe  tears  which  did  his  honour  wrocj, 
And,  on  himfelf  dctermni'd  to  rely, 
Brought  forth  his  labours  to  the  public  eye, 
No  friend  in  thee  could  fuch  a  rebel  know  ? 
He  had  defer t,  and  Hogarth  was  his  foe.  •  • 

Souls  of  a  tun'rous  caft,  of. petty  name 
In  envy's  court,  not  yet  quite  dead  to  fhame,     . 
May   fome  remorfe,  fome   qualms  of  conference 
And  fuffer  honour  to  abate  their  zeal ;  [feel, 

But  the  man  truly  and  completely  great,      • 
Allows  no  rule  of  action  but  his  hate  ; 
Through  ev'ry  bar  he  bravely  breaks  his  way, 
Paflion  nis  principle,  and  parts  his  prey. 
Mediums  in  vice  and  virtue  ipeak  a  miad      , 
Within  the  pale  of  temperance  confin'd  ; 
The  daring  fpirit  fcorns  her  narrow  fchemes, 
And,  good  or  bad,  is  always  in  extremes. 

Man's  practice  duly  weigh'd,  through  ev'ry  age 
On  the  fume  plan  hath  envy  form'd  her  rage  : 
'Gainft  thofe  whom  torture  hath  our  rivals  made 
In  way  of  fcieiice,  and  in  way  of  trade, 
Stung  with  mean  jealoufy,  fhe  arms  her  fpite, 
Firfl  v.-orks,  then  view*  their  ruin  with  Jciight. 
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Our  Hogarth  here  a  grand  improver  fhines, 
And  nobly  on  the  gen'ral  plan  refines  ; 
He  like  himfelf  o'erleaps  the  fervile  bound; 
Worth  is  his  mark,  wherever  worth  is  found. 
Should  painters  only  his  vad  wrath  fuffice  ? 
Genius  in  ev'ry  walk  is  lawful  prize. 
'Tis  a  grofs  infult  to  his  o'ergrown  date  ; 
His  love  to  merit  is  to  feel  his  hate. 

When  WiJkes,  our  countryman,  our  common 

friend, 

Arofc,  his  king,  his  country  to  defend, 
When  tools  of  pow'r  he  bar'd  to  public  view, 
And  from  their  holes  the  fneaking  cowards  drew, 
When  rancour  found  it  far  beyond  her  reach 
To  foil  his  honour,  and  his  truth  impeach, 
What  could  induce  thee,  at  a  time  and  place, 
Where  manly  foes  had  blufli'd  to  fhow  their  face, 
To  make  that  effort,  which  mufh  damn  thy  name,  j 
And  fink  thee  deep,  deep  in  thy  grave  with  fhame  ? 
Bid  virtue  move   thee  ?    No,  'twas  pride,  rank 

pride, 

And  if  thou  hadd  not  done  it,  thou  hadfl  di'd.  • 
Malice  (who,  difappointed  of  her  end, 
Whether  to  work  the  bane  of  foe  or  friend, 
Preys  on  herfeif,  and  driven  to  the  ftake, 
Gives  virtue  that  revenge  fhe  fcorns  to  take) 
Had  kill'd  thee,  tott'ring  on  life's  utmoft  verge, 
Had  Wilkes  and  liberty  efcap'd  thy  fcourgc. 
When   that    great   charter,    which    our   fathers 

bought 

With  their  beft  blood,  was  into  queftion  brought ; 
When,  big  with  ruin,  o'er  each  Englifh  head 
Vile  flav'ry  hung  fufpended  by  a  thread  ; 
When  liberty,  all  trembling  and  aghad, 
Fear'd  for  the  future,  knowing  what  was  pad ; 
When  ev'ry  bread  was  chill'd  with  deep  dclpair, 
Till  reafon  pointed  out  that  Pratt  was  there  ; 
Lurking,  mofl  ruffian  like,  behind  a  fcreen, 
So  plac'd  all  things  to  fee,  himfelf  unfeen, 
Virtue,  with  due  contempt,  faw  Hogarth  (land, 
The  murd'rous  pencil  in  his  palfied  hand. 
What  was  the  caufe  of  liberty  to  him, 
Or  what  was  honour  ?  Let  them  fink  or  fwim, 
So  he  may  gratify  without  controul, 
The  mean  refentments  of  his  felfifli  foul. 
Let  freedom  perifh,  if,  to  freedom  true, 
In  the  fame  ruin  WiSkes  may  perifh  too. 
With  all  the  fymptoms  of  affur'd  decay, 
With  age  and  ficknefs  pinch'd,  and  worn  away, 
Pale  quiv'ring  lips,  lank  cheeks,   and  fault'ring 

tongue, 

The  fpirits  out  of  tune,  the  nerves  unftrung, 
The  body  fhiivell'd  up,  thy  dim  eyes  funk 
Within  their  fockets  deep,  thy  weak  hams  fhrunk 
The  body's  weight  unable  to  fuftain,  [vein, 

The  flream  of  life  fcarce  trembling  through  the 
More  than  half-kill'd  by  honeft  truths,  which  fell, 
Through  thy  own  fault,  from  men  who  wilh'd 

thee  well,  [give, 

Canft  thou,  e'en  thus,  thy  thoughts  to  vengeance 
And,  dead  to  all  things  elfe,  to  malice  live  ? 
Hence,  dotard,  to  thy  clofet,  fhut  thee  in, 
By  deep  repentance  Wafh  away  thy  fin, 
From  haunts  of  men  to  fhame  and  furrow  fly, 
And,  on  the  verge  of  death,  learn  how  to  die. 


Vain  exhortation  !  Wafh  the  Ethiop  white? 
Difcharge  the  leopard's  fpots,  turn  day  to  night,, 
Controul  the  courfe  of  nature,  bid  the  deep 
Hufh  at  thy  pigmy  voice  her  waves  to  ileep, 
Perform  things  paffing  ftrange,  yet  own  thy  art 
Too  weak  to  work  a  change  in  fuch  a  heart. 
That  envy  which  was  woven  in  the  frame 
At  fird,  will  to  the  laft  remain  the  fame. 
Reafon  may  droop,  may  die,  but  envy's  rage 
Improves  by  time,  and  gathers  ftrength  from  age. 
Some,  and  not  few,  vain  triflers  with  the  pen, 
Unread,  unpra&is'd  in  the  ways  of  men, 
Tell  us  that  envy,  who  with  giant  ftride 
Stalks  through  the  vale  of  life  by  virtue's  fide, 
Retreats  when  fhe  hath  drawn  her  lateft  breath, 
And  calmly  hears  her  praifes  after  death. 
To  fuch  obferyers  Hogarth  gives  the  lie  ; 
Worth  may  be  hears'd,  but  envy  cannot  die; 
Within  the  manfion  of  his  gloomy  bread, 
A  manfion  fuited  well  to  fuch  a  gueft, 
Immortal,  unimpair'd  fhe  rears  her  head, 
And  damns  alike  the  living  and  the  dead. 

Oft  have  I  known  thee,Hogarth,weak  and  vain, 
Thyfelf  the  idol  of  thy  awkward  drain, 
Through  the  dull  meafure  of  a  fummcr's  day, 
In  phrafe  mod  vile,  prate  long  long  hours  away, 
Whilfl  friends  with  friends  all  gaping  fit,  and  gaze 
To  hear  a  Hogarth  babble  Hogarth's  praife. 
But  if  athwart  thee  interruption  came, 
And  mention'dwith  refpecl  fome  ancient's  name, 
Some  ancient's  name,  who  in  the  days  of  yore 
The  crown  of  art  with  greated  honour  wore, 
How  have  I  feen  thy  coward  cheek  turn  pale, 
And  blank  confufion  feize  thy  mangled  tale  I 
How  hath  thy  jealoufy  to  madnefs  grown, 
And  deem'd  his  praife  injurious  to  thy  own ! 
Then  without  mercy  did  thy  wrath  make  wayi 
And  arts  and  artids  all  became  thy  prey ; 
Then  didtr.  thou  trample  on  eftablifh'd  rules, 
And  proudly  levell'd  all  the  ancient  fchools, 
Condemn'd  thofe  works,   with   praife  through 

ages  grac'd, 

Which  you  had  never  feen,  or  could  not  tade. 
"  But  would  mankind  have  true  perfection  fhown, 
"  It  mud  be  found  in  labours  of  my  own. 
"  I  dare  to  challenge  in  one  fingle  piece, 
"  Th'  united  force  of  Italy  and  Greece." 
Thy  eager  hand  the  curtain  then  undrew, 
And  brought  the  boaded  maderpiece  to  view. 
Spare  thy  remarks — fay  not  a  fingle  word — 
The  picture  feen,  why  is  the  painter  heard  ? 
Call  not  up  fhame  and  anger  in  our  cheeks; 
Without  a  comment  Sigifmunda  fpeaks. 

Poor  Sigifmunda  !  what  a  fate  is  thine  ! 
Dryden,  the  great  high  pried  of  all  the  nine, 
Re',  iv'd  thy  name,  gave  what  a  mufe  could  give, 
And  in  his  numbers  bade  thy  mem'ry  Jive  ; 
Gave  thee  thofe  foft  fenfations,  which  might  move 
And  warm  the  colded  anchorite  to  love; 
Gave  thee  that  virtue  which  could  curb  defire, . 
Refine  and  confecrate  love's  headdrong  fire; 
Gave  thee  thofe  griefs  which  made  the  doic  fee!, 
And  call'd  compafficn  forth  from  hearts  of  fteei; 
Gave  thee  that  firinnefs  which  our  fex  may  fhame, 
And  make  nun  bow  to  woman's  judcr-claim. 
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So  that  our  tears,  which  from  compaffion  flow, 

Seem  to  debate  thy  dignity  of  woe. 

But  O,   how    much  unlike  !   how   fall'n !    how 

chang'd ! 

x  How  much  from  nature  and  herfelf  eftrang'd  ! 
How  totally  depriv'd  of  all  the  pow'rs 
To  fhow  her  feelings,  and  awaken  ours, 
Doth  Sigifmunda  now  devoted  ftand, 
The  helplefs  victim  of  a  Dauber's  hand  ! 

But  why,  my  Hogarth,  fuch  a  progrefs  made, 
So  rare  a  pattern  for  the  fi^n-poft  trade, 
In  the  full  force  and  whirlwind  of  thy  pride, 
Why  was  Heroic  painti-ig  laid  afide  ? 
Why  is  it  not  refum'd  ?  Thy  friends  at  court, 
Men  all  in  place  and  pow'r,  crave  thy  fupport ; 
Be  grateful  then  for  once,  and,  through  the  field 
Of  politics,  thy  Epic  pencil  wield, 
Maintain  the  caufe,  which  they,  good  lack !  avow, 
And    would  maintain    too,   but  they  know  not 

how. 

Through  ev'ry  Pannel  let  thy  virtue  tell 
How  Bute  prevail'd,  how  Pitt;  and  Temple  fell ! 
How  England's  fons   (whom  they  confpir'd  to 

blefs 

Againft  our  will,  with  infolent  fuccefs) 
Approve  their  fall,  and  with  addreffes  run, 
How  gor,  God  knows,  to 'hail  the  Scottifh  fun  ! 
Point  out    our  fame  in    war,    when  vengeance, 

huri'd 

From  the  ftrong  arm  of  juftice,  fhook  the  world; 
Thine,  and  thy  country's  honour  to  increafe, 
Point  out  the  honours  of  fucceeding  peace  ; 
Our  moderation^  Chriftian-like,  difplay, 
Show  what  we  got,  and  what  we  gave  away. 
In  colours,  dull  and  heavy  as  the  talc, 
JLet  a  State-chaos  through  the  whole  prevail. 
But,  of  events  regardlefs,  whilft  the  mufe, 
Perhaps  with  too  much  heat,  her  theme  purfues; 
Whilft  her  quick  fpirits  roufe  at  freedom's  call, 
And  ev'ry  drop  of  blood  is  turn'd  to  gall ; 
Whilft  a  dear  country,  and  an  injur'd  friend, 
Urge  my  ftrong  anger  to  the  bitt'reft  end  ; 
Whilft  honeft  trophies  to  revenge  are  rais'd, 
Let  not  one  real  virtue  pafs  unprais'd  : 
Juftice  with  equal  courfe  bids  fatire  flow, 
And  loves  the  virtue  of  her  greateft  foe. 

O  !  that  I  here  could  that  rare  virtue  mean, 
Which  fcorns  the  rule  of  envy,  pride,  and  ipleen, 
Which  fprings  not  from  the  labour'd  works  of 

art, 

But  hath  its  rife  from  nature  in  the  heart, 
Which  in  itfelf  with  happinefs  is  crown'd, 
And  fpreads  with  joy  the  bldftng  all  around  I 
But  truth  forbids,  and  in  theie  fimple  lays, 
Contented  with  a  diff 'rent  kind  of  praife, 
Muft   Hogarth  ftand :  that  praife  which  genius 

e  gives, 

In  which  to  lateft  time  the  Artifl  lives, 
But  not  the  Man  ;  which,  rightly  underftood, 
May  make  us  great,  but  cannot  make  us  good  ; 
That  praife  be  Hogarth's ;  freely  let  him  wear 
The  wreath  which    genius  wove,  and  planted 

there 

Foe  as  I  am,  fhould  envy  tear  it  down, 
Myfelf  would  labour  to  replace  the  crown. 
.  Vox,,  X, 


,    sjn  walks  of  humour,  in  that  caft  of  flyle, 

!  Which,  probing  to  the  quick,  yet  makes  us  fmile  ; 

In  comedy,  his  nat'ral  road  to  fame, 
|  Nor  let  me  call  it  by  a  meaner  name, 
j  Where  a  beginning,  middle,  and  an  end 
Are  aptly  join'd  ;  where  parts  on  parts  depend, 
Each  made  for  each,  as  bodies  for  their  foul, 
So  as  to  form  one  true  and  perfect  whole, 
Where  a  plain  tiory  to  the  eye  is  told, 
Which  we  conceive  the  moment  we  behold, 
Hogarth  unrivall'd  ftanda,  and  fhall  eng3ge 
Unrivall'd  praife  to  the  moft  diftant  age. 

How  could'ft  thou  then  to  fhame  perverfely  run, 
And  tread    that    path    which  nature  bade  thee 

fhun? 

Why  did  ambition  overleap  her  rules, 
And  thy  vaft  parts  become  the  fport  of  fools  ? 
By  diff' rent  methods  diff'rent  men  excel, 
I   But  where  is  he  who  can  do  all  things  well  ? 
I   Humour  thy  province,  for  fome  monftrcus  crime 
Pride  ftruck  thee  with  the  phrenzy  of  Sublime. 
But,  when  the  work  was  finiuVd,  could  thy  mind 
So  partial  be,  and  to  herfelf  ft>  blind, 
What  with  contempt  all  view'd,  to  view  with 

awe, 

Nor  fee  thole  faults  which  ev'ry  blockhead  faw  ? 
Blufh,  thou  vain  man,  and  if  defire  of'fame, 
Founded  on  real  art,  thy  thoughts  inflame, 
To  quick  deftrucftion  Sigifmunda  give, 
And  let  her  mtm'ry  die,  that  thine  may  live. 

But  fhould  fond  candour,  for  her  mercy  fake, 
With  pity  view,  and  pardon  this  miftake  ; 
Or  fhould  oblivion,  to  thy  wifh  moft  kind, 
Wipe  off  that  ftain,  nor  leave  one  trace  behind; 
Of  arts  defpis'd,  of  artifts  by  thy  frown 
Aivd from  jujl  bofes,  of  rijing  luortb  kept  down, 
Of  all  thy  meannefs  through  this  mortal  race, 
Can'ft  thou  the  living  memory  erafe  ? 
Or  fhall  not  vengeance  follow  to  the  grave, 
And  give    back  juft    that   meafure  which  you 

gave  ? 

With  fo  much  merit,  and  fo  much  fuccefs, 
With  fo  much  pow'r  to  curfe,  fo  much  to  blefs, 
Would  he  have  been  man's  friend  inftead  of  foffj 
Hogarth  had  been  a  little  god  below. 
Why  then,  like  favage  giants,  fam'd  of  old, 
Of  whom  in  fcripture  ftory  we  are  told, 
Doft  thou  in  cruelty  that  ftrength  employ, 
Which  nature  meant  to  fave,  not  to  deftroy  ? 
Why  doft  thou,  all  in  horrid  pomp  array'd. 
Sit  grinning  o'er  the  ruins  thou  haft  made  ? 
Moft  rank  ill-nature  muft  applaud  thy  art ; 
But  even  candour  muft  condemn  thy  heart. 

For- me,  who  warm  and  zealous  for  my  friend, 
In  fpite  of  railing  thoufands,  will  commend, 
And,  no  lefs  warm  and  zealous  'gainft  my  foes. 
Spite  of  commending  thoufands,  will  oppofe, 
I  dare  thy  worft,  with  fcorn  behold  thy  rage, 
But  with  an  eye  of  pity  view  thy  age  ; 
Thy  feeble  age,  in  which,  as  in  a  glafs, 
We  fee  how  men  to  diffolution  pafs. 
Thou  wretched  being,  whom,  on  reafon's  plan, 
So  chang'd,  fo  loft,  I  cannot  call  a  man, 
What  could  perfuade  thee,  at  this  time  of  life, 
To  launch  afrefh  into  the  fea  r.f  ttrife  ? 
Hh 
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Better  for  thee,  fcarce  crawling  on  the  earth, 
Almofl  as  much  a  child  as  at  thy  birth, 
To  have  rellgn'd  in  peace  thy  parting  breath, 
And  funk  unnntic'd  in  the  arms  of  death. 
Why  would  thy  gray,  gray  hairs  refemment  brave, 
Thus  ro  go  down  with  forrow  to  the  grave  ? 
Now,  by  my  foul,  it  makes  me  blufli  to  know 
My  fpirit  could  defcerid  to  fuch  a  foe. 
Whatever  caufe  the  vengeance  might  provoke, 
It  feems  rank  cowardice  to  give  the  ftroke. 

Sure  'tis  a  curfe  which  angry  fates  impofe, 
To  mortify  man's  arrogance,  that  th'j'e 
Who're  fafhion'd  of  fome  better  fort  of  clay, 
Much  fooner  than  the  common  herd  decay. 
What  bitter  pangs  muft  humble  genius  feel, 
In  their  lad  hours,  to  view  a  Swift  and  Steele  ? 
3  low  muft  ill-boding  horrors  fill  her  breaft, 
When  fhe  beholds  men,  marVd  above  the  reft 
Por    qualities    moft    dear,    plung'd   from    that 

height, 
And   funk,   deep    funk,   in  fecond    childhood's 

night  ? 

Are  men,  indeed,  fuch  thing?,  and  are  the  bcft 
More  fubje&to  this  evil  than  the  reft, 
To  drivel  out  whole  years  of  idiot  breath, 
And  fit  the  monuments  of  living  death  ? 
O,  galling  circumftance  to  human  pride  1 
Abating  thought,  but  riot  to  be  denied! 
With  curious  art  the  brain  too  finely  wrought, 
Preys  on  herfelf,  arrd  is  deftroy'd  by  thought. 
Conftant  attention  wears  the  active  mind, 
Blots  out  her  pow'rs  and  leaves  a  blank  behind. 
!But  let  not  youth,  to  infolence  allied, 
In  heat  of  blood,  in  full  career  of  pride, 
Poffefs'J  of  genius,  with  unhallow'd  rage, 
Mock  the  infirmities  of  rev'rend  age. 
Tbe'grcateft  genius  to  this  fate  may  bow  ; 
Reynolds,  in  time,  may  be  like  Hogarth  now.  . 

THE  GHOST. 

'  IN  FOUR  BOORS. 


BOOK  I. 

WITH  eager  fearch  to  dart  the  foul, 
Curicnfly  vain,  from  pole  to  pole, 
And  from  the  planets  wand'ring  fphePes 
T'  excert  the  number  of  our  years, 
And  whether  all  thofe  years  (hall  flow 
Serenely  fmooth,  and  free  from  woe, 
Or  rude  misfortune  fliall  deform 
Our  life  with  one  continual  ftorm  ; 
Or  if  the  fcene  fliall  motley  be, 
Alternate  joy  and  mifery ; 
Is  a  deTire,  which,  more  or  lefs, 
All  men  muft  feel,  though  lew  confefs. 
Hence,  ev'ry  place  and  ev'ry  age 
Affords  fubfiftence  to  the  fage, 
Who,  free  from  this  world  and  its  cares, 
Holds  an  acquaintance  with  the  ftars, 
Prom  whom  he  gains  intelligence 
Of  things  to  come  fome  ages  hence, 
Which  unto  friends,  at  ealy  rates, 
He  readiry  communicates. 


At  its  firft  rife,  which  all  agree  on, 
This  noble  fcience  was  Chaldean, 
That  ancient  people,  as  they  fed 
Their  flocks  up^n  the  mountain's  head, 
Gaz'd  on  the  ftars,  obfervM  their  motionSj 
And  fuck'd  in  aftrologic  notions, 
Wkich  they  fo  eagerly  purfue, 
As  folks  are  apt  whate'er  is  n?w, 
That  things  below  at  random  rove, 
Whilfl:  'hoy 're  confulting  things  above; 
And  when  they  now  fo  poor  were  grown, 
That  they'd  no  houfes  of  their  own, 
They  made  bold  with  their  friends  the  ftars. 
And  prudently  made  ufe  of  theirs. 

To  Egypt  from  Chaldea  it  travell'd, 
And  fate  at  Memphis  was  unravell'd  : 
Th'  exotic  fcience  foon  ftruck  root, 
And  flourifh'd  into  high  repute. 
Each  learned  prieft,  O  ftrange  to  tell ! 
Could  circles  make,  and  caft  a  fpell; 
Could  read  and  write,  and  taught  the  nation 
The  holy  art  of  divination. 
Nobles  themfelves,  for  at  that  time 
Knowledge  in  nobles  was  no  crime, 
Could  talk  as  learned  as  the  prieft, 
And  prophefy  as  much  "at  leaft. 
Hence  all  the  fortune-telling  crew, 
Whofe  crafty  fkill  mars  nature's  hue, 
Who,  in  vile  tatters,  with  fmirch'd  face, 
Run  up  and  down  from  place  to  place, 
To  gratify  their  friends'  defires, 
From  Bampfield  Carew  to  Moll  Squires, 
Are  rightly  term'd  Egyptians  all, 
Whom  weymiftaking,  gypfies  call. 

The  Grecian  fages  borrow'd  thi=, 
As  they  did  other  fciences, 
From  fertile  Egypt,  though  the  loan 
They  had  not  honefty  to  own. 
Dodona's  oaks,  infpir'd  by  Jove, 
A  learned  and  prophetic  grove, 
Turn'd  vegetable  necromancers. 
And  to  all  comers  gave  their  anfwers : 
At  Delphos,  to  Apollo  dear, 
All  men  the  voice  of  fate  might  hear ; 
Each  fubtle  prieft,  on  three-legg'd  ftool, 
To  take  in  wife  men,  play  the  fooi. 
A  myftery,  fomade  for  gain, 
E'en  now  in  faihion  muft  remain. 
Enthufiafls  never  will  let  drop 
What  brings  fuch  bulinefs  to  their  {hop, 
And  that  great  faint  we  Whitefield  call, 
Keeps  up  the  humbug  fpiritual. 

Among  the  Romans,  not  a  bird 
Without  a  prophecy  was  heard ; 
Fortunes  of  empires  often  hung 
On  the  magician  magpie's  tongue, 
And  ev'ry  crow  was  to  the  ftate 
A  fure  interpreter  of  fate. 
Prophets,  embodied  in  a  college, 
(Time  out  of  mind  your  feat  of  knowledge, 
For  genius  never  fruit  can  bear 
Unlefs  it  firft  is  planted  there, 
And  folid  learning  never  falls 
Without  the  verge  of  college  walls) 
Infallible  accounts  would  keep 
When  it  was  bcft  to  watch  or  fleep, 
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To  eat  or  drink,  to  go  or  flay, 
And  when  to  fight  or  run  away  ; 
When  matters  were  for  action  ripe, 
By  looking  at  a  double  tripe  ; 
When  emperors  would  live  or  die, 
They  in  an  afs  sjkull  could  fpy  ; 
When  gen'rals  would  their  ftation  keep, 
Or  turn  their  backs,  in  hearts  ofjheep. 
In  matters,  whether  fmall  or  great, 
In  private  families  or  ftate, 
As  among  us,  the  holy  feer 
Officioufly  would  interfere, 
With  pious  arts  and  rev'rend  {kill 
Would  bend  lay-bigots  to  his  will, 
Would  help  or  injure  foes  or  friends, 
Juft  as  it  ferv'd  his  private  ends. 
Whether  in  honed  way  of  trade, 
Traps  for  virginity  were  laid, 
,Or  if,  to  make  their  party  great, 
rXefigns  were  form'd  againft  the  ftate, 
Regardlefs  of  the  common  weal, 
By  int'reft  led,  which  they  call  zeal, 
Into  the  fcale  was  always  thrown 
The  will  of  Heav'n  to  back  their  own. 

England,  a  happy  land  we  know, 
Where  follies  naturally  grow  ; 
Where  without  culture  they  arife, 
And  tow'r  above  the  common  fize ; 
England  a  fortune-telling  hoft 
As  num'roiis  as  the  ftars  could  boaft  ; 
Matrons  who  tofs  the  cup,  and  fee 
The  grounds  of  fate  in  grounds  of  tea  ; 
Who  vers'd  in  ev'ry  modell  lore, 
Can  a  loft  maidenhead  reftore, 
Or,  if  their  pupils  rather  choofs  it, 
Can  fhow  the  readied  way  to  lofe  it ; 
Gypues  who  ev'ry  ill  can  cure, 
Except  the  ill  of  being  poor  ; 
Who  charms  'gainft  love  and  agues  fell, 
Who  can  in  hen-rooft  fet  a  fpell, 
Prepar'd  by  arts,  to  them  beft  known, 
To  catch  all  feet  except  their  own ; 
Who  as  to  fortune  can  unlock  it, 
As  eafily  as  pick  a  pocket ; 
Scotchmen  who,  in  their  country's  right, 
Poffefs  the  gift  oifecond-fight, 
Who  (when  their  barren  heaths  they  quit, 
Sure  argument  of  prudent  wit, 
Which  reputation  to  maintain, 
They  never  venture  back  again) 
By  lies  prophetic  heap  up  riches, 
And  boaft  the  luxury  of  breeches. 

Amongft  the  reft,  in  former  years, 
Campbell,  illuftru.us  name,  appears, 
Great  hero  of  futurity, 
Who  blind  could  every  thing  forefee, 
Who  dumb  could  ev'ry  thing/onrtf/, 
Who  fate  with  equity  to  fell, 
Always  dealt  out  the  will  of  Heaven 
According  to  what  price  was  given. 

Of  Scottifh  race,  in  Highlands  born, 
Poffefs'd  with  native  pride  and  fcorn, 
He  hither  came,  by  cuftom  led, 
To  curfe  the  hands  which  gave  him  bread. 


With  want  of  truth  and  want  of  fenfe, 
Amply  made  up  by  impudence, 
{A.fuccedane»tn,  which  we  find  "~ 

In  common  ufe  wi'h  all  mankind) 
Cartfs'd  and  favour'd  too  by  thofe, 
Whnfe  heart  with  patriot  feeliugs  glows  ; 
Who  foolifhly,  where'er  dtfuer.s'd, 
Still  place  their  native  country  firft  ; 
(For  Engliihmen  alone  have  feiife, 
To  give  *  fir  anger  preference, 
Whilft  modeft  merit  of  their  own 
Is  left  in  poverty  to  groan) 
Campbell  foretold  juft  what  he  would, 
And  left  the  ftars  to  make  it  good ; 
On  whom  he  had  imprcf-s'd  luch  awe, 
His  dictates  current  pals' d  for  law; 
Submiflive  all  his  empire  own'd  ; 
No  ftardurft  fmile  when  Campbell  frown' d. 

This  fage  deceas'd,  for  all  muft  die, 
And  Campbell's  no  more  fafe  than  I, 
No  m  >re  than  I  can  guard  the  heart, 
When  death  lhall  hurl  the  fatal  dart, 
Succeeded,  ripe  in  art  and  years, 
Another  f^v'rite  of  the  fpheres ; 
Another  and  another  came, 
Of  equal  {kill,  and  equal  fame  ; 
As  white  each  wand,  as  black  each  gown, 
As  long  each  beard,  as  wife  each  frown  ; 
In  ev'ry  thing  fo  like,  you'd  fwear, 
Campbell  himfelf  was  firting  there. 
To  all  the  happy  art  was  known, 
To  tell  our  fortunes,  muke  their  own. 

Seated  in  garret,  for  you  know, 
The  nearer  to  the  ftars  we  go, 
The  greater  we  efteem  his  art, 
Fools  curious  flock  from  ev'  y  part. 
The  rich,  the  poor,  the  maid,  the  married, 
And  thole  who  could  not  walk  were  carried. 

The  butler,  hanging  <iown  his  head, 
By  chamber-maid,  or  co'jk  maid  led, 
Inquires,  if  from  his  friend  the  moon, 
He  has  advice  of  pilfcr'd  fpoon. 

['he  court-bred  woman  of  condition 
(Who,  to  approve  her  difpotition 
As  much  fuperior  as  her  birth 
To  thofe  compos'd  of  common  earth, 
With,  double  ipirit  muft  engage 
In  ev'ry  fully  of  the  age) 
The  honourable  arts  would  buy, 
To  pack  the  cards,  and  cog  a  die. 

The  hero  (who  for  brawn  and  face 
May  claim  right  honourable  place 
Amongft  the  chiefs  of  Butcher -Roiut 
Who  might  fnme  thirty  years  ago, 
If  we  may  be  allow'd  to  guefs 
At  his  employment  by  his  drefs, 
Put  med'cines  off  from  cart  or  ftage, 
The  grand  Toicano  of  the  age, 
Or  might  about  the  countries  go, 
High-fteward  of  a.  puppet- fhow, 
Steward  and Jteivardfbip  moft  meet, 
For  all  know  puppets  never  eat  ; 
Who  weuld  be  thought,  (though,  fave  the  marl% 
That  point  is  fomething  in  the  dark) 
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'The  man  of  honour,  one  like  thofe 

Renown'd  in  ftory,  who  lov'd  blows 

Better  than  victuals,  and  would  fight, 

Merely  for  fport,  from  morn  to  night ; 

Who  treads  like  Mavors  firm,  whofc  tongue 

Is  with  the  triple  thunder  hung ; 

Who  cries  to  fear — Stand  off — aloof — 

And  talks  as  he  were  cannon-proof; 

Would  be  deem'd  ready  when  you  lift, 

With  fword  and  piitol,  flick  and  fift, 

Carelefs  of  points,  balls,  bruifes,  knocks, 

At  once  to  fence,  fire,  cudgel,  box, 

But  at  the  fame  time  bears  about, 

Within  himfelf  fome  touch  of  doubt, 

Of  prudent  doubt,  which  hints — that  fame 

Is  nothing  but  an  empty  name ; 

That  life  is  rightly  underftood 

By  all  to  be  a  real  good ; 

That  even  in  a  hero's  heart, 

Dlfcretion  it  the  better  part ; 

That  this  fame  honour  may  be  won, 

And  yet  no  kind  of  danger  run) 

Like  Drugger  comes,  that  magic  pow'rs 

May  afcertain  his  lucky  hours. 

For  at  fome  hours  the  fickle  dame 

Whom  fortune  properly  we  name, 

Who  ne'er  confiders  wrong  or  right, 

When  wanted  moft  plays  lead  in  fight, 

And,  like  a  modern  court-bred  jilt, 

Leaves  her  chief  fav'rites  in  a  tilt. 

Some  hours  there  are,  when  from  the  heart 

Courage  into  fome  other  part, 

No  matter  wherefore,  makes  retreat, 

And  fear  ufurps  the  vacant  feat ; 

Whence  planet-JInick  we  often  find 

Stuarts  and  Sackvilles  of  mankind. 

Farther  he'd  know  (and  by  his  art 
A  conjuror  can  that  impart) 
Whether  politer  it  is  reckon'd 
To  have  or  not  to  have  a  fecond, 
To  drag  the  friends  in,  or  alone 
Te  make  the  danger  ajl  their  own ; 
Whether  repletion  is  not  bad, 
And  fighters  with  full  ftomachs  mad ; 
Whether  before  he  feeks  the  plain, 
It  were  not  well  to  breathe  a  vein ; 
Whether  a  gentle  falivaiion, 
Confidently  with  reputation, 
Might  not  of  precious  ufe  be  found, 
Not  to  prevent  indeed  a  wound, 
But  to  prevent  the  confequence 
Which  oftentimes  arifes  thence, 
.Thofe  fevers,  which  the  patient  urge  on 
To  gates  of  death,  by  help  of  furgeon  ; 
Whether  a  wind  at  eaft  or  weft 
Is  for  green  wounds  accounted  beft  ; 
Whether  (was  he  to  choofe)  his  mouth 
Should  point  towards  the  north  or  fouth  j 
Whether  moft  fafely  he  might  ufe 
On  thefe  occafions,  pumps  or  fhoes ; 
Whether  it  better  is  to  fight 
By  fun-Jbine.  or  by  candle -light  ; 
Or  (left  a  candle  fhouio  appear 
Too  mean  to  fhine  in  fuch  a  fpherc, 
For  who  would  of  a  candle  tell 
To  light  a  hero  into  hell, 


And  left  the  fun  fhould  partial  rife 
To  dazzle  one  or  t'  other's  eyes, 
Or  one  or  t'  other's  brains  to  fcorch) 
Might  not  Same  Luna  hold  a  torch  ; 

Thefe  points  with  dignity  difcufs'd, 
And  g-avely  fix'd  a  tafic  which  muft 
Require  no  little  time  and  pains, 
To  make  our  hearts  friends  with  our  brains, 
The  man  of  ivar  would  next  engage 
The  kind  affiftance  of  the  fage, 
Some  previous  method  to  direct, 
Which  fhould  make  thefe  of  none  effect. 

Could  he  not,  from  the  myftic  fchool 
Of  art,  produce  fome  facred  rule, 
By  which  a  knowledge  might  be  got, 
Whether  men  valiant  were  or 'not, 
So  he  that  challenges  might  write 
Only  to  thofe  who  would  not  fight  ? 

Or  could  he  not  fome  way  difpenfe, 
By  help  of  which  (without  offence 
To  honour,  whofe  nice  nature's  fuch, 
She  fcarce  endures  the  flighteft  touch) 
When  he,  for  want  of  t'  other  rule, 
Miftakes  his  man,  and,  like  a  fool, 
With  fome  vain  fighting  blade  gets  in, 
He  fairly  may  get  out  again  ? 

Or,  fhould  fome  demon  lay  a  fcheme 
To  drive  him  to  the  laft  extreme, 
So  that  he  muft  confefs  his  fears, 
In  mercy  to  his  nofe  and  ears. 
And,  like  a  prudent  recreant  knight, 
Rather  do  any  thing  than  fight, 
Could  he  not  fome  expedient  buy 
To  keep  his  fhame  from  public  eye  ? 
For  well  he  held,  and  men  review,- 
Nine  in  ten  hold  the  maxim  too, 
That  honour's  like  a  maidenhead, 
Which,  if  in  private  brought  to  bed, 
Is  none  the  worfc,  but  walks  the  town, 
Ne'er  loft,  until  the  lofs  be  known. 

The  parfon  too  (for  now  and  then 
Parfons  are  juft  like  other  men, 
And  here  and  there  a  grave  divine 
Has  paffions  fuch  as  your's  or  mine) 
Burning  with  holy  luft  to  know 
When  fate  preferment  will  beftow, 
'Fraid  of  detection,  not  of  fin, 
With  circumfpe6tion  fneaking  in 
To  confror,  as  he  does  to  tuhore, 
Through  fome  bye-alley,  or  back  door, 
With  the  fame  caution  orthodox 
Confults  thejlars,  and  gets  a  pox. 

The  citizen,  in  fraud  grown  old, 
Who  knows  no  deity  but  gold, 
Worn  out,  and  gafping  now  for  breath, 
A  med'cine  wants  to  keep  off  death ; 
Would  krrovv,  if  that  he  cannot  have, 
What  coins  are  current  in  the  grave  ; 
If,  when  the  ftocks  (which  by  bis  pow'r 
Would  rife  or  fall  in  half  an  hour, 
For,  though  unthought  of  and  unfeen, 
He  work'd  the  fprings  behind  the  Icreen) 
By  his  directions  c<ime  about, 
And  role  to  far,  he  ihould  fell  out  j 
Whether  he  fafely  might  or  no 
Replace  it  in  the  funds  behw< 
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By  all  addrefs'd,  believ'd,  and  paid, 
Many  purfu'd  the  thriving  trade, 
And,  great  in  reputation  grown, 
Succeflive  held  the  magic  throne. 
Favour'd  by  ev'ry  darling  paffion, 
The  love  of  novelty  and  fafliion, 
Ambition,  av'rice,  luft,  and  pride, 
Riches  pour'd  in  on  ev'ry  fide. 
But  when  the  prudent  laws  thought  fit 
To  curb  this  infolence  of  wit ; 
When  fenates  wifely  had  provided, 
Decreed,  ena&ed,  and  decided, 
That  no  fuch  vile  and  upftart  elves 
Should  have  more  knowledge  than  themfelves; 
"When  fines  and  penalties  were  laid 
To  ftop  the  progrefs  of  the  trade, 
And  ftars  no  longer  could  difpenfe, 
With  honour,  farther  influence, 
And  wizards  (which  muft  be  confeft 
Was  of  more  force  than  all  the  reft) 
No  certain  way  to  tell  had  got, 
Which  were  informers,  and  which  not ; 
Affrighted  fages  were  perforce 
Oblig'd  to  (leer  fome  other  courfe. 
By  various  ways,  thefeyJw  of  chance 
Their  fortunes  laboured  to  advance, 
Well  knowing,  by  unerring  rules, 
Knaves  ftarve  not  in  the  land  of  fools. 

Some,  with  high  titles  and  degrees, 
Which  wife  men  borrow  when  they  pleafe, 
Without  or  trouble  or  expence, 
Phyficians  inrtantly  commence, 
And  proudly  boaft  an  equal  {kill 
With  thofe  who  claim  the  right  to  kill. 

Others  about  the  countries  roam 
(For  not  one  thought  of  going  horns') 
With  piftol  and  adopted  leg, 
Prepar'd  at  once  to  rob  or  beg. 

Some,  the  more  fubtle  of  their  race, 
(Who  felt  fome  touch  of  co-ward  grace, 
Who  Tyburn  to  avoid  had  wit, 
But  never  foar'd  deferving  it) 
Came  to  their£re//w  Smollet's  aid, 
And  carried  on  the  critic  trade. 

Attach'd  to  letters  and  the  mufe, 
Some  verfes  wrote,  and  fame  wrote  news ; 
Tbtfe  each  revolving  month  are  feen, 
The  heroes  of  '&  magazine; 
Tbefe*  ev'ry  morning,  great  appear 
In  Ledger,  or  in  Gazetteer; 
Spreading  the  falfehoods  of  the  day 
By  turns  for  Faden  and  for  Say; 
Like  Swifs,  their  force  is  always  laid 
On  that  fide  where  they  beft  are  paid. 
Hence  mighty  prodigies  arife, 
And  daily  monfters  ftrike  our  eyes  ; 
Wonders,  to  propagate  the  trade, 
More  orange  than  ever  Baker  made, 
Are  hawk'd  about  from  ftreet  to  ftreet, 
And  fools  believe,  whilft  liars  eat. 

Now  armies  in  the  air  engage, 
To  fright  a  fuperftitious  age  ; 
Now  comets  through  the  ether  range, 
In  governments  portending  change  ; 
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Now  rivers  to  the  ocean  fly 

So  quick,  they  leave  their  channels  dry ; 

Now  monftrous  whales  on  Lambeth  fliore 

Drink  the  Thames  dry,  and  thirk  for  more  \ 

And  ev'ry  now  and  then  appears 

An  Irifh  favage  numh'ring  years, 

More  than  thofe  happy  fages  could 

Who  drew  their-breath  before  the  flood. 

Now,  to  the  wonder  of  all  people, 

A  church  is  left  without  zjleeple  / 

Afieeple  now  is  left  in  lurch. 

And  mourns  departure  oi.lii^church, 

Which,  borne  on  wings  of  mighty  wind, 

Rcmov'd  a  furlong  off  we  find. 

Now,  wrath  on  cattle  to  chfcharge, 

Hail-ftones  as  deadly  fall,  and  large 

As  thofe  which  were  on  Egypt  fent, 

At  once  their  crime  and  punifliment ; 

Or  thofe  which,  as  the  prophet  writes, 

Fell  on  the  neck*  t>f  Amorites, 

When,  (truck  with  wonder  and  amaze, 

The  fun  fufpended,  ftay'd  to  gaze, 

And,  from  her  duty  longer  kept, 

In  Ajalon  hisjijler  flept. 

But  if  fuch  things  no  more  engage 
The  tafte  of  a  politer  age, 
To  help  them  out  in  time  of  need 
Another  Tofts  muft  rabbits  breed. 
Each  pregnant  female  trembling  hears, 
And,  overcome  with  fpleen  and  fears, 
Confults  her  faithful  glafs  BO  more, 
But  madly  bounding  o'er  the  floor, 
Feels  hairs  all  o'er  her  body  grow, 
By  fancy  turn'd  into  a  doe. 
Now,  to  promote  their  private  ends, 
Nature  her  ufual  courfe  fufpends, 
And  varies  from  the  ftated  plan, 
Qbferv'd  e'er  fince  the  world  began. 
Bodies  (which  fooliflily  we  thought, 
By  cuftom's  fervile  maxims  taught, 
Needed  a  regular  fupply, 
And  without  nourifhment  muft  die) 
With  craving  appetites  and  fenfe 
Of  hunger  eafily  difpenfe, 
And,  pliant  to  their  wond'roua  {kill, 
Are  taught,  like  ivatches,  to  ftand  ftill 
Uninjur'd,  for  a  month  or  more, 
Then  go  oh  as  they  did  before. 
The  novel  takes,  the  tale  fucceed*, 
Amply  fupplies  its  author's  needs ; 
And  Betty  Canning  is  at  leaft, 
With  Gafcoync's  help,  a  fix  months  feaft. 

Whilft,  in  contempt  of  all  our  pains, 
The  tyrant  fuperftition  reigns 
Imperious  in  the  heart  of  man, 
And  warps  his  thoughts  from  nature's  plan : 
Whilft  fond  credulity,  who  ne'er 
The  weight  of  wholeibme  doubts  could  bear, 
To-reafon  and  herfelf  unjuft, 
Takes  all  things  blindly  up  on  truft ; 
Whilft  curiofity,  whofe  rage 
No  mercy  {hows  to  fex  or  age, 
Muft  be  indulg'd  at  the  expence 
Of  judgment  %  truth,  and  common  fenfe; 
H  h  iij 
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Impoftures  cannot  but  prevail, 
And  when  old  miracle s  grow  ftale, 
Jugglers  will  ftili  the  art  purfue,' 
And  entertain  the  wrrld  with  new. 
For  them,  obedient  to  their  will, 
And  trembling  at  their  mighty  {kill, 
Sad  fpiri  s.  fummon'd  from  the  tomb, 
Glide  glaring  ghaftly  through  the  gloom, 
In  all  the  ufual  pomp  of  ftorms, 
In  horrid  cuftomary  forms, 
A  wolf,  a  bear  an  horfc,  an  ape, 
As  fear  and  fancy  gave  them  fha'pe 
Tormented  with  defpair  and  pain, 
They  roar,  they  yell,  and  clank  the  chain. 
Folly  and  guilt  (for  guilt,  howe'er 
The  face  of  courage  it  may  wear, 
Is  flill  a  coward  at  the  heart) 
At(  fear-created  phantoms  ft  art. 
The  prieft,  that  very  word  implies 
That  he's  both  innocent  and  wife, 
Yet  fears  to  travel  in  the  dark, 
Unlef?  efcorted  by  his  clerk. 

But  let  not  ev'ry  bungler  deem 
Too  lightly  of  fo  deep  a  fcheme ; 
For  reputation  of  the  att. 
Each  ghoft  muft  adt  a  proper  part, 
Oblerve  decorum's  needful  grace, 
And  keep  the  laws  of  time  and.  place, 
Muft  change,  with  happy  variation, 
His  manners  with  his  fituation  ; 
What  in  the  country  might  pafs  doWn, 
Would  be  impertinent  k)  town. 
Mo  fpiri r  of  diferetion  here 
Can  think  of  breeding  awe  and  fear, 
Twill  ferve  the  purpofe  more  by  half 
To  make  the  congregation  laugh. 
We  want  no  enfigns  of  furprife. 
Locks  Hiff  with  gore,  and  fawcer  eyes; 
Give  113  an  entertaining^r//^ 
Gentle,  familiar,  and  polite, 
One  who  appears  in  fuch  a  form 
As  might  an  holy  hermit  warm, 
Or  who  on  former  fchemes  refines, 
And  only  talks  by  founds  and  ilgns, 
Who  will  not  to  the  eye  appear* 
But  pays  her  vifits  to  the  ear, 
And  knocks  fo  gently,  'twould  not  fright 
A  lady  in  the  darkeft  night 
Such  is  ear  FANNJT,  whofe  good  will, 
Which  cannot  in  the  grave  lie  dill, 
Brings  her  on  earth  to  entertain 
Her  friend*  and  lovers  in  Cock-lane. 

BOOK    IT. 

A  SACRED  ftandard  ru!?  we  find, 
By  poets  held  time  out  of  mind, 
To  offer  to  Apollo's  fhrine, 
And  call  on  one,  or  all  the  nine. 

This  cuftom,  through  a£/g-0/zeaf, 
Which  moderns  pf/fe  tajle  muft  feej 
For  thofe  who  wrote  in  'lays  of  yore 
Adopted  ftands  like  many  more, 
1  boujfh  ev'rv  raufi ,  which  then  ccnfpir'd 
TO  make  it  pradlis' J  and  adaiir'd, 


rielding  to  time's  deftru&ive  courfc, 
""or  ages  paft  hath  loft  its  force. 

With  ancient  bards,  an  invocation 
Nzs  a  true  act  of  adoration, 
Of  worfhip  an  eflential  part, 
And  not  a  formal  piece  of  art, 
Of  paltry  reading  a  parade, 
A  dull  folemnity  in  trade, 
A  pious  fever,  taught  to  burn 
An  hour  or  two,  to  ferve  a  turn. 

They  talk'd  not  of  Caftalian  fpringsa 
By  way  of  faying  pretty  things, 
\s  -we  drefs  out  our  flimfy  rhymes; 
Twas  the  religion  of  the  times, 
And  they  believ'd  that  holy  ftream 
With  greater  force  made  fancy  teem, 
*.eckon'd  by  all  a  true  fpecific 
To  make  the  barren  brain  prolific  : 
Thus  Romifh  church  (a  fcheme  which  bears 
Mot  half  fo  much  excufe  as  theirs) 
Since  faith  implicitly  hath  taught  her, 
Reveres  the  force  of  holy  water. 

The  Pagan  fyftem,  whether  true 
Or  falfe,  its  flrength,  like  buildings,  drexv 
From  many  parts  difpos'd  to  bear, 
In  one  great  whole,  their  proper  fhare. 
Each  god  of  eminent  degree 
To  fome  vaft  Learn  com  par  'd  might  be; 
Each  godling  was  a  peg,  or  rather 
A  cramp,  to  keep  the  beams  together ; 
And  map  as  fafely  might  pretend 
From  Jove  the  thunder- hit  to  rend, 
As  with  an  impious  pride  afpire 
To  rob  Apollo  of  his  lyn. 

With  fettled  faith  and  pious  awe, 
Efhblifh'd  by  the  voice  of  law, 
Then,  poets  to  the  mufes  came, 
And  from  their  altars  caught  the  flame, 
Genius,  with  Phcebus  for  his  guide, 
The  mufc  afcending  by  his  fide, 
With  tow'ring  pinions  dar'd  to  foar, 
Where  eye  could  fcarcely  ftrain  before. 
But  why  mould  we,  who  cannot  ftel 
Thefe  glowings  of  a  Pagan  zeal, 
That  wild  entbt/flajtic  force, 
By  which,  above  her  common  courfe, 
Nature  'mecjtacy  up-borne, 
L'^ok'd  down  on  earthly  things  with  fcorn ; 
Who  have  no  more  regard,  'tis  known, 
For  their  religion  than  our  otvn, 
And  feel  not  half  fo  fierce  a  flame 
At  Clio's  as  at  Fifher's  name  ; 
fT£0kno\v  thtfe  \>~aet&tAfctcfetfjtrtWfo 
Were  mere  romantic  idle  dreams, 
That  Thames  has  waters  clear  as  thofc 
Which  on  the  top  of  Pindus  rofe, 
And  that  the  fancy  to  refine, 
Water's  not  half  fo  good  as  wine  ; 
Who  kno'w,  if  profit  ftrike  our  eye, 
Should  we  drink  Hel'cou  quite  dry, 
Th  whole  fountain  would  not  thither  lead 
So  focn  as  one  poor  jug  from  Tweed ; 
Who,  if  to  raife  poetic  fire, 
The  pow'r  of  beauty  we  require, 
In  any  public  place  can  view 
More  than  the  Grecians  ever -knew; 
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If  volt  into  the  fcale  is  thrown, 
Can  boaft  a  .Lennox  of  our  own  ; 
Why  Should  ive  fervile  cuftorm  choofe, 
And  court  an  antiquated  mufe  ? 
No  matter  why — to  aSk  a  reafon, 
In  pedant  bigotry  is  treafon. 

In  the  broad,  beaten,  turnpike-road 
Of  hackney  \l 'panegyric  ode, 
No  modern  poet  dares  TO  ride 
Without  Apollo  by  his  fide, 
Nor  in  a/e««rftake  the  air, 
UnlcSs  his  lady  mufe  be  there. 
She,  from  Ionic  amaraittbhw  grove, 
Where  little  loves  and  graces  rove, 
The  laurel  to  my  lord  muft  bear, 
Or  garlands  make  for  ivbores  to  wear; 
She,  with  foft  elegiac  verSe, 
Muft  grace  feme  mighty  villains'  herfe ; 
Or  for  feme  infant,  doom'd  by  fate 
To  wallow  in  a  large  eState, 
With  rhymes  the  cradle  muft  adorn, 
To  tell  the  world  a  fool  is  born. 

Since  then  our  crit:c  lords  expect 
No  hardy  poet  fhouid  rejecl 
Eftablifh'd  maxims,  or  preSume 
To  place  much  better  in  their  room, 
By  nature  fearful,  I  fubmit, 
And  in  this  dearth  of  fenfe  and  wit, 
With  nothing  done,  and  lijt/ffaid, 
(By  wild  excurfive  fancy  led, 
Into  a  fecond  book  thus  far, 
Like  fome  unwary  traveller, 
Whom  varied  Scenes  of  wood  and  lawn, 
With  treacherous  delight,  have  drawn  ; 
Deluded  from  his  purposed  way, 
Whom  ev'ry  ftcp  leads  more  aflray  ; 
Who  gazing  round  can  no  where  fpy, 
Or  houfe,  or  friendly  cottage  nigh, 
And  resolution  feems  to  lack 
To  venture  forward  or  go  back) 
Invoke  fome  goddefs  to  defcend, 
And  help  me  to  my  journey's  end. 
Though  confcious  Arrow  all  the  while 
Hears  the  petition  with  a  fmile, 
Before  the  glaSs  her  charms  unfolds, 
And  in  btrfeifmj  mufe  beholds. 

Truth,  goddefs  of  celeftial  birth, 
But  little  iov'd,  or  known  on  earth, 
Whofe  pow'r  but  Seldom  rules  the  heart, 
Whofe  name,  with  hypocritic  art, 
An  errant  Stalking- horle  is  made, 
A  Snug  pretence  to  drive  a  trade, 
An  instrument  convenient  grown 
To  plant,  more  firmly,  falsehood's  throne, 
As  rebels  varnifh  o'er  their  cauSe 
With  fpecious  colouring  of  laws, 
And  phus  traitors  draw  the  knife 
Tn  the  king's  wi/7wi?againft  hi«  life  • 
Whether  (from  cities  far  away, 
Where  ft  and  and  falfilocd  fcorn  'thy  fway) 
1  he  faithful  nymph's  and  Shepherd's  j>riae, 
With  love  and  virtue  by  thy  fide, 
Your  hours  in  harmleis  joys  are  fpent 
AmongSt  the  children  of  content ; 
Cir,  fond  of  gaiety  and  fport, 
You  tread  the  round  of  England's  court; 


iowe'er  my  lord  may  frowning  go, 
And  treat  theflrangtr  as  a  foe, 
Sure  to  be  found  a  welcome  gucft 
n  George's  and  in  Charlotte's  breaft, 
f,  in  the  giddy  hours  of  youth, 
My  conftant  foul  adher'd  to  truth; 
f,  from  the  time  I  firft  wrote  man, 
I  ftill  purfu'd  thy  facred  plan, 
Tempted  by  intereft  in  vain 
To  wear  mean  falfehood's  golden  chain ; 
If,  for  a  Ceafon  drawn  away, 
Starting  from  virtue's  path  aftray, 
All  low  difguife  I  fcorn'd  to  try, 
And  dar'd  to  fin,  but  not  to  lie ; 
Hither,  O  hither,  condefcend, 
Eternal  Truth,  thy  fteps  to  bend, 
And  favour  him,  who  ev'ry  hour 
ConfeSSes  and  obeys  thy  pow'r  ! 

But  come  not  with  thar  eafy  mien, 
By  which  you  won  the  lively  Dean, 
Nor  yet  affume  that  Strumpet  air, 
Which  Rabelais  taught  thee  firft  to  wear, 
Nor  yet  that  arch  ambiguous  face, 
Which  with  Cervantes  gave  thee  grace, 
But  come  in  facred  vefture  clad, 
Solemnly  dull,  and  truly  fad  ! 

Far  from  thy  fecmly  matron  train 
Be  idiot  mirth,  and  laughter  vain  ! 
For  wit  and  humour,  which  pretend 
At  once  to  pleafe  us  and  amend, 
They  are  not  for  my  prefent  turn, 
Let  them  remain  in  France  with  Sterne, 

Of  nobleft  div  parents  born. 
Whom  wealth  and  dignities  adorn, 
Who  ftill  one  cotiftant  tenor  keep, 
Not  quite  awake,  nor  quite  afletp, 
With  thee,  let  formal  dullness  ccme, 
And  deep  attention,  ever  dumb, 
Who  on  her  lips  her  fingers  lays, 
Whilft  every  circumftancc  (he  weighs, 
Whofe  downcall  eye  is  often  found 
Bent  without  motion  to  the  ground, 
Or,  to  fome  outward  thing  confin'd, 
Remits  no  image  to  the  mind, 
No  pregnant  mark  of  meaning  bears, 
But  fir-pid  without  vifion  flares  ; 
Thy  fteps  let  gravity  attend, 
W'tfdom*i  and  truth's  unerring  friend. 
For  one  may  fee  with  half  an  eye, 
That  gravity  can  never  lie  ; 
And  his  arch'd  brow,  pull'd  o'er  his  eye34 
With  Solemn-  proof  proclaims  him  tvifs. 

Free  from  ail  waggeries  and  Sports, 
The  produce  of  luxurious  courts, 
Where  Sloth  and  luft  enervate  youth, 
Ccme  tlout  a  downright  city  truth  ; 
The  city,  which  we  ever  find 
A  Sober  pattern  for  mankind  ; 
Where  man,  in  equilibrio  hung, 
Is  fcldom  old,  and  never  young, 
And  from  the  cradle  to  the  grave, 
Not  virtue's  friend,  nor  vice's  Slave ; 
As  dancers  on  tht  "wire  \ve  Spy, 
Hanging  between  the  earth  and  Sky, 

She  comes — I  See  her  from  afar 
Bending  her  ccurSe  to  'Temple-Ear  :. 
JH  h  iiij 


THE    WORKS    OF    CHURCHILL. 


All  fage  and  Client  is  her  train, 
Deportment  grave,  an-1  garments  plain, 
Such  as  may  fuit  a parfon 's  wear, 
And  fit  the  head-pice?  of  a  mayor. 

By  truth  infpir'd,  our  Bacon's  force 
Open'd  the  way  to  learning's  fonrce; 
Boyle  through  the  works  of  nattsre  ran  ; 
And  Newton,  fomething  more  than  man, 
Div'd  into  nature's  hidden 'fprings, 
Laid  bare  the  principles  of  things, 
Above  the  earth  our  fpirits  bore, 
And  gave  us  worlds  unknown  before. 
By  trurh'mfpir'd,  when  Lander's  jpight 
O'er  Milton  caft  the  veil  of  night, 
Douglas  arofe,  and  through  the  maze 
Of  intricate  and  winding  ways, 
Came  where  the  fubtle  traitor  lay. 
And  dragg'd  him  trembling  to  the  day ; 
Whilft  he  (O  fhame  to  nobleft  parts, 
Dishonour  to  the  lib'ral  arts, 
To  traffic  in  fo  vile  a  fcherne)  ! 
Whilft  he,  our  letter  d  Polypheme, 
Who  had  confederate  forces  join'd, 
Like  a  bafe  coward,  fkuik  d  behind. 
By  truth  infpir'd,  our  critics  go 
To  track  Fingal  in  Highland  ihow, 
To  form  rheit  own  and  others  creed 
From  tnanufcrlpts  they  cannot  read. 
By  truth  infptr'd,  we  numbers  fee 
Of  each  profcflion  and  degree, 
Gentle  and  fimple,  lord  and  cit, 
"Wit  without  wealth,  wealth  without  wit, 
When  Punch  and  Sheridan  have  done, 
To  FANNY's£/'0/?/y  leftures  run 
By  truth  and  FANNY  now  infpir'd, 
I  feel  my  glowing  hofom  fir'd  ; 
Defire  beats,  high  in  evry  vein 
To  ling  the  fpirit  of  Cock-Lane  ; 
To  tell  (juft  as  the  meafure  flows 
In  halting  rhyme,  half  verfe,  half  profe) 
With  more  than  mortal  arts  endu'd, 
Howj^e  united  force  withftood, 
And  proudly  gave  a  brave  defiance 
To  iv it  and  dulnefs  in  alliance. 
This  APPAIUTIO'N  (with  relation 
To  ancient  modes  of  derivation  t 
1'his  we  may  properly  fo  call, 
Although  it  ne'er  appears  at  all, 
As  by  the  way  of  imieado, 
JLucus  is  made  a  non  luccndo] 
Superior  to  the  vulgar  mode, 
Nobly  difdains  that  fervile  road, 
Which  coward  ghofts,  as  it  appears, 
Have  walk'J  in  full  five  thoufand  years, 
And  for  reftraint  too  mighty  grown. 
Strikes  out  a  method  of  her  own. 

Others  may  meanly  ftart  away, 
Aw'd  by  the  herald  of  the  day, 
With  faculties  too  weak  to  bear 
The  frethnefsnf  the  morning  air, 
May  vanifh  with  the  melting  gloom, 
And  glide  in  (Hence  to  the  tomb ; 
She  dares  the  fun's  moil  piercing  light, 
And  knocks  by  day  as  well  as  night. 
Others,  with  mean  and  partial  view, 
Their  viiits  pay  to  one  or  ttvo; 


She  great  in  reputation  grown, 
Keeps  the  beft  company  in  town. 
Our  active  enterprifing  ghoft 
AsMarge  and  fpler.did  routes  can  beaft 
As  thofe  which,  rais'd  by  pride's  command, 
Block  up  the  paffage  through  the  Strand. 
Great  adepts  in  the  fighting  trade, 
Who  ferve  their  time  on  the  farade ; 
She-faints  who,  true  to  pleafure's  plan; 
i  alk  about  God,  and  luft  for  man  ; 
Wits,  who  believe  nor  God,  nor  ghoft, 
And  fools,  who  worfhip  ev'ry  poll ; 
Cowards,  whofe  lips  with  war  are  hung; 
Men  truly  brave,  who  hold  their  tongue; 
Courtiers,  who  laugh  they  know  not  why, 
And  cits,  who  for  the  fame  caufe  cry; 
The  canting  tabernacle-brother, 
(For  one  rogue  ftill  fufpects  another) 
Ladies,  who  to  a  fpirit  fly, 
Rather  than  with  their  bit/bands  lie  ; 
Lords,  who  as  chaftely  pafs  their  lives 
With  other . women  as  their  ivives  ; 
Proud  cf  their  intellects  and  clothes, 
Phyficians,  lawyers,  parfons,  beaux, 
And,  truant  from  their  defies  and  mops, 
Spruce  Temple  clerk",  and  'prentice  fops, 
To  FANNY  come,  with  the  fame  view, 
To  find  her  falfe,  or  find  her  true. 
Hark  !  fomething  creeps  ^about  the  houfe  ! 
Is  it  zfpirit,  or  a  moufe  ? 
Hark  !  fomething  fcratcbes  round  the  room  ! 
A  cat,  a  rat,  2.jlubtid  bitch-broom. 
Hark  !   on  the  wainfcot  now  it  knocks! 
If  thou'rt  a  ghoft,  cried  orthodox, 
With  that  affe&edfolemn  air 
Which  hypocrite-  delight  to  wear, 
And  all  ihateformt  of  confequence 
Which  fools  adept  inltead  offenff  ; 
If  thou'rt  a  gbojl,  who  from  the  tomb 
Stalk'ft  (zdlyfiicnt  through  this  gloom, 
In  breach  of  nature's  ftated  laws, 
For  good,  or  bad,  or  for  no  caufe, 
Give  noiv  nine  knocks;  like  priefts  of  old, 
Nine  ive  a  facred number  hold. 

'Pflia,  cried  Profound,  (a  man  of  parts, 
Deep  read  in  all  the  curious  arts, 
Who  to  their  hidden  fprings  had  trac'd 
The  force  of  numbers,  rightly  placed") 
As  to  the  number,  you  are  right, 
As  to  t\\e  form,  miilaken  quite. 
What's  nine  ?  Your  adepts  all  agree, 
The  virtue  lies  in  three  times  three. 

He  faid,  no  need  to  fay  it  twice, 
For  thrice  fhe  knocked,  and  thrice,  and  thrice. 

The  crowd,  confounded  and  amaz'd, 
In  filence  at  each  other  gaz'd. 
From  Celia's  hand  the  fnuff-box  fell. 
Tinfel,  who  ogled  with  the  belle, 
To  pick  it  up  attempts  in  vain, 
He  ftoops,  but  cannot  rife  again. 
Immane  Pompofo  was  not  heard 
T*  import  one  crabbed  foreign  word. 
Fear  feizes  heroes,  fools,  and  wits, 
And  Plaufible  his  pray'rs  forgets. 

At  length,  as  people  jnO.  awake, 
Into  wild  diffonance  they  break  j 
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All  talk'd  at  once,  but  not  a  word 
Was  underflood.,  or  plainly  htnrd. 
Such  is  the  noifc  of  chatt'ring  geefe, 
Slow  failing  on  the  fummer  breeze  ; 
Such  is  the  language  difcord  fpeaks 
In  Welch  women  o'er  beds  of  leels  ; 
Such  the  confus'd  and  horrid  founds 
Of  Irifl  in  potatoe  grounds. 

But  tir'd,  for -even  C 's  tongue 

Is  not  on  iron  hinges  hung, 
Fear  and  confufion  found  retreat, 
Reafon  and  order  take  their  feat. 
The  fad  confirm'd  beyond  all  doubt, 
They  now  would  find  the  caufes  out. 
For  this  a  facred  rule  we  find 
Among  the  niceft  of  mankind, 
Which  never  might  exception  brook, 
'  From  Hobbes  e'en  down  to  Bolingbroke, 
To  doubt  of  facts,  however  true, 
Unlefs  they  know  the  caufes  too. 

Trifle,  of  whom  'twas  hard  to  tell 
When  he  intended  ill  or  well, 
Who,  co  prevent  all  farther  pother, 
Probably  meant  nor  one  nor  t'other, 
"Who  to  be  filent  always  loth, 
Would  fpeak  on  either  fide,  or  both, 
Who,  led  away  by  love'of  fame, 
If  any  new  idea  came, 
Whate'er  it  made  for,  always  faid  it, 
Nx>t  with  an  eye  to  truth,  but  credit ; 
For  orators  prof  eft,  'tis  known, 
Talk  not  for  our  fake,  but  their  own  ; 
Who  always  (how'd  his  talents  beft 
When  ferious  things  were  turn'd  to  jefl, 
And,  under  much  impertinence, 
Pofiefs'd  no  common  fhare  of  fenfe  ; 
Who  could  deceive  the  flying  hours 
With  chat  on  butterflies  and  flow'rs; 
Could  talk  of  powder,  patches,  paint, 
With  the- fame  zeal  as  of  a  faint; 
Could  prove  a  Sibyl  brighter  far 
Than  Venus  or  the  Morning  Star  ; 
Whilft  fomethingftill  fo  gay,  fo  new, 
The  fmile  of  approbation  drew, 
And  females  ey'-d  the  charming  man, 
Whilft  their  hearts  flutter'd  with  their  fan  ; 
Trifle,  who  would  by  no  means  mifs 
An  opportunity  like  this, 
Proceeding  on  his  ufual  plan, 
&»til>d)ftrok'dbiscbin<,y£\$.  thus  began. 

Wltnjfotrs,  or  fcijjors,fivord  or  knifet 
When  the  fates  cut  the  thread  of  life, 
(For  if  we  to  the  grave  are  lent, 
No  matter  with  what  infrumenf) 
The  body  in  fome  lonely  fpot, 
On  dunghill  vile,  is  laid  to  rot, 
Or  fleeps  among  more  holy  dead, 
With  pray'rs  irreverently  read; 
The  foul  is  fent  where  fate  ordains, 
To  reap  rewards,  to  fuffer  pains. 

The  virtuous  to  thofe  manfions  go, 
Where  pleafures  urembitter'd  flow  ; 
Where,  leading  vp  a  jocund  band, 
Vigour  and  youth  dance  hand  in  hand, 
Whilft  zephyr,  with  harmonious  gales, 
Pipes  fofteft  mujic  through  the  vales, . 


And  tyring  and  Flora,  gaily  crown'd, 
With  velvet  carpets  fprcad  the  ground ; 
With  livelier  blujb  where  rofes  bloom, 
And  ev'ry  fhrub  expires  perfume; 
Where  cryjlal  fa'ea&anneariJ'riiyrgJifti3 
Where  ivarbling  flows  the  amber  tide  ; 
Where  other  funs  dart  brighter  beams, 
And  light  through  purer  ether  ftreams. 

Far  other  feats,  far  diff'rent  ftate 
The  fpns  of  wickednef>  await. 
Juftice  (not  that  old  Lag  I  mean, 
Who's  liightly  in  the  garden  feen, 
Who  lets  no  (park  of  mercy  life 
For  crimes,  by  ivhich  men  left  their  eyes ; 
Ncr  her  wno,  with  an  equal  hand, 
Weighs  tea  andfugar  in  the  Strand; 
Nor  her  who,  by  the  world  deem'd  -wife, 
Deaf  to  the  widow's  piercing  cries, 
Steel'd  'gamft  the  ftarving  orphan's  tears, 
On  patvns  her  bafe  tribunal  rears; 
But  her  who  after  death  prtiides, 
Whom  facred  truth  unerring  guides; 
Who,  free  from  partial  influence, 
Nor  finks  nor  raifrs  evidence, 
Before  whom  nothing's  in  the  dark, 
Who  takes  no  bribe,  and  keeps  no  clerk) 
Juflice  with  equal  fcale  below 
In  due  proportion  weighs  out  woe, 
And  always  -with  fuch  lucky  aim. 
Knows  punifhment*  fo  fit  to  frame, 
That  fhe  augments  their  grief  and  pain, 
.Leaving  no  reaton  to  complain. 

Old  maids  and  rakes  are  join'd  together, 
Coquettes  andfrudes,  like  April  weather. 
Wit's  forc'd  to  chum  with  common  fenfe t 
And  lujl  is  yok'd  to  impotence. 
Prof  cflbrs  (jujlice  fo  decreed) 
Unpaid muft  conftant  lectures  read ; 
On  earth  it  often  doth  befal, 
They're  paid,  and  never  read  at  all. 
Parfons  muft  praclife  what  they  teach, 
And  Bijbops  are  compcll'd  to  preach. 

She  who  on  earth  was  nice  and  prim, 
Of  delicacy  full,  and  whim, 
Whole  tender  nature  could  not  bear 
The  rudenefs  of  the  churlifh  air, 
Is  doom'd,  to  mortify  her  pride, 
The  change  of  weather  to  abide, 
And  fells,  whilft  tears  with  liquor  mix, 
Burnt  brandy  on  the  (bore  of  Styx. 

Avaro,  by  long  ufe  grown  bold 
In  ev'ry  ill  which  brings  him  gold, 
Who  his  Redeemer  would  pull  down, 
And  fell  his  God  for  half-a-crown  j 
Who,  if  fome  blockhead  fhould  be  willing 
To  lend  him  on  his  foul  a  fhilling, 
A  well-made  bargain  would  efteem  it, 
And  have  more  fenfe  than  to  redeem  it ; 
Juftice  (hall  in  thofe  (hades  confine, 
To  drudge  for  Plutus  in  the  mine, 
All  the  day  long  to  toil  and  roar, 
And  curfing  work  the  ftubborn  ore, 
For  coxcombs  here,  who  have  no  brains, 
Without  a  fixpence  for  his  pains. 
Thence,  with  each  due  return  of  night, 
CompeU'd  the  tall,  ttin,  hajf-ftarv'd  fprite, 
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Shall  earth  revifit,  and  furvey 

The  place  where  cnce  his  treafure  lay; 

Shall  view  thcjiall,  where  holy  pride 

With  letter  'd  ignorance  allied, 

Once  ha i I'd  him  mighty  and  ador'd, 

Defcended  to  another  lord. 

Then  (hall  b:  {creaming  pierce  the  arr, 

Hang  his  lank  jaws,  and  (cowl  defpair ; 

Then  fhall  be  ban  at  Heaven's  decrees, 

And,  howling,  fink  to  hell  for  eafe. 

Thofe  who  on  earth  through  life  have  pad 
With  equal  pace,  from  firft  to  laft, 
Nor  vex'd  with  paffions  nor  with  fpleen, 
lufipid,  eafy,  andferene; 
Whofc  heads  were  made  too  weak  to  bear 
The  weight  of  bufinefs,  or  of  care; 
Who  without  merit,  without  crime, 
Contrive  to  while  away  their  time, 
Nor  good,  nor  bad,  nor  fools,  nor  wits, 
jV*Y</juftice  with  a  fmile  permits 
Still  to  purfue  their  darling  plan, 
And  find  anmfetnf  nt  how  they  can. 

The  beau,  in  gaudieft  plumage  dreft 
With  lucky  fancy,  o'er  the  reft 
Of  air  a  curious  mantle  throws, 
And  chats  among  his  brother  beaux  ; 
Or,  if  the  weather's  fine  and  clear. 
No  fign  of  rain  or  tempeft  near, 
Encourag'd  by  the  cloudlefs  day, 
Like  gilded  butterflies  at  play, 
So  lively  all,  fb  gay,  fo  brife, 
In  air  they  flutter,  float,  andy*rr/£. 

The  belle  (what  mortal  doth  not  krow, 
Belles  after  death  admire  a  beau)  ? 
With  happy  grace  renews  her  art, 
To  trap  the  coxcomb's  wand'ring  heart. 
And  after  death,  as  whilft  they  live, 
A  heart  is  all  which  beaux  can  give. 

In  feme  ftill,  folemn,  facred  fhade, 
Behold  a  group  of  authors  laid, 
News  paper  wits,  and  fonncteers, 
Gentlemen  bards,  and  rhvming  peers, 
Biographers,  whofe  wond'rou?  worth 
Isfcarce  remember'd  now  on  earth, 
Whom  Fielding's  humour  led  aftray, 
And  plaintive  fops,  debauch'd  by  Gray, 
All  fit  together  in  a  ring, 
And  laugh  and  prattle,  write  and  fing. 

On  his  otvn  works  wirh  laurel  crown'd, 
Neatly  and  elegettitty  bound \ 
(For  this  is  one  of  many  rules 
With  ii'riiing  lords  and  lanr  eat  fools, 
Arid  which  for  ever  niuft  fucceed 
With  other  lords  who  cannot  read, 
However  deftitute  of  wit, 
To  make  their  works  for  bock-cafe  fit)     . 
Acknow'edg'd  m after  of  thofc  feats, 
Cibber  his  birth- day  odes  repeats.  . 

With  triumph  noiv  poflefs  that  feat, 
With  triumph  'noiv  thy  odes  repeat, 
Unrivall'd  vigils  proudly  keep, 
.Whilft  ev'ry  hearer's  lull'd  to  fleep  ; 
But  know,  llliifirlous  bard,  whenyir/?, 
Which  ftill  purfues  thy  name  with  hate, 
The  regal  laurel  blafts,  which  now 
Bourns  on  the  placid  Whitehcad's  brow, 
5 


_,ow  muft  defcend  thy  pride  and  fame,, 
And  Gibber's  be  the  fecond  name, 
-lere  Trifle  cough'd  (for  coughing  ftill 
3ears  witnef*  of  thefyeater's  Ikill, 

neceffary  piece  of  art, 
Of  rbct'ric  an  effential  part, 
And  adepts  in  the  fpeaking  trade 
£eep  a  cough  by  them  ready  made, 
Which  they  fuccefrfully  difpenfe 
When  at  a  lofs  for  ivords  orfenfe) 
rlere  Trifle  cough'd,  here  paus'd — but 

frrove  to  recolledl  his  fmile, 
That  happy  engine  of  his  art, 
Which  triumph'd  o'er  the  female  heart, 
Credulity,  the  child  of  folly, 
Begot  on  cloyfler'd  melancholy, 
Who  heard,  with  grief,  the  florid  fool 
Turn  facred  things  to  ridicule, 
And  favv  him,  led  by  whim  away, 
Still  farther  from  the  fubjedt  ftray, 
Juft  in  the  happy  nick,  aloud, 
in  fhape  of  M — e,  addrefs'd  the  crowd* 

Were  we  with  patience  here  to  fit, 
Dupes  to  th'  impertinence  of  wit, 
Till  Trifle  his,  harangue  foould  end, 
A  Greenland  night  we  might  attend, 
Whilft  he,  with  fluency  of  fyeech, 
Would  various  mighty  nothings  teach, 
(Here  Trifle,  fternly  looking  down. 
Gravely  endeavour'd  at  a  frown, 
But  nature  unawares  ftept  in, 
And,  mocking,  turn'd  it  to  a  grin) 
And  when,  in  fancy's  chariot  huri'd, 
We  had  been  carried  round  the  world, 
Involv'd  in  error,  ftill  in  doubt, 
He'd  leave  us  where  we  firft  fet  out. 
ThusyoA//Vrj  (in  whofe  exercife 
Material  ufr  with  grandeur  vies) 
Lift  up  their  legs  with  mighty  pain. 
Only  to  fet  them  down  again. 

Believe  ye  not  (yes,  all  1  fee 
In  found  belief  concur  with  me) 
That  Providence,  for  worthy  ends, 
To  us  unknown,  this  fpirit  fends  ! 
Though  fpeechlefs  lay  the  trembling  tongut,, 
Your  faith  was  on  your  features  hung, 
Your  faith  i  in  your  eyes  could  fee, 
When  all  were  pale  and  ftar'd  like  me. 
But  fcruples  to  prevent,  and  root 
Out  ev'ry  fhadow  of  dipute, 
Pompofo,  Plaufible,  and  I, 
With  FANNY  have  agreed  to  try 
A  deep  concerted  fchemc — This  night, 
To  fix  or  to  deftroy  her  quite. 
If  it  be  true,  before  we've  done, 
We'll  make  it  glaring  as  the  fun  ; 
If  it  beftilfe,  admit  no  doubt, 
Ere  morning's  dawn  we'll  find  it  out. 
Into  the  vaulted  womb  of  death, 
Where  FANNY  now,  depriv'd  of  breath, 
Lies  feft'ring,  whiSft  her  trcuMed^/Av 
Adds  horror  to  the  gloom  of  night, 
Will  ive  defcend,  and  bring  from  thence 
Proofs  of  fuch  force  to  common 
Vain  trijlers  fhall  no  more  deceive,, 
And  atheiib.  tremble  and  believe,  " 


POEMS. 


He  faid,  and  ceas'd  ;  the  chamber  rung 
With  due  applaufe  from  every  tongue. 
The  mingled  found  (now  let  me  fee, 
Something  by  way  rffimi!e~) 
Was  it  more  like  Strymonian  cranes, 
Or  'winds,  loiv  murmuring,  ivben  it  rainst 
Or  droivjy  bum  of  cluJV  ring  bees, 
Or  the  boarfe  roar  of  angry  feas  ? 
Or  (ftill  to  heighten  and  explain, 
For  elfe  ourfimi/e  is  vain) 
Shall  we  declare  it  like  all  four, 
A.fcream,  a  murmur,  hum,  and  roar? 

Let  fancy  now  in  awful  ftate 
Prefent  this  great  triumvirate, 
(A  method  which  rcceiv'd  we  find 
In  other  cafes  by  mankind) 
JLleRed  with  a  joint  confent, 

All  foals  in  town  to  rcprefent.  [fwears. 

The   clock   ftrikes   twelve — M — e   ftarts   and 
In  oaths  we  know,  as  well  as  pray'rs, 
Religion  lies,  and  a  church  brother 
May  ufe  at  will  or  one  or  t'other. 
Plaufible  from  his  caffock  drew 
A  holy  manual,  feeming  new  ; 
A  book  it  was  of  private  prayer, 
But  not  a  pin  the  worfe  for  wear ; 
For,  as  we  by  the  bye  may  fay, 
None  butfwall  faints  in  private  pray. 
Religion,  faireft  maid  on  earth, 
As  meek  as  good,  who  drew  her  birth 
From  that  Weft  union,  when  in  heaven 
Pleafure  was  bride  to  Virtue  given; 
Religion,  ever  pleas'd  to  pray, 
Poffefs'd  the  precious  gift  one  day; 
Hypocrify,  of  cunning  born, 
Crept  in  and  ftole  it  ere  the  morn. 
Wh — te — d,  that  greateft  of  all  faints, 
Who  always  prays  and  never  faints, 
Whom  fhe  to  her  oit>n  brothers  bore; 

Rapine  and  Lull,  on  Severn's  fhore, 
Receiv'd  it  from  the  fquinting  dame  ; 

From  him  to  Pla-ufible  it  came, 

Who  with  unufal  care  oppreft, 

Now  trembling,  pull'd  it  from  his  breafh 

Doubts  in  his  boding  heart  arife, 

And  fancied  fpe&res  blaft  his  eyes. 

Devotion  fprings  from  abje&fear, 

And  ftamps  his  pray'rs  for  once  fincere. 
Pompofo  (infolent  and  loud, 

Vain  idol  of  ^.fcribbling  crowd, 

Whofe  very  name  infpires  an  awe, 

Wbofe  ev'ry  word  is  fenfe  and  Jaw, 

For  what  his  greatnefs  hath  decreed, 

Like  laws  of  Perfia  and  of  Mede, 

Sacred  through  all  the  realm  of  tvitt 

Muit  never  of  repeal  admit ; 

Who,  curfing  flattery,  is  the  tool 

Of  ev'ry  fanning, flatt'ring  fool ; 

Who  wit  with  jealous  eye  furveys, 

And  fickens  ai  another's  y.raife  ; 

Who,  IT-  udly  fe;z'd  of  learning's  throne, 

Now  damns  all  learning  but  his  own; 

Who  fcorns  thofe  common  wares  to  trade  in, 

JRcas'ning,  convincing,  and perfuading, 

But  makes  each  fei  tence  current  pafs 

With  $uj>fiy 


For  'tis  with  him  a  certain  rule, 
he  folly's  prov'd  v/hen  he  calls  fool ; 

,Vho,  to  increafe  his  native  ftrength, 

Draws  words  fix  fyllablesin  length, 

,Vith  which,  afiifted  with  a  frown 

5y  way  of  club,  he  knocks  us  down  ; 

Who  'bove  the  vulgar  dares  to  rife, 

And  fenfe  of  decency  defies ; 

For  this  fame  decency  is  made 

Only  for  bunglers  in  the  trade, 

And,  like  the  cobtueb  laws,  is  ftill 

Broke  through  by  great  ones  when  they  will) — 

Pompofo,  \vith  J/rongferife  fupplied, 

Supported  and  confirm'd  by  pride  t 

His  comrades'  terrors  to  beguile, 

Grinnd  horribly  a  ghaujily  Jmile  : 

Features  fo  horrid,  were  it  light, 

Would  put  the  devil  himfelf  to  flight. 
Such  were  the  three  in  name  and  worth, 

Whom  zeal  and  judgment  fingled  forth 

f<>  try  \-\\e.  fprite  on  reafon's  plan, 

Whether  it  was  of  Cod  or  man. 

Dark  was  the  night,  it  was  that  hour 

When  terror  reigns  in  fullelt  pow'r, 

Whtn,  as  the  learn'd  of  old  have  faid, 

The  yawning  grave  gives  up  her  dead, 

When  murder,  rapine  by  her  fide, 

Stalks  o'er  the  eaith  with  giant  ftride; 

Our  Quixotes  (for  that  knight  of  old 

Was  not  in  truth  by  half  fo  boldt 

Though  reafpn  at  the  fame  time  cries, 

Our  Quixotes  are  not  half  fo  ivife, 

Since  they,  with  other  follies,  boaft 

An  expedition  'gainft  a  gbojl) 

Through  the  dull  deep  furrounding  gloom, 

In  cloie  array,  towards  FANNY'S  tomb 

Adventur'd  forth. — Caution  before, 

With  heedful  ftep,  the  lanthorn  bore, 

Pointing  at  graves ;  and  in  the  rear, 
Trembling,  and  talking  loud,  went  Fear. 

The  church-yard  teeni'd — th'  unfettlcd  ground, 

As  in  ague,  fhook  around  ; 

While  in  fome  dreaty  vault  cenfin'd, 

Or  riding  on  the  holloiu  idndt 

Horror,  which  turns  the  heart  to  {lone, 

In  dreadful  founds  was  heard  to  groan, 

All  flaring,  wild,  and  out  of  breath, 

At  length  they  reach  the  place  of  death. 

A  vault  it  was,  long  time  apply'd 
To  hold  the  lafc  remains  of  pride  : 
No  beggar  there,  of  humble  race, 
And  humble  fortunes,  finds  a  place; 
To  reft  infcmp  as  well  as  eaf,-, 
The  only  way's  to  pay  they^j. 
Fools,  rogues,  and  whores,  if  rich  and  greatt 
Proud  e'tn  in  death,  here  rot  \nf.ute. 
No  thieves  cifiobe  the  ivell-drejl  cjead, 
No  plumbers  ileal  the/acred  lead  ; 
Quiet  and  fafe  the  bodies-  lie, 
No  fextonsyj-//,  no  furgeons  buy. 

Thrice  each  tbe.pondTous  key  ap^Iy'dj 
And  thrice  to  turn  it  vainly  try'd, 
Till  taught  by  prudence  .o  unite, 
And  ftraining  with  collected  might, 
The  flubborn  wards  refill  no  more, 
But'open  flies  the  grwsling  door. 
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Three  paces  back  they  fell  amaz'd, 
fj&t&'jlatuej  flood,  like  madmen  gaz'd  ; 
The  frighted  blood  forlakes  the  face, 
And  feeks  the  heart  with  quicker  pace  ; 
The  throbbing  heart  its  fear*  declares, 
And  upright  ftand  the  briftled  hairs  ; 
The  head  in  wild  diflra&ion  fwirr»s ; 
Cold  fweats  bedew  the  trembling  limbs; 
Nature,  whiift  fears  her  bofom  chill, 
Sufpends  her  pow'rs,  and  life  flands  ftilL 

Thus  had  they  ftood  till  noiu,  but  fhame 
(An  ufeful,  though  neglected  dame, 
By  Heav'n  defign'd  the  friend  of  man, 
Though  we  degrade  her  all  we  can, 
And  ftrive,  as  our  firft  proof  of  wit, 
Her  name  and  nature  to  forget) 
Came  to  their  aid  in  happy  hour, 
And  with  a  wand  of  mighty  pow'r 
Struck  on  their  hearts  ;  vain  fears  fubfide, 
And  baffled,  leave  the  field  to  pride. 

Shall  they,  (forbid  it  fame)  ftiall  they 
The  dictates  of  vile  fear  obey  ? 
Shall  they,  the  idols  of  the  town, 
To  buglea- $  fancy  form*  d  bow  down  ? 
Shall  they,  who  greateft  zeal  expreft, 
And  undertook  for  all  the  reft, 
Whofe  matchleis  courage  all  admire, 
Inglorious  from  the  taflc  retire  ? 
How  would  the  ivicked  ones  rejoice, 
And  infidels  exalt  their  voice, 
If  M — e  and  Plaufihle  were  found, 
By  Jkadoivs  aw'd,  to  quit  their  ground  ? 
How  -would  foals  laugh,  fhould  it  appear 
Pompofo  was  the  flave  of  fear  ? 
"  Perilh  the  thought !   Though  to  our  eyes 
**  In  all  its  terrors  hell  (hoald  rife, 
"  Though  thoufand  ghofts,  in  dread  array, 
"  With  glaring  eye-balls,  crofs  our  way, 
"  Though  caution,  trembling,  ftands  aloof, 
*{  Still  we  will  on,  and  dare  the  proof." 
They  faid  ;  and  without  farther  halt, 
Dauntlefs  march'd  onward  to  the  vault. 

What  mortal  men,  who  e'er  drew  breath, 
Shall  break  into  the  houfe  of  death, 
With  foot  unhallowed,  and  from  thence 
The  myft'ries  of  that  ftate  difpenfe, 
Unlefs  they,  with  due  rites,  prepare 
Their  weaker  fenfe  fuch  fights  to  bear, 
And  gain  permiflion  from  the  State, 
On  earth  their  journal  to  relate  ? 
Poets  themfelves,  without  a  crime, 
Cannot  attempt  it  e'en  in  rhyme, 
But  always,  on  fuch  grand  occafion, 
Prepare  afolemn  invocation, 
A/g/y  for  grim  Pluto  weave, 
And  in  fmooth  numbers  aik  his  leave. 
But  why  this  caution  ?  Why  prepare 
Rites,  needlefs  now  ?  for  thrice  in  air 
The  fpirit  of  the  night  hath  fneczd, 
And  thrice  hath  clapp'd  his  wings  well-pleas'd. 

Defcend  then,  Truth,  a»d  guard  thy  fide, 
My  Mufe,  my  Patrmefs    aild  Guide  I 
Let  others  at  invention  aim, 
And  feek  by  falfities  for  fame  ; 
Our  ftory  wants  not,  at  this  time, 
Flounces  and  fu/ bdoivs  in  rhyme : 


Relate  plain  fadls  ;  be  brief  and  bold ; 

And  let  the  poets,  fam'd  of  old, 

Seek,  whilft  our  artlefs  tale  we  tell, 

In  vain  to  find  a  parallel  : 

SILENT  ALL  THREE  WENT  IN,  ABOUT 

ALL  THRXE  TURN'L)  SILENT,  AND  CAME  OUT. 


BOOK  HI. 

IT  WAS  THE  HOUR,  when  bufnvife  Morn 
With  pearl  and  linen  hangs  each  thorn, 
When  happy  bards,  who  can  regale 
Their  mufe  with  country  air  and  ale, 
Ramble  afield,  to  biooks  and  bow'rs, 
To  pick  upfentimfnts  and^oi^Vj  ; 
When  dogs  and  fquires  from  kennel  fir, 
And  hogs  and  farmers  quit  their  fty  ; 
When  my  Lord  rifes  to  the  chafe, 
And  brawny  chaplain  takes  his  place. 

Thefe  images,  or  bad  or  good, 
If  they  are  rightSyunderftood, 
Sagacious  readers  muft  allow, 
Proclaim  us  in  the  country  now ; 
For  obfervations-moftly  rife 
From  obje<Sb  juft  before  our  eyes, 
And  ev'ry  lord  in  critic  wit 
Can  tell  you  where  the  piece  was  writ, 
Can  point  out,  as  he  goes  along, 
(And  who  (hall  dare  to  fay  he's  wrong)  ? 
Whether  the  warmth  (for  bards  we  know 
At  prefent,  nevermore  than  glow) 
Was  in  the  town  or  country  caught, 
By  the  peculiar  turn  of  thought. 

IT  WAS  THE  HOUR — though  critics  frowrtj 
We  now  declare  ourfelves  in  town, 
Nor  will  a  moment's  paufe  allow 
For  finding  when  we  came,  or  how. 
The  man  who  deals  in  humble  profe, 
Tied  down  by  rule  and  method,  goes; 
But  they  who  court  the  vig'rous  mufe, 
Their  carriage  have  a  right  to  choofe. 
Free  as  the  air,  and  unconfin'd, 
Swift  as  the  motions  of  the  mind, 
The  poet  darts  from  place  to  place, 
And  inftant  bounds  o'er  time  and  fpace; 
Nature  (whilft  blended  fire  and  fkill 
Inflame  our  paffions  to  his  will) 
Smil-es  at  her  violated  laws, 
And  crowns  his  daring  with  applaufe. 

Should  there  be  ftill  fome  rigid  few, 
Who  keep  propriety  in  view, 
Whofe  heads  turn  round,  and  cannot  bear 
This  whirling  paffage  through  the  air, 
Free  leave  have  fuch  at  home  to  fit, 
And  write  a  regimen  for  wit ; 
To  clip  our  pinions  let  them  try, 
Not  having  heart  themfelves  to  fly. 

IT  WAS  THE  HOUR,  when  devotees 
Breathe  pious  curfes  on  their  knees, 
When  they  with  pray'rs  the  day  begin 
To  fan&ify  a  night  of  fin ; 
When  rogues  of  mode  fty,  who  roam 
Under  the  veil  of  night,  fneak  home, 
I  hat  free  from  all  reftraint  and  awe, 
Jufl  to  the  windward  of  the  law, 
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Lcfs  modeft  rogues  their  tricks  may  play, 
And  plunder  in  the  face  of  day. 

But  hold — whilft  thus  we  play  the  fool, 
In  bold  contempt  of  ev'ry  rule, 
Things  of  no  confequence  expreffing, 
Deferring  now,  and  now  digrejpng, 
To  the  difcredit  of  our  fkill, 
The  main  concern  is  {landing  ftill. 

In  Plays,  indeed,  when  ftorms  of  rage 
Tempeftuous  in  the  foul  engage, 
Or  when  the  fpirits,  weak  and  low, 
Are  funk  in  deep  diftrefs  and  woe, 
With  ftridt  propriety  we  hear 
Defcription  dealing  on  the  ear, 
And  put  off  feeling  half  an  hour 
To  thatch  a  cot,  or  faint  afto-uSr  ; 
But  in  thefefirious  works,  defign'd 
To  mend  the  morals  of  mankind, 
We  muft  for  ever  be  difgrac'd 
With  all  the  nicer  fons  of  tafte, 
If  once,  the  fhadow  to  purfue, 
We  let  the  fubftance  out  of  view. 
Oar  means  muft  uniformly  tend 
In  due  proportion  to  their  end, 
And  ev'ry  paffage  aptly  join 
To  bring  about  the  one  defign. 
Our  friends  themfelves  cannot  admit 
This  rambling,  wild,  digreffwe  wit, 
]No — not  thofe  very  friends,  who  found 
Their  credit  on  the  felf-fame  ground. 

Peace,  my  good  grumbling  Sir— tor  once, 
Sunk  in  the  folemn,  formal  dunce, 

This  coxcomb  (hall  your  fears  beguile 

We  will  be  dull — that  you  may  fmile. 

Come  Method,  come  in  all  thy  pride, 
Dullnefs  and  Whitehead  by  thy  fide, 
Dullnefs  and  method  ftill  are  one, 
And  Whitehead  is  their  darling  fon. 
Not  he  *  whofe  pen,  above  controul, 
Struck  terror  to  the  guilty  foul, 
Made  folly  tremble  through  her  ftate, 
And  villains  blufh  at  being  great, 
Whilft  he  himfelf  with  fteady  face, 
Difdaining  modefiy  and  grace, 
Could  blunder  on  through  thick  and  thin, 
Through  ev'ry  mean  and  fervile  fin, 
Yetfwear  by  Philip  and  by  Paul, 
He  nobly  fcorn'd  to  blufh  at  ail ; 
But  he,  who  in  the  laureat  chair, 
By  grace  not  merit  planted  there, 
In  awkward  pomp  is  feen  to  fit, 
And  by  his  patent  proves  his  wit ; 
For  favours  of  the  great,  we  know, 
Can  wit  as  well  as  rank  beftovv, 
And  they  who  without  one  pretenfion, 
Can  get  for  fools  a  place  or  penfion, 
'''Muft  able  be  fuppos'd  of  courfe 
(If  reafon  is  allow'd  due  force) 
To  give  fuch  qualities  and  grace 
As  may  equip  them  for  the  place. 

But  he — who  meafures  as  he  goes, 
A  mongrel  kind  oi  tinkling  profe, 
And  is  too  frugal  to  difpepfe 
At  once  both  poetry  and  fenfe ; 

*  faul  Wbiteheid.        - 


Vho,  from  amidft  hisjluii&ritg  guards, 
Deals  out  a  charge  tojitbjett  Lards, 
»Vhere  couplets  after  couplets  creep 
ropitious  to  the  reign  of  fleep, 
Yet  ev'ry  word  imprint0,  an  awe, 
And  all  his  dictates  pafs  for  law 
With  beaux,  who  fimper  all  around, 
And  belles  who  die  in  every  found. 
7or  in  all  things  of  this  relation, 
Men  moftly  judge  fmmjttuation, 
Nor  in  a  thoufand  find  we  one 
Who  really  weighs  what's  faid  or  done. 
They  deal  out  cenfure  or  give  credit, 
VTerely  from  him  who  did  or  faid  it. 

Bi't  he — who,  happily  ferene, 
vleans  nothing,  yet  would  ieem  to  mean; 
Who  rules  and  cautions  can  difpenfe 
With  all  that  humble  infolence 
Which  impudence  in  vain  would  teach, 
And  none  but  modeft  men  can  reach, 
Who  adds  to  fentiments  the  grace 
!3f  always  being  out  of  place, 
And  draivh  out  morals  with  an  air 
A  gentleman  would  blufh  to  wear ; 
Who  on  the  chajiefl,  fwplejl  plan, 
As  chajle,  as  fimple  as  the  man, 
Without  or  character  or  flat, 
Nature  unknown,  and  art  forgot, 
Can,  with  much  racking  of  the  brains, 
And  years  confum'd  in  letter'd  pains, 
A  heap  of  words  together  lay, 
And,  fmirking,  call  the  thing  a  play; 
Who  champion  fvvorn  in  virtue's  caufe, 
Gainft  vice  his  liny  1/oJkin  draws, 
But  to  no  part  of  prudence  ftranger, 
Firft  blunts  the  point  for  fear  of  danger. 
So  nurfes  fage,  as  caution  works, 
When  children  firft  ufe  knives  and  forks, 
For  fear  of  mifchief,  it  is  known, 
To  others  fingers,  or  their  own, 
To  take  the  edge  off  wifely  choofe, 
Though  the  fame  ilroke  takes  off  the  ufe. 

Thte,  Whitehead,  thee  I  now  invoke, 
Sworn  foe  to  fatire's  generous  ftroke, 
Which  makes  unwilling  confcience  feel, 
And  wounds,  but  only  wounds  to  heal. 
Good-natur'd,  eafy  creature,  mild, 
And  gentle  as  a  new-born  child, 
Thy  heart  would  never  once  admit 
E'en  ivholefome  rigour  to  thy  wit ; 
Thy  head,  if  confcience  mould  comply, 
Its  kind  affiftance  would  deny, 
And  lend  thee  neither  force  nor  art, 
To  drive  it  onward  to  the  heart. 
O  may  thy  facred  pow'r  controul 
Each  fiercer  working  of,  ray  foul, 
Damp  every  fpark  of  genuine  fire, 
And  languors  like  thine  own  infpire  ; 
Trite  be  each  thought,  and  ev'ry  line 
As  moral,  and  as  dull  as  thine. 

Pois'd  in  mid-air (it  matters  not 

To  afcertaiu  the  very  fpot, 
Nor  yet  to  give  you  a  relation, 

How  it  eluded  gravitation J. 

Hung  a  watch-tower — by  Vulcan  plann'd 
VN  ith  iuch  rare  fkill,  by  JOVQ'S  command, 
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That  evVy  word,  which  whifper'd  here, 
Scarce  vibrates  to  the  neighbour  ear, 
On  the  ftill  bofom  of  the  air 
Js  borne,  and  heard  diftin&ly  there, 
The  palace  of  an  ancient  dame, 
Whom  men  as  well  as  gods  call  fame. 

A  prattling  %offip    on  whofe  tongue 
Proof  of  perpetual  motion  hung-  ; 
Whofe  lungs  in  ftrength  all  lungs  furpafs, 
Uke  her  own  trumpet  made  of  brafs; 
Who  with  an  hundred  pair  of  eyes 
The  vain  attacks  of  fleep  defies; 
Who  with  an  hundre d  pair  of  wings 
News  from  thefartheft  quarters  brings^ 
Sees,  hears,  and  tells,  untold  before, 
All  that  fhe  knows,  and  ten  times  more. 

Not  all  the  virtues  which  we  find 
Concenter'd  in  a  Hunter's  mind, 
Can  make  her  fpare  the  ranc'rous  tale, 
If  in  one  point  fhe  chance  to  fail; 
Or  if,  once  in  a  thoufand  years, 
A  perfect  character  appears, 
Such  as  of  late  with  joy  and  pride 
My  foul  poflefs'd  ere  Arrow  died ; 
Or  fuch  as,  envy  muft  allow, 

The  world  enjoys  in  H now; 

This  hag,  who  aims  at  all  alike, 
At  virtue  e'en  like  their's  will  ftrike, 
And  make  faults  in  the  way  of  trade, 
When  fhe  can't  find  them  ready  made. 

All  things  fhe  takes  in,  fmall  and  great, 
Talks  of  a  toy-flop  and  zjlate; 
Of  ivits  andybo/j,  of  faints  and  king?) 
Of  garters,  Jlars,  and  leading-firings  ; 
Of  old  lords  fumbling  for  a  clap, 
And  young  ones  full  of pray 'r  and  pap  ; 
Of  courts,  of  morals,  and  tye-iuigs. 
Of  bears  zn&ferjeants  dancing  jigs  ; 
Of  grave  prof  effort  at  the  bar 
Learning  to  thrum  on  the  guittar, 
Whilft  laws  are  JlubbeSd  o'er  in  hafte, 
And  judgment  facrific'd  to  tafte; 
Of  ivhitedfepulcbres,  laivn  Jleevcs, 
And  God's  //ow/^made  a  den  of  thieves  ; 
Of  funeral  pomps  y  where  clamours  hung, 
And  fix'd  difgrace  on  ev'ry  tongue, 
Whilft  fenfe  and  order  blufh'd  to  fee 
Nobles  without  humanity ; 
Of  coronations,  where  each  heart, 
With  honeft  raptures,  bore  a  part; 
Of  cityfeajts,  where  elegance 
Was  proud  her  colours  to  advance, 
And  gluttony,  uncommon  cafe, 
Could  only  get  the  fecond  place  ; 
Of  neiv-raiC d  pillars  in  the  (late, 
Who  muft  be  good   as  being  great ; 
Offoottlders,  on  which  honours  fit, 
Almoft  as  clumfily  as  ivit  ; 
Of  doughty  knights,   whom  titles  pleafe, 
But  not  the  payment  of  they^  : 
Of  le&ures,  whither  ev'ry  fool 
\nfecond  childhood  goes  to  fchool ; 
Of  gray-beards  deaf  to  reafon's  call, 
From  Inn  of  court,  or  City  ball, 
Whom  youthful  appetites  enflave, 
With  cjje  foot  fairly  in  the  grave, 


By  help  of  crutch,  a  needful  brother, 

Learning  of  Hart  to  dance  with  t*  other  5 

Of  doSlors  regularly  bred 

To  fill  the  manfions  of  the  dead  ; 

Of  quacks  (for  quacks  they  muft  be  ftill 

Who  fave  when  forms  require  to  kill) 

Who  life,  and  health,  and  vigour  give 

To  him,  not  one  would  wifh  to  live; 

Of  artif.s  who,  with  nobleft  view, 

Difinterefted  plans  purfue, 

For  trembling  worth  the  ladder  raife, 

And  mark  out  the  afcent  to  praife ; 

Of  arts  andfciences,  where  meet 

Sublime,  profound,  and  ell  complete^ 

A  fet  (whom  at  fome  fitter  time 

The  mufe  fhall  confecrate  in  rhyme ) 

Who  humble  artifts  to  outdo 

A  far  more  liberal  plan  purfue, 

And  let  their  ivell-judgd  premiums  fall 

On  thofe  who  have  no  worth  at  all ; 

^J'£>t~l°J'  exhibitions,  rais'd 

Fot  laughter  more  than  to  be  prais'd, 

(Though  by  the  way  we  cannot  fee 

Why  praife  and  laughter  mayn't  agree) 

Where  genuine  humour  runs  to  wafte, 

And  juftly  chides  our  want  of  tafte, 

Cenfur'd,  like  other  things,  though  good, 

Becaufe  they  are  not  underftood. 

To  higher  fubjects  now  fhe  foars, 
And  talks  of  politics  and  -whores 
(If  to  your  nice  and  chafter  ears 
That  term  indelicate  appears, 
Scripture  politely  fhall  refine, 
And  melt  it  into  concubine ) ; 
In  the  fame  breath  fpreads  Bourbon's  league, 
And  publifhes  the  grand  intrigue  : 
In  BrufTels  or  our  oivn  Gazette 
Makes  armies  fight  which  never  met, 
And  circulates  the  pox  or  plague 
To  London,  by  the  way  of  Hague ; 
For  all  the  lies  which  there  appear 
Stamp'd  with  authority  come  here  ; 
Borrows  as  freely  from  the  gabble 
Of  fome  rude  leader  of  a  rabble, 
Or  from  the  quaint  harangues  of  thofe 
Who  lead  a  nation  by  the  nofe, 
As  from  thofe  forms,  which,  void  of  art, 
Burft  from  our  bonejl  patriot's  heart, 
When  eloquence  and  virtue  (late 
Remark'd  to  live  in  mutual  hate) 
Fond  of  each  other's  friendfhip  grown, 
Claim  ev'ry  fentence  for  their  own  ; 
And  with  an  equal  joy  recites 
Parade  amours^  and  half -pay  fights , 
Performed  by  heroes  of  fair  weather, 
Merely  by  dint  of  lace  and  feather, 
As  thofe  rare  afts  which  honour  taught 
Our  daring  fons  where  Granby  fought, 
Or  thofe  which,  with  fuperior  fkill, 
Sackville  atchiev'd  byflanetingjlill. 

This  hag  (the  curious  if  they  pleafe 
May  fearch  from  earlieft  times  to  thefe, 
And  poets  they  will  always  fee, 
With  gods  and  goddejfes  make  free, 
Treating  them  all,  except  the  mufe, 
As  fcarcely  fit  to  wipe  their  -fhoes) 
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Who  had  beheld,  from  firft  to  laft, 
How  our  triumvirate  had  pafs'd 
Night's  dreadful  interval,  and  heard 
With  ftricT:  attention  every  word, 
Soon  as  (he  faw  return  of  light, 
On  founding  pinions  took  her  flight. 

Swift  through  the  regions  of  the  Iky, 
Above  the  reach  of  human  eye, 
Onward  fhe  drove  the  furious  blaft, 
And  rapid  as  a  whirlwind  paft 
&er  countries,  once  the  feat?  of  tajlet 
By  time  and  ignorance  laid  wafte  ; 
O'er  lands,  where  former  ages  faw 
Jteafon  and  truth  the  only  law ; 
Where  arts  and  arms,  and  public  love 
In  gen'rous  emulation  flrove ; 
Where  kings  were  proud  of  legal  fvvay, 
And  fubjecls  happy  to  obey, 
Though  now  in  flav'ry  funk,  and  broke 
T o  fuperjlition  s  galling  yoke  ; 
Of  arts,  of  arms,  no  more  they  tell, 
Or  Freedom,  which  vrithfcience  fell. 
By  tyrants  aw'd,  who  never  find 
Their  paffage  to  the  people's  mind, 
To  whom  the  joy  was  never  known 
Of  planting  in  the  heart  their  throne, 
Far  from  all  profpevft  of  relief, 
Their  hours,  in  fruitlefs  pray'rs  and  grief, 
For  lofs  of  blefiing*  they  employ, 
Which  we  untbankfully  enjoy. 

Now  is  the  time  (had  we  the  will) 
T'  amaze  the  reader  with  our  {kill, 
To  pour  out  fuch  a  flood  of  knowledge 
As  might  fuffice  for  a  whole  college, 
Whilil  with  a  true  poetic  force 
We  trac'd  the  goddefs  in  her  courfe, 
Sweetly  defcribing,  in  our  flight, 
Each  common  and  uncommon  fight, 
Making  our  journal  gay  and  pleafant, 
With  things  long  paft,  and  things  now  prefent. 
Riven — once  nymphs— (a  trans  formation 
Is  mighty  pretty  in  relation) 
From  great  authorities  we  know, 
Will  matter  for  a  tale  beftow. 
To  make  the  obfervation  clear, 
We  give  our  friends  an  inftance  here. 

The  day  (that  never  is  forgot) 
Was  vsryfne.  but  very  Lot ; 
The  nymph  (another  gen'ral  rule) 
Inflam'd  with  heat,  laid  down  to  cool; 
Her  hair  (we  no  exceptions  find) 
Wafu'dcarelefs floating  in  tie  wind  ; 
Her  heaving  breajis,  \\kQfummerfeas, 
Scent  d  am'rous  of  the  playful  breeze  ; 
Should  /Wdefcription  tune  our  lays 
On  dolcejl  accents  to  her  praife, 
Defcription  we  at  laft  mould  find, 
Baffled  and  weak,  would  halt  behind. 
Nature  had  form'd  her  to  infpire 
In  ev'ry  bofom  foft  defire, 
PaJJicns  to  raifejbe  could  not  feel, 
Wounds  to  injliftfic  would  not  leal. 
A  god  (his  name  is  no  great  matter,' 
Perhaps  a  Jove,  perhaps  a  fatyr) 
Raging  with  lufl,  a  godlike  flame, 
By  chance,  as  ufua/t  thither  came  5 


With  gloting  eyes  the  fair-one  view'd, 

Defir'd  her  firft,  and  then  purfu'd. 

She  (for  what  other  can  (he  do)  ? 

Muft  fly — or  how  can  he  purfue  ? 

The  tnufe  (fo  cuftom  hath  decreed) 

Now  proves  her  fpirit  by  her  fpeed, 

Nor  muft  one  limping  line  difgrace 

The  life  and  vigour  of  the  race. 

SHE  RUNS,  AND  HE  RUNS,  'till  at  length, 

Quite  deftitute  of  breath  and  ftrength, 

To  beavn  (for  there  we  all  apply 

For  help,  when  there's  no  other  nigh) 

She  offers  up  her  virgin  pray'r, 

(Can  virgins  pray  unpitied  there)  ? 

And  when  the  god  thinks  he  has  caught  her, 

Slips  through  his  hands,  and  runs  to  water, 

Becomes  ajiream,  in  which  the  poet, 

If  he  has  any  wit,  may  fhow  it. 

A  city  once  for  pow'r  renown'd, 
Now  leveU'd  even  to  the  ground, 
Beyond  all  doubt  is  a  direction 
To  introduce  fome'^w  reflection. 

Ab,  woeful  me  !   jfft,  woeful  man  f 
Ab ,  -woeful  all  /  do  all  we  can  '. 
Who  can  on  earthly  things  depend 
From  one  to  t*  other  moment's  end  ? 
Honour,  wit,  genius,  wealth,  and  glory, 
Good  lack  .'  good  lad  .'  are  tranfitory  ; 
Nothing  is  fure  and  ftable  found, 
The  very  earth  itfelf  turns  round. 
Monarch*,  nay  minifters  muft  die, 
Muft  rot,  muft/f»£ — Ab,  me  .'  al>,  inly  / 
Cities  themfelves  in  time  decay. 
If  cities  thus — Ab,  well-a-day  .' 
If  brick  and  mortar  have  an  end, 
On  what  cznjiejb  and  blood  depend  '. 
Ab,  woeful  me  !  dby  ivrfal  man  ! 
Ab,  tvocful  nil .'  di  all  iue  can  ! 

England  (for  that's  nf  laft  the  fcene, 
Though  worlds  on  worlds  mould  rife  between, 
Whither  we  mull  our  courfe  purfue) 
England  fhould  call  into  review 
Times  long  fince  paft  indeed,  but  not 
By  Englifhmen  to  K-  forgot, 
Though  England,  once  fo  dear  to  fame, 
Sinks  in  Great  Britain'*  dearer  name. 

Here  could  we  mention  chiefs  ofolJt 
In  plain  and  rugged  honour  bold, 
To  virtue  kind,  to  vice  fevete, 
Strangers  to  bribery  and  feaY, 
Who  kept  no  wretched  clam  in  awe, 
Who  never  broke  or  warp'd  the  law ; 
Patriots,  whom,  in  her  better  days, 
Old  Rome  might  have  been  proud  to  raife; 
Who,  fteady  to  their  country's  claim, 
Boldly  ftood  up  in  freedom's  name, 
E'en  to  the  teeth  of  tyrant  pride, 
And  when  they  could  no  more,  THEY  niEB. 

There  (Jl>  iking  contrajl)  !  might  we  place 
A  fervile,  mean,  degenerate  race, 
Hirelings,  who  valued  nought  but  gold, 
By  the  beft  bidder  bought  and  fold; 
Truants  from  honour's  facred  laws, 

j  Betrayers  of  their  country's  caufe  ; 

j  The  dupes  of  party,  tools  of  pow'r, 

•  Slaves  to  the  minion  of  an  havr  ; 
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Lacquies,  who  watch'd  z  favourite's  nod, 
And  took  a  puppet  for  their  God. 

Sincere  and  honeft  in  our  rhymes, 
How  might  we  praife  thefe  happier  times ! 
How  rnjght  the  mufc  exalt  her  lays, 
And  vvanton  in  a  monarch's  praife  ! 
Tell  of  a  prince  in  England  born, 
Whofe  virtues  England's  crown  adorn  ; 
In  youth  a  pattern  unto  age, 
So  chafte,  fo  pious,  and  fofage ; 
Whf>  true  to  all  thofe  facred  bands 
"Which  private  happinefs  demands, 
Yet  never  lets  them  rife  above 
The  ftronger  ties  of  public  love. 

With  confcious  pride  fee  England  ftand, 
Our  holy  charter  in  her  hand, 
She  waves  it  round,  and  o'er  the  ifie 
See  liberty  and  courage  fmile. 
No  more  flie  mourns  her  treafures  hurl'd 
\nfubjidies  to  all  the  world  ; 
No  more  by  foreign  threats  difmay'd, 
No  more  deceiv'd  with  foreign  aid, 
She  deals  out  fums  to  petty  ftates, 
Whom  honour  fcorns,  and  reafon  hates; 
But,  wifer  by  experience  grown, 
Finds  fafety  in  herfelf  aione. 

While  thus,  (he  crie=,  my  children  fland, 
An  honeft,  valiant,  native  band, 
A  train'd  militia,  brave  and  free, 
True  to  their  king,  and  true  to  me, 
No  foreign  hirelings  fhall  be  known, 
Nor  need  we  hirelings  of  our  own. 
Under  a  juft  and  pious  reign 
The  ftatefman's  fophiftry  is  vain ; 
Vain  is  each  vile  corrupt  pretence, 
Thefe  are  my  natural  defence ; 
Their  faith  I  know,  and  they  fhall  prove 
The  bulwark  of  the  king  they  love. 

Thefe,  and  a  thoufand  things  befide, 
Did  we  confulta  poet's  pride, 
Some  gay,  fome  ferious,  might  be  faid, 
But  ten  to  one  they'd  not  be  read ; 
Or  were  they  by  fome  curious  few, 
Not  even  thofe  would  think  them  true. 
For,  from  the  time  that  Jubal  firft 
Sweet  ditties  to  the  harp  rehears'd, 
Poets  have  always  been  fufpe£ed 
Of  having  truth  in  rhyme  neglected, 
That  bard  except,  who  from  his  youth 
Equally  fam'd  lot  faith  and  truth, 
By  prudence  taught,  in  courtly  chime 
To  courtly  ears  brought  truth  in  rhyme. 

But  though  to  poets  we  allow, 
No  matter  when  acquir'd  or  how, 
From  truth  unbounded  deviation, 
Which  cuftom  calls  imagination, 
Yet  can't  Uaey  be  fuppos'd  to  lie 
One-half  i'o  fait  as  fame  can  fly. 
Therefore  (to  folve  this  Gordian  knot, 
A  poinr  we  almoft  had  forgot) 
To  courteous  readers  be  it  known, 
That  fond  of  verfe  and  falsehood  grown, 
Whilft  we  in  fweet  digreflion  fung, 
.Fame  check1  d  her  flight,  and  held  her  tongue, 
And  now  purfues  with  double  force 
4Lnd  double  fpeed  Jxer  dcftin'd  courfe ; 


Nor  flops,  till  fhe  the  place  arrives 

Where  genius  flarves,  and  dullnefs  thrives ; 

Where  riches  virtue  are  efteem'd, 

And  craft  is  trueft  wifdom  deem'd ; 

Where  commerce  proudly  rears  her  throne 

In  ftate  to  other  lands  unknown; 

Where  to  be  cheated,  and  to  cheat, 

Strangers  from  ev'ry  quarter  meet ; 

Where  Chriftians,  Jews,  and  Turks  fhake  hands. 

United  in  commercial  bands, 

All  of  one, faith,  and  that,  to  own 

No  God  but  intereft  alone. 

When  gods  and  goddefles  come  down 
To  look  about  them  here  in  town, 
(For  change  of  air  is  underftood 
By  fons  of  phyfic  to  be  good, 
In  due  proportions  now  and  then 
For  thefe  fame  gods  as  well  as  men) 
By  cuftom  rul'd,  and  not  a  poet 
So  very  dull,  but  he  muft  know  it, 
In  order  to  remain  incog. 
They  always  travel  in  a  fog. 
For  if  we  majefty  expofe 
To  vulgar  eyes,  too  cheap  it  grows ; 
The  force  is  loft,  and  free  from  awe, 
We  fpy  and  cenfure  ev'ry  flaw. 
But  well  preferv'd  from  public  view, 
It  always  breaks  forth  frefh  and  new ; 
Fierce  as  the  fun  in  all  his  pride, 
It  fhines,  and  not  a  fpot's  defcried. 

Was  Jove  to  lay  his  thunder  by, 
And  with  his  brethren  of  the  iky 
Defcend  to  earth,  and  frifk  about, 
Like  chattering  N***,  from  rout  to  rout, 
He  would  be  found,  with  all  his  hoft, 
A  nine  days  wonder  at  the  moft. 
Would  we  in  trim  our  honours  wear, 
We  muft  preferve  them  from,  the  air : 
What  is  familiar,  men  neglect, 
However  worthy  of  refpecl. 
Did  they  not  find  a  certain  friend 
In  novelty- to  recommend, 
(Such  we  by  fad  experience  find 
The  wretched  folly  of  mankind) 
Venus  might  unattractive  fhine, 
And  H***  fix  no  eyes  but  mine. 

But  fame,  who  never  car'd  a  jot 
Whether  fhe  was  admir'd  or  not, 
And  never  blufh'd  to  fhow  her  face 
At  any  time  in  any  place, 
In  her  own  fhape,  without  difguife, 
And  vifible  to  mortal  eyes, 
On  'change, exaft  at  feven  o'clock, 
Alighted  on  the  iveather~coc-kt 
Which,  planted  there  time  out  of  mind, 
To  note  the  changes  of  the  wind, 
Might  no  improper  emblem  be 
Of  her  own  mutability. 

Thrice  didj&e  found  her  trump  (the  fame 
Which  from  the  firft  belong'd  to  fame, 
An  old  ilt-fa'oottr'd  inftrumeat 
With  which  the  goddefs  was  content, 
Though  under  a  politer  race, 
Bagpipes  might  well  fupply  its  place) 
And  thrice  awaken'd  by  the  found, 
A  gen'ral  din  prevaii'd  around, 
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fconfufion  through  the  city  paft, 
And  fear  beftrode  the  dreadful  blaft. 

Thcfe  fragrant  currents ,  which,  we  meet 
Diftilling  foft  through  ev'ry  ftreet, 
Affrighted  from  the  ufual  courfe. 
Ran  murnt  ring  upwards  to  their  fource  ; 
Statues  wept  fears  of  blood,  as  faft 
As  when  a  Caefar  breath'd  his  laft  : 
Horfes,  which  always  us'd  to  go 
A.  foot  pace  iri  my  Lord  Mayor1  s  Jboio  t 
Impetuous  from  their  ftable  broke, 
And  aldermen  and  oxen  fpoke. 

Halls  felt  the  fbrce,  to'w'rs  (hook  around, 
AnAJlefples  nodded  to  the  ground ; 
St.  Paul  himfelf  (ftrange  fight)  !  was  feen 
To  bow  as  humbly  as  the  Dean. 
The  manfion-b'-ufi,  for  ever  plac'tt 
A  monument  of  city  tajle. 
Trembled,  and  fet-m'd  aloud  to  groan 
Through  all  that  hideous  weight  of  (tone. 

To  ftill  the  found,  or  flop  her  ears, 
Remove  the  caufe  or  fenfe  of  fears, 
Phyfic,  in  college  fiated  high, 
Would  any  thing  but  med'cine  try. 
No  more  in  Pewt'rers-hall  *  was  heard 
The  proper  force  of  ev'ry  word  ; 
Thofe  feats  were  defolate  become, 
A  haplefs  elocution  dumb. 
Form,  city  lorn ,  and  city  bred, 
By  ftridl  'decorum  ever  led, 
"Who  th'reefcore  years  had  known  the  grace 
Of  one,  dull-,  fijf,  unvaried  pace, 
Terror  prevailing  over  pride, 
Was  feen  to  take  a  larger  ftride  ; 
Worn  to  the  bone,  and  cloth'd  in  fagS, 
See  av'rice  clofer  hug  his  bags ; 
With  her  own  weight  unwieldy  grown, 
See  credit  totter  on  her  throne  ; 
Virtue  alone,  had  (he  been  there, 
The  mighty  found,  unmov'd,  could  bear. 

Up  from  the  gorgeous  bed,  where  fate 
t)ooms  annual  fools  to  fieep  in  flate, 
To  fleep  fo  found  that  not  one  gleam 
Of  fancy  can  provoke  a  dream, 
Great  Dullman  ftarted  at  the  found, 
Gap'd,  rubb'd  his  eyes,  and  ftar'd  around. 
Much  did  he  wifh  to  know,  much  fear 
Whence  founds  lo  horrid  ftriick  his  ear, 
So  much  unlike  thofe  peaceful  notes, 
That  equal  harmony  which  floats 
On  the  dull  wing  of  city  air, 
Grave  prelude  to  a  feaft  or  fair  : 
Much  did  he  inly  ruminate 
Concerning  the  decrees  of  fate, 
Revolving,  though  to  little  endj 
What  this  fame  trumpet  might  portend. 

Could  the  French — no— that  could  not  be 
Under  Bute's  aclive  miniftry, 
'Too  watchful  to  be  fo  deceiv'd, 
Have  ftolen  hither  unperceiv'd  ? 
To  Newfoundland  indeed,  we  know, 
Fleets  of  war  unobferv'd  may  go  ; 

*  Where  Mr,  Sheridan t  at  this  ft;  ioJt  read  lec 
tures  on  ehchticn* 

Yoi.  X.      < 


Or,  if  obferv'd,  may  be  fupposM, 

At  intervals  when  n.afon  doz'd, 

No  other  point  in  view  to  bear 

But  pleafure,  health,  and  change  of  air. 

But  reafon  ne'er  could  fleep  fo  found 

To  let  an  enemy  be  found 

In  our  land's  heart,  ere  it  wa"s  known 

They  had  departed  from  their  own. 

Or  could  tliiftMcefltr  (ambition 
Is  ever  haunted  with  fufpicion) 
His  daring Jttccfjfer  eh&, 
All  cuftoms,  rules,  and  forms  reject, 
And  aim,  regardlcfs  of  the  crime, 
To  feize  the  chair  before  his  time  ? 

Or  (deeming  this  the  lucky  hour, 
Seeing  his  countrymen  in  pow'r, 
Tbofe  countrymen,  who,  from  the  firft, 
In  tumults  and  rebellion  nurs'd, 
Hovve'er  they  wear  the  mafk  of  art, 
Still  love  a  Smart  in  tbeir  heart") 

Could  Scottifli  Charles ~ 

Conjeclure  thus$ 
That  mental  Ignis  Fatuus, 
Led  his  poor  brains  a  weary  dance 
From  France  ttf  England,  hence  to  Francej 
Till  information  (in  the  fhape 
Of  chaplain  learned,  good  Sir  Crape, 
A  lazy,  lounging,  pamper'd  prieft, 
Well  known  at  ev'ry  city  feaft, 
For  he  was  feen  much  oft'ner  there 
Than  in  the  houfe  of  God  at  pray'r  ; 
Who  always  ready  in  his  place, 
Ne'er  let  God's  creatures  wait  for  gracfy 
Though,  as  the  belt  hiftorians  write, 
Lcfs  fam'd  for  faith  than  appetite, 
His  difpofition  to  reveal, 
The  grace  was  fhort,  and  long  the  meal  j 
Who  always  would  excefs  admit, 
If  hauttch  or  turtle  came  with  it, 
And  ne'er  engag'd  in  the  defence 
Of  felf-denying  abftinence, 
When  he  could  fortunately  meet 
With  any  thing  he  lik'd  to  eat ; 
Who  knew  that  wins,  on  Scripture  plari, 
Was  made  to  cheer  the  heart  of  man  ; 
Knew  too,  by  long  experience  taught, 
That  cheerfulnefs  was  kill'd  by  thought; 
And  from  thofe  prtmifes  collected, 
(Which  few,  perhaps,  would  have  fufpecled) 
That  none,  who  with  due  fliare  of  fenfe 
Obferv'd  the  Ways  of  Providence, 
Could  with  fafe  confcierice  leave  off  drinku30j 
Till  they  had  loft  the  pow'r  of  thinking  j 
With  eyes  half-clos'd  came  waddlfng  in, 
And,  having  ftfok'd  his  double  cbtn^ 
( That  cKitt,  whofe  credit  to  maintain 
Againft  the  feoffs  of  the  profane, 
Had  coft  him  more  than  ever  ftate 
Paid  for  a  poor  deflorate, 
Which  after  all  the  coft  and  rout 
It  had  been  better  much  without) 
Briefly,  (for  bredlfdjl,  you  muft  krioVfy 
Was  waiting  all  the  while  below) 
Rlcnted,  bowing  to  the  ground, 
The  caufe  of  that  yoctm'mon  foundj 
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.Related  too,  that  at  the  door, 
Pompofo,  Piaufible,  and  Mnore  *, 
Begg'd  that  Fame  migh%  not  be  allow'd 
Their  fham;J  to  puh'.ifli  to  the  crowd; 
That  fome  new  !aw    he  would  provide, 
(if  old  could  not  be  mifapplied. 
With  as  much  eafe  and  fafery  there, 
As  thry  are  mifapplied  clfttB&tre} 
By  'which  if  mitfht  he  conftrued  treafon 
In  man  to  exercife  his  reafon  ; 
Which  mignr  j&getribuJFy  devifc 
One  punifliment  for  truth  and  lies  • 
And  fairly  provt-,  when  they  had  done, 
That  truth  and  falfehond  were  but  one  ; 
Which  jurie-  muft  indeed  retain. 
But  their  effe6l  fhould  render  vain, 
Making  all  real  pow'r  to  reft 
In  one  corrupted  rotten  breaft^ 
By  Vfhofejal/fg  ofs  the  very  Bible 
Might  be  interpreted  a  libel. 

Moore  (who,  his  rev'rence  to  fave, 
Pleaded  the  fool  to  fcreen  the  knave, 
Though  all,  who  witnefs'd  on  his  part, 
Swore  for  his  head  againft  his  heart}, 
Had  taken  down   from  firft  to  iaft, 
A  juft  account  of  all  that  part  ; 
But,  fince  the  gracious  will  of  fate, 
Who  mark'd  the  child  for  wealth  and  ftate 
E'en  in  the  cradle   had  decreed 
The  mighty  Dullman  ne'er  fhould  read, 
That  office  of  difgrace  to  bear 
Thefmpoth.lipp'd  Piaufible  was  there. 
From  H***  "*  e'en  to  Clerken-  ell 
Who  knows  notfmeotb  //)»/>'</ Plaufible  ? 
A  preacher  deem'd  of  preatrfl  note, 
For  preaching  that  which  others  wrote. 

Had  Dullman  now  (and  fools  we  fee 
Seldom  want  curiofity) 
Gonftnted  (hut  the  mourning  foade 
Of  Gafcoyne  *  haften'd  to  hi-;  aid, 
And  in  his  hand,  what  could  be  more  ? 
Triumphant  Canning's  picture  bore) 
That  our  three  heroes  fhould  advance, 
And  read  their  comical  romance, 
How  rich  a  feaft,  what  royal  fare 
We  for  our  readers  might  prepare  1 
So  rich,  and  yet  fo  fafe  a  feaft, 
That  no  one  foreign  blatant  bead, 
Within  the  purlieus  of  the  laio 
Should  dare  thereon  ro  lay  his  paw, 
And.  groiv  ing,  cry,  with  furly  tone, 
Keep  off—  thlsfeajl  is  all  my  own. 

Binding  to  earth  the  downcast  eye, 
Or  planting  it  againft  the-  Iky, 
As  one  immers'd  in  deepeft  thought, 
Or  with  fome  holy  vifion  caught, 
His  hands,  to  aid  the  ti  aitor'<  art, 
DevouMy  folded  o'er  his  hear% 
Here  Moore,  in  fraud  well  fkill'd.  fhould  go, 
All  Sainf,  with  folemu  ftep  ard  flow. 
O  that  religion's  facred  name, 
Meant  to  infpire  the  pure  ft  flame, 


*    A  Clergyman,  ivf-o  u/i.'uc 
fie  COCK-  Lane  Ghoft  impojltion. 
f  Sir  Crifp  Gafcoyne. 


lly  involved  blmfilf  in 


Aproftitute  fh'<ul<l  ever  be 
To  that  a-cbJienJhyvocr'.i'y, 
^Arhere  we  find  ev'ry  other  vice 
Ci  'wn'<<  with  damndfneq&lng  c 
Bold  fin  reclaim  *d  i-.  ofrm  f--en  . 
t  aji  hnpe  t!>at  man    ivho  dare*  be  mean. 

There  full     ffift-  ^'»d  ful.  rf g-acf, 
With  thatjine  round  unmeaning  face 
Which  naturt-  gives  to  Ions  of  earth 
Whom  (he  defi ;.jns  for  eale  and  mirth. 
Should  the  prim  Piaufible  be-  feen. 
Ohferve  his  ftiff  alFr-ite.l  mien  ; 
'Giinft  nature  armM  by  gravity, 
His  fea'ures  too  in  buckle  fee  ; 
See  what  with  fan&ity  he  reads, 
With  what  dtvoti'.n  -ells  his  beads  ! 
Now  prophet,  (how  me,  by  thine  art, 
What's  the  religion  of  his  heart; 
Show  there,  if  truth  thou  canft  unfold, 
Religion  centrr'd  all  in  vrold : 
Show  him.  n.>r  ft  ar  correction's  rod, 
•\s  f.dfe  to  friemlfb'ip,  as  t->  G  « •!. 

Horrid,  unwieldy,  lulthont  fsrm^ 
avacre   a-  oct-'in  in  a  ft.«rm, 
Of ' Jize  p  odi-rioiis  in  the  rear, 
'That  poji  of  honou     fhnuld  appear 
Pompofo  .  fame  around  fhould  tell 
How  he  a  flavc  to  int'reft  fell , 
How   for  integrity  renown'd, 
Which  bo<-k<V!l<-rs  have  often  found, 
He  for  fubfcfi 'hers  baits  his  hool?, 
And  rakev their  cafh — Hut  where's  the  book? 
No  matter  where — Wife  fear,  we  kiiovv, 
Forbids  the  robbing  ol  a  foe  ; 
But  what,  to  ft-rve  -ur  privdre  ends, 
Forbids  the  cheating  of  our  fri^-ndi  ? 
No  man  alive,  who  would  not  fwear 
Ail'*///?,  and  rhereforeAow^  there. 
For.fpite  of  all  the  lear  ed  fay, 
It  we  to  truth  attention  pay, 

The  word  difnonejly'l*  mea."t 

For  nothing  dfe  b')t  pun[/bment. 
^ametoo  ihould  tell,  nor  hctd  the  threat 
Of  rogues,  who  brother  rogue-  abet, 
Nor  tremble  at  the  terrors  hung 
Aloft   to  make   her  hold  her  tongue, 
How  to  all  principles  urtrue, 
Not  fix  d  to  old  friends  nor  to  new, 
He  <'amns  the/^/Jc/z  which  he  takes, 
And  l<wes  the  SIUSH  he  forfakes. 
Nature  (who  juftiy  regular 
Is  very  fcldom  known  to  err, 
BIK  now  and  then  \nfportive  mooJ, 
Asfomt-  rude  wits  hav?  nnci-  rfto'id, 
Or  through  much  -work  requir'd  in  hajlft 

a  random  ftroke  difi/rac  d) 
Pompofo,  form'd  on  doubtful  plan, 
Not  quite  a  beajl  nor  quite  a  man, 
Lik- — God  kno-ws  ivbat — for  never  yet 
Could  the  moft  fubde  hunian  wit 
Find  out  a  monfter,  which  might  be 
The  fhadow  of  •bfimlle 

THESE  THREE.  THESE  GREAT, THESE  MIGHTS 
No--  can  the  poet's  t^uth  agree,  [  i  UREE, 

Howe'er  rrpo-t  l^ath  done  him  wrong, 
And  warp'd  the  purpofe  of  his  fong, 
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Amongft  the  refute  of  their  race, 
The  fons  of  infamy,  to  place 
That  open,  gen'rous,  manly  mind 
Which  we  with  joy  in  Aldrich  find. 
Thefe  'hree,  who  now  vcz  faintly  mown, 
Jujijkd&d,  and  fcarcely  to  be  known, 
If  Dullman  their  rcqueft  had  heard, 
In  ftronger  colours  had  appear'd  ; 
And  friends   though  partial,  at  firll  view, 
SbuclJ'ring,hz<\  own'd  the  picture  true. 

But  had  their  journal  been  di'play'd, 
And  the  whole  procefs  open  laid, 
What  a  vaft  unexhaufted  field 
For  mirrh  muft  fuch  a  journal  yield ! 
In  her  own  anger  ftrongly  charm'd, 
'Gainft  hope,  'gainft  fear  by  confcience  arm'd, 
Then  had  bold  fatire  made  her  way, 
Knights,  Lords,  and  Dukes,  her  deftin'd  prey. 

But  prudence,  ever  facred  name 
To  thofe  who  feel  not  virtue's  flame, 
Or  only  feel  it  at  the  beft 
As  the  dull  dupe  of  intereft, 
Whifper'd  aloud  (for  this  we  find 
A  ciiftom  current  with  mankind, 
So  loud  to  whifper,  that  each  word 
May  all  around  be  plainly  heard, 
And  prudence  fure  would  never  mifs 
A  cuftom  fo  contriv'd  as  this 
Her  candour  to  fecure,  yet  aim 
Sure  death  againft  another's  fame) 
Knights,  Lords,  and  Dukes — mad  wretch,  forbear, 
Dangers  unthought  of  ambufh  there  ; 
Confine  thy  rage  to  weaker  flaves, 
Laugh  z.\.  fmall  fools ,  and  lafhy/wa//  knaves^ 
But  never,  helplefs,  mean,  and  pr,or, 
Rufh  on,  where  lawf  cannot  fecure  ; 
Nor  think  thyfelf,  miitaken  youth, 
Secure  in,  principles  of  truth. 
Truth  !   Why,  fhall  ev'ry  wretch  of  letters 
Dare  to  {ptzk  truth  againft  his  betters  / 
Let  ragged  virtue  (land  aloof, 
Nor  mutter  accents  of  reproof ; 
Let  ragged  wit  a  mute  become, 
When  wealth  and  pow'r  would  have  her  dumb. 
For  who  the  devil  doth  not  know, 
That  titles  and  eftates  bellow 
An  ample  flock,  where'er  they  fall, 
Of  graces  which  we  mental  call  ? 
Beggars,  in  ev'ry  age  and  nation, 
Are  rogues  and  fools  by  lituation  ; 
The  rich  and  great  are  utiderftood 
To  be  of  courie  both  wile  and  good. 
Confuk  then  int'reft  more  than  pride> 
Pifcreetly  take  the  ftronger  fide  ; 
Defert  in  time  the  fimple  few, 
Who  virtue's  barren  path  purfue  ; 
Adopt  my  maxims — follow  me — « 
To  Baal  bow  the  prudent  knee ; 
Deny  thy  Gad,  betray  rhy  friend, 
At  Baal's  altars  hourly  bend; 
So  (halt  thou  rich  and  great  be  feen ; 
To  be  great  now,  you  muft  be  mean.. 

Hence,  tempter  to  fome  weaker  foul, 
Which  fear  and  intereft  controul ; 
Vainly  thy  precepts  arc  addrefb'd, 
Where  virtue  ileals  the  fteady  breaft, 
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Through  meanncfs  wade  to  boafted  p 
Ihrough  guilt  repeated  ev'ry  hour; 
What  is  thy  gain,  when  all  is  done, 
What  mighty  laurels  haft  ihou  w.-n  ? 
Dull  crowds,  to  whom  the  heart's  unknown, 
Praife  thee  for  virtues  not  thy  own  ; 
But  will,  at  once  man's  fcourge  and  friend8 
Impartial  confcience  too  commend  ? 
From  her  leproaches  can'ft  thou  fly  ? 
Can'ft  thou  with  worlds  her  filence  buy  \ 
B.-lieve  it  not  —  >ht  r  '.tings  fhall  find 
A  paffage  to  thy  ct-ivard  mind. 
There  fhall  (he  fix  her  fharpeft  dart, 
There  (how  thee  truly,  as  thou  art, 
Unknown  to  thofe,  by  whom  thou  rt  prized  ; 
Knatun  to  th\f  if  to  be  difpiid,     , 

The  man  who  weds  the  facred  mufe, 
Difdains  all  mercenary  views, 
And  he  who  vir'ue's  throne  would  rear, 
Laughs  at  the  phantoms  rais'd  by  fear. 
Though  /o//y,  rob'd  in  purple,  fhines 
Though  vice  exhaufts  Peruvian  mines, 
Yet  fhall  they  tremble,  and  turn  pale, 
When  fatire  wields  her  mighty  flail  ; 
Or  fhould  they,  of  rebuke  afraid, 
Wirh  Melcombe  feek  hell's  deepeft  fhadej 
Satire,  ftill  mindful  of  her  aim, 
Shall  bring  the  cowards  back  to  fhame. 

Hated  by  many,  lov'd  by  few, 
Above  each  little  private  view, 
Honeft,  though  poor,  (and  who  fhall  darfl 
To  difappoint  my  txoafting  there")  ? 
Hardy  and  refolute,  though  weak, 
The  dictates  of  my  heatt  to  fpeak, 
Willing  I  bend  at  fatire's  throne  ; 
What  pow'r  I  have,  be  all  her  own. 
Nor  fhail  yon  lawyer's  fpecious  art, 
Confcious  of  a  corrupted  heart, 
Create  imaginary  fear, 
To  damp  ut>  in  our  bold  career. 
Why  fhould  we  fear  ?  and  what  ?  The  lawsl 
They  all  are  arm'd  in  virtue'?  caufe  ? 
And  aiming  at  the  fclf-fame  end, 
Satire  is  always  virtue's  friend  : 
Nor  (hall  that  mufe,  whofe  honeft  rage, 
In  a  corrupt  degen'rate  age 
(When  dead  to  ev'ry  nicer  fenfe, 
Deep  funk  in  vice  and  indolence, 
The  fpirit  of  old  Rome  was  broke 
Beneath  the  tyrant  fddler's  yoke), 
Banifh'd  the  rofe  from  Nero's  cheek,     ' 
tinder  a  Brunlwick  fear  to  fpesk. 

Drawn  by  conceit  from  reason's  plana 
How  vain  is  that  poor  creature,  man  1 
How  pleas'd  i*  ev'ry  paltry  elf 
To  prate  about  that  thing  himfelf  1 
After  my  promife  made  in  rhyme, 
And  meant  in  earneft  at  that  cime3 
To  jog,  according  to  the  mode, 
In  one  dull  pic£,  in  one  dull  road, 
What  but  that  curfe  of  heart  and  head 
To  thhdigrffion  could  have  led, 
Where  plung'd.  in  vain  1  look  about, 
And  can't  flay  in,  nor  well  get  out.  . 

Could  1,  whilft  humour  held  the  <juil!« 
Could  i  Jigrtft  with  naif  that  fkilla 
Hij 
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Could  I  with  half  that  fkill  return, 
Which  we  fo  much  admire  in  Sterne  ; 
Writ-re  each  digrejjlon,  feeming  vain, 
And  only  fit  to  entertain, 
Is  found  on  better  recolle&lort, 
To  have  a  juft  and  nice  connexion, 
To  help  the  whole  with  wond'rous  art, 
Whence  it  feems  idly  to  depart  -, 
Then  fhould  our  readers  ne'er  accufe 
Thefe  wVld  excurfinn-  of  the  mufe, 
Ne'er  backward  turn  dull  page*  o'er 
To  recollect  what  went  before  ; 
Deeply  imprefs'd,  and  ever  new, 
Each  image  paft  (hould  ftart  to  view, 
And  we  to  D'jllman  now  come  in, 
As  if  we  ne'er  had  abfent  been. 

Have  ycm  not  feen,  when  danger's  near, 
The  coward  cheek  torn  -white  with  fear  ? 
Have  you  not  feert,  when  danger's  fled, 
The  felf-farne  cheek  with  joy  turn  red? 
Thefe  are  low  fv-nptoms  which  we  find 
Fit  only  for  3  vulgar  mir>d, 
Where  honeft  feature-  void  of  art, 
Betray  the  feelings  of  the  hearr  : 
Our  Dullman  with  a  face  was  blefs'd 
Where  fto  one  p?flion  was  expreis'd; 
His  eye,  in  •z.jinejtupor  caught, 
Impiy'd  a  plenteous  lack  of  thought; 
Nor  was  one  line  that  whole  face  feen  rn^ 
Which  could  be  juftly  charg'd  with  meaning. 

To  avarice  by  birth  ally'd, 
Debauch 'd  by  marriage  into  pride, 
In  age  grown  fond  of  youthful  fports, 
Of  pomps,  of  vanities,  and  courts, 
And  by  fuccefs  too  mighty  made 
To  love  his  country  or  his  trade, 
Stiff  in  opinion  (no  rare  cafe 
With  blockheads  in  or  oat  of  place) 
Too  weak,  and  infolent  of  foul, 
To  fuffer  reafon's  juft  controul, 
But  binding,  of  his  own  accord, 
To  that  trini  tranficnt  toy,  my  lord; 
The  dupe  of  Scots  (a  fatal  race, 
Whom  God  in  -wrath  contrrv'd  to  place, 
To  fo-urgje  our  crimes,  and  gall  our  pride, 
A  conftant  thorn  in  England's  fide  ; 
Whom  firft,  our  greatnefs  to  oppofe, 
He  in  his  vengeance  mark'd  for  foes; 
Then,  more  taferve  his  wrathful  ends, 
And  mrre  to  cu  fe  us,  mark'd  forfrienu's) 
Deep  in  the  ftate,  if  we  give  credit 
To  him,  for  no  one  elfe  e'er  faid  it ; 
Sworn  friead  of  great  ones  not  a  few, 
Though  he  their  titles  only  knew, 
Andthofe  (which  envious  of  hi?  breeding 
Book-ivcrms  have  charg'd  to  want  of  reading) 
Merely  to  mow  himfe if  polite, 
He  never  would  pronounce  aright; 
An  orator  with  whom  a  hoft 
Of  thofe  v.  hich  Rome  and  Athens  boaft, 
In  all  their  pride  might  not  contend  : 
Who,  with  no  pow'rs  to  recommend, 
Whilft  Jack-  y  Hume,  and  Billy  Whitehead, 
And  Dickey  Glover  fat  delighted. 
Could  (peak  whole  days  in  nature's  fpite, 
Jlift  as  tiioi'e  c&le  verje-men  write, 


Great  Dullman  fr<  m  his  bed  arofe— 
Thrice  did  he  fpit — rhrice  wip'd  his  nofe— 
Thrice  ftrove  to  fmile — thrice  drove  to  frown— 
And  thrice  look'd  up    -and  thrice  look'd  down- 
Then  filence  broke — Crape,  who  am  I  ? 
Crape  bow'd.  and  fmil'd  an  arch  reply. 
Am  I  not.  Crape— -I  am,  ynu  know, 
Above  all  thofe  who  are  below. 
Have  I  not  knowledge  ?  and  for  ivitt 
Money  will  always  purchafe  it ;  • 

Nor.  if  it  needful  mould  be  found, 
Will  I  grudge  ten,  or  twenty  pound, 
For  which  the  whole  ftock  may  be  bought 
Qifcoundrd  ivits  not  worth  a  e^roat. 
But  left  I  mould  proceed  too  far, 
I'll  feel  my  friend  the  Mini fler^ 
(Great  men,  C;ape,  muft  not  be  negle&cd) 
How  he  in  this  point  is  affedted  ; 
For,  as  I  (land  a  magistrate, 
To  ferve  him  firll,  and  next  the  (late, 
Perhaps  he  may  not  think  it  fit 
To  let  his  magift'-at.es  have  wit. 

Boaft  I  not,  at  this  very  hour, 
Thofe  large  effedts  which  troop  with  pow'r  ? 
Am  I  not  mighty  in  the  land  ? 
Do  not  1  fit,  whilft  others  ftand  ? 
Am  1  not  with  rich  garments  grac'd, 
In  feat  of  honour  always  plac'd  ? 
And  do  not  cits  of  chief  degree, 
Though  proud  to  others,  bend  to  me  ? 

Have  I  not,  as  a  juft  ice  ought, 
The  laws  fuch  wholefome  rigour  taught, 
That  fornication,  in  difgrace, 
Is  now  afraid  to  (how  her  face, 
And  not  one  whore  thefe  walls  approaches 
Unlefs  they  ride  in  our  own  coaches  ? 
And  ihall  this  fame,  an  old  poo ••  flrumpet, 
Without  our  licence  found  her  truaipet. 
And,  envious  of  our  city's  quiet, 
In  hroad  day -light  blow  up  a  riot? 
If  infoience  like  this  we  bear, 
Where  is  our  ftate  ?  oar  office  where? 
Farewell  aU  honours  of  our  reign, 
Fa/  civell  the  neck  ennobling  chain, 
Freedom's  knoivn  badge  o'er  all^the  globe, 
1'areivell  \hefolemn-f~preading  robe, 
Farewell  the  fword  ~iareivell  the  mace, 
Farewell  all  title,  pomp,  and  place. 
Remov'd  from  men  of  high  degree, 
(A  lofs  to  thetn^  Crape,  not  to  me) 
Banifh'd  to  Chippenham,  or  to  Frome, 
Dullman  once  more  (hall  ply  the  loom. 

Clape,  lifting  up  his  hands  and  eyes, 
Dullman —  the  loom — at  Chippenham — tries. 
If  there  be  pow'rs  which  greatnefs  love, 
Whirh     vie  belolv,  but  divell  above t  . 
Thofe  pow'rs  united  ail  ihall  join 
To  contradict  the  rafh  defign. 

Sooner  {hall  ftubborn  Will  lay  dowfc 
His  oppofition  with  hisgoivn, 
Sooner  (hair  Temple  leave  the  road 
Which  leads  to  virtue's  mean  abode, 
Sooner  fhall  Scots  this  country  quit, 
And  England's  foes  be  friends  to  Pitt, 
Than  Dullman,  from  his  grandeur  throwQ'j 
Shall  waudor  out-caft,  and  unknown, 
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Sure  as  that  cane  (a  cane  there  flood 

Near  to  a  table,  made  of  ivood, 

Of  dyjutc  wood  a  table  made, 

By  fonie  rare  artHt  in  the  'rade, 

Who  had  enjoy'd  immortal  praife 

If  he  had  liv'd  in  Homer's  days) 

Sure  as  that  cane,  which  once  was  fsen, 

In  pride  of  lite  all  frefli  and  green, 

The  banks  of  Indus  to  adorn  ; 

Then,  «f  it>  leafy  honours  (horn, 

According    o  exa<5left  rule, 

Was  fufhion  d  by  the  workman's  tool, 

And  which  at  preienc  we  behold 

Cu'iottjly  polilh'd   crovvn'd  with^oA/, 

With  gold  ivell-tn  ougLt ;  fure  as  that  fane 

Shall  never  on  ,ts  native  plain 

Strike  root  af'rtih    fhall  never  more 

Flourish  in  tawny  India's  ihore, 

So  fure  mail  Dullman  and  his  race 

To  lateft  times  this  ftation  grace 

Dullman,  who  all  this  while  had  kept 
His  eye- lids  clos'd  as  if  he  flepr, 
Now  looking  ftcdfaftly  on  Crape, 
As  at  fome  god  in  human  (hape— 
Crape,  I  proreft,  you  feem  to  rue 
To  have  difcharg'd  a  prophecy  ; 
Tes — from  the  firft  it  doth  appear, 
Planted  by  fate,  the  Dullmans  here 
Have  always  held  a  quiet  reign, 
And  here  mail  to  the  laft  remain. 

Crape,  they're  all  wrong  about 
Quite  on  the  wrong  fide  of  the  poil— 
Blockhcads,tn  take  it  in  their  head 
To  be  a  meffage  from  the  dead, 
For  that  by  mij/ion  they  defign, 
A  word  not  half  fo  good  as  mine. 
Crape— here  it  is — ftart  not  one  doubt — ] 
A  plot-- a  plot — I've  found  it  out. 

O  God!--cries  Crape, — how  bled  the  nation, 
Where  one  fon  boafts  fuch  penetration  I 

Crape,  I've  nut  time  to  tell  you  now 
When  I  difcover'd  this*,  or  Iciv  ; 
To  Stentor  go— if  he's  not  there, 
His  place  let  Bully  Norton  bear-—. 
Our  citizens  to  council  call — 
Let  all  meet— 'tis  the  caufe  of  all. 
Let  the  three  witneffes  attend 
With  allegations  to  befriend, 
To  fwear  juft  fo  much,  aud  no  more, 
As  we  inftrucft  them  in  before. 

Stay — Crape — come-back — what,  don't  you  fee 
Th'  effects  of  this  difcovery  ? 
Dullman  all  care  and  toil  endures— 
The  profit,  Crape,  will  all  be  yours, 
A  mitre  (for,  this  arduous  talk 
Perlorm'd,  they'll  grant  whate'er  I  aik) 
A  mit.  e  (and  perhaps  the  beft) 
Shall  through'  my  intereft  make  thee  bleft. 
And  at  this  time,  when  gracious  fate 
Dooms  to  the  uot  the  reins  of  (late, 
Who  is  more  fit  (and  for  your  ufe 
We  could  fome  inftances  produce) 
Of  England's  chu  ch  to  be  the  bcaJ, 
Than  you,  a  Prejbyt;rian  bred  ? 
But  when  thus  mighty  you  are  made,. 
Unlike  the  brethren  of  thy  trade, 
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Be  grateful,  Crape,  and  let  me  not, 
Like  old  Newcaftle,  be  forgot. 

But  an  affair,  Crape,  of  this  fize 
Will  aflc  from  conduct  vaft  fupplies; 
It  muft  not,  a?  the  vulgar  fay, 
Be  done  in  hugger -mvvaer  way. 
Traitors  indeed  (and  that's  difcreet) 
Who  hatch  the  plot,  in  privute  meet ; 
They  mould  in  public  go,  no  doubt, 
Whofe  bufinefs  is  to  find  it  out. 

To-morrow— if  the  day  appear 
Likely  to  turn  out  fair  and  clear — • 
Proclaim  a  grand  proc'jjionadi — 
Be  all  the  city  pomp  uifylay'd, 
Let  the  train-Lands —  Crape  (hook  his  head- 
They  heard  the  trumpet  and  were  fled  — 
W.J11— crie*  the  knight — if  that's  the  cafe, 
My  Servants  (hall  fupply  their  place— 
My  fcrvauts — mine  alone — no  more 
Than  what  my  fervants  did  before — 
Doft  not  remember,  Crape,  that  day, 
When  Dullman's  grandeur  co  dilplay, 
As  all  too  ftmple,  and  loo  low, 
Our  city  friends  were  thruft  helow, 
Whilft,  as  more  worthy  of  our  love, 
Courtiers  were  entertain'd  above  ? 
Tell  me,  who  waited  then  ?  and  how  ? 
My  fervants — mine—  and  why  hot  now? 
In  hafte  then,  Crape,  to  Stentor  go — 
But  fend  up  Hart,  who  waits  below; 
With  him,  till  you  return  again, 
(Reach  me  myfp&flac/es  and  cans') 
I'll  make  a  proof  how  1  advance  in 
My  new  accomplifhinent  of  dancing. 

Not  -quite  fo  faft  as  lightning  flies, 
Wing'd  with  red  anger,  through  the  fides  ; 
Not  quite  fo  faft  as,  fent  by  Jove, 
fris  defcends  on  wings  of  love ; 
Not  quite  fo  faft  as  terror  rides 
When  he  the  chafing  winds  beftrides  ; 
Crape  hobbled— but  his  mind  was  good— « 
Cou'd  he  go  fafter  than  he  cou'd  * 

Near  to  that  totvrt  which,  as  we're  told, 
The  mighty  Julius  rais'd  of  old, 
Where  to  the  block  by  juftice  led, 
The  rebel  Scot  hath  often  bled, 
Where  arms  are  kept  fo  clean,  fo  bright, 
'Twere  fin  they  mould  be  foil'd  in  fight, 
Where  brutes  of  foreign  race  are  fhowu 
By  brutes  much  greater  vt  our  own  ; 
Faft  by  the  crouded  Thames ^is  found 
An  ample  fquare  of  facred  ground, 
Where  artlefs  eloquence  prefides, 
And  nature  ev'ry  fentence  guides. 

Here  female  parliaments  debate 
About  religion,  trade,  acd  ftate; 
Here  ev'r.y  naiad's  patriot  foul, 
Difdaining/or«g-«  bafe  controu], 
Defpifing  French,  defpifing  Erft. 
Pours  forth  the  plain  old  Englijl  curfe^ 
And  bear.6  aloft,  with  terrors  hung, 
The  honours  of  the  vulgar,  tongus. 

Here  Stentor,  always  heard  with  awe^ 
In  thund'ring  accents  deals  out  law. 
Twelve  furlongs  off  each  dreadful  word 
Was  plainly  and  diftirtfly  heard, 
Hit] 
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And  ev'ry  neighbour  hill  around 
Return'd  and  fwell'd  the  migh.y  found. 
7  he  loudeft  virgin  of  the  ftream, 
Compai'd  with  him*  -would  fi'ent  feem  ; 
Thames,  (who,  enrag'd  to  find  his  c<mrfc 
Oppos'd,  rolls  down  with  double  force, 
Againtt  the  bridge  indignant  rears, 
And  lafhes  the  refftinding  ftores) 
Compar'd  with  him   at  lo\veft  tide, 
In  fofteft  wh'fper*  feems  to  g-'ide. 
'    Hither  directed  by  the  noife, 
Swell'd  with  the  hrpe  of  future  joys, 
Through  too  much  -zeal  and  hafte  made  lame, 
The  rev  rend  flave  of  Dullman  came. 

Stem  T' — \\ith  fuch  a  ferious  air, 
"With  fuch  a  face  offolemn  care, 
As  might  import  him  to  contain 
A  nation's  welfare  jri  his"  brain— 
Etentor — cries  Crapd-  I'm  hither  fent 
On  bufintfs  of  moft'high  intent, 
Great  Dullmaii's  orders  to  convey ; 
Dullman  command-;,  and  I- obey. 
Big  with  thcfe  throes  which  patriots  fee], 
And  lab'ring  f  r  the  cornmonweaU 
Some  fetret  which  forbid*  him  r-eft-, 
tumbles  and  toffc's  in  his  br-eafV, 
Tu>.  Lies  atid'  ;V/«  to  get  free  ; 
And  thus  i he  chief  commands  by  me. 

IV-nn.rrow.  if  the  day  appear 
Likely  to  turn  ou*  fair  and'ckat  — 
Proclaim  a  grand  tfrto&oHaik — 
!Be  all  the  city  pomp  r;ifp''a'y'd; — 
Our  citizen*  to  council  call — 
Let  all  meet — 'tis  the  caufe  of  all. 


BOOK  IV. 

Coxcombs,  who  vairly  make  pretence 
To  frmerhing  of  txaitui  i\  ir.e 
*Bove  other  men,  and.  gravely  ivi  *, 
ArTed  thofe  pleafures  t"  deipife, 
"Which,,  merely  to  the  eye  confin'd, 
Bring  no  improvement  to  the  mind, 
Sail  at  all  pomp  :  they  would  not  go 
Tor  millions  to  a  puppet- 
INcr  can  (orgive  the  mighty  crime 
Of  countenancing  pantomime ; 
2>To,  not  at  Covent- Garden,  where, 
"Without  a  head  for  play  or  play'r, 
Or,  could  a  head  be  found  moil  fit, 
"Without  one  play'r  to  fecond  it, 
They  muft,  obeying  /c/TyYcaU, 
Thrive  by  mere  fhow,  or  not  at  all. 

With  thefe  grave  fops,  who  (blefs  their  brains) 
3VIoft  cruel  to  themfelves,  take  pains 
!For  \vretchednefs,  and  would  be  thought 
IMuch  wifer  than  a  wife  man  ought 
IFor  his  own  happinefs  to  be  ; 
"Who,  what  they  hear,  and  what  they  fee, 
And  what  they  i'mell,  and  tafte,  and  feel, 
Diftrufr,  till  rcafon  lets  her  leal, 
And,  by  Jong  trains  of  confequences 
Bnfur'd,  gives  fandjon  to  rhe  Jcvfes ; 
Who  would  not,  Heav'nfoibid  it  !  wafle 
One  hour  in  what  the  world  calls  talk,   - 


Nor  fondly  deign  to  Uugh  or  cry, 
Unlefs  they  know  foaie  reafon  why  ; 
With  thefe  grave  fops,  whofe  fyttem  feems 
To  give  up  certainty  for  dreams, 
The  eye  of  man  is  understood 
As  for  no  other  purpofi  gt'od 
Than  as  a  door,  through  which  of  courfe 
lluir  paflage  crowding  objects  force, 
A  downrighr  vifher,  to  admit 
New-comers  to  the  court  of  wit,- 
(Good  gravity,  forbear  thy  fpleen, 
"When  I  fay  iv'rt,  I  iv'fJom  mean) 
Where  (fuch  the  practice  of  the  courtj, 
Which  legal  precedents  fupport) 
Not  one  idea  is  allow'd 
To  pafs  unqueftion'd  in  the  crowd, 
But  ere  it  can  obtain  the  grace 
Of  holding  in  the  brain  a  place, 
Before  the  chi.-f  in  congregation 
Muft  ftand  zjlricl  examination. 

N  -t  fuch  as  tLofe,  who  phyfic  twirl, 
Full  fraught  with  death,  from  ev'ry  curl  j 
Who  prove,  with  all  becoming  ftate, 
Their  voice  to  be  the  voice  of  fate; 
Prtpar'd  with  rffence,  drop,  and  />///, 
lo  be  another  Ward,  or  Hill, 
Before  they  can  obtain  their  ends, 
To  fign  death-warrants  tor  their  friends, 
And  talents  vaPc  as  their's  employ, 
Secundum  artsm  to  deftroy, 
Muft  pafs  (or  laws  their  rage  reftrain) 
Before  the  chiefs  of  Warivick-Lane. 
Thrice  happy  Lane,  where  uncontroul'd, 
In  po-uSr  and  lethargy  grown  old, 
M-  ft  fif  to  take  in  this  bleft  land. 
'1  he  reins  which  fell  from  Wyndham's  hand, 
Her  lawful  throne  great  dullneis  rear^, 
Still  more  herfelf  as  more  in  years  ; 
Where  fhe  (and  who  fhal.  dare  deny 
Her  light,  when  Reeves  and  Chauncy's  by) 
Calling  to  mind,  in  ancient  time. 
One  Garth  who  enr'd  in  wit  and  rhymea 
Ordains  from  henceforth  to  admit 
N^ne  of  the  rebel  fms  of  wit, 
And  makes  r  her  peculiar  care 
That  Schomberg  never  fhall  be  there. 

Not  fuch  as  tbofe,  whom  folly  trains 
To  letters,  though  unbiefs'd  with  brains; 
Who  deftitute  of  pow'r  and  will 
To  learn,  are  kept  to  learning  ftill: 
Whole  heads,  when  other  methods  fail, 
Receive  inftruiSlion  from  the  tail, 
Becaufe  their  fires,  a  common  cafe 
Which  brings  the  children  to  difgrace, 
Imagine  it  a  certain  rule, 
They  never  could  beget  a  fo^l, 
Mull  pafs,  or  muft  compound  for  ^  ere 
1  he  chaplain,  full  of  beef  and  pray'r, 
Will  give  his  reverend  permit, 
Announcing  them  foi  orders  fit, 
So  that  the  prthte  (what's  a  name  ? 
All  prelates  now  are  much  the  fair^e) 
May  with  a  conscience  faff  and  quiet. 
With  holy  hands  lay  on 
Which  doth  all  faculties 
MlfinSilyt  all  faith,  - 
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Makes  Madan  quite  a  faint  appear, 
And  nr  kes  an  oracle  of  Cheere. 

Not  fuch  as  in  that  fok-mn  feat, 
Where  the  nine  ladies  hold  re  reat, 
The  ladies  nine   who,  as  we're  told. 
Scornine  thofe  haunts  they  lov'd  cf  old, 
The  banks  of  Ifts  now  prefer, 
Nor  will  one  hour  from  Oxford  flir, 
Are  held  for  form;   which  Balaam's  afs 
As  well  as  Balaa  r.%  felf  might  pal's, 
And  with  his  mafter  take  decrees, 
Could  he  contrive  ro  pay  the  fees. 

Mrn  of  found  parts,  who,  deeply  read, 
QVroad  the  ftnrehoule  of  the  head 
With  fur-  iturr  they  ne'er  can  ufe, 
Cannof  furgive  our  rambling  mufe 
*1  his>  wild  ezcurfion  ;   cannot  fee 
Why  fh\fic  and  divinity, 
To  the  lurpriffl  of  ah  beholders, 
Are  lugg'd  in  by  the  head  and  fhoulders; 
Or  how,  in  any  point  of  view, 
Oxford  hath  any  thing  to  do  ; 
But  men  i  f  cice  and  fubtlr  learning, 
Remarkable  for  quick  discerning, 
Through  fpeiflac.es  of  critic  mould, 
Without  inil'iivSlion,  will  behold 
That  we  a  method  here  have  got, 
To  fhuw  what  i«,  by  what  is  not, 
And  that  our  drift  (parcnthe/is 
For  once  apar)  is  briefly  this. 

Within  the  brain  s  mo  ft.  ft-cret  cells 
A  certain  Lord  Chief  Jvjllu  dwells 
Of  fov'reign  p.-v/'i.  whom  one  and  all, 
W^h  common  voice,  we  reafon  call ; 
Though   for  the  purj-otes   ;f  fatire, 
A  name  m  truth  is  no  great  matter, 
Jefferies  or  Mansfield,  which  you  will, 
It  means  a  Lord  Chief  Jujiice  it  ill. 
Here  fo  our  great  pr.j;  colors  fay, 
The  fenfes  all  muft  homage  pay  ; 
Hither  they  all  muft  tribute  bring, 
A   d  proftrate  fall  before  their  king. 
Whatever  unto  them  is  brought, 
Is  carry 'd  on  the  wings  of  thought 
Before  his  throne,  where,  in  full  ftate, 
He  on  their  merits  holds  debate, 
Examines,  crofs-examines,  weighs 
Their  right  to  cenfure  or  to  praife  ; 
Nor  doth  his  equal  voice  depend 
On  narrow  views  of  foe  and  friend ; 
Nor  can  or  flattery  or  force 
Divert  him  from  his  fteady  courfe; 
The  channel  of  inquiry's  clear, 
Vojtam  examination's  here. 

he,  up-  ight  jufticer,  no  doubt, 
Ad  Itlitum  puts  in  and  out, 
Adj  ufts  and  fettles  in  a  trice 
What  virtue  is,  and  what  is  vice, 
What  is  perfection,  what  deled, 
What  we  muft  choofe,  and  what  reject  ; 
He  takes  upon  him  to  explain 
What  pleafure  is,  and  what  is  pain  ; 
Whilit  we,  obedient  to  the  whim, 
And  retting  all  our  faith  on  him, 
True  members  of  thejloic  weal, 
Jyluft  Jearn  to  think,  and  ceafe  to  feel* 


This  glorious  fyftcm  form'd,  for  man 
To  pra&.fe  when  and  how  he  can, 
If  the  five  fenfes  in  alliance 
To  reafon  hurl  a  proud  defiance, 
And,  though  of~  conquer'd,  yet  unbrokC| 
Endeavour  to  throw  off  that  yoke, 
Which  they  a  greater  flav'ry  hold, 
Than  Jewifh  bondage  was  of  old  ; 
Or  if  they,  fomething  touch'd  with  fliame^ 
Allow  him  to  retain  the  name 
Of  royalty,  and,  as  in  fport, 
To  hold  a  mimic  formal  court; 
Permitted,  no  uncommon  thing, 
I'o  be  a  kind  of  puppet  king, 
And  fuffer'd  by  the  way  oP  toy, 
To  hold  the  globe,  bur  not  employ  ; 
Qurjyjlerx-monge's,  ftruck  with  fear, 
Prognoilicate  deftruclion  near; 
All  things  to  anarchy  muft  run ; 
The  little  w -rlo  of  man's  undone. 

Nay  fhould  the  eye,  that  niceft  fenfe, 
egucl  to  fend  intelligence 
Unto  the  brain   diftinc\  and  clear, 
Of  all  that  paffr-  in  her  fphere  : 
should  (he  prefuinptuou*  joy  receive, 
Without  the  understanding's  leave, 
They  deem  it  ra'ik  and  daring  treafon 
Vgainft  the  monarchy  of  reafon, 
Not  thinking,  though  they're  ivonif  •••ous  wife. 
That  few  have  reafon^  moft  have  eyes  ; 
So  that  the  pUafures  of  the  mind 
I'o  a  fmall  circle  are  confin'd, 
Whilft  thofe  which  to  the  fenfes  fall, 
Become  the  property  of  all. 
Befides  (and  this  is  hire  a  cafe 
Not  much  at  prefent  out  of  p-lace) 
Where  nature  reafon  doth  deny, 
No  art  can  that  defedl  fupply; 
But  if  (for  it  is  our  intent 
Fairly  to  ftate  the  argument) 
A  man  fhould  want  an  eye  or  two, 
The  remedy  is  fure,  though  new  ; 
The  cure's  at  hand — no  need  of  fear— 
For  proof — behold  the  chevalier — 
As  well  prepar'd,  beyond  all  doubt, 
To  put  eyes  ia,  as  put  them  out. 

But,  argument  apart,  which  tends 
T*  embitter  foe^  and  fep'rate  friends, 
(Nor,  turn'd  apoftate  for  the  nine, 
Would  I,  though  bred  up  a  divine, 
And  foe  of  courfe  to  reafon's  weal, 
Widen  that  breach  I  cannot  heal) 
By  his  own  fenfe  and  feelings  taught, 
In  fpeech  as  lib'ral  as  in  thought, 
Let  ev'ry  man  enjoy  his  whim ; 
What's  he  to  me,  or  I  to  him  ? 
Might  I,  though  never  rob'd  in  erm\net 
A  matter  of  this  weight  determine, 
No  penalties  fhould  fettled  he 
To  force  men  to  hypocrify, 
To  make  them  ape  an  awkward  zeal, 
And,  feeling  not,  pretend  to  feeL 
1  would  not  have,  might  fentence  reft 
Finally  fix'd  within  my  breaft, 
E'en  Annet  cenfur'd  and  confin'd, 
Btcaufe  we're  of  a  diff' rent  mind. 

1  i  iiii 
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Nature,  who  in  her  act  moft  free, 
Jierfeif  delights  in  liberty, 
Profufe  in  love,  and,  without  bound, 
!^ours  J0y  on  ev'ry  creature  round; 
Whom  ye<,  was  ev'ry  bounty  fhed 
In  double  portions  on  our  head, 
We  could  not  truly  bounteous  call, 
If  freedom  did  not  crown  them  all. 

By  pravidence  forbid  to  ftray, 
J&rutes  never  can  miftake  their  way  j 
Determin'd  ftill,  they  plod  along 
By  inftinct,  neither  right  nor  wrong; 
But  man,  had  he  die  heart  to  ufe 
His  freedom,  hath  a  right  to  choofe; 
Whether  he  adls  or  well  or  ill, 
Depends  entirely  on  his  will : 
To  her  laft  work,  her  fav  rite  man, 
Is  giv'n  on  nature's  better  plan 
A  privilege  in  pow'r  to  err. 
'Nor  let  this  phrafe  refentment  ftir 
Anjongft  the  grave  ones,  fince  indeed, 
The  little  merit  man  can  plead 
In  doing  well,  dependeth  11  ill 
Upon  his  pow'r  of  doing  ill. 

Opinions  fl*ould  be  free  aj  air ; 
No  man,  whate'er  his  rank,  whate'et 
His  qualities,  a  claim  can  found 
Thut  my  opinion  muft  be  bound, 
And  fyiiarc  with  his ;  fuch  flavifh  chain* 
From  foes  the  lib'ral  foul  difdains, 
Nor  can,  though  true  to  friendfhip,  bend 
To  wear  them  even  from  a  friend. 
Let  thpfe,  who  rigid  judgment  own, 
Submifiive  bow  at  judgment's  throne; 
And  if  they  of  no  value  hoW 
fleafure,  till  pleafure  if  grown  cold, 
Pall'd  and  infipid,  forc'd  to  wait 
For  judgment'*  regular  debate, 
To  give  it  warrant,  let  them  find 
Dull  fubje&s  fuited  to  their  mind; 
Their's  be  flow  wifdom  :  Be  my  plan 
To  live  as  merry  as  I  can, 
Regardleis  as  the  fafhions  go, 
Whether  there's  reafon  for't,  or  no; 
Be  iny  employment  here  on  earth 
To  give  a  lib'ral  fcope  to  mirth, 
Life's  barren  vale  with  flow'rs  t*  adorn, 
And  pluck  a  rofe  from  ev'ry  thorn. 

But  if,  by  error  led  aftray, 
I  chance  to  wander  from  my  way, 
Let  no  blind  guide  obferve,  in  fp'ite, 
I'm  wrong,  who  cannot  fet  me  right. 
That  doitor  could  I  ne'er  endure, 
Who  found  difeafe,  and  not  a  cure ; 
Nor  can  I  hold  that  man  a  friend, 
Whofe  zeal  a  helping  hand  fliall  knd 
To  open  happy  folly's  eyes, 
And,  making  wretched,  make  me  wife; 
For  next,  a  truth  which  can't  admit 
Reproof  from  wifdom  or  from  wit, 
To  bs'tng  happy  here  below, 
Is  to  believe  that  we  are  fo. 

Some  few  in  knowledge  find  relief, 
I  place  my  comfort  in  be.'hf, 
Some  for  reality  may  call, 
fsjncy  to  me  is  ^U  in  aU, 


Imagination,  through  the  tricfc 

Or"  do&ors,  often  makes  us  ficfc  ; 

And  why,  let  any  fophitl  tell, 

May  it  not  likewife  make  us  well  ? 

This  am  L  lure,  whate'er  our  view, 

Whatever  {Itadowj  we  purfue, 

For  our  pnrfuits,  be  what  they  \vill, 

Are  little  more  than  (hadows  ftill, 

Too  fwift  they  fly,  too  fwift  and  ftrong, 

For  man  to  catch,  or  hold  them  long, 

But  joys  which  in  the  fancy  live, 

Each  moment  to  each  man  may  give. 

True  to  himfelf,  and  true  to  eafe, 

He  foftens  fate's  fevere  decrees, 

And  (can  a  mortal  vvi(h  for  more)  ? 

Creates,  and  makes  himfelf  new  o'er, 

Mocks  boaftecl  vain  reality, 

And  is,  whateVr  he  wants  to  be. 

Hail,  fancy — to  thy  pov'r  1  owe 
Deliv'rance  from  the  gripe  of  woe  ; 
To  thee  I  owe  a  mighty  debt. 
Which  gratitude  fhall  ne'er  forget, 
Whilfl  mem'ry.  can  her  force  employ, 
A  large  increafe  of  ev'ry  joy. 
When  at  my  doors,  too  ftrongly  barr'd, 
Authority  had  plac'd  a  guard. 
A  knavi/h  gjpard,  ordain 'd  by  law     . 
To  keep  poor  hon?fiy  in  awe  ; 
Authority,  fevere  and  ftern, 
To  intercept  my  wifh'd  return; 
Wlun  foes  grew  proud,  and  friends  grew  coolj 
And  laughter  feiz'd  each  fobcr  fool ; 
When  candour  ftarted  in  amaze, 
And,  meaning  cenfure,  hinted  praife  ; 
When  prudence,  lifting  up  her  eyes 
And  hands,  thank'd  Heav'n,  that  ihe  was  wifc: 
When  all  around  me,  with  an  air 
Of  h'-pelefs  forrow,  look'd  defpair  ; 
When  they  or  faid,  or  feem'd  to  fay, 
There  ig,  but  one,  one  only  way 
Better,  and  be  advis'd  by  us, 
Not  be  at  all,  than  to  be  thus ; 
When  virtue  ihunn'd  the  fhock,  and  pride 
Difabled,  lay  by  virtue's  fide, 
Too  weak  my  rulH'.d  foul  to  cheer, 
Which  could  not  hope,  yet  would  not  fear; 
Health  in  her  motion,  the  wild  grace 
Of  pleafure  fpeaking  in  her  face, 
Dull  regularity  thrown  by, 
And  comfort  beaming  from  her  eye; 
Fancy,  in  richeft  robes  array'd? 
Came  fmiling  forth,  and  brought  me  aid^ 
Came  fmiling  o'er  that  dreadful  time, 
And,  more  to  blefs  me,  came  in  rhyme. 

Nor  is  her  pow'r  to  me  confin'd, 
It  fpreads,  it  comprehends  mankind. 

Wlun  (to  the  Ipirit-ftirring  found 
Of  trumpets  breathing  courage  round, 
And  fifes,  well  mingled  to  retrain, 
And  bring  that  courage  down  again, 
Or  to  the  melancholy  kntll 
Of  the  dull,  deep,  and  doleful  bell, 
Such  as  of  late  the  good  Saint  Bride 
Muffled,  to  rr.ortify  the  pride 
Or  ;hofe  who,  England  quite  forgot, 
their  vik  boniage  to  the.  Scat. 
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Where  Afgill  held  the  foremoft  place, 

Whilft  niy  lord  figur'd  at  a  race) 

Proctjjiom  ('tis  not  worth  debate 

Whether  they  are  of  ftage  or  ftate) 

Move  on,  fo  very  very  flow, 

*Tis  doubtful  if  they  move  or  no  ; 

When  the  performers  all  the  while 

Mechanically  frown  or  finile, 

Or,  with  a  (.lull  and  ftupid  ftare, 

A  vacancy  of  fcnfe  declare, 

Or,  with  down-bending  eye,  feem,  wrought 

Into  a  labyrinth  of  thought, 

Where  reafon  wanders  {'till  in  doubt, 

And,  once  got  in,  cannot  get  out; 

What  caufe  fufficient  can  we  find 

To  fatisfy  a  thinking  mind, 

Why  dup'd  by  fuch  vain  farces,  man 

Defcends  to  act  on  fuch  a  plan  ? 

Why  they,  who  hold  themfelves  divine, 

Can  in  fuch  wretched  follies  join, 

Strutting  like  peacocks   or  like  crows, 

Ihemf elves  and  nature  to  expofe  ? 

What  caufe,  but  that  (youUl  underftand 

Wo  have  our  remedy  at  hand, 

That  if  perchance  we  ftart  at  doubt, 

Ere  it  is  fix'd,  we  wipe  it  out, 

As  furgeons,  when  they  lop  a  limb, 

Whether  for  profit,  fame,  or  whim, 

Or  mere  experiment  to  try, 

Muft  always  have  afyptic  by) 

Fancy  fteps  in,  and  ftamps  that  real> 

Which,  ipfofafto,  is  ideal. 

Can  none  remember,  yes,  I  know, 
All  mud  remember  that  rare  {how. 
When  to  the  country  fenfe  went  down, 
And  fools  carrje  flocking  up  to  town, 
When  knights  (a  work  which  all  admit 
To  be  for  lair AtfooJ  much  unfit) 
Built  booths  for  hire ;  when  Parfons  play'd, 
Jn  robes  canonical  arry'd, 
And,  fiddling,  join'd  the  Smitbfield  dance, 
The  price  of  tickets  to  advance ; 
Or,  unto  tapfters  turn'd,  dealt  out, 
Running  from  booth  to  booth  about, 
To  ev'ry  fcoundrel,  by  retail, 
True  pennyworths  of  beef  and  ale, 
Then  firft  prepar'd,  by  bringing  beer  in, 
For  prefent  grand  e leSlione a  ing  ; 
When  heralds,  running  all  about 
To  bring  in  order,  turn'd  it  out; 
When,  by  the  prudent  marjbafs  care, 
Left  the  rude  populace  (hould  ftare, 
And  with  unhallow'd  eyes  profane 
Gay  puppets  of  patrician  ftrain, 
The  whole  proceflion,  as  in  fpite, 
Unheard,  unfeen,  flole  off  by  night ; 
When  ou.r  lov'd  monarch,  nothing  loth, 
Solemnly  took  that  facred  oath, 
Whence  mutual  firm  agreements  fpring 
Betwixt  tlieJul)J£c~J  and  the  tingt 
By  which,  in  ufual  manner  crown'd, 
His  head,  his  heart,  his  hands  he  bound, 
Againft  bimfelf,  (hould  paflion  ftjr 
The  leaft  propenfity  to  err, 
Againft  alifaves,  who  might  prepare 
Pr  open  fiftce,  or  hidden  lharej 


That  glorious  charter  to  maintain, 

Jfy  lublcb  ive  ftfue,  and  Le  inujl  reign ; 

Then  fancy,  with  unbc.uu.ied  fway, 

Revell'd  fole  miftrefs  of  the  day, 

And  wrought  fuch  wonders,  as  might  make 

Egyptian  forcerers  forfake 

Their  baffled  mockeries,  and  own 

The  palm  of  magic  her's  alone. 

A  knight  (who  in  the  filken  lap 
Of  lazy  peace  had  liv'd  on  pap, 
Who  never  yet  had  dar'd  to  roam 
'Bove  ten  or  twenty  miles  from  home, 
Nor  even  that,  unlefs  a.  guide 
Was  plac'd  to  amble  by  his  fide, 
And  troops  of  flaves  were  fpread  around 
fo  keep  his  honour  fafe  and  found; 
Who  could  not  fuffer  for  his  life 
A  poinr«to  fword    or  edge  to  knife, 
And  always  fainted  at  the  fight 
Ofr  blood,  though  'twas  not  fhed  in  fight 
Who  difinherited  one  fon 
For  firing  off  a:i  elder  gun, 
And  whipt  another,  fix  years  old, 
Becaufe  the  boy,  prefumptuous,  bold 
To  madnefs,  likely  to  became 
A  very  Swifs,  had  beat  a  drum, 
Though  it  appcar'd  an  iaftrument 
Moft  peaceable  and  innocent, 
Having  from  firft  been  in  the  hands 
And  fervice  of  the  city  bands) 
Grac'd  with  thofe  enfigns,  which  were  meant 
To  further  honour's  dread  intent, 
The  minds  of  warriors  to  inflame, 
And  fpur  them  on  to  deeds  of  fame, 
With  little  fword,  large  fpurs,  high  feather, 
Fearful  of  ev'ry  thing  but  weather. 
(And  all  muft:  own,  who  pay  regard 
To  charity,  it  had  been  hard 
That  in  his  very  firft  campaign 
His  honours  fhould  be  foil'd  with  rain) 
A  hero  all  at  once  became, 
And  (feeing  others  much  the  fame 
fn  point  of  valour  as  himfelf, 
Who  leave  their  courage  on  a  fhelf 
From  year  to  year,  till  fome  fuf h  rout 
In  proper  feafon  calls  it  out) 
Strutted,  look'd  big,  and  fwagger'd  more 
Than  ever  hero  did  before ; 
Look'd  up,  look'd  down,  look'd  all  around, 
Like  Mavers,  grimly  fmil'd  and  frown'd; 
Seem'd  heav'n,  and  earth,  and  hell  to  call 
To  fight,  that  he  might  rout  them  all ; 
And  perfonated  valour's  ftile 
So  long,  fpectators  to  beguile, 
Thar  pafling  ftrange,  and  wond'rous  true, 
Himfelf  at  lall  believ'd  it  too, 
Nor  for  a  time  could  he  difcern, 
Till  truth  and  darknefs  took  their  turn, 
So  well  did  fancy  play  her  part, 
That  coward  ftill  was  at  the  heart. 

Whiffle  (who  knows  not  Whifflc's  name, 
By  the  impartial  voice  of  fame 
Recorded  firft.  through  all  this  land, 
In  vanity's  illuftrious  band;  ? 
Who,  by  ail-bounteous  nature  meant 
For  offices  of  hardimtnt, 
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A  modern  Hercnle?  at  leaft, 

To  rid  the  world  of  i-ach  wild  bead, 

Of  each  wild  beaft  which  ca  -.e  in  view, 

"Whether  on  four  leg*  or  on  two, 

Degenerate,  delights  fo  prove 

Hi"  f«>rce  on  the  parade  of  love, 

Difclaims  the  jny*  which  camps  afford, 

And  for  the  diftaff  quits  the  (word ; 

Who  fond  of  women  would  appear 

To  public  eye,  and  public  ear, 

But  when  in  private,  lets  them  know 

How  little  they  can  truft  10  fliow ; 

Who  fports  a  woman  as  of  courf'e, 

Juft  as  a  jockey  fhows  a  horfe, 

And  then  returns  her  to  the  liable, 

Or  vainly  plant-  her  at  his  rable, 

Where  he  would  rather  Venus  find, 

(i>o  pall'd,  and  to  deprav'd  his  mind) 

Than,  by  feme  great  occafion  led, 

To  feize  her  panting  in  her  bed, 

Burning  with  more  than  morral  fires, 

And  melting  in  her  oun  defines; 

Who,  ripe  in  years,  is  yet  a  child, 

Through  fafhion,  not  through  feeling  wild; 

Whate'er  in  others,  who  proceed 

As  fenfe  and  nature  have  decreed, 

From  real  paffion  flows,'  in  him 

Is  mere  effect  of  mode  and  whim  ; 

Who  laughs,  a' very  common  way, 

Becaufe  he  nothing  has  to  fay, 

A   your  choree  fpirits  oaths  difpenfe 

To  fill  up  vacancies  of  fenfe  ; 

Who.  having  fome  fmall  fenfe,  defies  it, 

Or.  ufing,  always  mifap,  lies  it; 

Wrho  now  and  then  brings  fomething  forth, 

Which  ieems  indeed  of  fterling  woith, 

Something,  by  ludden  ftart  and  fit, 

Which  at  a  diftance  looks  like  wit, 

But,  on  examination  near, 

To  his  confniion  will  appear 

By  truth's  fair  glafs,  to  be  at  beft 

A  threadbare  jefter's  threadbare  jefl ; 

Who  frifks  and  dances  through  the  ftreet, 

Sings  without  voice,  rides  without  feat, 

Plays  o'er  his  tricks,  like  ./Efop's  afs, 

A  gratis  fool  to  all  who  pafs  ; 

Who  riots,  though  he  loves  not  wafte, 

Whores  without  luft,  drinks  without  tafte, 

A<5b  without  fenfe,  talks  without  thought, 

Does  ev'ry  thing  but  what  he  ought ; 

"Who,  led  by  forms,  without  the  pow'r 

Of  vice,  is  vicious ;  who  one  hour, 

Proud  without  pride,  the  next  will  be 

Humble  without  humility; 

Whofe  vanity  we  all  difcern, 

The  fpring  on  which  his  actions  turn ; 

Whofe  aim  in  erring,  is  to  err, 

So  that  he  may  be  fin'gu'.ar, 

And  all  his  utmoft  wifhes  mean, 

Is,  though  he's  laugh'd  at,  to  be  feen  ; 

Such  (for  when  Hatt'ry's  foothing  ftrain 

Jiad  robb'd  the  mufe  of  her  difdain, 

And  found  a  method  to  perfuade, 

Her  art  to  foften  ev'ry  (hade, 

Juftice  enrag  d',  the  pencil  fnatch'd  > 

!7rom  her  degen'ra.te  hand;  and  fcratchM 


Out  ev'ry  trace  ;  then,  quick  as 
From  life  this  ftriking  likenef,  cauyht) 
In  mind,  in  manners,  and  in  mien, 
Such  Whiffle-  came,  and  fuch  wa*  fern 
I     the     orld's  eye;  but  (ftrange  to  tell) ! 
Mifled  by  fancy's  magic  fpe'l, 
Dc'ceiv'd,  not  dreaming  of  deceit, 
Cheated,  but  happy  in  the  cheat, 
Was  more  than  human  in  hi-  own. 
O  how,  bow  all  at  fancy's  throne 
Whofe  pow'r  could  mak    f*  vile  an  elf 
With  patience  bear  that  thing  himfe'f. 

But   miilrefs  of  each  :»rt  to  pleafe, 
Creative  fancy,  what  are  thefe, 
T/jtf,  pageants  of  a  tfifler's  pen, 
I  o  what  thy  ;  ower  effected  then  ? 
Famhiar  with  the  human  mind, 
A-  fwift  and  fubtle  as  the  wind, 
Which  we  all  feel,  yet  no  one  knows 
Or  whence  it  comes  or  where  it  goes, 
Fa-.'cy  at  once  in  ev'ry  part 
PoffeJs'd  the  eye,  the  head,  the  heart, 
Ann,  in  a  thnufand  forms  array'd, 
A  thoufand  various  gambols  play'd. 

Here,  in  a  face  which  well  might  alk 
The  privilege  to  wear  a  mafk 
In  ipite  of  law,  and  jufbte  teach 
For  public  good  t'  rxcufe  the  breach, 
Within  the  furrow  <>f  a  wrinkle 
Twist  eyes,  which  could  not  thine  but  twinkle^ 
Like  cmtinels  i'  th'  ftarry  way, 
Who  wait  for  the  return  of  day, 
AlmoO  burnt  out,  and  leem  to  keep 
Thtir  watch,  like  foldier«,  in  their  deep, 
Or  like  thofe  lamps  which,  by  the  f-ow'r 
Of  law,  mud  burn  from  hour  to  hour, 
(Elfe  they,  without  redemption,  fall 
Under  the  terrors  of  that  hall, 
Which,  once  nbfofious  for  a  bopt 
Is  now  becotre  ttjuRice-Jbop} 
Which  are  fo  manag'd,  to  go  out 
Juft  when  the  rime  comes  round  about, 
Which  yet  through  emulation  ftrive 
To  keep  their  dying  light  alive, 
And  (not  uncommon,  as  we  find, 
Amongft  the  children  of  mankind) 
As  they  grew  weaker,  would  feem  ftronger, 
And  burn  a  little,  little  longer- 
Fai.'cy   betwixt  fuch  eyes  euflirin'd, 
No  brufh  t"  daub,  no  mill  to  grind, 
Thrice  wav'd  her  wand  around,  whofe  force 
Chang'd  in  an  inftant  Nature's  courie, 
And,  hardly  credible  in  rhyme, 
Not  only  ftopp'd,  but  call'd  back  time. 
The  face  of  ev'ry  wrinkle  clear'd, 
Smooth  as  the  floating  ftream  appear'd, 
Down  the  neck  ringlets  fpread  their  flame, 
The  neck  admiring  whence  they  came, 
On  the  arch'd  brow  the  Graces  play'd ; 
On  the  full  bofom  Cupid  laid  ; 
Swflj,  from  their  proper  orbits  fent, 
Became  for  eyes  a  fupplement; 
Teeth,  white  as  ever  teeth  were  feen 
Deliver 'd  from  the  hand  of  Green  *, 

*  An  eminent  dcntijl  at  this  period 
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Started,  in  regular  array, 
Likr  train  ba..ds  on  a  grand  field-day, 
Into  the  gums,  which  would  hav?  fkd, 
But,  wond'nng,  turn'd  from  white  to  red, 
Quite  alter'd  was  the  whole  machine, 
And  Lady wa*  fifteen. 

Here  ihe  made  lordly  temples  rile 
Btf  re  the  pious  Dafhwood's  eye1?, 
Temples  which,  built  aloft  in  air, 
May  ferve  for  fh  ;w,  if  not  for  pray'r ; 
In  foltrnn  form  herfelf  before, 
Array'd  like  Faith  t  t,he  Bible  bore. 
There,  over  Melcomb'*  feather'd  head, 
Who,  quite  a  man  of  gingerbread, 
Srwour'd  in  talk,  in  drtfs,  and  phiz, 
More  of  another  world  than  this, 
To  a  divarfmufe  a  giant  page, 
The  laft  grave  fop  of  the  iaft  age, 
In  a  fuperb  and  feather'd  herle, 
Befcutcbcond  and  betaggd  with  verfe, 
Whicli,  to  beholders  from  afar, 
Appear 'd  like  a  triumphal  car, 
She  rode,  in  a  cajl  rainbow  clad  ; 
There,  throwing  off  the  balloiv \l plaid, 
Naked,  as  when  (in  thofe  drear  cells 
VJ\\er*,felf-bl.fSd.fe!f.curs'd  madnefs  dwells) 
Pltafurc,  on  whom,  in  laughter's  fhape, 
Frenzy  had  petfeded  a  rape, 
Firft  brought  her  forth,  before  her  time, 
Wild  witnefs  of  her  fhame  and  crime, 
Driving  before  an  idol  band 
Of  driv'ling  Stuarts,  hand  in  hand, 
S."me,  who  to  curie  mankind,  had  wore 
A  crown  they  ne'er  muft  think  of  more, 
Others,  whofe  baby  brows  were  grac'd 
With  paper  crowns,  and  toys  of  pafte, 
She  jigg  d,  and   playing  on  the  flute, 
Spread  raptures  o'er  the  foul  of  B'/te. 

Big  with  vaft  hopes,  iome  mighty  plan, 
Which  wrought  the  bufy  foul  of  man 
To  her  full  bent,  the  civil  law, 
Fir  code  to  keep  a  world  in  awe, 
Bound  o'er  his  brows,  fair  to  behold, 
As  Jetoijb  frontlets  were  of  old, 
The  famous  charter  of  our  land, 
Defac'd,  and  mangled  in  his  hand  ; 
As  one  whom  deepeft.  thoughts  employ, 
But  deeped  thoughts  of  trueft  joy 
Serious  and  fl->w  he  ftrode,  he  ftalk'd, 
Before  him  troops, of  heroes  vvalk'd. 
Whom  bcft  he  lov'd,  of  heroes  crown'd, 
By  Tories  guarded  all  around, 
Dull  folemn  plcafure  in  his. face, 
He  faw  the.  honours  of  his  race, 
He  faw  their  lineal  glories  rife, 
And  touch'd,  or  feenVd  to  touch,  the  fkies. 
Not  the  moil  diflant  mark  of  fear, 
No  fign  of  axe.  or  fetijfold  near, 
Not  one  curs'd  thought,  to  crofs  his  will, 
Of  fuch  a.  place  as  Toiver  Hill. 

Curfe  on  this  mufe,  a  flippant  jade, 
A  fhrew,  like  ev'ry  other  maid 
Who  turns  the  corner  of  nineteen, 
Devour'*!  with  peevifhnefs  and  fpleen. 
Her  tongue  (for  as,  when  bound  for  life. 
The  hulband  fuffers  for  the  wife, 


So  if  in  any  works  of  rhyme 
Perchance  there  blunders  out  a  crime, 
Poor  culprit  bards  muft  always  rue  it, 
Although  'tis  plain  the  mufes  do  it) 
Sooner  or  later  cannot  fail 
To  fend  me  headlong  to  a  j-iil. 
Whatever  my  theme  (our  themes  we  choofc 
In  modern  days  without  a  wife, 
Juft  as  a  father  will  provide 
To  join  a  bridegroom  and  a  bride, 
As  if,  though  they  muft  be  the  play'rs, 
The  game  was  wholly  his,  not  theirs} 
Whatc'er  my  theme,  the  mufe,  who  ilill 
Owns  no  direction  but  her  will, 
Fiies  off,  and,  ere  1  could  expect, 
By  ways  oblique  and  indirccl, 
At  once  quite  over  head  and  ears, 
In  fatal  forties  appears. 
Time  was,  and,  if  I  aught  difcern 
Of  fate,  that  time  fhall  foon  return^ 
When  decent  and  demure  at  leaft, 
As  grave  and  dull  as  any  prieft, 
I  could  fee  vice  in  robes  array'd, 
Could  fee  the  game  of  folly  play'd 
Succefsfully  in  fortune's  fchool, 
Without  exclaiming  rogue  or  fool ; 
Time  was,  when  nothing  loth  or  proud 
I  lacquied  with  the  fawning  crowd, 
Scoundrels  in  office,  and  would  bow- 
To  cyphers  great  in  place  ;  but  now 
Upright  I  ftand,  as  if  wife  fate, 
To  compliment  a  fhatter'd  ftate, 
Had  me,  like  Atlas,  hither  fent 
To  fhoulder  up  the  firmament, 
And  if  I  ftoop'd,  with  gen'ral  crack 
The  heavens  would  tumble  from  my  back  5 
Time  was,  when  rank  and  fimation 
Secur'd  the  great  ones  of  the  nation 
From  all  controul ;  fat  ire  and  laio 
Kept  only  little  knaves  in  awe; 
But  now',  decorum  loft,  I  ftand 
Bemused,  a  pencil  in  my  hand. 
And,  dead  to  ev'ry  fenfe.  of  fham€, 
Carelefs  of  fafety  and  of  fame, 
The  names  of  fcoundrels  minute  dowH| 
And  libel  more'  than  half  the  town. 

How  can  a  ftatefmen  be  fecure 
In  all  his  villanies,  if  poor 
And  dirty  authors  thus  fhall  dare 
To  lay  his  rotten  bofom  bare  ? 
Mufes  fhould  pafs  away  their  tfme 
In  circffing  out  the  poet's  rhyme 
With  bills  and  ribbands,  and  array 
Each  line  in  harmlefs  tafte,  though  gay. 
When  the  hot  burning  fit  is  on, 
They  fhould  regale  their  reftlefs  fon 
With  fomething  to  allay  his  rage. 
Some  cool  Caftalian  beverage, 
Or  fome  fuch  draught  (though  they,  'tis  pla 
Taking  the  mufes  name  in  vain, 
Know  nothing  of  their  real  court, 
And  only  fable  from  report) 
As  makes  a  Whitehead's  ode  go  down) 
Or  flakes  thcfewrette  of  Brown  : 
But  who  would  in  his  fenfes  think 
Of.  mufes  giving  gall  to  drink. 
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Or  that  their  folly  flioald  afford 

To  raving  poets  gun  or  fword  ? 

Poets  were  ne'er  defign'd  by  fate 

To  meddle  with  affairs  of  Hate, 

Nor  fhould  (if  we  may  fpeak  our  thought 

Truly  as  men  of  honour  ought) 

Sound  policy  their  ra;>e  admit, 

To  launch  the  thunderbolts  of  wit 

About  thofe  heads,  which,  when  they're  Ihot, 

Can't  tell  if  'was  by  wit  or  not. 

Thcfe  things  well  known,  what  devil  in  fpite 
Can  have  feciuc'd  me  thus  to  write 
Out  of  that  rosd,  which  mufl  have  led 
To  riches,  \\  ithout  heart  or  head, 
Into  that  road,  which,  had  I  more 
Than  ever  poet  had  before, 
Of  wit  and  virti;e,  in  difgrnce 
Would  keep  me  Hill,  and  out  of  place, 
Which,  if  feme  judge  (you'll  underftaud 
One  famous,  famous  through  the  land 
For  making  law)  fhould  ftand  my  friend, 
A*  laft  may  in  a  piil'ry  end, 
And  all  this,  F  myfelf  admit, 
Without  one  caufe  to  lead  to  it. 

For  inftance  now — this  book — the  GHOST— 
Methiuk5-  I  hear  i'orve  critic  port. 
Remark  mbft -gravely — "  I'f;c  firft  word 
"  Which  we  about  the  GUOST  have  heard." 
Peace,  my  good  Sir — not  quite  fo  faft— 
What  is  the  firli  may  be  the  laft, 
Which  is  a  point,  al)  muit  agree, 
Cannot  depend  oi>  you  or  me. 
FANNY,  noghoft  of  common  mould, 
Is  not  by  forms  to  be  controul'd  ; 
To  keep  her  (rate,  and  fhow  her  ikill, 
She  never  comes  but  when  {he  will. 
I  wrote  and  wrote  (perhaps  you  doubt, 
And  {hrewclly,  what  I  wrote  about, 
Believe  me,  much  to  my  difgrace, 
I  too  am  in  the  fclf-fome  cafe) 
But  ftill  I  wrote,  till  FANNY  came 
Impatient,  nor  could  any  {hame 
On  me  with  equal  juftice  fall, 
If  fhe  had  never  come  at  all. 
An  underlurg.  I  could  not  ftir 
Without  the  cue  thrown  out  by  her, 
Nor  from  the  fubjedl  aid  receive 
Until  fhe  came,  and  gave  me  leave. 
So  that  (ye  fons  of  erudition 
Mark,  this  is  but  a  fuppofition, 
Nor  would  I  to  fo  vnife  a  nation 
Suggeft  it  as  a  revelation) 
If  henceforth  dully  turning  o'er 
Page  after  page,  ye  read  no  more 
Of  FANNY,  who,  in  fea  or  air, 
May  be  departed  God  knows  where, 
Rail  at  jilt  fortune,  but  agree 
No  cenfure  can  be  laid  on  me, 
For  fare  (the  caufe  let  Mansfield  try) 
FANNY  is  in  the  fault,  not  I. 

But  to  return — and  this  I  hold, 
A  fecret  worth  its  weight  in  gold 
To  thofe  who  write,  as  I  write  new, 
Not  to  mind  where  they  go,  or  how, 
Through  ditch,  .through  bog,  o'er  hedge  and 
it  but  woith  t,h.e  reader's  wjiilej 


And  keep  a  paflage  fair  and  plain 
Always  to  bring  him  back  again. 
Through  dirt,  who  fcruples  to  approach, 
At  pleafure's  call,  to'take  a  coach  ? 
But  we  fhould  think  the  man  a  clown 
Who  in  the  dirt  fhould  let  us  down. 
But  to  return — if  wit,  who  ne'er 
The  fhackles  of  reftraint  could  bear, 
In  wayward  humour  fhould  refufe 
Her  timely  fuccour  to  the  mufe, 
And  to  no  rules  and  orders  tied, 
Roughly  deny  to  be  her  guide, 
She  muft  renounce  decorum's  plan, 
And  get  back  when  and  how  fhe  can  J 
Asfarfons,  who,  without  pretext, 
As  foon  as  mention'd,  quit  their  text, 
And,  to  promote  fleep's  Denial  pow'r, 
Grope  in  the  dark  for  half  an  hour, 
Give  no  more  reafon  (for  we  know 
Reafon  is  vulgar,  mean,  and  low) 
Why  they  come  back  (fhould  it  befal 
That  ever  they  come  back  at  all) 
Into  the  road,  to  end  the  rout, 
Than  they  can  give  why  they  went  out. 

But  to  return — this  book — rhe  GHOST— 
A  mere  amufement  at  the  molt, 
A  trifle,  fit  to  wear  away 
The  horrors  of  a  rainy  day, 
A  flight  fliot  filk,for  fummerwear, 
Juft  as  our  modern  ftatefmen  are, 
If  rigid  honefly  permit 
That  I  for  once  purloin  the  wit 
Of  him,  who,  were  we  all  to  {real, 
Is  much  too  rich  the  theft  to  feel. 
Yet  in  this  book,  where  eafe  fhould  join 
Wi'h  irirtb  wfugar  ev'ry  line, 
Where  it  fhouid  all  be  mere  chit-chat, 
Lively,  good-humour'd,  and  all  that, 
Where  honejl  fatire,  in  difgracd, 
Should  not  ib  much  as  fhow  her  face, 
The  fhrtw,  o'erleaping  all  due  bounds, 
Breaks  into  laughter's  facred  grounds, 
And,  in  contempt,  plays  o'er  her  tricks 
\nfcience ,  trade ,  and  politics. 

But  why  fhould  the  diftemper'd  fcold 
Attempt  to  blacken  men  enroll'd 
In  pow'rs  dread  book,  whofe  mighty  flcill 
Can  twift  an  empire  to  their  will; 
Whofe  voice  is  fate,  and  on  their  tongue 
Law,  liberty,  and  ,'ife,  are  hung; 
Whom,  on  irquiry,  truth  fhall  find 
With  Stuarts  link'd,  time  out  of  mind 
Superior  to  their  country's  laws, 
Defenders  of  a  tyrant's  caufe  ; 
Men,  who  the  fame  damn'd  maxims  hold 
Darkly ,  which  they  avow'd  of  old ; 
Who,  though  by  diff 'rent  means,  purfue 
The  end  which  they  had  firft  in  view, 
And,  force  found  vain,  now  play  their  part 
With  much  lefs  honour,  much  more  art  2 
Why,  at  the  corners  of  the  ftreets, 
To  ev'ry  patriot  drudge  fhe  meets,  ' 
Known  or  unknown,  with  furious  cry 
Should  fhe  wild  clamours  vent ;  or  why, 
The  minds  of  groundlings  to  inflame, 
A  Dafliwood,  Bute,  and  Wyndham  name  3' 
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Why,  having  not  to  our  furprife 
The  fear  of  cL-ath  before  her  eyes, 
Bearing,  and  that  but  now  and  then, 
No  other  weapon  but  her  pen, 
Should  (he  an  argument  afford, 
For  blood,  to  men  who  lasar  afworJ; 
Men,  who  can  nicely  trim  and  pare 
A  point  of  honour  to  a  hair 
( Honour — a  word  of  nice  import, 
A  pretty  trinker  in  a  court, 
Which  my  lord  quite  in  rapture  feels 
Dangling  and  rattling  with  his  feals— 
Honour — a  word,  which  all  the  nine 
Would  be  much  puzzled  to  define — 
Honour — a  word  which  torture  mocks, 
And  might  confound  a  thoufand  Lockes— 
Which  (for  I  leave  to  wifer  heads, 
Who  fields  of  death  prefer  to  beds 
Of  down,  to  find  out,  if  they  can, 
What  honour  w,  on  their  wild  plan) 
Is  not,  to  take  it  in  their  way, 
And  this  we  fure  may  dare  to  fay, 
Without  incurring  an  offence, 
Courage,  Ittiv,  lonejly,  or  fenfe  ; 
Men,  who  all  fpirit,  life,  and  foul, 
Neat  butchers  of  a  button-bole, 
Having  more  {kill,  believe  it  true 
That  they  niuft  have  more  courage  too ; 
Men,  who  without  a  place  or  name, 
Their  fortunes  fpeechlefs  as  their  fame, 
Would  by  the  fword  new  fortunes  carve, 
And  rather  die  in  fight  than  ftarve  I 

At  :nronations,  a  vaft  field 

Which  food  of  ev'ry  kind  might  yield, 
Of  good  found  food,  at  once  mod  fit 
For  purpofes  of  health  and  wit, 
Could  nqj  ambitious  fatire  reft, 
Content  with  what  fhe  might  digeft  ? 
Could  fhe  not  feaft  on  things  of  courfe, 
A  champion,  or  a  champion's  borfe  ? 
A  champion's  horfe — no,  better  fay, 
Though  better  figur'd  on  that  day — 
A  horfe,  which  might  appear  to  us, 
Who  deal  in  rhyme,  a  Pegafus  ; 
A  rider,  who,  when  once  got  on, 
Might  pafs  for  a  Bellerophon, 
Dropt  on  a  fudden  from  the  fides, 
To  catch  and  fix  our  wond'ring  eyes, 
To  witch,  with  wand  inftead  of  whip, 
The  world  with  noLk  horfemanfhip, 
To  twift  and  twine,  both  horft  and  mart, 
On  fuch  a  well-concerted  plan, 
That  ctHtaur~\\\LQ,  wRen  all  was  done, 
We  fcarce  could  think  they  were  not  one  ? 
Could  fhe  not  to  our  itching  cars 
Bring  the  new  names  of  new-coin  d  peers. 
Who  walk'd,  nobility  forgot, 
With  ihoulders  fitter  for  a  knot 
,  Than  robes  of  hon-mr;  for  whofe  fake 
Heralds  in  form  were  forc'd  to  make, 
To  make,  becaufe  they  could  net  find, 
Great  predeceffors  to  their  mind  ? 
Could  fhe  not  (though  'tis  doubtful  fmcc 
Whether  he  '.;,w/<V,   is,  or  pr  nci] 
Tell  of  a  fimple  knightsfcdvance 
T»  be  a  doughty  peer  of  /><»«»*'; 


Tell  how  he  did  a  dukedom  gain, 
And  Robinfon  was  Aquitain  *  ; 
Tell  how  her  city-chiefs  difgrac'd, 
Were  at  an  empty  table  plac  d  ? 
A  grofs  neglect,  which,  whilft  they  live, 
They  cant't  forget,  and  won't  forgive ; 
A  grofs  neglect  of  all  thofe  rights 
Which  march  with  city  appetites  ; 
Of  all  thofe  canons,  which  we  find 
By  vl'ittony,  time  out  of  mind, 
Eftablifli'd  ;  which  they  ever  hold 
Dearer  than  any  thing  but  gold  : 

Thanks  to  my  ftars— I  now  fee  fhore— 
Of  courtiers,  and  of  courts  no  more — 
Thus  {tumbling  on  my  city  friends, 
Blind  chance  my  guide,  my  purpoi'e  bends 
In  line  direct,  and  fhall  purfue 
The  point  which  I  had  firft  in  view, 
No  more  fhall  with  the  reader  fport, 
Till  I  have  feen  him  fafe  in  port- 
Hufh'd  be  each  fear — no  more  I  bear 
Through  the  wide  regions  of  the  air 
The  reader  terrified,  no  more 
Wild  ocean's  horrid  paths  explore. 
Be  the  plain  track  from  henceforth  mine— « 
Crofs-roads  to  Allen  f-  I  refign — 
Allen,  the  honour  of  this  nation, 
Alien,  himfelf  a  corporation, 
Allen,  of  late  notorious  grown 
For  writings  none,  or  all  his  own, 
Allen,  the  firft  of  lettered  men, 
Since  the  good  bifhop  holds  his  pen, 
And  at  his  elbow  takes  his  ftand 
To  mend  his  head,  and  guide  his  hand. 
But  hold — once  more  d:grejjlon  hence- 
Let  us  return  to  Cornmon-S.-nfe ; 
The  car  of  Phoebus  I  difcharge; 
My  carriage  now  a  Lord- Mayor's  large. 

Suppofe  we  now — we  may  fuppofe 
In  verfe,  what  would  be  fin  in  profe — • 
The  fky  with  darknefs  overfpread, 
And  ev'ry  ftar  retir'd  to  bed  ; 
The  gewgaw  robes  of  pomp  and  pride 
In  fome  dark  corner  thrown  afide ; 
Great  lords  and  ladies  giving  way 
To  what  they  feem  to  fcorn  by  day, 
The  real  feelings  of  the  heart, 
And  nature  taking  place  of  art ; 
Dcftre  triumphant  through  the  night, 
And  beauty  panting  with  delight ; 
Chafi'ity,  woman's  faireft  crown, 
Till  the  return  of  morn  laid  down, 
Then  to  be  worn  again  as  bright 
As  if  not  fullied  in  the  night ; 
Dull  ceremony,  bufinefs  o'er, 
Dreaming  in  form  at  Cottrell's  door; 
Precaution  trudging  all  about 
To  fee  the  candles  fafely  out, 
Bearing  a  mighty  majhr-keyt 
Habited  like  economy t 

*  At  tie  coronation,  Sir  Tbomat  Robinfon  "walled  as 
tie  rsprefentat'fve  of  the  Duke  of  <lquitatn. 

f  Ralph  Allen,  Efq,  of  Prior  Park,  near  Bath,  tie 
correspondent  of  Pope,  of  ivlom  All'wortbyl  in  'Tiff? 
Jones  t  is  Jitid  to  have  keen  tie  re£refentath<:% 
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Stamping  each  lock  with  triple  feals, 
Mean  av'rice  creeping  at  her  heels. 

Suppofe  we  too,  like  fheep  in  pen, 
The  Alayor  and  Court  of  Aldcrmcn, 
"Within  their  barge,  which  through  the  deep, 
The  rowers  more  than  half  afleep, 
Mov'd  flow,  as  overcharg'd  with  date ; 
Thames  grcan'd  beneath  the  mighty  weight, 
And  felt  that  buivLU  heavier  far 
Than  a  whole  fleet  of  men  of  war. 
fcleep  o'er  each  well-known  faithful  head 
With  lib'ral  hand  his  poppies  fhed, 
Each  head,  by  dulinefs  render'd  fit 
Sleep  and  his  empire  to  admit. 
Through  the  whole  pafiage  not  a  word, 
Not  one  faint,  weak,  half  found,  was  heard; 
Sleep  had  prcvail'd  to  overwhelm 
The  fteerlman  nodding  o'er  the  helm  ; 
The  rowers,  without  force  or  (kill, 
Left  the  dull  barge  to  drive  at  will ; 
To  fluggilh  nars  fufyended  hung, 
And  even  Beardmore  *  held  his  tongue* 
Commerce,  regardful  of  a  freight, 
On  which  depended  half  herju:te, 
Stepp'd  to  the  helm,  wirh  ready  hand 
She  i'afely  clear'd  that  bank  of  fand, 
Where,  ftranded,  our  weft  country  fleet 
Delay  and  danger  often  meet ; 
Till  Neptune,  anxious  for  the  trade, 
Comes  in  full  tides,  and  brings  them  aid. 
Next  (for  the  mufes  can  furvey 
Obje&s  by  night  as  well  as  day, 
Nothing  prevents  their  taking  aim, 
Darknefs  and  light  to  them  the  fame) 
They  pad  that  building,  which  of  old 
^ueen-motbers  was  defign'd  to  hold  ; 
At  piefent  a  mere  lodging-pen, 
A  palace  turn'd  into  a  den, 
To  barracks  turn'd,  and  foldiers  tread 
Where  dangers  have  laid  their  head. 
Why  (hould  we  mention  Svrrty+fitfati 
Where  ev'ry  week  grave  judges  meet, 
All  fitted  out  with  hum  and /.'</, 
In  proper  form  to  drawl  out  law, 
To  fee  all  caufes  duly  tried 
'Twixt  knaves  who  drive,  and  fools  who  ride  ? 
Why  at  the  Temple  Jhould  we  fray  ?    . 
What  of  the.  Temple  fare  we  fay  ? 
A  dangerous  ground  we  tread  on  there, 
And  words  perhaps  may  actions  bear, 
Where,  as  the  brethren  of  the  feas 
Tor  fares,  the  lawyers  ply  for  fees. 
What  of  that  bridge,  moft  wifely  made 
To  ferve  the  purpofes  of  trade, 
In  the  great  mart  of  all  this  nation, 
By  flopping  up  the  navigation, 
And  to  that  fand-bank  adding  weight, 
Which  is  already  much  too  great  ? — 
What  of  that  l-ridge^. which,  void  of  fcnfe, 
But  well  fupplied  with  impudence, 
f.H-^l l^ni'i,   knowing  not  thejf/'.v/, 
Thought  they  might  have  a  claim  to  build, 

*  An  attorney  and  common-counc'il-ma*,  fuppof  d  to 
have  afforded  foma  ajjijtance  at  times  to  "  The  Moni 
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Till  Paterfon,  as  white  as  milk, 

As  fmooth  as  oil,  as  foft  as  filk, 

In  folemn  manner  had  decreed, 

That  on  the  other  fide  the  Tweed, 

Art,  born  and  bred,  and  fully  grown, 

Was  with  one  Mylne  *,  a  man  unknown. 

But  grace,  preferment,  and  renown 

Deferving,  juft  arriv'd  in  town; 

C  ne  Mylne,  an  artift  perfect  quire, 

Both  in  his  own  and  country's  right, 

As  fit  to  make  a  bridge,  as  he, 

With  gloriotM^uztowa&jr, 

To  build  inscriptions  worthy  found 

To  lie  for  ever  under  ground. 

Much  more,  worth  obfervation  too, 
Wa*  this  a  feaf->n  to  purfue 
The  theme,  our  mufe  might  tell  in  rhyme  .3 
The  will  fhe  hath,  but  not  the  time  ; 
For,  fwift  as  fhaft  from  Indian  bow, 
(And  when  a  goddefs  comes,  we  know, 
Surpaffing  nature  ails  prevail, 
And  boats  want  neither  oar  nor  fail) 
!  he  veffel  paft,  and  reach'd  the  fhore 
So  quick,  that  thought  was  fcarce  before. 

Suppofe  we  now  our  city-court 
Safc-ly  deliver'd  at  the  port, 
And,  nf  their  ftate  regardlefs  quite, 
Landed,  like  fmuggled  goods,  by  night ; 
The  folemn  magiftrate  laid  down, 
The  dignity  of  robe  and  gown, 
With  ev'ry  other  enfign  g--ne, 
Suppofe  the  woollen  nightcap  on  : 
Vhzjhfi-bnfo  us'd  with  decent  ftate 
To  make  the  fpirits  ci:culate, 
(A  form,  which,  to  the  fenfes  true, 
The  liq'rifh  chaplain  ufes  too, 
T'liMJph,  fome thing  t"  improve  the  plao^ 
He  takes  the  maid  inftead  of  man) 
Swath'd,  atid  with  flannel  cover'd  o'er 
To  fh<  w  the  vigour  of  threescore, 
The  vigour  of  threefcore  and  ten 
Above  the  proof  of  younger  men, 
Suppofe  the  mighty  Dullman  led 
Betwixt  two  flaves,  and  put  to  bed  - 
Suppofe  the  moment  he  lies  down, 
No  miracle  in  this  great  town, 
The  drone  as  faft  afleep  as  he 
Muft  in  the  courfe  of  nature  be, 
Who,  truth  for  cur  foundation  take, 
When  up,  is  never  half  awake. 

Thtre  let  him  fleep,  whilft  we  furve^ 
The  preparations  for  the  clay, 
That  day   on  which  was  to  oe  fhown 
Court  pride  by  city-pride  outdone. 

The  jealous  mother  fends  away, 
As  only  fit  for  childifh  play, 
That  daughter,  who,  to  gall  her  pride, 
Shoots  up  too  forward  by  her  fide. 

The  ivreti,h,  of  God  and  maa  accurs'd. 
Of  all  hell's  inftruments  the  worft, 
Draws  forfh  his  pwn*,  and  for  the  day 
Struts  in  fome  fpendthrift's  vain  array; 
Around  his  awkward  doxy  (bine 
The  treasures  of  Golconda's  mine  ; 

*    Tie  archite&  of  £lackfriars  Bridgf, 
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Each  neighbour,  with  a  jealous  glare, 
Behold*  her  fo.'Iy  puhliih'd  there. 

Gc->-ments,  well  fav'd  (an  anecdote 
Which  we  can  prove  or  would  not  quore) 
Garments  well-fav'd,  which  fird  were  made, 
"When  tailors,  to  promote  their  trade, 
Againd  the  P'ift,.  in  arms  arofe. 
And  dr«-ve  them  out  or  made  them  clothes; 
Garments,  imm  .rtal,  without  end, 
Like  names   and  titles,  which  defcend 
Succeflivcly  from  fire  to  fon  ; 
Garments,  unlefs  fome  work  is  done 
Of  -  ote,  net  fiifff.-r'd  to  appear 
'Bove  once  at  mod  in  ev'ry  year, 
Were  now,  in  fplemn  form,  laid  bare 
To  fake  the  benefit  of  air, 
And,  ere  they  came  to  be  employed 
Cn  thisfolemnity,  to  void 
That  fcent,  which  Ruflia's  leather  gave 
From  vile  and  impious  moth  to  fave. 

Each  head  was  bufy,  and  each  heart 
In  preparation  bore  a  part. 
Running  together  ail  a  out, 
The  fervant-*  put  each  other  out, 
Till  the  grave  matter  !>ad  decreed, 
The  more  bujle,  ever  the  ivo  fefpeed; 
Iteiff,  with  her  little  eyes  hall-cloh'd, 
Over  a  fmuggled  toilet  dos'd  ; 
The  waiting  maid,  whom  ftory  notes 
A  very  fcrub  in  petticoats, 
Hir'd  fur  one  work,  but  doing  all, 
In  flumbers  lean'd  againfl  the  wall; 
Milliners,  fummon'd  from  afar, 
Arriv'd  in  fh.-als  at  Temple-Bar t 
fctridly  commanded  to  import 
Cart-loads  of  foppery  from  court; 
With  Ubour'd  vifible  dcfign 
Art  drove  t<>  be  fuperbly  fine  ; 
Nature,  mo^e  pleafing,  though  more  wild, 
Taught  ocherwife  her  darling  child, 
And  cried  with  fpirited  difdain, 
Be  H elegant  and  plain, 

Lo  :  from  the  chambers  of  the  eaft, 
A  welcome  prelude  to  the  frad, 
In  faffron-  ol&urd  robe  array'd, 
High  in  a  car  by  Vulcan  made, 
Who  work'd  for  J  .ve  himfelf,  each  deed 
High  mettled,  of  celeftial  breed, 
Pawing  and  pacing  all  the  way, 
Aurora  brought  the  wifh'd-for  day, 
And  held  her  empire,  till  outrun 
By  that  brave  jolly  groom  the  fun. 

f'hf-  trumpet — hark  ! — It  fpeaks — It  fwells 
The  loud  full  harmony — It  tells 
The  time  at  hand   whenDullman,  led 
By  form,  hi?  citizens  muft  head, 
And  march  thofe  troops,  which  ar  his  call 
Were  now  affembltd  ro  Guild-  Hal!, 
On  matters  of  imp  >rfanc<   gr    it 
To  court  and  city,  chursb  ardy?t;/f. 

From  end  to  end  the  found  makes  way, 
All  hear  tht  fio;t>al  and  obey; 
Bu-  Dullman,  who,  hi<  charge  forgot, 
By  M'-rpheu-  fetter'd,  heart)  it  not; 
]S<.r  ccM.'d    (n  <ound  ht  flepr  and  faft, 
Hear  any  trumpet  but  the  laft. 


Crape,  ever  true  and  trufty  known, 
Stole  from  the  maid's  bed  to  his  own, 
Then  in  the  fpiritual*  of  pride. 
Planted  himfi'lf  a*' Dullman 's  fide, 
Thrice  did  the  ever- faithful  flave, 
With  voice  which  might  have  reach'd  the  grave, 
And  broke  death's  adamantine  chain, 
Oi-  Dullman  call,  but  call'd  in  vain  ; 
Thrne  wrh  an  arm,  which  might  have  made 
The  Fheban  boxer  curfc  his  trade, 
The  drone  he  fhook,  who  rear'd  the  head, 
And  thrice  fell  back  v  >rd  on  his  bed, 
What  could  be  dom  ?   Where  force  hath  faiPda 
Policy  often  hath  prevail'd  ; 
And  what,  an  inference  mod  plain. 
Had  been,  Ciape  thought  might  be  again. 

Under  his  pillow  (Hill  in  mind 
The  proverb  kept,  ]  ajl  bind,  f aft  Jindjt 
Each  blcffcd  night  the  keys  were  laid, 
Which  Crape  to  draw  away  effay'd. 
What  not  the  pow'r  of  voice  or  arm 
Could  do,  this  did,  and  broke  the  charm; 
Quick  darted  he  with  dupid  dare, 
For  all  his  little  foul  was  there. 

Behold  him  taken  up,  rubb'd  down, 
In  elb.-w-chair,  and  morning  gown  ; 
Bc-hold  him   in  his  latter  Moom, 
Stripp'd   wafh'd,  and  fprink'ed  with  perfumcj 
Behold  him,  lu-n^ing  with  the  weight 
Of  robes  and  trumpery  of  date  ; 
Behold  him,  (for  the  maxim's  true, 
Whate'er  we  by  another  do, 
We  do  ourfel?es;  and  chaplain  paid, 
Like  flaves  in  ev'ry  other  trade, 
Had  mutter'd  over  God  knows  what, 
Something  which  he  by  heart  had  got), 
Having,  as  ufiul,  faid  hi-  pray'rs, 
Go  titter  totter  to  th|e  dairs  ; 
Behold  him,  for  defccnt  prepare, 
With  one  foot  trembling  in  the  air; 
HeJ?a>ts,  he  paitfes  on  the  brink, 
And,  hard  to  credit,  fec-ms  to  think ;. 
Through  his  whole  train  (the  chaplain  gavfc 
The  proper  cue  to  ev'ry  flav'  ) 
At  once,  as  if  infection  caught, 
Each  jtarted,  jaus'J,  and  aimd  at  thought; 
He  turns,  and  they  turn  ,   big  with  care, 
He  waddles  to  his  elbt-w-chair, 
Squats  A<  wn,  and,  filent  f •  r  a  feafon, 
Ar  lad  with  Crape  begins  to  reafon  I 
Bi;t  fird  of  all  he  made  a  Cgn 
That  ev'rv  foul  but  the  divine, 
Should  quit  the  room;   in  him  he  knows, 
,He  may  all  confidence  repofe. 

Crape — though  I'm  yet  not  quite  awake—* 
Before  this  awful  dep  I  take, 
On  which  my  future  all  depends, 
I  ought  to  know  my  foes  and  friends. 
By  foes  and  friends,  ohferve  me  dill, 
I  meant  not  thofe  who  well  or  ill 
Perhaps  may  wifh  me,  but  thofe  who 
Have  't  in  their  power  to  do  it  too. 
Now  if,  attentive  to  the  date, 
In  too  much  hurry  to  be  great, 
Or  through  much  zeal,  a  motive, 
Defervir>g  praife,  into  a  icraps 
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1,  like  a  fool,  ani  got,  no  doubt, 

I,  like  a  wife  man,  ftiould  get  out. 

Not  that,  remark  without  replies, 

1  fay  that  to  get  out  is  wife, 

Or,  by  the  very  ff  If  fame  rule 

That  to  get  in  was  like  a  fool : 

The  marrow  of  this  argument 

Muft  wholly  reft  on  the  event; 

And  therefore  which  is  really  hard, 

Againft  events  too  I  muft  guard. 

Should  things  continue  as  they^?<a?</, 

And  Bute  prevail  through  all  the  land 

Without  a  rival,  by  his  aid, 

My  fortunes  in  a  trice  are  made ; 

Kay,  honours  on  my  zeal  may  fmile. 

And  ftamp  me.Earl  of  fome  great  ifle  : 

But  if,  a  matter  of  much  doubt, 

The  prefent  minifter  goes  out, 

Fain  would  I  know  on  what  pretext 

I  can  ftand  fairly  with  the  next  ? 

For  as  my  aim  at  ev'ry  hour  . 

Is  to  be  well  with  thofe  in  pow'r, 

An'd  my  material  point  of  view, 

W  :oever's  in,  to  be  in  too, 

1  fliould  not,  like  a  blockhead,  choofe 
To  gain  tbefe  fo  as  thofe  to  lofe  : 

"Tis  good  in  ev'ry  cafe,  you  know, 
To  have  two  firings  unto  our  bow. 

As  one  in  wonder  loft,  Crape  view'd 
His  lord,  who  thus  his  fpeech  purfu'd. 

This,  my  good  Crape,  is  my  grand  point, 
And  as  the  times  are  our  of  joint, 
The  greater  caution  is  requir'd 
To  bring  about  the  point  defir'd. 
What  I  would  wifh  to  bring  about, 
Cannot  admit  a  moment's  doubt; 
The  matter  in  difptite,  you  know, 
Is  what  we  call  the  qitomodo. 
That  be  thy  talk. —  The  rev  rend  Have, 
Becoming  in  a  moment  grave, 
Fix'd  to  the  ground  and  rooted  flood, 
Juft  like  a  man  cut  out  of  wood ; 
Such  as  we  fee  (without  the  leafl 
Reflection  glancing  on  the  prieft) 
One  or  more,  planted  up  and  down, 
Almofl  iri  ev'ry  church  in  town  : 
He  flood  frme  minutes;  then,  like  one 
Who  wifa'd  the  matter  might  be  done, 
But  could  not  do  it,  (hook  his  head, 
And  thus  the  man  of  forrow  faid  : 

Hard  is  this  tafk,  too  hard  I  (wear, 
By  much  too  hard  for  me  to  bear ; 
Beyond  expremon  hard  my  part, 
Could  mighty  Dullman  fee  my  heart, 
When  he,  alas  !  makes  known  a  will, 
Which  Crape's  not  able  to  fulfil. 
Was  ever  my  obedience  barr'd 
By  any  trifling  nice  regard 
To  fenfe  and  honour  ?  Could  I  reach 
Thy  meaning  without  help  of  fpeech, 
At  the  firft  motion  of  thy  eye 
Did  not  thy  faithful  creature  fly  ? 
Have  I  not  faid,  not  what  I  ought, 
But  what  by  earthly  matter  taught  ? 
Did  I  e'er  wei^h,  through  duty  ftrong, 
In  thy  great  biddings,  right  and  wrong.? 


Did  ever  int'reft,  to  whom  thou 

Can'ft  not  with  more  devotion  bow, 

Warp  my  found  faith,  or  will  of  mine 

In  contradiction  run  to  thine  ? 

Have  I  not,  at  thf  table  plac'd, 

When  bufinefe  call'd  aloud  for  hafte; 

Torn  myfeif  thence,  yet  never  heard 

To  utter  one  complaining  word, 

And  had,  till  thy  great  work  was  done, 

All  appetites  as  having  none  ? 

Hard  is  it,  this  great  plan  purfu'd 

Of  voluntary  fervitude  ; 

Purfu'd  without  or  fhame  or  fear, 

Through  the  great  circle  of  the  year  j 

Now  to  receive,  in  this  grand  hour, 

Commands  which  lie  beyond  my  pow'r  j 

Commands  which  baffle  all  my  (kill, 

And  leave  me  nothing  but  my  will : 

Be  that  accepted  ;  let  my  Lord 

Indulgence  to  his  {lave  afford  ; 

This  tafk,  for  my  poor  flrength  unfit* 

Will  yield  to  none  but  Dullman's  wit; 

With  ftich  grofs  incenfe  gratified, 
And  turning  up  the  lip  of  pride, 
Poor  Crape — and  fhook  his  empty  head— • 
Poor  puzzled  Crape,  wife  Dullman  fald, 
Of  judgment  weak,  of  fenfe  confin'd, 
For  things  of  lower  note  defign'd, 
For  things  within  the  vulgar  reach, 
To  run  of  errands,  and  to  preach, 
Well  haft  thou  judg'd,  that  heads  like  mine 
Cannot  want  help  from  heads  like  thine ; 
Well  haft  thou  judg'd  thyfelf  unmeet 
Of  fuch  high  argument  to  treat ; 
'Twas  but  to  try  thee  that  I  fpoke, 
And  all  I  faid  was  but  a  joke. 

Nor  think  a  joke,  Crape,  a  difgrace 
Or  to  my  perfon,  or  my  place ; 
The  wifeft  of  the  fons  of  men 
Have  deign'd  to  ufe  them  now  and  then  5 
The  only  caution,  do  you  fee, 
Demanded  by  our  dignity, 
Fr  m  common  ufe  and  men  exempt, 
Is,  that  they  may  not  breed  contempt. 
Great  ufe  they  have,  when  in  the  hands 
Of  one,  like  me,  \Vh'o  tinderftands ; 
Who  undefftands  the  time  and  place, 
The  perfons,  manner,  and  the  grace, 
Which  fools  negle<5l ;  fo  that  we  find,  ; 
If  all  the  requifites  are  join'd, 
From  whence  a  perfect  joke  muft  fprings 
A  joke's  a  very  ferious  thing. 

But  to  our  bufi'nefs—  My  defign, 
Which  gave  fo  rough  a  fhock  to  thine, 
To  ray  capacity  is  made 
As  ready  as  a  fraud  in  trade, 
Which  like  broad-cloth,  I  Can,  with  eafs, 
Cut  out  in  any  fhape  I  pleafe 

Some,  in  my  circumfhrnce,  fome  few, 
Aye,  and  thofe  men  of  genius  toa, 
Good  meny  who, 'without  love  or  hate, 
Whether  they  early  rife  or  late, 
With  names  ancrack'd,  and  credit  found, 
Rife  worth  a  hundred  thoufand  pound. 
By  threadbare  ways  and  means  would  try 
To  bear  their  poiit :  fo  will  not  \, 
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New  methods  fhall  my  wifdom  find 
To  fuit  thefe  matters  to  my  mind, 
So  that  the  infidels  at  court, 
Who  make  our  city  wits  their  fport, 
Shall  hail  the  honours  of  my  reign, 
And  own  that  Duliman  bears  a  brain. 

Some,  in  my  place,  to  gain  thtir  ends, 
Would  give  relations  up,  and  friends; 
Would  lend  a  wife,  who  they  might  fwear 
Safely,  was  none  the  worfe  for  wear ; 
Would  fee  a  daughter,  yet  a  miid, 
Into  a  ftatefman's  arms  betray  'd; 
Nay,  fhould  the  girl  prove  coy,  nor  know 
What  daughters  to  a  father  owe,  • 

Sooner  than  fchemes  fo  nobly  plann'd 
Should  fail, themfelves  would  iciui  a  hand; 
Wuuld  vote' on  one  fide,  whilft  a  brother, 
Properly  taught,  would  vote  on  t'  other; 
Would  ev''ry  petty  band  forget ; 
The  public  eye  be  with  one  fet, 
In  private  with  a/econd  herd, 
And  be  by  proxy  with  a  third', 
Would  (like  a  aueca^oi  whom  I  read 
The  other  day — her  name  is  fled — 
In  a  book  (where,  together  bound, 
Whittington  and  his  cat  I  f-und, 
A  tale  moft  true,  and  free  from  art, 
Which  all  Lord-Mayors  fhould  have  by  heart) 
A  queen  (O  might  thofe  days  begin 
Afrefk  when  queens  would  learn  to  fpin) 
Who* wrought,  and  wrought,  but  for  fome  plot,. 
The  caufe  of  which  I've  now  forgot, 
During  the  abfence  of  the  fun 
Undid  what  fhe  by  day  had  done) 
Whilft  they  a  double  vifage  wear, 
What's  fworn  by  day,  by  night  unfwear. 

Such  be  their  arts,  and  fuch  ptrchancs 
May  happily  their  ends  advance  : 
From  a  new  fyftem  mine  lhall  fpring, 
A  locttat-tenent  is  the  thing. 
That's  your  true  plan. — To  obligate 
The  prcfent  minifters  df  ftate, 
"MyftaJow  fhall  our  court  approach, 
And  bear  my  powr,'  and  have  my  coach* 
lAjfoteJiaU  coach,  fuperb  to  view, 
Afnejlate  coach,  and  paid  for  too  ; 
To  curry  favour,  and  the  grace 
Obtain,  of  thofe  who're  out  of  place  : 
In  the  mean  time  /-  -that's  to  fay — 
/proper,  /  niyfelf— here  ftay. 

But  hold — perhaps  unto  the  nation, 
Who  hate  the  Scot's  adminiftration, 
To  lend  my  coach  may  feem  to  be 
Declaring  for  the  miniftry  ; 
For  where  the  city  coach  is,  there 
Is  the  true  effence  of  tTle  Mayor  : 
Therefore  (for  wife  men  are  intent 
Evils  at  diftance  to  prevent, 
Whilft  fools  the  evils  firft  endure, 
And  then  are  plagu'd  to  feek  a  cure) 
No  coach- — a  borfe — and  free  from  fear 
To  make  our  Deputy  appear, 
Faft  on  his  back  ihall  he  be  tied, 
With  two  grooms  rnarching  by  his  fide  : 
Then  for  a  horfc — through^ll  the  land, 
To  head  our  folerun  city-baud, 
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Can  any  one  fo  fit  be  found, 
As  he,  who  in  ArlrH'r^  ground, 
Without  a  ridtr,  noble  light, 
Led  on  our  braveft  troops  to  fi^ht. 

But  firft,  Crape,  for  my  honour's  fake, 
A  tender  point,  inquiry  make 
About  that  horfe,  if  t  lie  difpute 
Is  ended,  or  is  ftill  in  fuit. 
For  whilft  a  caufe  (obferve  this  plan     W- 
Of  juftice)  whether  horfe  or  man 
The  parties,  be,  remains  in  doubt, 
Till  'tis  determin'd  out  and  out, 
That  pow'r  muft  tyranny  appear, 
Which  ft\o\i\4,  flrtjuagiag,  interfere, 
And  weak  faint  judges  over-awe 
To  bias  the  free  courfe  of  law. 

You  have  my  will— now  quickly  rua, 
And  take  care  that  my -will  be  dene. 
In  pub!icy  Crape,  you  mull  appear, 
Whilft  I  in  privacy  fit  here; 
Hers  fhall  .great  Duliman  fit  alone, 
Making  this  elbow-chair  my  throne, 
And  you,  performing  what  I  bid, 
Do  all,  as  if  I  nothing  did. 

Crape  heard,  and  fpeeded  on  his  way ; 
With  him  to  hear  was  to  obey. 
Not  without  trouble,  beaffur'd, 
A  proper  proxy  was.procur'd 
To  lerve  fuch  infamous  intent, 
And  fuch  a  lord  to  reprefent ; 
Nor  could  one  have  been  found  at  all 
On  t'other  fide  oi' London -ivalL 

The  trumpet  founds— folcmn  and  flow- 
Behold  the  grand  procefiion.  go, 
All  moving  on,  cat  afttr  kind, 
As  if  for  motion  ne'er  defign'd. 

Cenjlalles,  whom  the  laws  admit 
To  keep  the  peace  by  breaking  it ; 
Beadles,  who  hold  the  fecond  place 
By  virtue  of  a  lilvermace, 
Which  ev'ry  Saturday  is  drawn, 
For  ufe  of  Sunday ,  out  of  pawn  ^ 
Treasurers,  who  with  empty  key 
Secure  an  empty  treafury  ; 
Churchwardens,  who  their  ccurfe  purfu£ 
In  the  fame  ftate,  as  to  their  pew 
Church-wardens  of  Saint  &la;-grct  go, 
Since  Peirfon  taught  them  pride  and  : 
Who  iu  fhort  traniitnt  pomp  appear, 
Like  almanacks  cbajng'd  evry  year, 
Behind  whom,  with  unbroken  locks, 
Charity  carries  the-  Poor's  Box, 
Not  knowing  that  with  private  keys 
They  ope  and  fhut  it  when  they  pleafe; 
Overfeers,  who  by  frauds- enlure 
The  heavy  curfes  of  the  poor  ; 
Unclean  came  flocking,  Bulls  and  Bearst 
Like  beafts  into, the  ark,  by  pairs. 

Portentous  flaming  in  the  van 
Stalk'd  the  Proft/ar  Sheridan  ; 
A  man  of  wire,  a  mere  Panting 
A  downright  an'mal  machine. 
He-knows  alone  in  proper  mode 
How  to  take  vengeance  on  an  OJe, 
And  how  t>  butcher  Amman's  fon 
And  poor  °fack  Drydsn  both  in  one. 
K  k 
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On  all  occafions  next  the  chair 

He  ftands  for  fervice  of  the  mayor, 

And  to  inftrnc"l  him  how  to  ufe 

His  as  and  b*s,  and  p'i  and  yls. 

O'er  kttsrs,  into  tatters  worn, 

Q'erfyllables,  defac'd  and  torn, 

O'er  words  disjointed,  and  o'er  fenfe 

Left  deftitutc  of  all  defence, 

He  ftrides,  and  all  the  way  he  goes, 

Wades,  deep  in  blood,  o'er  Crifs-Crofi-Ronvs. 

Lefore  him,  ev'ry Confonant 

In  agonies  is  feen-to  pant ; 

Behind,  in  forms  not  to  be  known, 

The  ghofts  of  tcrtur'd  Vowels  groan. 
Next  Hart  and  Duke,  well  worthy  grace 

And  city  favour,  cahie  in  place. 

No  children  can- thdr  toils  engage, 

Their  toils  are  turn'd  to  rer'rend  age. 

"When  a  Court-Dame  ^  to  grace  his  brows- 

Rcfolv'd,  is  wed  to  city  ipoufe, 

Their  aid  with  Madams  aid  mtift  join 

The  awkward  dotard  to  refine, 

And  teach,  whence  trueft  glory  flows, 

Grave  Sixty  to  turn  out  his -toes. 
Each  bore  in  hand  a  kit,  and  each 
To  fhow  how  fit  he  was  to  teach 
A  C.'t,  an  Alder  max,  a  Mayor, 
Led  in  a  firing  a  dancing  hear. 
Since  the  revival  of  jFhigal, 
Cuftom,  and  cuflom's  all  in  all, 
Commands  that  we  fhouW  have  regard, 
On  all  high  ftafons,  to  the  BmJ. 
Great  acts  like  thefe,  by  vulgar  tongue 
Prcfan'd,  fhould  not  be  faid,  but  lung. 
This  place  to  fill,  renown'd  in  fame, 
The  high  and  mighty  Lockman  *  came  ; 
And,  ne'er  forgot  in  Dullman's  reign, 
With  proper  order  .to  maintain 
The  uniformity  of  pride, 
Brought  Brother  Whitehead  by  his  fide. 

On  horfe,  who  proudly  paw'd  the  ground, 
And  call  his  fiery  eye-balls  round, 
Snorting,  ami  champing  the  rude  bit, 
As  if,  for  warlike  purpofe  fit, 
His  high  amfgen'rous  blood  difdain'd 
To  be  for  fports  and  paftimes  rein'd, 
Great  Dynu  ck,  in  his  glorious  ftation-, 
Paraded  at  the  coronation 
Not  fo  our  City  Dymock  came, 
Heavy,  difpirited,  and  fame  ; 
No  mark  of  fenfe,  his  eyes  half  clos'dy 
He  on  a  mighty  dray-hot  ft  doz'd. 
Fare  never  could  a  horfe  provide 
.So  fit  for  fiich  a  man  to  ride  ; 
Nor  find  a  man,  with  ftricletl  care, 
So  fit  for  fuch  a  horfe  to  bear. 
Hung  rounct  with  inftruments  of  death, 
him  would  ft  op  the  breath 
Oi  braggart  cowardice,  ard  make 
The  veiy  Court  Dravccanfir  quake. 
With  d'n-l'i,  \\hich,  in  the  ha:  ds  of  fpite, 
Do  their  damn'd  bufinefs  in  the  night, 

*  Join  LccLman  fee  eta  y  to  the  rit'ijb  herring 
Jijl<'-y,  aullo  cf  ixar.y  fo-goit en  poems )  and  t<anjlato, 
ojf  fevtral  ivo:  ks  from  tbs  French. 


From  Scotland  feat,  but  here  difplay'«j 

Only  to. fill  up  the  parade; 

With/aw^,  unfleuYd,  of  maiden  hue, 

Which  rage  or  valour  never  drew; 

With  blundcrlujftt)  taught  to  ride, 

Like  pocket-pijlols,  by  his  fiJe, 

In  girdle  {luck,  he  feem'd  to  be 

A  little  moving  armory. 

One  thing  much  wanting  to  complete 

The  fight,  and  make  a  perfect  treat, 

Was,  that  the  horfe  (a  courtefy 

In  horfes  found  of  high  degree) 

Inftead  of  going  forward  on, 

All  the  way  backward  fhould  have  gone, 

Horfes,  unlefs  they  breeding  lack, 

Some  fcruple  make  to  turn  their  back, 

Though  riders,  which  plain  truth  declarer 

No  fcruple  make  of -turning  theirs. 
Far,  far  apart  from  all  the  reft, 

Fit  only  for  a  (landing  jeft, 

The  independent  (can  you  get 

A  better  fuited  epithet) 

The  independent  Amyand  came, 

All  burning  with  the  facred  flame 

Of  liberty,  which  well  he  knows 

On  the  great  ftock  of  flav'ry  grows. 

Like  fparrow,  who,  depriv'd  of  mate 

SnatchM  by  the  cruel  hand  of  fate, 

From  fpray  to  fpray  no  more  will  hop. 

But  fits  alone  on  the  houfe-top, 

Or  like  himfelf,  when  all  alone 

At  Cray  don,  he  was  heard  to  groan, 

Lifting  both  hands  in  the  defence 
Of  intereft  and  common  fenfe  ; 
Both  hands,  for  as  no  other  man 
Adopted  and  purfu'd  his  plan, 
The  left-hand  had  been  lonefome  quite, 
If  he  had  not  held  up  the  right. 
Apart  he  came,  and  fix'd  his  eyes 
With  rapture  on  a  diftant  prize, 
On  which  in  letters  worthy  note, 
There  "  twenty  thoufand  pounds"  was  wrote 
Falfe  trap,  for  credit  fapp'd  is  found 
By  getting  twenty  thoufand  pound. 
Nay,  look  not  thus  on  me,  and  flare 
Doubting  the  certainty. — To  fwear 
In  fuch  a  cafe  I  Ihould  be  loth — 
But  Perry  Cull  *  may  take  his  oath. 
In  plain  and  decent  garb  arrayed, 
With  the  prim  quaker  fraud  came  trade; 
Connivance,  to  improve  the  plan, 
Habited  like  a  "Juryman^ 
Judging  as  intereft  prevails, 
Came  next  with -meafures,  weights,  and  fcales' 
Extortion  next,  of  hellifh  race, 
A  Cub  moft  damn'd,  to  fhow  his  face 
Forbid  by  fear,  but  not  by  fhame, 

Turn'd  t^  a  Jeiv,  like  came; 

Corruption,  Midas-Lkc,  behold 
Turning  whatever  fhe  totich'd  to  gold; 
Impotence  led  by  luft,  and  pride 
Strutting  with  Ponton  i>y  her  fide; 
Hypucrify,  demure  and  fad, 
In  garments  of  the  priefthood  clad, 

*  SecNortl>J3>itcntral.I\l. 
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So  well  difguis'd,  that  you  might  fwear, 
Deceiv'd,  a  very  prieft  was  there  ; 
Bankruptcy,  full  of  eafe  and  health, 
And  wallowing  in  ivdl-favd  wealth, 
Came  fneering  through  a  ruin'd  band, 

And  bringing  B in  her  hand  ; 

Vi&ory  hanging  down  her  head, 

Was  by  a  Highland  f!  allion  led  ; 

Peace,  cloth'd  in  fables,  with  a  face 

Which  witnefs'd  fenfe  of  huge  difgrace, 

Which  fpake  a  deep  and  rooted  fliame 

3oth  of  herfelf  and  of  her  name, 

Mourning  creeps  mi,  and  blufhing  feels 

War,  grim  war  treading  on  her  heels; 

Pale  credit,  ftinken  by  th,e  arts 

Of  men  with  had  heads  and  wcrfe  hearts, 

Taking  no  notice  of  a  band 

Which  n^ar  her  we;  c  ordain 'd  to  ftand, 

Well  nigh  deftrny'd  by  fickly  fit, 

JLook'd  wiftful  all  around  for  Pitt ; 

Freedom — at  that  mod  hallow'd  name 

]My  fpirits,  mount  into  a  flame, 

Each  puife  beats  high,  and  each  nerve  ftrains 

E'en  to  the  cracking ;  through  my  veins 

The  tides  of  life  more  rapid  run, 

And  tell  me  I  am  freedom1*  fon — 

Freedom  came  next,  but  fcarce  was  feen, 

When  the  iky,  which  appeared  ferene 

And  gay  before,  was  overcafi ; 

Horror  beftrode  a  foreign  bktft, 

And  from  the  frlfon  of  the  North, 

To  freedom  deadly,  ftorms  burft  forth. 

A  warlike  thofe,  in  which,  we're  told, 
Our  wild  forefathers  warr'd  of  old, 
goaded  with  death,  fix  horfcs  bear 
Through  the  blank  region  of  the  air. 
Too  fierce  for  time  or  art  to  tame, 
Theypour'd  forth  mingled  fmoke  and  flame 
From  their  wide  noftrils;  ev'ry  fteed 
Was  of  that  ancient  favage  breed 
Which/ell  Geryon  nurs'd  ;  their  food 
The  flcfh  of  man,  their  drink  his  blood. 

On  the  firft  horfes,  ill-match'd  pair, 
'This  fat  and  fleek,  that  lean  and  bare, 
Came  ill-match'd  riders  fide  by  fide, 
And  poverty  was  yok'd  with  pride. 
Union  moft  ftrange  itjnufl  appear, 
Till  other  unions  make  it  clear. 
Next,  in  the  gall  of  bittern tfs, 
With  rage,  which  words  can  ill  exprefs, 
With  unforgiving  rage,  which  iprings 
From  a  falfe  zeal  for  holy  things, 
Wearing  fuch  robes  as  prophets  wear, 
Falie  prophets  piac'd  in  Peter's  chair  ; 
On  which,  in  characters  of  fire, 
Shapes  antic,  horrible  and  dire, 
Inwoven  flam'd  ;  where,  to  the  view, 
In  groups  appear'd  a  rabble  crew 
Of  fainted  devils,  where  all  round 
Vile  reliques  of  vile  men  were  found, 
Who,  worfe  than  devils,  from  the  birth 
Perform'd  the  work  of  hell  on  earth, 
Jttggkrti  Inquifitors,  and  Popes, 
Pointing  at  axes,  whet's,  and  rr>f>est 
And  engines,  fram'd  on  horrid  plan, 
Which  none  but  the  deftroyer  ruan 


|  Could,  to  promote  his  fclfrfh  view?, 

ave  heads  to  make,  and  hearts  to  ufe; 
Searing,  to  confecrate  her  tricks, 
n  her  left  hand  a  crucifix, 
^emembrance  of  oilr  dying  Lord, 

in  her  right  a  tivo-edg'd'f'word; 
laving  her  brows,  in  impious  fport, 
Adorn'd  with  word's  of  high  import, 
On  earth  peace,  amcnpfi  men  good-will, 

-ove  bearing,  9H&  forbearing  flill, 

wrote  in  the  heart1  s-blo&d  of  thofe 
Who  rather  death  than  falfehood  chofe  ; 
Jn  her  breaft  (where,  in  daya  of  yore, 
When  God  lov'd  Jews, 'the  high-pried  wore 
Thofe  oracles,  which  were.uecreed 

."'  inftiutft  and  guide  the  chofcn  feed) 
Having  with  glory  clad  and  ftrength, 

he  virgin  pidur'd  at  full  length, 
Whilft  at  her  feet,  in  1m all  pourtray'd, 
As  fcarce  worth  notice,  Chrift  was  laid  j 
Came  fuperftition,  fierce  and  fell, 
An  imp  detefted,  e'en  in  hell  ; 

-Jer  eye  inflam'd,  her  face  all  o'er 

foully  befmear'd  with  human  gore, 
O'er  heaps  of  mangledyi/V/fo  fhe  rode  ; 

Faft  at  her  heels  death  proudly  flrode, 
And  grimly  fmil'd,  well-pleas'd  to  fee 

Such  huvcc  of  mortality. 

Clofe  by  her  fide,  on  mifchief  bent, 

And  urging  on  each  bad  intent 

To  its  full  bearing,  favage,  wild, 

The  mother  fit  of  fuch  a  child, 

Striving  the  empire  to  advance 

Of  fin  and  death,  came  ignorance. 

With  looks,  where  dread  command  was  piac'd, 

And  fov'reign  pow'r  by  pride  difgiac'd, 

Where  loudly  wirneffing  a  mind 

Of  favage  more  than  human  kind, 

Not  choofing  to  be  lov'd,  but  fear'd, 

Mocking  at  right,  mifrule  appear'd. 
With  eyeballs  glaring  fiery  red, 

Enough  to  ftrik^  beholders  dead, 

Gnaflung'his  teeth,  ?nd  in  a  flood 

Pouring  corruption  forth  and  blood 

From  his  chaf 'd  jaws  ;  without  remorfe 

Whipping,  and  fpu'rring  on  his  horfe, 

Whofe  fides,  in  their  own  blood  embay 'd, 

E'en  to  the  bone  were  open  laid, 

Came  tyranny ;  difdaining  awe, 

And  trampling  u\er-fenfe  and  larv. 

One  thing  and  only  one  he  knew, 

One  object  only  would  purfue, 

Though  lefs  (fo  low  doth  paffion  bring) 

Than  man,  he  would  be  more  than  king. 
With  ev'ry  argument  and  art 

Which  might  corrupt  the  head  and  heart, 

Soothing  the  frenzy  of  his  mind, 

Companion  meet,  was  flatt'ry  join'd. 

Winning  his  carriage,  ev'ry  look 

Employ'd,  whilft  it  concenl'd  a  hook; 

When  fimple  moft,~  moft  to  be  fear'd; 
Moft  crafty  when  no  craft  apprar'd  ; 
His  tales  no  man  like  him  could  tell ; 
His  words,  which  melted  as  they  fell, 
Might  e'en  a  hypocrite  deceive,' 
And  make  an  infidel  believe, 

' 
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Wantonly  cheating  o'er  and  o'er 
Thofe  who  had  cheated  been  before : 
Such  flatt'ry  came  in  evil  hour, 
Pois'mng  the  royal  earofpow'r, 
And,  grown  by  p  ojlituttpn  great, 
Would  be  firft  minitter  of  ftate. 

Within  the  chariot,  all.  alone, 
High  feated  on  a  kind  of  throne, 
With  pebbles  grac'd,  a  figure  came, 
Whom  juftice  would,  but  dare  not  name. 
Hard  times  when  juftice,  without  fear, 
Dare  not  bring  forth  to  public  ear 
The  names  of  thofe,  who  dare  offend 
'Gaintf  juftice,  and  pervert  her  end  : 
Bat,  if  the  mufe  afford  me  grace, 
Defcription  (hall  fupply  the  place, 
Inj't.r.;vn  garments  he  was  clad  : 
Sags  ermine  o'er  the  gloffy //<;/</ 
Caft  revVend  honour  ;  on  his  heart, 
Wrought  by  the  curious  hand  of  art, 
In  {liver  wrought,  and  brighter  far 
Than  heav'nly  or  than  earthly  flar, 
Shone  a  tvhitc  >'o/i'y  the  emblem  dear 
Of  him  he  ever  muft  revere  ; 
Of  that  dread  lord,  who  with  his  hod 
Of  faithful  native  rebels  loft, 
Like  thofe  black  fpirits  doom'd  to  hell, 
At  once  from  pow'r  and  virtue  fell ; 
Around  his  clouded  brows  was  placM 
A  bon-.ct^  moft  fuperbly  grac'd 
With  mighty  tbif.lcs,  nor  forgot 
The  facred  motto,  Touch  tm  not. 

In  the  right-  hand  a  fword  he  bore 
Harder  than  adamant,  and  more 
Fatal  than  winds,  which  from  the  mouth 
Of  the  rough  north  invade  the  fouth  ; 
The  reeking  blade  to  view  prefents 
The  blood  of  helplefs  innocents  ; 
And  on  the  hilt,  as  meek  become 
As  lambs  before  the  (hearers  dumb, 
With  downcaft  eye,  and  folerun  {how 
Of  deep  unutterable  woe, 
Mourning  the  time  when  freedom  reign'd, 
Faft  to  a  rock  was  juftice  chain 'd. 

In  his  left-hand,  in  wax  impreft, 
With  bells  and  gewgaws.idly  dreft, 
An  image,  caft  in  baby  mould, 
He  held,  and  feem'd  o'erjoy'd  to  hold., 
On  this  he  fi*'d  his  eyes,  to  this 
Bowing  he  gave  the  loyal  kifs, 
And,  for  rebellion  fully  ripe, 
Seem'd  to  defire  the  antitype. 
What  if  to  that  pretsndcr's  foes 
His  greatnef?,  nay,  his  life  he  owes, 
Shall  common  obligations  bind, 
And  {hake  his  conftancy  of  mind  * 
Scorning  fuch  weak  and  petty  chains, 
Faithful  to  James  he  full  remains, 
Though  he  the  friend  of  George  appear,  S 
D'ljfiniulation  s  virtue  here. 

Jealous  and  mean,  he  with  a  frown 
Would  awe,  and  keep  ail  merit  down, 
Nor  would  to  truth  and  juftice  bend, 
Unlefs  out-ruined  }>y  Icusfrimd  : 
Brave  with  the  coward,  with  the  brave 
tie  is  himfelf  a  coward  flave ; 


,  Aw'd  by  his  fears,  he  has  no  hesr$ 
To  take  a  great  and  open  part ; 
Mines  in  a  fubtle  train  he  fprings, 
And,  fecret,  laps  the  ears  of  kings; 
But  not  e'en  there  continues  firm 
'Gainft  the  refiilance  of  a  worm  : 
Born  in  a  country,  where  the -will 
Of  one  is  laiu  to  a//,  he  ftill 
Retained  th'  infe«5lion,  with  full  aim 
To  fpread  it  wherefoe'er  he  came ; 
Frttdoni  he  hated,  l«iv  defied, 
The  proftitute  of  pow'r -and  pride  : 
Lw  he  with  eafe  explains  away, 
And  leads  bevrilder'd  fenfe  aftray; 
Much  to  the  credit  of  his  brain 
Puzzles  the  caufe  he  can't  maintain, 
Proceeds  on  moft  familiar  grounds, 
And,  where  he  can't  convince,  confounds; 
Talents  of  rareft  {lamp  and  fize, 
To  nature  falfe,  he  mifapplies, 
And  turns  to  poifon  what  was  feat 
For  purpofes  of  nourifhment. 
Palei:ejs9  not  fuch  as  on  his  wings 
The  meffenger  of  fieknefs  brings, 
But  fuch  as  takes  its  coward  rife 
From  confcious  bafenefs,  confcious  vice» 
O'erfpread  his  cheeks;  dlfdain  and  pride t 
To  upftart  fortunes  ever  tied, 
Scowl'd  on  his  brow  ;  within  his  eye, 
Infidious,  lurking  like  a  fpy 
To  caution  principled  by  fear, 
Not  daring  open  to  appear, 
Lodg'd  covert  mfibitj ' :  po/fton  hung 
On  his  lip  quiv'ring  ;  on  his  tongue 
Fraud  dwelt  at  large  ;  within  his  breaft 
All  that  makes  villain  found  a  neft, 
All  that,  on  hell's  completeft  plan, 
E'er  join'd  to  damn  the  hearc  of  man. 

Soon  as  the  car  reach'd  land,  he  rofe, 
And  with  a  look  which  might  have  froze 
The  heart's  beft  blood,  which  was  enough,, 
Had  hearts  been  made  of  fterner  ftuff 
In  cities  than  e-lfewherc,  to  make 
The  very  ftouteft  quail  and  quake, 
He  caft  his  baleful  eyes  around. 
Fix'd  without  motion  to  the  ground, 
Fear  waiting  on  furprife,  all  ftood, 
And  horror  chili'd  their  curdled  blood  : 
No  more  they  thought  otpomp,  no  more 
(For  they  had  feen  his  face  before) 
Of  laiu  they  thought;  the  caufe  forgot, 
Whether  it  was  or  ghoft,  or  plot, 
Which  drew  them  there.     They  all  ftood  more 
Like  ftatues  than  they  were  before. 

What  could  be  done  ?  Could  art,  could  forcss 
Or  both  dired:  a  proper  courfe 
To  make  this  favage  monfter  tame, 
Or  fend  him  back  the  way  he  came  i 
What  neither  art,  nor  force,  nor  both 
Could  do,  a  lord  of  foreign  growth, 
A  lord  to  that  bafe  wretch  allied 
In  country,  not  in  vice  and  pride, 
Effected  :  from  the  fclf-fame  land, 
(Bad  news  for  our  blafpheming  band 
Of  fcribblers,  but  deferving  note) 
The  poifon  came,  and  antidote. 
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Abafh'd  the  monfter  hung  his  head  ; 

And  like  an  empty  viflon  fled  ; 

His  train,  like  virgin  fnows  which  run, 

Kifs'd  by  the  burning  bawdy  fun, 

To  love-fick  ftreams,  diflblv'd  in  air ; 

Joy,  who  from  abfence  feem'd  more  fair, 

Came  fmiling,  freed  from  flavifh  awe  ; 

Loyalty,  liberty,  and  law, 

Impatient  of  the  galling  chain, 

Antl  yoke  of  pow'r,  refum'd  their  reign; 

And  burning  with  the  glorious  flame 

Of  public  virtue,  Mansfield  came. 


THE  CONFERENCE. 

GRACE  faid  in  form,  which  fceptics  muft  agree, 
When  they  are  told  that  grace  was  faid  by  me  ; 
The  fervants  gone,  to  break  the  fcurvy  jeft 
On  the   proud    landlord,    and    his    thread-bare 

gueft; 

The  king  gone  round,  my  lady  too  withdrawn, 
My  lord,  in  ufual  tafte,  began  to  yawn, 
And  lolling  backward  in  his  elbow-chair, 
With  an  infipid  kind  of  ftupid  flare, 
Picking  his  teeth,  twirling  hisfeals  about — 
Churchill,  you  have  a  poem  coming  out. 
You've  my  befl  wiflies ;  but  I  really  fear 
Your  mufe  in  general  is  too  fevere; 
Her  fpirit  feems  her  int'reft  to  oppofe, 
And  where  fhe  makes  one  friend,  makes  twenty 
foes. 

C.  Your  lordihip's  fears  are  juft,  I  feel  their 

force, 

But  only  feel  it  as  a  thing  of  courfe. 
The  man  whofc  hardy  fpirit  fhall  engage 
To  lafh  the  vices  of  a  guilty  age, 
At  his  firft  fetting  forward  ought  to  know, 
That  ev'ry  rogue  he  meets  muft  be  his  foe ; 
That  the  rude  breath  of  fatire  will  provoke 
Many  who  feel,  and  more  who  fear  the  ftroke. 
But  fhall  the  partial  rage  of  felfifh  men 
From  ftubborn  juftice  wrench  the  righteous  pen, 
Or  (hall  I  not  my  fettled  courfe  purfue, 
Becaufe  my  foes  are  foes  to  virtue  too  ? 

L.  What  is  this  boafled  virtue,  taught  infchools, 
And  idly  drawn  from  antiquated  rules? 
What  is  her  ufe  ?  Point  out  one  wholefome  end  : 
Will  fhe  hurt  foes,  or  can  fhe  make  a  friend  ? 
When  from  long  fafts  fierce  appetites  arife, 
Can  this  fame  virtue  fcifie  nature's  cries  ? 
Can  fhe  the  pittance  of  a  meal  afford, 
Or  bid  thee  welcome  to  one  great  man's  board  ? 
When  northern  winds  the  rough  December  arm 
With  frofl  and  fnow,  can  virtue  k.  ip  thee  warm  ? 
Canfl  thqu  difmifs  the  hard  unfcvimg  dun, 
Barely  by  faying,  thou  art  virtu /s  fun  ? 
Or  by  bafe  blund'ring  ftatefmen  fcnt  to  jail, 
Will  Mansfield  take  this  vinue  for  thy  bail? 
Believe  it  not,  the  name  is  in  tlifgrace, 
Virtue  and  Temple  n  :>w  are  out  of  place. 

O^uit  then  this  meteor,  whole  delufive  ray 
From  wealth  and  honour  leads  thee  far  aftray. 
True  virtue  means,  let  reafon  ufe  her  eyes 
Nothing  with  feels,  and  int'reft  with  the  wife. 


Wouldft  thou  be  great,  her  patronage  difclaim, 
Nor  madly  triumph  in  fo  mean  a  name  : 
Let  nobler  wreaths  thy  happy  brows  adorn, 
And  leave  to  virtue  poverty  and  fcorn. 
Let  prudence  be  thy  guide ;  who  doth  not  know 
How  feldom  prudence  can  with  virtue  go  ? 
To  be  fuccefsful  try  thy  utmoft  force, 
And  virue  follows  as  a  thing  of  courfe. 

Hirco,  who  knows  not  Hirco  ?  ftains  the  bed 
Of  that  kind  mafter  who  firft  gave  him  bread, 
Scatters  the  feeds  of  difcord  through  the  land, 
Breaks  ev'ry  public,  ev'ry  private  band, 
Beholds  with  joy  a  trufling  friend  undone, 
Betrays  a  brother,  and  would  cheat  a  ion  : 
What  mortal  in  his  fenfes  can  endure 
The  name  of  Hirco,  for  the  wretch  is  poor  ! 
"  Let  him  hang,  drown,  ftarve,  on  a  dunghill  rot, 
"  By  all  detefted  live,  and  die  forgot ; 
"  Let  him,  a  poor  return,  in  ev'ry  breath 
"  Feel  all  death's  pains,  yet  be  whole,  years  in 

"  death," 

Is  now  the  gen'ral  cry  we  all  purfue  : 
Let  fortune  change,  and  prudence  changes  too  ; 
Supple  and  pliant  a  new  fyftem  feels, 
Throws  up  her  cap,  and  fpauiels  at  his  heels; 
Long  live  great  Hirco,  cries,  by  int'reft  taught, 
And  let  his  foes,  though  I  prove  one,  be  nought. 

C,  Peace  to  fuch  men,  if  fuch  men  can  have 

peace, 

Let  their  pofleffions,  let  their  ftate  increafe ; 
Let  their  bafe  fervices  in  courts  ftrike  root, 
And  in  the  feafon  bring  forth  golden  fruit ; 
I  envy  not :  let  thofe  who  have  the  will, 
And,  with  fo  little  fpirit,  fo  much  fkill, 
With  fuch  vileinftruments  their  fortunes  carve  ; 
Rogues  may  grow  fat,  an  honeft  man  dares  ftarve. 

/,.  Thefe  ftale  conceits  thrown  off,  let  us  ad 
vance 

For  once  to  real  life,  and  quit  romance. 
Starve  !  pretty  talking  :   but  I  fain  would  view- 
That  man,  that  honeft  man,  would  do  it  too. 
Hence  to  yon  mountain  which  outbraves  the  fky, 
And  dart  from  pole  to  pole  the  ftrengthen'd  eye, 
Through  all  that  fpace  y;m  fhall  not  view  one  man, 
Not  one,  who  dares  to  adl  on  fuch  a  plan. 
Cowards  in  calms  will  fay.  what  in  a  ftorm 
The  brave  will  tremble  at,  and  not  perform. 
Thine  be  the  proof,  and,  fpite  of  all  you've  faid, 
You'd  give  your  honour  for  a  cruft  of  bread. 

G.  What  proof  might  do,  what  hunger  might 

effVa, 

What  familh'd  nature,  looking  with  neglect 
O.u  all  fhe  once  held  dear,  what  fear,  at  ftrife 
With  fainting  virtue  for  the  means  cf  life, 
Might  make  this  coward  flrfh,  in  love  with  breath 
Shudd'ring  at  pain,  and  fhnnkmg  back  from  death, 
In  treafon  to  my  foul,  defcend  to  bear, 
Truiling  to  fa  e,  I  neither  know  nor  care. 

Ones,  at  this  hour  thofe  wounds  afrefh  I  feel, 
Which  nor  profperity  nor  time  can  heal, 
Th  >fe  wounds,  which  fate  feverely  hath  decreed, 
Mentiun'd  or  thought  of,  muft  for  ever  bleed, 
Thofe  wounds,  which  humbled  all  that  pride  of 

man, 

Which  brings  fuch  mighty  aid  t«  virtue's  plan: 
£k  aj 
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Once,  aw'd  by  fortune's  mbft  oppreflive  frown, 
By  legal  rapine  to  the  earth  bow'd  down, 
My  credit  at  laft  gafp,  my  (late  undone, 
Trembling  to  meet  the  fhock  I  could  not  fhun, 
Virtue  gave  ground,  and  black  defpair  prevail'd; 
Sinking  beneath  the  florm,  my  fpirits  fail'd, 
I- ike  Peter's  faith  ;  till  cue,  a  friend  indeed, 
JMay  all  diflrefs  firidluch  hi  time  of  need, 
One  kind  good  man,  in  act,  in  word,  in  thought, 
13y  virtue  guided,  and  by  wifdofu  taught, 
Image  of  him  whom  Chriftians  fhcuid  adore, 
Stretch'd  forth  his  hand,  and  brought  me  fafe  to 
fhore. 

Since,  by  good  fortune  into  notice  rais'd, 
And  for  fome  little  merit  largely  prais'd, 
Indulg'd  in  fwcrving  from  prudential  rules, 
Hated  by  rogues,  and  not  belov'd  by  fools, 
Plac'd  above  want,  fhall  abject  thirft  of  wealth 
So  fiercely  war  'gainll  my  foul's  dearefl  health, 
That,  as  a  boon,  I  fhould  bafa  fhackle*  crave, 
And,  born  to  freedom,  make  myfelf  a  flave ; 
That  I  fhould  in  the  train  of  thofe  appear, 
Whom  honour  cannot  love,  nor  manhood  fear  ? 

That  I  no  longer  fkulk  from  ftreet  to  fheet, 
Afraid  left  duns  aflail,  and  bailiffs  meet; 
That  I  from  place  to  place  this  carcafe  bear, 
Walk  forth  at  large,  and  wander  free  as  air; 
'j  hat  I  no  longer  dread  the  awkward  friend, 
Whofe  very  obligations  muft  offend, 
Nor,  all  too  forward,  with  impatience  burn, 
At  fufPring  favours  which  I  can't  return  ; 
That,  from  dependence  and  from  pride  fecure, 
I  am  not  p'ac'd  fo  high  to  fcorn  the  poor, 
Nor  yet  fo  Inw,  that  I  my  lord  fhould  fear, 
Or  beiitate  to  give  him  fneer  for  fneer ; 
That,  whilft  fage  prudence  my  purfuits  confirms, 
I  can  enjoy  the  world  on  equal  terms ; 
That,  kind  to  others,  to  myfelf  nvft  true, 
Feeling  no  want,  \  comfort  thofe  who  do, 
And  with  the  will  have  power  to  aid  diilrefs : 
Thefe,  and  what  other  bleffings  I  poffefs, 
From  the  indulgence  of  the  public  rife ; 
All  private  patronage  my  foul  defies. 
35y  candour  more  inclin'd  to  fave  than  damn, 
A  gen'rous  PUBLIC  made  me  what  I  am. 
All  that  I  have,  they  gave  ;  jufl  mem'ry  bears 
The  grateful  {lamp,  and  what  I  am  is  theirs. 

L.  To  feign  a  red-hot  zeal  for  freedom's  caufs, 
To  mouth  aloud  for  liberties  and  laws, 
lor  public  good  to  bellow  all  abroad, 
Serves  well  the  purpofes  of  private  fraud. 
Prudence  by  public  good  intends  her  own ; 
If  you  mean  otherwife,  you  flan  d  alone. 
What  do  we  mean  by  country  and  by  court  ? 
What  is  it  to  oppofe,  what  to  fupport  ? 
Jjlere  words  of  courfe,  and  what  is  more  abfurd 
Than  to  pay  homage  to  an  empty  word  ? 
Majors  and  minors  differ  but  in  name, 
Patriots  arid  miniflers  are  much  the  fame  ; 
The  only  difference,  after  all  their  rout, 
1$,  that  the.  one  is  /'«,  the  other  out. 

Explore  the  dark  rcceffcs  of  the  mind, 
In  the  foul's  honefl  volume  read.mankind, 
And  own,  in  wife  and  limple,  great  and  frciail, 
The  fame  grand  leading  principle  in  all. 


'Whate'er  we  talk  of  wifdom  to  fhe  wife, 

Of  goodnefs  to  the  good,  of  public  ties 

Which  to  our  country  link,  or  private  bands 

Which  claim  mofl  dear  attention  at  our  hands. 

For  parent  and  for  child,  for  wife  and  friend, 

Our  firfb  g? eat  mover,  arid  our  lad  great  end, 

Is  one,  and,  by  whatever  name  we  call 

The  ruling  tyrant,  felf  is  all  in  all. 

This,  which  unwilling  faction  fhall  admit, 

Guided  in  diff'rent  ways  a  Bute  and  Pitt, 

Made  tyrants  break,  made  kings  obferve  the  law, 

And  gave  the  world  a  Stuart  and  NafTau. 

Hath  nature  (flrange  and  wild  conceit  of  pride) 
Diftinguifh'd  thee  from  all  her  funs  befide  ? 
Doth  virtue  in  thy  bofom,  brighter  glow, 
Or  from  a  fpring  mote  pure  doth  action  flow  ? 
Is  riot  .thy  foul  bound  wirh  thofe  very  chains 
Which  fhackle  us ;  or  is  [hat  felf,  which  reigns 
O'er  kings  and  beggars,  which  in  all  we  fee 
Moil  ftrong  and  fov'reign,  only  weak  in  thee? 
Fond  man,  believe  it  not ;  experience  tells 
'  i'isnpt  thy  virtue,  but  thy  pride  rebels. 
Think  (and  for  once  lay  by  thy  lawlefs  pen) 
Think,  and  confefs  thyfelf  like  other  men ; 
Think  but  one  hour,  and,  to  thy  confcience  led 
By  reafon's  hand,  bow  down  and  hang  thy  head; 
Think  on  thy  private  life,  recal  thy  youth, 
View  thyfelf  now,  and  own  with  firicteft  truth, 
That  felf  hath  drawn  thee  from  fair  virtue's  way 
Farther  than  folly  would  have  dar'd  to  flray, 
And  that  the  talents  lib'ral  nature  gave 
To  make  thee  free,  have  made  thee  more  a  flave- 

Quit  then,  in  prudence  quit,  that  idle  train 
Of  toys,  which  have  fo  long  abus'd  thy  brain, 
And  captive  led  thy  pow'rs  ;  with  boundlefs  will 
Ltt  felf  maintain  her  flate  and  empire  ftill, 
But  let  her,  with  more  worthy  objects  caught, 
Strain  all  the  faculties  and  force  of  thought 
To  things  of  higher  daring;   let  her  range 
Through  better  paftures,  and  learn  how  to  change ; 
Let  her,  no  longer  to  weak  faction  tied, 
Wifely  revolt,  and  join  our  Wronger  lide. 

C.   Ah  !  what,  my  lord,  hath  private  life  to  d» 
With  things  of  public  nature  ?  Why  to  view 
Would  you  thus  cruelly  thofe  fcenes  unfold, 
Which,  without  pain  and  horror  to  behold, 
Muit   fpeak   me   fomething   more   or   lefs  than 

man  ; 

Which  friends  may  pardon,  but  T  never  can? 
Look  back !  a  thought  which  borders  on  defpair, 
Which  human  nature  muft,  yet  cannot  bear. 
' Tis  not  the  babbling  of  a  bufy  world, 
Where  praife  and  ccnfure  are  at  random  hurl'd. 
Which  can  the  mcar.ett  of  my  thoughts  controul, 
Or  fliake  ore  fettled  purpofe  of  my  foul. 
Free  and  at  large  might  their  wild  curfes  roam, 
If  ail,  if  all,  alas  1  were  well  at  home. 
No — 'tis  the  tale  which  angry  confcience  tells, 
When  fiie  with  more  than  tragic  horror  fwells 
Each  circumftance  of  guilt;  when  ftern,  but  true, 
She  brings  bad  actions  forth  into  review  ; 
And,  like  the  dread  hand-writing  on  the  wall, 
Bids  late  remorfe  awake  at  reafon's  call ; 
Arm'd  at  all  points,  bids  fcorpion  vengeance  pafs, 
And  to  .the  mind  holds  up  reflection's  glaft ; 
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The  mind,  which  flatting,  heaves  the  heart-felt 

groan , 
And  hates  that  form  fhe  knows  to  be  her  own. 

Enough  of  this — let  private  forrnws  reft — 
As  to  the  public  I  dare  {land  the  teft; 
Dare  proudly  boaft,  I  feel  no  wiih  above 
The  good  of  England,  and  my  country's  love. 
Stranger  to  party-rage,  hy  reafon'*  voice, 
Unerring  guide,  directed  in  my  choice, 
Not  all  the  tyrant  pow'rs  of  t arth  combin'd, 
No,  nor  of  hell,  (hall  make  me  change  my  mind. 
What  !   herd  with  men  my  honeft  foul  difdains, 
Men  who,  with  fervile  zeal,  are  forging  chains 
Por  freedom's  neck,  and  lend  a  helping  hand, 
To  fpread  detraction  o'er  my  native  land. 
"What !  {hall  I  not,  e'en  to  my  lateft  breath, 
In  the  full  face  of  danger  and  of  death, 
"Exert  that  little  ftrength  which  nature  gave, 
And  boldly  ftem,  or  perifli  in  the  wave  ? 

L.  When  I  look  backward  for  fome  fifty  years, 
And  fee  protsfllng  patriots  turn  to  peers  ; 
Hear  men,  moft  loofe,  for  decency  declaim, 
And  talk  of  character  without  a  name  ; 
See  infidels  afiert  the  caufe  of  God, 
And  meek  divines  wield  persecution's  rod ; 
See  men  transform'd  to  brutes,  and  brutes  to  men, 
See  Whitehead  *  take  a.  place,  f  Ralph  change  his 

pen, 

I  mock  the  zeal,  and  deem  the  men  in  fport, 
Who  rail  at  minifters,  and  curfe  a  cnirt. 
Thee,  haughty  as  thou  art,  and  proud  in  rhyme, 
Shall  fome  preferment,  offer'd  at  a  time 
When  virtue  fleeps,  fome  facrifice  to  pride, 
Or  fome  fair  victim,  move  to  change  thy  fide. 
Thee  {hall  thefe  eyes  behold,  to  health  reftor'd, 
Ufing,  as  prudence  bids,  bold  fatire'.-.  fvvord, 
Galling  thy  prefent  friends,  and  praifing  thofe 
Whom  now  thy  frenzy  holds  thy  greateft  foes. 
C.    May  I   (can  worfe  difcrace  on  manhood  J 

fall)  ? 

Be  born  a  Whitehead,  and  baptiz'd  a  Paul ; 
May  I  (though  to  hisfervice  deeply  tied 
By  facred  oaths,  and  now  by  •will  allied) 
With  falfe  feign'd  zeal  an  injur'd  God  defend, 
And  ufe  his  name  for  fome  bale  private  end  ; 
May  I  (that  thought  bids  double  horrors  roll 
O'er  my  Cck  fpirits,  and  unmans  my  foul) 
Ruin  the  virtue  which  I  held  moft  dear, 
And  ftill  muft  hold  ;  may  I,  through  abject  fear, 
Betray  my  friend ;  may  to  fucceeding  times, 
Engrav'd  on  plates  of  adamant,  my  crimes 
Stand  blazing  forth,  whilft  mark'd  with  envious 

blot, 

Each  little  act  of  virtue  is  forgot ; 
Of  all  thofe  evils  which,  to  ftamp  men  curs'd, 
Hell  keeps  in  (lore  for  vengeance,  may  the  worfi 
Light  *>n  my  head,  and  in  my  day  of  woe, 
To  make  the  cup  of  bitternefs  o'erfiow, 
May  I  be  fcorn'd  by  every  man  of  worth, 
Wander,  like  Cain,  a  vagabond  on  earth, 
Bearing  about  a  hell  in  my  own  mind, 
Or  be  to  Scotland  for  my  life  confin'd, 

*  Paul  Wl'teltad. 

\ -James  Ralph.   See  Lord  Melcombis  "  Diary." 


If  I  am  one  among  the  many  known, 

Whom  Shelburne  fled,  and  Cakraft  blufiVd  to  own. 

L.  Do  y«u  reflect  what  men  you  make  your 
foes? 

C.  I  do,  and  that's  the  reafon  I  oppofe. 
Friends  I  have  made,  whom  envy  muft  commend, 
But  not  one  foe,  \vhom  I  would  vvifh  a  fncnd. 
What  if  ten  thoufand  Butes  and  Hollands  bawl, 
One  Wilkes  hath  made  a  large  amends  for  all. 

'  I'is  not  the  title,  whether  handed  down 
From  age  to  age,  or  flowing  from  the  crown 
In  copious  dreams  on  recent  men,  who  came 
From  ftems  unknown,  and  fires  wjthout  a  name; 
'Tis  not  theyfor,  which  our  great  Edward  gave 
To  mark  the  virtuous,  and  reward  the  brave, 
Blazing  without,  whilft  a  bale  heart  within 
Is  rotten  to  the  core  with  filth  and  fin  ; 
'TJs  not  the  tinfel  grandeur,  taught  to  wait, 
At  cuftom's  call,  to  mark  a  fool  of  ftate 
From  fools  of  leffer  note,  that  foul  can  n\ve 
Whofe  pride  is  reafwn,  whofe  defence  is  law. 

L.   Suppofe  (a  thing  fcarce  poflible  hi  art, 
Were  it  thy  cue  to  play  a  common  pare); 
Suppofe  thy  writings  fo  well  fenc'd  in  lav,-, 
That  Norton  *  cannot  find,  r.or  make  a  flaw, 
Haft  thou  not  heard,  that  'mongft.   our  ancient 

tribes, 

By  party  warpt,  or  lulPd  afleep  by  bribes, 
Or  trembling  at  the  rufllan  hand  of  force, 
Law  hath  fufpended  ftood,  or  chung'd  its  courfa? 
Art  thou  aflur'd,  that,  for  deftruction  ripe, 
Thou  may'ft  not  fmart  beneath  the  fclf-fame  gripe  ? 
What  function  haft  thou,  frantic  in  thy  rhymes, 
Thy  life,  thy  freedom  to  fecure  ? 

C.  The  times. 

'Tis  not  on  law,  a  fyflem  great  and  good, 
By  wifiiom  penn'cl,  and  bought  i>y  nobleit  blood, 
My  faith  relies  :  by  wicked  men  and  vain, 
Law,  pnce  abus'd,  may  be  abus'd  again. — 
No,  on  our  great  lawgiver  I  depend, 
Who  knows  and  guides  her  to  her  proper  end  ; 
Whofe  royalty  of  nature  blazes  out 
So  fierce,  'twere  fin  to  entertain  a  doubt — 
Did  tyrant  Stuarts  now  the  laws  difpenfe, 
(Blelt  be  the   hour  and  hand  which  lent  them, 

hence) 

For  fomerhing,  or  for  nothing,  for  a  word, 
Or  thought,  I  might  be  doom'd  to  death,  unheard. 
Life  we  might  ail  refign  to  lawlefs  pow'r, 
Nor  think  it  worth  the  purchase  of  an  hour  ; 
But  envy  ne'er  {hull  fix  io  foul  a  ftain 
On  the  fair  annals  of  a  Brunfwick's  reign. 
If,  flave  to  party,  to  revenge,  or  pride, 
If,  by  frajl  human  error  drawn  afi  Je, 
I  break  the  law,  ftrict  rigour  let  her  wear  ; 
Tis  her.'s  to  punifh,  and  'tis  mine  to  bear; 
Nor  by  the  voice  of  juftice  doom'd  to  death, 
Would  I  aik  mercy  with  my  lateft  breath. 
Bat,  anxious  only  tor  my  country's  good, 
In  which  my  king's,  ef  courfe,  is  underftood  ; 
Form'd  on  a  plan  with  fome  few  patriot  friend*, 
Whilft  by  juft  means  I  aim  at  nobieft  ends, 

*  Sir  Fletiler  Norton ,  Attorney-ventral* 
KkiUj 
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My  fpirits  cacrot  fink  ;  though  from  the  tomb 
Stern   Jeffries   fhould  be   plac'd   in   Mansfield's 

room ; 

Though  he  fhould  bring,  hisbafe  defigns  to  aid, 
Some  black  attorney,  for  his  purpofe  made, 
And  fhove,  whilft  decency  and  law  retreat, 
The  modeft  Norton  from  his  maiden  feat; 
Though  both,  in  ill  confed'rates,  fhould  agree, 
In  damned  league,  to  torture  law  and  me, 
Whilft  George  is  king,  I  cannot  fear  endure ; 
•Not  to  be  guilty,  is  to  be  ft  cure. 

But  when,  in  after-times,  (be  far  remov'd 
That  day)  our  monarch,  glorious  and  belov'd, 
Sleeps  with  his  fathers,  fliould  imperions  fate, 
In  vengeance,  with  frefh  Stuarts  curfe  our  ftate  ; 
Should  they,  o'erleaping  ev'ry  fence  of  law, 
Butcher  the  brave  to  keep  tame  fools  in  awe ; 
Should  they,  by  brutal  and  opprefllve  force, 
Divert  fweet  juftice  from  her  even  courfe  ; 
Should  they,  of  ev'ry  other  means  bereft, 
Make  my  right-hand  a  witnefs  'gainft  my  left; 
Should  they,  abroad  by  inqnifitions  taught, 
Search  out  my  foul,  and  damn  me  for  a  thought ; 
Still  would  I  keep  my  courfe,  ftill  fpeak,ftill  write, 
'Till  death  had  plung'd  me  in  the  (hades  of  night. 

Thou  God  of  truth)  thou  great,  all-fearching  eye, 
To  whom  our  thoughts,  our  fpirits  open  lie, 
Grant  me  thy  ftrength,  and  in  that  needful  hour, 
(Should  it  e'er  come)  when  luw  fubmits  to  pow'r, 
With  firm  refclve  my  fteady  bofom  fteel, 
Bravely  to  fuller,  though  I  deeply  feel. 

Let  me,  as  hitherto,  itill  draw  my  breath, 
In  love  with  life,  but  r.ot  in  feat  of  death ; 
And,  if  opprefiion  brings  me  to  the  grave, 
And  maiks  me  dead,  fhe  ne'er  fha!l  mark  a  flave. 
Let  no  unworthy  marks  of  grief  be  hear.d, 
No  wild  laments,  not  one  unfeemly  word  ; 
Let  fober  triumphs  wait  upon  my  bier, 
I  won't  forgive  that  friend  who  drops  one  tear. 
"Whether  he's  ravifli'd  in  life's  early  morn, 
Or,  in  old  age,  drops  like  an  ear  of  corn, 
Full  ripe  he  falls,  on  nature's  nobleft  plan, 
Who  lives  to  reaibn,  and  who  dies  a  man. 


THE  AUTHOR. 

ACCURS'B  the  man,  whom  fate  ordain;  in  fpite, 
And  cruel  parents  teach,  to  read  and  write  ! 
What  need  of  letters  ?*Wherefore  fhould  we  fpcll? 
Why  write  our  names  ?  A  mark  will  do  as  well, 

Much  are  the  precious  hours  of  youth  mif-fpent, 
In  climbing  learning's  rugged  fteep  afcent ; 
When  to  the  top  the  bold  advent'rer'sgnt, 
He  reigns,  vain  monarch,  o'er  a  barren  fpot, 
Whilft  in  the  vale  of  ignorance  below, 
Folly  and  vice  to  rank  luxuriance  grow ;  • 
Honours  and  wealth  pour  in  on  ev'ry  fide, 
And  proud  preferment  rolls  her  golden  tide. 

O'er  crabbed  authors  life's  gay  prime  to  wafte, 
To  cramp  wild  geniu?in  the  chains  of  tafte, 
To  bear  the  flavifh  drudgery  of  fchools, 
And  tamely  ftoop  to  ev'ry  pedant's  rules, 
for  feven  long  years  debarr'd  of  lib'ral  cafe, 
To  plod  in  college  trammels  to  degretst 


Beneath  the  weight  of  folemn  toys  to  groaa, 
Sleep  over  books,  and  leave  mankind  unknown  | 
To  praife  each  fenior  blockhead's  thread  bare  tale. 
And  laugh  till  reafon  blufh,  and  fpirits  fail, 
Manhood  with  vile  fubmiffion  to  difgrace, 
And  cap  the  fool,  vrhofe  merit  is  his  place  ; 
Vice-chancellors,  vvhc-fe  knowledge  is  but  fmall, 
And  chancellors,  who  nothing  know  at  all : 
Ill-brook'd  the  gen'rous  fpirit  in  thofc  days 
When  learning  was  the  certain  road  to  praife, 
When  nobles,  with  a  love  of  fcience  blefs'd, 
Approv'd  in  others  what  themfelves  poffefs'd. 

But  now,  when  dullnefs  rears  aloft  her  throne, 
When  lordly  vaffals  her  wide  empire  own, 
When  wit»  feduc'd  by  envy,  ftarts  afide, 
And  bafely  leaguea  with  ignorance  and  pride, 
What  now  fhould  tempt  us,  by  falfe  hopes  milled, 
Learning's  unfafhionabfe  paths  to  tread  ; 
To  bear  thofe  labours,  which  our  fathers  bore^ 
That  crown  with-held,  which  they  in  triumph 
wore  ? 

When  with  much  pains  this  beaded  learning'* 

g°f» 

'Tis  an  affront  to  thofe  who  have  it  not. 
In  fome  it  caufes  hate,  in  other's  fear, 
Inftruds  our  foes  to  rail,  our  friends  to  fneer. 
With  prudent  hafte  the  worldly-minded  fool 
Forgets  the  little  which  he  learn'd  at  fchool; 
The  elder  brother,  to  vaft  fortunes  born, 
Looks  on  all  fcience  \vith  an  eye  of  fcorn  ; 
Dependent  brethren  the  fame  features  wear, 
And  younger  fons  are  ftupid  as  the  heir. 
In  fenates,at  the  bar,  in  church  and  ftate, 
Genius  is  vile,  and  learning  out  of  date. 
Is  this — O  death  to  think!  is  this  the  land 
Where  merit  and  reward  went  hand  in  hand, 
Where  heroes,  parent-like,  the  poet  view'd, 
By  whom  they  faw  their  glorious  deeds  renew'd; 
Where  poets,  true  to  honour,  tun'd  their  lays, 
And  by  their  patrons  fandtify'd  their  praife  ? 
Is  this  the  land,  where,  on  our  Spenfer's  tongucf 
Enamour'd  of  his  voice,  defcription  hung; 
Where  Jonfon  rigid  gravity  beguil'd, 
Whilft  reafon  through  her  critic  fences  fmil'd  ; 
Where  nature  lift'ning  flood,  whilft  Shakfpear£ 

play'd, 

And  wonder'd  at  the  work  herfelf  had  made  ? 
Js  this  the  land,  where,  mindful  of  her  charge 
And  office  high,  fair  freedom  walk'd  at  large  ; 
Where,  finding  in  our  laws  a  fure  defence, 
She  mock'd  at  all  reilraints,  but  thofe  of  fenfe ; 
Where  health  and  honour  trooping  by  her  fidej 
She  fpread  her  facred  empire  far  and  wide ; 
Pointed  the  way  affliction  to  beguile, 
And  bade  the  face  of  forrow  wear  a  fmile ; 
Bade  thofe,  who  dare  obey  the  gen'rous  call,1 
Enjoy  her  bleffings,  which  God  meant  for*  all  ? 
Is  this  the  land,  where  in  fome  tyrant's  reign, 
When  a  tv eak>  iv:ckedy  mlnlflerlal  train, 
The  tools  of  pow'r,  the  flavcs  of  int'reft,  planned 
Their  country's  ruin,  and  with  bribes  unman'd 
Thofe  wretches,  who,  ordainM  in  freedom's  eaufe, 
Gave  up  their  liberties,  and  fold  our  laws ; 
When  pow'r  was  taught  by  meannefs  where  to  go, 
Nor  dar'd  to  love  the  virtue  of  a  foe  j, 
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\vhen,  like  a  lep'rous  plague,  from  the  foul  head 
To  the  foul  heart  her  fores  corruption  fpread, 
Her  iron  arm' when  ftern  oppreflion  rear'd, 
And  virtue,  from  her  broad  bafe  fhaken,fear'd 
The  fcourge  of  vice;  when,  impotent  and  vain, 
Poor  freedom  bow'd  the  neck  to  flav'ry's  chain  ? 
Is  this  the  land,  where  in  thofa  worft  of  times, 
The  hardy  poet  rais'd  his  houett  rhymes 
To  dread  rebuke,  and  bade  controulment  fpeak 
In  guilty  blufhes  on  the  villain's  check, 
Bade  pow'r  turn  pale,  kept  mighty  rogues  in  awe, 
And  made  them  fear  the  mufe,  who  fear'd  noS 
law? 

How  do  I  laugh,  when  men  of  narrow  fouls, 
Whom  folly  guides,  and  prejudice  controuls ; 
Who,  one  dull  drowfy  track  of  bufinefs  trod, 
Wcrfhip  their  Mammon,  and  neglect  their  God ; 
Who,  breathing  by  one  mufty  fet  of  rules, 
Dote  from  the  birth,  and  are  by  fyflem  fools ; 
Who,  form'd  to  dullnefs  from  their  very  youth, 
Lies  of  the  day  prefer  to  gofpel  truth, 
Pick  up  their  little  knowledge  from  reviews, 
And  lay  out  all  their  flock  of  faith  in  news : 
How  do  I  laugh,  when  creatures,  form'd  like 

thefe, 

Whom  reafon  fcorns,  and  I  fhould  blufh  topleafe", 
Rail  at  all  lib'ral  arts,  deem  verfe  a  crione, 
And  hold  not  truth  as  truth,  if  told  in  rhyme  ? 

How  do  I  laugh,  when  Publius,  hoary  groan 
In  zeal  for  Scotland's  welfare,  and  his  own, 
By  flow  degrees,  and  courfe  of  office,  drawn 
In  mood  and  figure  at  the  helm  to  yawn, 
Too  mean  (the  worft  of  curfes  Heav'n  can  fend) 
To  have  a  foe,  too  proud  to  have  a  friend, 
Erring  by  form,  which  blockheads  facred  hold, 
Ne'er  making  new  faults,  and  ne'er  mending  qjd, 
Rebukes  my  fpirit,  bids  the  daring  mufe 
Subjects  more  equal  to  her  wcaknefs  choofe ; 
Bids  her  frequent  the  haunts  of  humble  fwains, 
Nor  dare  to  traffic  in  ambitious  flrains; 
Bids  her,  indulging  the  poetic  whim 
In  quaint-wrought  ode,  or  fonnet  pertly  trim, 
Along  the  church-way  path  complain  with  Gray, 
Or  dance  with  Mafon  on  the  firft  of  May  ? 
"  All  facred  is  the  name  and  pow'r  of  kings, 
"  All  ftates  and  ftatefmen  are  thofe  mighty  things 
**  Which,  howfoe'er  they  out  of  courfe  may  roll, 
"  Were  never  made  for  poets  to  controul." 

Peace,  peace,  thou  dotard,  nor  thus  vilely  deem 
Of  facred  numbers,  and  their  pow'r  blafpheme  : 
I  tell  thee,  wretch,  fearch  all  creation  round, 
In  earth,  in  heav'n,  no  fubjedt  can  be  found 
(Our  God  alone  except)  above  whofe  weight 
The  poet  cannot  rife,  and  hold  his  ftate. 
The  blefTed  faints  above  in  numbers  fpeak  [weak ; 
The  praife  of  God,  though  there   all   praife  is 
In  riumbershere  below  rhe  bard  fhall  teach 
Virtue  to  ioar  beyond  the  villain's  reach; 
Shall  tear  his  lab'ring  lungs,  ftrain   his  hoarfe 

throat, 

And  raife  his  voice  beyond  the  trumpet's  note, 
Should  an  afflicted  country,  aw'd  b;   men 
Of  flavifh  principles,  demand  his  pet-. 
This  is  a  great,  a  glorious  point  of  view, 
Pit  for  au  Jinglifh  poet  to  pyrf«e, 


I  Undaunted  to  purfue,  though,  in  return, 
His  writings  by  the  common  hangman  burn. 

How  do  I  laugh,  when  mew,  by  fortune  plac'd 
Above  their  better's,  and  by  rank  difgrac'd, 
Who  found  their  pride  on  titles  which  they  (lain, 
And,  mean  themfelves,  are  of  their  fathers  vain  ; 
Who  would  a  bill  of  privilege  prefer, 
And  treat  a  poet  like  a  creditor, 
Tha  gen'rous  ardour  of  the  mufe  condemn, 
And  curfe  the  florm  they  know  muft.  break  on 

them. 

"  What,  fhall  a  reptile  bard,  a  wretch  unknown, 
u  Without  one  badge  of  merit,  but  his  own, 
"  Great  nobles  lafh,  and  lords^  like  common  me^h, 
"  Smart  from  the  vengeance  of  a  fcribbler's  pen  ?" 

)       What's  in  this  name  of  lord,  that  I  fhould  fear 
To  bring  their  vices  to  the  public  ear  ? 
Flows  not  the  honeft  blood  of  humble  fwains 
Quick  as  the  tide  which  fwells  a  monarch's  veins  ? 
Monarchs,  who  wealth  and  titles  can  beftow, 
Cannot  make  virtues  in  fucceffion  flow. 
Wouidft  thou,  proud  man,  be  fafely  plac'd  abort 
The  cenfure  of  the  mufe,  deferve  her  love, 
Ac%  as  thy  birth  demands,  as  nobles  ought ; 
Look  back,  and  by  thy  worthy  father  taught, 
Who  ear.nd  thofe  honours,  thou  wert  lorn  to  weart 
Follow  his  fteps,  and  be  his  virtues'  heir* 
But  if,  regardlefs  of  the  road  to  fame. 
You  flart  afide,  and  tread  the  paths  of  fhame  ; 
If  fuch  thy  life,  that  fhould  thy  fire  arife, 
The  fight  of  fuch  a  fon  would  blaft  his  eyes, 
Would  make  him  curfe  the  hour  which  gave  thee 

birth, 

Would  drive  him,  fhudd'ring,  from  the  face  of  earth 
Once  more,  with  fhaznc  and  forrow,^mongft  the 

dead 

In  endlefs  night  to  hide  his  rev  Vend  head ; 
If  fuch  thy  life,  though  kings  had  made  thee  more 
Than  ever  king  a  fcoundrel  made  before  j 
Nay,  to  allow  thy  pride  a  deeper  fpring, 
Though  God  in  vengeance  had  made  thee  a  king, 
Taking  on  virtue's  wing  her  daring  flighr, 
The  mufe  fhould  drag  thee  trembling  to  the  light, 
Probe  thy  foul  wounds,  and  lay  thy  bofom  bate 
To  the  keen  queftion  of  the  fearching  air. 

Gods !  with  what  pride  I  fee  the  titled  flave, 
Who  fmarts  beneath  the  flroke  which  fatire  gave, 
Aiming  at  eaie,  and  with  difhoneft  art, 
Striving  to  hide  the  feelings  of  his  heart ! 
How  do  I  laugh,  when  with  affe&ed  air, 
(Scarce  able  through  defpite  to  keep  his  chair, 
Whilft  on  his  trembling  lip  pale  anger  fpeaks, 
And  the  chaf 'd  blood  fiie&  mounting  to  his  cheeks) 
He  talks  of  confcience,  which  good  men  fecures 
From  all  thofe  evil  moments  guilt  endures, 
And  feems  to  laugh  at  thofe,  who  pay  regard 
To  the  wild  ravings  of  a  frantic  bard. 
"  Satire,  whilft  envy  and  ill-humour  fway 
"  The  mind  of  man,  muft  always  make  her  way ; 
"  Nor  to  a  bofom,  with  difcretion  fraught, 
"  l»  all  her  malice  worth  a  Cngle  thought. 
'•  The  wife  have  not  the  will,  nor  fools,  the  pow'r. 
"  j'o  fto;'  her  headflrong  courl>. ;  within  the  houc 
"  Left  to  herfeii',  fhe  dies;  oppofr.g  ftrife 
"  Gives  her  frefli  vigour,  and  proloags  her  life 


53* 


THE   WORKS   OF   CHURCHILL 


"  All  things  her  prey,  and  ev'ry  man  her  aim, 
"  I  can  no  patent,  for  exemption  claim, 
"  Nor  would  I  wifh  to  flop  that  harmlefsdart 
"  Which  plays  around,   but  cannot  wound  my 

"  heart ; 

"  Though  pointed  at  myfelf,  be  fatire  free  ; 
u  To  her  'tis  pleafure,  and  no  pain  to  me." 

Diffembling  wretch  '.  hence  to  the  Stoic  fchool, 
And  there  amongft  thy  brethren  play  the  fool ; 
There,  unrebuk'd,  thefe  wild,  vain  dodlrines  preach, 
Lives  there  a  man,  whom  fatire  cannot  reach? 
Lives  there  a  man,  who  calmly  can  Hand  by, 
And  fee  his  confcience  ripp'd  with  fleady  eye  ? 
When  fatire  flies  abroad  on  falfehood's  wing, 
Short  is  her  life,  and  impotent  her  fling ; 
I3ut,  when  to  truth  allied,  the  wound  fhe  gives 
•Sinks  deep,  and  to  remotefl  ages  lives. 
"When  in  the  tomb  thy  pamper'd  flefh  fhall  rot, 
And  eV'n  by  friends  thy  mem'ry  be  forgot, 
Still  malt  thou  live,  recorded  for  thy  crimes, 
Live  in  her  page,  and  ftink  to  after-times. 

Haft  thou  no  feeling  yet  ?  Come  throw  off  pride, 
And  own  thofe  pafiions  which  thou  faalt  not  hide. 

S— ,  who  from  the  moment  of  his  birth, 

Made  human  nature  a  reproach  on  earth ; 
Who  never  dar'd,  nor  wifh'd  behind  to  flay, 
When  folly,  vice,  and  meannefs  led  the  way, 
Would  blulh,  fhculd  he  be  told,  by  truth  and  wit, 
Thofe  adions  which  he  blufh'd  not  to  commit ; 
Men  the  moft  infamous  are  fond  of  fame, 
And  thofe  who  fear  not  guilt,  yet  flart  at  fhame. 

Put  whither  runs  my  zeal,  whofe  rapid  force, 
Turning  the  brain,  bears  reafon  from  her  courfe ; 
Carries  me  back  to  times,  when  poets,  blefs'd 
With  courage,  grac'd  the  fcience  they  profefs'd; 
When  they,  in  honour  rooted,  firmly  flood 
The  bad  to  punifh,  and  reward  the  good  ; 
When,  to  a  flame  by  public  virtue  wrought, 
The  foes  of  freedom  they  to  juftice  brought, 
And  dar'd  expofe  thofe  flaves  who  dar'd  fupport 
A  tyrant  plan,  and  call'd  themfelves  a  court  ? 
Ah  !  what  are  poets  now  ?  As  flavifh  thofe 
Who  deal  in  -verfe,  as  thofe  who  deal  in  profe. 
Is  there  an  author,  i'earch  the  kingdom  round, 
In  whom  true  worth  and  real  fpirit's  found? 
The  flaves  of  bookfellers,  or  (doom'd  by  fate 
To  bafer  chains)  vile  penfioners  of  flate  ; 
Seme,  dead  to  fhame,  and  of  thofe  fhackles  proud 
Which  honour  fcorns,  for  flav'ry  roar  aloud; 
Others  half-palfted  only,  mutes  become,       [dumb. 
And  what  makes  Smollet  write,  makes  Johnfon 

Why  turns  yon  villain  pale  ?  Why  bends  his  eye 
Inward,  abafh'd.  when  Murphy  pafTes  by  ? 
Dofl  thou  fage  Murphy  for  a  blockhead  take, 
Who  wages  war  with  vice  for  virtue's  fake  ? 
No,  no — like  other  tuordtings,  you  will  find 
He  fluffs  his  fails,  and  catches  ev'ry  wind. 
His  foul  the  fliock  of  int'reft  can't  endure  : 
Give  him  a  penfion  then,  and  fin  fecure. 

With  laurell'd   wreaths   the   fiatt'rer's  brows 

adorn, 

Bid  virtue  crouch,  bid  vice  exalt  her  horn, 
Bid  cowards  thrive,  put  hone  fly  to  flight, 
Murphy  fhall  prove,  or  try  to  prove  it  right. 
Try,  thou  flate-juggler,  ev'ry  paltry  art, 
Raivfack  the  inmofl  clofet  of  my  heart, 


Swear  thou'rt  my  friend  ;  by  that  bafe  oath  make 

way 

Into  my  bread,  and  flatter  to  betray  : 
Or,  if  thofe  tricks  are  vain,  if  wholefome  doubt 
Detects  the  fr-iud,  and  points  the  villain  out, 
Bribe  thofe  who  daily  at  my  board  are  fed, 
And  make  them  take  my  life  who  eat  my  bread ; 
On  authors  for  defence,  for  praife  depend  ; 
Pay  him  but  well,  and  Murphy  is  thy  friend. 
He,  he  fhall  ready  fland  with  venal  rhymes, 
To  varnifh  guilt,  and  confecrate  thy  crimes; 
To  make  corruption  in  falfe  colours  fhine, 
And  damn  his  own  good  name,  to  refcue  thine. 

But  if  thy  niggard  hands  their  gifts  withhold, 
And  vice  no  longer  rains  down  fhow'rs  of  gold, 
ExpecT:  no  mercy  •,  fads,  well  grounded,  teach, 
Murphy,  if  not  rewarded,  will  impeach. 
What  though  each  man  of  nice  and  jufler  thought, 
Shunning  his  fleps,  decrees,  by  honour  taught, 
He  ne'er  can  be  a  friend,  who  floops  fo  low 
To  be  the  bafe  betrayer  of  a  foe  ; 
What  though,  with  thins  together  link'd,  his  name 
Muft  be  with  thine  tranfmitted  down  to  fhame, 
To  ev'ry  manly  feeling  callous  grown, 
Rather  than  not  blaft  thine,  he'll  blaft  his  own. 

To  ope  the  fountain  whence  fedition  fprings, 
To  flander  government,  and  libel  kings, 
With  freedom's  name  to  ferve  a  prefent  hour, 
Though  born  and  bred  to  arbitrary  pow'r, 
To  talk  of  William  with  infidious  art, 
Whihl  a  vile  Stuart's  lurking  in  his  heart, 
And,  whilfl  mean  envy  rears  her  lothfome  head, 
Flattering  the  living,  to  abufe  the  dead, 
Where  is  Shebbeare  ?  O,  let  not  foul  reproach, 
Travelling  thither  in  a  city  coach, 
The  pill'ry  dare  to  name  ;  the  whole  intent 
Of  that  parade  was  fame,  not  punifhment, 
And  that  old  fhunch  whig  Beardmore  flanding  by, 
Can  in  full  court  give  that  report  the  lie. 

With  rude  unnat'ral  jargon  to  fupport, 
Half  Scotch  *  half  Englijb,  a  declining  court ; 
To  make  moft  glaring  contraries  unite, 
And  prove,  beyond  difpute,  that  black  is  white  ; 
To  make  firm  honour  tamely  league  with  fhame, 
Make  vice  and  virtue  differ  but  in  name ; 
To  prove  that  chains  and  freedom  are  but  one, 
That  to  be  fav'd  muft  mean  to  be  undone, 
Is  there  not  Guthrie  ?  Who,  like  him,  can  call 
All  oppofites  to  proof,  and  conquer  all  ? 
He  calls  forth  living  waters  from  the  rock  ; 
He  calls  forth  children  from  the  barren  flock ; 
He,  far  beyond  the  fprings  of  nature  led, 
Makes  women  bring  forth  after  they  are  dead  ; 
He,  on  a  curious,  new,  and  happy  plan, 
In  wedlock^  facred  bands  joins  man  to  man  ; 
And,  to  complete  the  whole,  mofl  ftrange,  but 

true, 

By  f<  me  rare  magic,  makes  them  fruitful  too, 
Whilft  from  their  loins,  in  the  due  courfe  of  yearSj 
Flows  the  rich  blood  of  Guthrie's  Englijb  peers. 

Dofl  thou  contrive  forne  blacker  deed  of  fhame, 
Something  which  nature  fhuclders  but  to  name, 
Something  which  makes  the  foul  of  man  retreat, 
And  the  life-blood  run  backward  to  her  feat  ? 
Doft  thou  Contrive  for  fome  bafe  private  end, 
Some  felfifh  view,  to  hang  a  trufting  friend, 
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*fo  lure  him  on,  ev'n  to  his  parting  breath, 
And  promife  life,  to  work  him  furer  death  ? 
Grown  old  in  villany,  and  dead  to  grace, 
Hell  in  his  heart,  and  Tyburn  in  his  face ; 
Behold,  a  parfon  at  thy  elbow  ftands, 
Low'ring  damnation,  and  with  open  hands 
Ripe  to  betray  his  Saviour  for  reward; 
The  Atheift  chaplain  of  an  Atheift  lord. 

Bred  to  the  church,  and  for  the  gown  decreed, 
Ere  it  was  known  that  I  fhould  learn  to  read  ; 
Though  that  was  nothing,  for  my  friends,  who 
What  mighty  dullnefs  of  itfelf  could  do,       [knew 
Never  defign'd  me  for  a  working  prieft, 
But  hop'd,  I  fhould  have  been  a  Dean  at  lead ; 
Condenm'd  (like  many  more,  and  worthier  men, 
To  whom  I  pledge  the  fervice  of  my  pen), 
Condemn'd  (whilft  proud  and  pamper'd  fons  of 

lawn, 

Cramm'd  to  the  throat,  in  lazy  plenty  yawn) 
In  pomp  of  rev  rend  beggary  to  appear, 
To  pray,  and  ftarve  on  forty  pounds  a-year  ; 
My  friends,  who  never  felt  the  galling  load, 
Lament  that  I  forfook  the  packhorfe  road, 
Whilft  virtue  to  my  conduit  witnefs  bears, 
In  throwing  off  that  gown,  which  Francis  wears. 

What  creature's  that,  fo  very  pert  and  prim ; 
So  very  full  of  foppery,  and  whim  ; 
So  gentle,  yet  fo  briflc ;  fo  wond'rous  fweet, 
So  fit  to  prattle  at  a  lady's  feet, 
Who  looks,  as  he  the  Lord's  rich  vineyard  trod, 
And  by  hi*  garb  appears  a  man  of  God  ? 
Truft  not  to  look?,  nor  credit  outward  fhow; 
The  villain  lurks  beneath  the  caffucd  beau; 
That's  an  informer;  what  avails  the  name? 
Suffice  it  that  the  wretch  from  Sodom  came. 

His  tongue  is  deadly — from  his  prefence  run, 
Unlefs  thy  rage  would  wifh  to  be  undone. 
No  ties  can  hold  him,  no  affection  bind, 
And  fear  alone  reftrains  his  coward  mind ;      / 
Free  him  from  that,  no  monfter  is  fo  fell, 
Nor  is  fo  fure  a  blood-hound  found  in  hell. 
His  fiiken  fmiles,  his  hypocritic  air, 
His  meek  demeanor,  plaufible  and  fairs 
Are  only  worn  to  pave  fraud's  eafier  way, 
And  make  gull'd  virtue  fall  a  furer  prey. 
Attend  his  church — his  plan  of  dodtrine  view — 
The  preacher  is  a  Chriftian,  dull,  but  true  ; 
But  when  the  hallow'd  hour  of  preaching's  o'er, 
2'hat  plan  of  doctrine's  never  thought  of  more; 
thrift  is  laid  by  negleded  on  the  flielf, 
And  the  vile  prielt  is  gofpel  to  himfelf. 

By  Cleland  tutor'd,  and  with  Blacow  bred, 
(Blacow,  whom  by  a  brave  refentment  led, 
Oxford,  if  Oxford  had  not  funk  in  fame, 
Ere  this,  had  damn'd  to  everlafting  fhame) 
Their  fteps  he  follows,  and  their  crimes  partakes, 
To  virtue  loft,  to  vice  alone  he  wakes, 
Moft  lufcioufly  declaims  'gainft  lufcious  themes, 
And,  whilit  he  rails  at  blafphemy,  blafphemes. 

Are  thefe  the  arts,  which  policy  fuppiies,  [rife  ? 
Are  thefe  the  fteps,  by  which  grave  churchmen 
Forbid  it,  Heav'n  ;  or,  fhould  it  turn  out  fo, 
Let  me  and  mine  continue  mean  and  low. 
Such  be  their  arts,  whom  intereft  controulsj 
Kidgell  and  I  have  free  and  honeft  fouls. 


We  fcorn  preferment  which  Is  galn'd  by  fin ; 
And    will,    though   poor   without,    have    peace 
within. 

THE  DUELLIST. 

IN  THREE   BOOKS. 

BOOK  I. 

THE  clock  (truck  twelve,  o'er  half  the  globe 
Darknefs  had  fpread  her  pitchy  robe ; 
Morpheus,  his  feet  with  velvet  fhod, 
Treading  as  if  in  fear  he  trod, 
Gentle  as  dews  at  even  tide, 
Diftill'd  his  poppies  far  and  wide. 

Ambition,  who,  when  waking  dreams 
Of  mighty,  but  fantaftic  fchemes, 
Who,  when  aflaep,  ne'er  knows  that  reft 
With  which  the  humbler  foul  is  bleft, 
Was  building  caftlss  in  the  air, 
Goodly  to  look  upon  and  fair, 
But,  on  a  bad  foundation  laid, 
Doom'd  at  return  of  morn  to  fade. 

Pale  ftudy  by  the  taper's  light, 
Wearing  away  the  watch  of  night, 
Sat  reading ;  but  with  o'ercharg'd  head, 
Remember'd  nothing  that  he  read. 

Starving  'inidft  plenty,  with  a  face 
Which  might  the  court  of  famine  grace. 
Ragged,  and  filthy  to  behold, 
Gray  avarice  nodded  o'er  his  gold. 

Jealoufy,  his  quick  eye  half-clos'd, 
With  watchings  worn,  reludtant  doz'd, 
And  mean  diftruft  not  quite  forgot, 
Slumber'd,  as  if  he  flumber'd  not, 

Stretch'd  at  his  length  on  the  bare  ground, 
His  hardy  offspring  fleeping  round, 
Snor'd  reftlejs  labour  ;  by  his  fide 
Lay  heafch,  a  coarfe,  but  comely  bride. 

Virtue,  without,  the  doctor's  aid, 
In  the  foft  arms  of  fleep  was  laid, 
Whilft  vice,  within  the  guilty  breaft, 
Could  not  be  phyuVd  into  reft, 

Thou  bloody  man .'  whofe  ruffian  knife 
Is  drawn  againft  thy  neighbour's  life, 
And  never  fcruples  to  defcend 
Into  the  bofom  of  a  friend, 
A  firm,  faft  friend,  by  vice  allied, 
And  to  ihyfecret  fervice  tied, 
In  whom  ten  murders  breed  no  awe, 
If  properly  fecur'd  from  law. 
Thou  manofluji  !  whom  paffion  fires 
To  fouleft  deeds,  whofe  hot  defires 
O'er  honert  bars  with  eafe  make  way, 
Whilft  idiot  beauty  falls  a  prey, 
And  to  indulge  thy  brutal  flame, 
A  Lucrece  muft  be  brought  to  fhame ; 
Who  doft,  a  brave,  bold  finner,  bear 
Rank  inceft  to  the  open  air, 
And  rapes,  full  blown  upon  thy  crown, 
Enongh  to  weigh  a  nation  down. 
Tboufimular  of  ivftl   vain  man, 
Whofe  reftlefs  thoughts  ftill  form  the  plan 
Of  guilt,  which  wither'd  to  the  root, 
Thy  lifelefs  nerves  can't  execute, 
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Whilft  in  thy  marrowlefs  dry  bones, 
Defire  without  enjoyment  groans. 
Thou  perjured  wretch .'  whom  falfehood  clothes 
E'en  like  a  garment ;  who  with  oaths 
Duft  trifle,  as  with  brokers,  meant 
Toferve  thy  ev'ry  vile  intent, 
In  the  day's  broad  and  fearching  eye 
Making  God  witnefs  to  a  lie, 
Blafpheming  Heav'n  and  earth  for  pelf, 
And  hanging  friends  to  fave  thyfelf. 
Thou  fan  of  chance  '   whofe  glorious  foul 
On  the  four  aces  doom'd  to  roll, 
Was  never  yet  with  honour  caught, 
Nor  en  poor  virtue  loft  one  thought; 
Who  doft  thy  wife,  thy  children  fet, 
Thy  all,  upon  a  fingle  bet, 
Rifking,  the  defp'rate  flake  to  try, 
Here  and  hereafter  on  a  die  ; 
Who  on  thy  own  private  fortune  loft, 
Doft  game  on  at  thy  country's  coft, 
And,  grown  expert  in  fharping  rules, 
Firft  fool'd  thyfelf,  now  prey 'ft  on  fools. 
Thou  noble  gamefitr,  whofe  high  place 
Gives  too  much  credit  to  difgrace ; 
Who,  with  the  motion  of  a  die, 
Doft  make  a  mighty  ifland  fly, 
The  fums,  I  mean,  of  good  French  gold 
For  which  a  mighty  ifland  fold ; 
Who  doft  betray  intelligence^ 
Abufe  the  dearejl  confidcnctt 
And,  private  fortune  to  create, 
Moft  falfely  pfay  the  game  of  ftate ; 
Who  doft  within  the  Alley  fport 
Sums,  which  might  beggar  a  whole  court, 
And  make  us  bankrupts  all,  if  care 
With  good  Earl  Talbot,  was  not  there. 
Thou  daring  infidel .'  whom  pride 
And  fin  have  drawn  from  reafon's  fide; 
Who  fearing  his  avengeful  rod, 
Doft  wifh  not  to  believe  a  God ; 
Whofe  hope  is  founded  on  a  plan, 
Which  fhould  diftra&  the  foul  of  man, 
And  make  him  curfe  his  abject  birth ; 
Whofe  hope  is,  once  return'd  to  earth, 
There  to  lie  down  for  worms  a  feaft, 
To  rot  and  perifh  like  a  beaft 
Who  doft,  of  punifhment  afraid, 
And  by  thy  crimes  a  coward  made, 
To  ev'ry  gen'rous  foul  a  curfe, 
Than  hell  and  all  her  torments  worfe, 
When  crawling  to  thy  latter  end, 
Call  on  deftruction  as  a  friend, 
Choofing  to  crumble  into  duft 
Rather  than  rife,  though  rife  you  rauft. 
Thou  hypocrite  !  who  doft  profane, 
And  take  the  patriot's  name  in  vain, 
Then  moft  thy  country's  foe,  when  moft 
Of  love  and  loyalty  you  boaft ; 
Who  for  the  filthy  love  of  gold, 
Thy  friend,  thy  king,  thy  God  haft  fold, 
And,  mocking  the  juft  claim  of  hell, 
Were  bidders  found,  thyfelf  would  fell. 
Te  vilttans .'  of  whatever  name, 
"Whatever  rank,  to  whom  the  claim 
Of  hell  is  certain,  on  whofe  lids 
That  worm  which  never  dies,  forbids 
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Sweet  fleep  to  fall,  come  and 
Whilft  envy  makes  your  blood  run  cold, 
Behold^  by  pitilefs  confcience  led, 
So  juftice  wills,  that  holy  bed, 
.Where  peace  her  full  dominion  keeps?, 
And  innocence  with  Holland  fleeps. 

Bid  terror,  porting  on  the  wind, 
Affray  the  fpirits  of  mankind, 
Bid  earthquakes  heaving  for  a  vent, 
Rive  their  concealing  continent, 
And,  forcing  an  untimely  birth 
Through  the  vaft  bowels  of  the  earth,- 
Endeavour  in  her  monftrous  womb 
At  once  all  nature  to  entomb ; 
Bid  all  that's  horrible  and  dire, 
All  that  man  hates  and  fears,  confpire 
To  make  night  hideous,  as  they  can  ; 
Still  is  thy  fleep,  thou  virtuous  man, 
Pure  as  the  thoughts,  which  in  thy  breaft 
Inhabit,  and  infure  thy  reft; 
Still  fhall  thy  Ayliff,  taught,  though  late,  ^ 
Thy  friendly  juftice  in  his  fate, 
Turn'd  to  a  guardian  angel,  fpread 
Sweet  dreams  of  comfort  round  thy  head. 

Dark  as  the  night,  by  fate  decreed 
For  the  contrivance  of  a  deed 
More  black  than  common,  which  might  make 
This  land  from  her  foundations  fliake, 
Might  tear  up  freedom  from  the  root, 
Deftroy  a  Wilkes,  and  fix  a  Bute. 

Deep  horror  held  her  wide  domain  ; 
The  iky  in  fullen  drops  of  rain 
Forewept  the  morn,  and  through  the  air, 
Which,  op'ning,  laid  its  bofom  bare, 
Loud  thunders  roll'd,  and  lightning  ftream'd; 
The  owl  at  freedom's  window  fcream'd, 
The  fcreech  owl,  prophet  dire,  whofe  breath 
Brings  ficknefs,  and  whofe  note  is  death  ; 
The  church-yard  teem'd,  and  from  the  t0mbj 
All  fad  and  iilent,  through  the  gloom, 
The  ghofts  of  men,  in  former/ times 
Whofe  public  virtues  were  their  crimes, 
Indignant  ftalk'd ;  forrow  and  rage 
Blank'd  their  pale  cheek ;  in  his  own  age 
The  prop  of  freedom,  Hampden  there 
Felt  after  death  the  gen'rous  care  ; 
Sidney  by  grief  from  heav'n  was  kept, 
And  for  his  brother  patriot  wept ; 
All  friends  of  liberty,  when  fate 
Prepar'd  to  fiiorten  Wi'kes's  date, 
Heav'd,  deeply  hurt,  the  heart-felt  groaty 
And  knew  that  wound  to  be  their  own. 

Hail,  LIBERTY  !  a  glorious  word, 
In  other  countries  fcarcely  heard, 
Or  heard  but  as  a  thing  of  courfe, 
Without  or  energy  or  force ; 
Here  felt,  enjoy  'd,  ador'd,  fhe  fpringa, 
Far,  far  beyond  the  reach  of  kings, 
Frefh.  blooming  from  our  mother  earth  ; 
With  pride  and  joy  fhe  owns  her  birth 
Deriv'd  from  UP,  and  in  return 
Bids  in  our  breads  her  genius  burn  ; 
Bids  us  with  all  thofe  bleflings  live 
Which  liberty  alone  can  give, 
Or  nobly  with  that  fpirit  nobly  die, 
Which  makes  death  more  than  victory. 


POEMS. 


Hail  thofe  old  patriots,  on  whofe  tongue 
I*erfua{ion  in  the  fenatc  hung, 
Whilft  they  the  facred  caufe  maintain'd  ! 
Hail  thofe  old  chiefs,  to  honour  train'd, 
Who  fpread,  when  other  methods  fail'd, 
War's  Moody  banner,  and  prevail'd  ! 
Shall  men  like  thefe  unmention'd  fleep 
Promifcuous  with  the  common  heap, 
And  (gratitude  forbid  the  crime) 
Be  carried  down  the  ftream  of  time 
In  fhoals,  unnotic'd  and  forgot, 
On  Lethe's  ftream,  like  flags,  to  rot  ? 
No — they  {hall  live,  and  each  fair  name, 
Recorded  in  the  book  of  fame, 
Founded  on  honour's  bafis,  faft 
As  the  round  earth  to  ages  laft. 
Some  virtues  vaniih  with  our  breath, 
Virtue  like  this  lives  after  death. 
Old  Time  himfelf,  his  fcythe  thrown  by, 
Himfelf  loft  in  eternity, 
An  everlafting  crown  mall  twine 
To  make  a  Wilkes  and  Sidney  join. 

But  (hould  fome  flave-got  villain  dare 
Chains  for  his  country  to  prepare, 
And,  by  his  birth  to  flav'ry  broke, 
Make  her  to  feel  the  galling  yoke, 
May  he  be  evermore  accurs'd, 
Amongft  bad  men  be  rank'd  the  worft; 
May  he  be  ftill  himfelf,  and  ftill 
(Bo  on  in  vice,  and  perfect  ill ; 
May  his  broad  crimes  each  day  increafe, 
'Till  he  can't  live,  nor  die  in  peace  ; 
May  he  be  plung'd  fo  deep  in  (hame 
That  Satan  mayn't  endure  his  name, 
And  hear,  fcarce  crawling  on  the  earth, 
His  children  curfe  him  for  their  birch; 
May  liberty,  beyond  the  grave, 
Ordain  him  to  be  ftill  a  Have, 
Grant  him  what  here  he  moil  Requires, 
And  damn  him  with  his  own  dcfires  1 

But  (hould  fome  villain,  in  fupport 
And  zeal  for  a  defpairing  court, 
Placing  in  craft  his  confidence, 
And  making  honour  a  pretence 
To  do  a  deed  of  deepeft  (hame, 
Whilft  filthy  lucre  is  his  aim  ; 
Should  fuch  a  wretch,  with  fword  or  knife, 
Contrive  to  pradife  'gainft  the  life 
Of  one,  who  honour'd  threugh  the  land, 
For  freedom  made  a  glorious  ftand  ; 
Whofe  chief,  perhaps  his  only  crime, 
Is  (if  plain  truth  at  fuch  a  time 
May  dare  her  fentiments  to  tell) 
That  he  his  country  loves  too  well ; 
May  he — but  words  are  all  too  weak 

The  feelings  of  my  heart  to  fpeak 

May  he — O  for  a  noble  curfe 
Which  might  his  very  marrow  pierce— 
The  general  contempt  engage, 
And  be  the  Martin  of  his  age. 

BOOK  II, 

DEEP  in  the  bofom  of  a  wood, 
gut  of  the  road,  a  temple  ilood^ 


Ancient,  and  much  the  worfe  for  wear, 
Iccall'd  aloud  for  quick  repair, 
Arid,  tottering  from  fide  to  fide, 
Menac'd  deftruclion  far  and  wide, 
Nor  able  feero'd,  unlefs  made  ftronger, 
To  hold  out  four  or  five  years  longer. 
Four  hundred  pillars,  from  the  ground 
Riling  in  order,  mojl  unfound, 
Some  rotten  to  the  heart  aloof, 
Seem'd  to  fupport  the  tott'ring  roof, 
But  to  infpe&ion  nearer  laid, 
Inftead  of  giving  xvanted  aid. 

The  ftrudture,  rare  and  curious,  madtt 
By  men  moft  famous  in  their  trade, 
A  work  of  years,  admir'd  by  all, 
Was  fuffer'd  into  duft  to  fall ; 
Or,  juft  to  make  it  hang  together, 
And  keep  off  the  effects  of  weather, 
Was  patch'd  and  pafbh'd  from  time  to  time 
By  wretches,  whom  it  were  a  crime, 
A  crime,  which  art  would  treafon  hold, 
To  mention  with  thofe  names  of  old. 

Builders,  who  had  the  pile  furvey'd, 
And  thofe  not  Flitcroftt  *  in  their  trade. 
Doubted  (the  wife  hand  in  a  doubt 
Merely  fometimes  to  hand  her  out) 
Whether  (like  churches  in  a  brief, 
Taught  wifely  to  obtain  relief 
Through  Chancery,  who  gives  her  fee* 
To  this  and  other  charities) 
It  mufl  not,  in  all  parts  unfound, 
Be  ripp'd,  and  pull'd  down  to  the  ground ; 
Whether  (though  after-ages  ne'er 
Shall  raife  a  building  to  compare) 
Art,  if  they  fliould  their  art  employ, 
Meant  to  preferve,  might  not  deftroy: 
As  human  bodies,  worn  away, 
Batter'd  and  hafting  to  decay, 
Bidding  the  pow'r  of  art  defpair, 
Cannot  thofe  very  medicines  bear, 
Wnich,  and  which  only  can  reftore, 
And  make  them  healthy  as  before. 

To  LIBERTY,  whofe  gracious fmile 
Shed  peace  and  plenty  o'er  the  ifle, 
Our  grateful  anceftors,  her  plain 
But  faithful  children,  rais'd  this  fane. 

Full  in  the  front,  ftretch'd  out  in  length. 
Where  nature  put  forth  all  her  ftrength 
In  fpring  eternal,  lay  a  plain, 
Where  our  brave  fathers  us'd  to  train 
Their  fons  to  arms,  to. teach  the  art 
Of  war,  and  fteel  the  infant  heart. 
Labour,  their  hardy  nurfe,  when  young, 
Their  joints  had  knit,  their  nerves  had  ftrung; 
Abftinence,  foe  declar'd  to  death, 
Had,  from  the  time  they  firft  drew  breath, 
The  beft  of  doctors,  with  plain  food, 
Kept  pure  the  channel  of  their  blood;    » 
Health  in  their  cheeks  bade  colour  rife, 
And  glory  fparkled  in  her  eyes. 

The  instruments  of  hufbandry, 
As  in  contempt,  were  all  thrown  by, 

*   Henry  Ftitcroft  ivas  the  arc&iteff  of  Si.  Giles' 
JK  the  fields,  St.  Qlhet  Sw&wart,  fcfo 
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And,  flattering  a  manly  pride, 

War's  keener  tools  their  place  fupplied. 

Their  arrows  to  the  head  th'ey  drew, 

Swift  to  the  point  their  javelins  flew ; 

They  grafp'd  the  fword,  they  {hook  the  fpear ; 

Their  fathers  felt  a  pleafing  fear ; 

And  even  courage,  Handing  by, 

Scarcely  beheld  with  fteady  eye. 

Each  flripling,  leffon'd  by  his  lire, 

Knew  when  to  clofe,  when  to  retire, 

"When  near  at  hand,  when  from  afar 

To  fight,  and  was  himfelf  a  war. 

Their  wives,  their  mothers  all  around,  . 
Carelefs  of  order,  on  the  ground, 
Breath'd  forth  to  Heav'n  the  pious  vow, 
And  for  a  fon's  or  hufband's  brow, 
With  eager  fingers  laurel  wove ; 
Laurel,  which  in  the  facred  grove, 
Planted  by  LIBERTY,  they  find, 
The  brows  of  conquerors  to  bind, 
To  give  them  pride  and  fpirits,  fit 
To  make  a  world  in  arms  fubmit. 

What  raptures  did  the  bofom  fire 
Of  the  young,  rugged,  peafant  fire, 
When  from  the  toil  of  mimic  fight, 
Returning  with  return  of  night, 
He  faw  his  babe  refign  the  breaft, 
And,  fmiling,  ftroke  thofe  arms  in  jeft, 
With  which  hereafter  he  fhall  make 
The  proudeft  heart  in  Gallia  quake ! 

Gods  !  with  what  joy,  what  honeft  pride, 
Did  each  fond,  wifhing,  ruftic  bride 
Behold  her  manly  fwain  return ! 
How  did  her  love-fick  bofom  burn, 
Though  on  parades  he  was  not  bred, 
Nor  wore  the  livery  of  red, 
When,  pleafure  height'ning  all  her  charms, 
She  flrain'd  her  warrior  in  her  arms, 
And  begg'd,  whiift  love  and  glory  fire, 
A  fon,  a  fon  jufl  like  his  fire  ! 

Such  were  the  men  in  former  times, 
Ere  luxury  had  made  our  crimes 
Our  bitter  punifhment,  who  bore 
Their  terrors  to  a  foreign  fliore ; 
Such  were  the  men,  who  free  from  dread, 
By  Edwards  and  by  Henries  led, 
Spread,  like  a  torrent  fwell'd  with  rains, 
O'er  haughty  Gallia's  trembling  plains  ; 
Such  were  the  men,  when  luft  of  pow'r, 
To  work  him  woe,  in  evil  hour 
Debauch'd  the  tyrant  from  thofe  ways 
On  which  a  king  ihould  found  his  praife  ; 
When  ftern  oppreffion,  hand  in  hand 
With  pride,  ftalk'd  proudly  through  the  land ; 
When  weeping  juftice  was  mifled 
From  her  fair  courfe,  and  mercy  dead ; 
Such  were  the  men,  in  virtue  ftrong, 
Who  dar'd  not  fee  their  country's  wrong ; 
Who  left  the  mattock,  and  the  fpade, 
And,  in  the  robes  of  war  array'd, 
In  their  rough  arms,  departing,  took 
Their  helplcfo  babes,  and  with  a  look 
Stern  and  detcrmin'd,  fwore  to  fee 
Thpfe  babes  no  more,  or  fee  them  free ; 
Such  were  the  men  whom  tyrant  pride 
Could  never  fasten  to  his  fide " 


By  threats  or  bribes ;  who,  freemen  born, 

Chains,  though  of  gold,  beheld  with  fcornj 

Who,  free  from  ev'ry  fervile  awe, 

Could  never  be  divorc'd  from  law, 

From  that  broad  gen'ral  law,  which  fenfc 

Made  for  the  general  defence ; 

Could  never  yield  to  partial  ties 

Which  from  dependent  ftations  rife ; 

Could  never  be  toflav'ry  led, 

For  property  was  at  their  head; 

Such  were  the  men  in  days  of  yore, 

Who,  call'd  by  liberty,  before 

Her  temple  on  the  (acred  green, 

In  martial  paftimes  oft  were  feen — 

Now  feen  no  longer — in  their  ftead, 

To  lazinefs  and  vermin  bred, 

A  race  who,  ftrangers  to  the  caufe 

Of  freedom,  live  by  other  laws, 

On  other  motives  fight,  a  prey 

To  intereft,  and  flaves  for  pay. 

Valour,  how  glorious  on  a  plan 

Of  honour  founded,  leads  their  van ; 

Difcretion,  free  from  taint  of  fear, 

Cool,  but  refolv'd,  brings  up  their  rear, 

Difcretion,  valour's  better  half ; 

Dependence  holds  the  gen'ral's  ftaff. 

In  plain  and  home-fpun  garb  array'ds 
Not  for  vain  fiiow,  but  fervice  made, 
In  a  green  flourifhing  old  age, 
Nor  damn'd  yet  with  an  equipage, 
In  rules  of.  porterage  untaught, 
Simplicity,  not  worth  a  groat, 
For  years  had  kept  the  temple  door; 
Full  on  his  breaft  a  glafs  he  wore, 
Through  which  his  bofom  open  lay 
To  ev'ry  on,e  that  pafs'd  that  way. 
Now  turn'd  adrift-~-with  humbler  face" 
But  prouder  heart,  his  vacant  place 
Corruption  fills,  and  bears  the  key ; 
No  entrance  now  without  a  fee. 

With  belly  round,  and  fully  fat  face, 
Which  on  the  houfe  reflected  grace, 
Full  of  good  fare,  and  honeft  glee, 
Thejit^tvard  hofpitaiity, 
Old  welcome  fmUing  by  his  fide, 
A  good  old  fervant,  often  tried, 
And  faithful  found,  who  kept  in  view 
His  lady's  fame  and  int'reft  too, 
Who  made  each  heart  with  joy  rebound, 
Yet  never  run  her  ftate  a-ground, 
Was  turn'd  off,  or  (which  word  I  find 
Is  more  in  modern  ufe)  reftgtid. 

Half-ftarv'd,  half-ftarving  others,  bred 
In  beggary,  with  carrion  fed, 
Detefted,  and  detefting  all, 
Made  up  of  avarice  and  gall, 
Boafting  great  thrift,  yet  wailing  more 
Than  ever  fteward  did  before, 
Succeeding  onet  who,  to  engage 
The  praife  of  an  exhaufted  age, 
Affum'd  a  name  of  high  degree, 
And  call'd  himfelf  economy. 

Within  the  temple,  full  in  fight, 
Where,  without  ceaiing,  day  and  night, 
The  workmen  toil'd,  where  labour  har'ti 
H;s  brawny  arm,  where  art  prepar''d3 
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In  regular  and  even  rows, 

Her  types,  a  printing-prcfs  arofe; 

Each  workman  knew  his  talk,  and  each 

Was  h on  eft  and  expert  as  Leach. 

Hence  learning  ftruck  a  deeper  root, 
And  fcience  brought  forth  riper  fruit ; 
Hence  loyalty  receiv'd  fupport, 
Even  when  banifhM  from  the  court ; 
Hence  government  gain'd  ftrength,  and  lence 
Religion  fought,  and  found  defence  ; 
Hence  England's  faired  fame  arofe, 
And  liberty  fubdu'd  her  foes. 

On  a  low,  fimple,  turf-made  throne 
Rais'd  by  allegiance,  fcarcely  known 
From  her  attendants,  glad  to  be 
Pattern  of  that  equality 
She  wifh'd  to  all,  fo  far  as  cou'd 
Safely  confift  with  focial  good, 
The  goddefs  fat ;  around  her  head 
A  cheerful  radiance  glory  fpread ; 
Courage,  a  youth  of  royal  race, 
Lovelily  ftcrn,  pcffefs'd  a  place 
On  her  left-hand,  and  on  her  right 
Sat  honour,  cloth'd  with  robes  of  light; 
Before  her  Magna  Charta  lay, 
Which  fome  great  lawyer,  of  his  day 
The  Pratt,  was  offic'd  to  explain, 
And  make  the  bafis  of  her  reign  ; 
Peace,  crown'd  with  olive,  to  her  breaft 
Two  fmiling  twin-born  infants  preft 
At  her  feet  couching,  war  was  laid, 
And  with  a  brindled  lion  play'd  ; 
Juftice  and  mercy,  hand  in  hand, 
Joint  guardians  of  the  happy  land, 
Together  held  their  mighty  charge, 
And  truth  walk'U  all  about  at  large ; 
Health  for  the  royal  troop  the  feaft 
Prepared,  and  virtue  was  high-prieft. 

Such  was  the  fame  our  goddefs  bore, 
Her  temple  fuch  in  days  of  yore. 
What  changes  ruthlefs  time  prefents  ! 
Behold  her  ruin'd  battlements, 
Her  walls  decay'd,  her  nodding  fpires, 
Her  altars  broke,  her  dying  fires, 
Her  nan.e  defpis'd,  her  priefts  deftroy'd, 
Her  friends  difgrac'd,  her  foes  employ'd, 
Jftrfelf(bj  minijlerial  arts 
Depriv'd  e'en  of  the  people's  hearts, 
Whilft  they,  to  work  her  furer  woe, 
Feign  her  to  monarchy  a  foe) 
Exil'd  by  grief,  fcU-doom'd  to  dwell 
With  fome  poor  hermir  in  a  cell, 
Or,  that  retirement  tedious  grown, 
If  fhe  walks  forth,  fhe  walks  unkno-uint 
Hooted  and  p-  irued  at  with  fcorn, 
As  one  in  fome  ftrange  country  horn. 

Behold  a  rude  and  ruffian  race, 
A  band  of  fpoilers,  feize  her  place  ; 
With  loi-ka,  which  might  the  heart  dif-feat, 
And  make  life  found  a  quick  retreat, 
To  rapine  from  the  cratik.  bred, 
A. Crunch,  old  bloou  bound  at  their  head, 
Who    free  iron*  virtue  a:id  from  awe, 
Knew  ii'ine  out  th-  b<u'  >,M"r  •  >{  Uivv, 
They  n.v'd  at  I  rj»»;*( ^  •         his  bread 
Mark'u  with  \\gnlv--  \  coni'eft. 


Controulment  waited  on  their  nod, 
High-wielding  perfecucion's  rod ; 
Confufion  follow'd  at  their  heels, 
And  a  caftjlalefman  held  the  feals, 
Thofe  feals,  for  which  he  dear  fh-dl  pay, 
When  awful  juftice  takes  her  day. 

The  printers  faw — they  faw  and  fled— 
Science  declining,  hung  her  head, 
Property  in  defpair  appear'd, 
And  for  herfelf  deftruction  fear'd  ; 
Whilft  under  foot  the  rude  flavcs  trod 
The  works  of  men,  and  word  of  God  ; 
Whilft,  clofe  behind,  on  many  a  book, 
In  which  he  never  deigns  to  look, 
Which  he  did  not,  nay — could  not  read, 
A  bold,  bad  man  (by  pow'r  decreed 
For  that  bad  end,  who  in  the  dark 
Scorn'd  to  do  mifchief)  fet  his  mark 
In  the  full  day,  the  mark  of  hell, 
And  on  the  gofpel  ftnmp'd  an  L. 

Liberty  fled,  her  friends  withdrew, 
Her  friends,  a  faithful,  chofen  few; 
Honour  in  grief  threw  up,  and  fhame, 
Clothing  herfelf  with  honour's  name, 
Ufurp'd  his  ftation  ;  on  the  throne 
Which  liberty  oncfc  call'd  her  own, 
(Gods,  that  fuch  mighty  ills  fhould  fpring 
Under  fo  great,  fo  good  a  king, 
So  lov'd,  Ib  loving,  through  the  arts 
Of  ftatefmen  curs'd  with  wicked  hearts) ! 
For  ev'ry  darker  purpofe  fit, 
Behold  in  triumph  ftatc-craft  fit. 

BOOK  HI. 

AH  me  !  what  mighty  perils  wait 
The  man  who  meddles  with  a  ftate, 
Whether  to  ftrengthen,  or  oppofe ! 
Falfe  are  his  friends,  and  firm  his  foe». 
How  muft  his  foul,  once  ventur'd  in, 
Plunge  blindly  on  from  fin  to  fin  ! 
What  toils  he  fuffers,  what  difgrace, 
To  get,  and  then  to  keep  a  place  ! 
How  often,  whether  wrong  or  right, 
Muft  he  in  jeft  or  earneft  fight, 
Riiking  for  thofe  both  life  and  limb, 
Who  Would  not  rifk  one  groat  for  him! 

Under  the  temple  lay  a  cave, 
Made  by  fome  guilty,  coward  flave, 
Whofe  adlions  fear'd  rebuke,  a  maze 
Of  intricate  and  winding  ways, 
Not  to  be  found  without  a  clue ; 
One  paffage  only,  known  to  few, 
In  paths  direct  led  to  a  cell, 
Where  fraud  in  fecret  lov'cl  to  dwell, 
With  all  her  tools  and  flaves  about  her, 
Nor  fear'd  left  honefty  fhould  rout  her. 

In  a  dark  corner,  fhunning  fight 
Of  man,  and  fhrinking  from  the  light, 
One  dull,  dim  taper  through  the  cell 
Glimm'ring,  to  make  more  horrible 
The  face  of  darknefs,  fhe  prepares, 
Working  unfeen,  all  kinds  of  fnares, 
With  cMrious,  but  deftruclive  art : 

through  the  eye  to  catch  the  heart.; 
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their  tinfel  beams  afford, 
Neat  artifice  to  trap  a  lord ; 
Tltrc,  fit  for  all  wham  folly  bred, 
Wave  plumes  otfeathe'-s  for  the  head  ; 
Garters  thr  hag  contrives  to  make, 
Which,  as  it  feems,  a  babe  might  break, 
But  which  ambitious  madmen  feel 
More  firm  and  fure  than  chains  of  fteel ; 
Which,  ilipp'd  juft  underneath  the  knee, 
Forbid  a  freeman  to  be  free ; 
JPurfes  (he  knew  (did  ever  curfe 
Travel  more  fure  than  in  a  purfe)  ? 
Which,  by  fome  ftrange  and  magic  bauds 
JEnflave  the 'foul,  and  tie  the  hands. 

Here  fiatt'ry,  eldeft-born  of  guile, 
Weaves  with  rare  Ikill  the  filken  fmile. 
The  courtly  cringe,  the  fupple  bow, 
The  private  fqueezc,  the  levee  vow, 
With  which,  no  ftrange  or  recent  cafe, 
Fools  in  deceive  fools  outof  place. 

Corruption  (who,  in  former  times, 
Through  fear  or  fhame  conceal'd  her  crimes, 
And  what  fhe'did,  contriv'd  to  do  it 
So  that  the  public  might  not  view  it) 
Prefumptuous  grown,  unfit  was  heid 
For  their  dark  councils,  and  erpell'd, 
Since  in  the  day  her  bufinefs  might 
Be  done  as  fafe  as  in  the  night. 

Her  eye  down-bending  to  the  ground, 
Planning  fome  dark  and  deadly  wound, 
Holding  a  dagger,  on  which  ftood, 
All  frefh  and  reeking,  drop*  of  blood, 
Bearing  a  lanihorn,  which  of  yore, 
By  treafon  borrow'd,  Guy  Faivkes  bore, 
By  which,  fince  they  improv'd  in  trade, 
£\ti/'emen  have  their  lanthorns  made, 
Afiafiination,  her  whole  mind 
Blood-thirfling,  on  her  arm  reclin'd. 
Death,  grinning,  at  her  elbow  ftood, 
And  held  forth  inftruments  of  blood, 
Vile  inftruments,  which  cowards  choofe, 
But  men  of  honour  dare'not  ufe  ; 
Around  his  lordlhip  and  his  grace, 
Both  qualified  for  fuch  a  place, 
With  many  a  Forbes  *,  and  many  a  Dun  f, 
Bach  a  refolv'd,  and  pious  fon, 
Wait  her  high  bidding  ;  each  prepar'd, 
As  fhe  around  her  orders  fhar'd, 
Proof  'gainft  remorfe,  to  run  to  fly, 
And  bid  the  deftin'd  vi&im  die, 
Pofting  on  villainy's  black  wing, 
Whether  he  patriot  is,  or  king. 

Oppreffion,  willing  to  appear 
An  objccft  of  our  love,  not  fear, 
Or  at  the  moft  a  rev 'rend  awe 
To  breed,  ufurp'd  the  garb  of  law. 
A  book  fhe  held,  on  which  her  eyes 
Were  deeply  fix'd.  whence  feemto  rife 
Joy  in  her  breaft ;  a  book,  of  might 
Moft  wonderful,  which  black  to  white 
Could  turn,  and  without  help  of  laws, 
Could  make  the  worfe  the  better  caufe. 


A  Scotch  officer  ii-hc  challenged  Mr.  Willet. 
A  poor  lunatic,  ivho  -was  charged  Wlib  an  iflftn- 
ajoflatttte  JMLr. 


She  read,  by  flatt'ring  hopes  deceived, 

She  wifh'd,  and  what  fhe  wifh'd,  believ*<J» 

To  make  that  book  for  ever  ftand 

The  rule  of  wrong  through  all  the  land  ; 

On  the  back,  fair  and  worthy  note, 

At  large  vtas  Magna  Charta  wrote, 

But  turn  your  eye  within,  and  read,    • 

A.  bitter  lefibn,  Norton's  creed. 

Rea'iy,  e'en  with  a  look,  to  run, 

Faft  as>  the  courfers  of  the  fun, 

To  worry  virtue,  at  her  hand 

Two  half-ftarv'd  greyhounds  took  their  ftancU 

A  curious  model,  cut  in  wood, 

Of  a  moil  ancient  caftle  ftood 

Full  in  her  view  ;  the  gates  were  barr'd, 

And  foldiers  on  the  watch  kept  guard  j 

In  the  front,  openly,  in  black 

Was  wrote,  "  the  Tow'r  ;"  but  on  the  back, 

Mark'd  withi  fccretary's  feal, 

In  bloody  letters,  "  the  Baftille.'1 

Around  a  table,  fully  bent 
On  mifchief  of  moft  black  intent 
Deeply  determin'd,  that  their  reign 
Might  longer  laft,  to  work  the  bane 
Of  one  firm  patriot,  whofe  heart,  tied 
To  honour,  all  their  pow'r  defied, 
And  brought  thofe  actions  into  light 
They  wifh'd  to  have  conceal'd  in  night, 
Begot,  born,  bred  to  infamy, 
A  privy-council  fat  of  three  ; 
Great  were  their  names,  of  high  repute 
And  favour  through  the  land  of  Bute. 

The  firft  (entitled  to  the  place 
Of  honour  both  by  gown  and  grace, 
Who  never  let  occafion  flip 
To  take  right-hand  of  fellowfhip, 
And  was  fo  proud,  that  fhou'd  he  meet 
The  twelve  apoftles  in  the  ftreet, 
He'd  turn  his  nofe  up  at  them  all, 
And  fhove  his  Saviour  from  the  wall ; 
Who  was  fo  mean  [meannefs  and  p»  ide 
Still  go  together  fide  by  fide) 
That  he  would  cringe,  and  creep,  be  civilt 
And  hold  a  ftirrup  for  the  devil, 
If  in  a  journey  to  his  mind, 
He'd  let  him  mount  an  I  ride  behind  ; 
Who  bafely  favyn'd  through  all  his  life, 
forfatrons  firit,  then  for  a  ivife ; 
Wrote  dedications  which  muft  make 
The  heart  of  cv'ry  Chriftian  quake  ; 
Made  one  man  equal  to,  or  more 
Than  God,  then  left  him,  as  before 
His  God  he  left,  and  drawn  by  pride, 
Shifted  about  to  t'  other  fide) 
Was  by  his  fire  a  parfon  made, 
Merely  to  give  the  boy  a  trade  ; 
But  he  himfelf  was  thereto  drawn 
By  fome  faint  omens  of  the  lawn, 
And  on  the  truly  Chriftian  plan 
To  make  himfelf  a  gentleman, 
A  title,  in  which  form  array'd  him,  [him. 

Though  fate  ne'er  thought  on't  when  flie 

The  oaths  he  took,  'tis  very  true, 
But  took  them,  as  all  wife  men  do, 
With  an  intent,  if  things  fhould  turn, 
Rather  to  temporize,  chap  burn. 
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Gofpel  and  loyalty  were  made 
To  ferve  the  puipofea  of  trade  ; 
Religions  are  but  paper  ties, 
Which  bind  the  fool,  hut  which  tbe  wife, 
Such  idle  notions  far  above, 
Draw  on  and  off,  juft  like  a  glove ; 
All  gods,  all  kings   let  his  grea"  aim 
Be  anfwer'd)  were  to  him  tie  lame. 

A  curate  firft,  he  read  and  read. 
And  laid  in,  whilft  he  fhould  have  fed 
The  fouls  of  his  neglected  flock, 
Of  reading  fuch  a  mighty  ft'  ck, 
That  he  o'ercharg'd  the  weary  brain, 
With  more  than  fhe  could  well  contain, 
More  than  Ihe  was  wirh  fpirits  fraught 
To  turn,  and  methodize  to  thought, 
And  which,  like  ill-digeftcd  food, 
To  humours  turn'd,  and  not  to  blood. 
Brought  up  to  London  from  the  plough 
And  pulpit,  how  to  make  a  bow 
He  try'd  to  learn,  he  grew  polite, 
And  was  tbe  poet's  parafite. 
With  wits  converting  'arid  wit*  then 
Were  to  be  found  'mongft  noblemen) 
He  caught,  or  would  have  caught  the  flame, 
And  would  be  nothing,  or  the  fame  ; 
He  drank  with  drunkards,  liv'd  with  finnera, 
Herded  with  infidels  for  dinners  ; 
With  fuch  an  emphafis  and  grace 
Blafphem'd,  that  Potter  kept  not  pace; 
He,  in  the  higheft  reign  of  noon, 
Bawl'd  bawdry  fongs  to  a  pfalm  tune  ; 
Liv'd  with  men  infamous  and  vile, 
Truck'd  his  falvation  for  a  fmile, 
To  catch  their  humour  caught  their  plan, 
And  laugh'd  at  God  to  laugh  with  man ; 
Prais'd  them  when  living  in  each  breath, 
And  damn'd  their  mem'ries  after  death. 

To  prove  his  faith,  which  all  admit 
Is  at  leaft  «qual  to  his  wit, 
And  make  himfelf  a  man  of  note, 
He  in  defence  of  Scripture  wrote; 
So  long  he  wrote,  and  long  about  it, 
That  e'en  believers  'gan  to  doubt  it : 
He  wrote  too  of  the  inward  light, 
Though  no  one  knew  how  he  came  by't, 
And  of  that  influencing  grace, 
Which  in  his  lite  ne'er  found  a  place  : 
He  wrote  too  of  the  Holy  Ghoft, 
Of  whom  no  more  than  doth  a  poft 
He  knew  ;  nor,  fhould  an  angel  fhow  him, 
Would  he  or  know,  or  choofe  to  know  him. 

Next  (for  he  knew  'tvvixt  ev'ry  fcience 
There  was  a  natural  alliance) 
He  wrote,  t'  advance  his  Maker's  praife, 
Comments  on  rhymes,  and  notes  on  plays, 
And  with  an  all-luScient  air 
Plac'd  himfeif  in  the  critic's  chair, 
Ufurp'd  o'er  reafon  full  dominion, 
And  govern 'd  merely  by  opinion. 
At  length  dethron'd,  and  kept  in  awe 
By  one  plain  fimple  man  of  law     , 
He  arm'd  dead  friends  •!-,  to  vengeance  true, 
T'  abufe  the  man  they  never  knew. 

*  Tbomai  Edwards,  Efq.    bee  Cafsont  of  Criilcl 

f  See  Notts  to  Pake* 
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Examine  ft r icily  all  mankind; 
Mo.t  chara<5K-rs  are  mix'd,  we  find  ; 
And  vice  and  virtue  take  their  turn  ', 

In  the  lame  breaft  to  beat  and  burn. 
Our  pried  was  an  exception  here, 
Nor  did  one  fpark  of  grace  appear, 
Not  one  dull,  dim  fpark  in  his  foul  ; 
Vice,  glorious  vice  poffcfs'd  the  whol^, 
And,  in  her  fervice  truly  warm, 
He  was  in  fin  moft  uniform. 

Injurious  fatire,  own  at  leaft 
One  fnivelling  virtue  in  the  prieft,  . 
One  fniveiling  virtue  which  is  plac'd, 
They  fay,  in  or  about  the  waift, 
Call'd  chaftity  ;  the  prudiih  dame 
Knows  it  at  large  by  virtue's  name. 
To  this  his  wife  (and  in  thefe  days 
Wives  feldom  without  reafon  praife) 
Bears  evidence— then  calls  her  child. 
And  fvvears  that   Tom  was  vaftly  wild. 

Ripen'd  by  a  long  courfe  of  years, 
He  great  and  perfect  now  appears. 
In  fhape  fcarce  of  the  human  kind; 
A  man,  without  a  manly  mind  ; 
No  hufband,  though  he's  truly  wed; 
Though  on  his  knees  a  child  is  bred, 
N'»  father;  injur'd,  without  end 
A  foe  ;  and  though  oblig'd,  no  friend; 
A  heart,  which  virtue  ne'er  difgrac'd; 
A  head,  where  learning  runs  to  wafle ; 
A  gentleman  well  bred,  if  breeding 
Refts  in  the  article  of  reading  ; 
A  man  of  this  world,  for  the  next 
Was  ne'er  included  in  his  text ; 
A  judge  of  genius,  though  confeft 
With  not  one  fyark  of  genius  bleft; 
Among;!}  the  firft  of  critics  plac'd, 
i  hough  free  from  ev'ry  tainc  of  tafte ; 
A  Chriftian  without  faith  or  works, 
As  he  would  be  a  Turk  'mongft  Turks  g 
A  great  divine,  as  lords  agree, 
Without  the  lead  divinity  ; 
To  crown  all,  in  declining  age, 
Enflam'd  with  church  and  party  rage, 
Behold  him.-full  and  perfect  quite, 
A  falfe  faint,  and  true  hypocrite. 

Next  fat  a  lawyer,  often  try'd 
In  perilous  extremes;  when  pride 
And  pow'r,  ail  wild  and  trembling,  flood, 
Nor  dar'd  to  tempt  the  raging  flood ; 
I  his  hold,  bad  man  arole   to  view, 
And  gave  his  hand  to  help  thtrm  through, 
Steel'd  'gainft  compaffion,  as  they  paft, 
He  faw  poor  freedom  breathe  her  laft  ; 
He  law  her  ftruggie,  heard  her  groan, 
He  faw  her  helplefs  and  alone, 
Whelm'd  in  that  llorm,  which,  fear'd  and  prais>'4 
By  flaves  lefs  bold,  himfelf  had  r.us'd. 

Brtd  to  the  law,  he  from  the  firft 
Of  all  had  lawyers  wjs  the  worft. 
Perfection  (tor  bad  men  maintain 
In  ill  we  may  perfection  gain) 
In  others  ia  a  work  of  time, 
And  they  creep  on  from  crime  to  crime  ; 
He,  for  a  prodigy  defign'd 
To  fpread  amazement  °'e<p  mankind, 
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Started  full  ripen'd  all  at  once 

A  perfect  knave,  and  perfeft  dunce. 

Who  will  for  him  may  boaft  of  fenfe, 
Hi?  bett'.r  guard  is  impudence. 
His  front,  with  tenfold  plates  of  brafs 
Secur'd,  fhame  never  yet  could  pafs, 
Nor  <>n  fhe  furface  of  his  (kin 
Blufh  for  t-mt  guilt  which  dwelt  within. 
How  often  in  contempt  of  laws, 
To  found  the  bottom  ot  a  caufe, 
To  fearch  out  ev'ry  rotten  part, 
And  worm  into  its  very  heart, 
Hath  he  ta'en  briefs  on  falfe  pretence, 
And  undertaken  the  defence 
Of  trufting  f  ols,  whom  in  the  end 
He  meant  to  ruin,  not  defend  ? 
How  often,  ev'n  in  open  court, 
Hath  the  wretch  made  hU  fhame  his  fport, 
And  laisgh'd  off,  with  a  villain's  eafe, 
Throwing  up  briefs,  and  keeping  fees  ? 
Such  things,  as,  though  to  roguery  bred, 
Had  ftruck  a  little  villain  dead. 

Ciuifes,  whatever  their  import, 
He  undertakes,  to  ferve  a  court ; 
For  he  by  heart  this  rule  had  got, 
Pow'r  can  effect,  what  law  cannot. 

Fools  he  forgives,  but  rogues  he  fears; 
If  genius,  yok  d  wiih  worth,  appears, 
His  weak  foul  fickens  at  the  fight, 
And  ftrivesto  plunge  them  down  in  night. 

So  loud  he  talks,  fa  very  loud, 
He  5«  an  angel  with  the  Crowd, 
Whilfl  he  makes  juftice  hang  her  head, 
And  judges  turn  from  pale  to  red. 

Bid  all  that  nature,  on  a  plan 
Mod  inti    ate,  makes  dear  to  man, 
AH  that  with  grand  and  gtn'ral  ties 
Binds  good  and  bad,  the  fool  and  wife, 
Knock  at  his  heart ;  they  knock  in  vain, 
No  entrance  there  fuch  fuiters  gain. 
Bid  kneeling  kings  forfake  the  throne  ; 
Bid  at  his  feet  his  country  groan  ; 
Bid  liberty  ftretch  out  her  hands; 
Religion  plead  her  Wronger  bands ; 
Bid  parents,  children,  wife,  and  friends ; 
If  they  come  'rhwarthis  private  ends, 
Unmov'd  he  hears  the  gen'ral  call, 
And  bravely  tramples  on  them  all. 
Who  will  for  him  may  cant  and  whine, 
And  let  weak  confcience  with  her  line 
Chalk  out  their  ways ;  fuch  Carving  rules 
Are  only  fit  for  coward  fools, 
Fellows  who  credit  wlsat  priefb  tell, 
And  tremble  at  the  thoughts  of  hell  ; 
His  fpirit  dares  contend  with  grace, 
And  meets  damnation  face  to  face. 

Such  was  our  Jatvyer ;  by  his  iidej 
In  all  bad  qualities  allied, 
In  all  bad  coiu.iels,  fat  a  third, 
By  birth  a  lord.     O  facrtd  word  ! 
O  word  moft  facred,  whence  men  get 
A  privilege  .to  run  in  debt; 
Whence  they  at  large  exemption  claim 
Prom  fatire,  and  her  fervant  fhtime  ; 
Whence  they,  deprived  of  all  her  force, 
Furbid  boid  truth  to  hold  her  courf-e. 


Confult  hi*  perfon,  drefs,  and  air, 
He  icems,  which  ftrangtrs  well  might  fwear, 
The  matter,  or  by  courtefy, 
I  he  captain  of  a  colliery. 
L<  ok  at  his  vifage,  and  agree 
Half-hang'd  he  feems,  juft  from  the  tree 
Efcap'd;  a  rope  may  fbmetimes  break, 
Or  men  be  cut  down  by  mittake. 

He  hath  not  virtue  ^in  the  ichool 
Of  vice  bred  up),  to  live  by  rule, 
N<>r  hath  he  ftnfe  (which  none  can  doubt 
Who  know  the  man)  to  live  without. 
His  life  is  a  continued  fceae 
Of  all  that's  infamous  and  mean  ; 
He  know*  not  change,  unlefs  grown  nice 
And  deli  ate,  from  vice  to  vice  ; 
Nature  defign'd  him,  in  a  rage, 
To  he  the  Wharton  of  rm  age, 
But,  having  giv'n  a'l  rhe  fin, 
Forgot  to  put  the  virtues  in. 
To  run  a  horfe,  to  make  a  match, 
I'o  revel  deep,  to  roar  a  catch, 
To  knock  a  tott':ing  watchman  down, 
To  fweat  a  woman  of  the  town, 
By  fits  to  ktep  the  peace,  or  break  it, 
In  turn  to  givt  a  pox,  or  take  it, 
He  is,  in  faith,  moft  excellent, 
And  in  the  word's  moft  full  intent, 
A  true  choice  fpirit  we  admit; 
With  wits  a  fool,  with  foois  a  wit : 
Hear  him  but  talk,  and  you  would  fwear 
Obfcenity  herfelf  was  there ; 
And  that  profanenefs  had  made  choice, 
By  way  of  trump,  to  ufe  his  v.uce ; 
That,  in  all  mean  and  low  thing:-  great, 
He  had  been  bred  at  Billingfgate ; 
And  that,  afcending  to  the  earth 
Before  the  feafon  ol  his  birth, 
Blafphemy,  making  way  and  room, 
Had  marlc'd  him  in  his  mother's  womb; 
Too  honefl  (for  the  worft  nf  men 
In  forms  are  h»neft  n<»w  and  then) 
N.  t  to  have,  in  the  ufual  way, 
His  bi  Is  fent  in  ;  too  great,  to  pay ; 
Too  proud  to  fpeak  to,  if  he  meets, 
The  hoircft  tradefman  whom  he  cheats; 
Too  infamous  to  have  a  friend, 
Too  bad  for  bad  men  to  commend, 
Or  good  to  name  ;  beneath  whole  weight 
Earth  groans ;  who  hath  been  fparM  by  fate 
Only  to  fhow,  on  mercy'*  pian, 
How  far  and  long  God  bears  with  man. 

Such  were  the  three  who,  mocking  fleep. 
At  midnight  fat,  in  counfel  deep, 
Plotting  deftru<$hon  'gainft  a  head, 
Whofe  wifdohi  could  not  be  milled  ; 
Plotting  deftru&icn   gainft  a  heart, 
Which  ne'er  from  h-  nour  would  depart. 

"  Is  he  not  rarik'd  amongft  oar  foes  ? 
'     Hath  not  his  fpirit  dar'd  <-ppofe 
'    Our  deareft  meafures,  made  our  name 
'    Stand  forward  on  the  roll  of  ihame? 
'    Hath  he  nor  won  the  vulgar  tribes, 
'     By  fcorning  menaces  and  bribes, 
'    And  proving,  that  his  darling  caufe 
"  la  of  ihcir  liberties  and  laws 
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'  To  fland  the  champion  ?  In  a  xvcrd, 
*'  Nor  need  one  argumt-nt  be  heard 
"   Be  ;ond  thi>,  to  awake  our  zeal, 
"  To  quicken  our  rcfolve'8,  and  Reel 
"  Our  fteady  fouls  to  bloody  bent 
"   (Sure  ruin  to  each  dear  intent, 
"  Each  flattVing  hope),  he,  without  fear, 
"  Hath  dar'd  to  make  the  truth  appear." 

They  faid,  and,  by  re:e'ntment  .aught, 
Each  on  revenge  employ'd  his  thought; 
Each,  bent  on  mifchief,  rack  d  his  brain 
To  her  full  ftretch,  but  rack'd  in  vain  ; 
Scheme  after  fcheme  they  brought  to  view; 
All  were  exanuVd,  none  would  d  ->. 
When  fraud,  with  plealure  in  her  face, 
Forth  iffu'd  from  her  hiding-place, 
And  at  the  table  where  they  meet, 
Firft  having  bleft  them,  took  her  feat. 
*'   No  trifling  caufe,  my  darling  boys, 
"  Your  prefcnt  rho-ights  and  cart:s  employs; 
<{  No  com  -.ion  frare,  no  random  blow 
tl  Can  work  -he  bane  '.,f  fuch  a  £ >e  : 
"  By  nature  cautious  as  he's  brave, 
"   To  honour  only  he's  a  fhve  ; 
"  In  that  weak  part  without  defence, 
"  We  muft  to  honour  make  pretence  : 
<f   That  lure  fhall  to  hts  ruin  draw 
"  The  wretch,  wh  >  iUndsfecure  in  law. 
"  Nor  think  that  I  have  idly  plann'd 
"  This  full-ripe  fcheme;  behold  at  hand, 
"  With  three  months  training  on  his  head, 
"  An  inftrument,  whom  I  have  bred, 
"  Born  of  thefe  bowels,  far  from  fight 
"  Of  virtue's  falfe,  but  glaring  light, 
"   My  youngeft-born,  ray  dearcft  joy, 
"  Moft  like  myfclf,  my  darling  boy. 
"   He,  never  touch'd  with  vile  remorfe, 
<c  Refolv'd  and  crafty  in  his  courfe, 
"  Shall  work  -mr  ends,  complete  our  fchemes, 
"    Moft  mine,  when  mofl  he  banour's  teems  ; 
*'  Nor  can  be  found,  at  home,  abroad, 
"  So  firm  and  full  a  Have  of  fraud." 

She  faid,  and  from  each  envious  fon 
A  difcontemed  murmur  run 
Around  the  table  .  all  in  place  . 
Thought  his  fu,ll  praife  their  own  difgrace, 
Wond'ring  what  ftranger  fhe  had  got, 
Who  had  one  voice  that  they  had  not, 
When  ftrait  the  portals  open  flew, 
And  clad  in  armour,  to  their  view 

M -,  the  Duellijl,  came  forth  ; 

All  knew,  and  all  confeft  his  worth, 
All  juftified.  with  fmiles  array'd, 
The  happy  choice  their  dam  had  made* 


GOTHAM. 

IN   THREE  BOOKS. 

BOOK  I. 

FAR  off  (no  matter  whether  eafl  or  tvejl, 
A  real  country,  or  one  made  in  jeft) 
Nor  yet  by  modern  Mandevilles  difgrac'd, 
Nor  by  vtaf-jotters  wretchedly  mifplae'd, 


Then.-  lies  an  ijla.udt  neither  great  nor  fmall, 
lor  diitinJlion-fi'ke.  I  G>>f'  am    a>l. 

The  man  \\ho  finds  an  unknown  c-M.'try  out, 
By  giving  it  a  name    acquires,  no  doubt, 
A  golpel  title,  though    lit  p-.-opl.  r  ere 
The  plou«  Chriilian  trunks  not  w.>rrh  Iiis  care. 
Bar  liiis  pretence.  u:>d  i    to  air  i=*  hurl'd 
The  claim  of  Eurove  to  the  we/fern  iua>M. 

Call  by  a  tempeil  on  the  la..ig    coaU, 
S;  me  roving  buccaneer  let  up  -i  p 
A  beam  in  proper  form  iranlv  rf<  .y  laid, 
Of  his  RiMeemer's  crofs  the  fi   ):  c      :ale, 
Of  th.it  Redeemer,  with  wrn>:  life, 

From  firft  to  Jait,  had  been  .  m-  icer.e  --'f  irrifc; 
Hi.-  royui  inafter's  name  thereon  ei:;.;: 
Without  mure  procefs,  the  "\vh--;li  race  enflav'd, 
Cut  off  that  charter  they  fyora  na'ure  i!rc\v, 
And  made  the.;>  fl^.vc:^  to  ;vieii  they  never  knew. 

Search  ancient  hiltorkr,,  co   fu!t  records, 
Under  this  title  the  mou  Ci.: 
Hold  (thanks  to  coufxienee)  more   thau  half  the 

ball; 

O'erthrow  this  title,  they  have  none  ac  ail. 
For  never  yet  might  any  monarch  dare, 
Who  liv'd  to  truth,  and  bn^rii'J  a  Chnlfian  air, 
Pretend  that  Chrift  ;v/ho  cunie,  wt  all  agree, 
To  bleis  his  people,  and  to  fet  them  free) 
To  make  a  convert  eTcr  one  law  g:i»7e, 
By  which  converters  made  him  fivil  a  flave. 

Spite  of  the  gloffes  of  a  can  ing  pi  u:ft, 
Who  talks  of  charity,  but  means  a  feaft  : 
Who  recommends  it  (whilii  he  feems  to  feel 
The  holy  gl-jwings  of  a  real  zeal) 
To  all  his  hearers,  as  a  deed  of  \vorth, 
To  give  them  heaven,  whom   they  have  robb'd 

of  earth, 

Never  fhall  on: ,  one  truly  honeft  man, 
Who,  bleil  with  iiherty.  r^v>rrt-s  her  plan, 
Allow  one  moment,  that  a  'avage  fire 
Could  from  hi-.  wVeiched  race,  lorchiiuifh  hire, 
By  a  wild  grant,  ;iu-,r  all,  their  freed'  m  pafs, 
And  fell  his  country  f  .r  a  bit  of  glafs. 

-Or  grant  this  barb'rous   right,    let   Spain  and 

Frai  ce 

In  fl.ivVy  br-_il    .is  purchafers  advance, 
i.tt  them,  wh'lfl  ci  nldence  is  at  diftance  hurl'd, 
With  i  -nv-  gay  liawbie  buy  a  golden  world  ; 
Ati  h'n^nlhman,  'i  .  chartered f- cc-aom  born, 
Shall  fpurn  the  fl.u"ih  merchandile,  fhall  fcorn 
To  take  f:om  others  tiitougu  bale  private  viewSj 
V/^at  he  himfilf  would  rather  die,  than  lofe. 

Happy  the  fjvage  of  thofe  early  times, 
Ere  Europe's  fons  were  kuown;   and  Europe's' 

crirr.'js  . 

Gold,  curled  gold     fLpt  in  the  womb  of  earth, 
Unfclt  it*  milchief^,  a=  unknown  i:s  worth; 
In  fiilt  content  he  found  the  trueft  wealth; 
In  t<  ii  he  found  ditiiiidn,  foofij  anc  health; 
Srranoer  to  cafe  and  luxury  of  courts, 
His  fports  were  labours,  and  his  labours  fpcrts  5 
His  youth  was  haiuy.  and  !.is  f»ld  age  j^reen  ; 
Lite's  morn  was  vig'rous,  and  her  eve  ferche  ; 
Mi'  ri'lcs  he  held,  but  wh;i:.  were  made  for  tile  ; 
No  ar's  he  learn'd,  nor  ills  which  arts  produce  j 
Faife  lights  he  follow'd,  buf  b  hcv  d  th-,',:i  irue; 
He  knew  not  much  but  liv'd  to  what  he  knew* 
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Happy,  thrice  happy  note  the  favage  race, 
Since  Europe  took  their  gold,  and  gave  them  grace  ! 
Paftors  {he  fends  to  help  them  in  their  need, 
Some  who  can't  write,  with  others  who  can't  read, 
And  on  Cure  grounds  the  gofpel  pile  to  rear, 
Sends  mijficnary  felons  ev'ry  year; 
Our  vices,  with  more  zeal  than  holy  pray'rs, 
She  teaches  them,  and  in  return  takes  theirs; 
Her  rank  oppreffions  give  them  caufe  to  rile, 
Her  want  of  prudence  means,  and  arms  fuppiies, 
Whiift  her  brave  rage,  not  fatisfied  with  life, 
Rifing  in  blood,  adopts  the  fialping- knife  ; 
Knowledge  fhe  gives,  enough  to  make  them  know 
How  abjedt  is  their  ftate,  how  deep  their  woe; 
The  worth  of  freedom  ftrongiy  fhe  explains, 
"VVhilft  (he  bows   down,  and   loads   their  necks 

with  chains; 

Faith  too  fhe  plants,  for  her  own  ends  impreft, 
To  make  them  bear  the  worll,  and  hope  the  heft  ; 
And  whilft  fhe  teaches  on  vile  intYeft's  plan, 
As  laws  of  God,  the  wilri  decrees  of  man, 
Like  Pharifees,  of  whom  the  Scriptures  tell, 
She  makes  them  ten  times  more  the  fons  of  hell. 

But  whither  do  thefe  grave  reflexions  tend  ? 
Are  they  defign'd  for  any,  or  no  end? 
jBriefly  but  this — to  prove,  that  by  no  a<5t 
Which  nature  made,  that  by  no  equal  pa6t  [heard, 
'Twixt  man   and   man,  which  might,   if  juftice 
Stand  good,  that  by  no  benefits  conferr'd, 
Or  purchafe  made,  Europe  in  chains  can  hold 
The  fons  of  India,  and  her  mines  of  g^ld.  . 
Chance  led  her  there  in  an  accurfed  hour. 
She  faw,  and  made  the  country  her's  by  pow'r  ; 
JNor  drawn  by  virtue's  love  from  love  of  fame, 
Shall  my  rafh  folly  controvert  the  claim, 
Or  wifh  in  thought  that  title  overthrown, 
Which  coincides  with,  and  involves  my  own. 

Europe  difcover'd  India  firft ;  I  found 
IVIy  right  to  Gotham  on  the  felf-fame  ground  : 
I  fifft  difcover'd  it,  nor  {hall  that  plea 
To  her  be  granted,  and  denied  to  me. 
1  plead  poffeffion,  and  till  one  more  bold 
$hall  drive  me  out,  will  that  poiTcflion  hold: 
With  Europe's  rights  my  kindred  rights  I  twine  ; 
Her' s  be  the  tveftern  world,  be  Gotham  mine* 

Rejoice,  ye  happy  Gothamites,  rejoice; 
iLift  up  your  voice  on  high,  a  mighty  voke, 
The  voice  of  gladnefs,  and  on  ev'ry  tongue, 
In  (Irakis  of  gratitude,  be  praifes  hung, 
The  praifes  of  fo  great  and  good  a  king  ; 
Shall  Churchill  reign,  and  fhall  not  Gotham  fing  * 

As  on  a  day,  a  high  and  holy  day, 
Let  ev'ry  infrrument  of  mufic  play, 
Ancient  and  modern  ;  thofe  which  drew  their  birth 
(Punctilios  Jakl  afide)  from  Pagan  earth, 
As  well  as  thofe  by  Chnftian  made  and  j:w  ; 
Thofe  known  to  many,  and  thofe  known  to  iew  j 
Thofe  which  in  whim  and  frolic  lightly  float, 
And  thofe  which  fwell  the  flow  and  fulemn  note  ; 
Thofe  which  (whi}ft  reaf-on  {lands  in  wonder  by) 
Make  fome  complexions  laugh  and  others  cry; 
Thofe  which  by  fome  ftrange  faculty  of  found, 
Can  build  walls  up,  and  raze  them  to  the  ground  ; 
Thofe  which  can  tear  up  forefts  by  the  root*, 
And  make  brutes  dance  like  men,  and  men  like 
brutc-s  'f 


Thofe  which,  whilffc  ridicule  leads  up  the  dance, 
Make  clowns  of  Monmouth  ape  the  fops  of  Franct 
Thofe  which,  where  Lady  Dullnefs  witii  Lei 

Mayors 

Prefides,  difdaining  light  and  trifling  airs, 
Hallow  the  feaft  vt\t\\ pfalmody  /  and  thofe 
Which,  planted  in  our  churches  to  difpofe 
And  lift  the  mind  to  heaven,  are  difgrac'd 
With  what  a  foppifh  organift  calls  tafte  : 
Ail,  from  the  fiddle  (on  which  ev'ry  fool, 
The  pert  Ton  of  dull  fire,  difcharg'd  from  fchool, 
Serves  aM  apprenticefhip  in  college  eafe, 
And  rifes  through  thegatput  to  degrees) 
To  thofe  which   (though  lefs  common,  not  lei 

fweet) 

From  fam'd  St.  G/Y«X  and  mere  fam'd  Vine  Jl--eei 
(  Where  Heav'n,  the  utmoft  wifh  of  man  to  grant 
Gave  me  an  old  houfe,  and  an  older  aunt) 
Thornton,  whilft  humour  pointed  out  the  road 
To  her  arch  cub,  hath  hitch'd  into  an  ode  *  ; 
All  inftruments  (attend  ye  lift  ning  fphere?, 
Attend  ye  fons  of  men,  and  hear  with  ears) 
All  inftruments  (nor  fhall  they  feek  one  hand 
Impreft  from  modern  mufic's  coxcomb  band) 
All  inft.run\cnt$tjtlf-a&e4t  at  my  name 
Shall  pour  forth  harmony,  and  loud  proclaim, 
L^ud,  but  yet  fweet,  to  the  according  globe, 
My  praifes;  whilft  gay  nature,  in  a  robe, 
A  coxcomb  doflor's  robe,  to  the  full  found        [round 
,Keeps  time,  like   Boyce,  and  the  world  dances 

Rejoice,  ye  happy  Gothamites,  rejoice  ; 
Lift  up  your  voice  on  high,  a  mighty  voice, 
The  voice  of  gladnefs,  and  on  every  tongue, 
In  drains  of  gratitude,  be  praifes  hung, 
The  praifes  of  fo  great  and  good  a  king; 
Shall  Churchill  reign,  and  fhall  not  Gotham  fingi 

Infancy,  ftraining  backward  from  the  breaft, 
Techy  and  wayward,  what  he  loveth  beft 
Refufing  in  his  fits,  whiift  all  the  while 
The  mother  eyes  the  wrangler  with  a  fmile, 
And  the  fond  father  fits  on  th'  other  fide, 
Laughs  at  his  moods,  and  views  his  fpleen  with 

pride, 

Shall  murmur  forth  my  name,  whiift  at  his  hand 
Nurfe  ftands  interpreter,  through  Gotham's  land. 

Childhood,  who  like  an  April  morn  appears, 
Sunfhine  and  rain,  hopes  clouded  o'er  with  fears, 
Pleas'd  and  difpleas'd  by  ftarts,  in  paSi^n  warm, 
In  reafon  weak  ;  who,  wrought  into  a  ftorm, 
Like  to  the  fretful  bullies  of  the  deep, 
Soon  fpends  his  rage,  and  cries  hirr.felf  aflecp ; 
Who,  with  a  fev'rifh  appetire  opprefs'd, 
For  trifles  fighs,  but  hates  them  when  poffefs'd; 
His  trembling  la-fli  fufpended  in  the  air, 
Half  bent,  and  ftroking  back  his  long  lank  hair, 
ohall  to  his  mates  look  up  with  eager  glee, 
An.,  let  hi?  top  go  down  to  prate  of  me. 

Youth  who,  fierce,  fickle,  infolent,  and  vain,. 
Impatient  urges  on  to  manhood V reign, 
ImpLtiint  urges  on,  yet  with  a  caft 
Of  dear  regard  looks  back  on  childhood  paft, 
In  the  n:id-cbafe%  wheri  the  hot  blood  runs  high, 
And  the  quick  Spirits  mount  into  his  eye, 

*   A,  burlefque  o.i<:  on  St.  CeelUas  Javt  ly  Sound 
Thornton,  performed  at  Ranelagh. 
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XVhen  pleafure,  -which  he  deems  his  greateft  wealth, 
Beats  in  hi* heart,  and  paints  his  chetkswith  health, 
When  the  chaf 'd  fteed  tugs  proudly  at  the  reiu, 
And  ere  he  ftarts,  hath  run  o'er  half  the  plain, 
When,  wing'd  with  fear,  the  (lag  flies  full  in  view, 
And  in  full  cry  the  eager  hounds  purfue, 
Shall  fhout  my  praife  to  hills  which  fhout  again, 
And  e'en  the  huntfman  flop  to  cry  Amen. 

Manhood,  of  form  ere&,  \vhowould  not  how 
Though  worlds  fhould  crack  around  him;  on  his 

brow 

Wifdom  ferene,  to  paffion  giving  law, 
Befpeaking  love,  and  yet  commanding  awe  ; 
Dignity  into  grace  by  niildnefs  wrought ; 
Courage  attemper'd  and  refin'cl  by  thought; 
Virtue  fupicme  enthn>n'd;  within  his  breaft 
The  image  of  his  Maker  deep  imprefs'd; 
Lord  of  this  earth,  which  trembles  at  his  nod, 
With  realbn  bleft'd,  and  only  Icfs  than  God ; 
Manhood,  though  weeping  beauty  kneels  for  aid, 
Though  honour  calls  in  danger'*  f.  rm  array'd, 
Though  cloth'd  with  fackcloth,  juftice  in  the  gates, 
By  wicked  elders  chain'd,  redemption  waits, 
Manhood  thall  fteal  an  hour,  a  little  hour, 
(ls"t  not  a  little  one.)  ?  to  hail  my  pow'r, 

Old  age,  afcccnd  cki'd,  by  nature  curs'd 
With  more  and  greater  evils  than  the  fiift, 
Weak',  fickly,  full  of  pains  ;  in  ev'ry  breath 
Railing  at  life,  and  yet  afraid  of  death  ; 
Putting  things  off,  with  fage  and  folemn  air, 
From  d?.y  to  day,  without  one  day  to  fpare  ; 
Without  enjoyment,  covetous  of  pelf, 
Tirefome  to  friends,  and  tirefome  to  himfelf ; 
His  faculties  impair'd,  his  temper  four'd, 
His  memory  of  recent  things  ctvour'd 
E'en  with  the  acling  on  his  fhatter'u  brain, 
Though  the  falfe  regiflers  of  youth  remain  ; 
From  morn  to  evening  babbling  forth  vain  praife 
Of  thofe  rare  men  who  liv'd  in  thofe  rare  days, 
When  he,  the  hero  of  his  tale,  was  y<<ung; 
Du!l  repetition  falt'ring  on  his  tongue, 
Praifmg  gray  hairs,  fure  mark  of  w?Klom's  fway, 
E'en  whilft  he  curfes  time  which  made  him  gray; 
Scoffing  at  youth,  e'en  whilft  he  would  afford 
All  but  his  gold  to  have  his  youth  reftor'd ; 
Shall  for  a  moment,  fr<  m  him  it  If  let  free, 
JLean  on  his  crutch,  and  pipe  forth  praife  to  me. 

Rejoice,  ye  happy  Gnthamites,  rejoice; 
Lift  up  y<-ur  voice  on  high,  a  mighty  voice, 
The  voice  of  gladuefs,  and  on  ev'ry  tongue, 
In  {trains  of  gratitude,  be  praifes  hung, 
The  praifes  of  fo  great  and  good  a  king  ; 
Shall  Churchill  reign,  and  (hall  not  Gotham  f:ng  ? 

Things  without  life  fliall  in  this  chcrus  join, 
And,  dumb  to  others  praife,  be  loud  in  mine. 

Thtfnotu  drop,  who,  in  habit  white  and  plain, 
Conies  en,  the  herald  of  fair  Flora'?  train  ;• 
The  coxcomb  crocus,  flow'r  offimple  note, 
Who  by  her  fide  flruts  in  a  herald's  coat ; 
The  iulip)  idly  glaring  to  the  view,  [drew, 

Who,  though  no  clown,  his  birth  from  Holland 
Who,  once  full  drefs'd,  fears  from  his  place  to  fur, 
The  top  of  fiow'rs,  the  More  of  a  parterre  ; 
The  ii'ocitiitie,  who  her  dm  in  marriage  meets, 
And  brine s  her  do\vry  in  furrcunding  fwcets; 


The  lily,  filver  miftrefs  of  the  vale ; 
The  rrfe.  of  Sharon  which  perfumes  the  gale  ; 
The  jtjjamine,  with  which  the  queen  of  flow^s, 
To  charm  her  god,  adorns  his  fav'rite  bovv'rs, 
Which  brides,  by  the  plain  hand  <•[  ncatnefs  drefs'd, 
Unenvied  rival,  wear  upc  n  their  breaft, 
Sweet  as  the  inctnfe  of  the  morn,  and  chafte 
As  the  pure  zone  which  circles  Diun's  v/aift ; 
All  fiow'rs,  of  various  names,  and  various'forms, 
Which  the  fun  into  ftrength  and  beauty  warms, 
From  the  dwarf  Jai/y,  which,  like  infants,  clings, 
And  fears  to  leave  the   earth  from    whence  it 

fpriiigs, 

To  *he  proud  giant  of  the  garden  race, 
Who,  madly  rufhing  to  the  fun's  embrace, 
O'ertops  her  fellows  with  aipiring  aim, 
Demands  his  wedded  love,  and  bears  his  name  ; 
All,  one  and  all,  fhall  in  this-  chorus  join, 
And,  dumb  to  others  praife,  be  loud  in  mine. 

Rejoice,  ye  happy  Gctl.emites,  rejoice  ; 
Lift  up  your  voice  on  high,  a  mighty  voice, 
The  voice  of  gladnefs,  aiul  on  ev'ry  tongue, 
In  drains  of  gratitude,  be  praifes  hung, 
The  praifes  cf  fo  great  and  goou  a  king; 
Shall  Churchill  reign,  and  ftnll  not  Gotham  fing  ? 

Forming  a  gloom,   through  which  to  fpleen- 

flruck  minds 

Religion,  horror-ftamp'd,  a  psffage  finds, 
The  ivy  crawling  o'er  the  haiiuw'd  cell, 
Where  fome  old  hermit's  wont  hi>  beads  to  tell   ' 
By  day,  by  night ;  the  myrtle  f  ver  green, 
Beneath  whofe  fhade  love  holds  his  rites  unfcen  ; 
The  •n.-illoiv  weeping  o'er  the  fatal  wave 
Where  many  a  lover  finds  a  wat'ry  grave  ; 
ihe.  cyp/rfi  iacred  held,  when  lovers-  mourn 
Their  true  love  fnatch'd  away  ,  the  lau,cl  worn    - 
By  poets  in  old  time,  but  deiHn'd  now 
In  grief  to  wither  on  a  Whitehead's  brow; 
Thejfo-,  which,  large  as  what  in  India  grows, 
Itffcil  a  grove,  gave  01  r  firft  parents  clo'hes-; 
7'he  vine,  which,  like  a  blufhing  new  mauv 
Ciufl'ring,  empurples  all  the  mour.tair:N  fi  'r 
'The  yetv,  which,  in  the  j):ace  of  fculj;:  M  ' •' 
Maiks  out, the  refling  place  of  r.;tn  unkr-' 
The  hedge-row  clmt  tlicfiine  of  niuuntaii:  i 
They?/-,  the  Scotch  Jir,  never  out  of  place  . 
1  he  cedar )  whofe  tcp  mates  the  highell  cl  i;d_, 
Whilft  his  old  father  Lebanon  grows  proud 
Of  fuch  a  child,  and  his  vaft  body  laid 
Out  many  a  mile,  enjoys  the  fili:.l  fhade; 
The  oak,  when  living,  monarch  of  the  wood; 
The  Engliih    onk>    which,    dead,    commands  the 
All,  one  and  all,  fhall  in  this  chorus  j, -in,      [flood  ; 
And,  dumb  to  others'  praife,  be  loud  in  mine. 

Rejoice,  ye  happy  Gothamites,  rejoice ; 
Lift  up  your  voice  on  high,  a  mighty  voice, 
The  voice  of  gladnefs,  and  on  ev'ry  tongue, 
In  ftrains  of  gratitude,  be  piailes  hung, 
The  praifes  of  fo  great  and  good  a  king  ; 
Shall  Churchill  reign,  and  fhall  n<  t  Gotham  fing  ? 

The  fooi^rs  which  make  the  y.'.-ung  hills    like 

)0t:ng  lambs, 

Bound  and  rebound  ;  the  old  hills,  like  old  rar.t-;, 
Unwieldy,  jump  for  joy  ;   they?r^/;;j  which  glidc^ 
'  Whiift  plenty  marches  Imiling  by  their  fidt^ 
JUi  iij 
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A'      from  their  bofom  rifin;/  commerce  fprings; 
7  he^r-di  winch  rife'  with  heali  g  on  their  vyings, 
!  ,'C  cieanfing  breath  contagion  flies; 

T!>    fur.,  w!;o.  traveling1  in  eaftern  lki-;s: 

i  iVer.gth,  juft  rifen  front  his  bed 
1'h')'  -  -ii   in  Jove's  pailures  they  were  born  and 
brc.-d  [ftir.. 

WitH  voice  and  whip,  can  fcarce  make  his  fteeds 
fitrp  by  ftrp  up  the  perpendicular  ; 
Wi-o.  a-  the  hour  of  rvc   ])anting  for  reft, 
R-.'l-  o  >  amain,  and  gailr.ps  do  *>n  the  weft, 
A--  f-ift  a«  J  hu,  oil'd  frr    vriab'k  fin, 
Di'-'iV:.:  fir  a  crown,  nt*f>dft-boyj  for  an  inn  ; 
The  moan,  who  holds  oVr  night  her  (liver  reign, 
Recent  of  tidcK..  and  miftrefs  of  the  brain, 
Who  to  her  fons,  thof    f.-ns  who  Ovvn  her  pow'r, 
And  do  her  ru-mage  a"  the  rn:dnight  hour, 
Gives  madnef>  as  a  bleffing,  but  difpcnfes 
Wifdom   to    fo«>Is,  and  damns  them   with  their 

'    fenf.-s; 

The  ft/irs,  \vho,  by  I  I:  now  not  what  ftnnge  right, 
PrtfideVer  -Mortals  in  their  own  deipite, 
Who  without  reafon  govern  thofe,  who  moft 
(How  fjiy,  judge  from  thence)  !  of  reafon  boaft, 
And    -by  (-me  mighty  magic  yet  unknown, 
Our  idi'  u    gu.de.  yt  cannot  guide  their  own; 
All,  one  a-,d  al!,  fhail  in  this  chorus  join, 
And,  dumb  to  c.rheife'  praife,  be  loud  in  mine. 

R.-joice,  ye  happy  Gothamitesj  rejoice; 
Ljt't  up  your  voice  on  high,  a  mighty  voice, 
The  v  ice  <  f  gladnefs,  and  on  ev'ry  tongue, 
I;;  [trains  of  gratitude,  be  praifes  hung, 
1  '.    pvrjfe*  <>f  fo  oreut  and  good  a  king  ; 
Shall  ChurchUi  reign,  and  fhall  not  Gotham  fing  ? 

The  moment,  xi'inut?  .  Lour*  diiy,  tveek.  month,  year, 
Morning  and  Eve,  as  th.  y  in  turn  appear; 
Momentt  and  minutes  which,  without  a  crime, 
Can't  be  omitted  in  accounts  of  time, 
Or,  if  omitted  (proof  we  might  afford), 
Woithy  by  parliaments  to  be  reflor'd  ; 
The  hours,  which  dreft  by  turns    in  black  and 

white, 

Qrdain'd  as  handmaid;-,  wait  on  day  and  night  ; 
1  he  </?}',  th-  fe  h  uis  I  mean  when  light  prefides, 
And  'hufinef-  in  a  cart  wuh  prudence  ride-;  ; 
Th<_'  night,  thofe  hour*  I  mean  with  darknefs  hung,  \  Panting  fnr  breath,  cnflam'd  with  luflfj)!  fires, 


C  "tf  U  R  C  H I  L  1.. 

The  voice  of  gladnefs,  and  en  ev'iy  tor.g.uf, 

In  drains  of  gratitude,  be  praife"  hung, 

The  praifes  of  fo  great  and  good  a  kipg  ; 

Shall  Churchill  reign,  and  fhall  not  Gotham  fin?  ? 

Frore  Jdnuary.  lead<ir  of  tbe  year, 
Mine" J pies  in  van,  and  calva,  heads  in  the  rear  ; 
Dull  February,  in  whofc;  ieaderi  reign 
My  mother  bore  a  bard  without  a  brain; 
March  various  fierce  and  wild,  with  wind-crack' J 

cheek., 

By  wilder  Welchmen  led,  and  crown'd  with  leeks'. 
April  wuh  fools,  and  I\lay  with  baftards  bleft  ; 
!  June  with  white  rofes  on  her  rebel  breaft ; 
July,  to  whom,  the  dog-ftar  in  her  train, 
fcaint  James  give^  oyflers,  and  Saint  Swithin  rain  ; 
AuL'utl,  who,  banilh'd  from  her  Smitbf.eld  ftand, 
]   To  CLdfta  flies,  with  doggct  in  her  hand  *  ; 
!  September,  \vher,  by  cuftom  (right  divine) 
i  Geefe  are  ordain'd  to  bleed  at  Michael's  fhrine, 
:  Whi'fl  t!:e  prieft,  not  fo  full  of  grace  as  wit, 
;  Falls  to,  unblefs'd,  nor  gives  the  faint-  a  bit ; 
October,  who  the  caufe  of  freedom  j  in'd, 

•- •  a. fecond  George  to  bLfs  mankind; 
November,  who  at  once  to  grace  our  earth. 
Saint  Andrew  hearts,  and  our  Augufja's  f  birth.j 
December,  laft  of  months,  but  beft,  who  gave     ' 
A  Chrili  to  man,  a  Saviour  to  the  fhve, 
Whilft.  falfi-ly  grateful  man,  at  the  full  feaft, 
To  do  G.x!  honour,  makes  hi-rifelf  a  beaft; 
All,  one  and  all  fhall  in  this  chorus  join, 
And,  dumb  t<>  others  praifc,  be  loud  in  mine. 

Rejoice,  ye  happy  Gothamites,  rejoice  ; 
Lift  up-your  voitc  en  high,  a  mighty  voice, 
The  voice  of  gladnefs,  and  on  ev'ry  tongue, 
In  flrains  of  gratitude,  be  praifes  hung, 
The  praifes  of  fo  great  and  good  a  king; 
Shall  Churchill  reign,  and  fhall  not  Gotham  fing  £ 

The  Sfafons.  as  they  mil ;  fpring,  by  her  fide 
Lechery  and  lent.  Icy-folly,  and  clurcb-pridit 
By  a  rank  monk  to  copulation  led, 
A  tub  ot  fainted jaff-fjl)  on  her  head ; 
Summer,  in  lip'bt  tranfparent  gawze  array'd, 
Like  maids  of  honour  at  a  mafquerade, 
In  bawdry  gawze,  for  which  our  daughters  leave 
The  fig,  more  modeft,  firft  brought  up  by  Eve, 


"When  fenfe  [peaks  free  and  folly  holds  her  tongue  ; 
Thf'wor«,  when  nature,  routing  from  her  ftrife 
With  death-like  flv<  p.  awakes  to  feco.id  life; 
The  eve,  when,  as  unequal  to  the  tafk, 
She  mercy  from  her  f«e  descends  to  <tfk  ; 
The  weet,  in  which  fix  days  are  kimUy  given 
To  thr  k  of  earth,  and  •  ne  to  think  of  heaven  ; 
The  months,  twelve  fitter*  all  of  different  hue, 
Though  there  appears  in  ali  a.hk'nds  too; 
JsTo-  iuch  a  likenefs  as,  through  Ha^  man's  works, 
Dull  mannertft,  in  Chriltiat^,  J  ws.  and  Turk.*, 
Cloy^  \vith  a  famenefs  in  each  female  face, 
But  a  ftra.ngs  A  mcthing  bom  of  art  and  grace, 
\Vl.ich  fpeaks  them  all,  to  vary  and  adorn, 
At  different  times'of  the  fame  parents  born  ; 
All,  one  and  ail,  fhall  in  this  chorus  join, 
And,  dumb  to  others'  p»aife,  be  loud  in  rr.ine. 

Rejoice,  ye  harpy  Gothamircp,  rejoice  ; 
Lift  up  your  voice  on  high,  a  mighty  voice, 


Yet  wanting  ftrength  to  perfe<5l  her  defires, 
Leaning  on  floth,  who,  fainting  with  the"  heat, 
Stops  at  each  ftep,  and  {lumbers  on  his  feet  : 
Autumn,  when  nature,  who  with  jorrow  feels 
Her  dread  foe  winter  treading  on  her  heels, 
Makes  up  in  value  what  fhe  wants  in  length, 
Exerts  her  pow'rs  and  puts  forth  all  her  itrcngth, 
Bid?  corn  and  fruits  in  full  perfection  rife, 
Corn  fairly  tax'd,  and  fruits  without  excife ; 
Winter,  benumb'd  with  cold,  no  longer  known 
By  robes  of  fur,  fince  furs  become  our  otvn  • 
A  hag,  -who  lothing  all,  by  all  is  loth'd, 
With  weekly,  daily,  hourly  libels  cloth'd, 
Vile  faction  at  her  heel-,  who  mighty  grown, 
Would  rule  the  ruler,  and  foreclose  the  throne, 

*  Dor/ret  tbs  celebrated  comedian  s  badge^  roil' cd  ftr 
on  tbejtrji  of  Aiigiift, 

f  Princefs  Do-wager  cf  Wales* 
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Would  turn  all  {late-affairs  Into  a  trade, 
Make  laws  one  day,  the  next  to  be  unmade, 
Beggar  at  home  a  people  fear'd  abroad, 
And,  force  defeated,  make  them  flaves  by  fraud  ; 
All,  one  and  all.  fliall  in  this  chorus  join, 
And,  dumb  to  other,-!  praife.  be  loud  in  mine. 

Rejoice,  yt  happy  Gothamires,  rejoice  ; 
Lift  up  your  voice  on  high,  a  mighty  voice, 
The  voice  of  gladnefs,  and  <m  ev'ry  tongue, 
In  flrain?  of  gratitude,  be  praifes  fung, 
The  praifcsof  fo  great  and  good  a  king; 
Shall  Churchill  reign,  and  (hall  not  Gotham  fing  ? 

The  year,  grand  circle,  in  whofe  ample  round 
The  feaions  regular  and  fix'd  are  bound, 
(Who  in  his  courfe  repeated  o'er  and  o'er, 
Sees  the  fame  things  which  he  had  feen  before ; 
The  famtjlars  keep  their  watch,  and  the  fame  fun 
Runs  in  the  track  where  he  from  firfl  hath  run  ; 
The  fame  moon  rules  the   night ;  tides  ebb  and 

flow  ; 

Man  is  a  puppet,  and  this  world  a  (how  ; 
Their  old  dull  follies  old  dull  fools  purfue, 
And  vice  in  nothing  but  in  mode  is  new  ; 

He a  lord  (now  fair  befal  that  pride, 

He  li<v  d  a  villain,  but  a  lord  he  died} 
Dafhmood  is  pious,  Berkeley  jixd  as  fate  *, 
Sandwich  (thank  Heav'n    )  firft  minifter  of  ftate  ; 
And,  though  by  fools  defpis'd,  by  faints  unblefs'd, 
"By  friends  neglected,  and  by  foes  opprtfs'd, 
Scorning  the  fervile  arts  of  each  coutt  elf, 
Founded  on  honour,  Wilkes  is  ftill  biviftlf) 
'The  year,  encircled  with  the  various  tra^in 
Which  waits,  and  fills  the  glories  of  his  reign, 
Shall,  taking  up  this  theme,  in  chorue  join, 
And,  dumb  to  others  praife,  be  loud  in  mine. 

Rejoice,  ye  happy  Gothamjtes,  rejoice; 
Lift  up  your  voice  on  high,  a  mighty  voice, 
The  voice  of  gladnefs,  and  on  ev'ry  tongue, 
In  drains  of  gratitude,  be  praifes  hung, 
The  praifes  of  fo  great  and  good  a  king  ; 
Shall  Churchill  reign,  and  fhall  not  Gotham  fing? 

Thus  tar  in  fport — nor  let  our  crirics  hence, 
Who  fell  out  monthly  trafh,  and  call  it  ftnfe, 
Too  lightly  of  our  prefent  labours  deem, 
Or  judge  at  random  of  fo  high  3  theme  ; 
High  is  our  theme,  and  worthy  are  the  men 
To  feel  the  fharpeft  ftroke  of  farire'spen; 
But  when  kind  time  a  proper  fcafon  brings, 
In  ferious  mood  to  treat  of  ferious  things, 
Then  fhall  they  find,  difdainjng  idle  play, 
That  I  can  be  as  grave  and  dull  as  they. 

Thus  far  in  fport — nor  let  half  patriots,  thofe 
Who  fhrink  from   ev'ry   blaft   of  pow'r  which 

blows ; 

Who  with  tame  cowardice  familiar  grown,  [own  ; 
Would  hear  my  thoughts,  but  fear  to  fpeak  their 
Who  (left  b.  Id  truths,  to  do  fage  prudence  fpite, 
Should  burft  the  portals  of  their  lips  by  ni^ht, 
Tremble  to  truft  themfelves  one  hour  in  llcep), 
Condemn  our  courfe,  and  hold  our  caution  cheap. 
When  brave  cccalion  bids,  for  fome  great  end 
When  honour  calls  the  poet  as  a  friend, 

*  A  pl-afe  ufed  by  Lord  BoUetottrtt  then  Nor  borne 
Berkeley i  in  an  addrefs  to  Us  eleffors* 


Then  fhall  they  find,  that,  e'en  on  danger's  brink, 
He  dares  to  fpcak,  what  they  fcarce  dare  to  think. 

BOOK  IF. 

How  much  miftaken  are  the  men,  who  think 

That  all  u  ho  will,  without  reftraint,  may  drink, 

May  largely  drink,  e'en  till  their  bowt  Is  burft, 

Pleading  no  right  but  merely  that  of  thirfl, 

Ar  the  pure  waters  of  the  living  well, 

Be  fide  whnfe  ftreams  the  mufes  love  to  dweii! 

Verfe  is  with  them  a  knack,  an  idle  toy, 

A  rattle  gilded  o'er,  on  which  a  boy 

May  play  untaught,  whilft,  without  art  or  force, 

Make  it  but  jingle,  mufic  comes  of  C'*urfe. 

Little  do  fuch  men  know  the  »oil,  the  pains, 
The  daily,  nightly  racking  of  the  brains, 
To  ratige  the  thoughts,  the  matter  to  digeft, 
To  cull  fit  phrafes,  and  reiedt  the  reft  ; 
To  know  the  times  when  humour  on  the  check 
Of  mirth  may  hold  her  fports;  when  wit  fhould, 

fpeak 

And  when  be  filent ;  when  to  ufe  the  pow'rs 
Of  ornament,  and  how  to  place  the  fiow'rs, 
So  that  they  neither  give  a  tawdry  glare. 
Nor  wafte  their  fweetnefs  in  the  defart  air ; 
To  form  (  /  hich  few  can  do,  and  fcarcely  one, 
One  crirjc  in  an  age  can  find,  when  d<-ne) 
To  f  rm  a  plan,  to  flrike  a  grand  outline, 
To  fill  it  up   and  make  tht  picture  fhine 
A  full,  and  perfect  piece ;  to  make  coy  rhyme 
Renounce  her  follies,  and  with  fenfe  keep  time; 
To  make  proud  fenfr  againft  her  nature  bend, 
And  wear  the  chains  of  rhyme,  yet  call  her  friend. 

Some  fops  rhere  are,  among  the  fcribbling  tribe, 
Who  make  it  all  their  bufinefs  to  defcribe, 
No  matter  whether  in,  or  out  of  place; 
Studious  of  finery,  and  fond  of  lace, 
Alike  tney  trim,  as  coxcomb  fancy  brings, 
The  rags  of  beggars,  and  the  robes  of  kings. 
Let  A\\\\  propriety  in  ftate  prefide 
O'er  her  dull  children,  nature  is  their  guide, 
Wild  nature,  who  at  random  breaks  the  fence 
Of  thofe  tame  drudges,  judgment,  tajte,  zndfenfe, 
Nor  would  forgive  himielf  the  mighty  crime 
Of  keeping  terms  with  perfon,  place,  and  time. 

Let  liquid  gold  emblaze  the  iui;  at  noon, 
With  borrowed  beams  let  fiiver^W<?  the  moon? 
Let  furges  hoarfe  lafh  the  refourding  fhore, 
Let  ftreams  meander,  and  let  torrents  roart 
Let  them  breed  up  the  melancholy  Nreeze 
r^aftgb  with  fighing,  fob  ivith  fobbing  trees , 
Let  vale?1  embroidery  wear,  let  fiow'rs  be  tingd 
With  various  tints,  let  clouds  be  lac  d  ^f  fring  d\ 
1  hey  have  their  wifh  ;  like  idle  monarch  boys, 
Neglecting  things  of  weight,  they  figh  for  toys; 
Give  them  the  crown    the  fceptrf,  and  the  robe. 
Who  wijl  may  take  the  pow'r,  and  rule  the  globe. 

Others  there  are,  who,  in  one  folemn  pace, 
With  as  much  zeal  as  Quakers  rail  at  lace, 
Railing  at  needful  ornament,  depend 
On  ienfe  to  bring  them  to  their  journey's  end. 
They  would  not   (Heav'n  forbid!)   their  courfe 

delay, 

N.or  for  a  moment  ftep  out.  of  their  way4 
L  1  iiij 
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To  make  the  barren  road  thofe  graces  wear,  | 

Which  nature  would,  if  pleas'd,  have  planted  there,  j 

Vain  men  !  who  blindly  thwarting  nature's  plan, 
Ne'er  find  a  palla^e  to  the  heart  of  man ; 
Who,  bred  'mongft  fogs  in  Academic  land, 
Scorn  ev'ry  thing  they  do  not  underfrand  ; 
Who,  deftitute  of  humour,  wit,  and  tafte, 
Let  all  their  little  knowledge  run  to  waire, 
And  frustrate  each  good  purp<-fe,  whilft  they  wear 
The  robes  of  learning  with  a  iloven's  air. 
Though  folid  reas'nin*.!  arms  each  fterling  line, 
Though   truth   declares  aloud,    "  This  Work   is 

"  mine," 

"Vice,  whilft  from  page  to  page  dull  morals  creep, 
Throws  by  the  book,  and  virtue  fall*  afleep. 

Serife,  mere,  dull,  formal fenfe,  in  this  gay  town 
JVTuft  have  fome  vehicle  to  pafsher  down, 
Nor  can  fhe  for  an  hour  enlure  her  reign, 
Unlefs  flie  brings  fair  pleafure  in  her  train. 
Let  her,  from  day  to  day,  from  year  t->  year, 
In  all  her  grave  folemnities  appear,  [ftreers 

And,   with  the  voice  of  trumpets,  through   the 
Deal  lectures  out  to  ev'ry  one  fhe  meets, 
Half  who  pafs  by  are  deaf,  and  t'  other  half 
Can  hear  indeed,  but  only  hear  to  laugh. 

Q^iit  then,  ye  graver  fons  of  letter'd  pride, 
Taking  for  once  experience  as  a  guide, 
Quit  this  grand  error,  this  dull  college  mode; 
Be  your  purfuits  the  fame,  but  change  the  road  ; 
Write,  or  at  leaft  appear  to  write  with  eafe, 
.And,  if  you  mean  to 'profit,  learn  to  pleafe.   . 

In  vain  for  fuch  miftakes  they  pardon  claim, 
Becaufe  they  wield  the  pen  in  virtue's  name. 
Thrice  facred  is  that  name,  thrice  blefs'd  the  man 
Who  thinks,  fpeaks,  writes,  and  lives  on  fuch  a 

plan  ! 

This,  in  himfelf,  h'mfelf  of  courfe  mud  blefs, 
But  cannot  with  the  world  promote  fuccefs. 
He  may  be  ftrong,  birt,  with  effect  to  fpeak, 
Should  recollect  his  readers  may  be  weak ; 
Plain, rigid  truths,  which  faints  with  comfort  bear, 
Will  make  the  firmer  tremble,  and  deipair. 
True  virtue  acts  from  love,  and  the  great  end 
At  which  fhe  nobly  aims,  is  to  amend  ; 
How  then  do  thofe  miftake,  who  arm  her  laws 
With  rigour  not  their  own,  and  hurt  the  caufe 
They  mean  to  help,  whilft  with  a  zealot  raee 
They  make  that  goddtk,  whom  they'd  have  en 
gage 

Our  deareft  love,  in  hideous  terror  rife  ! 
Such  may  be  honeft,  but  they  can't  be  wife. 

In  her  own  full,  and  perfect  blaze  of  light, 
Virtue  breaks  forth  too  ftrong  for  human  fight:  ! 
The  dazzled  eye,  that  nice  but  weaker  fenfe, 
Shuts  herfelf  up  in  darknefs  for  defence. 
But,  to  make  ftrong  conviction  deeper  fink, 
To  make  the  callous  feel,  the  thoughtlefs  think, 
Like  God  made  man,  (lie  lays  her  glory  by, 
An4  beams  mi!d  comfort  on  the  raviih'd  eye. 
In  earneft  moft,  when  moft  fhe  fcems  in  jeft, 
She  worms  into,  and  winds  around  the  breaft ; 
To  conquer  vice,  of  vice  appears  the  friend, 
And  fee-ms  unlike  herfelf  to  gain  her  end. 
The  fomof  fin,  to  while  away  the  time 
Which  lingers  on  their  hands,  of  each  black  crime 


To  hufh  the  gainful  memory,  and  keep 
The  tyrant  conlcience  in  deluiivr  ileep, 
Read  on  at  random,  nor  fufjrct    he  cart, 
Until  they  find  it  rooted  in  their  heart. 
'Gamft  vice  they  g  ve  their  vote,  nor  know  at  firft 
That,    curfing    thar,     ihcmfelves    tco   they   have 
They  lee  nr ',  'till  they  fall  into  the  fnares,  [curs'd  ; 
Deluded  into  Virtue  unawares. 
1'lius  the  ihrcwd  d> •c'tor   in  the  fpleen-ftruck  mind 
When  prcgnaiit  ho>T<"  fits,  and  broods  o'er  wind, 
Difcarding  drugs,  and  fl  riving  how  to  pleafe, 
Lur^s  on  iiiicufihly,  hy  flow  degrees 
The  patient  to  thole  manly  fports,  which  bind 
The-  fluckt'n'd  finev/s,  and  relieve  the  mind  ; 
The  parient  ie  1-.  a  change  a^  wrought  by  ftealth, 
And  wonders  on  demand  t    find  it  health. 

Some  few,  whom  fate  ordain'd  to  deal  in  rhymes 
In  other  lands,  and  here,  in  other  times, 
Whom,  waiting  at  their  birth,  the  midivife  mufe 
Sprinkled  all  over  with  CaOaiian  dews, 
I'o  whom  tnii'  genius  gave,  his  magic  pen, 
Whom  art  by  juft  degrees  led  up  to  men  ; 
Some  few,  extremes  well  (hunn'd,  have  fteer'd 

beiwti  n 

Thefe  dang'rous  rocks,  and  held  the  golden  mean : 
Senfe  in  their  works  maintains  her  proper  ftate, 
But  never  fleeps,  or  labours  with  her  weight  ; 
Grace  mokes  the  whole  !'•><  k  elegant  and  gay, 
But  never  dares  from  fenfe  to  run  aftray  : 
So  nice  the  matter's  touch,  fo  great  his  care, 
The  colours  boldly  glow,  not  idly  glare ; 
Mutually  giving  and  receiving  aid, 
They  fet  each  other  off,  like  light  and  fhade, 
And,  as  by  ftealth,  with  fo  much  fnftnefs  blend, 
Tis  hard  to  fay,  where  they  begin  or  end  : 
Both  give  us  charms,  and  neither  gives  offence; 
Senfe  perfects  grace,  and  grace  enlivens  fenfe. 

Peace   to    the  men  who  thefe   high   honours 

claim, 

Health  to  their  fouls,  and  to  their  mem'ries  fame  '. 
Be  it  my  talk,  and  no  mean  tafk,  to  teach 
A  rev'rence  for  that  worth  1  cannot  reach  : 
Let  me  at  diflance,  with  a  fteady  eye, 
Obferve,  and  mark  their  paffage  to  the  Iky ; 
From  envy  free,  applaud  fuch  riling  worth, 
And  praife  their  heav'n,  though  pinion'd  down 
to  earth. 

Had  I  the  pow'r,  T  could  not  have  the  time, 
Whilft  fpirits  flow,  and  life  is  in  her  prime, 
Without  a  fin  'gainft  pleafure,  to  defign 
A  p!an,  to  methodize  each  thought,  each  line 
Highly  to  finifh.  and  make  ev'ry  grace, 
In  itfelf  charming;  take  new  charms  from  place. 
Nothing  of  book*,  and  little  known  of  men, 
When  the  mad  fit  comes  on,  I  feize  the  pen, 
Rough  as  they  run,  the  rapid  thoughts  fet  down, 
Rough  as  they  run,  difcharge  them  on  the  town : 
Hem  •  rude;  unfinifh'd  brats,  before  their  time, 
Are  born  into  this  idle  world  of  rhyme, 
And  the  yoorjlattcrn  mufe  is  brought  to  bed 
With  all  her  imperfections  on  her  head. 
Some,  as  no  life  appears,  no  pulfes  play          [way, 
Through  the  dull  dubious  mafs,  no  breath  makes 
Doubt,  greatly  doubt,  'til!  for  a  glafs  they  call, 
Whether  the  child  can  be  bapuz'd  at  all ; 
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Others,  on  other  grounds,  ohje&ions  frame, 
And,  granting  that  the  child  may  have  a  name, 
Doubt,  as  the  fex  might  well  a  midwife  pofe, 
Whether  they  fhould  baptize  it,  verfe  or  profe. 

E'en  what   my  maflers  pleafe ;    bards,    mild, 

meek  men, 

In  love  to  critics  (tumble  now  and  then. 
Something  1  do  myfelf,  and  fomething  too, 
If  they  can  do  it,  leave  for  them  to  do. 
In  the  fma  1  compafs  of  my  carelcfs  page 
Critics  may  find  employment  for  an  age  ; 
Without  my  blunders  they  were  all  undnne ; 
I  twenty  feed,  where  Mafor  can  feed  one. 

When  fatire  (loops,  unmindful  of  her  ttate, 
To  praife  the  man  I  love;  curfe  him  I  hate ; 
When  lenfe,  in  tides  of  paflion  borne  along, 
Sinking  to  profe,  degrades  the  name  of  fong ; 
The  cenfor  fmiles,  and,  whilft  my  credit  bleeds, 
With  as  high  relifh  on  the  carrion  feeds 
As  the  proud  earl  fed  at  a  turtle  feaft, 
Who,  turn'd  by  gluttony  to  worfe  than  beaft, 
Eat,  'till  his  bowels  gufh'd  upon  the  floor, 
Yet  (till  eat  on,  and  dying  cali'd  for  more. 

When  loofe  digreffion,  like  a  colt  unbroke, 
Spurning  connefiion,  and  her  formal  yoke, 
Bounds  through  the  f\<reft,  wanders  far  aftray 
From  the  known  path,  and  loves  to  lofe  her  way, 
'  I'is  a  full  feaft  to  all  the  mongrel  pack 
To  run  the  rambler  down,  and  bring  her  back. 

Vfhtngay  description,  fancy's  fairy  child, 
Wild  without  art,  and  yet  with  pleafure  wild, 
Waking  with  nature  at  die  morning  hour 
To  the  lark's  call,  walk's  o'er  the  op'ning  flow'r 
Which  largely  drank  all  night  of  heaven's  frefh 

dew, 

And  like  a  mountain  nymph  of  Dian's  crew, 
So  lightly  walks,  fhe  Rot  one  mark  imprints, 
Nor  brufh.es  off  the  dews,  nor  foils  the  tints ; 
When  thusdefcripti(/n  fports,  e'en  at  the  time 
That  drums  Ihould  beat,   and  cannons   roar  in 

rhyme, 

Critics  can  live  onfuch  a  fault  as  that 
From  one  month  to  the  other,  and  grow  fat. 

Ye  mighty  monthly  judges,  in  a  dearth 
Of  letter'd  blockheads,  confcious  of  the  worth 
Of  my  materials,  which  againil  your  will 
Oft  you've  confefs'd,  and  mall  cunfefs  it  ftill ; 
Materials  rich  though  rude,enflam'd  with  thought, 
Though    more     by    fancy    than    by    judgment 

wrought ; 

Take,  ufe  them  as  your  own,  a  \vork  begin, 
Which  fuits  your  genius  well,  and  weave  them  in, 
Fram'd  for  the  critic  loom,  with  critic  art, 
'Till  thread  on  thread  depending,  part  on  part, 
Colour  with  colour  mingling,  light  with  (hade, 
To  your  dull  tafte  a  formal  work  is  made, 
And,  having  wrought  them  into  one  grand  piece, 
Swears  it  furpaffes  Rome,  and  rivals  Greece. 

Nor  think  this  much,  for  at  one  (ingle  word, 
Soon  as  the  mighty  critic  fiaf  i>  heard, 
Science  attends  their  call ;  their  pow'r  is  own'd ; 
Order  takes  place,  and  genius  is  dethron'd ! 
Letters  dance  into  bocks,  defiance  hurl'd 
At  means,  as  atoms  danc'd  into  a  world. 

Me  higher  bufinefs  calls,  a  greater  plan, 
Worthy  man's  whole  employ,  the  good  of  man, 


The  good  of  man  committed  to  my  charge : 
If  idle  fancy  rambles  forth  at  large, 
Carelcfs  of  fuch  a  trufl,  theie  harmlefs  lays 
May  friendfhip  envy, and  may  folly  praife; 
The  crown  of  Gotham  may  fome  Scot  allnine, 
And  vagrant  Stuarts  reign  in  Churchill's  room. 

O  my  poor  people,  O  thou  wretched  earth, 
To  whole  dear  love,  though  not  engaged  by  birth, 
My  heart  is  fix'd,  my  fervice  deeply  iworn, 
How  (by  thy  father  can  that  thought  be  borne, 
For  monarchs,  would  they  all  but  think  like  me, 
Are  only  fathers  \-\  the  beil  degree) 
How  muft.  thy  glories  fade,  in  ev'ry  land 
Thy  name  he  hugh'd  to  fcorn,  thy  mighty  hand 
Bt  fhorten'd,  and  thy  zeal,  by  foes  confefs'd, 
Biels'd  in  thyiclf,  to  make  thy  neighbours  blefs'd, 
Be  robb'd  of  vigour  !   how  muft  freedom's  pile, 
The  boaft  of  ages,  which  adorns  the  ifle, 
And  makes  it  great  and  glorious,  fear'd  abroad, 
Happy  at  home,  fecure  from  force  and  fraud  1 
How  mull  tha?  pile,  by  ancient  wifdom  rais'd 
On  a  firm  rock,  by  friends  admir'd  ard  prais'd, 
Envy'd  by  foes,  and  wonder 'd  at  by  all, 
In  one  fhort  moment  into  ruins  fall, 
Should  any  flip  of  btuart's  tyrant  race, 
Or  baftard  or  legitimate,  difgrace 
Thy  royal  feat  of  empire  !   But  what  care, 
What  forrow  muft  be  mine,  what  deep  defpair 
And  felf-reproachts,  fhould  that  hated  line 
Admittance  gain  through  any  fault  of  mine  ! 
Curs'd  he  the  caufe  whence  Gotham's  evils  fpring, 
Though  that  curs'd  caufe  be  found  in  Gotham's 
k;ng. 

Let  war,  with  all  his  needy,  ruffian  band, 
In  pomp  of  horror  ftalk  through  Gotham's  land 
Knee-deep  in  blood  ;  let  all  her  (lately  tow'rs 
Sink  in  the  duft ;  that  court  which  now  is  ours 
Become  a  den,  where  beafts  may,  if  they  can, 
A  lodging  find,  nor  fear  rebuke  from  man  ; 
Where  yellow  harvefts  rife,  be  brambles  found; 
Where  vines  now  creep,  let   thiftles  curfe  the 

ground ; 

Dry  in  her  thoufand  vallies  be  the  rills; 
Barren  the  cattle  on  her  thoufand  hills; 
Where  pow'r  is  plac'd,  let  tygers  prowl  for  prey  j 
Where  juftice  lodges,  let  wild  affes  bray; 
Let  cormorants  in  churches  make  their  neft, 
And  on  the  fails  of  commerce  bitterns  reft  ; 
Be  all,  though  princes  in  the  earth  before, 
Her  merchants  bankrupts,  and  her  marts  no  more; 
Much  rather  would  I,  might  the  will  of  fate 
Give  me  to  choofe.  fee  Gotham's  ruin'd  ftate 
By  ills  on  ills  thus  to  the  earth  weigh'd  down, 
Than  live  to  fee  a  Stuart  wear  a  crown. 

Let  Heav'n  in  vengeance  arm  all  nature's  hoft, 
Thofe  fervants  who  their  Maker  know,  who  boaft 
Obedience  as  their  glory,  and  fulfil, 
Unqueftion'd  their  great  Matter's  facred  will ; 
Let  raging  winds  root  up  the  boiling  deep, 
And,  with  deitru&ion  bi^,  o'er  Gotham  fweep; 
Let  rains  rufh  down,  till  faith  with  doubtful  eye 
Looks  for  the  fign  of  mercy  in  the  fky ; 
Let  peftilence  in  all  her  horrors  rife ; 
Where'er  1  turn,  let  famine  blaft  my  eyes; 
Let   the   earth  yawn,  and,  ere   they've   time  to 
In  the  ckep  gulf  let  all  tny  fubje&s  fink     [think, 
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Before  my  eyes,  whilft  on  the  verge  I  reel; 
Feeling,  but  a-  a  monarch  ought  to  fed, 
Nor  for  mylelf,  but  them,  1'il  kif-  the  rod, 
And,  having  own'd  the  juftice  of  my  God, 
Myfelf  with  firmrefs  to  the 'n: in  give, 
And  die  with  thofe  for  whom  I  wifh'd  ro  live. 

This  (but  may  Heaven's  m  re  merciful  decrees 
Ne'er  tempt  his  fervant  with  iuch  ills  as  thefe) 
This,  or  my  foul  deceives  me,  1  could  hear; 
But  that  the  S'Uart  race  my  crown  fh^uld  wear, 
That  crown,  where,   highly  cherifh'd,  freedom 

{hone 

Bright  as  the  glories  of  the  mid-day  fun  ; 
Born  and  bred  flaves,  that  they,  with  proud  mif- 
rule,  [fchool, 

Should  make  brave,  free-born  men,  like  boys  at 
T"  the  whip  crouch  and  tremble —  O,  that  thought! 
The  lab'ring  brain  is  e'en  to  madnefs  brought 
By  the  dread  vifion  ;  at  the  mere  furniife 
The  thronging  fpirifs,  as  in  tumult,  tife  ; 
My  heart,  as  for  a  paffage,  loudly  beats, 
And,  turn  me  where  I  will,  diftraclion  meets. 

O  my  brave  fellows,  great  in  arts  and  arms, 
The  wonder  of  the  earth,  whom  glory  warms 
To  high  atchievements,  can  your  fpirits  bend 
Through  bafe  controul  (ye  never  can  delcend 
So  low  by  choice)  to  wear  a  tyrant's  chain, 
Or  let  in  freedom's  feat  a  Stuart  reign  ? 
If  fame,  who  hath  for  ages  far  and  wide 
Spread  in  all  realms  the  cowardice,  the  pride, 
The  tyranny  and  falfehood  of  thofe  lords, 
Contents  you  not,  fearch  England'*  fair  records ; 
England,  where  firfl  the  breath  of  life  I  drew, 
Where  next  to  Gotham  my  beft  love  is  due ; 
There  once  they  rul  d,  though  crufh'd  by  Wil 
liam's  hand, 
They  rul'd  no  more,  to  curfe  that  happy  land. 

Thef.rji.  who,  from  his  native  foil  remov'd, 
Held  England's  fceptre,  a  tame  tyrant  prov'd: 
Virtue  he  lack'd,  curs'd  with  thofe  thoughts  which 

fpring 

In  fouls  of  vulgar  {tamp  to  be  a  king  ; 
Spirit  he  had  not,  though  he  laugh VI  at  laws, 
To  play  the  bold-fac'd  tyrant  with  applaufe ; 
On  practices  moft  mean  he  rais'd  his  pride, 
And  craft  "ft  gave  what  wifdom  oft  denied. 

Ne'er  could  he  feel  how  truly  man  is  bleft 
In  blefiing  thofe  around  him  ;  in  his  breaft, 
Crowded  with  follies,  honour  found  no  room ; 
Mark'd  for  a  coward  in  his  mother's  womb, 
He  was  too  proud  without  affronts  to  live, 
Too  timorous  to  punifh  or  forgive. 

To  gain  a  crown,  which  had  in  courfe  of  time, 
By  fair  dtfcent,  been  his  without  a  crime, 
He  bore  a  mother's  exile  ;  to  fecure 
A  greater  crown,  he  hafcly  could  endure 
The  fpillinsj  of  her  blood  by  foreign  knife, 
Nor  dar'd  revenge  her  death  who  gave  him  life  ; 
Nay   by  fond  fear  and  fond  ambition  led, 
Struck  hands  with  thofe  by  whom  her  blood  was 
flitd.  [throne, 

Call'd  up  to  pow'r,  fcarce  warm  on  England's 
He-  fill'd  her  court  with  beggars  from  his  own  : 
Turn  whtre  you  would,  the  eye  with  Scots  was 
caught, 
b  knaves,  who  would  be  Scotftaen  thought. 


To  vain  ex;  erce  unbounded  loofe  he  gave, 
The  dupe  of  minions,  and  of  flaves  the  Have; 
OD  faife  pretences  mighty  fums  he  rais'd, 
And  damn'd  thofe  fenates  rich,  whom,  poor,  he 

prais'd  : 

From  empire  thrown  and  doom'd  to  beg  her  bread, 
On  foreign  bounty  -t  hilft  a  daughter  *  fed, 
He  lavifh'd  fums,  for  her  receiv'd,  on  men 
Whofe  names  would  fix  difhonour  on  my  pen. 

Lies  were  his  play-things,  parliaments  his  fport, 
Bo  k-worms  and  catamites  engrof-'d  the  court: 
Vain  of  the  fcholar.  like  all  Scotfmen  fmce, 
The  pedant  fcholar,  he  forgot  the  prince, 
And  having  with  feme  trifles  flor'd  his  brain, 
Ne'er  learn'd,  or  wifli'd  to  learn,  the  arts  to  reign. 
Enough  he  knew  to  make  him  vain  and  proud, 
Mock  d  by  the  wife,  the  wonder  of  the  crow'd ; 
Falfe  friend   falfe  fon,  falfe  father,  and  fdlfe  king, 
Falfe  wit,  falfe  ftarefmen,  and  falfe  ev'ry  thing, 
When  he  fhould  a<5t,  he  idly  chole  to  prate, 
And  pamphlets  wrote,  when  he  fhould  fave  the 
flate. 

Religion*,  if  religion  holds  in  whim, 
To  talk  with  all,  he  let  all  talk  with  him, 
N«'t  on  God's  honour,  hut  his  own  intent, 
Not  for  religion's  fake,  but  argument ; 
More  vain,  tf  fome  fly,  artful,  High-Dutch  flave, 
Or,  from  the  Jefuit  Ichool,  fome  precious  knave 
Conviction  fcign'd,  than  if,  to  peace  reftor'd 
By  his  full  foldierfhip,  worlds  hail  d  him  Inrd. 

Pow'r  was  his  wifh,  unbounded  as  his  will, 
The  pow'r,  without  controul,  of  doing  ill. 

But  what  he  wifti'd,  what  he  made  l/ijbofs  preach, 
And  fJatefmen  warrant,  hung  within  his  reach 
He  dar'd  not  feize  :   Fear  gave,  to  gall  his  pride, 
That  freedom  to  the  realm  his  will  denied. 

Of  treaties  fond,  o'erweening  of  his  parts, 
In  ev'ry  treaty  of  his  own  mean  arts 
He  fell  the  dupe  ;    Peace  was  his  coward  care, 
E'en  at  a  time  when  juftice  call'd  for  war  : 
His  pen  he'd  draw,  to  prove  his  lack  of  wit, 
But,  rather  than  unfheath  the  fvvord,  fubmit. 
Truth  fairly  m'.ft  record,  and,  pleas'd  to  live 
fn  league  with  mercy,  juftice  may  forgive 
Kingdoms  betray'd,  and  worlds  refign  d  to  Spain, 
But  never  can  forgive  a  Raleigh  flam. 

At  length  (with  white  let  freedom  mark  that 

year) 

Not  fear'd  by  thofe  whom  moft  he  wifh'd  to  fear, 
N' t  lov'd  by  thofe  whom  moft  he  wilh'd  to  love, 
He  went  to  anfwer  for  his  faults  above; 
To  anfwer  to  that  God   from  whom  alone 
He  claim'd  to  hold,  and  ro  abufe  the  throne  ; 
Leaving  behind,  a  curfe  to  all  his  line, 
The  bloody  legacy  of  right  divine. 

With  many  virtues,  which  a  radiance  fling 
Round  private,  men ;  with  few  which  grace  a  king, 
And  ipeak  the  monarch;  at  the  time  of  life 
When  puffi on  holds  with  reafon  doubtful  ftrife, 
Succeeded  Charlee,  by  a  mean  fiie  undone, 
Who  envied  virtue  even  in  a  fori. 

His  youth  was  froward,  turbulent,  and  wild; 
He  took  the  man  up  <re  he  left  the  child  ; 

*    Tie   G^teen  of  Bohemia ^  grandmother  of  George 
the  Firi. 
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His  foul  was  eager  for  imperial  fway, 
Ere  he  had  learn'd  the  leffon  to  obey. 
Surrounded  by  a  fawning,  flattering  throng, 
Judgment   each   day  grew    weak,   and   humour 

ftrong  : 

Wifdnm  was  treated  as  a  noifome  weed, 
And  all  his  fdllies  let  to  run  to  feed..         [fpring  ! 
What  ills  from   (uch    beginnings   needs  mufl 
What  ills  to  fur.h  a  land  from  fach  a  king  ! 
What  could  fhe  hope  !  what  had  (lie  nut  to  fear  ! 
Baft-  Buckingham  p<  flefs'd  his  youthful  ear; 
StrafFord  and  Laud,  when  mounted  on  the  throne, 
Engrofc'd  his  love,  and  made  him  all  their  own; 
Strafford  and  Laud,  who  boldly  dar'd  avow 
The  traitorous  dodrines  taught  by  Tories  now  : 
Each  ftrove  t'  undo  him,  in  his  turn  and  hour, 
The  firft  with  pleafure,  and  the  laft  with  pow'r. 
Thinking    (vain  thought,   difgraccful    to    the 

throne) ! 

That  all  mankind  were  matle  for  Icings  alone, 
That  fubjeds  were  but  Haves,  and  what  was  whim 
Or  worfe  in  ccrmfnon  men,  was  law  in  him  ; 
Drunk  wirh  prerogative,  which  fate  decreed 
To  guard  good  kings,  and  tyrants  to  miilcad ; 
Which  in  a  fair  proportion,  to  deny 
Allegiance  dares  not ;  which  to  Xold  too.  high 
Jslo  {jood  can  wifh,  no  coward  king  can  dare, 
And  held  too  high,  no  Ett~Hfi  fu'-jefi  bear; 
Btfit  g'd  by  men  of  deep  and  fubr.lc  arts, 
Men  void  of  principle,  and  damn'd  with  parts,' 
Who  fa w  his  weaknef*,  made  their  king  their  too1, 
Then  moft  a  {hve,  when  mcft  he  feem'd  to  rule ; 
Taking  all  public  fteps  for  private  ends, 
Deceiv'd  by  favourites,  whom  he  called  friends, 
He  had  not  drcngth  enough  of  foul  to  find 
That  monarchs,  meant  as  bleflings  to  mankind, 
Sink  their  great  ftate,  and  {lamp  their  fame  un 
done, 

When  what  was  meant  for  all  they  give  to  one; 
Lift'ning  uxorious,  whilft  a  woman's  prate 
Modcll'd  the  church,  and  parcell'd  out  the  ftate,, 
Whilft  (in  the  ftate  not  more  than  women  read) 
High-churchmen  preach'd,  and  turn'd  his  pious 
Tutor'd  to  fee  with  Riinifterial  eyes  ;  [head; 

Forbid  to  hear  a  loyal  nation's  cries ; 
Made  to  believe  (what  can't  a  fav'rite  do) 
He  heard  a  nation  hearing  one  or  two; 
Taught  by  {late-quacks  himfelf  fecure  to  think, 
And  out  of  danger  e'en  oi>  danger's  brink  ; 
Whilft  pow'r  was  daily^erumbling  from  his  hand, 
Whilft  murmurs  jsn  through  an  infulted  land, 
A*  if  to  fandion  tyrants  Heav'n  was  bound, 
He  proudly  fought  the  ruin  which  he  found. 
Twelve  years,  twelve  tedious   and  inglorious 

years, 

pid  England,  crufli'dby  pow'r  and  aw'd  by  fears, 
Whilft  proud  opprcfiion  ftruck  at  freedom's  root, 
Lament  her  fenates  loft,  her  Hampden  mute, 
lliegal  taxes  and  cpprefilve  loans, 
In  ipite  of  all  her  pride,  call'd  forth  her  groans  j 
patience  was  heard  her  griefs  aloud  to  tell, 
And  loyalty  was  tempted  to  rebel. 

Each  day  new  ads  rf  outrage  (hook  the  fiate, 
!^ew  courts  were  rai&'d  to  give  new  dodrines 
weight  j 


State-inqmfitions  kept  the  realm  In  awe, 
And  curs' '&jiar-chamber$  made,  or  rul'd  the  law; 
Juries  were  pack'd,  and  judges  were  unfound  ; 
Through  the  whole  kingdom  not  one  Pratt  wa$ 

found. 

From  the  firft  moments  of  his  giddy  youth 
He  hated  fenates,  for  they  told  him  truth. 
Ar  length  againft  his  will  compell'd  to  treat, 
Vhofe  whom  he  could  not  fright,  he  ftrove  to 

cheat, 

With  bafe  diiTemblingev'ry  grievance  heard, 
And,  ofren  giving,  often  broke  his  word. 
O  where  (hall  helplefs  truth  for  refuge  fly, 
If  kings,  who  ihpuld  protect  her,  dare. to  lie  ? 

Thofe  who,  the  gen'ral  good  their  real  aim, 
Sought  in  their  country's  good  their  monarch's 

fame  » 

Thofe  who  were  anxious  for  his  fafety;  thofe 
Who  were  induc'd  by  duty  to  oppofe ; 
Their  truth  fufpeded,  and  their  worth  unknown, 
He  held  as  foe.«,  and  traitors  to  his  throne; 
N'-r  found  his  fatal  error  till  the  hour 
Of  faying  him  was  gone  and  pad  ;  till  pow'r 
Had  (nifted  hands,  to  blaft  his  haplef*  reign^ 
Making  their  faith  and  his  repentance  vain. 

Heiice  (be  that  curfe  confin'd  to  Gotham's  foes) 
War,  dread  to  mention,  civil  war  a.rofe  ; 
All  ads  of  outrage,  and  all  ads  of  Ihame, 
SiaikM  forth   at   large,  difguis'd  with  honour's 

name  ; 

Rebellion,  railing  high  her  bloody  band, 
Spread  utiiverfal  havoc  through  the  land; 
With  zeal  for  party,  and  with  paflion  drunk, 
In  public  rage  all  private  love  was  funk  ; 
Friend  againft  friend,  brother  'gainft  brother  flood, 
And  the  fen's  weapon  drank  the  father's  blood  ; 
Nature,  agbaft,  and  fearful  left  her  reign 
Should  lad  no  longer,  bled  in  ev'ry  rein. 

Unhappy  Stuart  !  harfhly  though  that  name 
Grares  on  my  ear,  I  fhould  have  died  with  fhame, 
To  fee  my  king  before  his  fubjeds  ftand, 
And  at  their  bar  hold  up  his  royal  hand  ; 
At  their  commands  to  hear  the  monarch  plead, 
By  their  decrees  to  fee  that  monarch  bleed. 
What  though  thy  faults  were  many,  and  were 

great, 

What  though  they  Ihook  the  bafis  of  the  ftate, 
In  royalty  fecure  thy  pcrfon  ftood, 
And  facred  was  the  fountain  of  thy  blood. 
Vile  minifters,  who  dar'd  abufe  their  truft, 
Who  dar'd  fcduce  a  king  to  be  unjuft, 
Vengeance,  with  juftice  leagu'd,  with  pow'r  made 

ftrong, 

Had  nobly  crufh'd  t    The  king  could  Jo  ho  wrong. 
.  Yet  grieve  not,  Charles,  nor  thy  hard  fortunes 

blame ; 

They  took  thy  life,  but  they  fecur'd  thy  fame. 
Their  greater  crimes  made  thine  like  fpecks  appear, 
From  which  the  fun  in  glory  is  not  clear. 
Had'ft  thou  in  peace  and  years  rcfign'd  thy  breath 
At  nature's  call ;  had'ft  thou  laid  down  in  death 
As  in  a  fleep-,  thy  name,  by  juftice  borne 
On  the  four  winds,  had  been  in  pieces  torn. 
Pity,  the  virtue  of  a  gen'rous  foul, 
Sometimes  the  vice,  hath  made  thy  mem'ry  whole, 
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Misfortunes  gave  what  virtue  could  nor  give, 
And  bade,  the  tyrant  flain,  the  martyr  Jive. 

Ye  princes  of  the  earth,  ye  mighty  few, 
Who,  worlds  fubduing,  can'r  yourfelws  fubdue ; 
Who,  goodiitls,  icorn'd,  with  <  nly  to  lie  great, 
Whofo  breath  i-  Maftihg,  and  whofe  voice  is  fate  ; 
Who  own  no  law,  no  reafori  bur  your  will, 
And  fcorn  reftraint,  though  'tis  from  doing  ill; 
Who  of  all  pafli  >ns  groan  beneath  the  worft, 
Then  only  blefs'd  when  they  make  otjiers  curft  ; 
Think  not  for  wrongs  like  thefe  unfcourg'd  to  live; 
Long  may  ye  fin,  and  long  may  Hu-av'n  forgive .: 
But,  when  ye  leaft  expcd,  in  forrow's  day, 
Vengeance  {hall  fall  more  heavy  for  delay  ; 
Nor  think  that  vengeance  heap'd  on  you  alone  : 
Skail  .poor  amends)  for  injur'd  worlds  atone  : 
No ;  like  fome  bafe  diftemper,  which  remains, 
Tranfmitted  from  the  tainted  father's  veins, 
In  the  fon's  blood,  fuch  broad  and  gen'ral  crimes 
Shall  call  down  vengeance  e'en  to  latefl  times, 
Call  vengeance  down  on  all  who  bear  your  name, 
And  make  their  portion  bitternefs  and  fhame. 

From  land  to  land  for  years  compelled  to  roam, 
Whilft  ufurpation  lorded  it  at  home, 
Of  majefty  unmindful,  forc'd  to  fly, 
Not  daring,  like  a  king,  to  reign  or  die, 
Recall'd  to  repoffefs  his  lawful  throne 
More  at  his  people's  feeking  than  his  own, 
Another  Charles  fucceeded.     In  the  fchool 
Of  travel  he  had  Icarn'd  to  play  the  fool, 
And,  like  pert  pupils  with  dull  tutors  fent 
To  Ihame  their  country  on  the  continent, 
From  love  of  England  by  long  abfence  wean'd, 
From  ev'ry  court  he  ev'ry  folly  glean'd, 
And  was,  fo  clofe  do  evil  habits  cling,          [king- 
Till  crown'd,  a  beggar;  and  when  crown'd,  no 

Thofe  grand  and  gen'ral  pow'rs  which  Heav'n 
An  inftance  of  his  mercy  to  mankind,      [defign'd 
Were  loft,  in  ftprrns  of  diflipation  hurl'd, 
Nor  would  he  give  one  hour  to  blefs  a  world ; 
Lighter  than  levity  which  fb  ides  the  blaft, 
And  of  the  prefent  fond,  forgets  the  paft, 
He  chang'd  and  chang'd,  but,  ev'ry  hope  to  curfe, 
Chang'd  only  from  one  folly  to  a  worfe ; 
State  he  refign'd  to  thofe  whom  ftate  could  pleafe, 
Carelefs  of  majefty,  his  wifti  waseafe  ; 
Pleafure,  and  pleafure  only  was  his  aim ; 
Kings  of  lefs  wit  might  hunt  the  bubble  fame  ; 
Dignity  through  his  reign  was  made  a  fport, 
Nor  dar'd  decorum  (how  her  face  at  court. 
Morality  was  held  a  ftanding  jeft, 
And  faith  a  neceflary  fraud  at  beft  ; 
Courtiers,  their  monarch  ever  in  their  view, 
PofTefs'd  great  talents,  and  abus'd  them  too  : 
Whate'er  was  light,  impertinent,  and  vain, 
Whate'er  was  loofe,  indecent,  and  profane, 
(So  ripe  was  folly,  folly  to  acquit) 
Stood  all  abfolv'd  in  that  poor  bauble,  wit. 

In  gratitude,  alas  !  but  little  read, 
He  let  his  father's  fervants  beg  their  bread, 
His  father's  faithful  fervants,  and  his  own, 
To  place  the  foes  of  both  around  his  throne. 

Bad  counfels  he  embrac'd  through  indolence, 
Through  love  of  eafe,  and  not  through  want  of 
ftbfcj 


He  faw  them  wrong,  but  rather  let  them  go 
As  right,  than  take  the  pains  to  make- them  fo. 

Women  rul'd  all,  and  minifters  of  ftate 
Were  for  commands  at  toilettes  forc'd  to  wait ; 
Women,  who  have,  as  monarchs,  grac'd  the  land, 
But  never  govern'd  well  at  fecond-hand. 

To  make  all  other  errors  flight  appear, 
In  mem'ry  fix'd  ft  and  Dunkirk  and  Tangier; 
In  mem'ry  fix'd  Ib  deep,  that  time  in  vain 
shall  ftrive  to  wipe  thofe  records  from  the  brain, 
Amboy.na  ftands — Gods,  that  a  king  fliould  hold 
In  fuch  high  eftimate  vile  paltry  gold, 
And  of  his  duty  be  fo  carelefs  found, 
That,  when  the  blood  of  fubje<5ts  from  the  ground 
For  vengeance  call'd,  he  fhouid  rcje6t  their  cry, 
And,  brib'd  from  honour,  lay  his  thunders  by, 
Give  Hollandpeace,whilft  Engliihviclimsgroan'd, 
And  butcher'd  fubje&s  wander'd  unaton'd! 
O  dear,  deep  injury  to  England's  fame, 
To  them,  to  us,  to  all !  to  him,  deep  fhame  ! 
Of  all  the  palfions  which  from  frailty  fpring, 
Av'rice  is  that  which  leaft  becomes  a  king. 

To   crown    the    whole,  fcorning    the    public 

good, 

Which  through  his  reign  he  little  underftood, 
Or  little  heeded,  with  too  narrow  aim 
He  reaflum'd  a  bigot  brother's  claim  ; 
And,  having  made  time-ferving  fenates  bow, 
Suddenly  died,  that  brother  beft  knew  bow. 

No  matter  k»ii — he  flept  amongft  the  dead, 
And  James  his  brother  reigned  in  his  ftead. 
But  fuch  a  reign — fo  glaring  an  offence 
In  ev'ry  ftep  'gainft  freedom,  law,  and  fenfe, 
'Gainft  all  the  rights  of  nature's  gen'ral  plan, 
'Gair.ft  all  which  conftitutes  an  Englishman, 
That  the  relation  would  mere  fiction  feem, 
The  mock  creation  of  a  poet's  dream, 
And  the  poor  bards  would  in  this  fccptic  age, 
Appear  as  falfe  as  their  hiftorjan's  page. 
Ambitious  folly  ferz'd  the  feat  of  wit, 
Chriftians  were  forc'd  by  bigots  to  fubmit  ; 
Pride  without  fcnfe,  without  religion  zeal, 
Made  daring  inroads  on  the  commonweal; 
Stern  perfecution  rais'd  her  iron  rod, 
And  call'd  the  pride  of  kings  the  power  of  God  ; 
Confcience  and  fame  were  facrific'd  to  Rome, 
And  England  wept  at  freedom';,  facred  tomb. 

Her  laws  defpis'd,  her  conftitution  wrench'd 
From  its  due  nat'ral  frame,  her  rights  retrench'd 
Beyond  a  coward's  fuff'rance,  confcience  forc'd, 
And  healing  juftice  from  the  crown  divorc'd, 
Each  moment  pregnant  with  vile  ads  of  povv'r, 
Her  patriot  bifhops  fentenc'd  to  the  Tcw'r, 
Her  Oxford  (who  yet  loves  the  Stuart  name) 
Branded  with  arbitrary  marks  of  {hame, 
She  wept — but  wept  not  long;  to  arms  fhe  flew4 
At  honour's  call  th' avenging  fword  fhe  drew, 
Turn'd  all  her  terrors  on  the  tyxant's  head, 
And  fent  him  in  defpair  to  beg  his  bread  ; 
Whilft  fhe  (may  ev'ry  ftate  in  fuch  diftnfs 
Dare  with  fuch  zeal,  and  meet  with  fuch  iuccefs) 
Whilft.  fhe  (may  Gotham,  fhouid  my  abjcdh  mind 
Chc/ofe  to  enilave  rather  than  free  mankind, 
Puffue  her  ftcps,  tear  the  proud  tyrant  down, 
!  Nor  let  rue  wear  if  I  abuft  the  aawnj 
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Whilft  flie  (through  ev'ry  age,  in  ev'ry  land, 
"Written  in  gold  let  revolution  ftand) 
Whilft  fhe,  fecur'd  in  liberty  and  lain, 
Found  what  Ihe  fought,  a  iaviour  in  Naflau. 

BOOK  III. 

CAN  the  fond  mother  from  herfelf  depart, 
Can  ihe  forget  the  darling  of  her  heart, 
The  little  darling  whom  ihe  bore  arid  bred, 
Nurs'd  on  her  knees  arid  at  her  bofom  fed  ? 
To  whom  fhe  feem'd  her  ev'ry  thought  to  give, 
And  in  whole  life  ajone  fhe  feem'd  to  live  ? 
Yes,  from  herftlf  the  mother  may  depart, 
She  may  forget  the  darling  of  her  heart, 
The  little  uarling  whom  flic  bore  and  bred, 
!Nurs'd  on  her  knees,  and  at  her  bofom  fed, 
To  whom  fhe  feem'd  her  ev'ry  thought  to  give, 
And  m  whofe  life  alone  fhe  feem'd  to  live  ; 
But  I  cannot  forget,  whilil  life  remains, 
And  pours  her  current   through  thefe   fwelling 

veins, 

Whilft  mem'ry  offers  up  at  rcafon's  (hrine, 
But  I  cannot  forget  that  Gotham's  mine. 

Can  the  ft  ern  mother,than  the  brute?  more  wild, 
From  her  difnatur'd  bread  tear  her  young  child ; 
Flefli  of  her  fltfh,  and  of  her  bone  the  bone, 
And  dafh.  the  fmiling  babe  againft  a  ftone  ? 
Yes,  the  ftern  mother,  than  the  brutes  more  wild, 
From  her  difnatur'd  breaft  may  tear  her  child  ; 
Flefh  of  her  flefh,  and  of  her  bone  the  bone, 
AnJ.  dafh  the  fmiling  babe  againft  a  ftone; 
But  I  (forbid  it  Heav'n),but  I  can  ne'er 
The  love  of  Gotham'from  this  bofom  tear; 
Can  ne'er  fo  far  true  royalty  pervert 
From  its  fair  courfe,  to  do  my  people  hurt. 

With  how  much  eafe,  with  how  much  confi 
dence, 

As  if,  fuperior  to  each  grofTer  fenfe, 
Reafon  had  only,  in  full  pow'-r  array 'd, 
To  manifeft  her  will,  and  be  obey'd, 
Men  make  refolves,  and  pafs  into  decrees 
The  motions  of  the  mind  !   With  how  much  eafe 
In  fuch  refolves  doth  paffion  make  a  flaw. 
And  bring  to  nothing  what  was  rais'd  to  law  ! 

In  empire  young,  fcarce  warm  on  Gotham's 

throne, 

The  dangers  and  the  fweets  of  pow'r  unknown, 
Pleas'd,  though   f  fcarce  know  why,  like  fome 

young  child, 

Whofe  little  fenfcs  each  new  toy  turns  wild, 
How  do  I  hold  fweet  dalliance  with  my  crown, 
And  wanton  with  dorainibrt  !  how  lay  down, 
Without  the  fan&ion  of  a  precedent, 
Rules  of  nioft  large  and  abfolute  extent ; 
RuL'S,  which  from  fenfe  of  public  virtue  fpring, 
And  all  at  once  commence  a  patriot  king.  / 

But.  for  the  day  of  trinl  is  at  hand, 
And  the  whole  fortunes  of  a  mighty  land 
Are  ftak'd  on  me,  and  all  their  weal  or  woe 
Muft  from  my  good  or  evil  conduct  flow, 
Will  I,  or  can  I,  on  a  fair  review, 
As  I  afiume  that  name,  deferve  it  too  ? 
Have  I  well  weigh  d  the  great,  the  noble  part 
I'm  now  to  play  ?  Have  I  exploi'd  my  heart, 


I  That  labyrinth  of  fraud,  that  deep  dark  cell, 
Where,  unfufpedled  e'en  by  me,  may  dwell 
Ten  thoufand  follies?  Have  I  found  out  there 
What  I  am  fit  to  do,  and  wha:  to  bear  ? 
Have  I  trac'd  ev'ry  paffion  to  its  rife, 
Nor  fp'irVk  one  lurking  feed  of  treach'rous  vice  ? 
Have  I  familiar  with  my  nature  grown, 
And  am  I  fairly  to  myfelf  made  known  ? 

A  patriot  king — Why,  'tis  a  name  which  bears 
The   more  immediate  ftamp  of  heav'n ;  which 

wears 

The  neareft,  beft  refemblance  we  can  fhow 
Of  God  above  through  all  his  works  below 

To  ftill  the  voice  of  difcord  in  the  land, 
To  make  weak  faction's  difcontented  band, 
Detected,  weak,  and  crumbling  to  decay, 
With  hunger  pinch'd,  on  their  own  vitals  prey; 
Like  brethren  in  the  felf-fame  int'refts  warm'd, 
Like  diff 'rent  bodies  with  one  foul  inform'd, 
To  make  a  nation,  nobly  rais'd  above 
All  meaner  thought,  grow  tin  in  common  love; 
To  give  the  laws  due  vigour,  and  to  hold 
That  facred  balance,  temperate,  yet  bold, 
With  fuch  an  equal  hand,  that  thofe  who  fear 
May  yet  approve,  and  own  my  juftice  clear; 
To  be  a  common  father,  to  feeure 
The  weak  from  violence,  from  pride  the  poor; 
Vice  and  her  fonsto  banifh  in  difgrace, 
To  make  corruption  dread  to  fhow  her  face  ; 
To  bid  afflicted  virtue  take  new  ftate, 
And  be  at  laft  acquainted  with  the  great ; 
Of  all  religions  to  eledr.  the  beft, 
Nor  let  her  priefts  be  made  a  ftanding  jeft ; 
Rewards  for  worth  with  lib'ral  hand  to  carve, 
To  love  the  arts,  not  let  the  artifts  ftarve  ; 
To  make  fair  plenty  through  the  realm  increafe, 
Give  fame  in  war,  and  happineis  in  peace  ; 
To  fee  my  people  virtuous,  great  and  free, 
And   know    that   all   thofe  bleffings  flow  from 

me  ; 

O  'tis  a  joy  too  exquifke,  a  thought 
Which  flatters  nature  more  than  flatt'ry  ought ; 
'Tisa  great,  glorious  tafk,  for  man  too  hard, 
Bat  not  lefs  great,  lefs  glorious  the  reward, 
The  beft  reward  which  here  to  man  is  giv'n, 
'Tis  more  than  earth,  aud  little  fhort  of  heav'n; 
A.  tafk  (if  fuch  comparifon  may  be) 
The  fame  in  nature,  diff 'ring  in  degree, 
Like  that  which  God,  on  whom  for  aid  I  call-, 
Performs  with  eafe,  and  yet  performs  to  all. 

How  much  do  they  miftakc,  how  little  know 
Of  kings,  of  kingdoms,  and  the  pains  which  flow 
From  royalty,  who  fancy  that  a  crown, 
Becaufe  it  gliftens,  mufl  be  lin'd  with  down  ! 
With  outfide  fhow  and  vain  appearance  caught, 
They  look  no  farther,  and,  by  folly  taught, 
Prize  high  the  toys  of  thrones,  but  never  find 
One  of  the  many  cares  which  lurk  behind. 
The  gem  they  worfhip,  which  a  crow:?  adorn?, 
Nor  once  fufpedt  that  crown  is  lin'd  with  thorns. 
O  mi-ght  reflection  folly's  place  fupply, 
Would  we  one  moment  ufe  her  piercing  eye, 
Then  fhould  we  know  what  woe  from  grandeur 

fprings, 
And  learn  to  pity,  not  to  envy  kings, 
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The  villager,  born  humbly  and  bred  hard, 
Cor  tent  his  wealth,  and  poverty  his  guard, 
In  adlion  (imply  jud,  in  confcience  clear, 
By  guilt    nraintcd,  undifturb'd  by  fear, 
His  means  but  fcanty,  and  his  wants  but  few, 
Labour  his  bufmefs  and  his  pleafurc  too, 
E'joys  more  comforts  in  a  fingle  hour, 
Than  ages  give  the  wretch  condemn'd  to  pow'r. 

Call'd  up  by  health,  he  riles  with  the  day, 
And  goes  to  work  as  if  he  went  to  play, 
Whittling  off  roils,  one  half  of  which  might  make 
The  flouted  Atlas  of  a  palace  quake  ; 
*G  -.inft  heat  ai;d  old,  which  make  us  cowards  faint, 
Harden  d  by  conftant  ule,  without  complaint 
Ht  bears  what  we  (hould  think  it  death  to  bear ; 
Short  are  his  meals,  and  homely  is  his  fare  ; 
His  third   he   flakes  at  fume  pure  neighb'ring 

brook, 

Nor  afks  for  fuuce  where  appetite  dands  cook. 
W  <•::  the  dews  fall,  and  when  the  fun  retires 
Behind  the  mountains,  when  the  village  fires, 
Which,  waken'd  all  at  once,  fpeak  f upper  nigh, 
At  diftance  catch  and  fix  his  longing  eye, 
Homeward  he  hies,  and  with  his  manly  brood 
Of  raw-bon'd  cubs  enjoys  that  clean,  coarfe  food, 
Which,  feafon'd  with  good -hum"urrhis  fond  bride 
'Gzund  hi*  return  is  happy  to  provide ;        [creeps 
"1  Ken.  free  from  care,  and  free  from  tru  ught,  he 
Into  hi*  ttraw,  and  'till  the  morning  fleeps. 

N  it  fo  the  king — With  anxious  cares  opprefs'd, 
Hisbofom  labours,  and  admits  not  red. 
A  glorious  wretch,  he  iweats  beneath  the  weight 
Of  majefty,  and  gives  up  eafe  for  date. 
E'en  when  hi»  fmiles,  which,  by  the  fools  of  pride, 
Arc  treafur'd  and  preferv'd  from  fide  to  fide, 
Fly  round  the  court,  e'en  when  compell'd  by  form, 
He  feems  mod  calm,  his  foul  i?  in  a  dorm  ! 
Care,  like  a  fpe6tret  ieen  by  him  alone, 
With  all  her  ned  of  vipers,  round  his  throne 
By  day  crawls  full  in  view;  when  night  bidsfleep, 
Sweet  nurfe  of  nature,  o'er  the  fenies  creep, 
When  mifery  herlelf  no  more  complains, 
And  flaves,  if  poflible,  forget  their  chains, 
Though  his  ftnfe  weakens,  though  his  eyes  grow 

dim, 

That  reft  which  comes  to  all,  comes  not  ro  him. 
E'en  at  that  hour,  care,  tyrant  care  forbids 
The  dew  of  fletp  to  fall  upon  his  lids  , 
From  night  to  night  (he  watches  at  his  bed ; 
Now,  as  one  mop'd,  fits  brooding  o'er  his  head  ; 
Anon  (he  darts,  and    borne  on  raven's  wings, 
Croaks,  forth  aloud — "   Sleep  was  not  made  for 
kings."  [ball, 

Thrice  hath  the  moon,  who  governs  this  vad 
Who  rules  moft  abfolute  o'er  me.  and  all; 
To  whom  by  full  conviction  taught  to  bow, 
At  new,  at  full,  1  pay  the  duteous  vow  ; 
4Ki  hnce-hath  the  moon  her  wonted  courfe  purfu'd, 
Thrice  hath  fhe  lod  her  form,  and  thrice  rtnew'd, 
Since  (bk-ffcd  be  that  feafon,  for  before 
I  was  a  mere,  mtre  mortal,  and  BO  more, 
One  of  the  herd,  a  lump  of  common  clay, 
Jnform'd  with  life  to  die  and  pafs  away) 
Since  I  became  a  king,  and  Gotham's  throne, 
With  itill  and  air,p!e  pow'r,  became  my  ownj 


Thrire  hath  the  moon  her  wonted  courfe  purfu'd, 
Thrice  hath  (he  lod  her  form,  and  thrice  renew'd, 
Since  deep,  kind  fleep,  wh-.j  like  a  friend  fupplies* 
New  vigour  for  new  toil,  hath  clos'd  thefe  eyes. 
Nor,  if  my  toils  are  anfwer'd  with  fuccefs, 
And  I  am  made  an  indrument  to  blefs 
The  people  whom  I  love,  fhall  I  repine ; 
Theirs  be  the  benefit,  the  labour  mine. 

Mindful  of  that  high  rank  in  which  I  {land, 
Of  millions  lord,  fole  ruler  in  the  land, 
Let  me,  and  realbn  (hall  her  aid  afford, 
Rule  my  own  fpirit,  of  myfelf  be  lord. 
With  an  ill  grace  that  monarch  wears  hi*  crown, 
Who,  dern  and  hard  of  nature,  wears  a  frown 
'Gaind  faults  in  other  men,  yer  all  the  while 
Meets  his  own  vices  with  a  partial  fmile. 
How  can  a  king  (yet  on  record  we  find 
Such  kings  have  been,  fuch  curfes  of  mankind) 
Enforce  that  law  'gainft  fome  poor  fubjeft  elf, 
Which  conicience  tells  him  he  hath  broke  himi'elf  ? 
Can  he  fome  petty  rogue  to  jullice  call 
For  robbing  one,  when  he  himfelf  robs  all? 
Mud  not,  unlefs  extinguifh'd,  confcience  fly 
Into  his  cheek,  and  blad  his  fading  eye, 
To  fcour^e  th'  oppreffo.r,  when  the  date,  diftrefs'd 
And  funk  to  ruin,  is  by  him  opprels'd  ? 
Againd  himfelf  doth  he  notfentence  give  ? 
If  one  mud  die,  t'  other's  not  fit  to  live. 

Weak  is  that  throne,  and  in  itfelf  unfound, 
Which  takes  norfulid  virtue  for  its  ground; 
All  envy  pow'r  iu  others,  and  complain 
Of  that  which  they  would  perifli  to  obtain. 
Nor  can  thofe  fpirits,  turbuk-nt  and  bold. 
Not  to  be  aw'd  by  threats,  nor  bought  vv  ith  gold, 
Be  huih'd  to  peace,  but  when  fair  legal  fway 
Makes  it  their  real  int'reft  to  obey; 
When  kings,  and  none  but  fools  can  then  rebel, 
Not  lefs  in  virtue  than  in  pow'r  excel. 

Be  that  my  object,  that  my  condant  care, 
And  may  my  f /ul's  bed  wifnes  centre  there. 
Be  it  my  talk  to  leek,  nor  feek  in  vain, 
Not  only  how  to  live,  but  how  to  reign ; 
And,  to  thofe  virtues  which  from  reafon  fpring, 
And  grace  the  man,  join  thofe  which  grace  th.fi 

king. 

Firfl  v for  ftriifl  duty  bids  my  care  extend 
And  reach  to  all,  who  on  that  care  depend, 
Bids  me  with  fervant^  keep  a  deady  hand, 
And  watch  o'er  all  my  proxies  in  the  land) 
F'trjl  (and  that  method  realon  (hall  fupport) 
Before  I  look  into,  arid  purge  my  court, 
Before  I  cleanfe  the  ftabie  of  the  date, 
Let  me  fix  things  which  to  myfelf  relate. 
That  dene,  and  all  accounts  well  fettled  here, 
In  resolution  firm,  in  honour  clear, 
Tremble,  ye  (lave*,  who  dare  abufe  your  trud, 
Who  dare  be  villains,  when  your  kii'gisjuil 

Are  there,  amongft  thofe  officers  of  ftate 
To  whom  our  facrtd  pow'r  we  delegate, 
Who  hold  our  place  and  office  in  the  realm, 
Who,  in  our  name  commiflion'd,  guide  the  helm; 
Are  there,  who   trufting  to  our  love  of  eafe, 
Opprefs  our  fubjeds,  wreft  our  juft  decrees, 
And  make,  the  law,,  warp  d  from  their  fair  intent, 
To  fpeak  a  language  which  they  never  meant  j 
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Are  there  fuch  men,  and  can  the  fools  depend 
On  holding  out  in  fafety  t  •  their  end  ? 
Can  theyfo  much,  from  thoughts  of  danger  free, 
Deceive  themfelves,  fo  much  mifdeem  of  me, 
To  think  that  I  will  prove  a  ftatefman's  tool, 
And  live  a  ftranger  where  I  ought  to  rule  ? 
"What,  to  myfelf  and  to  my  ftate  ur juft, 
Shall  I  from  minifters  take  things  on  truft, 
And,  finking  low  the  credit  of  iiy  throne, 
Depend  upon  dependants  of  my  own  ? 
Shall  I,  moft  certain  f  .urce  of  future  cares, 
Not  ufe  my  j'ldgmenr,  hut  depend  on  their's? 
Shall  I,  true  puppet- like,  be  'MO'-k'd  with  ftate, 
Have  nothing  Imtthenanv  of  hri'--  »  re-it  ; 
Attend  at  councils  which  I  mud  noi   weigh; 
Do  what  they  bid;  and  what  they  di&ace  lay; 
Enro!>'d,and  hoifte-   up  into  my  chair, 
Only  :o  he  a  r  yal  cypher  there? 
Pc'-'fh  the  thought  -'tis  treafon  to  my  tr-rone — 
And  who  *nit  thinks  it,  could   his  thoughts  be 

known, 

Infult*  me  more  than  he,  who,  leagu'd  with  hell, 
Shall  nie  in  arms,  and  'gainft  m\  crown  rebel. 

The  wicked  ftatefman.  whofe  faKe  heart  purfues 
A  train  of  guilt;  who  acts  with  double  views, 
And  wears  a  double  face     whole  bafe  dtfigns 
Strike  at  his  monarch's  throne,  who  undermines 
t'tn  whiift  he  fecms  his  wiihes  to  fupporc; 
Who  feizes  all  departments,  panics  a  court, 
IViaintains  an  agent  on  the  judgtnent-irat 
To  fcreen  his  crimes,  and  make  his  tiauds  com 
plete; 

New-models  armies,  and  around  the  throne 
Wili  fuffer  none  but  creatures  of  his  own; 
Conltious  of  fuch  his  bafenefs   we';l  may  try, 
Agahjft  the  light  to  fhut  his  matter'?  eye, 
To  keep  him  coop'd,xr.d  far  remny'd  from  thofe, 
Who,  brave  and  rV,nc(t,  dare  his  crimes  difclofe, 
N;>r  ever  le*  him  in  one  place  anpear, 
"Where  truth,  unwelcome  truth,  may  wound  his  ear. 

Attempts  like  thefe,  well  wcigh'd,  themfelves 

proclaim, 

And,  whilft  they  publish,  baulk  then  author's  aim, 
Kings  muft  be  blind,  into  fuch  fnares  fo  run  ; 
Or  worfe,  with  open  eyes  muft  be  undone. 
The  minifter  of  honefty  and  w<  ph. 
Demands  the  day  to  bring  his  actions  forth; 
Calls  on  the  fun  to  ftrine  with  fiercer  rays, 
And  braves  that  trial  which  muft  end  in  praife. 
None  liy  the  day,  and  feek  cl.e  ftiades  of  night, 
But  thofe  whofe  actions  cannot  bear  the  light ; 
None  wifti  their  king  in  ig   orance  to  hold, 
But  thole  who  feel  that  knowledge  muft  unfold 
Their  hidden  guilt,  and  'hat  dark  milV  difpeli'd 
By  which  their  places  and  their  lives  are  held, 
Confufion  wait  them,  ard  by  jufticc  led, 
In  vengeance  fall  on  ev'ry  traitor's  head. 

Aware  of  thi?,  and  caurion'd  'gainft  the  pit 
Where  kings  have  ofc  been  loft,  fnall  I  fubmit, 
And  ruft  in  chains  !ik-  thcfe  ?  Shall  I  give  way, 
And  wbilft  my  helpleis  fubje^^  fail  a  prey 
To  povv'r  abus'd.  in  ignorance  fit  down, 
Nof  dare  aff-rt  the  nr.n;  ur  of  my  crown  ? 
When  ftern  rebellion  (if  that  odious  name 
Jufily  belongs  to  thoi'e,  whofe  only  sin* 


Is  to  preferve  their  country  ;  who  oppofe, 

In  honour  leagu'd    non.  lmt  their  ounfy'<  f-^es; 

Who  only  feek  their  own,  and  fiund  their  caufc 

In  due  regard  for  violated  laws) 

When  fttrn  rebellion,  who  no  longer  feels 

Nor  fears  rebuke,  a  nation  at  her  heels, 

A  nation  up  in  arms,  though  ftrong  not  proud, 

Knock   at  the  palace  gite  and,  calling  1  ud 

For  dur  redr>=f"    i  •  rfents  fvom  truth'i  f.'.ir  pen, 

A  lift  of  wrings,  not  to  he  borne  by  men  ; 

How  muft  that  king  he  hurabl-.-d,  how  difgrace 

All    da-  is  t      :!  in  h:s name  and  place. 

Who,  thu-;  call  d  rorrfi  to  anfwtr  can  advance 

No  01  her  pi  a  hut  that  >;f  ignorance  ' 

A  vile  defence    which  was  his  all  v  ftake, 

The  meaneft  fu'  je<ft  well  might  blufh  to  make ; 

A  filthy  iource,  from  whence  fhame  ever  fpn."gs; 

A  ftairi  to  all,  but  moft  a  ftain  to  ki   gs. 

The  f  ul,  with  groat  and  manly  feelings  warm'd, 

Pantit^  for  knowledge,  refts  not  till  intorm'd  : 

Arid  fhall  not  I,  fir'd  with  the  glorious  zeal, 

Feel  thole  brave  paffi  -ns  which  my  fu  jedb  feel? 

Or  can  a  juftexcufc  from  ignorance  ft  .w 

To  me,  whofe  fir  ft,  gr>  a'  duty  i> —  To  know  ? 

H.?nce  ignorance — fhy  fettled,  dull,  blank  eye 
W.  uld  hurt  me,  though  I  knew  no  reafoii  vvhy — 
Hence  ignorance — th\  flaviili  ihack'.ts  bind 
The  free  born  f -ul.  and  lethargy  the  nnnd — • 
Of  thee,  begot  by  pride,  who  look'd  wilh  (corn 
On  ev'ry  meaner  match,  of  thee  was  born 
That  grave  inflexibility  of  foul, 
Which  rea'fon  can  t  convince,  nor  fear  controul; 
Which  neither  arguments  nor  pray'ro  can  reach, 
And  nothing  lefs  than  utter  ruin  teach — 
Hciic*"  ignorance — hence  to  that  depth  of  night 
Where  thou  waft  born,  where  not  one  gleam  of 

light 

May  wound  thine  eye — hence  to  fame  dreary  cell, 
Where  monks  with  fuperftition  love  to  dwell ; 
Or  in  fome  college  footh  thy  lazy  pride, 
And  with  the  heads  of  colleges  refide; 
Fit  n-.ate  for  royalty  thou  can  ft  not  be  ; 
And  if  nn  mate  fur  kin^s,  no  mate  for  me. 

Come  ftudy,  like  a  torrent  iwe'l'd  with  rains, 
Which,  ruining  down  the  mountains,  o'er  the  plains 
Spreads  horror  wide,  and  y  t.  in  h  rror  kind, 
Letivesfeeds  of  future  fruitfulnefs  behind; 
Come  ftudy — painful  though  thy  courfc  and  flow, 

Thy  real  worth  by  thy  effects  we  know 

Parent  of  kn-  wledge,  come  I  — Not    hee  1  call, 
Who,  grave  and  dull,  in  college  or  in  hall 
Doft  fit,  all  folemn  fad,  and  m>  pi-ig  weigh 
ihings   which  when  found,  thy  labours  can't  re 
pay 

Nor,  in  one  hand,  fit  emblem  of  thy  trade, 

A  rod ;    in  t'  other,  gaudily  array'd 

A  hornbook,  gilt  and  letter'd;  call  I  thee, 

Who  do  ft  in  form  prefide  o'er  A  B  C— : 

Nor  (fyren   though  thou  art,   and  thy   ftrange 

charms, 

As  'twere  by  magic,  lure  men  to  thy  arms) 
Do  I  call  thee,  who  through  a  winding  maze, 
A  labyrinth  of  puzzling,  pleafing  way;, 
Doft  lead  us  at  -he  laft  to  thofe  rich  plains, 
Where,  in  full  glory,  real  fcience  reigus ; 
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Fair  though  thou  art,  and  lovely  to  mine  eye, 

Though  full  rewards  in  thy  poffeffion  lie 

To  crown  man's  wifh,  and  do  thy  fav'rites  grace, 

Though  (was  I  ftation'd  in  an  humbler  place) 

I  could  be  ever  happy  in  thy  fight, 

Toil  with  thee  ail  the  day.  and  through  the  night 

Toil  on  fr«m  watch  to  watch,  bidding  my  eye, 

Fall  rivetted  on  Icience,  fleep  defy  ; 

Yet  (fuch  the  hardfhips  which  from  empire  flow) 

Muft  I  thy  fweet  fociety  forego, 

And  to  fome  happy  rival's  arms  refign 

Thofe  charms,  which  can,  alas !  no  more  be  mine. 

No  more,  from  hour  to  hour,  from  day  to  day, 
Shall  I  purfue  thy  fteps,  and  urge  my  way 
Where  eager  love  of  fcience  calls;   no  more 
Attempt  thofe  paths  which  man  ne'er  trod  before. 
No  more  the  mountain  fcal'd,  the  defert  croft, 
Lofing  myfelf,  nor  knowing  I  was  loft, 
Travel  through  woods,  through  wilds,  from  morn 

to  night, 

From  night  to  morn,  yet  travel  with  delight, 
And  having  found  thee,  lay  me  down  content, 
(*wn  all  my  toil  well  paid,  my  time  well  fpent. 

Farewell  ye  mufes  too — for  fuch  mean  things 
Muft  not  prefume  to  dwell  with  mighty  kings — 
Farewell  ye  mufes — though  it  cuts  my  heart 
E'en  to  the  quick,  we  muft  for  ever  part. 

When  the  frefh  morn  bade  lufty  nature  wake ; 
When  the  birds,  fweetly  twitt'ritig  through  the 

brake, 
Tun'd  their  foft pipes;  when  from  theneighb'ring 

bloom,     ' 

Sipping  the  dew,  each  zephyr  ftole  perfume ; 
When  all  things  with  new  vigour  were  infpir'd, 
And  feem'd  to  fay  they  never  could  "be  fir'd  ; 
How  often  have  we  ftray'd,  whilft  fportive  rhyme 
Deceiv'd  the  way,  and  clipp'd  the  wings  of  time, 
O'er  hill,  o'er  dale  1  how  often  laugh'd  to  fee, 
Yourfelves  made  vifible  to  none  but  me, 
The  clown,  his  work  fufpended,  gape  and  ftare, 
And  feem'd  to  think  that  I  convers'd  with  air  ! 

When  the  fun,  beating  on  the  parched  foil, 
Seem'd  to  proclaim  an  interval  of  toil ; 
When  a  faint  languor  crept  through  ev'ry  breaft, 
And  things  moft  us'd  to  labour,  wifh'd  for  reft ; 
How  often,  underneath  a  rev'rend  oak, 
Where  fafe,  and  fearlefs  of  the  impious  ftroke, 
Some  facred  dryad  liv'd,  or  in  fome  grove, 
Where  with  capricious  fingers  fancy  wove 
Her  fairy  bow'r,  whilft  nature  all  the  while 
Loolrd  on,  and  view'd  her  mock'ries  with  afrrule, 
Have  we  held  converle  fweet  '.   how  often  laid, 
Faft  by  the  Thames,  in  Ham's  infpiring  {hade, 
Amongft  thofe  poets  which  make  up  your  train, 
And,  after  death,  pour  forth  the  facred  ftrain, 
Have  I,  at  your  command,  in  verfe  grown  gray, 
But  not  impair'd,  heard  Dryden  tune  that  lay, 
Which  mighthave  drawn  an  angel  from  hisfphere, 
And  kept  him  from  his  office  lift'ning  here. 

When  dreary  night,  with  Morpheus  in  her  train, 
Led  on  by  filence  to  refume  her  reign, 
With  darknefs  covering  as  with  a  robe, 
This  fcene  of  levity,  blank'd  half  the  globe  ; 
How  oft  enchanted  with  your  heav'nly  ftrains, 
Which  ftole  me  from  myfelf,  which  in  foil  chains 


Of  mufic  bound  my  foul,  how  oft  have  I, 
Sounds  more  than  human  floating  through  the  fky, 
Attentive  fat,  whilft  night,  againft  her  will, 
Tranfported  with  the  harmony,  flood  ftill ! 
How  oft  in  raptures,  which  man  fcarce  could  bear, 
Have  I,  when  gone,  ftill  thought  the  mules  thtre; 
Still  heard  their  mufic,  and,  as  mute  as  death, 
Sat  all  attention,  drew  in  ev'ry  breath, 
Lei,  breathing  all  too  rudely,  I  fhould  wound, 
And  mar  that  magic  excellence  of  found  ; 
Then,  fenfe  returning  with  return  of  day, 
Have  chid  the  night,  which  fled  fo  faft  away. 

Such  my  purfuits,  and  fuch  my  joys  of  yore, 
Such  were  my  mates,  but  now  my  mates  no  more. 
Plac'd  out  of  envy's  walk  (for  envy  lure 
Would  never  haunt  the  cottage  of  the  poor, 
Would  never  ftoop  to  wound  my  ru.mefpun  lays) 
With  fome  few  friends,  and  fome  fmall  fhare  of 

praife, 

Beneath  oppreffion,  undifturb'd  by  ftrife, 
In  peace  I  trod  the  humble  vale  of  life, 
Farewell  thefe  fcenes  of  eafe,  this  tranquil  (late  ; 
Welcome  the  troubles  which  on  empire  wait. 
Light  toys  from  this  day  forth  I  difavow, 
They  plcas'd  me  once,  but  cannot  fuit  me  now; 
To  common  men  all  common  things  are  free, 
What  honours  then  might  fix  difgrace  on  me. 
Call'd  to  a  throne,  and  o'er  a  mighty  land 
Ordain'd  to  rule,  my  head,  my  heart,  my  hand 
Are  all  engrofs'd,  each  private  vk?w  withftood, 
And  tafk'd  to  labour  for  the  public  good  ; 
Be  this  my  ftudy,  to  this  one  great  end 
May  ev'ry  thought,  may  ev'ry  action  tend. 

Let  me  the  page  of  hiftory  turn  o'er, 
Th'  inftruclive  page,  and  needfully  explore 
What  faithful  pens  of  former  times  have  wrote 
Of  former  kings ;  what  they  did  worthy  note, 
What  worthy  blame ;  and  from  the  facred  tojnb 
Where  righteous  monarchs  fieep,  where  laurels 
Unhurt  by  time,  let  me  a  garland  twine,    [bloom 
Which,  robbing  not  their  fame,  may  add  to  mine. 

Nor  let  me  with  a  vain  and  idle  eye 
Glance  o'er  thofe  fcenes,  and  in  a  hurry  fly 
Quick  as  a  poft  which  travels  day  and  night ; 
Nor  let  me  dwell  there,  lur'd  by  falfe  delight, 
And,  into  barren  theory  betray'd, 
Forget  that  monarchs  are  for  action  made. 
When  am'rousfpring,  repairing  all  his  charms, 
Calls  nature  forth  from  hoary  winter's  arms, 
Where,  like  a  virgin  to  fome  letcher  fold, 
Three  wretched  months  fhe  lay  benumb'd,  and 
cold  j.  [bteath 

When  the  weak  flow'r,  which,  fhrinking  from  the 
Of  the  rude  north,  and  timorous  of  death, 
To  its  kind  mother  earth  for  {belter  fled, 
And  on  her  bofom  hid  its  tender  head, 
Peeps  forth  afrefh,  and,  cheer'd  by  milder  flues, 
Bids  in  full  fplendour  all  her  beauties  rife; 
The  hive  is  up  in  arms — expert  to  teach, 
Nor,  proudly,  to  be  taught  unwilling,  each 
Seems  from  her  fellow  a  new  zeal  to  catch  : 
Strength  in  her  limbs,  and  on  her  wings  difpatch, 
The  bee  goes  forth ;  from  herb  to  herb  fhe  flies, 
From  flow'r  to  flow'r,  and  loads  her  lab'ring 
thighs 


"With    treafur M   fweets ;    robbing   thofe  flow'rs, 

w!ii:h  left, 

Find  not  th'efnfelves  made  poorer  by  the  theft, 
Their  f certs  as, 'lively,  and  their  looks  as  fair, 
x  A*  if  the  pillager -had  not  been  there. 
Ne'er  dotft  f ho  flit  on  pleaf tire's  iilken  wing, 
Ne'er  doth  (he,  loit'ring,  let  the  bloom  of  fpring 
Unrifled  pal-,  and  on  the-downy  bread 
Of  fome  fair  flow'r  indulge  untimely  reft. 
Ne'er  dorh  ihe,  drinking  deep  of  thofe  rich  dews 
Which  cherm't  night  prepnr'd,  that  faith  abufe 
Due  to  the  hive,  and,  felfifh  in  her  toils, 
To  her  own  private  life  convert  the  fpoils. 
Love  of  the  Dock  firft  call'd  her  f  jrth  to  roam, 
And  to  the  ftcck  fhe  brings  her  booty  home. 

Be  this  my  pattern — As  becomes  a  king, 
Let  me  fly  all  abroad  on  reafon's  wing  ; 
Let  mine  eye,  Ijke  the  lightning,  through  the  earth 
Run  to  and  fro,  nor  let  one  deed  of  worth, 
In  any  place  and  time,  nor  kt  one  man 
Whcfe  adtions  may  enrich  dominion's  plan, 
Efcape  my  note  :   be  all,  from  the  firft  day 
Of  nature  to  this  hour,  be  all  my  prey. 
From  thofe,  whom  time  at  the  defire  of  fame 
Hath  fpar'd,  let  virtue  catch  an  eqml  flame  ; 
From  thofe,  who  not  in  mercy,  but  in  rage, 
Time  hath  repricv'd  to  damn  from  age  to  age, 
Let  me  take  warning,  leffon'd  todiftiil, 
And,  imitating  Heav'n,  draw  good  from  ill. 
Nor  let  thefe  great  refcarches  in  my  breaft 
A  monument  of  ufelels  labour  reft ; 
No — let  them  fpread — tk'  effe&s  let  Gotham  fhare, 
And  reap  the  harveft  of  their  monarch's  care  : 
Be  other  times  and  other  countries  known, 
Only  to  give  frefli  blefiings  to  my  own. 

Let  me  (and  may  that  God  to  whom  I  fly, 
On  whom  for  needful  fuccour  I  rely 
In  this  great  hour,  that  glorious  God  of  truth  I 
Through  whom  I  reign,  in  mercy  to  my  youth 
Affifl  my  weaknefs,  and  diredt  me  right ;     v 
From  ev'ry  fyeck  which  hangs  upon  the  fight 
Purge  my  mind's  eye,  nor  let  one  cloud  remain 
To  Ipread  the  fliades  of  error  o'er  my  brain) 
Let  me,  impartial,  with  unwearied  thought 
Try  men  and  things  ;  let  me,  as  monarchs  ought, 
Examine  well  on  what  my  pow'r  depends  ; 
What  are  the  gen'ral  principles  and  ends 
Of  government ;  how  empire  firft  began  ; 
And  wherefore  man  was  rais'd  to  reign  o'er  man. 

Let  me  confider,  as  from  one  great  fource 
We  fee  a  thoufand  rivers  take  their  courfe, 
Difpers'd,  and  into-diif 'rent  channels  led, 
Yet  by  their  parent  ftiil  fupply'd  and  fed,    [wide, 
That  government  (though  hranch'd  out  far  and 
In  various  modes  to  various  lands  apply'd), 
Howe'er  it  differs  in  its  outward  frame, 
In  the  main  groundwork's  ev'ry  where  the  fame  ; 
The  fame  her  view  though  different  her  plan, 
Her  grand  and  gen'ral  view  the  good  of  man. 

Let  me  find  out,  by  reafon's  facred  beams, 
What  I'yftem  in  itfelf  moft  perfect  feems, 
Moft  worthy  man,  moft  likely  to  conduce 
To  all  ti-e  purpofes  of  gen'ral  ufe  : 
Let  me  find,  too,  where,  by  fair  reafon  try'd, 
It  fails  when  to  particulars  apply'd  j 
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Why  in  that  mode  all  nations  do  Hot  join, 
And,,  chiefly,  why  it  cannot  fuit  with  mine. 

Let  me  the  gradual  rife  of  empires  trace,  . 
Till  they  feem  founded  on  perfection's  bate; 
Then  ^for  when  human  things  have  made  their 
To  excellence  they  batten  to  decay)  [waf 

Let  me,  whiift  obfervation  lends  her  clue, 
Step  by  ftep  to  their  quick  decline  purfue, 
Enabled  by  a  chain  of  facls  to  tell, 
Not  only  how  they  rofe.  but  how  they  fell. 

Let  me  not  only  the  diftempers  know 
Which  in  all  dates  from  common  caufes  grow, 
But  likewife  thofe  which,  by  the  will  of  late^ 
On  each  peculiar  mode  of  empire  wait ; 
Which  in  its  various  conditution  lurk, 
Poo  lure  at  lail  to  do  its  deftin'd  work  : 
Let  me,  forwarn'd,  each  fign,  each  fydem,  leara, 
That  I  my  people's  danger  may  difcern, 
Ere  'tis  too  late  wiih'd  health  to  reaffure, 
And,  if  it  can  be  found,  find  out  a  cure. 

Let  me  (though  great  grave  brethren. of  the 

gown 

Preach  all  faith  up,  and  preach  all  reafon  down, 
Making  thofe  jar  whom  reafon  meant  to, join, 
And  veiling  in   themfelves  a  right  divine) 
Let  me  through  raafoh's  glafs,  withiearchingeyc^ 
Into  the  depth  of  that  religion  pry 
Which  law  hath  fandion'd  ;  let  me  find  out  there 
What's  form,  what's  eflence ;  what,  Jike  vagrant 

air, 

We  well  may  change ;  and  what,  without  a  crimc3 
Cannot  be  chang'd  to  the  lad  hour  of  time  ; 
Nor  let  me  fuffer  that  outrageous  zeal 
Which,  without  knowledge  fisrious  bigots  feel, 
Fair  in  pretence,  though  at  the  heart  unfound, 
Thefe  fep'rate  points  at  random  to  confound. 

The  times  have  been  When  priefts  have  dar'ci 

to  tread, 

Proud  and  infulting,  on  their  monarch's  head ; 
When  whiift  they  made  religion  a  pretence, 
Out  of  the  world  they  banifli'd  common  fenfe  j 
When  fome  foft  king,  too  open  to  deceit, 
Eafy  and  unfufpedling  join'd  the  cheat, 
Dup'd  by  mock  piety,  and  gave  his  name 
To  ferve  the  vileft  purpofes  of  ftlanie* 
Fear  not,  my  people  :  where  no  caufe  of  fear 
Can  juftly  rife— your  king  fecures  you  here  ; 
Your  king,  who  fcorns  the  haughty  prelaw's  nodj 
Nor  deems  the  voice  of  priefts  the  voice  of  God. 

Let  me  (though  lawyers  may  perhaps  forbid 
Their  monarch  to  behold  what  they  wim  hid, 
And  for  the  purpofes  of  knaviih  gain,    - 
Would  have  their  trade  a  myftery  remain) 
Let  me,difdaining  all  fuch  flavifh  awe, 
Dive  to  the  very  bottom  of  the  hw  ; 
Let  me  (the  weak  dead  letter  left  behind) 
Search  out  the  principles,  the  fpirit  find, 
Till  from  the  parts  made  mafter  of  the  whoid^ 
I  fee  the  conftitmion's  very  foul. 
Let  me  (though  datefmen  will  no  doubt  refiftj 
And  to  my  eyes  prefent  a  fearful  lift 
Of  men  whofe  wills  are  oppofite  to  mine, 
Of  men,  great  men  !   determin'd  to  fefign), 
Let  me  (with  firmnrfs    which  becomes  a  king^ 
Confcicus  from  what  a  fource  my  actions  fprinjjfc 
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Determin'd  not  by  worlds  to  be  withftood, 
Wht^n  my  erand  ol>ie6l  is  my  country's  good) 
Unravel  all  low  miniflerial  fcenes 
De.lroy  thfir  job',  lay  bare  their  ways  and  means, 
Ai'd  trap  them  ftep  by  ftep;  kt  me  well  know 
H  >w  places,  penfions.  ?.nd  preferments,  go; 
Why  guilt's  provided  for  when  worth  is  not, 
And  why  one  man  of  merit  is  forgot ; 
Let  me  in  peacev  in  war,  fupreme  prefide, 
And  dare  to  know  my  way  without  a  guide. 
Let  me  (though  d  gnity,  by  nature  proud, 
Retires  from  view,  ami  f-.vells  behind  a  cloud, 
A--  if  fhe  fun  fhone  with  lefs  pow'rful  ray, 
Lefs  grace,  left  glory,  fhining  ev'ry  day, 
Though  when  fhe  comes  forth  into  public  fight, 
Unbending  as  a  ghoft  fhe  ftalks  upright, 
With  fuchan  air  as  we  have  often  feen, 
And  often  laugh'd  at  in  a  tragic  queen, 
Nor  at  her  prefence,  though  bafe  myriads  crook 
The  fupple  knee,  vouchfafes  a  fingle  look), 
Ldt  me  (all  vain-parade,  all  empty  pride, 
•All  terrors  of  do-ninion  laid  afide, 
AH  ornament,  and  needlefs  helps  of  art, 
All  rhofe  big  looks  which  fpeak  a  little  heart) 
Know  (which  few  kings  alas!  have  ever  known) 
How  affability  becomes  a  throne, 
Deftroys  all  fear,  bids  love  with  rev'rence  live, 
And  gives  thofe  grace?  pride  can  never  give. 
Let  the  (tern  tyrant  keep  a  diftant  ftate, 
And,  hating  all  men.  fear  return  of  hate, 
Onfcious  of  guilt,  retreat  behind  his  throne, 
Secure  from  all  upbraiding?  but  his.  own  : 
Let  all  my  fubjecfts  have  accefs  to  me, 
Be  my  ears  open  as  my  heart  is  free  ; 
In  full  fair  tide  lert  information  flow  ; 
That  evil  is  half  cur'd  whofe  caufe  we  know. 
And  thou,  where'er  'thou  art,  thou  wretched 

thing  1 

Who  aft  afraid  to  look  up  to  a  king, 
Lay  by  thy  fears — make  but  thy  grievance  plain. 
Add,  if  1  not  redrefs  thee,  may  my  reign 
Clofe  up  that  very  moment — To  prevent 
The  courfe  of  juftice  from  her  fr,ir  intent, 
In  vain  my  neareft,  deareft  friend  fball  plead, 
In  vain  my  mother  kneel — my  foul  may  bleed, 
J3ut  muft  not  change — When  juftice  draws  the 

dart,    ' 

Though  it  is  doom'd  to  pierce  a  favourite's  heart, 
*Tis  mine  to  give  it  force,  to  give  it  aim — 
I  know  it  duty,  and  I  feel  it  fame. 

THE  CANDIDATE. 

ENOUGH  of  aclers — let  them  play  the  play'r, 
And,  free  from  cenfure,  fret,  fvveat,  flrut,  and 

flare. 

Gatrick  abroad,  what  motives  can  engage 
To  wafte  one  couplet  on  a  barren  ftage  ? 
Ungrateful  Oarrick  '.   when  thefe  tajiy  days, 
In  juftice  to  themfelves,  aliow'd  thee  praife  ; 
When,  at  fhy  bidding,  fewie.  for  twenty  years, 
Indulg'd  in  laughter,  c,r  dilToiv'd  in  tears; 
When,  in  return  for  labour,  time,  and  health, 
^'ke  town  had  giv'jj  feme  little  fhore  of  wealth, 


Could'ft  thou  repine  at  being  ftill  a  fiave  ? 
Dar'ft  thou  prefume  t'  enjoy  that  wealth  {he  gave? 
Could'ft  thou  repine  at  laws  ordain'd  by  thofe, 
Whom  nothing  but  thy  merit  made  thy  foes  ; 
Whom,  too  refin'd  for  honefty  and  trade, 
By  need   made  tradefmcn,  pride  had  bankrupts 

made  .  • 

Whom  fear  made  drunkards  and  by  modern  rules, 
Whom   drink    made  wits,   though  nature  made 

them  foo's , 

With  fuch,  beyond  all  pardon  is  rhy  crime, 
In  fuch  a  manner,  and  at  fuch  a  time. 
To  quit  the  ftage  ;  but  men  of  real  fenfe, 
Who  neither  lightly  give  nor  take  offence, 
Shall  own  thee  clear,  or  pafs  an  acl  of  grace, 
Since  thou  haft  left  a  Powell  in  thy  place. 

Enough  of  authors — Why.  when  fcribblers  fail, 
Muft  other  fcribblers  fpread  the  hareful  tale? 
Why  mud  they  pity,  why  contempt  exprefs, 
And  why  infult  a  brother  in  diftrefi-  ? 
Lei  thofe,  who  boaft  th'  uncommon  gift  of  brains, 
The  laurel  pluck,  and  wear  it  for  their  pains; 
Frefh  on  their  brows  for  ages  let  it  bloom, 
And,  ages  paft,  ftill  flouriih  round  their  tomb. 
Let  thofe,  who  without  genius  write,  and  write, 
Verfemen  or  profemen,  all  in  nature's  fpite, 
The  pen  laid  down,  their  courfe  of  folly  run 
In  peace,  unread,  unmention'd,  be  undone. 
Why  fhould  I  tell,  to  crofs  the  will  of  fate. 
That.  Francis  *  once  endeavour'd  to  tranflate  ? 
Why,  fweet  oblivion  winding  round  his  head, 
Should  I  recal  poor  Murphy  from  the  dead? 
Why  may  not  Langhorne,  fimple  in  his  lay, 
P.jfufion  on  eff'ufton  pour  away  f  ; 
Vfithfriendjbif)  and  with  faucy  triile  here, 
Or  fleepin/xT/jettz/at  Belvedere  J  ? 
Sleep  let  them  all,  with  dullriefs  on  her  throne, 
Secure  from  any  malice  hut  their  own. 

Enough  of  critics — let  them,  if  they  pleafe, 
Fond  of  new  pomp,  each  month  pafs  new  decrees; 
Wide  and  exrenfive  be  their  infant  ftate, 
Their  fubjecls  many,  and  thofe  fubje&s  great, 
Whilft  all  their  mandates  as  foand  law  fucceed, 
With  fools  who  write,  and  greater  fools  who  read. 
What  though  they  lay  the  realms  of  genius  wafte, 
Fetter  the  fancy,  and  debauch  the  tafte  ; 
Though  they,  like  doctors,  to  approve  their  fkill, 
Cenfult  not  how  to  cure,  but  how  to  kill ; 
Though  by  whim,  envy,  or  refentment  led, 
They  damn  thofe  authors  whom  they  never  read  ; 
Though,  other  rules  unknown,  one  rule  they  hold, 
To  deal  out  fo  much  praife  for  fo  much  gold  ; 
Though  Scot  with  Scot,  in  damned  clofe  intrigues, 
Agau;ft  the  commonwealth  of  letters  leagues; 
Uncenfur'd  let  them  pilot  at  the  helm, 
And  rule  in  letters,  as  they  rul'd  the  realm. 
Ours  be  the  curfe,  the  mean  tame  coward's  curfe, 
(Nur  could  ingenious  malice  make  a  worfe, 

*  Dr.  Philip  Fraruisy  ihe  trarjkitor  of  Horace  and 
Demofthencs. 

•f  Set  the  Effujions  of  Fricndjbip  and  Fancy ,  />y 
Langbcrne,  2  i>ols.  12mo,  1763. 
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To  do  our  fenfe  and  honour  deep  defpite} 

To  credit  what  thev  fay,  read  what  they  write. 

Enough  of  Scotland — let  her  reft  in  peace, 
The  caufe  remov'd,  effects  of  courfe  fliould  ceafe. 
Why  fliould  I  tell,  how  Tweed,  too  mighty  grown, 
And  proudly  fwell'd  with  waters  not  his  own, 
Burft  o'er  his  banks,  and  by  deftru&ion  led, 
O'er  '.  ur  faint  England  deflation  fpread, 
Whiift  riding  on  his  waves,  ambition  plum'd 
In  tenfold  pride,  the  port  of  Bute  afium'd, 
Now  that  the  river  god,  convinc'd,  though  late, 
And  yielding,  though  reluctantly,  to  fate, 
Holds  his  fair  c-iurfe,  and  with  more  humble  tides, 
In  tribute  to  the  fea,  as  nfua!,  glides. 

Enough  rfjiates,  and  fuch  like  trifling  things  ; 
Enough  of  kingli-gs,  and  enough  of  kings  ; 
Henceforth,  fecure,  let  ambuuYd  ftatefmtn  lie. 
Spread  the  court  web,  and  catch  the  patriot  fly; 
Henceforth,  un  vhipt  of  juftice,  uncontroul'd 
By  fear  or  fliame.  let  vice,  ffcure  and  bold, 
Lord  it  with  all  her  fons,  whilft  virtue's  groan 
Meers  with  compafiion  only  from  the  throne. 

Enough  of  patriots — all  I  nflc  of  man, 
Is  only  to  be  honeft  as  he  can. 
Some  have  deceiv'd,  and  fome  may  ftill  deceive  ; 
*Tis  the  fool's  curfe  at  random  to  believe. 
Would  thofe,  who,  by  opinion  plac'd  on  high, 
Stand  fair  and  perfect  in  their  country's  eye, 
Maintain  that  honour,  let  »ne  in  their  ear 
Hint  this  eftl-mial  doftrine — perfevere. 
Should  they  (which  Heav'n  forbid)  to  win  the  grace 
Of  fome  proud  courtier,  or  to  gain  a  place, 
Their  king  and  country  fell,  with  endlefs  fliame 
Th'    avenging  mufe  fliall  mark   each  traitorous 

name  ; 

But  if,  to  honour  true,  they  fcorn  to  bend, 
And.  proudly  honeft,  hold  out  to  the  end, 
Their  grateful  country  fliall  their  fame  record, 
And  I  myfelf  defcend  to  praife  a  lord. 

Enough  of  Wilkcs — with  good  and  honeft  men 
His  actions  fpeak  much  ftronger  than  my  pen, 
And  future  ages  fliall  his  name  adore, 
When  he  can  a&,  and  I  can  write  no  more. 
England  may  prove  ungrateful,  and  unjult, 
But  foft'ring  France  fliall  ne'er  betray  her  truft  ; 
'  Tis  a  brave  debt  which  gods  on  men  impofe, 
To  pay  with  praife  the  meri:  e'en  of  foes. 
When  the  great  warrior  of  Amilcar's  race 
Made  Rome's  wide  empire  tremb'e  to  her  bafe, 
To  prove  her  virtue,  though  it  gali'd  her  pride, 
Rome  gave  that  fame  which  Carthage  had  deny'd. 

Enough  offetf- — that  darling  lufcious  theme, 
O'er  which  phiiofophers  in  raptures  dream  ; 
Of  which  with  feeming  difregard  they  write. 
Then  prizing  moft,  when  moft  they  feem  to  flight ; 
Vain  preof  of  folly  tin&ur'd  ftrong  with  pride  ! 
What  man  can  from  himfelf  himfelf  divide  ? 
!•>.    me  (nor  dare  I  lie),  my  leading  aim 
(Conicience  firft  fatisfied)  is  love  of  fame, 
Some  little  fame  deriv'd  from  fome  brave  few, 
Who  prizing  honour,  prize  her  vet'ries  too. 
Let  all  (_nor  (hall  reientment  ilufii  my  cheek) 
Who   know   me  well,    what   they   know,   freely 
So  thofe  (the  greateft  curfe  i  meet  below)  [focak, 
Who  know  me  not,  may  not  pretend  to  know. 
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Let  none  of  thofe,  whom  blefs'd  with  parts  above 
My  feeble  genius  ftill  I  dare  to  love, 
Doing  more  mifchief  than  a  thoufand  foes, 
Pafihumous  nonlenfe  to  the  Xvorld  expofe, 
And  call  it  mine  for  mine  though  never  knowns 
Or  which   if  mine,  I  living  blufh'd  to  own. 
Know  all  the  ivorld,  no  greedy  heir  fliall  find, 
Die  when  1  will,  one  couplet  left  behind. 
Let  none  of  thofe,  whom  I  defpife  though  great. 
Pretending  friendfhip  to  give  malice  weight, 
Publifh  my  life  ;   let  no  falfe  fneaking  peer, 
(Some  fuch  there  are)  to  win  the  public  ear, 
Hand  me  to  fhame  with  fome  vile  anecdote, 
Nor  foul -gali'd  biihop  damn  me  wirh  a  note. 
Let  one  poor  Iprig  of  bay  around  my  head 
Bloom  whilft  I  live,  and  point  me  out  when  dead; 
Let  it  (may  Heav'n  indulgent  grant  that  pray'r) 
Be  planted  on  my  grave,  nor  wither  there; 
And  when,  on  travel  bound, fome  rhyming  guefi 
Roams  thr  ugh  the   church-yard  whiift  his  din 
ner's  drefs'd, 

Let  it  hold  up  this  comment  to  his  eyes ; 
"   Life  to  tUe  laft  enjoy'd,  here  Churchill  lies;" 
Whilft  (O,  what  joy  that  pleafing  flatt'ry  gives) 
Reading;  my  works,  he   cries — "  Here  Churchil? 
lives." 

Enough  offatire — in  lefs  harden'd  times 
Great  was  her  f->rce,  and  mighty  were  her  rhymes. 
I've  read  of  men,  beyond  man's  daring  brave, 
Who  yet  have  trembled  at  the  ftrokes  (he  gave, 
Whofe  fouls  have  felt  more  tefrible  alarms 
From  her  one  line,  than  from  a  world  in  arms. 
sA'hen,  in  her  faithful  and  immortal  page, 
They  faw  tranfmitted  down  from  age  to  age 
Recorded  villains,  and  each  fpotted  name 
Branded  with  marks  of  everlafting  (hame, 
Succeeding  villains  fought  her  as  a  friend, 
And,  if  not  really  mended,  feign'd  to  mend. 
But  in  an  age,  when  actions  are  aliow'd 
Which  {hike  all  honour  dead,  and  crimes  avow'd. 
Too  terfibie  to  fuffer  the  report, 
Avow'd  and  pfais'd  by  men  whd  ftain,  a  court; 
Propp'd  by  the  arm  of  pow'r,  when  vice,  high 
born, 

High-bred,  high-ftation'd,  holds  rebuke  in  fcorn; 
When  fhe  is  loft  toev'ry  thought  of  fame, 
And,  to  all  virtue  dead,  is  dead  to  fhame  ; 
When  prudence  a  much  eafler  taffc  rtmft  hold 
To  make  a  new  world,  than  reform  the  old ; 
Satire  throws  by  her  arrows  on  the  ground, 
And  if  fhe  cannot  cure,  (he  will  not  Wound. 

Come,  panegyfic — though  the  mnfe  difdainflj 
Founded  on  truth,  to  proftitute  her  drains 
At  the  bafe  inftance  of  thofe  men,  who  hold 
No  argument  bat  pow'r,  no  god  but  ?;old ; 
Yet,  mindful  that  from  beav'n  fhe  drew  her  birth3 
She  fcorn-  the  narrow  maxims  of  this  earth, 
Virtuous  herlelf,  brings  virtue  forth  to  view, 
And  loves  to  praiie,  where  praife  is  j-  flly  due. 

Come,  panegyric — ^in  a  former  hour, 
My  foul  with  pleafure  yielding  to  thy  pow'f, 
Fhy  flnihe  I  foaght,  I  |.r^y'd — but  wanton  air, 
Before  it  rcach'd  thy  ears,  difpers'd  my  pray'r* 
E'en  at  thy  altars  whilftr  I  took  my  (rand, 
The  pen  of  truth  and  h or. our  in  my  hand, 
M  ai  i  j 
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Fate,  meditating  wrath  'gainft  me  and  mine, 
Chid  my  fond  zeal,  and  thwarted  my  defign, 
Whilft.,  Hayttr      brought  too  quickly  to  his  end, 
I  loft  a  fubjeft,  an     mankind  a  friend. 

Come,  panegyric — bending  at  thy  throne, 
Thee  and  thy  pow  r  my  foul  is  proud  to  own. 
Ue  thqu  'i;y  kind  protedor,  thoa  my  guide, 
And  kad  me  fafe  through  paffe*  yet  untry'd. 
Broad  is  the  road,  nor  d-fiiciih  to  find, 
"Which  to  the  houfe  ulfatirc  leads  mankind  ; 
^Narrow  and  unfrequented  are  the  ways, 
Scarce  found  out  in  an  age.,  which  lead  to  praife. 

What  though  n-  theme  I  chocfe  of  vulgar  note, 
Nt>r  wilh  to  wri'e  as  brother  bard^  have  wrote, 
So  mik).  fc  meek  in  praifing.  that  they  feem 
Afraid  ro  wake  their  patrons  from  a  dream  ; 
What  though  a  theme  I  choofe,  which  might  de 
mand 

The  niceft  touches  of  a  mailer's  hand  ; 
Yet,  if  the  in  .  anl  workings  of  my  foul 
Deceive  me  not,  1  fhall  attain  the  goal. 
And  envy  fhall  behold,  in  triumph  rais'd, 
The'pot.t  praifiiig,  an.i  the  patrr-n -prais'd. 

What  patron  ihciU  I  choofc  ?  3!>all  public  voice 
Or  private  knowledge  U.fluenre  my  choice  ? 
Shall  !  prefer  the  grand  retreat  <-,f  Stowe, 
Qr.feckrncr  patriots,  to  friend  V&hlman'sf  go3 

To-    Wildman's  I    cry'd    dUcrctioil,   (who   had 

Heard j 

Clofe-ftanding  at  ir.y  ell.ow,  ev'ry  word)       [fure 
To  Wildmai;  ;•  !   Art   thou   ma.d  ?  Can 'it  thcu  be 
Onq  moment  there  to. have  thy  head  fecure  ? 
Are  they. not  all  (let  <-!>lervation  tell) 
All  mark'd  in  characters  as  black  as  hell, 
In  Doomfivy  bock  by  miriihrs  fct  down, 
Who  flyU  their  pride  the  honour  of  the  crown  ? 
Make  no,ceply — let  reafon  ftand  aloof — 
Prtfunjpt  ions  here  mull  pafs  as  folemn  proof. 
That  fettled  faith,  that  love  which,  ever  fprings 
Tn  the  beft  fubjedts  for  the  beft  of  kings, 
TvTt:ft  not  he  meafur'd  now.,  by  what  men  think, 
Or  fay,  or  <lo — by  what  they  eat,  and  drink; 
Where  and  with  whom,  thatqucftion's  to  be  try'd, 
And  itatel'men  are  the  judges  to  decide ; 
No  jurie^  call'd,  or,  if  call'd,kept  in  awe, 
They,  fads  confeft,  in  themlelves  veft  the  law. 
£ach  di(h  at  Wildman's  of  fedirion  fmacks ; 
Blaf'  hemy  may  be  gofpel  at  Aimack's.        [vain  ; 

Peace,   good   difcretion,    peace — thy  fears  are 
IKe'er  will  I  herd  with  Wildman's  factious  train, 
Never  the  vengeance  of  the  great  incur, 
N'>r,  without  might,  againft  the  mighi.y  ftir. 
If,  from  long  proof,  my  temper  you  diilruft, 
Weigh  my  pro(efiion,  to  my  gown  be  juft  ; 
DoO  fhmi  one  paribn  know  ib  void  of  grace 
To  pay  h;s  court  to  patrons  out  of  place?   [mains) 

H  i>ill  you  doubt  (though  fcarce  a  doubt  re- 
Search  through  my  alrer'd  heart,  ar.d  try  my  reins; 
There,  fcarching,  find,  nor  deem  me  now  in  fport, 
A  convert  made  by  Sandwich  to  the  court. 

*  Dr.  Thomas  Hayter,  Bfoop  of  London.  He 
died  January  9  1  "ids.. 
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}  Let  madmen  follow  error  to  the  end, 
I,  of  mifcakes  convinc'd,  and  proud  to  mend, 
Strive  to  ac~l  better,  being  better  taught, 
Nor  bluih    to   own   that  change,   which   reafo* 

wrought. 

For  fuch  a  change  as  this,  muft  juftjce  fpeak  j 
My  heart  was  honeU,  but  my  head  was  weak. 

Bigot  to  no-  one  man,  cr  let  of  rnen, 
Without  one  felfiih  view,  I  drew  my  pen ; 
My  country  alk'd,  or  feem'd  to  alk  my  aid, 
Obedient  to  that  call,  I  Itft  off  trade  ; 
A  fide  I  chofe,  and  on  that  fide  was  ftrong, 
'  I'ili  tir.^e  hath  fairly  prov'd  me  in  the  wrong  j 
Cunvinc'd,  I  change  (can  any  man  d>more? 
And  have  not  greater  patriots  chang'd  before  ?) 
Chang'd,  I  at  once  {can  any  man  do  Itfs  !) 
Without  a  finale  biulh,  that  change  confefs; 
Confefs  it  with  a  manly  kind  of  p-ide, 
And  quit  the  lofmg  for  the  winning  fide ; 
Granting,  whilft  virtuous  Sandwich  hold*  the  rein, 
What  Bute  for  ages  might  have  fought  in  vain. 
LW,  Sandwich — nor   fhall  Wiikes  refentment 

fliow, 

j  Hearing  the  praifes  of  fo  brave  a  foe —        [refufe 
Haii,  Sandwich — nor,  through  p'ride,  ftialt     hou 
i'he  grateful  tribute  of  fo  mean  a  mult — 
Sandjv-ich,  all  hall — when  Bute  with  foreign  hand, 
Growp  wanton  with  ambition,  fcourg'd  the  land, 
When  Scots,  or  flaves  to  Scotfmen  fteer'd  the  helm, 
When  peace,  inglorious  peace,  difgrac'd  the  realm, 
Diftruft,  and  gen'ral  difcontent  prevail'd. 
But  when  (he  beft  knows  why)  his  fpint?  fail'd; 
When,  with  a  fudden  panic  ftruck,  he  fled, 
Sneak'd  out  of  pow'r,  and  hid  his  recreant  headj 
When,  like  a  Mars  (fear  order'd  to  retreat) 
We  favv  thee  nimbly  vault  into  his  feat, 
Into  the  feat  of  pow'r,  at  one  bold  leap, 
A  perfec-c  connoiffeur  in  ftatemanfb.ip  ; 
When,  like  another  Machiavel,  we  faw 
Thy  fingers  twiftirrg  and  untwifting  law, 
Straining,  where  godlike  reafon  bade,  and  where 
She  warranted  thy  mercy,  pleas'd  to  fpare ; 
Saw  thee  refolv'd,  and  fix'd  (come  what,  come 

might) 

To  do  thy  God,  thy  king,  thy  country  right  ; 
All  things  were  chang'd,  lufpence  remaiu'd  n»" 

more, 

Certainty  reign'd  where  doubt  had  reign'd  before. 
Ail  folt  thy  virtues,  and  all  knew  their  ufe, 
What  virtues  fuch  as  thine  muft  needs  produce. 

Thy  foes  (for  honour  ever  meets  with  foes) 
Too  mean  to  praife,  too  fearfui  to  oppofe, 
Tn  fullen  fiieriee  ft  ;  thy  friends  (fome  few, 
Who,  friends  to  thee,  are  friends  to  honour  too) 
Plaud  thy  brave  bearing,  and  the  common  weal 
Expects  her  fafety  from  thy  ftubbfrn  zeal. 
{  A  p'ace  amongft  the  reft  the  mules  claim, 
(  And  bring  this  free-will  oiTrinu  to  thy  fame, 
To  prove  their  virtue,  make  rhy  virtues  known, 
And,  holding  up  thy  fame,  fecure  their  own. 

From  his  youth  upwards,  to  the  preitnt  day, 
When  vices  more  than  years  have  mark'd  him  gray, 
When  riotous  excels  with  wafteful  hand 
Shakes  life's  frail  giafs,  and  haites  each  ebbing 
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Unmindful  from  what  ftock  he  drew  his  birth, 

Untainted  with  one  deed  of  real  worth, 

Lothario,  holding  honour  at  no-price, 

Folly  to  folly  added,  vice  to  vice, 

Wrought  fin  with  grecdinefs,  and  fought  for  fhame 

With  greater  zeal  than  good  men  feek  for  fame. 

Where  (reafonleft  without  the  leaft  defence) 
Laughter  was  mirth,  obfcenity  was  fcnfe, 
Where  impudence  made  decency  fubmit, 
Where  noife  was  humour,  and  where  whim  was 

v.  it, 

Where  rude,  unfemper'd  licence  had  the  merit 
Of  liberty,  and  lunacy  was  fpirit, 
Where  the  heft  things  were  ever  held  the  worfl, 
Lothario  was,  with  juftice,  always  firft. 

To  whip  a  top,  to  knuckle  down  at  taw, 
To  fwing  upon  a  gate,  to  ride  a  draw, 
To  play  at  pufh-pin  with  dull  brother  peers, 
To  belch  out  catches  in  a  porter's  cars, 
To  reign  the  monarch  of  a  midnight  cell, 
To  be  the  gaping  chairman's  oracle, 
Whilft,  in  moft  bleffed  union,  rogue  and  whore 
Clap  hands,  huzza,  and  hiccup  out — encore, 
Whilft  gray  authority,  who  flumbers  there 
In  robe's  of  watchman's  fur,  givts  up  his  chair; 
With  midnight  howl  to  bay  th'  affrighted  moon, 
To  walk  with  torches  through  the  firects  at  noon, 
To  force  plain  nature  from  her  ufual  way, 
Each  night  a  vigil,  and  a  blank  each  day  ; 
To  match  for  fpeed  one  feather  'gainft  another, 
To  make  one  leg  run  races  with  his  brother; 
'Gainft  all  the  reft  to  take  the  northern  wind, 
Bute  to  ride  firft.  and  he  to  ride  behind  ; 
To  coin  new  fangled  wagers,  and  to  lay  'em, 
Laying  to  ioie,  and  fofing  not  to  pay  'em ; 
Lothario,  on  that  ftock  which  nature  gives, 
Wrhout  a  rival  (lands,  though  March  *  yet  lives. 

When  fully  (at  that  name,  in  duty  bound, 
LetfubjjCl  myriads  kneel,  and  kifs  the  ground, 
Whilft  they  who,  in  the  prefence,  upright  fund, 
Are  held  as  rebels  through  the  loyal  land), 
Queen  ev'ry  where  but  moft  a  queen  in  courts, 
Sent  forth  her  heralds,  and  prociaim'd  her  i'ports, 
Bade  fool  with  fool  on  her  behalf  engage, 
And  prove  her  right  to  reign  from  age  to  age ; 
Lothario,  great  above  the  c-  mmon  fize, 
With  all  engag'd,  and  won  from  all  the  prize  •, 
Her  cap  he  wears,  which  from  his  youth  he  wore, 
And  ev'ry  day  deferves  it  more  and  more. 
-    Nor  in  fuch  limit-  reft*  his  foul  confin'd  ; 
Folly  may  {hare,  but  can't  engrois  his  mind ; 
Vice,  bold,  lubftantial  vice,  puts  in  her  claim, 
And  ftamps  him  perfect  in  the  books  of  fname. 
Obferve  his  fellies  well,  and  you  would  fwear 
Folly  had  been  hi^  fu  ft.  his  only  cure  : 
Obierve  his  vices,  you'il  that  oath  riifown, 
And  fwear  that  he  was  born  for  vice  alone. 

Is  the  folt  riarure  of  fome  hapltfs  maid 
Fond,  cafy,  kill  of  faith,  to  be  betray 'd ; 
Muft  (he,  to  virtue  loft,  be  loft  to  fame, 
And  he  who  wrought  her  guilt,  declare  her  fhame? 
Is  fome  brave  friend,  who,  men  but  little  known, 
J)eems  ev'ry  heart  as  honeft  as  his  own, 

*  rfftsrivards  DuLe  of  Qptttflftrn* 
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And,  free  himfelf,  in  others  fears  no  guile, 

To  be  enfnar'd,  and  ruin'd  with  a  fmile  ? 

Is  law  to  be  perverted  from  her  courie  ? 

Is  abjecl:  fraud  to  league  with  brutal  force  ? 

Is  freedom  to  be  crufh'd,  and  ev'ry  fon 

Who  riare»  maintain  her  ccufe,  to  br  undone? 

Is  bafe  corruption,  creeping  through  the  Und, 

To  plan,  and  work  her  ruin,  underhand, 

With  regular  approaches,  fure    thou.  h  flow  ? 

Or  muft  (he  perifh  by  a  fingle  blow  ? 

Are  king-,  who  truft  r<>  fervants,  and  depend 

In  fervants  (ford,  vah  thought     i  to  find  a  friend, 

To  be  ahus'd.  and  rnad    TQ  draw  their  brea'h 

In  darkncfs  thicker  than  the  fli rules  of  death  ? 

Is  G  d's  moft  holy  name  to  be  profan'd, 

Hi-  word  rejccled,  and  his  la  .vs  arraign 'd, 

His  iervants  fcorn'd   as  mt-.n  who  idly  dream'd, 

His  fervice  laugh'd  at,  and  his  Son  biafphcni'd£ 

Are  debauchees  in  morals  to  prefide  ? 

Is  faith  to  take  an  Atheiil  for  her  guide? 

Is  fcience  by  a  blockhead  to  be  led  ? 

Are  ftates  to  totter  on  a  drunkard's  head  ? 

To  anfwer  all  thefe  purpofes,  and  more, 

More  black  than  ever  villain  plann'd  before, 

Search  earth,  fearch  helff  the.  devil  cannot  find 

An  agent,  like  Lothario,  to  his  mind. 

Is  thisnobiliry,  which,  fprung  from  kings, 
Was  meant  to  fweil  the  pow'r  from  whence  it 

fp  rings, 

Is  this  the  gloriotif  produce,  this  the  fruit, 
Which  nature  hop'd  lor  from  fo  rich  a  root  ? 
Were  there  but  two  (fearch  all  the  world  ar-und) 
Were  there  but  two  fuch  nobles  to  be  found, 
The  very  name  would  fink  into  a  term 
Of  fcorn,  and  man  would  rather  be  a  worm 
Than  be  a  lord  ;  but  nature,  full  of  grace, 
Nor  meaning  birth  and  titles  to  be  bafe, 
Made  only  one  ;  and,  having  made  him,  fworr, 
In  mercy  to  mankind,  to  make  no  more. 
Nor  ftopp'd  fhe  there,  but,  like  a  gen'rous  friend, 
The  ills  which  error  caus'd,  fhe  flrove  to  mend  ; 
And,  having  brought  Lothario  forth  to  view, 
To  fave  her  credit,  brought  forth  Sandwich  too. 

Gods !  with  what  joy,  what  honeft  joy  of  fyeart, 
Biunt  as  I  am,  and  void  of  ev'ry  art, 
Of  ev'ry  ait  which  great  ones  in  the  ftate 
Prac"life  on  knaves  they  fear,  and  fools  they  hatet 
To  titles  with  relu&ance  taught  to  bend, 
Not  prone  to  think  that  virtues  can  defcend, 
Do  I  behold  (a  fight,  alas !  more  rare 
Than  honefty  could  wifh)  the  noble  wear 
His  father's  honours,  when  his  life  makes  known 
They're  his  by  virtue,  not  by  birth  alone, 
When  he  recalls  his  father  from  the  grave, 
And  pays  with  ir.t'reft  tack  the  fame  he  gave. 
Cur'd  of  her  fpienetic  and  fullen  fits, 
To  fuch  a  peer  my  willing  foul  fubmits, 
And  to  fuch  virtue  is  more  proud  to  yield, 
I  han  'gainft  ten  titled  rogues  to  keep  the  field. 
Ruch  (for  that  truth  e'en  envy  fhall  allow) 
Such  Wyndham  *  was,  and  fuch  is  Sandwich  now, 

O  gentle  Montague,  in  bit  fifed  Iv-tir 
Didft  thou  ftart  up,  and  climb  che  flairs  of  pow'r  ; 

Ecrl  ofEgrettSnt.    He  dic.l  Ai'.gnjl  1763. 
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England  of  all  her  fears  at  once  was  ea<-'d, 

Nor  'mongft  her  many  fees,  was  one  difpleas'd. 

France  heard  the  news   and  told  it  coujin  Spain  ; 

Spain  heard,  and  told  it  couf.n  France  again  ; 

The  Hollander  relinquifh  d  hisdefign 

Of  adding  fpice  to  fpice,  and  mine  to  mine, 

Of  Indian  villanies  he  thought  no  more, 

Content  to  rob  us  on  our  native  fhore  ; 

Aw'd  by  thy  fame  (which  winds  with  open  mouth 

Shall  blow  from  eaft  to  weft,  from  north  to  fou:h), 

The  weftern  world  (hall  yield  u?  her  increale, 

^.tid  her  wild  f  >ns  he  foften'd  into  peace  ; 

Rich  eaftern  monarch1  fhall  exhauft  their  (lores, 

And  pour  unbounded  wealth  on  Albion's  (bores  ; 

Unbounded    wealth,    which   from   thofe  golden 


And  all  acquired  by  honourable  means, 
Some  honourable  chief  fhall  hither  fteer, 
To  pay  our  debts,  and  fet  the  nari<  n  clear. 

Nabobs  themfrlves,  allur'd  by  thy  renown, 
Shall  pay  due  homage  to  the  Ehglifh  crown, 
Shall  freely  as  their  king  our  king  receive  - 
3?jovided  tie  dlrefio's  give  them  lea-vr.. 

Union  at  home  (hall  mark  each  rifing  year, 
Nor  taxes  be  complain'd  of,  th<  ugh  fevere  ; 
Envy  her  own  deftroyer  (hall  become, 
And  faction  with  her  thoufand  mouths  he  dumb  ; 
With  the  meek  man  thy  meeknefs  fhall  prevail, 
Nor  with  the  fpirited  thy  fpirit  fail  ; 
Some  to  thy  force  of  rcafon  (hall  fubmit, 
And  fome  be  converts  to  thy  princely  wit  ; 
Rev'ience  for  thee  (hall  ftill  a  nation's  cries, 
A  grand  concurrence  crown  a  grand  excife  ; 
And  unbelievers  of  the  firfl  degree, 
\Vho  have  no  faith  in  God,  have  faith  in  thee. 

When  a  ftrange  jumble,  whimiical  and  vain, 
Fofiefs'd  the  region  of  each  heated  brain  ; 
When  fome  were  fools  to  cenfore,  fome  to  praife, 
And  all  wrre  mad,  but  mad  in  diff'ient  ways; 
When  commonwealth's-men,  ftarting  at  the  fliade 
Which  in  their  own  wild  fancy  had  been  made, 
Of  tyrants  dreatrTd,  who  wore  a  thorny  crown, 
Andv/ith  ftate-bloodhounds  hunted  freedom  down  ; 
When  other?,  ftruck  with  fancies  not  lefs  vain, 
Saw  mighty  kin^s  by  their  own  fubje&s  flail), 
And  in  each  friend  to  liberty  and  law, 
With  horror  big,  a  future  Cromwell  faw  ; 
Thy  manly  zeal  -fi-jpp'd  forth,  bade  difcord  ceafe, 
And  fung  each  jarring  atom  into  peace  ;       •     ' 
Liberty,  chcer'd  by  thy  all-cheering  eye, 
Shall,  waking  from  her  trance,  live,  and  not  die  ; 
And,  patroniz'd  by  thee,  prerogative 
Shall,  finding  f<  rth  at  large,  not  die,  but  live  ; 
V/hilft  privilege,  hung  betwixt  eavih  and  fky,1 
Shall  not  well  know,  whether  to  Jive  or  die/ 

When  on  a  rock  which  overhung  the  Hood, 
And  feem'd  to  totter,  commerce  fhiv'ring  ftood; 
When  credit,  building  on  a  fandy  fhore, 
Saw  the  fca  i'weil,  and  heard  the  tempeft  roar, 
Heard  death  in  ev'ry  blaft,  and  in  each  wave 
Qr  faw,  or  fancied  that  fhe  faw  her  grave  ; 
When  property,  transferr'd  from  hand  to  hand, 
Weaken'd  by  change,  crawl'd  lickly  through  the 

land  ; 

When  mutual  confidence  was  at  an  end, 
a.aa  no  longer  co-uid  on  man  depend  ; 


Opprefs'd  wi»h  debts  of  more  than  common  weight, 
When  all  men  fear'd  a  bankruptcy  of  ftate  ; 
When,  certain  death  to  honour,  and  to  trade, 
A  fpon^e  was  taik'd  of  ns»  our  only  aid, 
That  to  be  fav'd  we  m  ft  be  mure  undone, 
Aru1  pay  off  all  our  debts,  by  paying  none ; 
Like  England's  better  genius,  born  to  blcfs, 
And  (natch  hi*,  finking  country  from  diftreis, 
Didtr  thou  ftep  forth,  and  without  fail  or  oar 
Pilot  the  fhatter'd  veffel  fafe  to  fhore  ; 
Nor  (halt  thou  quit,  till  a  chor'd  fr.n  and  faft, 
She  rides  lecnre,  a^d  mocks  the  thteat'iiing  blaft  ! 

Born  in  thy  houfe   'ind  in  thy  fervice  bred, 
Nufs'd  in  thy  arms   and  at  thy  table  fed, 
By  thy  fage  counsels  to  reflection  brought, 
Yet  more  by  pattern  than  by  precept  taught, 
Economy  her  needful  aid  (hall  join 
To  ton  ward  and  complete  thy  grand  defign, 
And,  watm  to  fave.  hut  yet  with  fpirit  warm, 
Shall  her  own  conduit  from  thy  conduct  fonn. 
Let  friends  of  prodigals  fay  what  they  will, 
Spendthrifts  at  home,  abroad  arc  fyendthrifts  ftill. 
In  vain  have  fly  and  fnht'le  fophifts  tried 
Private  fr..m  public  juftice  to  divide; 
For  credit  on  each  other  they  rely, 
They  live  too;  ther,  and  together  die. 
'Gaind  ali  experience  'ti-^  a  rank  offence, 
High-treaibn  in  the  eye  of  common  Icnfe, 
To  think  a  ftartfman  ever1  can  be  known 
To  pay  our  debts,  who  will  not  pay  his  own. 
But  now,  though  late,  now  may  we  hope  to  fee 
Our  debts  difcharg'd,  our  credit  fair  and  free, 
Since  rigid  honefty,  fair  fall  that  hour, 
Sits  at  the  helm,  and  Sandwich  is  in  pow'r. 
With  what  delight  1  view  thee,  word'rous  man, 
With  what  delight  furvey  thy  flerling  plan, 
That  plan  which  all  with  wonder  mull  behold, 
And  (lamp  thy  age  the  only  age  of  gold. 

Nor  reft  thy  triumphs  htre — that  difcord  fled, 
And  fought  with  grief  the  hell  where  ihe  was 

bred; 

That  faction,  'gainft  her  nature  forc'd  to  yield, 
Saw  her  rude  rabble  fcatter'd  o'er  the  field, 
Saw  her  bed  friends  a  (landing  jefl  become, 
Her  fools  turn'd  fpeakers,   and  her  wits   ftruck 

dumb ; 

That  our  m^ft  bitter  foes  (fo  much  depends 
On  men  of  name)  are  turn'd  to  cordial  friends; 
That  our  offended  friends  (fuch  terror  flows 
From  men  of  name)  dare  not  appear  our  foes; 
That  credit,  gaiping  in  the  jaws  of  death, 
And  ready  to  expire  with  ev'ry  breath, 
Grows  flronger  from  difeafe  ;  that  thou  haft  fav'd 
Thy'drooping  country;  that  thy  name  engrav'd 
On  plates  of  braB  def/es  the  rage  of  time  ; 
I  han  plates  of  brafb  more  firm,  that  facred  rhyme 
Embalivs  thy  mem'ry,  bids  thy  glories  live, 
And  gives  thee  what  the  mule  alone  can  give ; 
Thefe  heights  of  virtue,  thefe  rewards  of  fame, 
With  thee  in  common  othtr  patriots  claim. 

But  that  poor  fickly  fcience,  who  had  laid 
And  droop'd  for  years  beneath  neglect's  cold  fhadc, 
By  thofe  who  knew  her  purpofaly  forgot, 
And  made  the  jeft  of  thofe  who  knew  her  not, 
Whilfl  ignorance  in  pow'r,  and  pamper'd  pride, 
Clad  like  a  prieft,  pal&'d  by  on  t'  other  C-ic -3 
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Recover'd  from  her  wretched  (late,  at  length 
Puts  on    new  health,   and   clothes   herfelf  with 

ftrength, 

To  thee  we  owe,  and  to  thy  friendly  hand, 
Which  rais'd,  and  gave  her  to  poifefs  the  land. 
This  praife,  though  in  a  court,  and  near  a  throne, 
This  praife  is  thine,  and  thine,  alas  !  alone. 

With  what  fond  rapture  did  the  goddcfs  fmile, 
What  bleflings  did  {he  promife  to  this  ifle, 
What  honour  to  herfelf,  and  length  of  reign  ! 
Soon  as  {he  heard,  that  thou  didft  not  dil'dain 
To  be  her  fteward  ;  but  what  grief,  what  lhame, 
What  rage,  what  disappointment  Ihook  her  frame, 
When  her  proud  children  dar'd  her  will  dii'pute, 
When  youth  was  infolenr,  and  age  was  mute. 

That  young  men  fhouid  be  fools,  and  lome  wild 

few, 

To  wildom  deaf,  be  deaf  to  int'reft  too, 
Mov'd  not  her  wonder  ;  but  that  men  grown  gray 
In  fearch  of  wildom,  men  who  own'd  the  iway 
Of  reafon,  men  whaftubbornly  kept  down 
Each  rifing  paflion,  men  who  wore  the  gown, 
That  they  fhould  crofs  her  will,  that  they  fliould 

dare 

Againft  the  caufe  of  int'reft  to  declare, 
That  they  {hould  be  fo  abjeA  and  unwife, 
Having  no  fear  cf  lofs  before  their  eyes, 
Nor  hopes  ef  gain,  fcorning  the  ready  means 
Of  being  vicars,  redors,  canons,  deans, 
With  all  thofe  honours  which  on  mitres  wait, 
And  mark  the  virtuous  favourites  of  ftate  ; 
That  they  fliould  dare  a  Hardwick  to  fupport, 
And  talk  within  the  hearing  of  a  court, 
Of  that  vile  beggar  confcience,  who  undone, 
And  ftarv'd  herfelf,  flarves  ev'ry  wretched  fon  ; 
This  turn'd  her  blood  to  gall,  this  made  her  fwear 
No  more  to  throw  away  her  time  and  care 
On  wayward  ions  who  fcorn'd  her  love,  no  more 
To  hold  her  courts  on  Cam's  ungrateful  ftiore. 
Rather  than  bear  fuch  ini'uhs,  v.'hich  difgrace 
Her  royalty  of  nature,  birth,  ;md  place, 
Though  dullneis  there  unrivall'd  ftate  iktl  keep, 
Would  me  at  Wincheiler  tvith  Burton  *  fleep; 
Or,  to  exchange  the  jnortifying  Icene 
For  fomething  fiil)  more  dull,  and  flill  more  mean, 
Rather  than  bear  iuch  infults,  fhe  would  fly 
Far,  far  beyond  the  fearch  of  EngVfa  eye, 
And  reign  amongft  the  Sects  :   to  be  a  aueen 
Is  worth  ambition,  though  in  Aberdeen. 
O,  ftay  thy  flight,  fair  fcience  !  what  though  fome, 
Some  bafe-born  children  rebels  are  become, 
All  are  not  rebels  ;  feme  are  duteous  Hill, 
Attend  thy  precepts,  and  obey  thy  will  ; 
Thy  int'reft  is  oppos'd  by  thole  alone, 
Who  either  know  not,  or  oppofe  their  own. 

Of  ftubborn  virtue,  inarching  to  thy  aid, 
Behold  in  black,  the  liv'ty  of  their  trade, 
Marfhali'd  by  iorm,  and  by  difcretion  led, 
A  grave,  grave  troop,  and  Smith  i*at  their  head, 
Black  f  Smith  of  Trinity;  on  Chrittian  ground 
For  faith  in  mylleries  none  more  renowii'd. 
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(for  the  heft  of  caufes  now  and  then 
Muft  beg  afliftance  from  the  worft  of  men) 
Next  (if  old  ftorylies  not)  fprung  from  Greece, 
Comes  Pandurus,  but  comes  without  his  Fiiece. 
Her,  wretched  maid  !   committed  to  his  truft, 
To  a  rank  letcher's  coarfe  and  bloated  lull, 
The  arch,  old,  hoary  hypocrite  had  fold, 
And  thought  himfelf  and  her  well  damn'd  for  gold. 
But  (to  wipe  off  fuch  traces  from  the  mind, 
And  make  us  in  good  humour  with  mankind) 
Leading  on  men,  who,  in  a  college  bred, 
No  woman  knew  but  thofe  which  made  their  bed, 
Who,  planted  virgins  on  Cam's  virtuous  fhore, 
Continued  i'till  male  virgins  at  threefcore, 
Comes  Sumner  *,  wife,  and  chafte  as  chafte  can  be, 
With  Long  f ,  as  wife,  and  not  lefs  chafte  than  he. 

Are  there  not  friends,  too,  e^ter'd  in  thy  caufe, 
Who,  for  thy  fake,  defying  penal  laws, 
Were,  to  fupport  thy  honourable  plan, 
Smuggled  from  Jerfey  and  the  Ifle  of  Man  ? 
Are  there  not  Philomaths  cf  high  degree 
Who,  always  dumb  before,  fnall  foeak  for  thee  ? 
Are  there  not  provftors  faithful  to  thy  will, 
One  of  full  growth,  others  in  embryo  ftill, 
Who  may,  perhaps,  in  fome  ten  years,  or  more, 
Be  afcertain'd  that  two  and  two  make  four, 
Or  may  a  full  more  happy  method  find, 
And,  taking  one  from  nvo,  leave  none  behind? 

With  fuch  a  mighty  pow'r  on  foot  to  yield 
Were  death  to  manhood  ;  better  in  the  field 
To  leave  our  carcafes,  and  die  with  fame, 
Than  fly,  and  purchafe  life  on  terms  of  fliame. 
Sackvilles  alone  anticipate  defeat, 
And,  ere  they  dare  the  battle,  found  retreat. 

But  if  perfuafions  ineffectual  prove, 
If  arguments  are  vain,  nor  pray'rs  can  move, 
Yet  in  thy  bitternefs  of  frantic  woe, 
Why  talk  of  Burton  ?  why  to  Scotland  go  ? 
Is  there  not  Oxford  ?  fhe  with  open  arms 
Shall  meet  thy  wifli,  and  yield  up  all  her  charms  j 
Shall  for  thy  love  her  former  loves  refign, 
And  jilt  the  baniuVd  Stuarts,  to  be  thine. 

Bow'd  to  the  yoke,  and,  loon  as  fhe  could  read, 
Tutor'd  to  get  by  heart  the  defpot's  creed, 
She,  of  fubje&ion  proud,  ilnll  knee  thy  throne, 
Aud  have  r.o  principles  but  thine  alone; 
She  lhall  thy  will  implicitly  receive, 
Nor  adt,  nor  fpeak,  nor  think,  without  thy  leave. 
Where  is  the  glory  of  imperial  fway, 
It  fubjedls  none  but  juft  commands  obey  ? 
Then,  and  then  only  is  obedience  ieen, 
When,  by  command,  they  dare  do  all  that's  mean. 
Hither  then  wing  thy  flight,  here  fix  thy  ftand, 
Nnr  fail  to  bring  thy  Sandwich  in  thy  hand. 

Godb,  with  what  joy  (for  fancy  now  fupplies, 
And  lays  the  future  open  to  my  eyes) 
Gods,  with  what  joy  I  fee  the  worthies  meet, 
And  brother  Litchfield  }  brother  Sandwich  greet  1 
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Bleftbe  yeur  greeting?,  bleft  each  dear  embrace, 
Bled  to  yourfelves,  and  to  tbe  human  race. 
Skk'ning  at  virtues  which  {he  cannot  reach, 
"Which  feem'her  bafer  nature  to  impeach, 
Let  envy,  in  a  whirlwind's  bofom  hurl'd, 
Outrageous,  fearch  the  corners  of  the  world, 
Ranfack  the  prcfent  times,  look  back  to  pad, 
Rip  up  the  future,  and  confefs  at  laft, 
ISfo  times,  paft,  prefent,  or  to  come,  could  e'er 
Produce,  and  blefb  the  world  with  fuch  a  pair. 

Phillips  *,  the  good  old  Phillips,  out  of  breath, 
Efcap'd  from  Monmouth,  and  efcap'd  from  death, 
Shall  hail  his  Sandwich,  with  that  virtuous  zeal, 
That  glorious  ardour  for  the  commonweal, 
Which   warm'd   his  loyal  heart,   and   blefVd  his 

tongue, 

When  on  his  lips  the  caufe  of  rebels  hung ; 
Whilft  womanhood,  in  habit  of  a  nun, 
At  Mednam  lies,  by  backward  monks  undone ; 
A  nation's  rcck'ning.  like  an  alehoufe  i'core, 
Whiiit  Paul  tbe  aged  chalks  behind  a  doer, 
Covnpell'd  to  hire  a  foe  to  cafl  it  up  ; 
iJafhwood  f  mall  pour,  from  a  communion  cup, 
Libations  to  the  goddcfs  without  eyes, 
Ami  bob  and  nob  in  cyder  and  excife. 

From  thole  deep  fhades,  where  vanity,  unknown, 
poth  penance  for  her  pride,  and  pines  alone; 
Curs'd  in  herfelf,  by  her  own  thoughts  undone, 
Where  fhe  fees  all,  but  can  be  feen  by  none  ; 
Where  Ibe  no  longer,  miftrefs  of  the  fchools, 
Hears  praife  loud  pealing  from  the  mouths  of  fools, 
<3r  heass  it  at  a  difta'nce;   in  delpair 
To  join  the  croud,  and  put  in  for  a  fhare, 
Twilling  each  thought  a  thouiaml  diff'rent  ways, 
For  his  new  friends  new-modelling  old  praifc, 
Where  frugal  fenfe  fo  very  fine  is  fpun, 
It  ferves  twelve  hours,   though  not  enough  for 

one, 

\  King  fnall  arife,  and  burfting  from  the  dead, 
Shall  hurl  \&*  piebald  Latin  at  thy  head. 

Burton  (whilft  awkward  affectation's  hung 
In  quaint  and  labour'd  accents  on  his  tongue, 
Who  'gainft  their  will  makes  junior  blockheads 

fpeak, 

Ign'rant  <  f  both,  new  Latin,  and  new  Greek, 
Not  fuch  as  was  in  Greece  and  Latiu-m.  known, 
But  of  a  modern  cut,  and  all  his  own  ; 
Who  threads,  like  beads,  loofe  thoughts  on  fuch 

a  firing, 

They're  praife,  and  cenfure ;  nothing,  ev'ry  thing  ; 
Pantomime  thoughts,  and  ftyle  fo  full  of  trick, 
They  even  make  a  Merry  Andrew  fick ; 
Thoughts  all  fo  dull,  fo  pliant  in  their  growth, 
They're  verfe,  they're  profe,  they're  neither,  and 

they're  both) 

Shall  (though  by  nature  ever  loth  to  praife) 
Thy  curious  worth  fet  forth  in  curious  pbrafe; 
Qbfcurely  ftiff,  fhall  crufh  poor  fenfo  to  death, 
Pr  in  long  periods  run  her  out  of  breath; 

*   Sir  John  Phillips.      At  tlis  jvnSure  he   ivasfo 
•unpopular  as  to  excite  tie  rage  of  a  mob  at  JMonmoutb 
ainjl  Lim. 
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Shall  make  a  babe,  for  which,  with  all  his  fame, 
Adam  could  not  have  found  a  proper  name ; 

j  beating  out  his  features  to  a  fmile, 
He  hugs  the  baftard  brat,  and  calls  it  ftyle. 

Hufh'd  be  all  nature  as  the  land  of  dea^h  ; 
Let  each  dream  flcep,   and  each   wind  hold  his 

breath  ; 

Be  the  bells  muffled,  nor  one  found  of  care, 
Preffing  for  audience,  wake  the  flumb'ring  air; 
Brown  comes— bthokl  how  cautioully  he  creeps— 
How  flow  he  walks,  and  yet  how  fait  he  fleeps — 
But  to  thy  praife  in  ilrep  he  fhall  agree; 
He  cannot  wake,  but  he  fhall  dream  of  thee. 

Phyfic,  her  head  with  opiate  poppies  crown'd, 
Her  loins  by  the  chafce  matron  campbire  bound, 
Phyfic,  obtaining  fuccour  from  the  pen 
Of  her  foft  fon,  her  gentle  Heberden, 
If  there  are  men  who  can  thy  virtue  know, 
Yet  fpite  of  virtue  treat  thee  as  a  foe, 
Shall,  like  zfcbolar,  flop  their  rebel  breath, 
And  in  each  recipe  lend  clafjic  death.     . 

So  deep  in  knowledge,  that  few  lines  can  found 
And  plumb  the»bottom  of  that  vaft  profound, 
Few  grave  ones  with  fuch  gravi  y  can  think, 
Or  follow  half  fo  faft  as  he  can  fink, 
With  nice  diftimflions  glofling  o'er  the  text, 
Obfcure  with  meaning,  and  in  words  perplext, 
With  fubtleties  on  fubtlrties  refln'd, 
Meant  to  divide  and  fubdivide  the  mind, 
Keeping  the  for  ward  nefs  of  youth  in  awe, 
The  fcowling  Blackftone  *  bears  rhe  train  of  la\v. 

Divinity,  enrob'd  in  college  fur, 
In  her  right  hand  a  neiv  court  kalcuJar, 
Bound  like  a  book  of  pray'r,  thy  coming  waits 
With  all  her  pack,  to  hymn  thee  in  the  gates. 

Loyalty,  fix'd  on  Ifis'  aiter'd  more, 
A  ftranger  long,  but  ftranger  now  no  more, 
Shall  pitch  her  tabernacle,  and  with  eyes 
Brim-full  of  rapture,  view  her  new  allies, 
Shall  with  much  pleafure  and  more  wonder  view 
Men  great  at  court  arid  great  at  Oxford  too. 

Ofacred  loyalty!  accurs'd  be  thole, 
Who,  feeming  friends,  turn  out  thy  deadlielt  foes; 
Who  profliiute  to  kings  thy  honour  d  name, 
And  feoff)  their  paffions  to  betray  their  fame  : 
Nor   prais'd  be    thofe,   to   whtifc   proud   nature 

clings 

Contempt  of  government,  and  bate  of  kings  ; 
Who,  willing  to  be  free,  not  knowing  how, 
A  ftrange  intemperance  of  zeal  avow, 
And  ftart  at  loyalty,  as  at  a  word 
Which  without  danger  freedom  never  heard. 

Vain  errors  of  vain  men — wild  both  extremes, 
And  to  the  ftate  not  wholefome,  like  the  dreams, 
Children  of  night,  of  indigeftion  bred, 
Which,  reafon  clouded,  ft-ize  and  turn  the  head. 
Loyalty  without  freedom  is  a  chain 
Which  men  of  lib'ral  notice  can't  fiiftain  ; 
And  freedom  without  loyalty,  a  name 
Which  nothing  means,  or  means  licentious  fhame. 

Thine  be  the  art.  my  Sandwich,  thine  the  toil, 
In  Oxford's  ftubborn  and  untoward  foil 
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To  rear  this  plant  of  union,  till  at  length, 
Rooted  by  time,  and  f.fter'd  into  ftrength, 
Shooting  aloft,  all  danger  it  defies, 
And  proudly  lifts  its  branches  to  the  flcies; 
Whilil  wifdom's  happy  fun,  but  not  her  Have, 
Gay  with  the  gay,  and  with  the  grave  ones  grave, 
Free  from  the  dull  impertinence  of  thought, 
Beneath  that  fliade  which  thy  own  labours  wrought 
And  faihion'd  into  ftrengrh,  fhalt  thou  repofe, 
Secure  cf  lib'ral  praife,  lince  Ifts  flows, 
True  to  her  Tame,  a»  duty  hath  decreed, 
Norlnnger,  like  a  harlot,  luft  for  Tweed, 
And  thofe  old  wreaths,  which  Oxford  once  dar'd 

twine 
To  grace  a  btuart  brow,  fhe  plants  on  thine. 

THE  FAREWELL. 

P.  FAREWELL  to  Europe,  and  at  once  farewell 
To  all  the  follies  which  in  Europe  dwell ! 
To  Eaftern  India  now,  a  richer  clime, 
Richer,  alas  !  in  ev'ry  thing  but  rhyme, 
The  mufco  fteer  their  courfe,  and,  fond  of  change, 
At  large,  in  other  worlds,  defire  to  range ; 
Refolv'd  at  leaf},  fince  they  the  fool  muft  play, 
To  do  it  in  a  diff'rent  place  and  way. 

F.   What  whim  is  this,  wh^t  error  of  the  brain, 
What  ma.inefs  worfe  than  in  the  dog-ftar's  reign  ? 
Why  into  foreign  countries  would  you  roam, 
Are  there  not  knaves  and  fools  enough  at  home  ? 
If  fatire  be  thy  objtcl,  and  thy  lays 
As  yet  have  fhown  no  talents  fit  for  praife ; 
If  fatire  be  thy  objedl,  fearch  all  round, 
Nor  to  thy  purpofe  can  one  fpot  be  found 
Like  England,  where  to  rampant  vigour  grown 
Vice  chokes  up  ev'ry  virtue  ;  where,  felf  fown, 
The  feeds  of  folly  fhoot  forth  rank  and  bold, 
And  every  feed  brings  forth  a  hundred  fold. 

P.  No  more  of  this — though  truth  (the  more 
our  fhame  [claim, 

The  more  our  guilt)  though  truth  perhaps  may 
And  juftify  her  part  in  this,  yet  here, 
For  the  firfl  time,  e'en  truth  offends  my  ear. 
Declaim  from  morn  to  night,  from  night  to  morn, 
Take  up  the  theme  anew,  when  day's  new-born, 
1  hear,  and  hate — be  England  what  fhe  will, 
With  all  her  faults  fhe  is  my  country  ftill.    [word 

F.  Thy  country,  and  what  then  ?    Is  that  mere 
Againft  the  voice  of  reafon  to  be  heard  ? 
Are  prejudices,  deep  imbib'd  in  youth, 
To  counteract,  and  make  thee  hate  the  truth? 
'Tis  the  fure  fymptom  of  a  narrow  foul 
To  draw  its  grand  attachment  from  the  whole, 
And  take  up  with  a  part :  men,  not  confiu'd 
Within  fuch  paltry  limits,  men  defign'd 
Their  nature  to  exalt ;  where'er  they  go, 
Wherever  waves  can  roll,  and  winds  can  blow, 
Where'er  the  bleffed  fun,  plac'd  in  the  Iky 
To  watch  this  fubject  world,  can  dart  his  eye, 
Are  ftill  the  fame,  and,  prejudice  out-grown, 
Confider  every  country  as  their  own. 
At  one  grand  view  they  take  in  nature's  plan, 
Not  more  at  home  in  England  than  Japan. 

P.  My  good  grave  Sir  of  theory,  whofe  wit, 
at  fliadows,  ne'er  caught  fubftance  yet, 


'Tis  mighty  eafy  o'er  a  trlafs  of  wine 
On  vain  refinements  vair.ly  to  refine, 
To  laugh  at  poverty  in  plenty's  reign, 
To  boaft  of  apathy  when  out  of  pain, 
And  in  each  ftntence,  worthy  of  the  fchools, 
Varnifh'd  with  fophillry,  to  deal  cut  rules 
Moft  fit  for  practice  but  for  one  poor  fault, 
That  into  practice,  they  can  ne'er  be  brought. 

At  home,  and  fitting  in  your  elbow  chair, 
You  praife  Japan,  though  you  was  never  there. 
But  was  the  iliip  this  moment  under  fail, 
Would  not  your  mind  be  chang'd,  your  fpirits  fail, 
Would  you  not  cait  one  longing1  eye  to  fhore, 
And  vow  to  deal  in  fuch  wild  fchemts  no  more  ? 
Howe'er  our  pride  may  tempt  us  to  conceal 
Thofe  paffions  which  we  cannot  choofe  but  feel, 
There's  a  ftrange  foinething,  which  without  a 

brain 

Fools  feel,  and  which  e'en  wife  men  can't  explain, 
Planted  in  man,  to  bind  him  to  that  earth, 
In  deareft  ties,  from  whence  he  drew  his  birth. 

If  honour  calls,  where'er  fhe  points  the  way, 
The  fons  of  honour  follow,  and  obey; 
If  need  compels,  wherever  we  are  fent, 
'  Tis  want  of  courage  not  to  be  content; 
But,  if  we  have  the  liberty  of  choice, 
And  all  depends  on  our  own  fingle  voice, 
To  deem  of  ev'ry  country  as  the  fame, 
Is  rank  rebellion  'gainfl  the  lawful  claim 
Of  nature  ;  and  fuch  dull  indifference 
May  be  philofophy,  but  can't  be  fenfe. 

F.   Weak  and  unjuft  diftinction,  ftrange  defign, 
Moft  peevifh,  moft  perverfe,  to  undermine 
Philofophy,  and  throw  her  empire  down 
By  means  of  fenfe,  from  whom   ihe  holds  her 

crown. 

Divine  philofophy,  to  thce  we  owe 
All  that,  is  worth  pofienVig  here  below; 
Virtue  and  wifdoni  confecrate  thy  reign, 
Doubled  each  joy,  ?.nd  pain  no  longer  pain. 

When,  like  a  garden,  where,  for  want  of  toil, 
And  wholefome  difcipline,  the  rich  rank  foil 
Teems  with  encumbrances;  where  all  around 
Herbs  noxious  in  their  nature  make  the  ground, 
Like  the  good  mother  of  a  thanklefs  fon, 
Curfe  her  own  womb,  by  fruitfulnefs  undone; 
Like  fuch  a  garden,  when  the  human  foul, 
Uncultur'd,  wild,  impatient  of  controul, 
Brings  forth  thofe  pafiions  of  luxuriant  race, 
Which  fpread,  and  ftifle  ev'ry  herb  of  grace, 
Whilft  virtue,  check'd  by  the  cold  hand  of  fcorn, 
Seems  withering  on  the  bed  where  fhe  was  born, 
Philofophy  fteps  in  ;  with  fteady  hand 
She  brings  her  aid,  ihe  clears  th'  encumber'd  land: 
Too  virtuous  to  fpare  vice  one  ftroke,  too  wife 
One  moment  to  attend  to  pity's  cries, 
See  with  what  godlike,  what  relentlefs  pow'r 
She  roots  up  ev'ry  weed 

P.  and  ev'ry  flow'r. 
Philofophy,  a  name  of  meek  degree, 
Embrac'd,  in  token  of  humility, 
By  the  proud  fage,  who,  whilft  he  ftrove  to  hide. 
In  that  vain  artifice,  reveal'd  his  pride  : 
Philoibphy,  whom  nature  had  defign'd 
To  purge  all  errors  from  the  Jiurnau  rmnd4 
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He1  felf  niifled  by  the  philofor  her, 
At  once  her  prieft  and  mutter,  made  us  err; 
Pride,  pride,  like  leaven  in  a  mafs  of  flour, 
Tainted  her  laws,  and  e'en  made  virtue  lour. 

Had  {he,  content  within  her  proper  fphere, 
Taught  Icffonf.  fuited  to  the  human  ear, 
Which  rnignt  fair  virtue's  genuine  fruits  produce, 
Made  no-  for  ornament,  but  real  tile, 
The  heart  of  man  ur.rivall'd  ihe  had  fwny'd, 
Prais'd  by  the  good,  .  nd  by  the  bad  «  bey'd. 
But  when  fhe,  overturning  reafon's  throne, 
Strove  proudly  in  its  place  to  plant  her  own  ; 
When  fhe  with  apathy  the  breaft  would  fteel, 
And  teach  us,  deeply  feeling,  not  to  feel ; 
When  fhe  would  wildly  all  her  force  employ, 
Not  to  correct  our  paffions,  but  deftroy ; 
When,  not  content  our  nature  to  reftore, 
As  made  by  God,  fhe  made  it  all  new  o'er; 
When,  with  a  ftrange  and  criminal  excefs, 
To  make  us  more  than  men,  fhe  made  us  lefs; 
The  good  her  dwindled  pow'r  with  pity  faw, 
The  bad  with  joy,  and  none  but  fools  with  awe. 
Truth  with  a  fimple  and  unvarnifh'd  tale 

E'en  from  the  mouth  of  N might  prevail, 

Could  fhe  get  there  ;  but  falfehood's  fugar'd  ftrain 
Should  pour  her  fatal  blandifhmcnts  in  vain, 
Nor  make  one  convert,  though  the  fyren  hung, 
Where  fhe  too  often  hangs,  on  M— — —  tongue. 
Should  all  the  Sophs,  whom  in  his  courfe  the  fun 
Hath  feen,  or  paft  or  prefent,  rife  in  one ; 
Should  he,  whilft  pleafurein  each  lenience  flows, 
Like  PJato,  give  us  poetry  in  profe  ; 
Should  he,  full  orator  at  once,  impart 
Th*  Athenian's  genius  with  the  Roman's  art, 
Genius  and  art  fhould  in  this  inilant  fail, 
Nor  Rome  though  join'd  with  Athens  here  pre 
vail  : 

'Tis  not  in  man,  'tis  not  in  more  than  man, 
To  make  me  find  one  fault  in  nature's  plan. 
Plac'd  low  ourfelves,  we  cenfure  thofe  above, 
And,  wanting  judgment,  think  that   fhe  wants 

love ; 

Blame  -where  we  ought  in  reafon  to  commend, 
And  think  her  moft  a  foe  when  moft  a  friend. 

Such  be  philosophers their  fpecious  art, 

Though  iriendfhip  pleads,  fhall  never  warp  my 

heart ; 

Ne'er  make  me  from  this  breaft  one  paffion  tear, 
Which  nature,  my  bell  friend  hath  planted  there. 

F.  Forgiving,  as  a  friend,  what,  whilft  I  live, 
As  a  philofopher  I  can't  forgive, 
In  this  one  point  at  laft  I  join  with  you ; 
To  nature  pay  all  that  is  nature's  due  ; 
But  let  not  clouded  reafon  fink  fo  low 
To  fancy  debts  fhe  does  not,  cannot  owe. 
Bear,  to  full  manhood  grown,  thofe  fhackles  bear, 
Which  nature  meant  us  for  a  time  to  wear, 
As  we  wear  leading-firings,  which,  ufelefs  grown, 
Are  laid  afide,  when  we  can  walk  alone. 
But  on  thyfclf,  by  peevifh  humour  fway'd, 
Wilt  thou  lay  burdens  nature  never  laid  ?        [errs, 
Wilt  thou  make  faults,  whilft  judgment  weakly 
And  then  defend,  miftaking  them  for  her's  ? 
Dar'ft  thou  to  fay,  in  our  eniightea'd  age, 
1  hat  this  grand  mailer  piiilion,  this  brave  rage, 


Which  flames  out  fur  thy  country,  was  impreft 
And  tix'd  by  nature  in  the  human  brea  ;  ? 

If  you  prefer  the  place  where  you  was  born, 
And  hold  all  others  in  contempt  and  fcoro. 
On  fair  corhparifon  ;  if  an  that  land 
With  lib'ral  and  a  more  than  e^ual  hand 
Her  gifts  as  in  profufion  plenty  fends; 
It  virtue  meets  with  more  and  better  friends; 
If  fcience  finds  a  patron  'mongft  the  great ; 
If  honefty  is  minifter  of  ftate  ; 
If  pow'r,  the  guardian  of  our  rights  defign'd, 
Is  to  that  great,  that  only  end  confin'd  ; 
If  riches  are  employ'd  to  blefs  the  poor ; 
If  law  is  facred,  liberty  fecure  ; 
Let  but  thefe  fa6ts  depend  on  proofs  of  weight, 
Reafon  declares,  thy  love  can't  be  too  great ; 
And  in  this  light  could  he  our  country  view, 
A  very  Hottentot  muft  love  it  too. 

But  if,  by  fate's  decrees,  you  owe  your  birth 
To  fome  moft  barren  and  penurious  earth, 
Where,  ev'ry  comfort  of  this  life  denied, 
Her  real  wants  are  fcantily  fuppiied, 
Where  pow'r  is  realon,  liberty  a  joke, 
Laws  never  made,  or  made  but  to  be  broke; 
To  fix  thy  love  on  fuch  a  wretched  fpot, 
Becaufe  in  lull's  wild  fever  there  begot, 
Becaufe,  thy  weight  no  longer  fit  to  bear, 
But  chance,  not  choice,  thy  mother  dropt  thee 

there, 

Is  folly,  which  admits  not  of  defence  ; 
It  can't  be  nature,  for  it  is  not  fenfe. 
By  the  fame  argument  which  here  you  hold, 
(When  falfehood's  infolent,  let  truth  be  bold) 
If  propagation  can  in  torments  dwell, 
A  dcvi!  miift,  if  born  there,  love  his  hell. 

P.  Hard  fate,  to  whofc  decrees  I  lowly  bend, 
And  e'en  in  punifhment  confefs  a  friend, 
Ordain'dmy  birth  in  fome  place  yet  untry'd, 
On  purpofe  made  to  mortify  my  pride, 
Where  the  fun  never  gave  one  glimpfe  of  day, 
Where  fcience  never  yet  could  dart  one  ray; 
Had  I  been  born  on  fome  bleak,  blafted  plain 
Of  barren  Scotland,  in  a  Stuart's  reign; 
Or  in  fome  kingdom,  where  men,  weak  or  worfe, 
Turn'd  nature's  ev'ry  bleffing  to  a  curfe, 
Where  crowns  of  freedom  by  the  father's  won, 
Dropp'd  leaf  by  leaf  from  each  degen'rate  Ion  ; 
In  fpite  of  all  the  wifdom  you  difplay, 
All  you  have  faid,  and  yet  may  have  to  fay, 
My  weaknefs  here,  it  weakfjefs,  I  confefs, 
1,  as  my  country,  had  rrot  lov'd  her  lefs. 

Whether  ftridl  reafon  bears  me  out  in  this, 
Let  thofe  who,  always  feeking,  always  mil's 
1  he  ways  of  reafon,  doubt  with  precious  acal ; 
Their's  be  the  praife  to  argue,  mine  to  feel. 
Wifh  we  to  trace  this  paflion  to  the  root, 
We,  like  a  tree,  may  know  it  by  its  fruir, 
From  its  rich  item  ten  thoufand  virtues  fpring, 
Ten  thoufand  bleffngs  on  its  branches  cling ; 
Yet  in  the  circle  of  revolving  years, 
Not  one  misfortune,  not  one  vice  appears. 
Hence  then,  and  what  you  reaion  call  adore; 
This,  if  not  reafon,  muft  be  fomething  more. 

But  (for  I  with  not  others  to  confine, 
Be  their  opinions  unrefir&in'd  as  mine) 
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Whether  this  love's  of  good  or  evil  growth, 

A  vice,  a  virtue,  or  a  fpicc  of  both, 

Let  men  of  nicer  argument  decide  : 

If  it  is  virtuous,  footh  an  honeft  pride 

With  lib'ral  piaife  ;  if  vicious,  be  content, 

It  is  a  vice  I  never  can  repent; 

A  vice  which,  weigh'd  in  heav'n  {hall  more  avail 

Than  ten  cold  virtues  in  the  other  fcale. 

F.  This  wild  untemper'd  zeal  (which  after  all 
We,  candour  unimpeach'd,  might  madnefs  call) 
Is  it  a  virtue  ?  That  you  fcarce  pretend  : 
Or  can  it  be  a  vice,  like  virtue's  friend, 
Which  draws  us  off  from  and  diffolves  the  force 
Of  private  ties,  nay  flops  us  in  our  c'  urle 
To  that  grand  object  of  the  human  foul, 
That  nobler  love  which  comprehends  the  whole  ? 
Coop'd  in  the  limits  of  this  petty  ifle, 
This  nook,  which  fcarce  deferves  a  frown  or  fmile, 
Weigh'd  with  creation,  you,  by  whim  undone, 
Give  all  your  thoughts  to  what  is  fcarce  worth  one. 
The  generous  foul,  by  nature  taught  to  foar, 
Her  ftrength  confirm'd  in  philofophic  lore, 
At  one  grand  view  takes  in  a  world  with  eafe, 
And,  feeing  all  mankind,  loves  all  (he  fees. 

P.  Was  it  mofl  fure,  which  yet  a  doubt  endures, 
Not   found   in  reaion's  creed,  though   found  in 

yours, 

That  thefe  two  fervices,  like  what  we're  told 
And  know  of  God's  and  Mammon's  cannot  hold 
And  draw  together ;  that  however  loth, 
We  neither  ferve,  attempting  to  ferve  both; 
I  could  not  doubt  a  moment  which  to  choofe, 
And  which  in  common  reafon  to  refufe. 

Invented  oft  for  purpofes  of  art, 
Born  of  the  head,  though  father'd  on  the  heart, 
This  grand  love  of  the  world  mud  be  confeft 
A  barren  fpeculation  at  the  beft. 
Not  one  man  in  a  thoufand,  fhould  he  live 
Beyond  the  ufual  term  of  life,  could  give, 
So  rare  occafion  conies,  and  to  fo  few, 
Proof  whether  his  regards  are  feign'd  or  true. 

The  love  we  bear  our  country,  is  a  root 
Which  never  fails  to  bring  forth  golden  fruit ; 
'Tis  in  the  mind  an  everlafting  fpring 
Of  glorious  actions,  which  become  a  king, 
Nor  lefs  become  a  fubje&  ;  'tis  a  debt 
Which  bad  men,  though  they  pay  not,  can't  forget; 
A  duty,  which  the  good  delight  to  pay, 
And  ev'ry  man  can  pra&ife  ev'ry  day. 

Nor,  for  my  life  (fo  very  dim  my  eye, 
Or  dull  your  argument),  can  I  defcry 
What  you  with  faith  affert,  how  that  dear  love 
Which  binds  me  to  my  country  can  remove, 
And  make  me  of  neceffity  forego, 
That  gen'ral  love  which  to  the  world  I  owe. 
Thofe  ties  of  private  nature,  fmall  extent, 
In  which  the  mind  of  narrow  caft  is  pent, 
Are  only  fteps  on  which  the  gen'rous  foul 
Mounts  by  degrees  'till  fhe  includes  the  whole. 
That  fpring  of  love,  which  in  the  human  mind, 
Founded  on  felf,  flows  narrow  and  confin'd, 
Enlarges  as  it  rolls,  and  comprehends 
The  focial  charities  of  blood  and  friends, 
'Till  fmaller  ftreams  included,  not  o'erpaft, 
It  rii'ss  to  our  country's  love  at  laft ; 


And  he,  with  lib'ral  and  enlarged  mind, 
Who  loves  his  country  y  cannot  hate  mankind. 
F,  Friend   as  you  would   appear  to  common 

fenfe, 

Tell  me,  or  think  no  more  of  a  defence, 
Is  it  a  proof  of  love  by  choice  to  run 
A  vagrant  from  your  country  ? 

P    Can  the  fon, 
(Shame,  fhame,  on  all  fuch  fons)  with  ruthleft 

eye, 

And  heart  more  patient  than  the  flint,  ftandby, 
And  by  fome  ruffian  from  all  fhame  divorc'd, 
All  virtue,  fee  his  honour'd  mother  forc'd  ! 
Then,  no,  by  him  that  made  me,  not  e'en  then, 
Could  I  with  patience,  by  the  word  of  men, 
Behold  my  country  plunder'd,  beggar'd,  loft 
Beyond  redemption,  all  her  glories  crofs'd 
E'en  when  occafion  made  them  ripe,  her  fame 
,Fled  like  a  dream,  while  flie  awakes  to  ihame. 

F.  Is  it  not  more  the  office  of  a  friend, 
The  office  of  a  patron,  to  defend 
Her  finking  ftate,  than  bafely  to  decline 
So  great  a  caufe,  and  in  defpair  refign  ? 

P.  Beyond  my  reach,  alas  !  the  grievance  lies, 
And,  whilft  mere  able  patriots  doub%  fhe  dies. 
From  a  foul  fource,  more  deep  than  we  fuppofe, 
Fatally  deep  and  dark,  this  grievance  flows. 
'  Fis  not  that  peace  our  glorious  hopes  defeats, 
'  I'is  not  the  voice  of  faction  in  the  ftreets, 
'Tis  not  a  grofs  attack  on  freedom  made, 
'Tis  not  the  arm  of  privilege  difplay'd 
Againft  the  fubjedt,  whilft  fhe  wears  no  fting 
To  difappoint  the  purpofe  of  a  king ; 
Thefe  are  no  ills,  or  trifles,  if  compar'd       [clar'd. 
With  thofe,  which  are  contriv'd,  though  not  de- 
Tell  me  philofopher.  is  it  a  crime 
To  pry  into  the  fecret  womb  of  time  ; 
Or,  born  in  ignorance,  muft  we  defpair 
To  reach  events,  and  read  the  future  there  ? 
Why,  be  it  fo — ftill  the  right  of  man, 
Imparted  by  his  Maker,  where  he  can, 
To  former  times  and  men  his  eye  to  caft, 
And  judge  of  what's  to  come,  by  what  is  paft. 

Should  there  be  found  in  fome  not  diftant  year 
(O  how  1  wifh  to  be  no  prophet  here), 
Amongft  our  Britifh  lords,  ihould  there  be  found 
Some  great  in  pow'r,  in  principles  unfound, 
Who  look  on  freedom  with  an  evil  eye, 
In  whom  the  fprings  of  loyalty  are  dry ; 
Who  wifh  to  foar  an  wild  ambition's  wings, 
Who  hate  the  commons,  and  who  love  not  kings; 
Who  would  divide  the  people  and  the  throne 
To  fet  up  fep'rate  int'refts  of  their  own; 
Who  hate  whatever  aids  their  wh»lefome  growth, 
And  only  join  with,  to  deftroy  them  both  ; 
Should  there  be  found  fuch  men  in  after  times, 
May  Heav'n  in  mercy  to  our  grievous  crimes 
Allot  fome  milder  vengeance,  Ror  to  them 
And  to  their  rage  this  wretched  land  condemn. 
Thou  God  above,  on  whom  all  ftatts  depend, 
Who  knoweft  from  the  firft  their  rife  and  end, 
If  there's  a  day  mark  d  in  the  book  of  fate 
When  ruin  muft  involve  our  equal  ftate; 
When  law,  alas  !  muft  be  no  more,  and  we, 
To  freedom  born,  myft  be  no  longer  iree  -t 
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Let  not  a  mob  of  tyrants  feize  the  helm, 
Nor  titled  tipftarts  league  to  rob  'he  realm  : 
Let  not.  whatever  other  ills  affail, 
A  damned  ariftocracy  prevail. 
If, -all  too  fhort,  our  courfe  cf  freedom  run, 
*Fis  thy  good  pleafure  we  fhould  he  undone, 
JLet  us,  fome  comfort  in  «.ur  griefs  to  bring, 
Be  {lave*  to  one   anH  be  that  one  a  king. 

F.   Poets,  accuftom'd  by  thrir  trade  to  feign, 
Oft  fubftitute  creations  of  the  brain 
For  reai  fubitance,  and  themfeives  dereiv'd, 
Would  have  the  fidion  by  mankind  believ'd. 

Such  is  your  cafe. But  grant,  to  fo;  th  your 

pride, 

That  you  know  more  than  all  the  world  btfide, 
Why  deal  in  hints,  why  make  a  moment  -  doubt  ? 
Refolv'd,  and  like  a  man,  at  once  fpeak  out; 
Show  us  our  danger,  tell  us  where  it  lies, 
And,  to  enfure  our  fafcty,  make  us  wife. 

J°.  Rather  than  bear  the  pain  of  thought,  fools 

ftray; 

The  proud  will  rather  lofe  than  afk  their  way  ; 
To  men  of  fenfe  what  needs  it  to  unfold 
And  tell  a  tale  *  hich  they  muft  know  untold  ? 
In  the  bad,  inr'reft  warps  the  canker'ri  heart, 
The  good  are  hoodwink' d  by  the  tricks  of  art; 
And  whilft  arch,  fubtie  hypocrites  contrive 
To  keep  the  flames  of  difcontent  alive, 
Whilft  they,  with  arts  ro  honeft  men  unknown, 
Breed  doubts  between  the  people  and  the  throne, 
Making  us  fear,  where  reafon  never  yet 
Allow 'd  one  fear,  or  could  one  doubt  admit, 
Thtmfelves  pafs  unfufpeAed  in  difguife, 
And  'gainft  our  real  danger  feal  our  eyes. 

F.   Mark  them,  and  let  their  names  recorded 

ftand  [land. 

On  (name's  black  roll,  and  (link  through  all  the 

P.    That  might  fome  courage,  but  no  prudence 

No  hurt  to  them,  and  jeopardy  to  me.  [be  ; 

F.  Leave  out  their  names. 

P.   For  'hat  kind  caution  thanks  ; 
But  may  not  judges  fometimes  fill  up  blanks  ? 
F.  Your  country's  laws  in  doubt  then  you  rejedl? 
P.  The  laws  I  love,  the  lawyers  I  lulped  : 
Amnngft  twelve  judges  may  not  one  be  found, 
(On  bare,  bare  poffibility  I  ground 
This  wholefome  doubt,  who  may  enlarge,  retrench, 
Create  and  uncreate,  and  from  the  bench, 
With  winks,  fmiles,  nods,  and  fuch  like  paltry  arts, 
May  work  and  worm  into  a  jury's  hearts; 
Or,  baffled  there,  may,  turbulent  of  foul, 
Cramp  their  high  office,  and  their  rights  controul; 
Who  may,  though  judge,  turn  advocate  at  large, 
And  deal  replies  out  by  the  way  of  charge, 
Making  interpretation  all  the  way, 
In  fpite  of  facets,  his  wicked  will  obey, 
And,  leaving  law  without  the  lead  defence, 
May  damn  his  conference  to  approve  his  fenfe  ? 
F.   Whilft.  the  true  guardians  of  this  .charter'd 

land, 

In  full  and  perfect  vigour,  juries  ftand, 
A  judge  in  vain  ftiall  awe,  cajole,  perplex. 
P.  Suppofe  I  fhould  be  tried  in  M.ddlefex? 
F-  To  pack  a  jury  they  will  never  dare. 
P.  There's  no  occafioa  to  pack  juries  there. 


F.  'Gainft  prejudice  all  arguments  are  weak, 
Reafon  herfelf  without  effect  mwft  fpeak. 
Fly  then  thy  country,  like  a  coward  fly, 
Renounce  her  irit'reft,  and  her  laws  defy. 
But  why,  bewitch'd,  to  India  turn  thy  eyes? 
Cannot  our  Europe  thy  vaft  wrath  fuffice  ? 
Cannot  thy  m;fbegotten  mufe  lay  bare 
Her  brawny  arm,  and  play  the  butcher  there  ? 

P,   Thy  counsel  taken,  what  fhould  fatire  do  ? 
Where  could  fhe  find  an  object  that  is  new  ? 
Thofe  travell'd  youths,   wh<,m    tender    mother* 

wean, 

And  fend  abroad  to  fee,  and  to  be  feen, 
With  whom,  left  they  fhould  fornicate,  or  worfe, 
A  tutor's  fent,  by  way  of  a  dry  nurfe, 
Each  of  wh.-m  juft  enough  of  fpirit  bears, 
To  fhow  our  follies,  and  to  bring  home  their?, 
Have  made  all  Europe's  vices  fo  well  known, 
They  feem  almoft  as  nat'ral  as  our  own. 

F.  Will  India  for  thy  purpofe  better  do?  [new. 

P.    In   one  refpcdl  at  leaft — there's  fomething 

F.    A  harmless  people,  in  whom  nature  fpeaks 
Free  and  ui, tainted     'mongft  whom  fatire  leeks, 
But  vainly  feeks,  fo  fimply  plain  their  heart-., 
One  bofom  where  to  lodge  her  poifon'd  darts. 

P.   From  knowledge  fneak  you  this,   cr  doubt 

on  doubt 

Weigh'd  and  refolv'd,  hath  reafon  found  it  out  ? 
Neither  from  knowledge,  ri'.-r  by  reafon  taught, 
You  have  faith  ev'ry  where  but  where  you  ought. 
India  or  hurope — What's  there  in  a  name  ? 
Proper  fit  y  to  vice  in  both  the  fame, 
Nature  alike  in  both  works  fur  m;-n's  good, 
Alike  in  both  by  man  himfelf  withftood. 
Nabob*,  as  well  as  thofe  who  hunt  them  down, 
Deferve  a  cord  much  better  than  a  crown, 
And  a  Mogul  can  thrones  as  much  debafe 
As  any  p>>iifh'd  prince  of  Chriftian  race. 

F.  Could  you  a  taik  more  hard  than  you  fuppofe, 
Cou'd  you,  in  ridicule  whilft  fatire  glows, 
Make  all  their  follies  to  the  life  appear, 
Tis  ten  to  one  you  gain  no  credit  here. 
Howe'er  well  drawn,  the  pi£ure  after  all, 
Becaufe  we  know  not  the  original. 
Would  not  find  favour  in  the  public  eye. 

P.  That,  having  your  good  leave,  I  mean  to  try. 
And  if  your  obiervations  fterling  hold, 
If  the  piece  fhcuJd  be  heavy,  tame,  and  cold, 
To  make  it  to  the  fide  of  nature  lean, 
And,  meaning  nothing,  fomething  feem  to  mean, 
To  make  the  whole  in  lively  colours  glow. 
To  bring  before  us  fomething  that  we  know, 
And  from  all  honeft  men  ap;  laufe  to  win, 
I'll  groupe  the  company,  and  put  them  in.  * 

F.  Be  that  ungen'rous  thought  by  fhame  fup- 

prefb'd, 

Add  not  diftrefs  to  thofe  too  much  diftrefs'd. 
Have  they  not,  by  blind  zeal  mifled,  laid  bare 
rhofe  fores  which  never  might  endure  the  air  ? 
Have  they  not  brought  their  myfterics  fo  low, 
That  what  the  wife  fufyedted  not,  fvob  know  ? 
From  their  firft  rife  e'en  to  the  prefent  hour, 
Have  they  not  prov'd  their  own  abufe  cf  pow'r  ; 
Made  it  inipoffible,  if  fairly  view'd, 
2ver  to  have  that  dang'rous  pow'r  renew'd  ; 
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unfeduc'd  by  miniftcrs,  the  throne 
Regard-    nr  intcr-'it,  and  knows  its  own  ? 

P.   shou'd  ev'ry  other  iubjed  chance  to  fail, 
Thofe  who  have  fail'd,  and  thofe  who  wifh  to  fail 
In  the  lait  fleet,  afford  an  ample  field, 
Which  mutt  beyond  my  hopes  a  harveft  yield. 
F.  On  fuch  viic  food  fatire  can  never  thrive. 
P.  She  cannot  ftarve,  if  there  was  only  Clive. 


THE  TIMES. 

THE  time  hath  been,  a  bovifh,blufhing:  time, 
When  modefi.y  was  fcarcely  held  a  crime; 
W! ifn  the  mofi  wicked  had  f.-me  touch  of  grace, 
And  trembled  to  meet  virtue  face  to  face  : 
Whir,  thofe,  who  in  the  caufe  -;f  fin  grown  gray, 
Had  fevv'd  her  without  grudging  day  by  day, 
Were  yet  fo  weak  an  awkward  fhame  t  >  feel, 
And  drove  that  glorious  fervice  to  conceal; 
Wt,  better  bred,  and  than  our  fires  more  \vife, 
Such  paltry  narrownefs  of  foul  defpife, 
To  virtue  ev'ry  mean  pretence  difciaim, 
Lay  bare  our  crimes,  and  glory  in  ov;r  ihame. 

Time  was,  ere  temperance  had  fled  the  realm ; 
Ere  luxury  fat  guttling  at  the  helm 
From  meal  to  meal,  without  one  moment's  fpace 
Refcrv'd  for  hufinels,  or  allow'd  for  grace  ; 
Ere  vanity  had  fo  far  conquer'd  fezife 
To  make  us  all  wild  rivals  in  expence, 
To  make  one  fool  ftrive  to  outvie  another, 
And  ev'ry  coxcomb  drefs  againft  his  brother; 
Ere  bamfh'd  mduiiry  had  lei.  our  fhores, 
Anfl  labour  wa*  by  pride  kirk'd  out  of  doors  ; 
Ere  idlenefrf  prevail'd  fole  queen  in  courts, 
Or  only  yielded  to  a  rage  for  fports ; 
Ere  each  weak  mind  was  with  externals  caught, 
And  diffipation  held  the  place  of  thought ; 
Ere  gambling  Lords  in  vice  fo  tar  were  gone 
To  cog  the  die,  and  bid  the  fun  look  •  n; 
Ere  a  great  nation,  not  kfs  juft  tl  an  free, 
Was  made  a  beggar  by  economy; 
E-O  rugged,  bonefty  v/ as  out  of  vogue, 
Ere  fafhion  ftamp'd  her  faolHon  on  the  rogue; 
Time  was,  that  men  had  confidence,  that  they 

made 

Scruples  to  owe,  what  never  could  be  paid. 
Was  one  then  found,  however  high  hi.*  name, 
So  far  above  his  fellows  damn'd  to  ihame, 
Who  dar'd  abufe  and  falfify  his  truft, 
Who,  being  great,  yet  dar'd  to  be  unjufl; 
Shunn'o  like  a  plague,  or  but  at  diftance  view'd, 
He  wnlk'd  the  crowded  ftreets  in  folitude, 
3S!-.:r  could  hi?  rank,  and  ftatiou  in  the  land. 
Bribe  c  ne  mean  knave  to  take  him  by  the  hand. 
Such  rigid  maxims  (O,  might  fuch  revive 
To  keep  expiring  honefty  alive) 
Made  rogues,  all  other  hopes  o!  fame  deny'd, 
!Not  jkjft.  through  principle,  but  juft  through  pride. 
ur  times,  more  polifh'd,  wear  a  different  face  ; 
t)ebts  are  an  honour  .   payment  a  difgrace. 
Men  of  weak  n»inue,  high-plac'd  on  Jolly's  lift, 
May  gravely  tell  us  irade  cannot  fubfift, 
Nrrail  th(.fe  thoufaiids  v/ho're  in  trade  employ'd, 
If  faith  'twixt  man  and  man  is  once  deftroy'd. 


\Vhy — be  it  fo~ We  in  that  point  accord  ; 
But  what  is  trade  and  tradefmen  to  a  lord  ? 

Faber.  from  day  to  day,  from  year  to  year. 
Hath  had  the  cries  of  tradefmen  in  his  ear, 
Of  tradefmen  by  his  viliany  betray 'd, 
And,  vainly  feeldng  juftice,  bankrupts  made*. 
What  is't  to  Faber  ?    \  ordly  as  before, 
He  fit?  at- eafc,  and  lives  to  ruin  more. 
Fix'd  at  his  door,  as  motionlefs  as  ftone, 
Begging,,  but  only  begging  for  their  own, 
Unheard  rhey  ftand,  or  or.Iy  heard  by  thofe, 
Thofe  fhves  in  livery,  who  mock  their  woes, 
What  is't  to  Faber?   He  continues  great, 
Lives-  on  in  grandeur,  and  runs  out  in  iiate. 
The  helpltfs  widow,  wrung  with  deep  defpair, 
In  bitternefs  of  foul,  pours  forth  her  pray'r, 
Hugging  her  ttarving  babes  with  ftreaming  eye??, 
And  calls  down  vengeance/  vengeance  from  the 

flcies. 

What  i*  t  to  Faber  ?  He  ftanJs  fafe  and  clear, 
Heav'n  can  commence  no  legal  action  here, 
And  on  his  breaft  a  mighty  plate  he  wears, 
A  plate  more  firm  than  triple  brafs,  which  bears 
The  .name  of  privilege  'gainft  vulgar  awe  ; 
He  feels  ho  confcicnce,  and  he  fears  no  law. 

Nnr  think,  acquainted  with  '"mall  knaves  alone, 
Who  have  not  fhame  outliv'd,  and  grace  outgrown, 
The  great  world  hidden  from  thy  reptile  view, 
That  OP.  fuch  men,  to  whom  contempt  is  due, 
Contempt  fhali  fall,  and  their  vile  author's  name 
Recorded  ftand  through  all  the  Land  of  Shame. 
No — to  his  porch,  like  Perfians  to  the  fun, 
Behold  contending  crowds  of  courtiers  run  ; 
See,  to  his  aid  what  noble  troops  advance, 
All  fveorn  to  keep  his  crimes  in  countenance. 
Nor  wonder  at  it — They  partake  the  charge, 
As  fmaH  their  corifcience,  and  their  debts  as  large. 

Propp'd  by  fuch  clients,  and  without  controul 
From  all  that's  honcft  in  the  human  foul, 
In  grandeur  mean,  with  infoltnce  unjuft,      [trull:, 
Whilfl  none  but  knaves  can  praife,  and  fools  will 
Carefs'd  and  courted,  Faber  feems  to  ftand 
A  mighty  pillar-  in  a  guilty  hnd, 
And  (a  fad  truth  to  which  fucceeding  times 
Will  fcarce  give  credit,  when  'tis  told  in  rhymes) 
Did  not  flr56l  h*nour  with  a  jealous  eye 
Watch  round  the  throne,  did  not  true  piety 
(Who,  link'd  with  honour  for  the  nobleft  ends, 
Ranks  none  but  honeft  men  amongft  her  friends) 
Forbid  us  to  be  crofh'd  with  fuch  a  weight, 
He  might  in  time  be  minifter  of  flate. 

But  why  enlarge  I  on  fuch  petty  crimes  ? 
They  might  have  (hock'd  the  faith  of  former  times, 
But  now  are  held  as  nothing. — We  begin 
Where  cur  fire*  ended,  and  improve  in  fin, 
Rack  our  invention,  and  leave  nothing  new 
In  vice  and  folly  for  our  fons  to  do. 

Nor  deem  this  cenfure  hard  :  there's  not  a  place 
Moft  confecrate  to  purpofes  of  grace, 
Which  vice  hath  not  polluted ;  none  fo  high, 
But  with  bold  pinion  fhe  hath  dar'd  to  fly, 
And  V-uild  there  for  her  pleafure ;  none  fo  low, 
But  fiie  hath  crept  into  it;  made  it  know, 
And  feel  her  pow'r;  in  courts,  in  camps  file 
j  O'tr  fober  citizens,  and  fimple 
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F'  :n  in  our  temples  fhe  hath  fix'd  her  throne, 
A'      '  ove  God's  holy  altars  plac'd  her  own. 

More  to  increase  the  horror  of  our  flate, 
To  make  her  empire  lafting  as  'tis  great, 
To  make  us  in  full-grown  perfe&ion  feel 
Curfe§  which  neither  art  nor  time  can  heal, 
A'l  (name  difcarded,  all  remains  of  pride, 
Meannefs  fits  crown'd,  and  triumphs  by  her  fide  ; 
Mtannefs.  who  gleans  out  of  the  human  mind 
Thole  few  good  feeds  which  vice  had  left  behind, 
Thofe  feeds  which  might  in  time  to  virtue  tend, 
Ard  leaves  the  foul  without  a  pow'r  to  mend  ; 
Meannefe,  at  fight  of  whom,  with  brave  difdain 
The  bread  of  manhood  fweils,  but  fwells  in  vain, 
Before  whom  honour  makes  a  forc'd  retreat, 
And  freedom  is  comptU'd  to  quit  her  feat; 
Meannefs,  which,  like  that  mark  by  hloody  Cain 
Borne  in  his  forehead  for  a  brother  flain, 
God,  in  his  great  and  all-fuhduing  rage, 
Ordains  the  (landing  mark  of  this  vile  age. 

The  venal  hero  trucks  his  fame  for  gold, 
The  patriot's  virtue  for  a  place  is  fold, 
The  ftatefman  bargains  for  his  country's  fhame, 
And  for  preferment  prieils  their  God  difclaim. 
Worn  out  with  luft.  her  day  of  lech'ry  o'er, 
The  mother  trains  the  daughter  which  fhe  bore 
In  her  own  paths ;  the  father  aids  the  plan, 
And,  when  the  innocent  is  ripe  for  man,       x 
Sells  her  to  fome  old  letcher  for  a  wife, 
And  makes  her  an  adulterefs  for  life, 
Or  in  the  papers  bids  his  name  appear, 

And  advertifes  for  a  L ; 

Hufband  and  wife  (whom  av'rice  muft  applaud) 
Agree  to  five  the  charge  of  pimp  and  bawd; 
Thefe  parts  they  play  themfelves,  a  frugal  pair, 
And  fhare  the  infamy,  the  gain  to  fhare ; 
Well  pleas'd  to  find,  when  they  the  profits  tell, 
That  they  have  play'd  the   whore  and  rogue  fo 
well. 

Nor  are  thefe  things  (which  might  imply  a  fpark 
Of  fhame  ftill  left)  tranfa&ed  in  the  dark. 
I4o — to  the  public  they  are  open  laid, 
And  carried  on  like  any  other  trade. 
Scorning  to  mince  damnation,  and  too  proud 
To  work  the  works  of  darknefs  in  a  cloud, 
In  fulleft  vigour  vice  maintains  her  fway  ; 
Free  are  her  marts,  and  open  at  noon-day. 
Meannefs,  now  wed  to  impudence,  no  more 
In  darknefs  ficulks,  and  trembles,  as  of  yore, 
When  the  light  breaks  upon  her  coward  eye ; 
Boldly  fhe  ftalks  on  earth,  and  to  the  Iky 
Lifts  her  proud  head,  nor  fears  left  time  abate, 
And  turn  her  hufband's  love  to  canker'd  hate, 
Sii.ce  fate,  to  make  them  more  fincerely  one, 
Hath  crown'd  their  loves  with  Montague  their  fon; 
A  fon  fo  like  his  dam,  fo  like  his  fire, 
With  all  the  mother's  craft,  the  father's  fire, 
An  image  fo  exprefs  in  every  part, 
So  like  in  all  bad  qualities  of  heart, 
That,,  had  they  fifty  children,  he  alone 
Would  (land  as*  heir  apparent  to  the  throne. 

With  our  own  ifland  vices  not  content, 
We  rob  our  neighbours  on  the  Continent, 
Dance  Europe  round,  and  vifit  ev'ry  court, 
To  ape  their  foliits,  and  their  crimes  import. 


To  diff 'rent  lands  for  diff' rent  fins  we  roam, 
And,  richly  freighted,  bring  our  cargo  home, 
Nobly  induftrious  to  make  vice  appear 
In  her  full  ftate,  and  perfect  only  here. 

To  Holland,  where  politenefs  ever  reigns, 
Where  primitive  fincerity  remains, 
And  makes  a  ftand,  where  freedom  in  her  courfe 
Hath  left  her  name,  though  (he  hath  loft  her  force 
In  that,  as  other  lands,  where  fimple  trade 
Was  never  in  the  garb  of  fraud  array'd, 
Where  av'rice  never  dar'd  to  (how  his  head, 
Where,  like  a  (miling  cherub,  mercy,  led 
By  reafon,  bleffes  the  fweet-blooded  race, 
And  cruelty  could  never  find  a  place, 
To  Holland  for  that  charity  we  roam, 
Which  happily  begins  and  ends  at  home. 

France,  in  return  for  peace  and  pow'r  reftor'd, 
For  all  thofe  countries,  which  the  hero's  fword 
Unprofitably  purchas'd,  idly  thrown 
Into  her  lap,  and  made  once  more  her  own ; 
France  hath  afforded  large  and  rich  fupplies 
Of  vaniries  fuli-trimm'd,  of  polifh'd  lies, 
Of  foothing  flatteries,  which  thror.gh  the  ears 
Steal  to,  and  melt  the  heart,  of  flavifh  fears 
Which  break  the  fpirit,  and  of  abject  fraud— 
For  which,  alas  !  we  need  not  fend  abroad. 

Spain  gives  us  pride — which  Spain  to  all  the  earth 
May  largely  give,  nor  fear  herfelf  a  dearth — 
Gives  us  that  jealoufy,  which,  born  of  fear 
And  mean  diftruft,  grows  not  by  nature  here— - 
Gives  us  that  fuperflition,  which  pretends 
By  the  woril  means  to  ferve  the  beft  of  ends — 
That  cruelty,  which,  ftranger  to  the  brave, 
Dwells  only  with  the  coward,  and  the  flave  ; 
Thst  cruelty,  which  led  her  Chriflian  bands 
With  more  than  favage  rage  o'er  favage  lands, 
Bade  her  without  remorfe  whole  countries  thin, 
And  hold  of  nought  but  mercy  as  a  fin. 

Italia,  nurfe  of  ev'ry  fotter  art, 
Who,  feigning  to  refine,  unmans  the  heart, 
Who  lays  the  realms  of  fenfe  and  virtue  wafte, 
Who  mars  whilft  fhe  pretends  to  mend  our  tafte ; 
Italia,  to  complete  and  crown  our  fhame, 
Sends  us  a  fiend,  and  Legion  is  his  name. 
The  farce  of  greatnefs  without  being  great, 
Pride  without  pow'r,  titles  without  eftate, 
Souls  without  vigour,  bodies  without  force, 
Hate  without  caufe,  revenge  without  remorfr, 
Dark  mean  revenge,  murder  without  defence, 
Jealoufy  without  love,  found  without  fenfe, 
Mirth  without  humour,  without  wit  grimace, 
Faith  without  reafon,  gofpel  without  grace, 
Zeal  without  knowledge,  without  nature  art, 
Men  without  manhood,  women  without  heart, 
Half-men,  who,  dry  and  pithlefs,  are  debarr'd 
From    man's   bell  joys — no   fooner    made  tha» 

marr'd — 

Half -men,  whom  many  a  rich  and  nolle  dame, 
To  ferve  her  luft,  and  yet  fecure  her  fame, 
Keeps  on  high  diet,  as  we  capons  feed, 
To  glut  out  appetites  at  laft  decreed  ; 
Women,  who  dance  in  poftures  fo  obfcene, 
They  might  awaken  fhame  in  Aretine; 
Who,  when  retir'd  from  the  day's  piercing  light, 
They  celebrate  the  myfteries  of  night, 
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Might  make  the  mufes,  in  a  corner  plac'd 
To  view  their  monftrous  lulls,  deem  Sappho  chafte; 
Thefe,  and  a  thoufand  follies  rank  as  thefe, 
A  thoufand  faults,  ten  thoufand  fools,  who  pleafe 
Our  pall'd  and  fickly  tafte,  ten  thoufand  knaves, 
Who  ferve  our  foes  as  fpies,  and  us  as  (laves, 
Who  by^de^rees,  and  unperceiv'd,  prepare 
Our  neck*  for  cha-ns  which  they  already  wear, 
Madly  we  entertain,  at  the  expence 
Of  fame,  of  virtue,  tafte,  and  common  fenfe. 
Nor  Hop  we  here — the  foft  luxurious  eatr, 
Where  man,  his  foul  degraded,  from  the.  head 
In  nothing  diffrcnl  but  in  fhape  we  view, 
They  walk  on  four  legs,  and  he  walks  on  two, 
Attracts  our  eye;  and  flowing  from  that  fource, 
Sins  of  the  blackeft  character,  fins  worfe 
Than  all  her  plagues,  which  truly  to  unfold 
Would  make  the  heft  blond  in  my  veins  run  cold, 
And  ftrike  all  manhood  dead,  which  but  to  name 
Would  call  up  in  my  checks  the  marks  of  ihame; 
Sins,  if  fuch  fins  can  be,  which  fhtit  out  grace, 
Which  for  the  guilty  leave  no  hope,  no  place 
E'en  in  God's  mercy,  fins  'gainft  nature's  plan 
Poffefs  the  land  at  large,  and  man  for  man 
Burn  in  thofe  fires,  which  hell  alone  could  raife 
To  make  him  more  than  damn'd,  which,  in  the 

days 

Of  punifhment,  when  guilt  becomes  her  prey, 
With  all  her  tortures  {he  can  fcarce  repay. 

Be  grace  (hut  out,  be  mercy  deaf;  let  God 
With  tenfold  terrors  arm  that  dreadful  nod 
Which  fpeaks  them  loft,  and  fentenc'd  to  defpair; 
Diftending  wide  her  jaws,  let  hell  prepare 
For  thofe  who  thus  offend  amongft  mankind, 
A  fire  more  fierce,  and  tortures  more  refin'd  ; 
On  earth,  which  groans  beneath  their  monftrous 

weight, 

On  earth,  alas !  they  meet  a  different  fate ; 
And  whilfl  the  laws,  falfe  grace,  faife  mercy 

.  fhown, 

Are  taught  to  wear  a  foftnefs  not  their  own, 
Men,  whom  the  beafts  would  fpurn,  fhould  they 

appear  _ 
Amongft  the  honed  herd,  find  refuge  here. 

No  longer  hy  vain  fear  or  fhame  controul'd, 
From  long,  too  long  fecurity  grown  bold, 
Mocking  rebuke,  they  brave  it  in  our  ftreets, 
And  Lumley  e'en  at  noon  his  miftrefs  meets  : 
So  public  in  their  crimes,  fo  daring  grown, 
They  almoft  take  a  pride  to  have  them  known  ; 
And  each  unnat'ral  villain  fcarce  endures 
To  make  a  fecret  of  his  vile  amours. 
Go  where  we  will,  at  ev'ry  time  and  place, 
Sodom  confronts,  and  flares  us  in  the  lace  ; 
They  ply  in  public  at  our  very  doors, 
And  take   the  bread  from    much   more  honefl 

whores. 

Thofe  who  are  mean  high  paramours  fecure, 
And  the  rich  guilty  fcreen  the  guilty  poor ; 
The  fin  too  proud  to  feel  from  reafon  awe, 
And  thofe  who  praclife  it  too  great  for  law. 

Woman,  the  pride  and  happinefs  of  man, 
Without  whofe  fofc  endearments  nature's  plan 
Had  been  a  blank,  and  life  not  worth  a  thought ; 
Woman t  by  all  the  loves  and  graces  taught, 


With  fofteft  arts,  and  fure,  though  hidden  flail, 
To  humanize,  and  mould  us  to  her  will ; 
Woman,  with  more  than  common  grace  form'd 

kerf) 

With  the  perfuafive  language  of  a  tear 
To  melt  the  rugged  temper  of  our  ifle, 
Or  win  us  to  her  purpofe  with  a  fmile ; 
Woman,  by  fate  the  quickeft  fpur  decreed, 
The  faired,  btft  reward  of  ev'ry  deed, 
Which  bears  the  {lamp  of  honour  ;  at  whofe  name 
Our  ancient  heroes  caught  a  quicker  flame, 
And  dar'd  beyond  belief,  whilft  o'er  the  plain, 
Spurning  the  carcafes  of  princes  ilain, 
Confufion  proudly  ftrode,  whilft  horror  blew 
The  fatal  trump,  and  death  ftalk'd  full  in  view ; 
Woman  is  out  of  date,  a  thing  thrown  by 
As  having  loft  its  ufe  ;  no  more  the  eye 
Withfema/e  beauty  caught,  in  wild  amaze, 
Gazes  entranc'd,  and  could  for  ever  gaze; 
No  more  the  heart,  that  feat  where  love  refides, 
Each  hreath  drawn  quick  and  fliort,  in  fuller  tides 
Life  pofting  through  the  veins,  each  pulfe  on  fire, 
And  the  whole  body  tingling  with  defire, 
Pants  for  thofe  charms,  which  virtue  might  engage 
To  break  his  vow,  and  thaw  the  froft  of  age, 
Bidding  each  trembling  nerve,  each  mufcle  ftrain, 
And  giving  pleafure  which  is  almoft  pain. 
Women  are  kept  for  nothing  but  the  breed; 
For  pleafure  we  muft  have  a  Ganymede; 
A  fine,  frefh  Hylas,  a  delicious  boy, 
To  ferve  our  purpofes  of  beaftly  joy. 

Faireft  of  nymphs  where  ev'ry  nymph  is  fair. 
Whom  nature  form'd  with  more  than  common 

care, 

With  more  than  common  care  whom  art  improved, 
And  both  declar'd  moft  worthy  to  be  lov'd, 
— — — —  negledled  wanders,  whilft  a  crowd 

Purfue,  and  confecrate  the  ftcps . 

She,  haplefs  maid,  born  in  a  wretched  hour, 
Waftes  life's  gay  prime  in  vain,  like  fome  fair 

flow'r, 

Sweet  in  its  fcent,  and  lively  in  its  hue, 
Which  withers  on  the  ftalk  from  whence  it  grew, 
And  dies  uncropp'd ;  whilft  he,  admir'd,  carefs'd, 
Belov'd,  and  ev'ry  where  a  welcome  gueft, 
With  brutes  of  rank  and  fortune  plays  the  whore, 
For  this  unnat'ral  luft  a  common  fewer. 

Dine  with  Apicius — at  his  fumptuous  board 
Find  all  the  world  of  dainties  can  afford — 
And  yet  (fo  much  diftemper'd  fpirits  pall 
The  fickly  appetite)  amidft  them  all 
Apicius  finds  no  joy,  but,  whilft  he  carves 
For  ev'ry  gueft,  the  landlord  fits  and  ftarves. 

The  foreft  haunch,  fine  fat,  HI  flavour  high. 
Kept  to  a  moment,  fmokes  before  his  eye, 
But  fmokes  in  vain  ;  his  heedlefs  eye  runs  o'er 
And  lothes  what  he  had  deified  before ; 
The  turtle,  of  a  great  and  glorious  fize, 
Worth  its  own  weight  in  gold,  a  mighty  prize 
For  which  a  man  of  tafte  all  riiks  would  run, 
Itfelf  a  feaft,  and  ev'ry  difh  in  one  ; 
The  turtle  in  luxurious  pomp  conies  in, 
Kept,  kiil'd,  cut  up,  prepar'd,  and  clrefs'd  by  O^uin  " 
In  vain  it  comes,  in  vain  lies  full  in  view; 
As  Q^in  hath  dreJs'd  it,  he  may  eat  it  too, 
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Apicius  cannot. —  When  the  glafs  goes  round, 
Quick-circling-,  and  the  roofs  with  mirth  refound, 
Softer  he  fits,  and  filent — All  alone 
Though  in  a  crowd,  and  to  himfelf  fcarce  known, 
On  grief  he  feeds,  nor  friends  can  cure,  nor  wine 
Sufpend  his  cares,  and  make  him  ceafe  to  pine. 

Why  mourns  Apicius  thus?  Why  runs  his  eye, 
HeedlcIV  o'er  dclicates,  which  from  the  fky 
Might  call  down  Jove  ?  Where  now  his  generous 

wifh, 

That,  to  invent  a  new  and  better  difh, 
The  world  might  hum,  and  all  mankind  expire, 
So  he  might  roaft  a  Phoenix  at  the  fire  ? 
Why  fvvims  that  eye  in   tears,  which,  through  a 

race 

Of  fixty  years,  ne'er  fhow'd  one  fign  of  grace  ? 
Why  feels  that  heart,  which  never  felt  before  ? 
Why  doth  thaf  pamper'd  glutton  eat  no  more, 
Who  only  liv'd  to  eat,  his  ftornach  pall'd, 
And  drov/n'd  in  floods  of  forrow  ?  Hath  fate  call'd 
His  father  from  the  grave  to  fecond  life  ? 
Hath  Ciodius  on  his  hands  return'd  his  wife ; 
Or  hath  the  law,  by  ftridteft  juftice  taught, 
Cornpell'd  him  to  reftore  the  dower  fhe  brought  ? 
Hath  fome  bold  creditor  againfh  his  will 
Brought  in,  and  forc'd  him  to  difcharge  a  bill, 
Where   eating  had  no-  fhare  ?    Hath  fome  vain 

wench 

Run  out  his  wealth,  and  forc'd  him  to  retrench? 
Hath  any  rival  glutton  got  the  ftart, 
And  beat  him  in  hie  own  luxurious  art ; 
Bought  cates  for  which  Apicius  could  not  pay, 
Or  dreft  old  dainties  in  a  newer  way  ? 
Hath  his  cock,  worthy  to  be  flain  with  rods, 
Spoii'd  a  difh  lit  to  entertain  the  gods; 
Or  hath  fome  varlet,  crofs'd  by  cruel  fate, 
Thrown  down  the  price  of  empires  in  a  plate  ? 

None,  none  of  thefe — his  fervants  all  are  try'd, 
So  fure  they  walk  on  ice,  and  never  flide  ; 
His  cook,  en  scquifition  made  in  France, 
Might  put  a  Chloe  out  of  countenance, 
Nor,  though  old  Holies  ftill  maintains  his  ftand, 
Hath  he  one  rival  glutton  in  the  land  ; 
Women  are  all  the  objects  of  his  hate, 
His  debts,  are  all  unpaid,  and  yet  his  ftate 
In  fullfecurity  and  triumph  held, 
Unlefs  for  once  a  knave  ihould  be  expeli'd; 
His  wife  is  ftill  a  whore,  and  in  hispowY, 
The  woman  goce,  he  ftill  retains  the  dcw'r; 
Sound  in  the  grave  (thanks  to  his  filial  care 
Which  mix'd  the  draught,  aud*  kindly  fent  him 

there) 

His  father  fleeps,  and,  till  the  laft  trump  flnke 
The  corners  of  the  earth,  fhall  not  awake. 

Whence  flows  this  forrow  then  ?  behind  his  chair 
Did'ft  thou  not  fee,  deck  d  with  a  fnlitaire, 
Which  on  his  bare  breaft  glitt'ring  play'd,  and 

grac'd 

With  niceft  ornaments,  a  {tripling  plac'd, 
A  fmooth,  fnug,  ftripling.  in  life's  faireft  prime  ? 
Didft  thou  not  mind  too,  how  from  time  to  time 
The  monflrous  letcher,  tempted  to  defpife 
All  other  dainties,  thither  turn'd  his  eyes  ? 
How  he  feem'd  inly  to  reproach  us  all, 
Who  flrov..-  his  fk'd  attention  to  recal, 


And  how  he  wifh'd,  e'en  at  the  time  of  grace, 
Like  Janus,  to  have  had  a  double  face  ? 
His  caufe  of  grief  behold  in  that  fair  boy  ; 
Apicius  dotes,  and  Corydon  is  coy. 

Vain  and  unthinking  ftripling  !  When  the  glafs 
Meets  thy  too  curious  eye,  and,  as  you  pafs, 
Flatr'ring,  prefents  in  fmiles  thy  image  there, 
Why  doft   thou  blefs  the  gods,   who  made  thee 

fair? 

Blame  their  large  bounties, and  with  reafon  blame ; 
Curfe,  curfe  thy  beauty,  for  it  leads  to  flianie. 
When  thy  hot  lord,  to  work  thee  to  his  end, 
Bids  fhow'rs  of  gold  into  thy  breaft  defcend, 
Sufpe6t  his  gifts,  nor  the  vile  giver  truft  ; 
They're  baits  for  virtue,  and  fmell  ftrong  of  luft. 
On  thofe  gay,  gaudy  trappings  which  adorn 
The  temple  of  thy  body,  look  with  fcorn, 
View  them  with  horror;  they  pollution  mean, 
And  deepeft  ruin  :   thou  haft  often  feen, 
From  'mongft  the  herd,  the  faireft  and  the  beft 
Carefully  fingled  out,  and  richly  dreft, 
With  grandeur  mock'cl,  for  facrifice  decreed, 
Only  in  greater  pomp  at  laft  to  bleed. 
Be  warn'd  in  time,  the  threaten'd  danger  fhun, 
To  ftay  a  moment  is  to  be  undone. 
What  though,  temptation  proof,  thy  virtue  fhine, 
Nor  bribes  can  move,  nor  arts  can  undermine, 
All  other  methods  failing,  one  refource 
Is  ftill  behind,  and  thou  muft  yield  to  force. 
Paint  to  thyfelf  the  horrors  of  a  rape,       [efcape ; 
Moft  ftrongly  paint,   and,    whirft   thou    can'fl, 
Mind  not  his  promifes — they're  made  in  fport— 
Made  to  be  broke — Was  he  not  bred  at  court  ? 
Truft  not  his  honour,  he's  a  man  of  birth  ; 
Attend  not  to  his  oaths — they're  made  on  earth, 
Not  regifter'd  in  heav'n — He  mocks  at  grace, 
And  in  his  creed  God  never  found  a  place — 
Look  not  for  confcience — for  he  knows  her  not, 
So  long  a  ftranger,  fhe  is  quite  forgot — 
Nor  think  thyleif  in  law  fecure  and  firm— 
Thy  mafter  is  a  lord,  and  thou  a  worm, 
A  poor  mean  reptile,  never  meant  to  think, 
Who,  being  well  itipplied  with  meat  and  drink, 
And  fuffer'd  juft  to  crawl  from  place  to  place, 
Muft  ferve  his  lufts,  and  think  he  does  thee  grace. 

Fly,  then,  whilft  yet  'tis  in  thy  pow'r  to  fly; 
But  whither  canft  thou  go  ?  on  whom  rely 
For  wiuYd  protection  ?  Virtue'*  fure  to  meet 
AM  armed  hoft  01  foes  in  ev'ry  ftreet. 
What  boots  it,  of  Apicius  fearful  grown, 
Headlong  to  fly  into  the  arms  of  Stone  ? 
Or  why  take  refuge  in  the  houfe  of  pray'r, 
If  fure  to  meet  with  an  Apicius  there  ? 
Truft  not  old  age,  which  will  thy  faith  betray, 
Saint  Socrates  is  flill  a  goat,  though  gray; 
Truft  not  green  youth  ;  Florio  will  fcarce  go  down, 
And.  at  eighteen,  hath  furfeited  the  town  ; 
Truft  not  to  rakes — alas  !  'tis  all  pretence — 
They  take  up  raking  only  as  a  fence 

'Gainft  common  fame — place  H in  thy  view; 

He  keeps  one  whore  as  Barrowby  kept  two ; 

Fruit  not  to  marriage — T took  a  wife, 

Who  chafte  as  Dian  might  have  pafs'd  her  lifes 
Had  fhe  not,  far  more  prudent  in  her  aim, 
(To  propagate  the  honours  of  his  name, 
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And  fave  expiring  titles-)  taken  care 
Without  his  knowledge  to  provide  an  heir; 
Truft  not  to  marriage,  in  mankind  unread  ; 

S 's  a  married  man,  and  S new  wed. 

Would'ft  thou  be  fafe  ?  Society  forbear, 
Fly  to  the  defert,  and  leek  {helter  there, 
Herd  with  the  brutes — they  follow  nature's  plan — 
There's  not  a  brute  fo  dangerous  as  man 

In  Afric's  wilds 'mongft  them   that   refuge 

find, 

Which  luft  denies  thee  here  among  mankind; 
Renounce  thy  name,  thy  nature,  and  no  more 
Pique  thy  vain  pride  on  manhood ;  on  all  four 
Walk,  as  you  fee  thofe  honeft  creatures  do, 
And  quite  forget  that  once  you  walk'd  on  two. 

But  if  the  thoughts  of  folitude  alarm, 
And  focial  life  hath  one  remaining  charm, 
If  {till  thou  art  to  jeopardy  decreed 
Amongft  the  monfters  of  Augufta's  breed, 
Lay  by  thy  fex,  thy  fafety  to  procure ; 
Put  off  the  man,  from  men  ro  live  fecure  ; 
Go  forth  a  woman  to  the  public  view, 
And  with  their  garb  affume  their  manners  too. 
Had  the  light-footed  Greek  of  Chiron's  fchool 
Been  wife  enough  to  keep  thi*  {ingle  rule,      \ 
The  maudlin  hero,  like  a  puling  boy 
Robb'd  of  his  plaything,  on  the  plains  of  Troy 
Had  never  blubber'd  at  Patroclus'  tomb, 
And  plac'd  his  minion  in  his  miftrefs'  room. 
Be  not  in  this  than  catamites  more  nice, 
Do  that  for  virtue  which  they  do  for  vice. 
Thus  fhalt  thou  pafs  untainted  life's  gay  bloom, 
Thus  ftand  uncourted  in  the  drawing-room, 
At  midnight  thus,  untempted,  walk  the  ftreet, 
And  run  no  danger  but  of  being  beat, 

Where  is  the  mother,  whofe  officious  zeal 
Difcreetly  judging  what  her  daughters  feel 
By  what  {he  felt  herfelf  in  days  of  yore, 
Againft  that  lecher  man  makes  faft  the  door  ? 
Who  not  permits,  e'en  for  the  fake  of  pray'r, 
A  prieft,  uncaftrated,  to  enter  there, 
Nor  (could  her  wifhes  and  her  care  prevail) 
Would  fuffer  in  the  houfe  a  fly  that's  male  ? 
Let  her  difcharge  her  cares,  throw  wide  her  doors, 
Her  daughters  cannot,  if  they  would,  bg  whores  ; 
Nor  can  a  man  be  found,  as  times  now  go, 
Who  thinks  it  worth  his  while  to  make  them.  fo. 
Though  they  more  frefh,  more  lively  than  the 

morn, 

And  brighter  than  the  noon-day  fun,  adorn 
The  works  of  nature ;  though  the  mother's  grace 
Revives,  improv'd,  in  ev'ry  daughter's  face  ; 
Undifciplin'd  in  dull  difcretion's  rules, 
Untaught,  and  undebauch'd  by  boarding-fchools, 
Free  and  unguarded,  let  them  range  the  town, 
Go  forth  at  random,  and  nm  pleasure  down, 
Start  where -{he  will,  difcard  all  taint  of  fear, 
Nor  think  of  danger  when  no  danger's  near. 
Watch  not  their  fteps — They're  fafe  without  thy 

care, 

Unlefs,  like  jennets,  they  conceive  by  air, 
And  ev'ry  one  of  them  may  die  a  nun, 
Unlefs  they  breed,  like  carrion,  in  the  fun. 
Men,  dead  to  pleafure,  as  they're  dead  to  grace, 
Againft  the  law  of  nature  fet  their  face, 
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The  grand  primeval  law,  and  feem  combin'd 
To  ftop  the  propagation  of  mankind  ; 
Vile  Pathics  read  the  marriage  a<5l  with  pride, 

id  fancy  that  the  law  is  on  their  fide. 

Broke  down,  and  ftrength  a  ftranger  to  his  bed, 

d  _L — — ,  though  yet  alive,  is  dead  ; 

lives  no  more,  or  lives  not  to  our  ifie ; 

No  longer  bleft  with  a  Cz -'s  fmile 

T is  at  P difgrac'd,  • 

And  M — ; —  grown  gray,  perforce  grows  chafte ; 
Nor,  to  the  credit  of  our  modeft  rice, 
Rifes  one  itallion  to  fupply  their  place. 
A  maidenhead,  which,  twenty  years  sgn, 
[n  mid  December  the  rank  fly  would  blow 
Though  clofely  kept,  «*tu,  when  the  Dog-ftar's  heat 
Inflames  the  marrow  in  the  very  ftreet, 
May  lie  untouch'd,  left  for  the  worms,  by  thofe     ' 
Who  daintily  pafs  by,  and  hold  their  noie. 
Poor,  plain  concupifcence  is  in  difgrace, 
And  fimple  lech'ry  dares  not  {how  her  face, 
Left  fhe  be  font  to  Bridewell  :   bankrupts  made, 
To  fave  their  fortunes,  bawds  leave  off  that  trade, 
Which  firft  had  left  off'  them  ;  to  Wellclofe-Square' 
Fine,  frefh,  young  ftrumpets  (for  Dodd  preaches. 

there) 
Throng  for  fubfiftence  ;  pimps  no  longer  thrive, 

And  penfions  only  keep  L alive. 

Where  is  the  mother,  who  thinks  all  her  pain, 
And  ail  her  jeopardy  of  travail,  gain, 
When  a  man-child  is  born;  thinks  ev'ry  pray'r 
Paid  to  the  full,  and  anfwcr'd  in  an  heir  ? 
Short-fightcd, woman!  little  doth  fhe  know 
What  ftreams  of  forrow  from  that  fource  may  flow; 
Little  fufpe6l,  while  Ihe  furveys  her  boy, 
Her  young  N'arcifius,  with  an  eye  of  joy 
Too  full  for  continence,  that  late  could  give 
Her  darling  as  a  curfe  ;  that  the  may  live, 
Ere  fixteen  winters  their  fhort  courfe  have  run, 
In  agonies  of  foul,  to  curfe  that  fon. 

Pray  then   for    daughters,  ye  wife    mothers, 

pray; 

They  fhall  reward  your  love,  not  make  you  ^ray 
Before  ycur  time  with  forrow  ;  they  fhall  give 
Ages  of  peace  and  comfort,  whilft  ye  live 
Make  life  moft  truly  worth  your  care,  and  fave, 
In  fpite  of  death,  your  mem'ries  from  th:j  grave. 
That  fenfe,    with  more  than   manly    vigouc 

fraught, 

That  fortitude  of  foul,  that  ftretch  of  thought, 
That  genius,  great  beyond  the  narrow  bound 
Of  earth's  low  walk,  that  judgment  perfecl  found 
When  wanted  moft,  that  purity  of  tafte 
Wh.ich  critics  mention  by  the  name  of  chafte 
Adorn'd  with  elegance,  that  eafy  flow 
Of  ready  wit  which  never  made  a  foe, 
That  face,  that  form,  that  dignity,  that  cafe,      '  ' 
Thofe  pow'rs  of  pleafing  with  that  will  to  pleafe, 
By  which  Lepel,  when  in  her  youthful  days, 
E'en  from  the  cumfh  Pope  extorted  pnife, 
We  fee,  tranfmitted,  in  her  daughter  fhinc, 
And  view  a  new  Lepel  in  Caroline. 

Is  a  fon  born  into  this  world  of  woe  ? 
In  never-ceafing  ftreams  let  forrow  flow  ; 
Be  from  that  hour  the  houfe  with  fables  hunc^ 
Let  hrnemations  dwell  upon  thy  tonguex 
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E'en  from  the  moment  that  he  firrt  began 
To  wail  and  whine  ;  let  him  not  fee  a  man  ; 
Lock,  lock  him  up,  far  f  om  the  public  eye, 
Give  him  no  opportunity  to  buy, 

Or  to  be  bought :   B ,  though  rich,  was  fold, 

Ai.d  gave  his  body  up  to  fhame  for  gold. 

Let  it  be  bruited  all  about  the  town, 
That  he  is  ccarfe,  indelicate  and  brown, 
An  antidote  to  lu!r,  his  face  deep  fcarr'd 
Wirh  the  fmail-pox,  his  body  mai  vi'd  and  marr'd, 
Eat  up  with  the  king's  evil,  and  his  blood. 
Tainted  throughout,  a  thick  and  putrid  flood, 
"VVh"re  dwells  corruption,  making  him  all  o'er, 
From  head  to  foo;,  a  ra  ;k  and  running  fore. 
Should'ft  thou  report  him  as  by  riarure  made, 
He  is  undone,  and  by  thy  praife  betray'd  ; 
Give  him  out  fair,  lechers  in  number  more,  [door 
More  brutal  and  more  fierce,  than   throng'd  the 
Of  Lot  i'i  Sodom  (hall  to  thine  rtpair, 
And  force  a  paffage,  though  a  god  is  rhere. 

Let  him  not  have  one  fcrvant  that  is  male; 
\Vhcre  lords  are  baffled,  fervants  oft  prevail. 
Soir.e  vices  they  propofe,  to  all  airree  ; 
H was  guilry,  but  was  iVI free  ? 

Give  him  no  tutor — throw  him  to  a  punk, 
Rather  than  truft  his  morals  to  a  monk — 
plonks  we  a>l  know  — we,  who  have  liv'd  at  home, 
From  fair  report,  and  travellers,  who  roam, 
More  feelingly — m:r  truft  him  to  the  gown, 
*'[  is  oft  a  covering  in  this  vile  town 
For  bafe  defij>ns;  ourfolves  h^ve  liv'd  to  fee 
More  than  one  paifon  in  the  pillory. 
Should  he  have  'brothers.  ( irmge  to  thy  view 
A  fcene,  which,  though  not  public  made,  is  true) 
Let  not  one  brother  be  to  t'  other  known, 
Nor  let  his  father  fit  with  him  al"ne. 
Be  all  his  fervants  female,  young,  and  fair; 
And  if  the  pride  cf  nature  fpur  thy  heir 
To  deed*  of  venery,  if,  hot  and  wild, 
H"  chance  to  get  iome  fcore  of  maids  with  child, 
Chide,  but  forgive  him;   whoredom  is  a  crime, 
Which,  more  at  this  chan  any  other  time, 
Call-  for  indulgence,  and,  'niongfr  luch  a  race, 
TO  have  a  baltard  is  fome  fi^n  of  grace. 

B'>rn  in  fuch  times,  (hould  1  fit  tamely  down, 
Supprif-  my  rage,  and  fauiiter  through  the  t  wn 
As   one    who  knew   not,   or    who   ihar'd   thcfe 

crirnt1?  ? 

Should  I  at  leffjr  evils  point  my  rhymes, 
And  let  this  giant  fin,  in  the  full  eye 
Qfobfe  vation  pafs  u   w  undetf  by  ?' 
Though  our  meek  wives,  pafli  ve  obedience  taught, 
Patiently  bear  th"fc  wrongs  for  which  they  ought, 
With  the  brave  fpirit  of  their  durVis  poilcis'd, 
To  plant  a  dagger  in  each  hulba;  d's  bread, 
To  cut  off  'i;a!e  increafe  fr  m  thii  fair  ifle", 
And  turn  our  Thames  into  another  Ni!e  ; 
Though,  on  his  Sunday,  the  fmug  pulpiteer, 
J.r.H'i  ''gainf!:  all  other  crimes,  is  iileu-r  here, 
And  thinhr,  himfdf  abiolv'd,  in  the  pretence 
Of  decency    which  meant  for  the  defence 
Of  real  virtue,  and  to  raife  her  price, 
Becomes  an  "agent  for  the  cau£:  of  vice  ;          [take 
Though  the  law  fhvps,  and  through  the,  care  they 
"To  <lru£  her  well,  may  'never  more  awake ; 
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Born  in  fuch  rimes,  nor  with  that  patience  curft 
Which  faints  may  boaft  of  I  inuft  (peak,  or  burft. 

But  if,  to<>  eager  in  my  bold  career, 
Hap'y  I  wound  the  nice  and  charter  ear, 
If  all  unguarded,  all  too  rude,  I  fpeak, 
And  call  up  blufhes  in  the  maiden's  cheek, 
Forgive,  ye  fat? — my  real  motives  view, 
And  to  forgivene's  add  your  prajfes  too. 
For  you  I  write — nor  wilh  a  better  plan, 
The  caufe  of  woman  is  molt  worthy  man— 
For  y  u  I  (till  will  w-ite,  nor  hold  my  hand, 
Whilft  there's  one  flave  of  Sodom  in  the  land. 

Let  them  fly  far,  and  Ikulk  fr>m  place  to  place* 
Not  daring  to  meet  manhood  face  to  fice, 
Their  {reps  I'll  track,  nor  yitld  them  one  retreat 
Where   they  may  hide  their  heads,  or  reft  their 

feet, 

'Till  God  in  wrath  fhall  let  his  vengeance  falj, 
And  make  a  great  example  of  them  all, 
Bidding  in  une  grand  pile  this  town  expire, 
Her  tow  r>  in  dutt,  her   Thames  a  lake  of  fire  ; 
Or  they  (mod  worth  our  wiihj  conviuc'd,  thougi 

late. 

Of  their  pad  crimes,  and  dangerous  eftate. 
Pardon  of  women  with  repentance  buy, 
And  icarn  to  honour  them,  as  much  as  I. 

INDEPENDENCE. 

HAPPY  the  bard  (though  few  fuch  bards  we  find) 
Who,  'bove  controulment,  dares  to  fpeak  his  mind ; 
Dares,  unabafh'd,  in  ev'.  y  place  appear, 
And  ii'ithing  fears,  but  what  he  ought  to  fear. 
H  m  fafbion  cannot  tempt,  him  abject  need 
Cannot  compel,  him  pride  cannot  miflead 
To  be  'he  flave  of  grea»-nefs,to  ftrike  fail, 
When,  fvveeping  onward  with  her  peacock's  tail, 
Qjality,  in  fuh  plumage,  paffes  by  ; 
tie  views  her  with  a  fix'd,  contemptuous  eye, 
And  m'.'ck"  the  puppet,  keeps  his  own  due  date. 
And  is  above  converfing  with  tl-e  great. 

Perifli  thole  flaves,  thofe  minions  of  the  quill. 
Who  have  confpir'd  TO  feize  that  facred  hill 
Where  the  nine  filters  pour  a  genuine  drain, 
And  funk  the  mountain  level  with  the  plain  ; 
Who,  with  mean,  private  views,  and  fcrvile  art, 
No  ipark  uf  virtue  living  in  their  heart, 
Have  bafely  tuin'd  ;>p  'Irate*,  have  debas'd 
Their  dignity  of  ofii.c',  have  difgrac'd, 
Like  Eli  s  ions,  the  altar-  where  they  ftand, 
And  caus'd  their  name  to  ftink  through  all  the 

land, 

Hive  doop'd  to  proftitute  their  venal  pen 
F»r  the  lupport  of  great  but  guilty  men, 
Have  made  the  b  -rd,  of  their  own  vile  accord, 
Inferior  to  that  thing  we  call  a  lord. 

What  i*  a  lord?  D  >th  that  plain,  fimple  word 
Col  "aid  fome  magic  fptll  ?  A>  foon  as  heard, 
Like  an  alarum- bell  on  night's  dull  ear, 
Doth  it  drike  louder    and  more  drong  appear 
Than  orher  words  ?   Whefher  we  will  or  no, 
Through  renfon's  court  doth  it  uncjuedion'd  go 
F/'en  on  the  mention    and  of  courfe  tranfmit 
Notions  of  fomething  excellent,  of  wit       [chafle, 
Picafing   though  keen,  of  humour  free   though, 
Of  ilerline  genius  with  found  judgment  grac'd,    ' 
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4lf  virtue  far  above  temptation's  reach, 
And  honour  which  nor  malice;  can  impeach  ? 
Believe  it  not — 'twas  nature's  firft  intent, 
Before  their  rank  became  their  punifhment, 
They  fliould  have  pafs'd  for  men,  nor  blufiYd  to 

prize 

The  blefliiigs  ftie  heftow'd. — She  gave  them  eyes, 
And  rhey  could  fee — (he  gave  them  ears — they 

heard — 

The  inftrumenrs  of  fiirring,  and  they  {lirr'd— 
Like  us,  they  were  defign'd  to  eat,  to  drink, 
To  talk,  and  (ev'ry  now  and  then)  to  think  : 
*ri!l  they,  by  pride  corrupted,  for  the  fake 
Of  fingularity,  disclaimed  that  make; 
'  1'iJl  'hvy,  dildaining  nature's  vulgar  mode, 
Flew  off,  and  (truck  into  another  road, 
More  fitting-  quality-  and  to  our  view 
Came  forth  a  ipecics  altogether  new,  [knoxv, 

Something  we  h  .d   not   known,   and    could  not 
.Like  nothing  of  God'-  making  here  below; 
Nature  exciai-);'d  with  wonder — lords  are  things, 
Which,  never  made  by  me,  were  made  by  kings. 

A  Lord    n<«r  let  the  honeft  and  the  brave, 
The  true, old  noble  with  the  fool  a. id  knave 
Here  nnx  his  fame ,    curd  be    that  thought  of 

mine, 

Which' with  a  B — and  F — fhor.ld  Grafton  join) 
A  lord  (nor  here  let  cenlure  raihiy  cull 
My  julr  contempt  of  lV»me,  abufe  of  all, 
And  as  of  lute   when  S-  dom  was  my  theme, 
blander  my  purpofe,  and  my  mule  blafphcme, 
Becauie  ihe  flops  not,  rapid  in  her  fong, 
To  make  exceptions  as  fhj  goes  along, 
Though  well  fhe  hope*>  to  find,  another  year, 
A  whole  minority  exceptions  here) 
A  mere,  mere  lord,  with  nothing  but  the  name, 
Wealth  all  his  worth,  and  tide  all  his  fame, 
.Lives  on  another  man  ;  hirnlelf  a  blank, 
Thanklei's  he  lives,  or  mult  (onit  grandfire  thank 
For  fauiggled  honours,  and  iil-gotten  pelt; 
A  bard  owes  all  to  nature  and  himfeif. 

Gods  how  my  foul  is  burnt  up  with  difdain, 
When  1  fee  men   whom  Phoebus  in  his  train 
Might  view  with  pride,  lacquey  the  heels  of  thofe 
Whom  genius  rank*  among!):  Her  greateft  foes  '. 
And  what's  the  caufe  \   Why  thefe  fame  fo«s  oJ 

(corn, 

No  thanks  to  them,  were  to  a  title  born. 
And  could  not  help  it;   by  chance  hirher  fent, 
And  only  deities  by  accident 
Had  fortune  on  our  getting  chanc'd  to  fhine, 
TLeir  birthright  honours  had  been  yGur's  or  mine. 
Twas  a  mere   random  ftroke ;  and   fliould    the 

throne 

Eye  thec  with  favour,  proud  and  lordly  grown, 
Thou,  though  a  bard,nught'ft  he  their  fellow  yet 
But  Felix  never  can  he  made  a  wit. 
No,  in  good  faith — that's  one  of  thofe  few  things 
Which  fate  hjth  plac'd  beyond  the  reach  of  kings 
Bards  may  be  lord?,  but  'tis  not  in  the  cards, 
Play  how  we  will,  to  turn  lords  into  bards. 

A  lard — a  lord — Why  let  them  hand  in  hand 
G<i  forth  as  friends,  and  travel  through  she  land; 
Obierve  which  word  the  people  can  digell 
Molt  readily,' which  goes  to  market  bei, 


Which  gets  mofl  credit :  whether  men  v/illtruft 
\.  bard  bccaufe  they  think  he  may  be  juit. 
)r  on  a  lord  will  choofe  to  rifle  their  gains, 

louffh  privilege  in  that  point  ft  ill  remains. 

A  bard — a  lord — let  reafon  take  her  i'cales, 

id  fairly  weigh  thole   words  ;  fee   which  pre 
vails, 

Which  in  the  balance  lightly  Tcicks  the  beam, 
And  which  by  finking,  we  the  vidlor  deem. 

'Tisdone,  and  Hermes,  by  command  of  Jove, 
ummcns  a  fynod  in  the  {'acred  grove.          [high, 
rods  throng  with  gods  to    take  their  chairs  oa 
^nd  fit  in  ftate  the  fenate  of  the  fky  ; 
Vhilft,  in  a  kind  of  parliament  below, 
vlen  ftare  at  thofe  above,  and  want  to  know 
,Vhat  they're  tranfa<5ting.    Rtafon  takes  her  ftarui 
'lift  in  the  midft,  a  balance  in  her  hand, 
Which  o'er  and  o'er  (he  tries,  and  finds  it  true, 

rom  either  fide,  conducted  full  in  view, 
A.  man  come-  forth   of  figure  ftrange  and  queer; 
We  now  and  then  fee  fomething  like  them  here. 
The  Jlrji  was  meagre,  flimfy,  void  of  ftrength, 
'•at  nature  kindly  had  made  up  in  length 
What  fhe  in  breadth  denied.    ErecT:  and  proud, 

head  and  flioulders  taller  than  the  en  wci, 
-Ie  deem'd  them  pigmies  all :   loofl  hung  his  fkip 
O'er  his  bare  bones  ;  his  face  fo  very  thin, 
So  very  narrow,  and  fo  much  beat  but, 
!  hat  phyf;o<>nomifb  have  rrude  a  doubt, 
P;opr>rti<  n  loft,  expreffion  quite  forgot, 
Whether  it  a  uld  he  call'd  a  face  or  not; 
At  end  of  it  howe'er,  unbkls  d  with  beard, 
Some  twen;  Y  fathom  length  of  chin  appear 'd  ; 
Wi'h  leg*,  which  we  might  well  conceive  that  fate 
Meant  <  nly  to  fupport  a  fpi:)cr'-  weight, 
Firmly  he  ftrove  to  tread,  and  \vi-h  a  rride 
Which  fhow'd  at  once  his  weakneft-  »nd  his  pride, 
Shaking  himielf  to  pieces,  feem'd  to  cry, 
"  Obierve   good  people,  how  I  fhake  the  flcy." 

In  his  right  hand  a  paper  did  he  h"!d, 
On  which,  at  large   in  chara-dte^s  of  gold, 
Ditrin<5r,  and  plain  for  thof-.  who  run  to  ice, 
saint  Archibald  had  wro'e  L    0  £  D. 
This  with  an  air  of  f  .orn,  he  from  afar 
Twirl'd  in^o  real-  n's  fcales,  and  on  thar  bar, 
Which  from  his  i<  ul  he  hated,  yet  a^mir'd, 
Quick  turn'd  his  back,  and  as  he  came  retir'd. 

I  ho  judge  to  ail  around  his  name  detlar'd  ; 
Each  goddefs    titter'd,    each    god   laiigh'd,  Jove; 
ftar'd, 

And  the  whole  people  cried,  with  one  aecord, 
'«  Good  Heaven  bK-f-  us  all,  is  that  a  lord  I" 
>uch  was  \\\r  fitf. — the  fecund  was  a  man. 

Whom  na-ure  built  on  quite  a  difTrint  plan  ; 

A.' bear,  whom  from  th.  moment  he  was  born 

Hi^  dam  deipis'd,  and  left  itniick'd  in  fcorn  \ 

A  Babel,  which,  the  pow'r  of  art  outdone, 

She  could  not  fhiifh  when  fhe  had  begun  ; 

An  utter  cbaosy  out  of  which  no  might 

But  that  of  God  could  flrike  cue  fpark  of  light. 
Broad  were  his  fhoulders,  and  from  blade  u> 
blade 

A  H R1Hr.nt:  at  ^1  length  have  laid; 

Vaft  wer»  his  bones,  his  mufcles  twifted  ftrong; 

His  face  was  ihort,  but  broader  than  'twas  long; 
JN  nij 
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His  features,  though  by  nature  they  were  large, 
Contentment  hod  contriv'd  to  overcharge, 
And  bury  meaning,  five  that  we  might  fpy 
Senfe  low'ring  on  the  penthoufe  of  his  eye; 
His  arms  were  two  twin  oak-; ;  his  legs  fo  flout 
-  That  they  might  bear  a  manfion-houfe  about ; 
.  Nor  were  they,  look  but  at  hi*  body  there, 
D.  fr/;r'd  by  fate  a  much  lefs' weight  to  bear. 

O'er  a  brown  cajfock,  which  had  once  been  black, 
"Which  hung  in  'tatters  on  his  brawny  back, 
A  fight  in. oft  ftrange,  and  awkward  to  behold, 
He  threw  a  covering  of  blue  and  gold. 
Tuft  at  that  time  of  life,  when  man  by  rule, 
The  fop  laid  down,  takes  up  the  graver  fool, 
Ke  flatted  up  a  fop,  and,  fond  of  fhow, 
•Look'd  like  another  Hercules  turn'd  beau. 
A  fubjedr.  met  with  only  nor/  and  then, 
Much  fitter  for  the  pencil  than  the  pen  ; 
Hogarth  wou'd  draw  him  (envy  mull  allow) 
Elen  to  the  life,  was  Hogarth  living  now. 

With  fuch  accoutrements,  with  iuch  a  form, 
Much  like  a  porpoife  jufb  before  a  ftorm, 
Onward  he  roll'd-:  a  laugh  prevail'd  around, 
E'en  Jove  was  feen  to  fimper;  at  the  found 
(Nor  was  the  caufe  unknown    for  from  his  youth 
Hi'iifelf  he  ftudied  by  the  glafs  of  truth) 
He  joiu'd  thei'r  mirth,  nor  fhall  the  gods  condemn, 
If,  whijft  they  laugh'd  at  him,  he  laugh'd  at  them. 
yitdgff  lleafon  view'd  him  with  an  eye  of  grace, 
JLiOokM  through  his  foul,  and  quite  forgot  hi*  face, 
And,  f;om  his  hand  receiv'd,  with  fair  regard 
Plac'd  in  her  other  fcalo  the  name  of/vm/. 
Then  (for  fhe  (lid  as  judges  o-ughc  to  do, 
She  nothing  Of  the  cafe  beforehand  krew, 
Nor  v.-ifa'd  to  know ;  die  never  ftretch'd  the  laws,' 
Nor,  bafciy  to  anticipate  a  caufe, 
Compell'd  foiicirors,  Tin  longer  free, 
To  fhow  thofc  bi  iefj  Hie  had  no  right  to  fee) 
Then'  {he  with  equal  hand  her'fcales  held  out, 
Nor  did  the  caufe  one  moment  hang  in  doubt; 
She  h.L'kl  herfcales  out  fair  to  public  view, 
The  hrd,  ns  fparks  fiy  up\vard»,  upwards  flsw, 
More  light  than  tfir,  deceitful  in  the  weight; 
The /^-^/.preponderating,  kept  his  ftate.   • 
Reafon  s'pprcv'd,  and  with  a  vo:ce    \vhoft-  found 
Shook  earth;  fhook  heaven,  on  the  clear  eft  ground, 
Prohau!-,C!i>.r  for  the  f>it\u-  a  full  decree, 
Cried*—''  I  hofe  !  who  honour  tzc; 

•    m  this  pr< •  >.  i.-re:er  1  reign,- 

"  In  their  own  right  precedence  fhaUb'bfam : 
"  J\$grit  ruie«  here  ;  bV  it  enopo-h  that  Lhtb 
"  Intoxicate?,  and  'fways  the  fools  of  earth,'"" 

Nor  think  that  here,  \\  >  a  lord,  '• 

T've-forg'd  a  t-Ie,  or  altef'd  a  iecord  ; 
Search-when  you  will  (I  am  not  how  in  fport) 
You'll  find  it  regifler'd  in  reafon's  court. 

Nor  think  that  envy  here-  hath  firung  my  lyre, 
That  f  depreciate  what -I  mo  ft  a<imire  ; 
And  look  on  titles  with  an  eye  of  fct-ri), 
Bscaufe  I  was  nc;t  to  a  title  born. 
J3y  him  that  ir.ade  n;e,  I  am  much  more  proud, 
Mv>rc  inly  fati.-fied  to  have  a  crowd 
Poir.t'at  me  as  I  pafs,  and  cry, — "  That's  he — 
"  A  pocr,  but  honcft  hard,  \vho  dares  be  free 

Mil  corrupt  'on,"  than  to  have  a  train 
Crfiick*ring  levee-  il.-vsj,  to  make  rr.c  vain 


Of  things  I  ought  to  blufh  for ;  to  run,  fly, 
And  live  but  in  the  motion  of  my  eye  ; 
When  I  am  lefs  than  man,  my  faults  t'  adore, 
And  make  me  think  that  I  am  fomething  more, 

Recal  pafl  times,  bring  back  the  days  of  old, 
When  the  great  noble  bore  his  honours  bold, 
And  in  the  face  of  peril,  when  he  dar'd 
Things  which  his  legal  baflard,  if  declar'd, 
Might  well  difcredit;  faithful  to  his  truft, 
In  the  cxtremeft  points  of  juftice  juft, 
Well  knowing  all,  and  lov'd  by  all  he  knew, 
True  to  his  king,  and  to  his  country  true; 
Honeft  at  court,  above  the  baits  of  gain, 
Plain  in  his  drefs,  and  in  his  manners  plain ; 
Mod'rate  in  wealth,  gen'rous,  but  not  profufe, 
Well  worthy  riches,  for  he  knew  their  ufe ; 
Poffeffing  much,  and  yet  def^rving  more, 
Deferving  thofe  high  honours  which  he  wore 
'With  eafe  to  all,  and  in  return  gain'd  fame, 
Which  all  men  paid,  becaufe  he  did  not  claim ; 
When  the  grim  war  was  plac'd  in  dread  array, 
Fierce  as  the  lion  roaring  for  his  prey, 
Or  lionefs  of  royal  whelps  foredone, 
In  peace,  as  mild  as  the  departing  fun, 
A  geu'ral  bleffing  wherefoe'er  he  turn'd, 
Patron  of  learning,  nor  himfclf  unlearn'd ; 
Ever  awake  at  pity's  tender  call, 
A  father  of  the  poor,  a  friend  to  all ; 
Recal  fuch  times,  and  from  the  grave  bring  back 
A  worth  like  this,  my  heart  fhall  bend  or  crack, 
My'ftabborn  pride  give  way,  my  tongue  proclaim, 
And  ev'ry  mufe  confpire  to  fwell  his  fame, 
Till  envy  fhail  to  him  that  praife  allow 
Which  (he  cannot  deny  to  Temple  now. 

This  juftice  claims,  nor  fhall  the  bard  forget, 
Delighted  with  the  tafic,  to  pay  that  debt, 
To  pay  it  like  a  man,  and  in  his  lays, 
Sounding  fuch  worth,  prove  his  own  right  to  praife. 
But  let  not  pride  and  prejudice  mifdeem, 
And  think  that  empty  titles  are  my  theme; 
Titles  with  me  are  vain,  and  nothing  worth, 
I  rev'rence  virtue,  but  I  laugh  at  birth. 
Give  me  a  lord  that's  honeft,  frank,  and  brave, 
I  am  his  friend,  but  cannot  be  his  fhve  ; 
Though  none  indeed  but  blockheads  would  pretend 
To  make  a  Have  where  they  may  make  a  friend. 
I  love  his  virtues,  and  will  make  them  known, 
Conftfs  his  rank,  but  can't  forget  my  own. 
Give  me  a  lord,  who,  to  a  title  born, 
.Boafts  nothing  elfe,  I'll  pay  him  fcorn  with  fcorn* 
What,  fhall  my  pride  (and  pride  is  virtue  here) 
Tamely  make  way,  if  fuch  a  wretch  appear  ? 
Shall  [  uncover'd  fland,  and  bend  my  knee 
To  fuch  a  fliadow  of  nobility, 
A  flired,  a  remnant  ?    He  might  rot  unknown 
For  any  real  merit  of  his  own, 
And  never  had  come*  forth  to  public  note, 
Had  he  not  worn  by  chance  his  father's  coat. 

To  think  a  M worth  my  leail  regards, 

Is  treafon  to  the  atajejtyofbardt. 

By  nature  form'd  (when  for  her  honour's  fake 
She  foniething  more  than  common  ftrove  to  make, 
When,  overlooking  each  minute  defect, 
And  all  too  eager  to  be  quite  correct, 
In  her  full  heat  and  vigour  fhe  imprcll 
Her  fiamp  mcli  ilroagly  on  the  favour'dbreaft) 
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The  bard,  nor  think  too  lightly  that  I  mean 
Thofe  little,  piddling  witlings,  who  o'erween 
Of  their  fmall  parrs,  the  Murphys  of  the  ftage, 
The  Mafons  and  the  Whiteheads  of  the  age. 
Who  all  in  raptures  their  own  works  rehearfe, 
And  drawl  out  meafur'd  profe,  which  they  call 

verfe) 

The  realtan/,  whom  native  genius  fires, 
Whom  every  maid  of  Caftaly  infpires, 
Let  him  confider  wherefore  he  was  meant, 
Let  him  but  anfwer  nature's  great  intent, 
And  fairly  weigh  himfelf  with  other  men, 
Would  ne'er  debafe  the  glories  of  his  pen, 
Would  in  full  flate,  like  a  true  monarch,  live, 
Nor  'bate  one  inch  of  his  prerogative. 

Methinks  I  fee  old  Wingate  frowning  here, 
(Wingate  may  in  the  feafon  be  a  peer, 
Though  now,  againft  his  will,  of  figures  fick, 
He's  forc'd  to  diet  on  arithmetic, 
E'en  whilft  he  envies  ev'ry  Jew  he  meets, 
Who  cries  old  clothe*  to  fell  about  the  ftreets) 
Methinks  (his  mind  with  future  honours  big, 
His  Tyburn  bob  turn'd  to  a  drefs'd  bag  wig) 
I  hear  him  cry — "  What  doth  this  jargon  mean  ? 
"  Was  ever  fuch  a  damn'd  dull  blockhead  feen  ? 

"  Majefy Bard Prerogative Difdain 

"  Hath  got  into,  and  turn'd  the  fellow's  brain  ; 
"  To  Bethlem  with  him — give  him   whips  and 

ftraw— 

u  I'm  very  fenfible  he's  mad  in  law. 
"  A  faucy  groom  who  trades  in  reafon,  thus 
"  To  fet  himfelf  upon  a  par  with  us  ; 
"  If  this  here's  fuffer'd,  and  if  that  there  fool 
"  May  when  he  pleafes  fend  us  all  to  fchool, 
"   Why  then  our  only  bufinefs  is  outright 
"  To  take  our  caps,  and  bid  the  world  gcod  night. 
"  I've  kept  a  bard  myfelf  this  twenty  years, 
"  But  nothing  of  this  kind  in  him  appears. 
cc  He,  like  a  thorough  true  bred  fpaniel,  licks 
w  The  hand  which  cuffs  him,  and  the  foot  which 

kicks; 

"  He  fetches  and  he  carries,  blacks  my  fhoes, 
"  Nor  thinks  it  a  difcredit  to  his  mufe  ; 
"  A. creature  of  the  right  cameleon  hue, 
"  He  wears  my  colours,  yellow  or  true  blue, 
"  Juit  as  I  wear  them;  'tis  all  one  to  him 
"  Whether  I  change  through  confcience  or  through 

whim. 

"  Now  this  is  fomething  like ;  on  fuch  a  plan 
**  A  bard  may  find  a  friend  in  a  great  man  ; 
"  But  this  proud  coxcomb — Zcunds,  I  thought 

that  all 
"  Of  this  queer  tribe  had  been  like  my  old  Paul." 

Injuriou"  thought  !  accurfed  be  the  tongue 
On  which  the  vile  infinuation  hung, 
The  heart  where  'twas  engender'd  !  Curfl  be  thofe, 
THofe  bards,  who  not  thcmfelves  alone  expofe, 
But  me,  hut  all.  and  make  the  very  name 
By  which,  they're  call'd  a  {landing  mark  of  fhame. 

Talk  not  of  cuftom — 'tis  the  coward's  plea, 
Current  with  fools,  but  pr.ffes  not  with  me  ; 
An  old  ftale  trick,  which  guilt  hath  often  tried 
By  numbers  to  o'erpow'r  the  better  fide. 
Why  tell  me  thct;  that  from  the  birth  of  rhyme, 
matter  when,  down  to  the  pfdfent  time, 


x^s  by  th*  original  decree  of  fate, 

Bards  have  protection   fought  arnongft  the  great ; 

Conftious  of  weaknek,  h;ve  appliefl  to  them 

As  vines  to  elms,  and  twining  round  their  ftem, 

Flourifh'd  on  high  ;  to  gain  this  wilh'd  fupport, 

E'en  Virgil  to  Maecenas  paid  his  court  ? 

AS  to  the  cuftom,  'tis  a  point  agreed, 

But  'twas  a  foolifh  diffidence,  not  need, 

From  which  it  rofe  :  had  bards  but  truly  known 

That    ftrength,    which   is    moft   properly    their 

own, 

Without  a  lord,  unpropp'd.  they  might  have  flood1, 
And  overtopp'd  thofe  giants  of  the  wood. 

But  why,  when  prei'nit  times  my  care  engage,1 
Muft  I  go  hack  to  the  Au^uflan  age  ? 
Why,  anxious  fur  the  living,  a-ni  I  led 
Into  the  mar.fions  of  the  ancient  dead  ? 
Can  they  find  pairons  no  where  but  at  Roma. 
And  muft  i  feck  Maecenas  in  the  rc-< 
Name  but  a  Wingat,-..  twenty  fools  of  note 
Start  up,  and  from  report  Maecenas  quote; 
Under  his  colours  lor/;*  are  proud  to  fio;ht> 
Forgetting  that  Maecenas  was  a  knigbi  ; 
They  mention  him,  as  if  to  ufe  his  name 
Was  in  fome  meafure  to  partake  his  fa  ne, 
Though  Virgil,  were  he  living,  in  the  ftreet 
Might  rot  for  them,  or  perifh  in  rhe  Fleet. 
See  how  they  redden,  and  the  charge  difchim— * 
Virgil,  and  in  the  Fleet  ! — Forbid  ir,  fhame. 
Hence,  ye  vain  headers,  to  the  Fleet  repair, 
And  afk.  with  blufhes  af!c,  if  LLOYD  is  rhere  *.' 

Patrons,  in  days  of  yore,  were  men  of  fenfe, 
Were  men  of  tafte,  an<j  had  a  fair  pretence 
To  rule  in  letters. — Some  of  them  were  heard 
To  read  off  hand,  and  never  fpell  a  word  ; 
Some  of  them  too,  to  fuch  a  monftrous  height 
Was  learning  rifen,  for  themfelves  could  write, 
And  kept  their  fecrefaries,  as  the  great 
Do  many  <  ther  foolifh  things,  for  ftafe. 

Our  patrons,  are  of  quite  a  diff  rent  (train, 
With  neither  fenfe  nor  tafte,  againft  the  grain, 
They  patronize  for  fafiiion  fake — no  more — 
And  keep  a  bard,  juft  as  they  keep  a  ivlori. 
Mclcoinbef  (on  fuch  occafion  1  am  loth 
To  name  the  dead)  was  a  rare  proof  of  both. 
Some  of  them  would  be  puzzled  e'en  to  read, 
Nor  could  deferve  their  clergy  by  their  creed  i 
Others  can  write,  but  fuch  ufagan  hand, 
A  Willes  |  fhould  always  at  our  elbow  (land  ; 
Many,  if  begg'd,  a  chancellor,  of  right, 
Would  order  into  keeping  at  fir  ft  fieht. 
Thofe  who  (land  faireft  to  the  public  view, 
Take  to  themfelves  the  praife  to  others  due  ; 
They  rob  the  vcryfpitat,  and  make  free 
With  thofe,  alas!  who've  leaft  to  fpare.— -We  fee, 

—  had?  not  had  a  word  to  fay, 

Since  winds  and  waves  bore  Singiefpeecn  away. 

Patrons  in  days  of  yore,  like  patrons  now, 
Expected  that  tne  bard  fhould  make  his  bow 


*   Lloyd  died  in  the  Fleet,  Dec.  15,  1764,  fiortly 
after  the  publication  of  this  poem. 

f   George   Bnbb   Dodingion,   Lord  Melcombe.      He 
died  July  a8s  I ''65. 

\  Defypbcrer  to  tbsjla^e. 
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At  cominor  in,  and  ev'ry  now  ami  then 
Hint  to  -he  world  that  thry  were  more  than  men  ; 
Bur,  like  the  pa'rotis  c-f  the  prelV.nt  day, 
They  never  bi'k'd  the  pott  of  his  p.iy. 
Virgil  lov'd  rural  eafe,  and,  far  from  harm, 
Maecenas  fix'd  him  in  a  neat,  fnug  farm, 
Where  he  mi^ht   free  from  trouble,  pafs  his  days 
In  his  own  way,  and  pay  his  rent  in  praife. 
Horace  lov'd  wint,  and,  through  his  friend  at 

court, 

Could  buy  it  ( ff  the  quay  in  ev'ry  port ; 
Horace  lov'd  mirth,  V.scenas  lov'd  it  too. 
They  met,  they  langh'd  as  Goy  *  and  I  may  do. 
o^or  in  thofe  moments  paid  the  lead  regard 
To  which  was  tninijltr^  and  which  was  bard. 

Not  foou'  patrons — grave  as  grave  can  be, 
They  knotv  tijemfelves,  they  keep  up  d'vnity  ; 
Sards  are  a  forward  race,  nor  is  it  fit 
That  mm  »f  fortune  rank  with  mrn  of  wit ; 
"Wit,  if  familiar  made,  will  find  her  ftrength — 
'Ti?  befl  to  keep  her  weak  and  at  arms  Itngth. 
'Tis  well  enough  for  bards,  if  patrons  give, 
From  hand  to  mouth,  the  fcanty  means  to  live. 
JSuch  is  their  language,  and  their    ra<5lice  fueh 
They  promife  little,  and  ihey  give  not  «i:uch 
•Let  the  weak  bard,  with  prothtuted  (train,  [dain  ; 
Praife  that  p.oud  Scot,  whom  all  good  men  dif- 
"What's  his  reward  ?  Why,  his  own  fame  undone, 
He  may  obtain  a  patent  for  the  run 
Of  his  lord'-  kitchen,  and  have  ar  pie  time, 
"With  offal  fed,  to  cou^t  the  co<>k  in  rhyme; 
Or  (if  he  drive."  true  patriots  to  difgracc) 
May  at  the  fecond  table  get  a  pbce, 
With  fome  what  greater  flavts  allow'd  to  dine, 
And  play  at  crambo  "'er  his  gill  of  wine. 

And  are  there  bards,  who  on  creation's  file 
Stand  rank'd  as  men,  who  breathe  in  this  fait  ifle 
The  air  of  freedom    with  (o  little  gall, 
So  low  a  fpirit,  proflrare  thus  to  fall 
Before  thefe  idol«,  and  without  a  groan 
Bear   wrongs   might   call  forth  murmurs  from  a 

(tone? 

Better,  and  much  mort  nob'e,  to  abjure 
The  fight  of  men,  and  in  feme  cave,  ftcure 
From  all  the  tyatrages  of  pride,  to  feaft 
On  nature's  faliads,  and  be  free  at  kaft. 
Better  (though  that,  to  fay  the  truth,  isworfe 
Than  almoft  any  other  mvdtr:  curfe) 
Dilcard  all  fenle,  divorce  the  thanklcfs  mufe, 
Critics  commence,  and  write  in  the  reviews ; 
Write  without  tremor,  Griffiths  c;-nm  t  .tad  ; 
No  fool  can  fail,  where  La:>ghornc  can  luccted. 

But  (not  to  mate  a  brave  and  honefl  pride 
Try    thofe   means  firft,   fhe   mufl    dildain  when 

tried) 

There  are  a  thoufand  ways,  a  thoufand  arcs, 
By  which,  and  fair-y,  men  of  real  parts 
May  gain  a  living,  gain  what  nature  craves ; 
JLet  thofe,  who  pine  for  nv  re,  live,  and  be  Haves, 
Our  real  v^ants  in  a  fmall  ccmpafs  lie, 
But  lawlefs  appetite  with  eager  eye, 
Kept  in  a  conftant  f^v^r,  more  requires, 
And  we  are  burnt  up  with  our  own  defires. 

*  A  Frenchmen,  fecretary  to  Mr.  Wittts. 


nee  our  dependence,  hence  our  fhv'ry  fpring«J 
rd^  if  contented   are  as  great  as  kings. 

Ourlches  are  to  ourfelves  the  caule  of  ill; 

We  may  br  independent,  if  we  will. 

The  man  who  fuits  his  fpirit  to  hi*  (late, 

Stands  rn  an  tqual  footing  v.  ith  the  yreaf; 

Moguls  themlelvis  are  n  t  more  rich,  and  he 
ho  rules  the  Englifh  nation,  not  more  free, 
hains  were  not  forg'd  more  durable  and  ftrong 

For  bards  than  others  bar  they've  worn  them  long,/ 

And  therefore  wear  them  Hill;  they've  quite  for- 

grt 

Wl'at  freedom  i«,  and  therefore  prize  her  not. 
Could  they,  though  in  their  fltep,  ould  they  but 

know 

"he  bleffings  which  from  independence  flow; 
'ould  they  but  have  a  fhort  as-.d  trnnfifiir  gleam 
Of  librrty,  th  ugh  'twa.^  bur  in  a  dre»m 
They  would  no  more  in  bondage  bcnu  tht'ir  knee^ 
Bur,  o»:C£  made  freemen,  would  be  always  free. 
I  he  mufe,  if  ibe  one  mommt  freedom  gains, 
Can  never  mo:e  iubmit  to  fing  iij  chains. 
Bred  in  a  cage,  far  from  ihe  feather'd  throng, 
The  bird  repays  his  keeper  with  his  {'•  ng, 
But  if  fome  pUyul  child  fets  wide  the  door, 
\broad  he  Hie*   and  thinks  of  home  nu  more, 
With  lovt  of  liberty  begins  to  burn, 
And  rather  ftarvesthan  to  his  cage  return. 

Hail,  Independence — by  true  rcafon  taught, 
How  fe\-v    h  >ve  known,  and  pnz'd   thee  as  they 

ought. 

oome  gm  thee  up  for  riot :  fome,  like  boys, 
Refign  thee,  in  their  chih'ifh  moods,  for  t<  ys; 
-\rnbitn  n  f  me,  fome  avarice  mifl^ads, 
And  iii  b  th  caies  indev tndence  bleeds: 
< broad,  in  queft  of  thee,  how  many  loam, 
N"r  know  they  had  rhee  in  thtir  reach  at  home  J 
-ome,  th>  ugl^,  about  their  paths,  their  bed-  about, 
Hive  never  had  the  fenfe  to  find  thee  .  rt ; 
Others,  wh<  kn«  w  of  what  they  are  poflcfs'd, 
Like  feaifui  mi&rs,  lock  thee  in  a  chett, 

•  or  have  the  refolntion  to  produce 
In  thefe  bad  times,  and  bring  rhee  forth  for  ufe. 
Hail,    Independence— though  thy    name's  fcarce 

known, 

Though  thou,  alas?  art  out  of  fafhion  grown, 
Though  all  def^ife  thee,  I  will  not  defpife, 
Nor  live  one  moment  longer  than  I  pnze 
I  hy  preftnce,  and  c-t>joy  :   by  angry  fate 
Bow'd   dov<.n,   and    almoft   crufh'd,   tbou   cam'f^ 

though  la-e, 

Thou  cam'ft  upon  me,  like  a  fecond  birth, 
AIMI  made  me  know  v.  hat  life  was  truly  worth. 
Hail.  Indrpencicnce — never  may  my  cot, 

ili  I  forge'  thee,  be  by  thee  forgot; 
1  hither,  O  thirher  oftentimes  repair  ; 
Cotes  *,  whom  thou  lov'ft  too  (hall  meet  thec- 

thtre  . 

\11  thoughts,  but  what  arife  from  joy.  give  o'er; 
Peace  dwells  within,  and  law  inail  gua'  <i  the  door, 
O'erweening  bard  !  law  guard  thy  door,  what 

law? 
The  law  of  Jingland  ? To  controul,  and  awe 

*  Humfbrey  Cotet. 
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Thofe  faucy  hopes,  to  flrike  that  fpirit  dumb, 
Behold,  in  ftate,  admimftration  come. 

Why  let  her  come,  in  all  her  terrors  too ; 
1  dare  to  fuffer  all  fhe  dares  to  do 
1  know  her  malice  well,  and  know  her  pride, 
1  know  her  flrength,  hut  will  not  change  my  fide. 
This  melting  mat's  of  flefh  fhe  may  controul 
"With  iron  ribs,  fhe  cannot  chain  my  foul. 
No — to  the  laft  refolv'd  her  word  to  bear, 
I'm  ftill  at  large,  and  independent  there. 

Where  is  this  mimfter  ?   Where  is  the  band 
Of  ready  Haves,  who  at  his  elbow  ftand 
To  hear,  and  to  perform  his  wicked  will  ? 
Why,  for  the  firft  time,  are  they  flow  to  ill  ? 
When  fome  grand  acl  'gainft  law  is  to  be  done, 

Doth fltep  ;  doth  bloodhound  run 

To  L ,  and  worry  thofe  fmall  deer, 

When  he  might  do  more  preciou*  mifchief  here  ? 
Doth  Webb  turn  tail  ?  Doth  he  refufe  to  draw 
Illegal  warrants  ;  and  t(.  call  them  law  ?         [run 
Doth  Webb,  at  Ginldford  kick'd,  from  Guildtord 
With  that  cold  lump  of  unbak'd  dough,  his  fon, 
And,  his  n  ore  honeft  rival  Ketch  to  cheat, 
Purchafe  a  burial-place  where  three  ways  meet  ? 

Believe  it  nor;  is ftili, 

And  never  flceps,  when  he  fliould  wake  to  ill ; 
— —  doth  leffer  mifchiefs  by  the  bye, 
The  great  ones  till  the  term  in  fetto  lie  ; 
Webb  lives,  and,  to  the  ftri&eft  juftice  true, 
Scorns  to  defraud  the  hangman  of  his  due. 

O  my  poor  country — weak  and  overpower'd 
By  thine  own  fons — eat  to  the  bout— devour 'd 
By  vipers,  which,  in  thine  own  entrails  bred, 
Prt y  on  thy  life,  and  with  thy  blood  are  fed, 
With  unavailing  grief  thy  wrongs  1  lee, 
And,  for  myfelf  not  feeling,  feei  for  tbee. 
I  grirve,  hut  can't  defpair---for,  lo,  at  hand 
Freedom  preftnts  a  choice,  but  faithful  band 
Of  loyal  patriots,  men  who  greatly  dare 
In  fuch  a  noble  caufe,  men  fit  to  bear 
The  weight  of  empires  ;  fortune,  rant,  and  finfe^ 
Virtue,  and  knowledge,  Icngu'd  with  eloquence^ 
March  in  their  ranks,   freedom  from  file  to  file 
Darts  her  delighted  eye,  and  with  a  fmile 
Approves  her  honeft  f-ns,  whilft  down  her  cheek 
As  'twere  by  ftealth  (her  heart  too  full  to  fpeak) 
One  tear  in  fileuce  creeps,  one  honeft  tear, 
And  feems  to  fay,  "  Why  is  not  Granby  here  ?'' 

O  ye  brave  few.  in  whom  we  flill  may  fiud 
A  love  of  virtue,  freedom,  and  mankind, 
Go  forth,  in  majefty  of  woe  array'd, 
Sec,  at  your  feet  y  ur  country  kneels  for  aid, 
And  (many  of  her  children  traitors  grown) 
Kneels  to  thofe  fojis  fhe  ftill  can  call  her  own  ; 
Setming  to  breathe  her  Jaft  in  ev'ry  breath, 
She  kneels  for  freedom,  or  fhe  begs  for  death-— 
Fly  then,  each  duteous  (on,  each  Englifh  chief, 
And  to  your  dr<  oping  parent  bring  relief. 
Go  forth — nor  let  the  lyren  voice  of  eafe 
Tempt  ye  to  fleep   whilft  tempefb  fueil  the  feas 
Go  f.;rth — nor  ler  t!;e  hy( ocniy,  wh-'ie  tongue 
Wuh  many  a  fair,  falfe,  fatal  art  is  hung 
Like  Bethel's  fawning  pr<  phet,  crols  y.  ur  way, 
When  your  great  errand  brook*  not  o(  delay; 
Mor  Itt  vain  fear,  who  cries  to  all  fhe  meet*. 
Trembling  and  j>ale— '*  A  lion  in  the 


Damp  your  free  fpirlts ;  let  not  threats  affright, 
Nor  bribes  corrupt,  nor  flatteries  delight. 
Be  as  one  man — concord  fucctfs  cniures — 
There's  not  an  Englifh  heart  but  what  is  yours. 
Go  forth — and  virtue  ever  in  your  fight, 
bhall  be  your  guide  by  day,  your  guard  by  night- 
Jo  forth  the  champions  of  your  native  land, 
And  may  the  battle  profuer  in  your  hand — 
t  may,  nriuft — Ye  cannot  be  withftood. — 
5e  your  heart  honeft,  as  your  caufe  is  good. 


THE  JOURNEY. 

SOME  of  my  friends  (for  friends  \  muft  fuppofe 
Ail,  who,  not  daring  to  appear  my  foes. 
Feign  great  good-will,  and  not  more  full  of  fpitfi 
Than  full  of  craft,  under  falfe  colours  fight) 
Some  of  my  friends  (f<>  lavifhly  I  print) 
As  more  in  lorrow  than  in  anget,  hint 
(  Though  that  indeed  fcarce  will  admit  a  doubt) 
That  I  fhall  run  my  flock  of  genius  out, 
My  no  great  ftc.ck,  and,  publifhing  fo  faft, 
Muft  needs  become  a  bankrupt  at  the  laft. 

"    The  hi.lbar.dman,  t->  ipare  a  thankful  foil, 
"   Which,  rich  in  dilpofirion,  pays  his  toil 
"  Morethan  a  hundred  fold,  which  Iwells  hi*  ftortt 
E'en  to  his  wifh,  and  makes  his  barns  run  o'er,' 
"  By  long  experience  taupht  who  teaches  beft, 
"  Foregoes  his  hopes  a  while,  and  gives  it  reft. 
"   The  land,  allow'd  irs  loffes  to  repair, 
"  Refrefh'd,  and  full  in  ftrength,  delights  to  wear 
"   A  fccond  youth,  and  to  the  farmer's  eyes 
"   Bids  richer  cropr>  and  double  harvefts  rife. 

*•  Nor  think  this  praclice  to  the  earth  cbnfin'd,- 
M  It  reaches  to  the  culture  «f  the  mind. 
"  The  mind  of  man  craves  reft,  ad  cannot  bear, 
"  Though  next  in  pow'r  to  God's  continual  care. 
"  Genius  himfeif  (nor  here  let  genius  frown) 
"  Muft,  to  enfure  his  vigour,  be  laid  down, 
"  And  fal'.ow'd  well :  had  Churchill  known  but 
"  this,  [mifs, 

"  Which  the  mofl  flight  obferver  fcarce  could 
"He  might  have  flounfh  d  twenty  years  or  n  ore, 
"  Though  now,  alas .'  poor  man  !  worn  out  in 

'*  four." 

Recover'd  from  the  vanity  of  youth, 
I  feeK  alas  f  this  melancholy  truth, 
Thank-  to  each  cordial,  each  advifing  friend, 
And  am,  if  not  too  late,  refolv'd  to  mend, 
Rei«.iv'd  to  give  fome  refpirc  to  my  pen, 
Apply  mylelf  once  more  to  books  and  men, 
View  what  is  prefent,  what  is  paft  review, 
And  my  old  ftock  exhaufted,  lay  in  new. 
For  twice  fix  moon   (lef  winds  turn'd  porters,  bea^ 
This  «.ath  to  Heav'n)  for  twice  fix  moons,  1  iwealf 
No  ir.ufc  (hall  tempt  me  with  her  fyren  lay, 
Nor  draw  ire  from  improvement's  thorny  way  " 
V^rfe  I  abjure,  nor  will  forgive  that  friend, 
Wno  in  my  hearing  fhail  a  rhyme  commend. 

It  cannot  be— Whether  I  wiil,  or  no, 
Such  as  they  are,  my  thought-  in  meafures  flow, 
G>  nvinc'd,  determined,  I  in  profe  begin 
But  ere  I  v  rite  one  ftntence,  vtrft  creep-  in,  [Hghta 
And  taints  me  through  and  through  :  by  thisgo&<| 
lu  vcric  I  uik  by  day,  I  dream  by  night  j 
£4  n  jiij 
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If  now  and  then  I  curfe,  my  curfts  chime, 
Nnr  can  I  pray,  unlefs  I  pray  in  rhyme. 
.    E'en  now  I  err,  in  fpite  of  common  fenfe, 
And  my  confeffion  doubles  my  offence. 

Reft  then,  my  friends — fpare,  fpare  your  pre 
cious  breath, 

And  he  your  fiumbers  not  lefs  found  than  death ; 
Perturbed  fpirits  reft,  nor  thus  appear 
To  wafte  your  counfels  in  a  fpendthrifi's  ear; 
On  your  grave  leffons  I  cannot  fubfift, 
Nor  e'en  in  verfe  becomt  economijl  • 
Reft  then,  my  friends,  nor,  hateful  to  niy  eyes, 
Let  envy  in  the  fhape  of  pity  rife 
To  blaft  me  ere  my  time  ;  with  patience  wait, 
( '  Ti-i  nn  long  interval)  propitious  fate 
Shall  glut  your  pride,  and  ev'ry  fon  of  phlegm 
Find  atnple  room  to  cenfure  and  condemn. 
Read  fome  three  hundred  lines  (no  eafy  tafk  ; 
But  probably  the  laft  that  I  (hall  alk), 
And  give  me  up  for  ever  ;  wait  one  hour, 
Najr  not  fo  much,  revenge  is  in  your  pow'r, 
And  ye  may  cry,  "  Ere  time  hath  turn'd  hisglafs, 
*'  Lo  !  what  7c<f  prophefy'd  is  come  to  pafs." 

Let  thofe,  who  poerry  in  poems  claim, 
Or  not  read  this,  or  only  read  to  blame  ; 
Let  thofe,  who  are  by  fiction's  charms  enflav'd, 
Return  me  thanks  for  half-a-crown  well  fav'd; 
Let  thofe,  who  love  a  little  gall  in  rhyme, 
Pols  pone  their  purchafe  now,  and  call  next  time  ; 
Let  thofe,  who,  void  of  nature,  look  for  art : 
T,;ke  up  their  money,  and  in  peace  depart ; 
Lee  thofe,  who  energy  ofdiclion  prize, 
For  Biliingfgate  quit  Flexney,  and  be  wife  j 
Here-is  no  lie,  no  gall,  no  art,  no  force  ; 
Ivlear.  are  the  words,  and  fuch  as  come  of  courfe, 
The  fuhjed  not  lefs  fimple  than  the  !ay  ; 
A  plain,  imlabour'd  Journey  of  a  day. 

Far  from  me  new  be  ev'ry  tuneful  maid, 
I  neither  alk,  nor  can  receive  their  aid. 
Stgafus  turn'd  into  a  common  hack, 
Alone  I  jog-,  and  keep  the  beaten  track, 
Nor  Would  I  have  the  fi'ters  of  the  hill 
Behold  their  bard  in  fuch  a  diihabille. 
Abfcnt,  but  only  abfent  for  a  thuc, 
Let  them  carefs  fome  dearer  fun  of  rhyme ; 
Let  them,  as  far  as-  decency  permits, 
"Without  lufpicion,  play  the  fool  with  wits, 
'Gaioil  fools  be  guarded;  'tis  a  certain  rule, 
Wits  are  fate  things,  there's  danger  in  a  fool. 
Let  them,  though  modeft,  Gray  more  modeft 

woo ; 

I.:t  them  wiih  Mafon  ble-af,  and  bray,  and  coo? 
Lctthem  with  F,ranklin/broud  of  forrefinailGjcck, 
Make  Sophocles  difguis'd,  in  Engliih  i] 
Let  them  with  Giover  o'er  Medea  do::i ; 
Let  them  wiih  Dodfley  wail  Cieone's  woes, 
\yhilft  he,  fine  feeling  creature,  all  in  tears, 
Melts  as  they  melt,  and  weeps  with  weeping  peers ; 
Let  them  with  fimple  Whitehead,  taught  to  creep, 
Siknt  and  foft,  lay  Fontenelle  afleep*; 
Lct-thtm  with  Brown  contrive,  no  vulgar  trick, 
To  cure  the  dead,  and  make  the  living  ikkf ; 


Let  them  in  charity  to  Murphy  give 
Some  old  French  piece,  that  he  may  fteal  and  live; 
Let  them  with  antic  Foote  fubfcriptions  get, 
And  advertife  a  fummer-houfe  of  wit. 

Thus,  or  in  any  better  way  they  pleafe, 
While  thefe  great  men,  or  with  great  men  like 

thefe, 

Let  them  their  appetite  for  laughter  feed  : 
I  on  my  Journey  all  alone  proceed. 

If  fafhionable  grown,  and  fond  of  pow'r, 
With  hum* rous  Scots  let  them  difport  their  hour  : 
Let  them  dance,  fairy-like  round  Offian'stomb  ; 
Let  them  forge  lies  and  hi/lories  for  Hume ; 
Let  them  with  Home,  the  very  prince  of  verfe, 
Make  fomething  like  a  tragedy  in  Erfe  ; 
Under  dark  allegory's  flimfy  veil 
Let  them  with  Ogilvy  fpin  out  a  tale 
Of  rueful  length  ;  let  them  plain  things  obfcure, 
Debafe  what's  truly  rich,  and  what  is  poor 
Make  poorer  ftill  by  jargon  moft  uncouth; 
With  ev'ry  pert,  prim  prettinefs  of  youth 
Born  of  falfe  tafte,  with  fancy  (like  a  child 
Not  knowing  what  it  cries  for)  running  wild, 
With  bloated  ftyle,  by  affedlation  taught, 
With  much  falfe  colouring,  and  little  thought, 
With  phrafes  flrange,  and  dialecl  decreed 
By  reafon  never  to  have  pafs'd  the  Tweed, 
With  words  which  nature  meant  each  others  foc^ 
Forc'd  to  compound  whether  they  will  or  no; 
With  fuch  materials,  let  them,  if  they  will, 
To  prove  at  once  their  pleafantryand  flcill, 
Build  up  a  bard  to  war  'gainft  common  fenfe, 
By  way  of  compliment  to  Providence  ; 
Let  them  wirh  Armftrong,  taking  leave  of  fenfe, 
Read  mufty  ledures  on  benevolence^ 
Or  con  the  pages  of  his  gaping  day, 
Where  all  his  former  fame  was  thrown  away, 
Where  ail  but  barren  labour  was  forgot, 
And  the  vain  ftiffnefs  of  a  lettered  Scot ; 
Let  them  with  Armftrong  pafs  the  term  of  light, 
But  not  one  hour  of  darknefs ;  when  the  night 
Sufpends  this  mortal  coil,  when  memory  wakes, 
When  for  our  paft  mifdoings  confcience  takes 
A  deep  revenge,  when  by  reflection  led, 
She  draws  his  curtains,  and  looks  comfort  dead, 
Let  ev'ry  mufe  be  gone  ;  in  vain  he  turns 
And  tries  to  pray  for  flcep ;  an  ./Etna  burns, 
A  more  than  .yEtna  in  his  -coward  breaft, 
And  guil:,  with  vengeance  arm'd,  forbids  hirti  reft 
Though  foft    as   plumage  from  young  zephyr's 

wing, 

His  couch  Items  hard,  arid  no  relief  can  bring. 
Ingratitude  hath  planted  daggers  there, 
No  good  man  can  deferve,  ro  brave  man  bear. 

Thus,  or  in  any  better  way  they  pleafe 
Widi^hefe  great  men,  or  with  great  men    like 

Let  them  their  appetite  for  laughter  feed ; 
I  on  my  Journey  all  alone  proceed. 

DEDICATION  TO  CHURCHILL'S  SER 
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£«  lie  C»re  cfSuul,  ly  Dr.  A  own,   '  The  holds  thy'heakh  as'dearly  as  his  own? 


POEMS. 


Accept  this  greeting — nor  let  modeft  fear 
Call  up  one  maiden  blufh — I  mean  not  here 
To  wound  with  flattery — 'tis  a  villain's  art, 
And  fuits  not  with  the  franknefs  of  my  heart. 
Truth  belt  becomes  an  orthodox  divine, 
And,  fpite  of  hell,  that  character  is  mine  : 
To  fpeak  e'en  bitter  truths  I  cannot  fear; 
But  truth,  my  Lord,  is  panegyric  here. 

Health  to  great  Glofter — nor,  through  love  of  eafe3 
Which  all  priefts  love,  let  this  addrefs  difpleafe. 
I  afk  no  favour,  not  one  note  I  crave, 
And  when  this  bufy  brain  refts  in  the  grave, 
(For  till  that  time  it  never  can  have  reft) 
I  will  not  trouble  you  with  one  bequeft ; 
Some  humbler  friend,  my  mortal  journey  done, 
More  near  in  blood,  a  nephew,  or  a  fon, 
Jn  that  dread  hour  executor  I'll  leave  ; 
For  I,  alas !  have  many  to  receive, 
To  give  but  little — to  great  Glofter  health  ; 
Nor  let  thy  true  and  proper  love  of  wealth 
Here  take  a  faife  alarm — in  purfe  though  poor, 
In  fpirit  I'm  right  proud,  nor  can  endure 
The  mention  of  a  bribe — thy  pocket's  free, 
I,  though  dedicator,  fcorn  a  fee. 
Let  thy  own  offspring  all  thy  fortunes  fliare  ; 
I  would  not  Allen  rob,  nor  Allen's  heir. 

Think  not,  a  thought  unworthy  thy  great  foul, 
Which  pomps  of  this  world  never  could  controul, 
Which  never  cffer'd  up  at  power's  vain  ferine, 
Think  not  that  pomp  und  pow'r  can  work  on  mine. 
'Tis  not  thy  name,  though  that  indeed  is  great, 
'Tis  not  the  tinfel  trumpery  of  (late, 
'Tis  not  thy  title,  doctor  thoug.h  thou  art, 
Tis  not  thy  mitre,  which  hath  won  my  heart. 
State  is  a  farce,  names  are  but  empty  things, 
Degrees  are  bought,  and,  by  miftaken  kings, 
Title?  are  oft  mifplac'd ;  mitres,  which  fhine 
So  bright  in  other  eyes,  are  dull  in  mine, 
Unlefs  fet  off'  by  virtue  :  who  deceives 
Under  the  facred  fanction  of  laivn  Jlec^et^ 
Enhances  guilt,  commits  a  double  fin  ; 
So  lair  without,  and  yet  fo  foul  within. 
'TJs  not  thy  outward  form,  thy  eafy  mien, 
Thy  fweet  complacency,  thy  brow  ferene, 
Thy  open  front,  thy  love-commanding  eye, 
Where  fifty  cupids,  as  in  ambufh,  lie, 
Which  can  from  fixty  to  fixteen  impart, 
The  force  of  love,  and  point  his  blunted  dart ; 
'  f  is  not  thy  face,  though  that  by  nature's  made 
An  index  to  thy  foul,  though  there  difplay'd 
We  fee  thy  mind  at  large,  and  through  thy  fkin 
Peeps  out  that  courtefy  which  dwells  within  ; 
*Tis  not  thy  birth,  for  that  is  low  as  mine, 
Around  our  heads  no  lineal  glories  fhine — 
But  what  is  birth — when,  to  delight  mankind, 
Heralds  can  make  thofe  arms  they  canno,t  find ; 
When  thou  art  to  thyfelf,  thy  fire  unknown, 
A  whole  Welch  genealogy  alone  ? 
No,  'tis  thy  inward  man,  thy  proper  worth, 
Thy  right  juft  eftimation  here  on  earth, 
Thy  life  and  doctrine  uniformly  join'd, 
And  flowing  from  that  wholelbme  fource   thy 

mind, 

Thy  known  contempt  of  persecution's  rod, 
Thy  charity  for  man,  thy  love  of  God, 


Thy  faith  in  Chrift,  fo  well  approv'd  'mongft  men, 
Which  now  give  life  and  utt'rance  to  my  pen : 
Thy  virtue,  not  thy  rank,  demands  my  lays ; 
'Tis  not  the  bifhop,  but  the  faint  I  praife. 
Raib'd  by  that  theme,  I  foar  on  wings  more  ftrong, 
And  burft  forth  into  praife  withheld  too  long. 

Much  did  I  wifh,  e'en  whilft  I  kept  thofe  fheepi 
Which,  for  my  curfe,  I  was  ordain'd  to  keep  ; 
Ordain 'd,  alas !  to  keep  through  need,  not  choice, 
Thofe  fheep  which  never  heard  their  fhepherd'* 
voice,  [way, 

Which  did  not  know,  yet  would  not  learn  their 
Which  ftray'd  themfelves,  yet  griev'd  that  I  mould 

(tray, 

Thofe  fheep,  which  my  good  father  (on  his  bier 
Let  filial  duty  drop  the  pious  tear) 
Kept  well,  yet  ftarv'd  himfelf;  e'en  at  that  time, 
Whilft  I  was  pure,  and  innocent  of  rhyme, 
Whilft','  facred  dullnefs  ever  in  my  view, 
Sleep  at  my  bidding  crept  from  pew  to  pew, 
Much  did  I  wifh.,  though  little  could  I  hope, 
A  friend  in  him  who  was  the  friend  of  Pope. 

His  hand,  faid  I,  my  youthful  fteps  fhall  guide, 
And  lead  me  fafe  where  thoufands  fall  befide ; 
His  temper,  his  experience  fhall  controul, 
And  hufh  to  peace  the  tempeft  of  my  foul ; 
His  judgment  teach  me,  from  the  critic  fchool, 
How  not  to  err,  and  how  to  err  by  rule ; 
Inftrud:  me,  mingle  profit  with  delight, 
Where  Pope  was  wrong,  where  Shakfpeare  was 
not  right;  [whim, 

Where  they  are  juftly  prais'd,  and  where  througk 
How  little's  due  to  them,  how  much  to  him. 
Rais'd  'bove  the  flav'ry  of  common  rules, 
Of  common-fenfe,  of  modern,  ancient  fchools, 
Thofe  feelings  bapifh'd,  which  miflead  us  all, 
Fools  as  we  are,  and  which  we  nature  call, 
He,  by  his  great  example,  might  impart 
A  better  fomething,  and  baptize  it  art ; 
He,  all  the  feelings  of  my  youth  forgot, 
Might  fhow  me  what  is  tafle,  by  what  is  not; 
By  him  fupported,  with  a  proper  pride, 
I  might  hold  all  mankind  as  fools  befide  ; 
He  (fhculd  a  world  perverfe  and  peevifh  grown> 
Explode  his  maxims,  and  affert  their  own) 
Might  teach  me,  like  himfelf,  to  be  content, 
And  let  their  folly  be  their  punifhment ; 
Might  like  himfelf  teach  his  adopted  fon, 
'Gainft  all  the  world,  to  quote  a  Warburton. 

Fool  that  I  was,  could  I  fo  much  deceive 
My  foul  with  lying  hopes ;  could  I  believe 
That  he,  the  fervant  of  his  Maker  fworn, 
The  fervant  of  his  Saviour,  would  be  torn 
From  their  embrace,  and  leave  that  dear  employ, 
The  cure  of  fouls,  his  duty  and  his  joy, 
For  toys  like  mine,  and  wafte  his  precious  time, 
On  which  fo  much  depended, Tor  r  rhyme  ? 
Should  he  forfake  the  talk  he  undertook, 
Defert  his  flock,  and  break  his  paft'ral  crook  ? 
Should  he  (forbid  it  Heaven)  fo  high  in  place, 
So  rich  in  knowledge,  quit  the  work  of  grace, 
And,  idly  ward'rirg  o'er  the  mufes'  hill, 
Let  the  i?.lvation  of  mankind  fland  ftill  ? 

Far,  far  be  that  from  thee — yes,  far  from  thee 
Be  fuch  revolt  from  grace,  and  far  from  me 

I 
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The  will  to  think  it — guilt  is  in  the  thought — 
Not  fo,  n«>t  fo.  hath  Warburton  been  taught, 
Mot   lo  learn'd    Chnft — Recal   that    day,   well- 
known, 

When  (to  mainrain  God's  honour — and  his  own) 
He  call'd  blafphemers  forth-  —  IVlethinks  I  now 
See  ftern  rebuke  enthroned  on  his  brow, 
And  atm'd  with  tenfold  'errors— -from  his  tongue, 
Where  fiery  zeal  and  Chriftian  fury  hung, 
iMerhinks  I  hear  the  deep-ton'd  thunders  roll, 
And  chill  with  horror  ev'ry  {inner 's  foul--- 
In  vain  they  ftrive  to  fly — flight  cannot  fave, 
And  Potter  tretr.bles  even  in  his  grave — 
"With  all  the  confcious  pride  of  innocence, 
Methinks  I  hear  him,  in  his  own  defence, 
Bear  witnefs  to  himfelf,  whilft  all  men  knew, 
By  gofpel  rules,  his  witnefs  to  be  true. 

O  glorious  man,  thy  zeal  I  muft  commend, 
Though  it  depriv'd  me  of  my  deareft  friend. 
The  real  motives  of  thy  anger  known, 
Wilkes  muft  the  juitice  of  that  anger  own, 
And  could  thy  bofom  have  been  bar'd  to  view, 
Pitied  himfelf,  in  turn  had  pitied  you. 

Bred  to  the  law,  you  wifely  -ook  the  gown, 
Which  I,  like  Demat,  fooliihly  laid  down. 
Hence  double  llrength  our  Holy  Mother  drew  : 
Me  fhe  got  rid  of,  and  made  prize  of  you. 
I,  like  an  idle  truant,  fond  »<f  play, 
Doting  on  toys,  and  throwing  gems  away, 
Gralping  at  fhadows,  let  the  fubftauce  flip; 
But  you,  my  Lord,  renounced  attoineytbip 
With  better  purpofe,  and  more  noble  aim, 
And  wifely  play'd  a  more  f  uuilautiai  game. 


Nor  did  laiv  mourn,  blefs'd  in  her  younger  fon, 
For    Mansfield  does  what    Glofter   would  have- 
done. 

DMor,  Dean,  Bijbop,  Glof.er,  and  my  Lord, 
[f  haply  thefe  high  tit.es  may  accord 
With  thy  meek  fpirit,  if  the  barren  found 
Of  pride  delights  thee,  to  the  topinoft,  round 
Of  fortune's  ladder  got,  defpife  not  one, 
For  want  of  fmooth  hypocrify  undone, 
Who,  far  below,  turns  up  his  wond'ring  eye, 
And,  without  envy,  fees  thee  plac'd  fo  high  ; 
Let  not  thy  brain  (as  brains  lels  pottnt  might) 
Dizzy,  confounded,  giddy  with  the  height, 
Turn  round,  and  loie  diftinclion,  lole  her  {kill 
And  wonted  powers  of  knowing  good  fr«m  ill, 
Of  fifting   truth  from    falfehoud,   friends    from 

foes ; 

Let  Glofter  well  remember,  how  he  rofe, 
Nor  turn  his  back  on  men  who  made  him  great ; 
Let  him  not,  gorg'd  with  pow'r,  and  drunk  with 

ftate, 

Forget  what  once  he  was,  though  now  fo  high; 
How  low,  how  mean,  and  full  as  pour  as  I. 


*     Caetera  defunt  f. 


f  It   is  prefumed  tie  fuddtn  death  of  the 
•will  fujpciently  apologize  for  tie  Dedication   rcmai  ing 
unjinijbeJt. 

SOHN  CHURCHILL  ' 
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'Tis  mine,retir'd  beneath  this  cavern  hoar, 
That  ftands  all  lonely  on  the  fea-bcat  fhore, 
Far  other  themes  of  deep  diftrefs  to  fing, 
Than  ever  trembled  from  the  vocal  flring. 
No  pomp  of  battle  fwtlls  th'  exalted  ftrain, 
Nor  gleaming  arms  ring  dreadful  on  the  plaint 
But,  o>r  the  fcenc  while  pale  remembrance  weeps, 
Fate  with  fell  triumph  rides  upon  the  deeps. 
Here  hoftile  elements  tumultu'  us  rife, 
And  lawlefs  floods  rebel  againft  the  ikies; 
Till  h«-pe  expires,  and  peril  and  difmay 
Wave  their  black  enfignson  the  wac'ry  way. 

SHIPWRECK.  CANTO  f* 
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THE  LIFE  OF  FALCONER. 


OF  the  family,  birth-place,  and  education  of  WILLIAM  FALCONER,  there  are  no  memorials.  He 
was  a  native  of  Scotland,  and  bred  to  the  fea,  in  which  he  fpent  the  greateft  part  of  his  life  in  a 
very  low  ftation. 

He  difplayed  his  poetical  powers  at  an  early  age,  and  publiftied,  at  Edinburgh,  A  Poem  {acred  it 
tie  Memory  of  Frederick  Prince  of  Wales,  8vo,  1751. 

In  the  courfe  of  his  fea  life,  he  ferved  on  board  the  Britannia,  a  merchant-man,  bound  from  Alex 
andria  to  Venice,  which  touched  at  the  Ifland  of  Candia,  whence,  proceeding  on  her  voyage,  flie  met 
with  a  violent  ftorm,  that  drove  her  on  the  coaft  of  Greece,  where  fhe  fuffered  fhipwreck  near  Cafe 
Colonne,  three  only  of  the  crew  being  left  alive.  The  dangers  which  he  really  experienced,  he  feel 
ingly  defcribed  in  his  next  performance,  intituled  Tie.  Ship-wreck,  a  Poem,  in  three  Cantos,  by  a  Sai!ort 
4to.  1762.  He  infcribed  it  to  the  Duke  of  York,  and  prefixed  a  chart  of  the  {hip's  way,  and  a  fec- 
tion  of  the  fhip  itfelf,  in  order  to  render  the  poem  completely  intelligible. 

It  has  been  frequently  obferved,  that  true  genius  will  furmount  every  obftacle  that  oppofes  its 
exertion.  This  very  poetical  and  interefting  performance,  is  a  ftriking  proof  of  this  obfervation. 
The  fituation  of  a  '"at/or  may  be  thought  unfavourable  to  the  poet;  but  the  two  characters  are  not 
incompatible  ;  for  none  but  an  able  failor  could  give  fo  didactic  an  account,  and  fo  accurate  a  de- 
fcription  of  the  voyage  and  cataftrophe  related  in  this  performance ;  and  none  but  a  genuine  poet 
could  have  embellifhed  both  with  equal  harmony  of  numbers  and  ftrength  of  imagery. 

Unlefs  a  variety  of  affecting  circumftances  are  to  be  attributed  to  the  power  of  imagination,  he 
appears  to  have  been  pofleffed  of  no  inconfiderablc  ftiare  of  fortitude,  to  pofiefs,  under  fuch  circum 
ftances,  fo  tenacious  a  memory ;  for  it  appears,  from  various  parts  of  the  poem,  and  particularly 
from  the  motto,  . 

— —  qupeque  ipfe  miferrima  vidi, 
Et  quorunj  pars  magna  f'ui 

that  he  was  perfonally  aboard,  and  ftiipwrecked  by  the  ftorm  he  fo  poetically  defcribes. 

The  publication  of  this  work  drew  him  from  the  oblcurity  of  his  fituation ;  he  was  patronized 
by  the  Duke  of  York,  to  whom  he  addreffed  an  Ode  on  bisficond  departure  from  England,  as  Rear  Admi 
ral,  and  foon  after  received  the  appointment  of  Purfer  to  the  Royal  George. 

Availing  himfelf  of  the  difputes  in  politics,  which  were  then  carried  on  with  peculiar  acrimony, 
and  eager  to  promote  the  intereft  of  thofe  with  whom  he  was  connected,  he  wrote  a  fatirical. 
poem,  called  Tie  Demagogue,  in  which  he  cenfures  the  conduct  of  Mr.  Pitt,  and  his  defenders,  Mr. 
Wilkes,  Churchill,  &c.  with  great  feverity. 

In  1764,  he  publiftied  a  new  edition  of  Tie  Sbepwreck,  in  8vo,  with  confiderable  additions,  com 
prehending  feveral  new  defcriptions,  characters,  and  epifodes,  amounting  on  the  whole  to  upwards 
of  a  thoufand  lined. 

In  1769,  he  publiftied  his  Marine  Di&ionary,  in  one  volume,  4to.,  an  acknowledged  ufeful  work, 
and  a  third  edition  of  the  Sbipivreck,  in  8vo,  with  alterations ;  end  foon  afterwards  embarked  on 
board  the  Aurora,  with  the  Indian  fupervifors,  to  fcf  tie  in  the  Eaft  Indies, 
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In  December  1769,  he  arrived  at  the  Cape  of  Good  Hope,  from  whence  he  failed  foon  after, 
Thefe  were  the  lad  tidings  of  the  fhip,  which  was  never  heard  of  afterwards.  It  is  generally  fup- 
pofed  to  have  taken  fire,  and  that  all  the  crew  perifhed. 

This  is  ail  that  is  known  of  Falconer,  an  ablefeaman,  and  an  excellent  poet,  whofe  nautical  know 
ledge  and  poetical  abilities  entitk  him  to  more  attention  than  he  has  hitherto  received,  from  the 
•writers  of  literary  and  poetical  biography. 

Since  his  death,  The  Shipwreck,  his  principal  performance,  and  An  Occajtonal  Elegy,  has  been  fre 
quently  reprinted  ;  and,  together  with  The  Demagogue^  Poem  on  the  Death  of  the  Prince  of  Wales^  Ode  on 
the  Duke  of  York's  departure  frwn  England,  and  The  Fond  Lover,  a  ballad,  inferted  in  the  edition  of  thff 
•*  tngliih  Poets,'  i  -90.  They  are  republifhed  in  the  prefent  colle&ion,  with  an  Addre >  to  Mi 
randa,  a  ballad,  firft  printed  in  Dr  Stuart's  "  Edinburgh  Magazine  and  Review,"  for  1773. 

Falconer  feertis  to  have  had  a  natural  vein  for  poetry,  and  a  facility  of  writing  verfen.  Hi*  com- 
pofitions  appear  to  be  the  unftudied  and  genuine  offspring  of  natural  genius,  more  than  of  poetical 
art.  He  feems  to  have  beftowed  little  attention  to  the  art  and  myftcrry  of  a  poet,  which  is  not 
merely  the  effect  of  genius,  but  is  to  be  acquired  only  by  long  application,  or  a  due  attention  to  the 
practice  of  the  belt  writers.  Of  the  two,  he  is  perhaps  a  greater  matter  of  the  nautical,  than  of  he 
poetical  art.  Indeed,  he  himfelf  confefles,  that  he  is  more  tenacious  of  his  reputation  as  a  fulor 
than  a  p^et ;  though,  in  the  latter  capacity,  if  not  a  firft-rate  wiiter,  he  may  be  juilly  reckoned  the 
firft  poetical  failor  of  our  nation. 

'fie  Shipwreck  amply  eftablifhes  his  fame.  It  has  received  confideraMe  additions  fmce  the  firfl 
Impreflion  ;  but  it  may  be  reafonably  doubted,  whether  it  has  been  improved  in  the  lame  proportion 
as  it  has  been  lengthened  There  is  frequently  a  copiou-  fimplici'y  in  firft  dtfigns,  that  no  after 
thought  or  labour  can  atiend  •  an  irregular  beamy  that  every  alteration  mull  efface,  In  lengthening 
works,  an  author  is  apt  to  fall  into  repetitions,  or  to  increafe  the  number  of  words,  without  adding 
to  the  number  or  energy  of  the  thoughts.  Thus,  the  two  following  lines,  in  rhe  firil  edition  of  the 
poem,  are  iwelled  into  four,  in  the  fecotid  ;  wirn  what  improvement. the  critical  reader  wiL  Judge, 

Roufd  by  the  tempcfl   and  tie  blujltring  nigbtt 

Jl  troop  of  Grecians  mount  Colonna '  s  height, 

A  troop  of  Grecian*,  who  inhabit  nigh, 

And  off  the  perils  of  the  deep  defcry, 

Rous'd  by  the  bluirering  tempeft  of  the  night, 

Anxious  had  climb'd  Colmma's  neighbouring  height. 

Tfee  alteration  of  two  nervous  and  concife  lines,  the  fenfe  of  which  was  full/md  perfect,  into  four 
fame  ones,  whofe  imperfect  exprefiion  la^s  to  the  very  end  of  the  fentence,  cannot  be  jii-Ufied  by 
the  unimportant  and  unnectflary  information  which  they  contain.  The  love  tale  of  Paiemon  and 
jfnnat  is,  however,  interwoven  with  great  art  and  is  in  itfelf  pathetic  and  affV&ing  ;  but  it  diverts 
the  attention  from  the  more  genuine  and  manly  ditlrefs  of  the  poem.  It  is  to  be  regretted,  that  he 
altered  the  conclusion,  for  the  fake  of  the  particular  cafaftrophe  of  Palcmon.  winch,  however  afFs<5l- 
ing,  does  not  C'jmpenfate  for  the  feparation  and  alteration  of  the  beautiful  lines  that  ended  the  poem, 
in  the  firil  edition. 

Rous'd  by  the  tempeft,  and  the  jjluftering  night, 

A  troop  of  Grecians  mount  Cuionna's  height ; 

W'-ien  gazing  down  with  horror  on  the  flood, 

Full  to  the  view  a  fcene  of  horror  flood  ; 

The  furfwith  mangled  bodies  cover  d  o'er, 

And  thofe  yet  breathing  on  the  Tea-beat  fhore, 

Though  lott  to  fcience  and  the  nobler  arts, 

Yet  nature's  lore  inform'd  their  ii.nple  hearts; 

St  aight  down  the  vale  their  haftening  fteps  they  bend. 

The  wretched  fufferers  helpful,  to  attend. 

Three  ftill  alive,  it;  mournful  plight  they  find, 

B'-'i'imb'd  and  fhivering,  on  a  rock  reclin'd. 

Trt  affe&ed  natives,  touch\i  with  gen'rous 

The  feeble  ftamcn  in  their  amis  iuilain  \ 
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With  pityisg  fighs  their  helplefs  lot  deplore, 
And  lead  them  trembling  from  the  fatal  (here. 

The  poem  opens  with  a  general  intimation  of  the  fubject  and  a  comparative  defcription  of  the 
prefent  ftate  of  the  ifland  of  Candia  and  ancient  Crete  ,•  which  is  followed  by  feveral  beautiful  marine 
defcriptions,  fuch  as  the  profpexSt  of  the  fhorc,  a  fhoal  of  dolphins,  a  water  fpout,  the  method  of 
taking  an  azimuth,  working  jhe  fhip.,  &c. 

In  the  fecond  canto,  the  ftorm  begins,  and  with  it  the  confultations  of  the  pilots  and  operation* 
«f  the  feamen,  which  are  defcrihed  with  an  amazing  minutenefs,  and  the  technical  terms  exprefled 
in  fmooth  and  harmonious  numbers.  Homer  has  been  juftly  admired  for  reducing  a  catalogue  of 
fhip  into  tolerably  flowing  verfe.  Falconer  has  verfifk-d  his  own  lea  language,  reef-tackles,  hall- 
yards,  clue-garnets  bunt-lines,  lafhings  lanyards,  &c.  with  equal  happinefs  and  (kill. 

The  following  lines,  taken  from  many  others  of  the  fame  kind,  may  ferve  to  fhow  how  fuccefa& 
fully  he  has  ventured  out  of  the  common  road,  to  excel  in  his  own. 

The  mainfail  by  the  fquali  fo  lately  rent, 
In  dreaming  pendants  flying  is  unrent; 
With  fails  refix'd,  another  loon  prepar'd, 
Afcending  fpreads  along  benearh  the  yard; 
To  each  yard-arm  the  head-rope  they  extend, 
And  foon  the  earings  and  the  robands  bend 
That  talk  difpatch'd,  they  firft  the  trace*  flack, 
Then  to  the  chefstree  bring  aboard  the  tack; 
And  while  the  lee  clue-garnet's  lower  d  away, 
Taught  aft  the  fheet,  they  tally  and  belay. 

The  defcription  of  Parna'us  is  elegant  and  harmonious  in  the  higheft  degree.  His  Pilot  appear* 
to  much  greater  advantage  than  the  Palinurus  of  Virgil,  whom  he  fometimes  imitates.  The  fplit- 
ting  of  the  Ihip  (  n  the  rocks,  beginning,  Lifted  on  gathering  billo-wi,  &c.  is  reprefented  in  glowing  and 
lively  colours.  Nor  is  hi*  talent  confined  to  the  defcription  of  inanimate  fcencs  ;  he  relates  and  be- 
wails  the  fate  of  hi*  companions  in  the  moft  animated  and  pathetic  (trains.  The  clofe  of  the  Pilofg 
addrefs  to  the  feamen,  in  the  time  of  their  greatcft  danger,  is  noble  and  philofophical.  It  is  impof- 
fible  to  read  the  circumftantial  account  of  the  unfortunate  end  of  the  fhip's  crew,  without  being 
deeply  affecfted  by  the  tale,  and  charmed  with  the  manner  <-f  the  relation. 

The  Occafional  Elegy  on  the  unfortunate  crew  of  the  Britannia  is  appropriate,  pathetic,  and  plcaf- 
ing.  The  Demagogue  is  not  one  of  the  pleafanteft  of  his  poems,  though  it  contains  a  number  of  ani 
mated  paffa^es.  The  fentiments  are,  for  the  moft  part,  noble  and  manly,  the  fatire  poignantly  fe- 
vere,  the  expreflion  ftrong  and  nervous ;  but  the  tendency  of  the  poem  cannot  be  commended, 
and  the  obloquy  thrown  on  Mr.  Pi't  is  totally  inexcufable.  The  Pqem  on  the  Death  of  the  Prin  e  tf 
Wales  does  not  rife  above  the  tifual  drain  of  funeral  panegyric.  His  Ode  on  the  Duke  of  YorVt  4~ 
•farturtfrem  England,  is  written  with  uniform  mediocrity.  His  Sengt  are  tender  and  cafy* 
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THE   SHIPWRECK*. 


]u.-squ3  ipfe  miferrima  vidi, 

Et  quorum  pars  magna  fui. 

VIRG.  JEK.  Lib.  II. 


CANTO    I. 

ARGUMENT. 

Propofal  of  the  fubjedt— •  Invocation — Apology- 
Allegorical  defcription  of  Memory — Appeal  to 
her  affiance — The  ftory  begun — Retrofpecl 
of  the  former  part  of  the  voyage — The  ihip  ar 
rives  at  Candia—  Ancient  ftate  of  that  ifland — 
Prefent  ftate  of  the  adjacent  ifles  of  Greece — 
The  feafon  of  the  year— Character  of  the  maflcr 
and  his  officers— Story  of  Palemon  and  Anna — 
Eveningdefcriljed- --Midnight— The  (hip  weighs 
anchor  and  departs  from  the  haven — State  of 
the  weather — Morning---Situation  of  the  neigh 
bouring  ihores- -Operation  of  raking  the  fun's 
azimuth — Defcription  of  the  vefielas  feen  from 
the  land. 

The  fcene  is  near  the  city  of  Candia  ;  and  the 
lime  about  four  days  and  a  half. 

The  fcene  of  the  fecond  canto  lies  in  the  fea,  be 
tween  Cape  Frefchin  in  Candia,  and  the  Ifland  of 
Falconera,  which  is  nearly  twelve  leagues  north 
ward  of  Cape  Spada.-— The  time  is  from  nine 
in  the  morning  till  one  o'clock  of  the  following 
morning. 

WHILE  jarring  interefts  wake  the  world  to  arms, 
And  fright  the  peaceful  vale  with  dire  alarms  j 
While  ocean  hears  vindictive  thunders  roll 
Along  his  trembling  wave  from  pole  to  pole ; 

*  ADVERTISEMENT  TO  THE  THIRD  EDITION. 

|C  The  j  avjurable  reception  'which  this  performance 
lias  hitherto  met  ivith  from  the  public*  bzs  encuungea 
the  author  t9  give  it  a  Jlrift  and  thorough  rfv'ifion  ;  i/i 
the  courfe  of  Ivhicb  be  flatten  hirxhif  >t  tt>i''.  be  found 
to  Lave  received  very  cinjiderallc 
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Sick  of  the  fcene,  where  war,  with  ruthlefs  hand 
Spreads  defolation  o'er  the  bleeding  land; 
Sick  of  the  tumuk,  where  the  trumpet's  breath 
Bids  ruin  fmile,  and  drowns  the  groan  of  deach  J 
'  Pis  mine,  retir'd  beneath  this  cavern  hoar, 
That  (lands  all  lonely  on  the  fea-beat  ihore, 
Far  other  themes  of  deep  diftrefsto  fing 
Than  ever  trembled  from  the  vocal  firing. 
No  pomp  of  battle  fwells  th'  exalted  drain, 
Nor  gleaming  arms  ring  dreadful  on  the  plain  : 
But,  o'er  the  fcene  while  pale  remembrance  weepst 
Fate  with  fell  triumph  rides  upon  the  deeps. 
Here  hoftile  elements  tumultuous  rife, 
And  lawlefs  floods  rebel  againft  the  ikies; 
Till  hope  expires,  and  peril  and  difmay 
Wave  their  black  enfigns  on  the  watery  way. 

Immortal  train,  who  guides  the  maze  of  fong, 
To  whom  all  fcience,  arts  and  arms  belong ; 
Wi'.rs  bid  the  trumpet  of  eternal  fame 
Exalt  the  warrior's  and  the  poet's  name  ! 
If  e'er  with  trembling  hope  1  fondly  ftray'd, 
In  life's  fair  morn   beneath  your  hallowM  fha 
To  hear  the  fweetly-mournful  lute  complain, 
And  melt  the  heart  with  cplacy  of  pain  ; 
Or  liften,  while  t^'  enchanting  voice  of  love, 
While  all  Elyfium  warbled  through  the  grove ; 
Oh  !   by  the  hollow  biait  that  moans  around, 
That  fvveepsthe  wild  harp  with  a  plaintive  found; 
By  the  l.-.-ng  furge  that  loams  through  yonder 

cave, 

Whofe  vaults  remurmur  to  the  roaring  wave  j 
With  living  colours  give  my  verfe  to  glow, 
The  fad  memorial  of  a  tale  of  woe  ! 
A  fcene  from  dumb  oblivion  to  reftore, 
To  fame  unknown,  and  new  to  epic  lore  f 
-Alas  !  neglected  by  the  facrerl  nine, 
Their  fuppiiant  feels  110  i/miai  ray  -hvine  ! 
Ah  !  will  they  ieave  Puna's  happy  fhore, 
To  plow  the  tide  where  wicVry  tempefts  roar? 

Q  9 
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Or  fhall  a  youth  approach  their  hallow'd  fane, 
Stranger  to  Phoebus,  and  the  tuneful  train  !— - 
Far  from  the  mufes'  academic  grove, 
Twas  his  the  vaft  and  tracklefs  deep  to  rove. 
Alternate  change  of  climates  has  he  known, 
And  felt  the  fierce  extremes  of  either  zone  : 
"Where  polar  fkies  congeal  th'  eternal  fhow, 
Or  equinoctial  funs  fop  ever  glow. 
Smote  by  the  freezing  or  the  Icorching  blaft, 
cc   A  fhip  boy  on  the  high  and  aiddy  maft  '" 
Prom  regions  where  Peruvian  billows  roar, 
To  the  bieak  coafts  of  lavage  Labrador. 
From  where  Damafcus,  pride  of  Afian  plains! 
Stoops  her  proud  neck  beneath  tyrannic  chains, 
To  where  the  Ifthmus  r,  lav'd  by  advcrfe  tides, 
Atlantic  and  Pacific  feas  divides. 
But  while  he  meafur'd  o'er  the  painful  race, 
Jn  fortune's  wild  iliimii  able  chafe, 
Adverfity,  companion  of  his  way. ! 
Still  o'er  the  victim  hung  with  iron  fway; 
Bade  new  diftreffes  ev'ry  inftant  grow, 
Marking  each  change  of  place  with  change  of  woe. 
In  regions  where  the  Almighty's  chaftening  hand 
•With  livid  peftilence  affl'.cts  the  land; 
Of  where  pale  famine  blaft s  the  hopeful  year, 
Parent  of  want  and  mifery  feverc  ! 
Or  W;here,  all  dreadful  in  th'  embartled  line, 
The  hoftile  fh'ips  in  flaming  combat  join  ; 
"Where  the  torn  veffel  wind  and  wave  affail, 
Till  o'er  her  crew  diftreft  and  death  prevail— 
Where'er  he  wander'd,  thus  vindictive  fate 
Purfued  his  weary  fteps  with  lading  hate  ! 
Rous'd  hy  her  mandate,  ftorms  of  black  array 
Winter 'd  the  morn  of  life's  advancing  day; 
R.eLix'd  the  finews  of  the  living  lyre, 
And  "quench  the  kindling  fpark  of  vital  fire;— - 
Thus  while  forgotten  or  unknown  he  woos, 
What  hope  to  win  the  coy  reludlant.mufe  ! 
Then  let  not  ceniure,  with  malignant  joy, 
The  harveft  of  his  humble  hope  deftroy  ! 
His  verfe  no  laurel  wreath  attempt?  to  claim, 
Nor  fculptur'd  brafs  to  tell  the  poet's  name. 
If  terms  uncouth,  and  jarring  phrsfes,  wound 
The  fofter  fenle  with  inharmonious  found, 
Yet  here  let  liftening  fympathy  prevail, 
While  confcious  truth  uiif  Ads  her  piteous  tale  ? 
And  lo !    the  power  that  wakes  the  eventful 

long, 

Hafles  hither  from  Lethean  bank?  along  : 
She  fweeps  the  gloom,  and  rufhing  on  the  figh' t, 
Spreads  o'er  the  kindling  fcene  propitious  light  I— 
In  herright'hand  an  ample  roll  appears, 
Fraught  with  long  annals  of  preceding  years ; 
With  every  wife  and  noble  art  of  man, 
Since  firft  the  circling  hours  their  courfe  began  : 
Her  left  a  filver  wand  on  high  difplay'd. 
Whofe  magic  touch  difpels  oblivion's  fhade. 
Penfive  her  look  ;  on  radiant  wings  that  glow, 
Like  Juno's  birds,  or  Iris'  flaming  bow, 
She  fails;  and  fwifter  than  the  courfe  of  light, 
Directs  her  rapid  intellectual  flight. 
The  fugitive  ideas  me  reftores,  [fhores. 

And  calls  the  wandering  thought  from  Lethe's 
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To  things  long  [aft  a  fecond  date  fhe  gives, 
And  hoary  time  from  her  frefh  youth  receives. 
Congenial  fifter  of  immortal  fame, 
She  fhares  her  power,  and  Memory  is  her  name. 

O  firft- born  daughter  of  primeval  time  ! 
By  whom  tranfmitted  down  in  every  clime, 
The  deeds  of  ages  loug  elaps'd  are  kiiuwn, 
And  bl.iz  n  d' glories  fprcad  froir  zone  ro  zone; 
Whofe  breath  riiffolves  the  gloom  of  mental  night, 
And  o'er  th'  obfcur'd  idea  pours  the  light ! 
Whofe    wing  unerring  glides  through  time  and 

place, 

And  tracklefs  fcours  th'  immenfity  of  fpace  ! 
Say  '   on  what  ftas,  for  thou  alone  canit  tell, 
What  dire  mifhap  a  fated  fhip  befel, 
Afl'ail'd  by  tempefts,  girt  with  hoftile  fhores? — 
Arife  !  approach  !  unlock  thy  treafur'd  ftores  ! 

A  SHIP  from  Egypt,  o'er  the  deep  impell'd 
By  guiding  winds,  her  courfe  for  Venice  held; 
Of  fam'd  Britannia  were  the  gallant  crew, 
And  from  that  ifle  her  name  the  veffel  drew. 
The  wayward  flcps  of  fortune,  that  delude 
Full  oft  to  ruin,  eager  they  purfu'd, 
And,  dazzled  by  her  vifionary  glare, 
Advanc'd  incautious  of  each  fatal  fnare; 
Though  warn'd  full  oft'  the  flippery  track  to  fhun, 
Yet  hope,  with  flattering  voice,  betray'd  them  on. 
Beguil'd  to  danger  thus,  they  left  behind 
The  fcene  of  peace,  and  focial  joy  refign'd. 
Long  abfent  they  from  friends  and  native  home, 
The  cheerlefs  ocean  were  inur'd  to  roam  : 
Yet  Heaven,  in  pity  to  fevere  diflrefs, 
Had  crown'd  each  painful  voyage  with  fuccefs ; 
Still,  to  atone  for  toils  and  hazards  pail, 
Reftor'd  them  to  maternal  plains  at  laft. 

Thrice  had  the  iun,  to  rule  the  varying  year, 
Acrofs  th'  equator  roll'd  his  flaming  fphere, 
Since  laft  the  velTel  fpread  her  ample  fail 
From  Albion's  coaft,  obfequious  to  the  gale. 
She  o'er  the  fpacious  flood,  from  fhore  to  fhore, 
Unwearying  wafted  her  commercial  ftore. 
The  richeft  ports  of  Afric  fhe  had  view'd, 
Thence  to  fair  Italy  her  courfe  purfu'd; 
Had  left  behind  Trinacria's  burning  ifle, 
And  vifited  the  margin  of  the  Nile. 
And  now,  that  winter  deepens  round  the  pole, 
The  circling  voyage  haftens  to  its  goal. 
They,  blind  to  fate's  inevitable  law, 
No  dark  event  to  blaft  their  hopeforefaw  ; 
But  from  gay  Venice  foot)  expect  to  fteer 
For  Britain's  coaft,  and  dread  no  perils  near. 
A  thoufand  tender  thoughts  their  fouls  employ, 
That  fondly  dance  to  fcenes  of  future  joy. 

Thus  time  elaps'd,  while  o'er  the  pathlefs  tide 
Their  fhip  through  Grecian  feas  the  pilots  guide. 
Occafion  call'd  to  touch  at  Candia's  fhore, 
Which,  bleft  with  favouring  winds,  they  ibon  ex 
plore; 

The  haven  enter,  borne  before  the  gale, 
Difpatch  their  commerce,  and  prepare  to  fail. 

Eternal  Powers  !  what  ruins  from  afar 
Mark  the  fell  track  of  defolating  war  1 
Here  art  and  commerce,  with  aufpicious  reign, 
Once  breath'd  fvveet  icfluence  on  the  happy  plain  ! 
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While  o'er  the  lawn,  with  dance  and  feftive  fong, 
Young  pleafure  led  the  jocund  hours  along. 
In  gay  luxuriance  Ceres  too  was  feen 
To  crown  the  valleys  .vith  eternal  green. 
For  wealth,  for  valour,  courted  and  rever'd, 
What  Albion  is,  fair  Candia  then  appear'd. — 
Ah  !    who  the  flight  of  ages  can  revoke  ? 
The  free-born  fpirit  of  her  fons  is  broke  ; 
They  bow  to  Ottoman's  imperious  yoke  ! 
No  longer  fame  the  drooping  heart  infpires, 
For  rude  oppreffion  quench'd  its  genial  fires. 
But  ftill  her  fields,  with  golden  harvefts  crown'd, 
Supply  the  barren  fhores  of  Greece  around. 
What  pale  diftrefs  afflids  thole  wretched  ifles ! 
There   hope    ne'er   dawns,    and   pleafure   never 

fmiles. 

The  vaffal  wretch  obfeqttious  drags  his  chain, 
And  hears  his  famifh'd  babes  lament  in  vain. 
Thefe  eyes  have  feen  the  dull  relu.ir.ant  foil      . 
A  feventh  year  fcorn  the  weary,  Jabber's  toil 
No  blooming  Venus,  on  the  dd'irt  fhore, 
Now  views  with  triumph,  captive  gods  ad-ire. 
No  lovely  Helens  now,  with  fatal  charms, 
Call  forth  th'  avenging  chief's  of  Greece  to  arms. ! 
No  fair  Penelopes  enchant  the  eye, 
For  whom  contending  kings  are  proud  to  die. 
Here  fullen  beauty  iheds  a  twilight  ray, 
While  forrow  bids  her  venal  bloom  decay. 
Thofe  charms,  fo  long  renown'd  in  claffic  {trains, 
Had  dimly  (hone  on  Albion's  happier  plains  ! 

Now,  in  the  fouthern  hemifphere  the  fun 
Through  the  bright  Virgin  and  the  Scales  had 

run ; 

And  on  the  ecliptic  wheel'd  his  winding  way, 
Till  the  fierce  Scorpion  felt  his  flaming  ray. 
The  fhip  was  moor'd  beiidc  the  wave-worn  flrand  ; 
Four  days  her  anchors  bite  the  golden  land  : 
For  fickening  vapours  lull  the  air  to  fleep, 
And  not  a  breeze  awakes  the  filent  deep. 
This,  when  th'  autumnal  equinox  is  o'er, 
And  Phoebus  in  the  north  declines  no  more, 
The  watchful  mariner,  whom  Heaven  informs, 
Oft  deems  the  prelude  of  approaching  ftorms. 
True  to  hn  truil  when  facrtd  duty  calls, 
No  brooding  ftorm  the  mailer's  foul  appals  : 
Th'  advancing  fcafon  warns  him  to  the  main  ; 
A  captive,  fetter'd  to  the  oar  of  gain  ! 
His  anxious  heart,  impatient  of  d*lay, 
Expects  the  winds  to  fail  from  Candia' s  bay  ; 
Determin'd,  from  whatever  point  they  rite, 
To  truft  his  fortune  to  the  feas  and  fkies. 

Thou  living  ray  of  intellectual  fire, 
Whofe  voluntary  gleams  my  verfe  infpire  !   * 
Ere  yet  the  deep'ning  incidents  prevail, 
Till  rous'd  attention  feel  our  plaintive  tale, 
Record  whom,  chief  among  the  gallant  crew, 
Th'  unbleft  purfuit  of  fortune  hither  drew  ! 
Can  fons  of  Neptune,  generous,  brave  and  bold, 
In  pain  and  hazard  toil  for  fordid  gold  ? 

They  can  !  for  gold  too  oft.  with  magic  art, 
Subdues  each  nobler  impulfe  of  the  heart : 
This  crowns  the  profperous  villain  with  applaufe, 
To  whom,  in  vain,  fad  merit  pleads  her  caufe  : 
This  ftrews  with  rofes  life's  perplexing  road, 
And  leads  the  way  to  pleafure's  bleft  abode ; 


With  flaughter'd  vidims  fills  the  weeping  plain. 
And  fmoothsthe  furrows  of  the  treacherous  main. 

O'er  the  gay  veffel,  and  her  daring  band, 
Experienc'd  Albert  heJd  the  chief  command; 
Though  train'd  in  boifterous  elements,  his  mind 
Was  yet  by  fofr  humanity, r^fin'd. 
Each  joy  of  wedded  love  at  home  he  knew ; 
Abroad  confefl  the  father  of  his  crew  ! 
Brave,  liberal,  juft,  the  calm  domeftic  fcene 
Had  o'er  his  temper  hreath'd  a  gay  ferene. 
Him  fcience  taught  by  mvftic  lore  to  trace 
The  planets  wheeling  in  eternal  race  ; 
To  mark  the  fhip  in  floating  balance  held, 
By  earth  attracted  and  by  fcas  repell'd  ; 
Or  point   her  devious  track,  through  climes  un» 

known, 

That  leads  to  every  fhore  and  every  zone. 
He   faw   the  moon   through  heaven's  blue  con-' 

cave  glide, 

And  into  motion  charm  th'  expanding  tide  ; 
While  earth  impetuous  round  her  axle  rolls, 
Exalts  her  watery  zone,  and  fink  the  poles. 
Light. and  attraction,  from  their  genial  fource, 
He  faw  ftill  wandering  with  diminifh'd  force; 
While  on  the  margin  of  declining  day, 
Night's  fhadowy  cone  reluclant  melts  away. — 
Inur'd  to  peril,  with  unconquer'd  foul,   . 
The  chief  beheld  tempeftuous  ocean's  roll; 
His  genius,  ever  for  the  event  prepar'd, 
Rofe  with  the  ilorm,  and  all  its  dangers  fhar'd. 

The  fecond  powers  and  office  Rodmond  bore  : 
A  hardy  fon  of  England's  ftirtheft  fhore  ! 
Where  bleak  Northumbria  pours  her  lavage  train 
In  fable  fquadrons  o'er  the  northern  main; 
That,  with  her  pitchy  entrails  ftor'd,  refort, 
A  footy  tribe  '.   to  fair  Augufta's  port. 
Where'er  in  ambufli  lurk  the  fatal  fands, 
They  claim  the  danger;  proud  of  flcilful  hands! 
For  while  with  darkling  courfe  their  veflelsfweep 
The  winding  fhore,  or  plough  the  faithlefs  deep, 
O'er  bar  *  and  fhelf  the  watery  path  they  found, 
With  dextrous  arm ;  fagacious  of  the  ground  ! 
Fearlefs  they  combat  ev'ry  hoftile  wind, 
Wheeling  in  mazy  tracks  with  courfe  inclin'd. 
Expert  to  moor,  where  terrors  line  the  road  j 
Or  win  the  anchor  from  its  dark  abode  : 
But  drooping  and  relax'd  in  climes  afar, 
Tumultuous  and  undifciplin'd  in  war. 
Such  Rodmond  was  ;  by  learning  unrefin'd, 
That  oft  enlightens  to  corrupt  the  mind  : 
Bojfterous  of  manners;  train'd  in  early  youth 
To  fcenes  that  fhametheeonfcious  cheek  of  truth  j 
To  fcenes  that  nature's  ftrugglmg  Voice  controuly 
And  freeze  companion  rifingin  the  fouH  -[ihore, 
Where  the  grim  hell-hound?,  prowling  round  the 
With  foul  intent  the  ftranded  bark  explore — 
Deaf  to  the  voice  of  woe,  her  decks  they  board, 
While  tardy  juftice  ftumbers  o'er  her  fword — 
Th'  indignant  mufe,  fever ely  taught  to  feel, 
Shrinks  from  a  theme  ihe  bluflies  to  reveal  1 

*  A  for  is  ktwtvn,  in  hydrography,  to  be  a  ma/s  of 
earib  or  fand  collcSled  by  tie  /urge  of  f/+e  fea,  at  the  en 
trance  of  a  river  or  lawn  ;  fo  as  to  render  the  navigation 
difficult)  und  often  dangerous, 

Q  o  ij 
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Too  oft  example,  armM  with  poifon*  fell, 
Pollutes  the  fhrine  where  mercy  loves  to  dwell  : 
Thus  Redmond,  trair'd  i^y  this,  unhallow'd  crew, 
The  facred  focial  pafllons  never  knew  : 
Unlkill'd  to  argue  ;  in  difpure  yet  loud  ; 
Bold  without  ca,-tion     wirhout  honours  proud; 
In  art  unfchool'd,  each  veteran  rule  he  priz'd, 
And  all  improvement  haughtily  defpi^'d  : 
Yet  though  full  oft  to  future  perils  blind, 
With  fkill  iuperior  glow'd  his  daring  mind, 
Through   fnareS  bf   death  the  reeling    bark    to 

guide, 
When  midnight  fhades  involve  the  raging  tide. 

To  Rodmond  nex%  in  order  of  command, 
Succeeds  the  youngeft  of  our  naval  band. 
But  what  avails  it  to  record  a  name 
That  courts  no  rank  among  the  fons  of  fame  ? 
While  yet  a  {tripling,  oft  with  fond  alarms, 
His  bnfom  danc'd  to  nature's  b'.'imdiefs  charms ; 
On  him  fair  fdence  dawn'd  in  happier  hour, 
Awakenirg  intoblobrh  young  fancy's  flower; 
But  frowning  fortune  with  untimely  blaft 
The  bloflom  wither'd,  and  the  dawn  o'ercaft. 
Forlorn  '-f  heart,  and  by  fevere  deciee 
Condemn'd  reluctant  to  the  faithlcfsfea, 
With  long  farewell  he  left  the  laurel  grove, 
Where  fcience  and  the  tuneful  filters  rove.— 
Hither  he  wander'd,  anxious  to  explore 
Antiquities  of  nations  now  no  more; 
To  penetrate  each  diftant  realm  unknown* 
And  range  excurfive  o'er  th'  untavell'd  zone. 
In  vain  ' — for  rude  advtrfity's  command, 
Still  on  the  margin  of  each  famous  land, 
With  unrelenting  ire  his  {leys  oj>pos'd, 
And  every  gate  of  hope  apainft  him  clos'd. 
Permit  my  verfe,  ye  bleft  Pierian  train, 
To  call  Arion  thi.s  ill  fated  fvrain  ! 
For,  like  that  bard  unhappy,  on  his  head 
Malignant  liars  their  hoflile  influence  (hed. 
B«>th.  in  lamenting  numbers,  o'er  the  deep, 
With  confcious  anguifli  taught  the  harp  to  weep; 
And  both  the  raging  fnrge  in  fafety  b.ire 
Amid  deftrudtion  panting  to  the  fhore. 
This  laft  our  tragic  {lory  from  the  wave 
Of  viark  oblivion  haply  yet  may  fave; 
With  genuine  fympathy  may  yet  complain, 
While  fad  remembrance  bleeds  at  ev'ry  vein. 

Such  were  the  pilots:  tntor'd  to  divine 
Th'  untravell'd  courfe  by  geometric  line ; 
Train'd  to  command,  and  range  the  various  fail, 
Whofe  various  fcrce  conform!'  to  every  gale. — 
ChanjM  with  the  commerce,  hither  alfo  came 
A  pallant  youth,  Palemon  was  his  name; 
A  father's  frern  refentment  doom'd  to  prove, 
He  came,  the  vic?citf»  of  unhappy  love  ! 
His  heart  for  Albert's  beauteous  daughter  bled; 
For  her  a  fecret  flame  his  bofom  fed. 
Nor  let  the  wretched  Have*  of  folly  fcorn 
This  ge.-.uine  pdflion.  nature's  cldeil  born  ! 
'T was  his  with  lading  anguifh  to  complain, 
While  b'oommg  Anna  rr.ourn'd  the  caufe  in  vain. 

Graceful  of  form,  by  r.arure  taught  to  pleafe, 
Of  power  to  melt  the  female  breail  with  eafe, 
To  htr  Paierron  told  his  tender  taie. 
Soft  as  the  voice  of  fummer's  evening  g?.le. 


O'erjov'd,  he  faw  her  lovely  eyes  relent; 
The  bi'ifhing  maiden  fmil'd  with  fweet  confent. 
Oft  in  the  mazes  of  a  neighbouring  grove, 
Unheard,  they  breath'd  alternate  vows  of  love : 
By  fond  fociety  their  paflion  grew. 
Like  the  young  hloflbm  fed  with  vernal  dew. 
In  evil  hour  th'  officious  tongue  of  fame 
Betray'd  the  fecret  of  their  mutual  flame. 
With  grief  and  anger  ftruggling  in  his  breaft, 
Pa  lemon's  father  beard  the  tale  confeft. 
Long  had  he  liften'd  with  fufpicion's  ear, 
And  learnt,  fagacious,  this  event  to  fear. 
Too  well,  fair  youth  !  thy  liberal  heart  he  knew; 
A  heart  to  nature's  warm  impreflions  true  ! 
Full  oft  his  wifdom  ttrove.  with  fruitlcfs  toil, 
With  avarice  to  pollute  that  generous  foil : 
That  foii,  impregnated  with  nobler  feed, 
Refus'd  the  culture  cf  fo  rank  a  weed. 
Elate  with  wealth,  in  adive  commerce  won, 
And  baiking  in  the  fmile  of  fortune's  fun, 
\Vith  fcorn  the  parent  eyjd  the  lowly  fhade, 
That  veil'd  the  beauties  of  this  charming  maid. 
Indignant  he  rcbuk*d  th'  enamour'd  boy, 
The  flattering  promife  of  hi?  future  joy : 
He  fcoth'd  and  menac'd,  anxious  to  reclaim 
This  hopeleis  paflion,  ';r  divert  its  aim  : 
Oft  led  the  youth  where  circling  joys  delight 
The  raviili'd  ienfe,  or  beauty  charms  the  light* 
With  all  h&r  powers  enchanting  mufic  faii'd, 
And  pleaiure's  fyren  voice  no  more  prevait'd. 
The  merchant,  kindling  then  -with  proud  difdain^ 
In  look  and  voice  affum'd  an  harfher  drain. 
In  abfence  now  his  only  hope  remain'd ; 
\nJ  fuch  the  ftern  decree  hi«  will  ordain'd. 
Deep  anguifli,  while  Palemon  heard  hi1-  doom, 
Drew  o'er  his  lovely  face  a  faddening  gloom. 
In  vain  with  bitter  forrow  he  repia'd, 
No  tender  pity  touch'd  that  fordid  mind  ; 
To  thee,  brave  Alb.rt  was  the  charge-  conCgn'd. 
The  (lately  fliip,  forfaking  England's  fhore, 
To  regions  far  remote  Palemon  bore. 
Incapable  of  change,  th'  unhappy  youth 
Still  lov'd  fair  Anna  with  eternal  truth : 
From  clime  to  clime  an  exile  doom'd  to  roam, 
His  heart  ftill  panted  fnr  its  fecret  home. 

The  moon  had  circled  twice  her  wayward  zone. 
To  him  fince  young  Arioa  firft  was  known  ; 
Who,  wandering  here  through  many  a  fcene  re- 

nown'd, 

In  Alexandria's  port  the  veflel  found  ; 
Where,  anxious  to  review  his  native  fhore, 
He  on  the  roaring  wave  embark'd  once  more. 
Oft  brpale  Cynthia's  melancholy  light, 
With  him  Palemon  kept  the  watch  of  night  j 
In  whofe  fad  bofom  many  a  figh  fuppreii, 
Some  painful  fecret  of  the  foul  eonfeft. 
Perhaps  Arion  foon  the  caufe  divin'd, 
Though  fbunning  ftill  to  probe  a  wounded  mind; 
He  felt  the  chaftity  of  f;lenc  woe, 
Though  glad  the  balm  of  comfort  to  beflow  ; 
j  He,  with  Paiemon,  oft  recounted  o'er 
{  The  tales  of  haplefs  love  in  ancient  lore, 
RecalPd  to  memory  by  th'  adjacent  fliore. 
The  fcene  thus  prefent,  and  its  flory  known, 
The  lover  figh'd  for  forrows  not  his  own. 
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Thus,  though  a  recent  date  their  friendship  bore, 
Soon  the  ripe  metal  own'd  the  quick'ning  ore  ; 
For  in  one  tide  their  paffions  feem'd  to  roll, 
By  kindred  age,  and  (ympathy  of  foul. 

Thefe  o'er  th'  inferior  naval  train  prefide, 
The  couife  determine,  or  the  commerce  guide  : 
O'er  all  the  reft,  an  undiftinguiih'd  crew! 
Her  wing  of  deeped  (hade  tblivion  drew. 
A  fullen  languor  ftill  the  Ikiee  oppreft, 
And  held  th*  unwilling  fhip  in  ftrong  arreft. 
High  in  his  chariot  glow'd  the  lamp  of  day, 
O'er  Ida  filming  with  meridian  ray. 
Relax'd  from  toil  the  failors  ran^e  the  (hore, 
Where  famine,  war,  and  ftorm  :ire  felt  no  more  : 
The  hour  to  focial  pleaiure  they  refign, 
And  black  remembrance  drown  hi  generous  wine. 
Oil  deck,  beneath  the  (hading  canvas  ipread, 
Rodmond  a  rueful  tale  of  wonders  read, 
Of  dragons  roaring  on  the  enchant«;d  coaft, 
The  hideous  goblin,  and  the-  yelling  ghoft  — 
But  with  Arion,  from  the  fultry  heat 
Of  noon,  P-ilemon  fought  a  cool  retreat. 
And   lo  !    the    fhore   with    mournful    profpects 

crown'd  *  ; 

The  rampart  torn  with  many  a  fatal  wound; 
The  ruin'd  bulwark  tottering  o'er  the  ilrand  ; 
Bewail  the  ftroke  of  war's  tremendous  hand. 
What  fcenes  of  woe  this  haplefs  ifle  o'erfpread  ! 
"Where  late  thrice  fifty  thoiiiand  warriors  bled. 
Full  twice  twelve  fummers  were  yon  to«vcrs  af- 
Till  barbarous  Ottoman  at  laft  prevail'd  ;     [Jail'd, 
While  thundering  mines  the  lovely  plains  o'er- 

turn'd, 
While  heroes  fell,  and  domes  and  temples  burai'd. 

But  now  before  them  happier  fcenes  arife  ! 
Elyfian  vales  falute  their  raviih'd  eyes  : 
Olive  and  c-dar  form'd  a  grateful  ihade, 
Where  light  with  gay  romantic  error  flray'd. 
The  myrtles  hej-e  with  fond  cartffcs  twine  ; 
There,  rich  with  nedtar,  melts  the  pregnant  vine. 
And  lo  !  the  ftream,  renown'd  in  clnflic  fong, 
Sad  Lethe,  glides  the  (Lent  vale  along. 
On  moffy  banks,  beneath  the  citron  grove, 
The  youthful  wanderm  found  a  wild  alcove  : 
Soft  o'er  the  fairy  region  languor  ftole, 
And  with  fweet  melancholy  charm'd  the  foul. 
Here  firft  Palemon,  while  his  penflve  mind 
For  coi.folation  on  his  friend  recliu'd, 
In  pity's  bleeding  boforn  pour'd  the  ftream 
Of  love's  foft  anguifh,  and  of  grief  fupreme  — 
Too  true    thy  words  !  —  by  fweet  remembrance 

taught, 

My  heart  in  fecret  bleeds  with  tender  thought  : 
In  vain  it  courts  the  foiitary  {hade, 
By  every  acli,»n,  every  look  betray'd  !— 
The  pride  of  generous  woe  difdains  appeal 
To  hearts  that  unrelenting  frofts  congeal  : 
"Yet  fure,  if  right  Palemon  can  divine, 
Tht  fenie  of  gentle  pity  dwells  in  thine. 

*    The  intelligent  reader  iv'dl  readily  difcover,  that 
tbefs  remarks  allude  to  the  ever-memorable  ficge  of  Gandia, 
ivas  taken  from  the    Venetians  by  tbc  Turks  in 


1669  ,-  being  thai  utlered 
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Yes !  all  his  cares  thyfympathy  (hall  know, 
And  prove  the  kind  companion  of  his  woe. 

Albert thouknow'ft  with  fkillar.dfcier.ee  grac'd, 
In  humble  ftation  though  by  fortune  plac'd, 
Yet  never  feaman  more  ferenely  brave 
Led  Britain's  conqu'ring  fquadrons  o'er  the  wave. 
Where  full  in  view  Auguila'sfpires  are  feen, 
With  flow'ry  lawns,  and  waving  woods  between, 
A  peaceful  dwelling  {lands  in  modeft  pride, 
Where  Thames, fiow-windinjr,  rolls  his  ample  tide* 
There  live  the  hope  and  pleafure  of  his  lite, 
A  pious  daughter,  with  a  faithful  wife. 
For  his  return,  with  fond  officious  care, 
Still  every  grateful  object  thefe  prepare  ; 
Whatever  can  allure  the  fmell  or  fi^ht, 
Or  wake  the  drooping  {pints  to  delight. 

This  blooming  maid  in  virtue's  path  to  guide, 
Her  anxious  parents  all  their  cares  apply'd. 
Her  fpotlefs  fcul,  where  foft  companion  reign'd', 
No  vice  untun'd,  ro  fickenmg  folly  ftain'd. 
Not  fairer  grows  the  lily  of  the  vale, 
Whofe  bofom  opens  to  the  vernal  gale  : 
Hrr  eyes,  unconfcious  of  their  fatal  charms, 
Thrill'd  every  heart  with  exquifite  alarms  : 
Her  face,  in  beauty's  fweet  attraction  dreft, 
The  fnule  of  maiden  innocence  expreft  ; 
While  health,  that  rifes  with  the  new  born  day, 
Brsath'd  oVr  her  cheek  the  fofteft  hlufli  of  May. 
btjll  in  her  look  complacence  fwil'd  ferene  ^ 
She  mov'd  the  charmer  of  the  rural  fcene. 

'Twa«  at  that  feafon  when  the  field-  refume 
Their  lovelieft  hues,  array'd  in  vernal  bloom  ; 
Yon  fliip,  rich  freighted  from  th'  Italian  fliore, 
To  Thames'  fair  banks  her  coftly  tribute  bore  : 
While  thus  my  father  faw  his  ample  horde, 
From  this  return,  with  recent  treafure  ftor'd ; 
Me,  with  affairs  of  commerce  charg'd,  he  fent  ^ 
To  Albert's  humble  manfion  ;  foon  I  went,        > 
Too  fo«n,  alas  !  unconfcious  of  th'  event —        3 
There  {truck  witli  fweet  furprife  and  filent  awe, 
The  ger.tlc  miftrefs  of  my  hopes  I  faw  : 
There,  wounded  firft  by  love's  refiftlefs  arms, 
\Jy  glowing  bofom  throbb'd  with  ftrange  alarms. 
My  ever-charming  Anna. :  who  alone 
Can  all  the  frowns  of  cruel  fate  atone ; 
O  !  -while  all-confcious  memory  holds  her  power, 
Can  I  torget  that  fweetly- painful  h'sur, 
When  from   thofe    eyes,    with    lovely  lightning 

fraught, 

My  fluttering  fpirits  firft  th'  5n$s<5lion  caught: 
When,  as  I  gaz'd,  my  faultering  tongue  -betray M 
The  heart's  quick  tumults,  or  refus'd  its  aid  : 
While  the  (I'm  light  my  ravifh'd  eyes  forf»ok, 
And  every  limb  unftru-ig  with  terror  Chook! 
With  all  her  r ewers  diffenting  reafon  ftrove 
To  tame  at  tir,1  the  kindli:;^  llame  of  !ove; 
She  {trove  in  vain  !  fubdu'd  by  charms  divine, 
My  foul  a  viclirx  fell  at  beauty's  flume. 
Oft  frvjm  the  din  oi'  buftling  life  I  ftray'd, 
In  happier  fceoes,  to  fee  my  lovely  nviid. 
Full  oft,  where    Thames  his  wandering  currcnc 

leads, 

We  rov'd  at  evening  hour  through  flowery  meads* 
There  while  my  heart's  foi't  ang-nlb.  I  reveal'dj 
To  her  with  tender  figh»  my  hope  appeai'd 
O  o  iij 
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While  the  fweet  nymph  my  faithful  tale  believ'd, 

Her  fnowy  breaft  with  fecret  tumult  heav'd  ; 

For,  train'd  in  rural  fcenes  from  earlieft  youth, 

Mature  was  her's,  and  innocence  and  truth. 

She  never  knew  the  city  damfel's  art, 

XVJhofe  frothy  pertnefs  charms  the  vacant  heart !- — 

My  iuit  prevail'd  ;  for  love  informed  my  tongue, 

And  on  his  votary's  lips  perfuailon  hui>g. 

Her  eyes  with  confcious  fympathy  withdrew, 

And  o'er  her  cheek  the  rofy  current  flew.— 

Thrice  happy  hours  !  where,  with  no  dark  allay, 

Life's  faireft  funfhine  gilds  the  vernal  day  [ 

For  here  the  fight,  that  foft  afieclion  heaves, 

From  flings  of  {harper  woe  the  foul  relieves. 

lElyfian  fcenes,  too  happy  long  to  laft ! — 

Too  foon  a  ftorm  rhe  fmiling  dawn  o'e"caft  ! 

Tpo  foon  fome  demon  to  my  father  bore 

The  tidings  that  his  heart  with  anguifh  tore — 

IVIy  pride  to  kindle,  with  diflV.afive  voice, 

Awhile  he  labour'd  to  degrade  my  choice  : 

Then,  in  the  whirling  wave  of  pleafure,  fought 

From  its  lov'd  objecT:  to  divert  my  thought. 

"With  equal  hope  he  might  attempt  to  bind, 

In  chains  of  adamant,  the  lawlefs  wind  : 

For  love  had  aim'd  the  faral  fhaft  too  fure  : 

Hope  fed  the  wound,  and  abfence  knew  no  cure. 

With  alienated  lock,  each  art  he  favv 

Still  baffled  by  fuperior  nature's  law. 

His  anxious  mind  on  various  fchemes  revolv'd ; 

At  laft  on  cruel  exile  he  refolv'd. 

The  rigorous  doom  was  fix'd ;  alas  !  how  vain 

To  him  of  tender  anguifh  to  complain  ! 

His  foul,  that  never  love's  fweet  influence  felt, 

By  focial  fympathy  could  never  melt ; 

"With  ftern  command  to  Albert's  charge  he  gave, 

To  waft  Palemon  o'er  the  diftant  wave. 

The  fhip  was  laden  and  prepar'd  to  fail, 
And  only  waited  now  the  leading  gale. 
'Twas  ours,  in  that  fad  period,  firlt  to  prove 
The  heart-felt  torments  of  defpairing  love. 
Th'  impatient  wifh  that  never  feels  repnfe ; 
Defire  that  with  perpetual  current  flows; 
The  fluctuating  pangs  of  hope  and  ftar ; 
Joy  diftant  ft  ill,  and  forrow  ever  near  ! 
Thus,  while  the  pangs  of  thought  feverer  grev»O 
The  weftern  breezes  inauipicious  blew, 
Haftening  the  moment  of  our  laft  adieu.  3 

The  veffel  parted  on  the  falling  tide  ; 
Yet  time  one  facred  hour  to  love  fupply'd. 
The  night  was  filent,  and,  advancing  fift, 
The  moon  o'er  Thames  her  Clver  mantle  caft. 
Impatient  hope  the  midnight  path  e/plor'd, 
And  led  me  to  the  nymph  my  foul  ador'd. 
Soon  her  quick  footfleps  ftruck  my  liftening  ear  ! 
She  came  confeft  1   the  lovely  maid  drew  near  ! 
But  ah  '.  what  force  of  language  can  impart 
Th'  impetuous  joy  that  glow'd  in  either  heart ! 
O  !  ye,  whofe  melting  hearts  ar^  form'dto  prove 
The  trembling  ecftafies  of  genuine  love  ! 
When,  with  delicious  agony,  the  thought 
Is  to  the  verge  of  high  delirium  wrought ; 
Your  fecret  fympathy  alone  can  tell 
What  raptures  then  the  throbbing  bofom  fvrell : 
O'er  all  the  nerves  what  tender  tumults  roll 
While  love  with  fweet  iiichantmen;;  melts  the  foul ! 


In  tranfport  loft,  by  trembling  hope  impreft, 
The  blufhing  virgin  funk  upon  my  breaft  ; 
While  her's  congenial  beat  with  fond  alarms; 
Diffolving  foftnefs  !  paradife  of  charms  ! 
Flafh'd  from  our  eyes,  in  warm  transfufion  flew 
O*:r  blending  fpirits,  fhat  each  other  drew  ! 
O  blifs  fupreme  !  whtre  virtue'^  ftif  can  melt 
With  joys  that  guilty  pleafure  never  felt  1 
Form'd  to  refine  thf  thought  with  chafte  defire, 
And  kindle  fweet  ?ffe6tion's  pureft  fire  ! 
Ah  !  wherefore  fliould  my  hopejefg  love,  fhe  cries, 
While  fcrrow  bur  ft  with  interrupting  fighs, 
For  ever  deftin'd  to  lament  in  vain, 
Such  flattering,  fond  ideas  entertain  ? 
My  heart  through  fcenes  of  fair  illufion  ftray'd, 
To  joys  decreed  for  fome  fuperior  maid. 
Tis  mine  to  feel  the  fharpeft  flings  nf  grief, 
Where  never  gentle  hope  affords  relief. 
Go  then,  dea:*  youth  !  thy  father's  r<jge  atone; 
And  let  this  tortur'd  bofom  beat  alone  ! 
The  hoveriij^  anger  yetthou  may 'ft  appeafe; 
Go  then,  dear  youth  !  nor  tempt  the  faithlefsfeas! 
Find  ou*  fVine  happier  daughter  of  the  town, 
With  fortune's  fairer  joys  thy  love  to  crown  ; 
Where  fa-iling  o'er  thee,  with  indulgent  ray, 
Prpfperity  fhall  hail  each  new-born  day. 
Too   well  thou  know'ft   good  Albert's   niggard 

fate, 

111  fitted  to  fuftain  thy  father's  hate; 
Go  then,  I  charge  thee,  by  thy  generous  love, 
That  fatal  to  my  father  thus  may  prove  ! 
On  me  alone  let  dark  affliction  (ail ! 
Whofe  heart,  for  thee,  will  gladly  fuffer  all. 
Then  hafte  thee  hence,  Palemop,ere  too  late, 
Nor  rafhly  hope  to  brave  oppofing  fate  ! 

She  ceas'd  ;  while  anguifh  in  her  angel-face 
O'er  all  her  beauties  fhower'd  ce!eftial  grace. 
Not  Helen,  in  her  bridal  charms  array .'d, 

(Was  half  fo  lovely  as  this  gentle  maid. 
t  O  foul  of  all  my  wifhes!   I  reply'd. 
Can  that  foft  fabric  ftem  affliction's  tide  ? 
Canft  thou,  fair  emblem  of  exalted  truth  I 
To  forrow  doom  the  fummer  of  thy  youth; 
And  I,  perfidious!  all  that  iweetnefs  fee 
Confign'd  to  lafting  mifery  for  me  ? 
Sooner  this  moment  may  the  eternal  doom 
Palemon  in  the  filent  earth  entomb! 
Atteft  th6u  moon,  fair  regent  cf  the  night  \ 
Whofe  luftre  ficktns  at  this  mournful  light ; 
By  all  the  panijs  divided  lovtrs  feel, 
That  fweet  pofftflion  only  knows  to  heal ! 
By  all  the  horrors  brooding  o'er  the  deep  ! 
Where  fate  and  ruin  fad  dominion  keep; 
Though  tyrant  duty  o'er  me  threatening  ftands, 
And  claims  obedience  to  her  ftera  commands : 
Should  fortune  cruel  or  aufpicious  prove, 
Her  fmile  or  frown  fhall  never  change  my  love  ! 
My  iieart,  that  now  muft  every  joy  refign, 
Incapable  of  change,  is  only  thine ! — 
O  ceafe  to  weep !   this  ftorm  will  yet  decayj 
And  thefe  fad  clouds  of  forrow  melt  away. 
While  through  the  rugged  path  of  life  we  go, 
All  mortals  tafte  the  biuer  draught  of  woe. 
The  fam'd  and  great,  decreed  to  equal  pain, 
Full  oft  in  fplendid  wretchedpefs  complain. 
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For  this  profperity,  with  brighter  ray, 
In  fmiling  contraft  gilds  our  vital  day. 
Thou  too,  fweet  maid !  ere  twice  ten  months*^ 
are  o'er  / 

Shalt  hail  Palemon  to  his  native  fliore,  T 

Where  never  intereft  (hall  divide  us  more.          J 

Her  ftruggling  foul,  o'erwhelm'd  with  tender 

grief, 

Now  found  an  interval  of  fhort  relief: 
So  melts  the  furface  of  the  frozen  ftream., 
Beneath  the  wint'ry  fun's  departing  beam. 
With  warning  hade  the  (hades  of  night  withdrew, 
And  gave  the  fignal  of  a  fad  adieu. 
As  on  my  neck  th'  afflicted  maiden  liung, 
A  thoufand  racking  doubts  her  fpirit  wrung  ; 
She  wept  the  terrors  of  the  fearful  wave, 
Too  oft,  alas  !  the  wandering  lover's  grave  ! 
With  foft  pcrfuafion  I  difpell'd  her  fear, 
And  from  her  cheek  beguil'd  the  falling  tear. 
While  dying  fondnefs  languiih'd  in  her  eyes, 
She  pour'd  her  foul  to  Heaven  in  fuppliant  fighs — 
Look  down  with  pity,  oh  !  ye  powers  above, 
Who  hear  the  fad  complaint  of  bleeding  love ! 
Ye,  who  the  fecret  laws  of  fate  explore, 
Alone  can  tell  if  he  returns  no  more  : 
Or  if  the  hour  of  future  joy  remain, 
Long-wifh'd  atonement  of  long-fuffer'd  pain  ! 
Bid  every  guardian  minifter  attend, 
And  from  all  ill  the  much-lov'd  youth  defend  ! 

With  grief  o'erwhelm'd  we  parted  twice  in 

vain, 

And,  urg'd  by  ftrong  attraction,  met  again. 
At  laft,  by  cruel  forrune  torn  apart, 
While  tender  paflion  ftream'd  in  cither  heart, 
Our  eyes  transfix'd  with  agonizing  look, 
One  fad  farewell,  t;ne  laft  embrace  we  took. 
Forlorn  of  hope  the  lovely  maid  I  left, 
Penfive  and  pale  ;  of  every  joy  bereft. 
She  to  her  filerit  couch  retir'd  to  weep, 
While  her  fad  fwain  embark'd  upon  the  deep. 

His  tale  thus  clos'd,  from  fympathy  of  grief, 
Palemon's  bofom  felt  a  fweet  relief. 
The  haplefs  bird,  thus  ravilh'd  from  the  fkies, 
Where  all  forlorn  his  lov'd  companion  flies, 
In  fecret  long  bewails  his  cine!  fate, 
With  fond  reniL-mbrance  of  his  winged  mate  : 
Till  grown  familiar  with  a  foreign  train,  ") 

Compos  d  at  length,  his  fadly-wurbling  (train    > 
In  fweet  oblivion  charm?  the  fenfe  of  pain.          j 

Ye  tender  maids,  in  whole  pathetic  fouls 
Compafli'>n's facred  ftream  impetuous  rolls; 
Whole  warm  affections  exquifitely  feel 
The  fecret  wound  you  tremble  to  reveal ; 
Ah  !  may  no  wanderer  of  the  faithlcls  main 
Pour  through  your  breaft  the  foft  delicious.banc  ! 
May  never  fatal  teridcrnefs  approve 
The  fond  eiTuuons  of  their  ardent  love. 
O  !   warn'd  by  frienuihip'g  counfel,  learn  to  fhun 
The  fatal  path  where  thoufancls  are  undone  ! 

Now  as  the  youths,  returning  o'er  the  plain, 
Approach'd  the  lonely  margin  of  the  main, 
I'irft,  with  attention  rous'd,  Arion  ey'd 
The  graceful  lover  form'd  in  nature's  pride. 
His  frame  the  happieft  fymmetry  difjuay'd; 
And  locks  of  waving  gold  his  neck  ar  j  ay  'd. 


In  every  look  the  Paphian  graces  fhine. 

Soft  breathing  o'tr  his  cheek  their  bloom  divine. 

With  lighten'd  heart  he  fmil'd  ferenely  gay, 

Like  young  Adonis  or  the  fon  of  May. 

Not  Cytherea  from  a  fairer  fwain 

Receiv'd  her  apple  on  the   Trojan  plain  ! 

The  fun's  bright. orb,  declining  all  ferene, 
Now  glanc'd  obliquely  o'er  the  woodland  fcene. 
Creation  fmiles  around ;  on  every  (pray 
The  warbling  birds  exalt  their  evening  lay. 
Blithe  (kipping  o'er  yon  hill,  the  fleecy  train 
Join  the  deep  chorus  of  the  lowing  plain: 
The  golden  lime  and  orange  there  were  feen, 
On  fragrant  branches  of  perpetual  green. 
The  cryftal  ftreams,  that  velvet  meadows  lave, 
To  the  green  ocean  roll  with  chiding  wave. 
Tiie  glafiy  ocean  hufh'd  forgets  to  roar, 
But  trembling  murmurs  on  the  fandy  more  : 
And  lo  !  his  furface,  lovely  TO  behold  ! 
Glow*  in  the  weft,  a  fea  of  living  gold ! 
While,  all  above,  a  thoufand  liveries  gay 
The  (kies  with  pomp  ineffable  array. 
Arabian  fweets  perfume  the  happy  plains  : 
Above,  beneath,  around  enchantment  reigns ! 
While  yet  the  (hades,  on  time's  eternal  fcale, 
With  long  vibration  deepen  o'er  the  vale  ; 
While  yet  the  fongders  of  the  vocal  grove 
With  dying  numbers  tune  the  foul  to  love  ; 
With  joyful  eyes  th'  attentive  mafter  fees 
Th'  aufpicious  omens  of  an  eaftern  breeze. — 
Now  radiant  vefper  leads  the  (tarry  train, 
And  night  flow  draws  her  veil  o'er  land  and  main; 
Round  the  charg'd  bowl  the  failors  form  a  ringi 
By  turns  recount  the  wond'rous  tale,  or  fing; 
As  love  or  battle,  hardfhips'  of  the  main, 
Or  genial  wine,  awake  their  homely  (bain  : 
Then  fome  the  watch  of  night  alternate  keep, 
The  reft  lie  buried  in  oblivious  deep 

Deep  midnight  now  involves  the  livid  fkies, 
While  infant  breezes  from  the  fhore  arife. 
The  waning  moon,  behind  a  wat'ry  fhroud* 
.  Pale-glimmer 'd  o'er  the  long-protra£ed  cloud. 
A  mighty  ring  around  her  filver  throne, 
With  parting  meteors  croft,  portentous  fhone. 
This  in  the  troubled  Iky  full  oft  prevails ; 
Oft  deem'd  a  fignal  of  tempeftuous  gales. — 
While  young  Arion  fleeps,  before  his  fight 
Tumultuous  fwim  the  vifions  of  the  night. 
Now  blooming  Anna,  with  her  happy  fwain, 
Approach'd  the  facred  Hymeneal  fane  : 
Anon  tremendous  lightnings  flafh  between  ; 
And  funeral  pomp,  and  weeping  loves  are  feen ! 
Now  with  Palemon  up  a  rocky  fteep, 
Whole  fummit  trembles  o'er  the  roaring  deep, 
With  painful  ftep  be  climb'd  ;  while  far  above    . 
Swee,t  Anna  charm'd  them  with  the  voice  of  love. 
Then  fudden  from  the  flippery  height  they  fell, 
While  dreadful  yawn'd  beneath  the  jaws  of  hell.— 
Amid  this  fearful  trance,  a  thundering  found 
He  hears — and  thrice  the  hollow  decks  rebound. 
Upftai  ting  from  his  couch,  on  deck  he  fprung  ; 
Thrice  with  fhrill  note  the  boatfwam's  whiftle 

rung. 

All  bands,  unmoor  '.   proclaims  a  boifterous'cry  : 
All  lands  anmcor,  the  cavern  rocks  reply! 
O  o  iin 
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Rous'd  from  rcpofe,  aloft  the  failors  fwarm, 
And  with  their  levers  foon  the  windlafs  *  arm. 
The  torder  given,  up-fpringing  with  a  bound,     "^ 
They  lodge  the  bars,  and  wheel  their  engine  f 
round  :  f 

At  every  turn  the  clanging  pauls  refound.         J 
Uptorn  reluctant  from  its  oozy  c?.ve, 
The  ponderous  anchor  riles  o'er  the  wave. 
Along  their  flippery  mafts  the  yards  afcend, 
And  high  in  air  the  canvas  wings  extend  : 
Redoubling  cords  the  lofty  canvas  guide, 
And  through  inextricable  mazes  glide. 
The  lunar  rays  with  long  reflection  gleam, 
To  light  the  vefiel  o'er  the  filver  ftream  : 
Along  the  glafly  plain  ferene  {he  glides, 
While  azure  radiance  tremble?  on  her  fides. 
From  eaft  to  north  the  tranfient  breezes  play; 
And  in  the  Egyptian  quarter  foon  decay. 
A  calm  enfues ;  they  dread  th'  adjacent  ftiore ; 
The  boats  with  rowers  arm'd  are  fent  before  : 
With  cordage  faften'd  to  the  lofty  prow, 
Alcof  to  lea  the  {lately  fliip  they  tew  f. 
The  nervous  crew  their  fweeping  oars  extend  ; 
And  pealing  ftiouts  the  fhore  of  Candra  rend. 
Succefs  attends  their  {kill-   the  danger's  o'er: 
The  port  is  doubled  and  beheld  no  more,    [fight, 
Now  morn,  her  lamp  pale  glimmering  on,  the 
Scatter'd  before  her  van  reluctant  night. 
She  comes  not  in  refulgent  pomp  array'd, 
Hut  fternly  frowning,  wrapt  in  fullen  {hade. 
Above  incumbent  vapours,  Ida's  height, 
Tremendous  rock !  emerges  on  the  fight. 
North-eaft  the  guardian  ifle  of  Standia  lies, 
And  weftward  Frefchin's  wcody  capes  arife. 

With  winning  poftures,  now  the  wanton  fails 
Spread  all  their  fnares  to  charm  th'  inconftant 

gales. 

The  fwelling  ftu'n- fails  \  now  their  wings  extend, 
Then  {lay-fails  fidelong  to  the  breeze  afcend  : 
While   all    to  court  the  wandering  breeze  are 

plac'd  : 
With  yards  now  thwarting,  now  obliquely  brac'd. 

The  dim  hori2on  lowering  vapour*  {hroud, 
And  blot  the  fuf>,  yet  ftruggling  in  the  cloud: 
Through  the   wide  atmofphere,  condens'd  with 
His  glaring  orb  emits  afanguine  bkze.         [haze, 
The  pilots  now  thtir  rules  of  art  apply, 
The  myftic  needle's  devious  aim  to  try. 
The  comnafs  plac'd  to  catch  the  rifmg  ray§, 
The  quadrant's  ftiadows  ftudious  they  furvt  y  ! 

*  The  ifindlafs  is  a  fort  oflargt?  roller,  vfed  to  ivind 
In  the  cable,  or  heave  up  the  anchor.  It  is  turned  about 
•vertically,  by  a  number  cf  'long  bar vr  or  le-uera;  in  which 
cperaticn  it  is  prevented  from  recoiling,  by  the  pauls. 

•\  Toiving  is  the  operation  of  drawing  afii'pfr- 
'zuart/,  by  means  of  ropes y  extending  ft  -am  her  fore-part 
to  one  or  more  of  the  boats  roiving  before  her. 

\  Studding  fails  are  long,  narrow  fails,  which  are 
trJy  ttfsJ  in  fine  •weather  and  fair  ii'ir.ds,  en  the  outfide 


Along  the  arch  the  gradual  index  {lidos, 
While  Phoebus  down  the  vertic  circle  glides. 
Now,  feen  on  ocean's  utmoft  verge  to  fvvim, 
He  fweeps  it  vib-srit  with  his  nether  limb. 
Their  fage  experience  thus  explores  the  height 
And  polar  diftance  of  the  fource  of  light : 
Then  through  the  chiliads  triple  maze  they  trace 
Th'  analogy  that  proves  the  magnet's  place. 
The  wayward  fteel,  to  truth  thus  reconcil'd, 
No  more  the  attentive  pilot's  eye  beguil'd. 

The  natives,  while  the  {hip  departs  the  land, 
Aftiore  with  admiration  gazing  (land. 
Majeftically  flow  before  the  breeze, 
In  filent  pomp  {he  marches  on  the  feas. 
Her  milk-white  bottom  caft  a  fofter  gleam, 
While  trembling  through  the  green  tranflucent 

ftream. 

The  wales  f,  that  clofe  above  in  contraft  {hone, 
Clafp  the  long  fabric  with  a  jetty  zone. 
Britannia,  riding  awful  on  the  prow, 
Gaz'd  o'er  the  vaffal-wave  that  roli'd  below : 
Where'er  fhe  mov'd,  the  vaffal-waves  were  feen 
To  yield  obfequious,  and,  confefs  their  queen. 
Th'  imperial  trident  grac'd  her  dexter-hand, 
Of  power  to  rule  the  furge,like  Mofes'  wand, 
Th'  eternal  empire  of  the  main  to  keep, 
And  guide  her  fquadrons  o'er  the  trembling  deep. 
Her  left  propitious  bore  a  myftic  fhicld, 
Around  whofe  margin  rolls  the  wat'ry  field. 
There  her  bold  genius,  in  his  floating  car, 
O'er  the  wild  billow  hurls  the  ftorm  of  war— 
And  lo  !  the  beafts,  that  oft  with  jealous  rage 
In  bloody  combat  met,  from  age  to  age, 
Tam'd  into  union,  yok'd  in  friendfliip's  chain, 
Draw  his  proud  chariot  round  the  vanquifti'd  main. 
From  the  broad  margin  to  the  centre  grew 
Shelves,  rocks,  and  whirlpools,   hideous   to  the 

view ! — 

Th'  immortal  fiiield  from  Neptune  {he  receiv'd, 
When  firft  her  head  above  the  waters  heav'd. 
Loofe  floated  o'er  her  limbs  an  azure  veft ; 
A  figur'd  fcutcheon  glitter'd  on  her  breaft; 
There,  from  one  parenf  foil,  for  ever  young, 
The  blooming  rofc  and  hardy  thiftle  fprung. 
Around  her  head  an  oaken  wreath  was  feen, 
Inwove  with  laurels  of  unfading  green. 
Such  was  the  fculpMir'd  prow — from  van  to  rear, 
Th'  artillery  frown'd.  a  black  tremendous  tier ! 
Jimbalm'd  with  orient  gum  above  the  wave, 
The  fwelling  fides  a  yellow  radiance  gave. 
On  the  broad  ftern,  a  pencil  warm  and  bold, 
That  never  fcrvile  rules  of  art  controul'd, 
An  allegoric  tale  on  high  porfray'd, 
There  a  young  hero,  here  a  royal  maid. 
Fair  England's  genius,  in  the  youth  expreft, 
Her  ancient  foe,  but  now  her  friend  confeft, 
The  warlike  nymph  with  fond  regard  furvey'd; 
No  more  hishoftil"  f'own  her  heart  difmay'd. 
His  look,  that  onrc  Ihot  terror  from  afar, 
Like  young  AJcijdet,  or  the  god  of  war, 


tf '  tbe  larger  failure -fails.      Stay-JaiL  are  three-cornered 
fails,  which  are  hoijhd  up  on  ihejl-iys,  when  the  "wind  I        f    The  wales  hers  alluded  to  are  an  ajjemblage  of 
trojjes  tbefbip's  ccurfe  either  dircttly  or  obliquely.  '  fir  ong  planks  which  envelope  tbe  lower  part  of  the  flip's 


"The  'Deration  of  taking 
to  difwvcr  the  faftern  Of  "tbejleftt 
fietifal  netdlt* 


'j  azimuth,  in  or- 


tuber  ein  they  are  brouder  and  flicker  than  the  rejlt 


of  tbe      and  appear  Jlmfwhct  like  a  range  of  hi 
i  rates  tie  bgt  tent  from  fbe  upper  worts* 


which  frt"Z^ 
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Serene  as  fummer's  evening  flues  fhe  faw  ; 
Serene,  yet  firm  ;  though  mild,  imprefiing  awe. 
Her  nervous  arm,  inur'd  to  toils  fevere, 
Brandilh'd  th'  unconquer'd  Caledonian  fpear. 
The  dreadful  faulchion  of  the  hills  {he  wore,      "^ 
Sung  to  the  harp  in  many  a  tale  of  yore, 
That  oft  her  rivers  dy'd  with  hoftile  gore.          j 
Blue  was  her  rocky  fhield  ;  her  piercing  eye 
Flafh'd  like  the  meteors  of  her  native  iky; 
Her  creft,  high-plum'd,  was  rough  with  many  a 

fear, 

And  o'er  her  helmet  gleam'd  the  northern  ftar. 
The  warrior  youth  appear  'd  of  noble  frame, 
The  hardy  offspring  of  fome  Runic  dame. 
Loofe  o'er  his  fhoulders  hung  the  flacken'd  bow, 
Renown'd  in  fong,  the  terror  of  the  foe  ! 
The  fword,  that  oft  the  barbarous  north  defy'd, 
The  fcourge  of  tyrants  !  glitter'd  by  his  fide. 
Clad  in  refulgent  arnii,  in  battle  won, 
The  George  emblazon'd  on  his  corfelet  fhone. 
Faft  by  his  fide  was  feen  a  golden  lyre, 
Pregnant  with  numbers  of  eternal  fire  ; 
Whofe  firings  unlock  the  witches'  midnight  fpell; 
Or  waft  wrapt  fancy  through  the  gulfs  of  hell  — 
Struck  with  contagion,  kindling  fancy  hears 
The  fongs  of  heaven  !  the  mufic  of  the  fpheres  ! 
Borne  on  Newtonian  wing  through  air  fhe  flies, 
"Where  other  fans  to  other  fyflems  rife  !  — 
Thefe  front  the  fcene  confplcuous  —  over-head 
Albion's  proud  oak  his  filial  branches  fpread  : 
"While  on  the  fea-beat  fhore  obfequious  ftood, 
Beneath  their  feet,  the  father  of  the  flood  — 
Here,  the  bold  native  of  her  cliffs  above, 
Perch'd  by  the  martial  maid  the  bird  of  Jove  ; 
There  on  the  watch,  fagacious  of  his  prey, 
With  eyes  of  fire,  an  Englifh  maftiff  lay. 
Yonder  fair  commerce  firctch'd  her  winged  fail; 
Here  frown'd  the  god  that  wakes  the  living  gale  — 
High  o'er  the  poop,  the  flattering  winds  unfuri'u 
Th"  imperial  flag  that  rules  the  wat'ry  world. 
Deep-blufliing  armors  all  the  tops  invert  ; 
d  warlike  tr 


And  warlike  trophies  either  quarter 

Then  tower'd  the  mafts;  the  canvas  Iwell'd  on 

high; 

And  waving  ftreatners  floated  in  the  Iky. 
Thus  the  rich  velfel  moves  in  trim  array, 
.Like  fome  fair  virgin  on  her  bridal  day. 
Thus  like  a  fwan  fhe  cleaves  the  wat'ry  plain, 
The  pride  and  wonder  of  the  ./Egean  main  1 

CANTO    II. 

ARGUMENT. 

Reflection  on  leaving  the  land  —  The  gale  conti 
nues  —  A  water-fpout  —  Beauty  of  a  dying  dol 
phin  —  The  fhip's  progrefs  along  the  fhore  — 
Wind  flrengtheris  —  The  fails  reduced—  A  Ihoal 
of  porpoifes—  Laft  appearance  of  Cape  Spado  — 
Sea  riles  —  A  fquail  —  The  fails  further  dimi- 
niflied.—Mainfaii  fplit—  Ship  bears  away  be 
fore  the  win4  —  Again  hauls  upon  the  wind  — 
Another  mainfail  fitted  to  the  yard-  -The  gale 
#ill  increases—  Topfails  furled-—  Top-  gallant- 
yards  fent  down  —  Sea  enlarges—  —  Sun-fet  — 
£ourfes  reefed—  Four  fe.am.en  Joft  off  the  ke 


main-yard-arm — Anxiety  of  the  pilots  from 
their  dangerous  fituation — Refolute  behaviour 
of  the  faiiors — The  (hip  labours  in  great  dif- 
trefs — The  artillery  thrown  overboard — Dif- 
mal  appearance  of  the  weather — Very  high 
and  dangerous  fe?.— Severe  fatigue  of  the  crew 
— Confutation  and  refolution  of  the  officers — 
Speech  and  advice  of  Albert  to  the  crew — 
Neceffury  difpofition  to  veer  before  fhe  wind 
— Di'appointment  in  the  propofed  effect--- New 
difpofitions  equally  unfuccefsful.— The  mizen- 
malt  cut  away. 

ADIET;,  ye  pleafures  of  the  rural  fcene, 

Where  peace  and  calm  contentment  dwell  ferene  f 

To  me  in  vain,  on  earth's  prolific  foil, 

With  fummer  crown'd  the  Elyfian  vallies  fmile  V 

To  me  thofe  happier  fcenes  no  joy  impart, 

But  tantalize  with  hope  my  aching  heart. 

For  thefe,  alas !  reludant  I  forego, 

To  vifit  ilorms  and  elements  of  woe  ! 

Ye  tempefts,  o'er  my  head  congenial  roll, 

To  fuit  the  mournful  mufic  of  my  foul ! 

In  black  progreflion,  lo  !  they  hover  near; 

Hail  focial  horrors,  like  my  fate  fevere  ! 

Old  ocean  hail,  beneath  whofe  azure  zone 

The  fecret  deep  lies  unexplor'd,  unknown. 

Approach,  ye  brave  coajpani  ins  of  the  fea, 

And  fearlefs  view  this  awful  fcene  with  me  ! 

Ye  native  guardians  of  your  country's  laws! 

Ye  bold  afiertors  of  her  facred  caufe ! 

The  mufe  invites  you  ;  judge  it  fhe  depart 

Unequal  from  the  precepts  of  your  art. 

In  practice  train'd,  and  confcious  of  hefpowY, 

Her  fteps  intrepid  meet  the  trying  hour. 

O'er  the  i'mooth  bofom  of  the  faithlefs  tides, 
Propeli'd  by  gentle  gales,  the  veffci  glides. 
Rodmond  exulting  felt  th'  aufpicious  wind, 
And  by  a  myftic  charm  its  aim  confin'd. — 
The  thoughts  of  home,  that  o'er  his  fancy  roll, 
With  trembling  joy  dilate  Palemon's  foul : 
Hope  lifts  his  heart,  before  whofe  vivid  ray 
Diftrefs  recedes,  and  danger  melts  away. 
Already  Britain's  parent-cliffs  arife, 
And  in  idea  greet  his  longing  eyes ! 
E:«ch  amorous  iailor  too,  with  heart  elate, 
Dwells  on  the  beauties  of  hie  gentle  mate. 
E'en  they  th'  impreffive  dart  of  love  can  feel, 
Whofe  ftubborn  fouls  are  fheath'd  in  triple  fleel. 
Nor  lefs  o'erjoy'd,  perhaps  with  equal  truth, 
Each  faithful  maid  expects  th*  approaching  youth; 
la  diftant  bofom1  equal  ardours  glow, 
And  mutual  paffions  mutual  joys  beftow.— 
Tall  Ida's  fummit  now  more  diftant  grew, 
And  Jove's  high  hill  was  rifing  on  the  view; 
When,  from  the  left  approaching,  they  defcry 
A  liquid  column  towering  fhoot  on  high. 
The  foaming  bafe  an  angry  whirlwind  fweeps, 
Where  curling  billows  roufe  the  fearful  deeps* 
Still  round  and  round  the  fluid  vortex  flies, 
Scattering  dun  night  and   horror  through  the 

flues. 

The  fwift  volution,  and  th'  enormous  train, 
Let  fages  vers'd  in  nature's  lore  explain  1 
The  horrid  apparition  ftill  draws  nigh, 
And  white  with  foam  the  whirling  (urges  fly  !<«• 


THE   WORKS  OF    FALCONER. 


The  guns  were  primM ;  tbe  vcffel  northward  veers 
Till  her  black  battery  on  the  column  bears. 
The  nitre  fir'd;  and  while  the  dreadful  found 
Convulfive  fhook  the  {lumbering  air  around, 
The  wat'ry  volume,  trembling  to  the  iky, 
Burft  down  a.  dreadful  deluge  from  on  high  I 
Th'  affrighted  iurge,  recoiling  as  it  fell, 
Rolling  in  hills  diiclos ''«.'  th'  abyfs  of  hell. 
Butfoon,  this  tranfient  undulation  o'er, 
The  fea  fubiides,  the  whiilwinds  rage  no  more. 
"While  ibutlnvard  now  th'  incrcafing  breezes  veer, 
Dark  clouds  incumbent  on  their  wings  appear. 
In  front  they  view  the  confecrated  grove 
Of  cyprefs,  facred  once  to  Cretan  Jove. 
The  thirfty  canvas,  all  around  fupplied, 
Still  drinks  unquench'd  the  full  aerial  tide. 
And  now,  approaching  near  the  lofty  ftern, 
A  fhoal  of  fportiv?  dolphins  they  difccrn. 
From  burnifh'd  fcales  they  beam  refulgent  rays, 
Till  all  the  glowing  ocean  feems  to  blaze. 
Soon  to  the  fport  of  death  the  cre%v  repair, 
Dart  the  long  lance,  or  fpread  the  baited  fnare. 
One  in  redoubling  mazes  wheels  along, 
*    And  glides  unhappy  near  the  triple  prong. 
Rodmond  unerring  o'er  his  head  fufpends 
The  barbed  Heel,  ard  every  turn  attends ; 
Unerring  aim'd,  the  miflile  weapon  flrvv, 
And,  plunging,  ftruck  the  fated  viitim  through. 
Th'  upturning  points  his  ponderous  bulk  luftain; 
On  deck  he  ftruggles  with  convulfive  pain. 
But  while  his  heart  the  fatal  javelin  thrills, 
And  flitting  life  efcapes  in  fanguine  rills, 
What  radiant  changes  frrike  th'  aftonifh'd  fight ! 
What  glowing  hues  of  mingled  fhade  and  light  1 
Not  equal  beauties  gild  the  lucid  weft, 
With  parting  beams  all  o'er  profufely  dreft. 
Not  lovelier  colours  paint  the  vernal  dawn, 
When  orient  dews  impearl  th'  enamell'd  lawn, 
Than  from  his  fides  in  bright  fuffufion  flow, 
That  now  with  gold  empyreal  ieem  to  glow; 
Now  in  pellucid  fapphires  meet  the  view, 
And  emulate  the  foi't  celeftial  hue ; 
Now  beam  a  flaming  crimfon  on  the  eye, 
And  now  affume  the  purple's  deeper  dye. 
But  here  dcfcription  clouds  each  ihining  ray; 
What  terms  of  art  can  nature's  powers  difpiay  ? 
No\v,  while  on-  high  the  irefli'ning  gale  flie 

feels, 

The  ih>p  beneath  her  lofty  preflure  reels, 
''.'he  auxiliar  -Jail-  that  court  a  gentle  breeze, 
K'rom  their  high  flations  fink  by  flow  degrees. 
*5  he  watchful  ruler  of  the  helm  no  more 
With-ftx*d  attention  eyes  th'  adjacent  ihore; 
But  by  the  oracle  of  truth  bclov.', 
The  wond'rous  magnet,  guides  the? wayward  prow. 
Thfe  wind,  that  ftill  the  impreflive  canvas  fwell'd, 
Swift  and  more  f'wift  the  yielding  bark  impell'd. 
impatient  thus  fhc  glides  along  the  coaft, 
TiU  far  behind  the  hill  of  Jove  is  loft : 
And  while  al<<of  from  Retimo  ihe  fleers, 
•Alakcha's  foreland  full  in  front  appears. 
Wide  o'er  yon  iirhmus  {lands  the  cyprefr-grove 
That  once  enclos'd  the  hallovv'd  fane  of  Jove. 
Here  too,  memorial    f  his  name  '  is  found 
A  tomb,  ia  marble  ruins  on  the  ground. 


This  gJv.omy  tyrant,  whofe  triumphant  yoke 
The  trembling  ftates  around  to  flav'ry  broke, 
Through  Greece  for  murder,  rape,  and  inceft 

knovrn, 

The  mules  rais'd  to  high  Olympus'  throne. — 
For  oft,  alas  !  their  venal  {trains  adorn 
The  prince  whom  blufning  virtue  holds  in  fcorn. 
Still  Rome  and  Greece  record  his  endlefs  fame, 
And  hence  yon  mountain  yet  retains  his  name. 

But  fee  !  in  confluence  borne  before  the  blaft, 
Clouds  roll'd  on  clouds  the  dufky  noon  o'ercafl; 
1  he  black'ning ocean  curls;  the  winds  arife; 
And  the  dark  feud  *  in  fwift  fucceffion  flies. 
While  the  fwoln  canvas  bends  the  mafts  on  high, 
Low  in  the  waves  the  leeward  cannon  lie  f . 
The  failors  now,  to  give  the  fhip  relief, 
Reduce  the  topfails  by  a  fingle  reef  J. 
Each  lofty  yard  with  ilacken'd  cordage  reels, 
Rattle  the  creaking  blocks,  and  ringing  wheels. 
Down  the  tall  mafts  the  topfails  link  amain  ; 
And,  foon  reduc'd,  affume  their  poft  again. 
More  diftunt  grew  receding  Candia's  fhore  ; 
And  iouthward  of  the  weft  Cape  Spado  bore. 

F.fur  hours  the  fun  his  high  meridian  throne 
Had  left,  and  o'er  Atlantic  regions  fhone; 
Still  blacker  clouds,  that  all  the  ikies  invade, 
Draw  o'er  his  fullied  orb  a  difmal  (hade. 
A  fquali  deep-low'ring  blots  the  fouthern  fky, 
Before  whofe  boifterous  breath  the  waters  fly. 
Its  weight  the  topfails  can  no  more  fuftain, 
Reef  topfails,  Reef,  the  boatfvvain  calls  again  ! 
The  haiiards  [j  and  top-bowlines  §  foon  are  gone, 
To  clue- lines  and  rtef-tackles*  next  they  run  : 
The    Ihivering    fails   defcend  ;    and   now    they 

fquare 
The  yards,  while  ready  failors  mount  in  air. 


*  Scud  is  a  name  given  byfeamen  to  tbe  latvcjl  clouds y 
which  ate  driven  iiith  gr.  at  rapidity  along  tie  atma- 
fybere,  infqitally  or  tempi-Jluous  iveatbfr. 

f  WLcn  iheivindcrojjcs  ajkip's  toi'tfi,  eiiber.  difefJly 
or  obliquely ;  thatjideotthejbibiti'.oniJi'hi'ch  itutis^  j.\  cal 
led  tie  iveatber-jiJe  ;  and  tbe  oppojit'e  one,  ivhicb  is  i/:en 
preff'ed  doivnivards,  is  called  the  lee-fide.  Hence  all  lie 
rigging  and  furniture  cftbejhip  art;,  at  ibis  time,  dif- 
tiiigitijbfd  by  tbcjidd  on  which  they  arejituated,  as  tbe 
Ite-canno'ii,  the  lee-braces,  tbe  ^veather-braces^  Ijc. 

\  Ibe  topjails  are  large  Jquare  fails  of  tbefecoiid  de~ 
gnein  height  ard  magniiuds.  Reefs  are  certain  divifioiif 
or  f  paces  by  ivbich  tbe  principal  fails  are  reduced  ivhett 
the  ivind  increafes  ;  and  again  enlarged  proportionably 
ivben  its  force  abates. 

(I  Haiiards  are  eitberftngle  ropes  of  tackles,  by  tubicb 
tbe  Jails  arc  hoilled  up  and  lomuercd.  ivben  the  fail  is  to  be 
extended  or  reduced. 

§  Boiu-lines  are  ropes  intended  to  Keep  the  tuindvodrd 
f  tbe  failjlcady,  and  prevent  it  from  Jbaking  in  an 
unfdvourapte  ivind. 

^[  Clue-lines  arc  ropes  vfed  to  trufs  «p  tbe  clues ,  or 
loiver  corners,  of  the  principal  fails- to  thair  rcfpe&twc 
yards,  particularly  ivbcn  tbe  fail  is  to-  bt  clofe  reefed  or 
fiirled.~— Reef-tackles  are  ropes  employed  i*  facilitate  th? 
operation  cf  reefing,  by  confining  tbe  extremities  ef  tbe 
reef  clofe  tip  1o  ihi  yard,fo  that  the  ititert)a!  becomes. 
Jlact,  and  is  therefore  faftly  rolled  up  andfajiened  to  ib: 
yard  by  the  fointt  employed  for  ibis  purpofe. 


THE   SHIPWRECK. 


The  weather-earings  and  the  lee  they  pail  *"  , 
The  reef*  enroll'd,  and  ev'ry  point  made  1'aft. 
Their  talk  above  thusfinifh'd,  they  defcend, 
And  vigilant  th'  apj  reaching  iquall  attend. 
It  comes  refifllefX  and  with  foaming  fvveep 
Upturns  the  whitening  furface  of  the  deep. 
In  fuch  a  tempefl,  borne  to  deeds  of  death, 
The  wayward  fitters  fcour  the  Mailed  heath. 
With  ruin  pregnant  now  the  clouds  impend, 
And  florm  and  cataract  tumultuous  blend. 
Deep  on  her  fide  the  reeling  vtffel  lies — 
Brail  up  the  mizen  quick  f  !  the  mafter  cries, 
Man  the  clue-garnet* \l  let  the  main-fheet  fly  || ! — 
The  boifterous  fquall  ftill  preffes  from  on  high, 
And  fwift,  and  fatal  as  the  lightning's  courie, 
Through  the  torn  main-fails  burfls  with  thunder 
ing  force. 

While  the  rent  canvas  flutter' d  in  the  wind, 
Still  on  her  flank  the  {looping  bark  inclin'd. — 
Bear  up  the  helm  §  a-weather  !   Rodmond  cries  ! 
Swift,  at  the  word,  the  helm  a-weather  flies. 
The  prow  with  fecret  inftiiitfl  veers  apace  ; 
And  now  the  fore-fail  right  athwart  the  brace  : 
With  equal  fheets  reftrnin'd  the  bellying  fail 
Spreads  a  broad  concave  to  the  fweeping  gale. 
While  o'er  the  foam  the  (hip  impetuous  flies, 
Th'  attentive  timoneer  f  the  helm  applies. 
As  in  purfuit  along  th'  aerial  way, 
With  ardent  eye,  the  falc<  n  marks  his  prey, 
Each  motion  watches  of  the  doubtful  chafe, 
Obliquely  wheeling  through  the  liquid  fpace; 
So,  govcrn'd  by  the  itcerfman's  glowing  hpude, 
The  regent  helm  her  motion  ftill  commands. 

But  now  the  tranfiem  Iquall  to  leeward  pad, 
Again  (he  rallies  to  the  lulitn  blaft. 
The  helm  to  (larboard  *  'turns;  with  wir;g;  inclin'd 
The  fidelong  canvas  clafps  the  faithleL  wmo. 


*  Earings  are  ftr.all  cords,  by  tvhiih  the  upfrer  cor 
ners  of  the  principal  fa'.'s,  ai.  :tremities  of  the 

retfs,  are  f  aliened  to  the  yar  '-arms. 

f  The  txizen  is  a  large  fail  of  an  oblong  figure  extend 
ed  upon  the  rn':-z(n-maft. 

i  Clue-garnets  are  em-flayed  for  ibcfiwe  pvrpofes  on 
the  mainf.nl  and  j  ore/at/,.  as  the  clue-lines  are  t:pon  all 
ether  fqftafe  /ails. 

\\  It  is  necejfary  in  this  place  to  remark  ^tLai  thejbeets, 
tvhich  arc  vnivtrfally  mifuiken  by  the  Lngiijb  pods  iv:<i 
tbcir  readey  for  be  fails  themfckies,  tire  no  uibtr  than 
itftd  to  extend  the  clues,  o->  lower  the  corners  of 
i'j  ii'Lit/jt/jty  are  attached.  Totbt  main-fail  ,-.~nd 
fore-jliJl  there  ist'fbeeiandtack  on  eachjidc;  the  latter  of 
•rtvlih/j  is  a.  thick  rope,  f  erring  to  confine  the  iveatber-clne 
*f  i,:>efail  doivn  to  the  Jtip^s  Jute,  ivbil 


iljl  the  former 
the  oppiJ;ie  pde. 


ratVj  out  the  lee  elite  or  loiver  corner  on 
Tacks  are  only  ufed  in  ajide-iuind. 

§  The  helm  is  f  aid  to  he  a-tveather,  ivhen  the  bar  by 
tihiJj  it  is  managed  is  turned  to  the  fide  oftlefbip  next 
the  iviiid. 

^  fimor.eer  (from  tinionnier,  Fr.J  the  helmfman  or 
flcerfiran. 

*  The  helm  le'ui^r  turned  tojlarboard,  or  to  the  right 
fueofthejhip,  directs  the  proiu  to  the  left,  or  to  port, 
and  vice  verfa.  Hence  the  helm  being  put  a-Jlarboard, 
ivhen  the  Jbip  is  running  north-war  d^  dircfts  her  proiu 
the  ivel. 


The  mizcn  draws;  fhe  fprings  aloof  once  more, 
While  the  fore  ftay-1'ail  *  balances  before, 
The  ^ore-fail  brac'd  obliquely  to  the  wind, 
They  near  the  prow  th'  extended  tack  confin'd : 
Then  on  the  leeward  ihcet  the  feamen  bend, 
And  haul  the  bowline  to  the  bovvfprit  end. 
To  topiails  next  they  hafle  ;  the  buntlines  gone, 
The  cluelines  through  their  wheel'dmachinery  run: 
On  either  fide  below  the  fheets  are  mann'd  ; 
Again  the  fluttering  fails  their  ikirts  expand. 
Once  more  the   topfails,    though  with  humbler 

plume. 

Mounting  aloft  their  ancient  pofl  refume. 
Again  the  bowlines  and  the  yards  are  brac'd  f  ; 
And  all  th'  entangled  cords  in  order  plac'd. 

The  fajl,  by  whirlwinds  thus  fo  lately  rent, 
In  tatter'd  ruins  fluttering  is  unbent, 
With  brails  \  refix'd  another  foon  prepar'd, 
Afccnding,  fpreads  along  beneath  the  }  ard. 
To  each  yard-arm  the  head-rope  j!  they  extend, 
And  foon  their  tarings  and  the  r»ebinq§  bt:nd. 
1'hat  tafk  perform'd,  they  the  firit  Lruct^  <f  flack, 
Then  to  its  ftation  drag  -,h'  unwilling  tack; 
And  while  the  lee  clue-garnet's  lowcr'd  away, 
Taught  ait  the  fheet,  they  tally  and  fa 

Now  to  the  north  from  Afric's  burning  fhore, 
A  tr<  op  of  porpoifc*  their  courie  explore 
In  curling  wreaths  they  gambol  on  the  tide, 
New  bound  alcft,  now  down  the  billow  glide; 
Their  tracks  awhile  the  hoary  waves  retain, 
That  burn  in  fparkling  trails  along  the  main. 
Tht  fleered  courfer.s  of  the  finny  race,  :facef 

When    threat'ning   cl.'udr,  th1  ethertal  vault  de- 
rheir*  route  to  leeward  ftill  fagacious  form, 
To  fhu:;  fhe  fury  of  th'  approaching  florm. 

Fair  Candia  now  no  more,  beneath  her  lee, 
Protects  the  veffel  from  th'  infulting  fea  : 
Round  her  broad  arms,  impatient  of  countroul, 
Ri  us'd  from  their  feciet  deeps  the  billows  roll. 
Sut.k  were  the  bulwarks  of  the  friendly  fhore, 
And  all  the  fcene  an  hoftile  afpect  wore. 

*  The  f  ml,  ivvich  is  ivith  wort  propriety  called -the 
fore  iopmajl-jla--fail,  is  a  triangular  fail  that  runs  uj»- 
on  the  fore  topinajl  flay  over  the  boivfvrit.  It  is  ufed 
to  command  ibc  forepart  ofthcjhip,  and  counterbalance 
the  fails  extended  toivards  the  jlern.  See  alfo  the  lafi 
note  ef  this  Canto. 

f  A  yard  is  f  aid  to  be  braced,  ivhen  it  is  turned  about 

the  majl  horizontally,  either  to   the  right  «r  left :    ths 

ropes  ew ployed  in  this  fervice  are  accordingly  called  braces, 

\    The    rapes     ufed  to  triifs    up  a  fail  to   the  yard 

j  or  maft  tvhereio  it  is  attached,  are,  in  a  general  fenfet 

I  called  b rails. 

l|   The  head  rope  is  a  cor  die 
iJ'efail  isfeived. 

§    Hope-bands,  pronounced  roebim,  are  fmall  cords, 
nftd  tofajlen  the  upper  edge  of  any  fail  to  its  refpeftt-ve 
|  yard. 

^f   Becaitfe  the  lee-brace  confines  the  yard  fo  that  the 
|  tack  ivill  not  come  doiun  to  its  place  till  the  braces  are 
cajl  loofe. 

'**  Taught  implies  ft "iff",  tenfe,  or  extended  Jlraight  ; 
and  tally  is  a  phrafe  particularly  applied  to  the  opera- 
tion  of  hauling  aft  thejheets,  or  draiving  them  towards 
the Jlip 'sjlern.  To  belay,  is  tofajlen. 


ivhich  the  upper  part  of 
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The  flattering  wind,  that  late  with  promis'd  aid 
From  Candia's  bay  th*  unwilling  {hip  betray'd, 
No  longer  fawns  beneath  :hefair  dilguile, 
But  like  a  ruffian  on  his  quarry  flics,          •- 
Tofs'd  on  the  tide  flie  feels  the  tempeft  blow, 
And  dreads  the  vengeance  of  fo  fell  a  foe. 
A-  the  proud  horfe,  with  c  -Illy  trappings  gay, 
Exulung  prances  to  the  bloody  fray; 
Spurning  the  ground,  he  glories  in  his  might, 
But  reels  tumultuous  in  the  (hock  of  fight; 
Even  fo,  caparifon'd  in  gaudy  pride, 
The  bounding  veflel  dances  on  the  tide. — " 
Fierce  and  more  fierce  the  fouthern  demon  blew, 
A:«d  more  iucens'd  the  roaring  waters  grew. 
The  (hip  no  longer  Can  her  topfails  fpread, 
And  every  hope  of  fairer  Ikies  is  fled. 
Bowline.-*  and  haliards  arc  relax  d  again ; 
Cluelincs  haul'd  down,  and  ihccts  Jet  fly  amain; 
Clued-up  each  copfaiK  and  by  braces  fquar'd; 
The  ftrarr.cn  climb  aloft  on  either  yard. 
They  furl'd  the  fail,  and  pointed  to  the  wind 
The  yard,  by  rol'ing-tackles  *  then  confin'd. 
While  o'er  the  (hip  the  gallant  boatfwain  flies, 
Like  a  hoarfe  maftiffth-ough  the  ftorm  he  cries  : 
Prompt  to  dired  the  unfeiiful  ftill  appears  ; 
Th'  expert  he  praifes   and  tht  fearful  cheers. 
Now  fome  to  ftrike  top-galla:'t  yards  |  attend; 
Some  travellers  f   rp  the  weather  backftay 

fend, 

At  each  mail-head  the  top-ropes  others  §  bend. 
The  youngelt  failurs  from  the  yards  above 
Their  parrels  ^,  iif  s  **,  and  braces  foon  remove; 
Ti.e  ;  toi>t  an  eno   and  to  the  travellers  tied,  [flide. 
Charg'd  with  their  fails,  they  down  the  backftays 
The  yards  fecure  along  the  booms  f  f-  reclin'd  ; 
While  fome  they  flying  cords  aloft  confin'd.— 

*  The  rolling  tackle  is  an  ajfemllags  cfpiillies,  ufcd 
to  confine  the  yard  to  the  -weather-fide  of  the  maft,  and 
prevent  the forMir  from  rubbing  againjl  the  latter  by  the 
Jlueiuating  motion  of  thefiip  in  a  turbulent fea. 

•\  It  is  nfual  to  fend  uoivn  the  toji  gallant  yards  on  the 
Approach  of  ajlortn.  They  are  the  highejl  yards  that  are 
rigged  in  ajhip. 

|  Travellers  are  Jlender  iron  rings,  encircling  the 
backjlayjy  and  ufed  to  facilitate  the  hoifdng  or  low 
er  ii.g  the  tap-gallant  yards,  by  confining  them  to  the  lack- 
Jiays,  in  their  afctnt  or  decent,  fo  as -to  prevent  them 
from  fiv'uiging  about  by  the;  agitation  of  the  veffel. 

j|  Sack  ft  ays  arc  lony  ropes ,  extending  from  the  right 
and  l.-ft  Jidi- of  the  Jhtp  io  ihe  topmajl-heads,  which  they 
arc  intended  to  ficure,  by  counteratlir.g  ihe  effort  <f  the 
wind  upon  the  fails. 

§  Top-ropes  are  the  cords  by  which  the  top -gallant 
yards  are  hoijled  up  from  the  deckt  or  loiverfd  again  in 
Jlormy  w.-atber. 

^  The  parrel,  ivhich  is  itfually  a  movsable  band  of 
rope,  is  emp'oyed  to  confine  the  yard  to  its  refpefti'vc 
majl. 

*  *  Lifts  are  ropes  extending  from  the  head  of  any  majt 
to  the  extremities  of  its  particular  yard,  to  fupport  the 
'weight  of  the  latter  ;  to  retain  it  in  balance  ;   or  to  raife 

.  tne  yard-arm  higher  than  the  other ^  ivhich  is  according 
ly  called  topping. 

f-j*  The  bvotits  in  this  place  imply  any  mafls  or  yards 
lying  en  the  deck  in  refcri>ey  to  fupj-h  the  place  cf  others 
which  may  Is  carried civay  by  dlfr'ejs  nf  weather &(-, 


Their  fails  reduc'd,  and  all  the  rigging  clear, 
Awhile  the  crew  relax  from  toils  fevere. 
Awhile  their  fpirits,  with  fatigue  oppreft, 
In  vain  expe<5l  th'  alternate  hour  of  reft  : 
But  with  redoubling  force  the.  cempefts  blow, 
And  watery  hills  in  fell  Jucceflion  flow. 
A  dii'mal  fhade  o'ercafts  the  frowning  ikies  ^ 
New  troubles  grow  !   new  difficuhies  rife. 
No  feafon  this  from  duty  to  defcend  '. — 
All  hands  on  deck,  th'  eventual  hour  attend. 
-    His  race  perform'd,  the  facred  lamp  <if  day 
Now  dipt  in  weQ.ern  clouds  his  parting  ray. 
His  ficku'ning  fires,  haif-loft  in  ambient  haze, 
Refract  along  the  duflc  a  crimfon  blaze  ; 
Fill  deep  immcrg'd  the  lai-.guid  orb  declines, 
And  now  to  cheerlefs  night  the  fky  refigns ! 
Sad  evening's  hour,  how  different  from  the  pad! 
No  flaming  pomp,  no  bluflimg  glories  caft. 
No  ray  of  friendly  light  is  feen  around ; 
The  moon  and  ftars  in  hopolefs  fhade  are  drown'd. 

The  fhip  no  longer  can  her  courfes  *  bear: 
To  reef  the  courfes  is  the  matter's  care  : 
The  failors  fummon'd  aft,  a  daring  band  ! 
Attend  th*  enfolding  brai'.s  at  his  command. 
But  here  the  doubtful  officers  difpute, 
Till  fki!l  and  judgment  prejudice  confute. 
Rodmond,  whofe  genius  never  foar'd  beyond 
1  he  narrow  rules  of  art  his  youth  had  conn'd, 
Still  to  the  hoftile  fury  of  the  wind 
Releas'd  the  fheet,  and  kept  the  tack  confin'd. 
To  long-tried  practice  obftinately  warm, 
He  doubts  conviction,  and  relies  on  form. 
But  the  fage  matter  this  advice  declines; 
With  whom  Arion  in  opinion  joins. — , 
The  watchful  feaman,  whofe  fagacious  eye 
On  fure  experience  may  with  truth  rely, 
Who  from  the  reigning  caufe  foretels  th'  effetS, 
This  barbarous  practice  ever  will  reject. 
For,  fluttering  loofe  in  air,  the  rigid  iail 
Soon  flits  to  ruins  in  the  furious  gale; 
And  ht  who  drives  the  tempeft  to  difarm, 
Will  never  firft  embrail  the  lee  yard-arm. 
The  matter  faid; — obedient  to  command, 
To  raife  the  tack,  the  ready  failors  ftand  f . 
Gradual  it  Joolens,  while  th'  involving  clue, 
Swell'd  by  the  wind,  aloft  unruffling  flew. 
The  fhcc-t  and   weather-brace  they  now  ftand 

byt; 

The  lee  clue-garnet  and  the  hunt-lines  ply. 
Thus  all  prepar'd,  Let  go  the  fleet  >  he  cries; 
Impetuous  round  the  ringing  wheels  it  flies; 

*  The  courfes  are  generally  underload  to  bethemainfail, 
forrfail,  ana  wizen ,  which  are  the  largejl  and  lo\vt.Jl 
fails  on  their  fcveral  majls  :  ihe  term  is  however  fovie- 
times  taken  in  a  larger fcrfe. 

f  //  has  been  remarked  before,  that  the  tack  is  always 
fajhned  to  windward;  accordingly  as  foon  ai  it  is  caj}' 
loofe,  and  the  clue-garnet  hauled  rip,  the  weather  clue  of 
the  fail  immediately  mounts  to  the  yard :  and  this  opera 
tion  nmfl  be  carefully  performed  in  ajlorm^  to  prevent 
the  fail  from  f plittlng,  or  Leing  torn  to  pieces  byftiver- 
ing- 

i  It  is  neceffary  to  /"///  in  the  weather- brace  when~ 
(ver  ike  fleet  is  c<i/i  o£]  to  frefsrVf  tbt  fail  from  flaking 
violently. 
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at  firft,  till  by  tnii  bkft  impell  a, 
High  o  er  rhe  lee  yard-arm  the  canvas  fwell'd  : 
By  fpilling-linei  *\embrac*d,  with  brails  confiri'd, 
It  lies  at  length  unfhaken  by  the  wind. 
The  forcfail  then  fecur'd,  with  equal  care 
Again  to  reef  the  mainfail  they  repair.— 
While  fome  high-mounted  overhaul  the  tie, 
Below  the  down-haul-tackle  f  others  ply 
Jears  f ,  lifts,  and  brails,  a  Teaman  each  attends, 
Along  rhe  maft  the  willing  yard  defcends. 
When  lower'd  fufficient  they  fecurely  brace  ; 
And  fix  the  rolling-tackle  in  its  place; 
The  reef- lines  j|  and  their  earings  now  prepar'd, 
Mounting   on   pliant  fhroudsj,  they  man   the 

yard. 

Far  on  th'  extremes  two  able  hands  appear, 
Arion  there,  the  hardy  boatfwain  here; 
That  in  the  van  to  front  the  tempeft  hung; 
This  round  the  lee  yard-arm,  ill-omen'd!  clung. 
Each  earing  to  its  ftation  firft  <-hey  bend ; 
The  reef- band  f  then  along  the  yard  extend  ;         , 
The  circling  earing",  round  th'  extremes  entwin'd 
By  outer  and  by  inner  turns  *f  thty  bind. 
From  hand  to  hand,  the  reef-lines,  next  receiv'd, 
Through  eye-let  holes  and  roebin-legs  were  reev'd. 
The  reef  in  double  folds  involv'd  they  lay  ; 
Strain  the  firm  cord,  and  either  end  belay. 

Hadft  thou,  Arion,  held  the  leeward  poft, 
While  on  the  yard  by  mountain  billows  toft, 
Perhaps  oblivion  o'er  our  tragic  tale 
Had  then  for  ever  drawn  her  dulky  veil.— — 
Ikt  ruling  Heaven  prolong'd  thy  vital  date, 
Severer  ills  to  fuffer  and  relate  ! 

For,  while  their  orders  thofe  aloft  attend, 
To  furl  the  mainfail,  or  on  deck  defcend, 

*  Thefpilling-lines^  which  are  only  ufcd  on  particu 
lar  ocicrftons  in  tempeftttous  •weather,  are  employed  to 
draiv  together  and  confine  the  belly  of  tbe  fail,  -when  it  is 
inflated  by  tie  ivind  over  the  yard. 

t  The  violence  of  the  -wind  forces  tbe  yard  fo  much 
tJitwarci  from  tbe  majt  on  thefs  occ  a/tons,  that  it  cannot 
tajily  bi  towered^  ft  as  to  reef  tbe  fail,  without  the  ap 
plication  of  a  tackle  to  haul  it  down  on  tin:  maft.  This  is 
afterwards  converted  into  rolling-tackle 

|  Jears  are  tbe  fame  to  tbe  mainfail.  fore/ail,  and 
mizen.  as  the  batiards  are  to  all  the  inferior  fails .  Tbe 
tie  is  tbe  upper  part  oftbejears. 

||  Reef -lines  are  only  ufcd  fo  reef the  mainfail  and 
forcfail.  They  a,re  pajj'ed  in  fpiral  turns  through  tbe  eye 
let  holes  of  the  reef,  and  over  tbe  head  of  the  Jails  'be 
tween  the  rope-band  legs ,  till  they  reach  the  extremities 
•f  the  reef,  to  which  they  are  firmly  extended  fo  as  to 
lace  tbe  reef  clofe  up  to  the  yard. 

^  Shrouds  are  thick  rofes.  ft  fetching  'from  the  maft- 
keads  downwards,  to  the  outfide  of  the  Jbip.  ferving  to 
fupport  the  mafis.  They  are  alfv  ufcd  as  a  range  of  rope- 
ladders^  by  ivhicb  tbe  feamen  afcend  or  deftend,  to  per 
form  -whatever  is  necejjary  about  the  fails  and  rigging. 

^|  Tbe  reef  band  is  a  long  piece  of  canvas  fcwed  acrofs 
tbe  fail,  to  Jlrtngthen  the  canvas  in  tbe  place  where  the 
*ye- let  holes  of  the  reef  are  formed 

*  The  outer  turns  of  the  earing  ferve  to  extend  tbe  fail 
along  tbe  yard ;  and -the  tuner  turns  are  employed  to  con- 
Jine  its  bead-rope  ctoft  to  its  furface. 


A  fea  *,  up-furging  with  tremendous  roll, 

To  inftant  ruin  feems  to  dor.m  the  whole. 

O  friends,  fc-cure  y^ur  hold  !  Arion  cries  :— 

It  comes  all-dreadful,  ftoopingfrom  the  ikies! 

Uplifted  on  it*  horrid  edge,  me  feels 

The  ftiotk,  and  on  her  fide  half-bury'd  reels : 

The  fail,  half-bury'd  in  the  whelming  wave, 

A  fearful  warning  to  the  ftarnen  gave  : 

While  from  its  miirgin,  terrible  to  tell ! 

Three  failors  wirh  'heir  gallant  boatfwain  fell. 

Torn  with  refiftlefs  fury  from  their  hold, 

In  vain  their  ftruggling  arms  the  yard  enfold  : 

In  vain  to  grapple  flying  cords  they  try  ; 

The  cords,  alas,  a  folid  gripe  deny! 

Prone  on  the  midnight  furge,with  panti.  g  breatk 

They  cry  for  aid,  and  long  contend  with  death. 

High  o'er  their  heads  the  rolling  billow*  fvvccp; 

And  down  they  fmk  in  everlaftin^  fh-en. — 

Bereft  of  power  to  help,  their  commutes  ice 

The  wretched  victims  die  beneath  the  Ice; 

With  fruit! efsfoirow  their  loft  Hate  bemoan; 

Perhaps  a  fatal  prelude  to  their  own  ! 

In  da  k  fufpence  on  deck  ihe  pil"tsftand, 
Nor  can  determine  on  the-  next  command. 
Though  ftill  they  knew    he  veflei's  armed  fide 
Impenetrable  to  the  rlafping  tide; 
Though  ftiil  the  wa'ers  by  no  fecret  wound 
A  paffage  to  her  dr ep  recefft  s  found  ; 
Surrounding  evils  yet  they  ponder  o'er, 
A  ftorm,  a  dan^trous  fca,  and  L-eward  fhore  ! 
Should  they,  though  reef 'd,  again  their  fails  extend, 
Again  in  fluttering  fragments  they  may  rend  ; 
Or  fhould  they  ftand,  bcn-ath  the  dreadful  ilraiii 
The  dovvn-pieft  fhip  may  never  rift  again  ; 
Too  late  co  weather  -f  now  Morea's  land, 
Yet  verging  faft  to  \thens'  rocky  ftrand.— - 
Thus  they  lament  th<'  confluence  (evere, 
Where  perils  unallay'd  by  hope  appear. 
Long  in  their  minds  revolving  each  event, 
At  laft  to  furl  the  courfes  they  c»nfent. 
That  done,  to  reef  the  mizen  next  agree, 
And  try  |  beneath  it,  fidelong  in  the  fea. 

Now  clown  the  maft  the  (loping  yard  declin'dr 
Till  by  the  jeers  and  topping-liit  [|  confin'd. 
The  head,  with  doubling  canvas  fenc'd  around, 
In  balance,  near  the  lofty  peek,  they  bound. 

*  A  fea  is  the  general  name  given  ly  failors  to  afi*- 
gle  'wave  or  bu!oiv  :  hence  ivhen  a  ivave  burjls  over  tie 
deci,  the  vejf^l  itfaidta  have  Jbippcd  a  fea. 

f  To  weather  a  Jbore,  is  to  fafs  to  the  windward  of 
it.  ivhicb  at  this  time  is  prevented  by  tbe  violence  of 
the  jlornt. 

\  To  try,  is  to  lay  ibe  Jbip  ivitb  berjide  nearly  in  tbe 
direction  of  tbe  iv'tnii  and  /~eat  ivitb  tbe  head  fomeivbat 
inclined  to  the  tvindw.ird ;  tbe  helm  being  laid  a-iee  to 
retain  her  in  tbut  pafii-on.  See  a  further  illujirution  of 
this  in  tbe  la  (I  n*te  of  this  canto. 

||  Tbe  iopftitg-lijt,  ivbifb  tops  the  upper  end  of  tlf 
mizen  yard  Thit  tine  and  tbe  ftx  folfoiutvg.  dejlribe 
tbe  operation  -f  reefing  and  balancing  the  tniztn  Tbe 
reef  of  this  fail  i-  towards  ihe  lower  end,  the  knittles  be" 
ing  fmal!  Jbori  lines  ufad  /'./  the  room  of  fio'nts  for  ibis 
pr.rpofe  :  they  are  accordingly  knotted  under  the  foot- 
rofe,  er  Irtvcr  ufgc  oftbtfailt 
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The  reef  enwrapf ,  th'  inferred  hnitfles  ty'd, 
To  hoift  the  fhorten'd  fail  again  they  hied. 
The  order  given,  the  yard  aloft  they  fway'd ; 
The  brails  relax'd,  th'  extended  fheet  belay 'd. 
The  helm  its  poft  forfook,  and,  lafiVd  a-lee  *, 
Inclin'd  the  wayward  prow  to  front  the  lea. 

When  facred  Orpheus,  on  the  Stygian  coaft, 
With  notes  divine  implor'd  his  confort  loft ; 
Though  round  him  perils  grew  in  fell  array, 
And  fates  and  furies  ilood  to  bar  his  way ; 
Net  more  advent'rous  was  th'  attempt  to  move 
The  powers  of  hell  with  {trains  of  heavenly  love, 
Than  mine  to  bid  th'  unwilling  mufe  explore 
The  wildernefs  of  rude  mechanic  lore. 
Such  toil  th'  unwearied  Dxdalus  endur'd, 
When  in  the  Cretan  labyrinth  immur'd  ; 
Till  art  her  falutary  help  beflow'd, 
To  guide  him  through  that  intricate  abode. 
Thus,  long  entangled  in  a  thorny  way, 
That  never  heard  the  fweet  Pierian  lay, 
The  mufe,  that  tun'd  to  barbarous  founds  her 

firing, 

Now  fpreads,  like  Dasdulus,  a  bolder  wing ; 
The  verfe  begins  in  fofter  {trains  to  flow, 
Replete  with  fad  variety  of  woe. 

As  yet  amid  this  elemental  war,    • 
That  fcatters  defolation  from  afar, 
Nor  toil,  nor  hazard,  nor  diftrefs  appear 
To  fink  the  feamen  with  unmanly  fear. 
Though  their  firm  hearts  no  pageant  honour  boaft, 
They  fcorn  the  wretch  that  trembles  in  his  poft ; 
Who  from  the  face  of  danger  ftrives  to  turn, 
Indignant  from  the  focial  hour  they  fpurn. 
Though  now  full  oft  they  felt  the  raging  tide, 
In  proud  rebellion  climb  the  veffel's  iide, 
No  future  ills  unknown  their  fouls  appal ; 
They  know  no  danger,  or  they  fcorn  it  all! 
But  ev'n  the  generous  fpirits  of  the  brave, 
Subdu'd  by  toil,  a  friendly  refpite  crave; 
A  fhort  repcrte  alone  their  thoughts  implore, 
Their  harafs'd  powers  by  {lumber  to  reftore. 

Far  other  cares  the  matter's  mind  employ  ; 
Approaching  perils  all  his  hopes  deftroy. 
In  vain  he  fpreads  the  graduated  chart, 
And  bounds  the  diftance  by  the  rules  of  art  j 
In  vain  athwart  the  mimic  feas  expands 
The  compafTes  to  circumjacent  lands. 
Ungrateful  tafk !  for.no  afylum  trac'd, 
A  paffage  open'd  from  the  wat'ry  wafte. 
Fate  feemMto  guard,  with  adamantine  mound, 
The  path  to  every  friendly  port  around. 
While  Albert  thus,  with  fecret  doubts  difmay'd, 
The  geometric  diftances  furvey'd, 
On  deck  the  watchful  Rodmond  cries  aloud, 
Secure  your  lives — grafp  every  man  a  fhroud  !— 
Rous'd  from  his  trance  he  mounts  with  eyes  aghaft, 
When  o'er  the  fhip,  in  undulation  vaft, 
A  giant  furge  down-ruflies  from  on  high, 
And  fore  and  aft  difiever'd  ruins  lie. — 
As  when,  Britannia's  empire  to  maintain, 
Great  Hawke  dcfcends  in  thunder  on  the  main ; 
Around  the  brazen  voice  of  battle  roars, 
And  fatal  lightnings  blait  the  hoflile  fhores ; 

*  Lajkcd  a -lee,  is  faflened  to  the  lee-ftde. 


Beneath  the  ftorm  their  (liatter'd  navies  groan : 

The  trembling  deeps  recoil  from  zone  to  zone  : 

Thus  the  torn  veffel  felt  th'  enormous  ftroke  ; 

The  boats  beneath  the  thundering  deluge  broke  ; 

Forth  ftarted  from  their  planks  the  burfling  rings, 

Th'  extended  cordage  all  afunder  firings. 

The  pilot's  fair  machinery  {trews  the  deck, 

And  cards  and  needles  fwim  in  floating  wreck. 

The  balanc'd  mizen,  rending  to  the  head, 

In  ftreaming  ruins  from  the  margin  fled. 

The  fides  convulfive  fhook  on  groaning  beams, 

And  rent  with  labour,  yawn'd  the  pitchy  feams. 

They  found  the  well  *,  and  terrible  to  hear  ! 

Five  feet  immers'd  along  the  line  appear. 

At  either  pump  they  ply  the  clanking  brake  f , 

And  turn  by  turn  th' ungrateful  office  take. 

Rodmond,  Arion,  and  Palemon,  here, 

At  this  fad  tafk,  all  diligent  appear. 

As  fome  fair  caftle,  fhook  by  rude  alarms, 

Oppofes  long  th'  approach  of  hoftile  arms  ; 

Grim  war  around  her  plants  his  black  array, 

And  .death  and  forrow  mark  his  horrid  way  ; 

Till  in  fome  dcftin'd  hour,  againft  her  wail, 

In  tenfold  rage  the  fatal  thunders  fall; 

The  ramparts  crack,  the  foiid  bulwarks  rend  ; 

And  ho&ile  troops  the  matter'd  breach  afcend  ; 

Her  valiant  inmates  {till  the  foe  retard, 

Refolv'd  till  death  their  facred  charge  to  guard  : 

So  the  brave  mariners  their  pumps  attend, 

And  help  inceflant  by  rotation  lend  ; 

But  all  in  vain — for  now  the  founding  cord, 

Updrawn,  an  undiminifh'd  depth  explor'd. 

Nor  this  fevere  diftrefs  is  found  alone; 

The  ribs  oppreft  by  ponderous  cannon  groan. — 

Deep  rolling  from  the  wat'ry  volume's  height, 

The  tortur'd  fides  feem  burfting  with  their  weight. 

So  reels  Pelorus,  with  convulfive  throes, 

When  in  his  veins  the  burning  earthquake  glows; ' 

Hoarfe  through  his  entrails  roars  th'  infernal  flame,. 

And  central  thunders  rend  his  groaning  frame — 

Accumulated  mifchiefs  thus  arife, 

And  fate  vindictive  all  their  fkill  defies, 

One  only  remedy  the  feafon  gave  : 

To  plunge  the  nerves  of  battle  in  the  wave  : 

From  their  high  platforms  thus  th'artillery  thrown, 

Eas'dof  their  load,  the  timbers  lefs  fhall  groan  ; 

Bat  arduous  is  the  tafk  their  lot  requires; 

A  tafk  that  hovering  fate  alone  infpires ! 

For,  while  intent  the  yawning  decks  to  eafe, 

That  ever  and  anon  are  drench'd  with  feas» 

Some  fatal  billow,  with  recoiling  fweep, 

Miy  whirl  the  helplefs  wretches  in  the  deep. 

No  feafon  this  for  counfel  or  delay  1 
Too  foon  th'  eventful  moments  hafte  away  ! 
Here  perfeverance,  with  each  help  of  art, 
Muft  join  the  boldeft  efforts  of  the  heart. 
Thefe  only  now  their  mifery  can  relieve  ; 
Thefe  only  now  a  dawn  of  fafety  give  1 

*  The  -well  is  an  apartment  in  the  flip*  s  holJ,fer<ving 
to  enclofe  the  pumps.  It  is  founded  by  dropping  a  meafured. 
iron  rod  dotvn  into  it  by  a  long  line.  Hence  the  increaje 
or  diminution  of  the  leaks  are  eafily  difcovercd. 

f  The  brake  is  the  lever  or  handle  of  the  fumf^  by 
•which  it  is  'wrought. 


THE    SHIPWRECK. 


59* 


While  o'er  the  quivering  deck,  from  van  to  rear, 

Broad  furges  roll  in  terrible  career, 

Rodmond.  Ariori,  and  a  cholen  crew, 

This  office  in  the  face  of  dea-h  pur  Cue. 

The.  whfel'd  artillery  o'er  the  deck  to  guide, 

•:v.i  defcending  claim'd  the  wea-her-fide. 
Feariefs  of  heart  the  chief  his  or.i',  rs  ;^ave  ; 
Fronting  the  rude  affaults  of  every  wave. 
Like  fonw  fbrong  watch-Lower  nodding  o'er  the 

deep, 

Wrhofe  rocky  bafe  the  foaming  waters  fweep, 
Untam'd  he  flood ;  the  ftern  aerial  war 
Had  mark'd  his  honefl  face  with  many  a  fear.-— 
Meanwhile  Arion,  traverfing  the  waift  *, 
The  cordage  of  the  leeward  guns  unbrac'd, 
And  pointed  crows  beneath  the  metal  plac'd. 
Watcliing  the  roll,  their  forelocks  they  withdrew, 
Arid  from  their  beds  the  reeling  cannon  threw. 
Then,  from  the  windward  battlements  unbound, 
Redmond's  affociates  wheel  th'  artillery  round; 
Pointed  with  iron  fangs,  their  bars  beguile 
The  ponderous  arms  acrofs  the  fteep  defile; 
Then,  hurl'd  from  founding  hinges  o'er  the  fide, 
Thundering  they  plunge  into  the  flafhing  tide. 
The  fhip  thus  eas'd,  Come  little  refpitc  finds, 
In  this  rude  conflict  of  the  ft- as  and  winds. 
Such  eafe  Alcides'  felt,  when,  clogg'd  with  gore, 
Th'  envenmi'd  mantle  from  his  fide  he  tore  ; 
When,  flung  with  burning  pain,  he  drove,  too  late, 
To  ft<  p  the  fwi'ft  career  of  cruel  fate* 
Yet  then  his  heart  one  ray  of  hope  procur'd, 
Sad  harbinger  of  fevenfold  pangs  endur'd  ! 
Such,  and  f>  fhort,  the  paufe  of  woe  fhe  found  ! — 
Cimmerian  darknefs  fhades  the  deep  around, 
Save  when  the  lightnings  gleaming  on  the  fight, 
Flafh  through  the  gloom  a  pale  difaftrous  light. 
Above  all  ether,  fraught  with  fcenes  of  woe^ 
With  grim  ccftruction  threatens  all  below. 
Beneath  the  ftorm-lafb'd  forges  furious  rife, 
And  wave  uproll'd  on  wave  affails  the  fkies; 
With  ever-floating  bulwarks  they  furround 
The  fhip,  half  fwallow'd  in  the  black  profound  1 
With  ceafelefs  hazard  and  fatigue  oppreft, 
l)ifmay  and  anguifh  every  heart  poffelt  ; 
For,  while  with  boundlefs  inundation  o'er 
The  fea-beat  fhip  th'  involving  waters  roar, 
Difplac'd  beneath  by  her  capacious  womb, 
They  rage  their  ancient  flation  to  refume  ; 
By  fecret  ambufbes,  their  force  to  prove, 
Through  many  a  \vinding  channel  firfl  they  rove ; 
Till,  gathering  fury,  like  the  fever'd  blood, 
Through  her  dark  veins  they  roll  a  rapid  flood. 
While  unrelenting  thus  the  leaks  they  found, 
The  pumps  with  ever-clanking  ttrokes  re  found. 
Around  each  leaping  valve,  by  toil  fubdu'd, 
The  tough  bull-hide  muft  ever  be  renew'd. 
Their  finking  hearts  uuufual  horrors  chili ; 
And  down  their  weary  limbs  thick  dews  diflil. 
No  ray  of  light  their  dying  hope  redeems  ! 
Pregnant  with  fome  new  woe  each  moment  teems! 


*  The  war/?  of  ajhip  of  this  kind  is  anbdloiv  /pace, 
of  about  jive  feet  in  depth,  contained  between  tbs  eleva 
tions  of  ibe  quarter  duck  and  forecajlle^  and  having  the 
uffer  deck  far  its  l^ff,  or 


Again  the  chief  th'  inftruflive  draught  extends, 
And  o'er  the  figur'd  plane  attentive  bends ; 
To  him  the  motion  of  each  orb  was  known, 
That  wheels  around  the  fun's  refulgent  throne  : 
But  here,  alas,  his  fcience  nought  avails '. 
Art  droops 'unequal,  and  experience  fails. 
The  different  traverfes,  fince  twilight  made, 
He  on  the  hydrographic  circle  laid  ; 
Then  the  broad  angle  of  lee-way  *  explor'd, 
As  fwept  acrof-  the  graduated  chord. 
Her  place  difcover'd  by  the  rules  of  art, 
Unufual  terrors  fhook  the  matter's  heart; 
When  Falconera's  rugged  ifle  he  found 
Within  her  drift,  with  (helves  and  breakers  bound  ; 
For  if  on  thofe  deflru<ftive  (hallows  toft, 
The  helplefs  bark  with  all  her  crew  are  loft  : 
As  fatal  llill  appears,  that  danger  o'er, 
The  fte'ep  St.  George,  and  rocky  Gardalor. 
With  him  the  pilots  of  their  hopelefs  ftate 
In  mournful  confultatiori  now  debate. 
Not  more  perplexing  doubts  her  chiefs  appal ' 
When  fome  proud  city  verges  to  her  fall ; 
While  ruin  glares  around,  and  pale  affright 
Convenes  her  councils  in  the  dead  of  night — 
No  blazon'd  trophies  o'er  their  concave  fpread, 
Nor  ftoried  pillars  rais'd  aloft  the  head  : 
But  here  the  queen  of  fhade  around  them  threw 
Her  dragon-wing,  difaftrous  to  the  view  1        [er ; 
Dire  was  the  fcene,  with  whirlwind,  hail,  and  (how- 
Black  melancholy  rul'd  the  fearful  hour ! 
Beneath  tremendous  roll'd  the  fiafhing  tide, 
Where  fate  on  every  billow  feem'd  to  ride — 
Enclos'd  with  ills,  by  peril  unfubdu'd, 
•Great  in  diftrefs  the  mafter-feaman  flood  : 
Skill'd  to  command  ;  deliberate  to  advife  ; 
Expert  in  action ;  and  in  council  wife  ; 
Thus  to  his  partners,  by  the  crew  unheard, 
The  didates  of  his  foul  the  chief  referr'd  : 

Ye  faithful  mates,  who  all  my  trouble  fhare, 
Approv'd  companions  of  your  matter's  care! 
To  you,  alas!   'twere  fruitlefs  now  to  tell 
Our  fad  diftrefs,  already  known  too  well! 
This  morn  with  favouring  gales  the  port  we  left, 
Though  now  of  every  flattering  hope  bereft : 
No  fkill  nor  long  experience  could  forecaft 
Th'  unfcen  approach  of  this  deftru&ive  blaft. 
Thefe  feas,  where  florms  at  various  feafbns  blowT 
No  reigning  winds  nor  certain  omens  know. 
The  hour,  th'  occafion  all  your  fkill  demands; 
A  leaky  fhip  embay'd  by  dangerous  lands, 
Our  bark  no  tranficnt  jeopardy  furrounds ; 
Groaning  fhe  lies  beneath  unnumber'd  wounds. 
'  l'is  ours  the  doubtful  remedy  to  find ; 
To  fliur,  the  fury  of  the  feas  and  wind. 
For  in  this  hollow  fvvell,  with  labour  fore, 
Her  flank  can  bear  the  burfting  floods  no  more  : 
Yet  this  or  other  ills  fhe  mult  endure; 
A  dire  difeafe,  and  defperate  is  the  cure  ! 
Thus  two  expedients  offer'd  to  your  choice, 
Alone  require  your  counfel  and  your  voice. 

*  Tie  tee -way,  or  drift,  ivbicb  in  this  place  art  Jy- 
nonymaut  terms ,  is  the  movement  by  'which  a  jkip  is 
driven  fidsiv ays  at  the  mercy  of  the  -wind  andfea,  ivbcn 
Jke  is  deprived  of  the  government  of  tbe  falls  and  helm. 
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Thefe  only  in  our  power  are  left  to  try; 
To  perifti  here,  or  from  the  ftorm  to  fly. 
The  doubtful  balance  ;n  my  judgment  caft, 
For  various  reafons  I  prefer  the  laft. 
'Tis  true,  the  veffel  and  her  coftly  freight, 
To  me  corjfign'd,  my  orders  only  wait; 
Yet,  fince  the  charge  of  every  life  is  mine, 
To  equal  votes  our  counfels  I  refign  ; 
Forbid  it,  Heaven,  that,  in  this  dreadful  hour, 
I  claim  the  dangerous  reins  of  purblind  power  ! 
But  fliould  we  now  refolve  to  bear  away, 
Our  hoplefs  ftate  can  fufFer  no  delay. 
Nor  can  we,  thus  bereft  of  every  fail, 
Attempt  to  fteer  obliquely  on  the  gale. 
For  then,  if  broaching  fideward  to  the  fea, 
Our  dropfy'd  fhip  .may  founder  by  the  lee; 
No  more  obedient  to  the  pilot's  power, 
Th'  o'erwhelming  wave  may  foon  her  frame  de 
vour. 

He  faid  ;  the  liftening  mates  with  fix'd  regard, 
And  filent  reverence,  his  opinion  heard. 
Important  wa?  the  queftion  in  debate, 
And  o'er  their  counfeis  hung  impending  fate. 
Rodmond,  in  many  a  fcene  of  peril  try'd, 
Had  oft  the  matter's  happier  fkiil  defer  y'd. 
Yet  now,  the  hour,  the  fcene,  th'  eccafion  known, 
Perhaps  with  equal  right  preferr'd  his  own. 
Of  long  experience  in  the  naval  art, 
Blunt  was  his  fpeech,  and  naked  was  his  heart  ; 
Alike  to  him  each  climate  and  each  blaft; 
The  firft  in  danger,  in  retreat  the  laft: 
Sagacious  balancing  th'  oppos'd  events, 
From  Albert  his  opinion  thus  diiTents. 

Too  true  the  perils  of  the  prclcr.t  hour, 
Where  toils  exceeding  toils  our  ilrength  o'erpowcr  ! 
Yet  whither  can  we  turn,  what  road  purfue, 
With  death  before  ftill  opening  on  the  view  ? 
Our  bark,  'tis  true,  no  ihtlter  here  can  find, 
Sore  (hatterM  by  the  ruffian  feas  and  wind. 
Yet  with  what  hope  of  refuse  can  we  flee, 
Chas'd  by  this  tom'fdf  anu  o.itrageous  fea? 


For  while  its  violence  the  temped  keeps 
Bereft  of  every  fail  we  roam  the  deeps  : 
At  random  driven,  to  prefent  death  we  hafte  ; 
And  one  fhort  hour  perhaps  may  be  our  laft. 
In  vain  the  gulf  of  Corinth  on  our  lee, 
Now  opens  to  her  ports  a  paflage  free  ; 
Since,  if  before  the  blaft  the  veffei  flies, 
Full  in  her  track  unnumber'd  dangers  rife. 
Here  Falconera  fpreads  her  lurking  fnares  ; 
There  diftant  Greece  her  rugged  flielfs  prepares. 
Should  once  her  bottom  ftrike  that  rocky  ihore, 
The  fplitting  bark  that  inftant  were  no  more  ; 
Nor  fhe  alone,  but  with  her  all  the  crew 
Beyond  relief  were  doom'd  to  perifh  too. 
Tims  if  to  feud  too  ralhly  we  confent, 
Too  late  in  faral  hour  we  may  repent. 
Then  of  our  purpofe  this  appears  the  fcope, 
To  weigh  the  danger  with  the  doubtful  hope. 
Though  forely  boffetted  by  every  fea, 
Our  hull  unbroken  long  may  try  a-lee. 
The  crew,  though  harrafs'd  long  with  toils  fevere, 
Still  at  their  pumps  perceive  no  hazards  near. 
Shall  we,  incautious,  then  the  danger  tell, 
At  once  their  courage  and  their  hope  to  quell  ? 


Prudence  forbids  ' — This  fouthern  tempeft  foon 
May  change  it<?  quarter  with  the  changing  moon. 
Its  rage,  though  terrible,  may  foon  fubfide, 
Nor  ifito  mountains  lafti  th'  unruly  tide. 
Thefe  leaks  (hall  then  decreafe ;  the  fails  once  more 
Direcl  our  courfe  to  fome  relieving  ihure. — 

Thus  while  he  fpokc,  around  from  man  to  man 
At  either  pump  a  hollow  murmur  ran. 
For  while  the  vefie),  through  unnumber'd  chinks, 
Above,  below,  th'  invading  waters  drinks, 
Sounding  her  depth,  they  cy'd  the  wetted  fcale, 
And  lo !  the  leak*  o'er  all  their  powers  prevail. 
Yet  in  their  poft,  by  terrors  unlubdu'd, 
They  wifh  redoubling  force  their  talk  purfu'd. 

And  now  the  fenior  pilot  feem'd  to  wait 
Arion's  voice  to  dole  the  dark  debate. 
Though  many  a  bitter  ftorm,  with  peril  fraught,*) 
In  Neptune's  fchool  the  wandering   tripling/ 
taught,  f 

Not  twice/nine  fummersyet  matur'd  his  thought.  J 
So  oft  he  bled  by  fortune's  cruel  dart, 
It  fell  at  laft  innoxious  on  his  heart. 
His  mind  ftill  fhunning  care  with  fecret  hate, 
In  patient  indolence  refign'd  to  fate. 
But  now  the  horrors  that  around  him  roll, 
Thus  rous'd  to  a«5lion  his  rekindling  foul. 

With  fix'd  attention,  pondering  in  my  min4 
The  dark  diftreffes  on  each  fide  combin'd  ; 
While  here  we  linger  in  the  pafs  of  fate, 
I  fee  no  moment  left  for  fad  debate. 
For,  fome  decifion  if  we  wifh  to  form, 
Ere  yet  our  vefltl  fink  beneath  the  ftorm, 
Herlhatterd  ftate  and  yon  defponding  crew 
At  once  fuggeft  what  meafures  to  purfue. 
The  labouring  hull  already  feems  half-fill'd 
With  waters  through  an  hundred  leaks  diftill'd  $ 
As  in  a  dropfy,  wallowing  with  her  freight, 
Half-drown'd  ftie  lies,  a  dead  inactive  weight ! 
Thus  drench'd  by  every  wave,  her  riven  deck 
Stript  and  d<"fenceief»,  floats  a  naked  wreck ; 
Her  wounded  flank?  no  longer  can  fuftain 
Thefe  fell  invafions  of  the  burfting  main. 
At  ev'ry  pitch,  th'  o'erwhelming  billows  bend 
Beneath  their  load,  the  quiv'ring  bovvfprit-end. 
A  fearful  warning  !  fince  the  mafts  on  high 
On  that  fupport  with  trembling  hope  rely. 
At  either  pump  our  feamen  pant  for  breath, 
In  dark  dii'may  anticipating  death. 
Still  all  our  powers  th'  iucreafing  leak  defy  : 
We  fink  at  fea,  no  fhore,  no  haven  nigh. 
Or.e  dawn  of  hope  yet  breaks  arhwart  ihc  gloom, 
To  light  and  fave  us  from  the  wat'ry  tomb, 
That  bids  us  fhun  the  death  impending  here ; 
Fly    from    the   following   blaft,  and  fliorewareJ 

fteer, 

'Tis  urg'd  indeed,  rhe  fury  of  the  gale 
Precludes  the  help  «-f  every  guiding  fail ; 
And  driven  before  >t  on  the  wat'ry  wafte, 
To  rocky  ihores  and  fcenes  of  death  we  hafte, 
But  haply  Falconera  we  may  fliuri ; 
And  far  to  Grecian  coafts  is  yet  the  run  : 
Lefs  harafs'd  then,  our  fcudding  fhip  may  bear 
Th'  alfaulting  furge  repell'd  upon  her  rear ; 
Ev'n  then  the  wearied  ttorms  as  focn  (hall  die, 
Or  lefs  torment  the  groaning  pines  on  high. 
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a'd  vre  at  lad  be  driven  by  dire  decree 
Too  near  the  fatal  margin  of  the  fea, 
The  hull  airmailed  there  a  while  may  ride,  . 
With  lengthen'd  cables,  on.  the  raging  tide. 
Perhaps  kind  Heaven,  wj.eh  in-erpofing  power, 
May  curb  the  temped  ere  that  dreadful  hour. 
But  here  ingulf  'd  and  foundering  while. we  day, 
Fate  hovers  o'er  and  marks  us  f-jr  her  prey. 

He  faid  ;---Palemon  law,  with  grief  of  heart, 
The  dorm  prevailing  o'er -the  pilot's  art; 
In  filen-t  terror  and  diftrefs  involv'd, 
He  hea~d  their  lad  alternative  refolv'd. 
High  beat  his  bolbm  :   with  fuch  tear  fubdu'd, 
Beneath  the  gloom  of  fome  inchanted  wood, 
Qft  in  old  time  the  wandering  fwain  txplor'd 
The  midnight  wizards,  breathing  rites  ubhorr'd ; 
Trembling  approach'd  their  incantations  fell, 
And,  chill'd  with  horror,  heurd  the  fongs  of  hell. 
Arion  faw,  with  fecret  anguilh  mov'd, 
The  deep  affliction  of  the  friend  he  lov'd  ; 
And,  ah  awake  to  friendship's  genial  heat, 
His  bofom  felt  confenting  tumults  beat. 
Ala=  !  no  feafon  this  £pr  tender  love  ; 

Far  hence  the  mufic  ot  the  myrtle  giove  ! 

With  comfort's  foothing  voice,  from  hope  deceiv'd, 
PaUmon's  drooping  fpirit  ke  reviv'd. 
For  confolation   oft  with  healing  art, 

Retimes  the  jarring  numbers  of  the  heart 

Now  had  the  pilots  all  th*  events  revolv'^ 
And  on  their  final  refuge  thus  refolv'd  ; 
When,  like  the  faithful  mepherd,  who  beholds 
Some  prowling  wolf  approach  his  fleecy  folds ; 
To  the  brave  crew,  whom  racking  doubts  per 
plex, 
The  dreadful  purpofe  Albert  thus  directs  : 

Unhappy  partners  in  a  wayward  fate  ! 
Whofe  gallant  fpirits  now  are  known  too  late; 
Ye  !  who  unmov'd  behold  this  angry  dorm 
With  terrors  all  the  rolling  deep  deform ; 
Who,  patient  in  adverfity,  dill  hear 
The  firmed  front  when  greateft.iils  are  near  ! 
The  truth,  though  grievous,  [  mud  now  reveal, 
That  long  in  vain  I  purpoi'd  to  conceal. 
Ingulf 'd,  all  helps  of  art  we  vainly  try, 
To  weather  leeward  fhores,  alas  !  too  nigh. 
Our  crazy  bark  no  longer  can  abide 
The  feas  that  thunder  o'er  her  batter'd  fide  ; 
And,  while  the  leaks  a  fatal  warning  give, 
That  in  this  raging  fea  (he  cannot  live, 
One  only  refuge  from  defpair  we  find  ; 
At  once  to  wear  and  feud  before  the  wind  *. 
Perhaps  ev'n  then  tn  ruin  we  may  deer  •, 
For  broken  fhores  beneath  our  lee  appear; 
But  that's  remote,  and  indant  death  i?  here; 
Yet  there  by  Heaven's  afilflance,  we  may  gain 
Some  creek  or  inlet  of  the  Grecian  mail  ; 
Or,  fhelter'd  by  fome  rock,  at  anchor  ride, 
Till  with  abating  rage  the  blad  fubfide. 

Eut  if,  determined  by  the  will  of  Heaven, 
Our  helplcfs  bark  at  /ad;  afliore  is  driven, 
Thcfe  counfels  follow'd,  from  the  wat'ry  grave 
Our  floating  tailors  in  the  furf  may  lave. 

.  *   for  an  explanation  of  tbrfe   tKarcswres   the  read 
er  is  refit-red  to  tie  laft  note  of  ibis  cante, 
Vet.  X. 


may 


And  fird  let  all  our  axes  be  fecur'd, 
To  cut  the  mafl-  and  rigging  from  a  board. 
Then  to  the  quarters  bind  each  plank  and  oar, 
To  float  between  the  veffel  and  the  more. 
The  longed  cordage  too  mud  be  convey'd 
On  deck,  and  to  the  weather  rails  belay'd. 
So  they  who  haply  reach  alive  the  land, 
Th'  extended  lines  may  fallen  on  the  drand. 
Whene'er,.  loud  thundering  on  the  leeward'fliore, 
While  yet  aloof  we  hear  the  breakers  rear, 
Thus  for  the  terrible  event  prepar'd, 
Brace  fore  and  aft  to  darboard  every  yard.. 
So  {ball  our  mads  fwim  lighter  on  the  wave, 
And  from  rhe  broken  rocks  our  feamen  fave. 
Then  weilward  turn  the  dern,  that  every  mad 
May  fhoreward  fall,  when  from  the  veflTe!  caft.  — 
When  o'er  her  fide  once  more  the  billow*  bpu'rict, 
Afcend  the  rigging  till  fhe  drikes  the  ground  : 
And  when  you  hear  aloft  th'  alarming  fhoclc 
That  frrilces  her  bottom  on  fome  pointed  rock, 
The  bolded  of  our  jailors  mud  defcend, 
The  dangerous  bufinefs  of  the  deck  to  tend  : 
Then  each,  fecur'd  by  fome  convenient  cord, 
Should  cut  the  fhrouds  and  rigging  from  the  board. 
Let  the  broad  axes  next  affiil  each  mad  ! 
And  booms,  and  oars,  and  rafts  to  leeward  ca 
Thus,  while   the  cordage   drctch'd  afhore 

guide 

Our  brave  companions  thr-  ugh  the  fwelling  tide. 
This  floating  lumber  fhall  fuftain  them  o'er 
The  rocky  fhelves,  in  fafety  to  the  more'. 
But  as  your  firmed  fuccour,  till  the  lad, 
O  cling  fecurely  on  each  faithful  mad  ! 
Though  great  the  danger,  arid  the  taik  fevcrc. 
Yet  bow  not  to  the  tyranny  of  fear  1 
If  once  that  flavifh  yoke  your  fpirits  quell, 
Adieu  to  hope  :   to  life  itlelf  farewell  i 

I  know,  among  you  fome  full  oft  have  vic%vM^ 
With  murd'ring  weapons  arm'd,  a  lawlefs  brood, 
On  England's  vile  inhuman  fhore  who  dahd,     ~j 
The  foul  reproach  and  fcandal  of  our  land  !         *» 
To  rob  the  wanderers  wrtck'd  upon  the  drand.  3 
Thtfe,  while  their  iavage  office  they  purfue, 
Oft  wound  to  death  the  helplefs  plunder'd  crew, 
Who,  'fcap'd  fr«>m  every  "horror  of  the  main, 
Inlplor'd  their  mercy,  but  iaiplor'd  in  vain. 
,Eut   dread  not   this  !  —  a  crime    to    Greece    un» 

known, 

Such  blood-hounds  all  her  circling  fhcfes  difown  i 
Her  fons,  by  barbarous  tyranny  oppred, 
Can  {hare  aiHidlicn  with  the  wretch  didreft  i 
Their  hearts,  by  cruel  fate  inur'd  to  grief, 
Oft  to  the  friendltfs  dranger  yield  relief. 

With  confcious  horror  dn;ck,  the  naval  band 
Deteded  for  a  while  their  native  land. 
They  curs'd  the  fleeping  vengeance  of  the  lawsj 
That  thus  forgot  her  guardian  failor's  caufe. 
Mean  while  the  rr.aft.Vs  vt  ice  a^ain  they  hearclj  ] 
Whom,  as  with  filial  duty,  all  rever'd. 

No  more  remains--  but  now  a  truffy  band 
Mud  ever  at  the  pump  indudrious  datid; 
And  while  with  us  the  red  attend  to  wear, 
Two  Ikilful  feamen  to  the  helm  repair  .— 
O  Source  of  life  !  our  >.  e-  ugc  and  our  day  I 
Whofe  voice  the  warring  elements  obey, 
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On  thy  fuprcmr  a'fiiflan'ce  we  rely; 
Thy  mercy  lupp.llcate,  if  doOm'd  to  die! 
Perhaps  this  ftorm  is'fent,  with  healing-  breath, 
From  neighbouring  fh6re's  to  Icourge  diieafe  and 

death  ! 

*TIs  ours  on  thine  unerring  laws  to  rrnfl : 
"With  ihee,  great  Lord  !   •'  whatever  is,  is  juft  " 

He  faid;  and  with  cor.Teming  reverence  fraught, 
The  iVtlor*  join'd  his  prayer  in  filent  thought. 
His  intellectual  t  ye,'ferently  bright! 
Saw  diftant  objccl*  with  prophetic  light. 
Thus  in  a  land,  that  lafting  wars  on'prefs, 
T!-:ar'  groans  beneath  nu>fof  tunes  and  diftrefs; 
\Vhofe  wealth  to  conquering  armies  falls  a  prey  ; 
}T>  r  bulwarks  finking,  as  her  troops  decay  ; 
Some  bo!Ll  fagacioiis  flatefrnan,  from  the  helm, 
Set's  dtiolatir.n  gathering  o'er  his  realm  : 
lie  daits  around  his  penetrating  eyes, 
Where  dangers  grow,  and  hofHle  unions  rife  ! 
With  deep  attention  marks  th'  invading  foe ; 
Eludes,  their  wiles,  andfruflrat.es  ev'ry  blow; 
Tries  his  lafl  art  the  tott'ring  (late  to  fave, 
Oi  in  its  ruins  find  a  glorious  grave. 

Still  in  the 'yawning  trough  the  veffel  reels, 
Ii;gi  liVI  beneath  two  fluctuating  hills; 
On  either  fide  they  rife  ;  tremendous  fcene  ! 
A  loi;g  daik  melancholy- vale  between  *. 

*  'That  tie  reader  who  is  unacquainted  icitb  tic  ina- 
xccwi')  is'  rf  navigation^  may  conceive  a  clearer  idea  of  a 
fl.'ip'sf.iti-  ivhi-n  try<n?y  and  of  tie  change  of  herjitu- 
atlon  to  ilJdt  of  fcuddii.g,  J  lave  quoted  a  fart  of  {be 
explanation  cf  tlojl-  articles,  'as  they  appear  in  the  Dic- 
ttcn'a'tv  if  the  Marine. 

"Trying  is  the  fituatloh  in  ii'hich  a  Jbij>  lies  nearly 
In  the  trough  or  hollow  of  the  jea  in  teMpejk^  particu 
larly  ii-hcn  it  bloivs  contrary  to  her  courfe, 

in  t  tying  as  it-ell  as    in  fciidding,   the  fails   are  al- 
T;:r\s  reduced  hi  proportion  to  tie  iur.reaff  ofthjlorm, 
':i  eitbtr   T.nte,   is   the  Jlorm   if  cxcefflvi.  fie  may 
.>•  Jails  furled ;    or  be,  according  to  the  ft  a 
ban 


THE    WORK^   OF    FALCONER. 

The  balsnc'd  (hip,  now  forward,  now  behind, 
Still  felt  th'  imprefTion"of  the  w:\Vv*  and 
And  ta  the  right  and'lrft  by  turns'iiiciin'd 


tent  of  f pleading  a  fall  at  ft  is  tine  is  to  hcep 
v,  arid  to  prevent  her  from  rolling  v;o- 
h'ril'},  ly  pri.  'ffing  hsrf/Je  aoii'n '  i;i  the  iiater  ;    and  al 
.. '  er  head  towards   the  foiirce  cf  the   ivlnd,fo 
L-.£  of  the  ft- as  ma}-  fall  more  obliquely  on  her 
^/./w-6,  than  nbenf^Ucs  along.. the  trough  cf  the  J-'a.  or 
interval  benrecn   tivo  ivai>e's.      While  foe  lies  in 
Ibis  £toai'un>  the' helm  h  faftctied  clofe  /: 
to  prevent  Ler,  as  xwcb  as  pojjlblt:,  from  failing  to  iee- 
ivard.      But  as  il'ejlip  is  not  then  kept  in  cauiltirio  by 
the  cp&ratlon  <if  Icr  fails,    ii'hich  at  other  tiftfeS  count sr- 
H.iLini'e  each  tiber  at. tbe   leva  .and Jhrn,  jl:e  is  Txovca'  by 
:,   ti-bich   iun:s   hir  hand 

a*: 't  t  •  leeivard  forcing  an  angle 

'  i~t  • 

cf  30  cr  /;  -  i  ws:i)fferit}dl.      vaa?  part  "iobere 

h  cil- 
iedi-.  (lYtiry-eXcefs  of  the  angle 

to  ier  .  •;/  Icr  jli:  i 

t,-  .     j  .'.,  4*1*  +>^t,r.,-j  r +, /**  ffl(7>v 

her 

f.re  \:. 

It  Is  an-j  .  •    '•'   T&**  t*fy 

tody  will  petfiverc  in  a^aft  <>J  rlj^  qr  of  IK  wing  uni- 


behind,  *1 
1  wind,  r 
in'd.  3 


fortrJy  :n  a  fight  l;ne>  unlefs  it  be  compelled  to  ehangi 
its  fate  by  fnrcss  irrrpre^a  ;  and  that  the  change  ofrnv 
tion  is  proportional  to  the  moving  force  itnptejj'ed,  and 
wade  according  to  the  right  line  in  tvhich  that  force 
afts" 

Pen::  it  is-eafy  to  conse'tve  bow  ajl-rp  is  compelled  fO 
turn  into  any  direction  by  the  force  of  iba  "wind,  aftihg 
upon  any  part  rf  her  length,  in  lines  parallel  to  the  plane 
of  the  horizon.  Thus,  in  the  aft  cf  veering,  ivhiib  is  a 
a  necejfary  confemience  of  this  invariable  principle,  the 
r/bjeft  of  the  f  13 man  is  to  reduce  the  acJion  of  the  ivind 
nn  the  flip's  hind  part,  and  to  receive  its  ittmoji  exertion 
on  her  fere  part,  fo  that  the  latter  may  be  pujied  to  lee- 
ivard.  This  tjfeci  is  s'ther  Produced  by  the  operation  of 
the  fails  or  by  the  imprtjjion  of  the  ivind  on  tie  majlj 
and  yards.  In  the  form  ir  cafe,  the  falls  on  the  bind-part 
ofth  Jkip,  are  eithe-  furled  or  arranged  nearly  parallel 
to  the  direction  of  the  ivind,  ivlncb  then  glides  inejjfe  tin  al 
ly  along  their  furf aces  ;  at  the  'farm  time  the  foremiji 
fails  are  fpread  abroad*  fa  as  to  refeive  the  yreateQ  ex" 
ertion  of  the  ivind  The  fore- part  accordingly  yielJs  to 
this  impulfc,  and  is  put  in  motion  ;  and  this  motio^  HS- 
cejjarlly  conf firing  -with  that  of  the  ivind.  pujhet  the  fbip 
about  as  m'ttcb  as  it  rctyinfite  ts  produce  the  defired  effeSt. 

But  tehen  the  tewfe/l  is  /o  violent  as  to  preclude  the 
life  of  f aits,  the  effort  of  the  ivind  operates  alnisjl  equal 
ly  on  the  oppoftte  ends  of  thejbip,  becanfe  the  mcjis  and 
vn  'dsyf;tuated  near  the  bead  and jlcrn,fe^ve  to  counter 
balance  each  other,  in  receiving  it*  imprejjion.  The  ef- 
fefl  of  the  helm  is  alfo  confiderably  diminijbed,  becaufe 
the  bead  way %  ivbich  gives  iff  and  vigour  to  ail  its 
operations  is  at  this  time  feeble  and  ineffectual.  Hence 
it  becomes  neccffiryto  dejlroy  this  equilibrium  ivh'tch  fub- 
fi/ls  hetiveen  the  malls  and  yards  before  and  behind,  and 
to  tbroiv  thf  balance  farivard  to  prepare  fo  veering. 
If  this  cannot  be  ejfiMedby  tbe  arrangement  of  the  yards 
en  the  majls,  and  it  becomes  abfolutely  necejj'ary  to  vecr^ 
in  order  to  favt  the  Jbip  from  d'ejl ruction,  toe  mi-zen  majl 
am  ft  be  cut  aiua\,  and  even  tbe  main-majl,  if  foe  Jiill 
remains  incapable  of  anfiverlng  the  helm  by  turning  her 
proiv  to  letivard. 

Scudding  is  that  movement  in  navigation  by  ivbicb  a 
Jbip  is  carried  precipitately  before  «  tsmpeft. 

.  s  a  Jbip  flies  iviih  amazing  rapidity  through  tbe 
ivater^  ichenever'this  expedient  is  put  in  practice,  It  is 
never  attempted  in  a  contrary  ir/W,  unkfs  ivhe.-i  her 
condition  renders  her  incapable  offujlaining  the  mutual 
eijort  of  tbe  iv:nd  and  ivaves  any  louver  on  her  jtde^ 
mill-out  being  expofed-to  the  mojl  imminent  danger. 

A.  Jblt)  niher  feuds  luith  a  fail  extended  on  her  fore- 
mcfl-or  if  tie  Jlorm  is  excejjlvt^  ivitbout  any  fail,  lubicb 
in  ibefea  phrafe  it' called fcudding  under  bare  poles. 

The  principa  hazards  incident  to  fcuddinv  are.  gene 
rally,  a  feajlriking--jtbe  fop's  flern  ,  the  difficulty  »f 
fleer  in ' ,  ivhicb  perpetually  ejtpofet  her  to  the  dat 
broaching  to  ;  and  tbe  ivant  of  f  efficient  fea  room.  A 
fen  ivbicb  jlrikes  tbe  Jtern  violently,  may  Jkaiter  it  it 
pieces,  by  ivhicb  thejhip  muji  inevitably  fuuiul.r.  ffy 
iroacbingtofuddenly^fhe  is  threatened  ivith  lofing  all 
her  'mt?fis  and  fail*,  or  being  immediately  »i-cr'.ur,icd ; 
and  for  luantoffta-roofn^Jbe  is  expojtd  to  the  dangers 
of  being  wrecked  on  a  leejbort. 
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But  Albert  from  behind  the  balance  drew, 
And  on  the  prow  its  double  efforts  threw. — 
The  order  now  was  given  to  bear  away  ; 
The  order  given,  the  timoueers  obey. 
High  o'er  the  bowfprit  ftretch'd  the  torturd  fail, 
As  on  the  rack,  didends  beneath  the  gale. 
But  fcarce  the  yielding  prow  itsimpuife  knew, 
When  in  a  thoufand  flitting  fhreds  it  flew  ! — 
Yet  Albert  new  ref-mrces  dili  prepares, 
And,  bridling  grief,  redoubles  all  his  cares. 
Away  there  ;  lo*er  the  mizen-yard  on  deck! 
He  calls,  and  brace  the  foremaft  yards  aback  ! 
Hi&  great  example  every  bofom  fires; 
New  life  rekindles,  and  new  hope  infpires; 
While  to  the  helm  unfaithful  (till  die  lies, 
One  defperate  remedy  at  lull  he  tries. — 
Hade,  with  }our  weapons  cut  the  (hroudsand  day, 
And  hew  at  once  the  mizen-rnaft  away  ! 

He  faid  ;  th'  attentive  failors  on  each  fide, 
At  his  command  the  trembling  cords  divide. 
.Fad  by  the  fated  pine  bold  Rodmond  ftands ; 
Th'  impatient  axe  hung  gleaming  in  his  hands; 
Brandifli'd  on  high,  it  fell  with  dreadful  found; 
The  tall  mail  gr<  aning,  felt  the  deadly  wound. 
Deep  gafa'd   with  fores,  the  tott'ring  ilructure 

rii.gs, 
And  cradling,  thund'ring,  o'er  the  quarter  fwings. 

Thus  when  fome  limb,  convuls'd  with  pangs  of 

dea'h, 

Imbibes  the  gangrene's  peftilential  breath  ; 
Th'  experienc'd  artift  from  the  Mood  betrays 
The  latent  venom,  or  its  courfe  delays  : 
But  if  th'  infection  triumphs  o'er  his  art, 
Tainting  the  vital  ftream  that  warms  the  heart, 
Rt-folv'd  at  lad,  he  quits  th'  unequal  (trite, 
Severs  the  member,  and  preferves  the  life. 

CANTO    III. 

ARGUMENT. 

The  defign  and  influence  of  poetry—Applied  to 
the  fubject—  Wreck  of  the  nuzen-matt  cleared 
away — Ship  veers  before  the  wind— Her  vio 
lent  agitation — Different  ftations  of  the  officers 
— Appearance  of  the  ifland  of  Falconera---Ex- 
curfion  to  the  adjacent  nations  of  Greece,  re- 
nowned  in  antiquity— Athens — Socrates-— Pla 
to — Ariftides — Solon— Corinth — Sparta— Leo- 
nidas — Invafion  of  Xerxes— Lycurgus — Epa- 
minondas — Modern  appearance— Arcadia— Its 
former  happinefsand  fertility— Prefent  di£tref-, 
the  effed  of  flav'eiy-- Ithaca — UlyfTes  and  Pe 
nelope-- Argos  and  Mycenx — Agamemnon— 

Macronifi-  Lemnos— Vulcan  and  Venus De- 

los— Apollo  and  Diana — Troy---Seftos,LeandtT 
and  Hero.-Delphos  Temple  of  Apollo— Par- 
naffus — The  Mufes-. -The  fubjedt  refumed-- 
Sparkling  of  the  fea— Prodigious  temped,  ac 
companied  with  rain,  hail,  and  meteors Dark- 

nefs,  lightening,  and  thunder— Approach  of 
day— Difcovery  of  land— The  (hip  in  gre:xt 
danger  pafies  the  ifland  of  St.  George— Turns 
her  broadfide  to  the  fhore-— Her  bowfprit,  fore- 
nufi,  and  main- ton -mail  carried  away— She 


ftrikes  a    rock — Splits   afun'der — Fate  of   the 
crew. 

The  fcene  flretches  from  that  part  of  the  Ar 
chipelago  which  lits  ten  miles  to  the  northward 
of  Falconera,  to  Cape  Colonna,  in  Attica. — The 
time  is  about  leven  hours,  being  from  one  till 
eight  in  the  morning. 

WHEN  in  a  barbarous  age,  with  blood  defil'd, 

The  human  favage  roam'd  the  gloomy  wild  ; 

Whm  fuIL-n  ignorance  her  flag  difphy'd, 

And  rapine  and  revenge  her  voice  obey'd  ; 

Sent  f  om  ihe  fliores  of  light  the  mufes  came, 

The  dark  ana  folitary  race  to  tame. 

'  Twas  thcir's  th'e  hiwlefs  paffions  to  controul, 

And  melt  irf  tendrr  fympatliy  the  foul; 

The  heart  from  vice  and  error  to  reel  im, 

And  breathe  in  human  breads  celedial  flame. 

The  kindling  fpirit  caught  th'  empyreal  ray, 

And  glow'd  congenial  with  the  fwellii  g  lay. 

Rous'd  from  the  chaos  of  primeval  ni^ht, 

At  < nee  fair  truth  and  reafon  fprung  to  light.— 

When  great  Mxonides,  in  rapid  fong, 

The  thundering  tide  of  battle  rol^s  along1, 

Each  ravifh'd  bof"m  feels 'the  high  alarms, 

And  all  the  burning  pulfcs  beat  to  arms. 

From  earth  upborn,  on  Pegaiean  Wings, 

Far  through  the  boundlefs  realms  of  thought  he 

fp  rings; 

While  diflant  poets,  trembling  as  they  view 
jHis  fun  ward  flight,  the  dazzling  track  pu'fue. 
But  when  his  ftriugs,  with  mournful  magic,  tell 
What  dire  diftrefr  Laertes'  fon  befel, 
The  drain-,  meand'ring  through  the  maze  of  woe, 
Bid  facred  fympathy  the  heart  oYrflow. 
Thus,  in  old  time,  th-  mufes'  htavcnly  breath 
With  vital  force  diflolvM  the'  chains  of  death  : 
Each  bard  in  ,epic  lays  began  to  (ing, 
Taught  by  the  iv.afttjr  of  the  vocal  firing. — 
'  1'is  mine,  alas !  through  dangerous  fcenes  to  flray, 
Far  from  the  light  of  his  unerring  ray  ! 
While,  all  unu&'d  the  wayward  path  to  tread, 
Darkling  I  wander  with  prophetic  dread. 
To  me  in  vain  the  bold  Maonian  3yrc 
Awakes  the  numbers,  fraught  with  living  fire !— « 
lull  oft  indeed,  that  mournful  harp  of  yore 
WVpt  the  fad  wanderer  loft  upon  the  fhore ; 
But  o'tr  that  fcene  tb*  impatient  numbers  ran, 
Subfcrvient  only  to  a  nobler  plan. 
' Tis  mine,  the  unravell'd  profpedr.  to  difplay, 
And  cliain  th'  events  in  regular  array. 
Though  hard  the  talk,  to  ling  in  varied  drains, 
While  all  un8hang'd  the  tragic  theme  remains! 
Thrice  happy  1  might  the  fecret  powers  of  art 
Unlock  the  latent  windings  of  the  Ivart ! 
Might  the  fad  }/\imbers  draw  compulsion's  tear 
For  kindred-miferies,  oft  beheld  too  ntar: 
For  kindred-wretches,  oft  in  ruin  caft 
On  Albion's  ftrandv-beneath  the  wint'ry  bkft  : 
For  ail  the  pangs,  the  complicated  woe, 
Her  braved  fons,  her  faithful  failors  know  ! 
So  pity,  gufhing  o'er  each  Britifh  breaft, 
Might  fympatbifc  with  Britai:)'?  fon?  didrefl  : 
For  this,  my  theme  through  rm-izcs  I  purfiie, 
Which  nor  Maeonidas  nor  Maro  knew. 
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Awhile  the  mafK  in  ruins  dragg'd  behind, 
Balanc'd  the  impreffion  of  the  helm  and  wind  : 
The  wounded  ferpent.  agon'Vd  with  pain, 
Thus  trails  hi«  mangled  volume  on  the  plain, 
B>u  now  the  u  r/=ck  diffever'd  from  the  rear, 
The  long  reluctant  pr  w  b^gan  to  veer ; 
And  whilt-  around  before  the  wind  it  falls, 
Square  all  the  yards     !  the  attemive  miiler  calls— 
You.  timoneers,  her  motion  ft<ll  attend  ! 
For  on  your  fteerage  all  our  lives  depend. 
So  Oeddy  f  !  mret  her,  watch  t^-e  blaft  behind, 
And  (leer  her  right  before  tht  feas  and  wind ! 
Starboard  again!   the  watchfrl  pilot  cries; 
S:  .'-board,  'h'  obedient  timoncer  replies. 
Then  to  the  left  the  ruling  helm  reti  rns; 
TV.  wheel  j:  revolves  ;  the  ringing-  axle  burns! 
The  fUip  no  linger,  foundering  hy  the  lee, 
Bears  on  her  fid^  th   iwau'ons  of  the-  fea  : 
All  lonely  o'er  the  defarr  wafte  (he  flies, 
Scourg'd  on  by  furge-,  J>orm  and  burfting  Ikies. 
As  when  the  mafters  of  the  lance  aiTail, 
In  Hyperborean  feas,  the  flumbering  whale  ; 
Soon  as  'hc^  javelins  pierc;-  his  fcaly  hide, 
With  anguifh  ftung,he  cleaves  the  downward  tide; 
In  vain  he  flies  '   no  friendly  refpite  found ; 
His  life-blood  gufhes  through  th'  inflaming  wound 
i  he  wou-ided  bark,  thus  Smarting  with  her 

pain, 

Sc'uis  from  purfuing  waves  along  the  main  ; 
\Viile,  dafh'd  apart  by  her  dividing  prow, 
JLike  burning1  adamant  the  waters  glow. 
Her  joints  forget  their  firm  elaflic  tone; 
Her  long  keel  trembles,  and  her  timbers  groan. 
tJ'  heav'd  behind  her,  in  tremendous  height, 
The  billows  frown,  with  fearful  radiance  bright! 
Now  fhivering,  o'er  the  topmoft  wave  fhe  rides, 
While  detp  l^eneath  th'  enormous  gulf  divides. 
Kow  launching  headlong  down  the  horrid  vale, 
She  hears  no  more  the  roaring  of  the  gale; 
Till  up  the  dreadful  height  again  fhe  flies, 
Trembling,  beneath  the  current  of  the  fkies. 
As  that  rebellious  angel  who  from  heaven 
To  regions  of  eternal  pain  was  driven  : 
When  dreadlefs  he  forfook  the  Stygian  ihore, 
.The  diflant  realms  of  Eden  to  explore ; 
Here,  onfulphurer  us  clouds  fublime  upheav'd, 
"With  daring  wing  th'  infernal  air  he  cleav'd; 
There,  in  fome  hideous  gulf  defcending  prone, 
Far  in  the  raylefs  void  of  night  was  thrown  : 
Even  fo  fhe  fcales  the  briny  mountain's  height, 
Then  down  the  black  abyfs  precipitate1-  her  flight. 
The  mafts,  around  whofe  tops  the  whirlwinds 

fing 

With  long  vibration  round  her  axle  fwing. 
To  guide  the  wayward  courfe  amid  the  gloom, 
The  watchful  pilots  different  pofts  aflame. 
Albert  and  Rudmond,  ftation'd  on  the  rear, 
With  warning  voice  direct  each  timoneer. 

*  To  fyuare  the  yards,  in  this  place  is  meant  to  ar 
range  thff  ditcftly  ath-wart  toe  fab  s  length. 

f  StedJy,  is  the  order  tojleer  thejbip  according  to  the 
line  on  which  Jb?  advances  jt  /hat  injlant,  -without  dc- 
"'•t/.v.'jj1  to  t'jc  ight  or  left  thereof 

\  In  all  large  Jbifi  the  belm  is  managed  by  a  ivlecl. 


High  «n  the  prow  the  guard  Anon  keeps, 

To  fhnn  the  cvuifers  wand'ring  o'er  the  deeps? 

Where'er  he  moves  Palemon  Itill  attends, 

As  if  on  him  his  only  hope  depends  : 

While  Rod.i  ond,  fearful  of  fome  neighbouring 

fhore. 

Cnes,  ever  and  anon,  Look  out  afore  '. 
Four  h  >urs  thus  feu  tiding  on  the  tide  (he  flew, 
When  Falc  nera's  rocky  height  they  view. 
High  o'er  it-'  fummit,  through  the  gloom  of  night, 
The  glimmering   watch-tower  caft   a   mournful 

light. 

In  dire  amazement  rivetted  they  (land, 
And  hear  the  breakers  lafh  the  rugged  ftrand  : 
But  foon  beyond  this  fliore  the  veffel  flies, 
Swifras  the  rapid  eagle  cleaves  the-  ikies. 
So  from  the  fangs  of  her  mfatiatr  foe, 
O'er    the  broad  champam    feuds   the    trembling 

roe. — 

That  danger  part,  reflects  a  feeble  joy; 
But  foon  returning  fears  their  hope  deflroy. 
Thu*,  in  th1  Atlantic,  oft  the  failor  eyes, 
While  melting  in  the  reign  of  fofter  fkies, 
Some  alp  of  ice^  from  polar  regions  blown, 
1  ail  the  gla<i  influence  of  a  warmer  zone  : 
Its  frozen  cliffs  attemper'd  galrs  fupply  : 
In  coaling  ftream  the  aereal  billows  fly ; 
Awhile  deliver'd  from  the  fcorching  heat, 
In  gentler  tides  the  feverifh  ptilfes  beat. 

So,  when  their  trembling  veffel  paft  this  ifle, 
Such  vifionary  joys  the  crt-w  beguile  : 
Th'  illufive  meteors  of  a  lifelefs  fire  ! 
Too  f«on  they  kindle,  and  too  foon  expire ! 

Say,   memory !    thou,   from    whole   unerring 

tongue 

Inftru6Hve  flows  the  animated  fong! 
What  regions  now  the  flying  fhip  furround  ? 
Regions  of  old,  through  all  the  world  renown'd  j 
That,  once  the  poet's  theme,  the  mufes  boaft, 
Now  lie  in  ruins,    in  oblivion  loft  ! 
Did  they,  whofe  fad  diftrds  there  lays  deplore, 
Unflcili'd  in  Grecian  or  in  Roman  lore 
Unconfcious  pate  each  famou-  circling  fhore  ? 
They  did  :   for  bhiled  in  the  barren  fhade, 
Here,  all  too  fo'n,  fhe  buds  ->f  fcience  fade  : 
Sad  ocean's  genius,  in  untimely  hour. 
Withers  the  bloom  of  every  fpnnging  flower. 
Here  fancy  droops,  while  fullen  cloud  and  ftorm 
The  generous  clima'e  of  the  foul  deform. 
Then  if,  among  the  wandering  naval  train, 
One  tripling,  ex^l'd  from  th'  Aoniaa  plain, 
Kad  e'er,  entranc'd  in  fancy's  fonthing  dream, 
Approach'd  to  t;ifte  the  fweet  Caftal:an  flream, 
[since  thofe  falubrious ftreams,  with  power  di 
To  purer  fenfe  th'  attemper'd  foul  refine) 
rdtis  heart,  with  liberal  commerce  here  unbleft, 
Alien  to  j«»y  '    fincerer  grirf  poffeft 

on  the  youthful  mind  th'  irnpreffion  caft 
Of  ancient  glory,  fhall  for  ever  bft. 
There,  all  unquench'd  by  cruel  fortune's  ire, 
t  glows  with  inextintfuifhable  fi.e. 

Immortal  Atheu*nri>,  in  nn'n  fpread, 
Contiguous  lies  at  Port  Liono's  head. 
Sreat  f.urce  of  fcience  :   whofe  immortal  nahlC 
Jtands  forembil  in  the  glorious  roll  of  fame* 


>re,  ^ 
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Here  godlike  Socrates  and  Plato  (hone, 

And   firm  to  truth   eternal  honour  won. 

The  firft  in  virtue's  caufe  his  life  refign'd, 

By  heav'n  pronounc'd  the  wiftft  of  mankind  : 

The  laft  foretold  the  fpark  of  vital  fire. 

The  foul's  fine  effence,  never  c->uld  expire. 

Here  Solon  dwelt,  the  philofophic  fage, 

That  fled  Pififiratus'  vindictive  rage. 

Juft  A'iftides  here  maintain'd  the  caufe, 

Whofe  facred  precepts  (bine  through  Solon's  laws. 

Or.  all  her  toweling  ftn.i6t.ures,  new  alone 

Some  fcatter  d  columns  (land,  with  weeds  o'er- 

grown. 

The  wandering  ftranger,  near  the  port,  defcries 
A  milk- white  jion  of  fh-ipendous  fize; 
Unknown  the  fculptor  ;  marbje  is  the  frame  : 
And  hence  th*  adjacent  havt.n  drew  its  name. 

Ni.xr,  in  the  gulf  of  Engia.  Corinth  lies, 
Whofe  gorgeous  fabrics  feem'd  to  ftrike  the  (kies; 
Whom,  though  by  tyrant-vidtors  oft  fubdu'd, 
Greece,  Egypt   Rome,  wi'h  awful  wonder  view'd 
Her  name,  for  Pallas'  heavenly  art  renown'd  *, 
Spread  like  the  foliage  which  her  pillars  crown'd. 
But  now,  in  fatal  devolution  laid, 
Oblivion  o'er  it  draws  a  difmal  (hade. 

Then  further  weiiward  on  Morea's  land, 
Fair  Mifitra  !  thy  modern  turrets  (land. 
Ah  I  who,  unmov'd  with  fecret  woe,  can  tell 
That  here  great  Lacedtmon's  glory  fell  ? 
Here  once  (he  flouriuVd,  at  whofe  trumpet's  found 
War  burft  his  chairs,  and  nations  (hook  around. 
Here  brave  Leonidas  from  (hore  to  fhore 
Through  all  Achaia  bade  her  thunders  roar  : 
He,  when  imperial  Xerxes,  from  afar, 
Advanc'd  vith  Perfia's  fumlefs  troops  to  war, 
Till  Macedonia  (hrunk  beneath  his  fpear, 
And  Greece  difmay'd  beheld  the  chief  draw  near  ; 
He,  at  Thermopylae's  immortal  plain, 
Hit-  force  repell'd  with  Sparta's  glorious  train. 
Tall  Oeto  faw  the  tyrant's  conquer'd  bands, 
In  gafping  millions,  bleed  on  hoftile  lands. 
Thus  vat,qui(h'd  Afia  trembling  heard  thy  name, 
And   Thebes  and  Athens  ficken'd  at  thy  fame  ! 
Thy  ftate,  fuppc  rted  by  Lvcurgus'  laws, 
D:ew,  like  thine  arms,  fuperlaave  applaufe. 
Even  great  Epaminondas  ftrove  in  vain 
To  curb  that  fpirit  with  a  Theban  chain. 
But  ah  !  how  low  her  free-born  fpirit:  now! 
Her  abje6t  fons  to  haughty  tyrants  bow  ; 
A  falle,  degenerate,  fuperftitious  race 
Infeft  thy  region,  and  thy  name  difgrace  ! 
Not  diftant  far,   Arcadia's  bleft  domains 
Peloponnefus'  circling  (hore  contains. 
Thrice  happy  foil !  where  ftill  ferenely  gay, 
Indulgent  Flora  breath'd  perpetual  May ; 
Where  buxom  Ceres  taught  th'  obiequious  field, 
Rich  without  art,  fpontanenus  gifts  to  yield. 
Then  with  fome  rural  nymph  iupremtiy  bleft, 
While  tranfport  glow'd  in  each  enamour 'd  breaft, 
Each  faithful  (htpherd  told  his  tender  pain, 
And  lung  of  fy Ivan  (ports  in  artlefs  drain. 
>Iow,  fad  reverfe  !  oppreflion's  iron  hand 
Enflaves  her  natives,  and  defpoils  the  land, 


In  lawlefs  rapine  bred,  a  fanguine  train 

With  midnight  ravage  fcour  th'  uncultur'd  plain. 

Weftward  of  thefe,  beyond  the  Uthmus,  lies 
The  long-loft  ifle  of  Ithacus  the  wife  ; 
Where  fair  Penelope  her  abfent  lord 
Full  twice  ten  years  with  faithful  love  deplor'd. 
Though  many  a  princely  heart  her  beauty  won, 
6he.  guarded  only  by  her  tripling  fon, 
Each  bold  attempt  of  fuitor-  kings  repell'd, 
And  undefil'd  the  nuptial  contract  held. 
With  va  iou<  arts  to  win  her  love  they  toil'd, 
But  all  their  wiles  by  virtuous  fraud  (he  foil'd. 
True  to  her  vows,  and  rcfolutely  rhafte, 
The  beaut<  .  u-  prino-fs  triumph'd  at  me  '  ;ft. 

Argos,  in  Greece  forgotten  and  unknown, 
Still  feems  her  cruel  fortune  to  bemoan  ; 
Argos,  wh-.fe  monarch  led  the  Grecian  hods 
Far  o'er  th'  ,/Eg-ean  main  to  Daman  coafts. 
Unhappy  prince  !  who.  on  a  hofliie  fhore, 
Toil,  peril,  anguifti,  ten  long  winters  bore. 
And  when  to  native  realms  reftor'd  at  laft, 
To  reap  the  harvelt  of  thy  labours  pail; 
A  perjur'd  friend,  aks  !  and  faithlels  wife, 
There  facrific'd  ro  inipious  luft  thy  life  '—  - 
Faft  by  Arcadia  itretch  thefe  clefart  plain?, 
And  o'er  the  land  a  gloomy  tyrant  reigns. 

Next  the  fair  ifle  of  Helena  f  isften, 
Where  adve  fe  winds  detain  d  the  Spartan  queen; 
For  whom  in  arms  comMn'd  the  Grecian  hoft, 
With  Vengeai.ce  firM,  invaded  Phrygia's  coaft  ; 
For  whom  fo  long  they  labour'd  to  deftroy 
The  facred  turrets  of  imperial  Troy. 
Here,  driven  by  Juno's  rage,  the  haplefs  dame, 
Forlorn  of  heart,  from  uiin'd  Ilion  came. 
The  port  an  image  bears  of  Parian  ftone, 
Of  ancient  fabric,  but  of  date  unknown. 

Due  eaft  from  this  appears  th'  immortal  fhore 
That  facred  Phoebus  and  Diana  bore  : 
Delos,  through  all  th'  ./Egean  feas  renown'd  ! 
(Whofe  coaft  the  rocky  Cycladesfurround) 
By  Phoebus  honour'd,  and  by  Greece  rever'd; 
Her  hallo  w'd  groves  ever>  diftant  Perfia  fear'd, 
But  now,  a  fiieot  unfrequented  land  ! 
No  human  footftep  marks  the  tracklefs  fand. 
Thence  to  the  north,  by  Afia's  weftern  bound, 
Fair  Lemnos  ftands,  with  rifing  marble  crown'd  j 
Where,  in  her  rage,  avenging  Juno  hurl'd 
Ill-fated  Vulcan  from  th'  ethenal  world. 
There  his  eternal  anvils  firft  he  rear'd; 
Then,  forg'd  by  Cyclopean  art,  appear'd 
Thunders,  that  (hook  the  ijcits  with  dire  alarms, 
And,  foim'd  by  (kill  divine,  Vujcanian  arms. 
There,   with  this  crippled  wretch,  the  foul  difk 

grace 

And  living  fcar.dalof  th'  empyreal  race, 
The  beauteous  queen  of  love  in  wedlock  dwelt, 
In  fires  profane  can  heavenly  hofoms  melt  ? 

Eaftward  of  this  appears  tf.e  Dardan  fnore, 
That  once  th'  imp-rial  towersxf  Ilium  bore. 
Illuftrious  Troy  i  renown'd  in  every  clime, 
Through  the  long  annals  of  unfolding  time  1 
How  oft,  thy  royal  bulwark^  to  defend, 
Thou  faw'ft  thy  tutelar  gods  in  vain  defcend  I 


f  Nciv  Indian  by  the  name  of  M 
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1  hough   chiefs    unnumber'd  in  her   caufc  were 

flam. 

Though  nations  perifh'd  on  her  bloody  plain, 
That  refuge  of  perfidious  Helen's  fhame     • 
Was  doom'd  at  length  to  iink  in  Grecian  flame  : 
And  now,  by  time's  deep  pLmgh-fhare  harrow'd 

o'er, 

The  feat  of  facred  Troy  is  found  no  more. 
No  trace  of  all  hergloiies  now  remains; 
Bur  corn  ar-d  vines  enrich  her  cxdtur'd  plains. 
Silver  Scamander  laves  the  verdant  fhore; 
Scaihander  oft  o'erflow'd  with  hoftile  gore1. 

Not  far  remov'd  from  Iiion'.«  famous  haid, 
In  counter  view  appears  the  Thracian  ftrand ; 
Where  beauteous  Ht.ro,  from  the  turret's  height, 
Difplay'd  her  crefcent  each  revolving  night; 
Whole  gleam  directed  lov'd  Leander  o'er 
The  rolling  Hellespont  to  Afia's  fhore; 
Till,  in  a  fated  hour,  on  Thracia's  ccafl 
She  law  her  lover's  hfcleis  body  to.lt : 
Then  felt  her  bofom  agony  fevere  ; 
Her  eyes  fad-gazing  pour'd  th'  incefTant  tear  ; 
O'<i  whelm' d  with  anguifh,  frantic  wit'i  defpair, 
She  heat  her  beauteous  hreaft  and  tore  her  hair — 
On  dear  Leander's  name  in  vain  fhe  cry'd ; 
Tiv.ii  headlong  plung'd  into  the  parting  tide, 
The  parting  tide  receiv'd  the  lovely  weight, 
Am!  proudly  flow'd,  exulting  in  its  freight. 

i'ar  weft'of  Thrace,  beyond  th'  ./Sgean  main, 
Remote  from  ocean,  lies  the  Delphic.plain. 
The  facred  oracle  of  Phoebus  there 
Hi,ih  o'er  the  mount  arcfe,  divinely  fair  I 
Achaian  marble  form'd  the  gorgeous  pile  : 
Auguft  the  fabric  !   elegant  its  ftyle  ! 
On  brazen  hinges  turn'd  the  fiivtr  doors, 
And  chequer 'd  marble  pav'd  the  polifh'd  floors. 
The  roof-,  where  ftoried  tablatures  appear'd, 
On  columns  of  Corinthian  mould  were  rear'd  : 
Of  fhining  porphyry  the  fhafts  were  fram'd, 
And  round  the  hollow  dome  bright  jewels  tiam'd. 
Apollo's  fuppliant  priefis,  a  blameleis  train  ! 
Fram'd -their  obiations  on  the  holy  fane  : 
To  front  the  fun's  declining  ray  'twas  placed; 
With  golden  harps  and  living  laurels  grac'd. 
The  fciences  and  arts  around  the  fhrine 
Confpicuous  fhone,  engrav'd  by  hands  divine! 
Here  /Efculapius'  fnak'e  difplay'd  his  creft, 
And  burning  glories  fparkled  on  his  breafl : 
While  from  his  eye's  infufterable  light 
Difeafe  and  death  recoil'd  in  headlong  flight. 
Of  this  great  temple,  through  all  rime  renown'd, 
Sunk  in  oblivion,  no  remains  are  found,     [fpread, 

Contiguous  here,  with   hailow'd    woods  o'er- 
Parnaffu1*  lifts  to  heaven  it.-  honour 'd  head  ; 
Where,  from  the  deluge  fav'd,  by  Heaven's  com- 
Deucalion  leading  Pyrrha  hand  in  hand,  [mand, 
Repeopled  all  the  defolated  land. 
Around  the  fcene  unfading  laurels  grow, 
And  aromatic  flowers  for  ever  blow. 
The  winged  choirs,  on  every  tree  above, 
Carol  fweet  numbers  through  the  vocal  grove  ; 
While,  o'er  th'  eternal  fpring  that  fmiles  beneath, 
Young  zephyrs  borne  on  rofy  pinions  breathe. 
Fair  daughters  of  the  fun  !   the  facred  nine, 
Here  wake  to  ecflafy  their  longs  divine ; 


Or  crown'd  with  myrtle,  in  fome  fweet  alcove 
Attune  the  tender  ftringb  to  bleedieg  love. 
All  fadly  fweet  the  balmy  currents  roll, 
Soot'/ ing  to  fofteft  peace  the  tortur'd  foul, 
While  hill  and  vale  with  choral  voice  around 
-The  tnufic  of  immortal  harps  refound, 
Fair  pieafure  leads  in  dance  the  happy  hours, 
•nil!  featuring  where  Ihe  moves  Elyfian  flowers! 
Even  now  the  ilrains,with  fweet  contagion-fraught, 
Shed  a  delicious  languor  o'er  the  thought.— 
Adieu  ye  vales,  that  fmiling  peace  bellow, 
Where  Jiden's  blofToms  ever-vernal  blow  ! 
Adieu  ye  ft  reams,  that  o'er  enchanted  ground 
In  lucid  maze  th'  Aonian  hill  furroundi 
Ye  fairy  fcenes,  where  fancy  loves  to  dwell, 
And  young  delight,  for  ever,  O  farewell ! 
The  foul  with  tender  luxury  you  fill, 
And  o'er  the  fenfe  Lerhean  dews  diftil  I 
Awake,  O  memory^from  :h'  inglorious  dream ! 
With  brazen  lungs  refurue  the  kindling  theme  ! 
Co.le6l  thy  powers  !  aroufe  thy  vital  fire  1 
Ye  fpirits  of  the  ftorm,  my  verfe  infpire  ! 
Hoarfe  as  the  whirlwinds  that  enrage  the  main, 
in  torrents  pour  along  the  fwelling  ftrain  ! 

Now  borne  impetuous  o'er  the  boiling  deeps, 
Her  courfe  to  Attic  (bores  the  veffel  keeps  : 
The  pilots,  as  the  waves  behind  her  {well, 
Still  with  the  wheeling  ftern  their  force  repel. 
For  this  affault  fhould  either  quarter  *  feel, 
Again  to  flank  the  temped  file  might  reel. 
The  fteerimen  every  bidden  turn  apply  ; 
To  right  and  left  the  fpokes  alternate  fly. 
Thus  when  fome  conquer'd  hoft  retreats  in  fear, 
Ihe  braveft  leaders  guard  the  broken  rear; 
Indignant  they  retire,  and  long  oppofe 
Superior  armies  that  around  them  clofe ; 
Still  fhield  the  flanks;  the  routed  fquadrons  joinj 
And  guide  the  flight  in  one  embodied  line  : 
So  they  diredl  the  flying  bark  before 
Th'  impelling  floods  that  lafh  her  to  the  fhore. 
As  fome  benighted  traveller,  through  the  {hade, 
Explores  the  devious  path  with  heart  difmay'd ; 
While  prowling  favages  behind  him  roar, 
And  yawning  pits  and  quagmires  lurk  before — 
High  o'er  the  poop  th'  audacious  feas  afpire, 
Uproll'd  in  hills  of  fluctuating  fire. 
As  Ibme  fell  conqueror,  frantic  with  fucccfs, 
Sheds  o'er  the  nations  ruin  and  diftrefs  ; 
So,  while  the  wat'ry  wildernefs  he  roams, 
Incens'd  to fevenfold  rage  the  tempeft.  foams; 
And  o'er  the  trembling  pines,  above,  below,  [woe. 
Shrill  through  the  cordage  howls,  with  notes  of 
Now  thunders,  wafted  from  the  burning  zone, 
Growl  from  afar  a  deaf  and  hollow  groan  ! 
The  fhip'shigh  battlements,  to  either  fide 
For  ever  rocking,  drink  the  briny  tide  : 
Her  joints  unhing'd,  in  palfied  languors  play, 
A*  ice  diffolves  beneath  the  noon-tide  ray. 
The  ikies,  afunder  torn,  a  deluge  pour  ; 
The  impetuous  hail  defcends  in  whirling  fhower. 
High  on  the  mafts,  with  pale  and  livid  rays, 
Amid  the  gloom  portentous  meteors  blaze. 

*    The  quarter  is  tl>e  binder  part  of  ajb't£>sjide+  ca«, 
tli  at  fart  ivbich  is  near  tbejlertu 
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Th'  etheria  dome,  in  niournful  pomp  array 'd, 
No\v  links  behind  impenetrable  fhade  ; 
Now,  flafliing  round  intolerable  light, 
Redoubles  all  the  terrors  of  the  night. 
Such  tenor  Sinai's  quaking  hill  o'erfpread,  [head. 
When  Heaven's  loud   trumpet  founded  o'er  ins 
It  fcem'd  the  wrathful  angel  of  the  wind 
Had  all  the  horrors  of  the  fkies  ccmbin'd  ; 
And  here,  to  one  ill  fated  ihip  upposM, 
At  once  the  dreadful  magazine  difclos'd. 
And  lo  !  tremendous  o'er  the  deep  he  fprings, 
Th'  enflaming  iulphur  flafliing  from  his  wings !  — 
Hark  !  his  ftrong  voice  the  difmal  filtnce  breaks; 
Mad  chaos  from  the  chains  of  death  awakes  ! 
Loud  and  more  loud  the  rolling  peais  enlarge, 
And  blue  on  deck  their  blazing  tides  difcharge  : 
There  all  aghaft  the  fhivering  wretches  flood, 
While  chill  fufpenfe  and  fear  congealVl  their  blood. 
Now  in  a  deluge  burfls  the  living  fi.ime, 
And  dread  concufiion  rends  th'  etherial  frame  ; 
Sick  earth  convulfi^e  groans  from  fn<>re  to  fa  ore, 
And  nature  fliuddering  feels  the  horrid  roar. 

Still  the  fad  prcfpect  rifes  on  my  fight, 
Reveal'd  in  ail  its  mournful  {hade  and  light. 
Swift  through  my  pulfe*  glides  the  kindling  fire, 
As  lightning  glances  on  th'  electric  wire. 
But  ah  !  the  force  of  numbers  ftrives  in  vain, 
The  glowing  fcene  unequal  to  fmtain. 

But  In  !  at  laft  from  tenfold  darknefs  borne, 
Forth  iffues  o'er  the  wave  the  weeping  morn. 
Hail,  ficred  vifinn !    who,  on  orient  wing, 
The  cheering  dawn  of  light  propitious  bring ! 
All  siature  imiling  haii'd  the  vivid  ray, 
That  gave  her  beauties  to  returning  day  : 
All  but  our  (hip,  that,  groaning  on  the  tide, 
No  kind  relief,  no  gleam  of  hope  defcry'd. 
For  now  in  front  her  trembling  inmates  fee 
The  hills  of  Greece  emerging  on  the  lee. 
So  the  led  lover  views  that  fatal  morn, 
On  which,  for  ever  from  his  bofom  torn, 
The  nymph  ador'd  refigns  her  blooming  charms, 
To  blefs  with  love  fame  happier  rival's  arms. 
So  tf.  Eliza  dawn'd  that  pruel  uay, 
That  tore  ./Eneas from  her  arms  away; 
That  faw  him  parting   never  t>  return, 
Herfelf  in  funeral  flames  decreed  to  burn. 
O  yet  in  clouds,  thou  genial  fource  of  light, 
Conceal  thy  radiant  glories  from  our  fight  '. 
Go,  with  thy  Imile  adorn  the  happy  plain,   [reign  : 
And  gild  the  fcenes  where  health  and  plealure 
But  let  not  here,  in  fcorn,  thy  wantom  beam 
Infult  the  dreadful  grandeur  of  my  theme  ! 

While  fhoreward  n  >w  the  bounding  veffel  flies, 
Full  in  her  van  St.  George's  cliffs  arifc  : 
High  o'er  the  reft  a  pointed  crag  is  iecn, 
That  hung  projedting  o'ei  a  molTy  green. 
Nearer  and  nearer  m>w  the  danger  gro\vj, 
And  all  their  ikill  relentlefs  fatts  oppofe. 
For,  while  more  eaftward  they  direct  the  prow, 
Enormous  waves  the  quivering  deck  o'erflow. 
While,  as  file  wheels,  unable  to  fubdue 
Her  failies,  ftill  they  dread  her  broaching-to  *. 

*  B'-oacbing-to  is  aft.i.  '£!>  and  i/:vol::.'?!ary  movement 
yi  navigation,  iubsrsiii  ^j'-'-P,  ivliljlfctid^i^  or  failing 
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Alarming  thought !  for  now  no  more  a-Iee 
Her  riven  fide  could  bear  th'  invading  fea; 
And  if  the  following  fu'rge  flie  feuds  before, 
Headlong  fhe  runs  upon  the  dreadful  fiiore  ; 
A  (bore  where  fhelves  and  hidden  rocks  abound, 
Where  death  in  fecrct  ambufh  lurks  around. — 
Far  lefs  difaiay'd  Anchifes'  wandering  fon 
Was  leen  the  ftraits  of  Sicily  to  fhun  : 
When  Paiinurus  from  the  helm  defcry'd 
The  rocks  ot  Scylla  or.  his  eaftern  fide  ; 
While  in  the  weft,  with  hideous'y^.wn  difclos'd, 
His'onward  path  Charyhdis'  gulf  oppns'd  ; 
The  doubJe  danger  as 'by  tuns  he  view'd, 
His  wheeling  bark  her  ard"ous.  track  purfu'd. 
Thus,  while  to  right  and  IciVde'ftructiou  lies, 
Between  th'  extremes  the  daring  vefTd  flies. 
With  boumllcfs  involution,  meriting  o'er 
The  marble  cliffs,  loud-dafhing  furge  roar. 
Hoarfe  through  each  winding  creek  the  temped 

raves, 

And  hollow  rocks  repeat  the  groan  of  waves. 
Deftruction  round  th  infatiate  coall  prepr-rrs 
To  crufh  the  trembling  fhip,  unr.umber'd  fnares. 
But  haply  now  fhe  'fcape-  the  fatal  firand, 
Though  fcarce  ten  fsthoms  diftant  from  the  land. 
Swift  as  the  weapon  iffuing  from  the  bow, 
She  cleaves  the  burning  waters  with  her  prow; 
And  forward  leaping  with  tumultuous  hade, 
As  on  the  temper's  wing,  the  ifle  fhe  paft. 
With  longing  eyes,  and  aj^ny  of  mind, 
The  failor;;  view  this  refuge  left  behind  ; 
Happy  to  bribe,  with  India's  richeft  ore, 
A  late  acce'ffion  to  that  barren  fiiore  ! 

When  in  the  dark  Peruvian  mine  confin'd, 
Loft  to  the  checif.il  commerce  of  mankind, 
The  groaning  captive  waftes  his  life  away, 
For  ever  exil'd  from  the  realms  ot'  day; 
Not  equal  pangs  his  bofom  agonize, 
When  far  above  the  facred  light  he  eyes, 
While  all  forlorn  the  victim  pines  ia  vain 
For  fcenes  he  never  (hall  pofTds  agRin 

But  now  Athenian  mountains  they  defcry, 
And  o'er  the  furge  Colonna  frowns  on  high. 
Bcfide  the  cape's  projecting  verge  is  plac'd 
A  range  of  columns,  long  by  rime  defac'd ; 
Firft  planted  by  devotion  to  fuftain, 
In  elder  times,  Tritonia's  facred  fane. 
Foams  the  wild   beach   below   with    madd'ning 

rage, 

Where  waves  and  rocks  a  dreadful  combat  xvage. 
The  fickly  heaven,  fermenting  with  its  freight, 
Srill  vomits  o'er  the  main  the  fcverifh  wt 
And  now,  while  wing'd  with  ruin  ir  •-,  Gn  high, 
Through  the  rent'  cK.ud  the  ragged  lightnings  fly, 
A  flafh,  qui.-k  glancing  on  the  nerves .  f  light, 
Struck  the  pale  helmfraan  with  etefnal  night : 
Rodmond,  who  heaj-'d  a  piteous  gi-  an  behind, 
Touch'd  with  compafilon,  gaz'd  upon  the  blind; 
And,  while  around  hi-  fad  companions  crowd, 
Ht-  guides  th'  unhappy  victim  to  the  {hroud. 

before  the  ivind,  untx^ec-.cdiy  turns  her  fide  to  7r//;c/- 
ii-iin'.     It 

itig  her,  >.-t  .  machinery  nf 

the  helm.     Si'e  the  A'.'  Ucoiid  cant9t 
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Hie  thee  aloft,  my.  gallant  friend  L  he  cries  ; 
Thy  only  fuccour  on  the  maft  relies! — 
The  helm,  bereft  of  half  its  vital  force, 

fcarce  lubdu'd  the  wild  unbridled  courfe  : 

to  th'  abandon'd  wheel  Arion  came, 
The  fhip's  tempefluous  fallies  to  reclaim. 
Amaz'd  he  faw  her,  o'er  the  founding  foam 
Upborne,  to  right  and  left  diftraded  roam, 
bo  pa2'd  young  Phaeton,  with  pale  difmay, 
When  mounted  on  the  flaming  car  of  day, 
"With  ralh  and  impious  hand  the  {tripling  try'd 
Tli"  immortal  couriers  of  the  fun  to  guide. — 
The  veffel,  while  the  dread  event  draws  nigh, 
Seems  more  impatient  o'er  the  waves  to  fly  : 
Fate  fpurs  her  on. — Thus  iffuing  from  afar, 
Advances  to  the  fun  fome  blazing  ftar; 
And, as  it  feels  th'  attraction's  kindlirg  force, 
iijiinngs  onward  with  accelerated  courfe. 

With  mournful  look  the  feamen  cy'd  the  ftrand, 
Where  death's  inexorable  jaws  expand  : 
Swift  from  their  minds  elap.-'d  all  dangers  paft, 
As,  dumb  with  terror,  tluy  beheld  the  laft. 
Now  on  the  trembling  fhrouds,  before,  behind, 
In  mute  fufpenfe  they  mount  into  the  wind. — • 
The  genius  "of  the  deep,  on  rapid  wing, 
The  black  eventful  moment  feem'd  to  bring. 
The  fatal  lifters,  on  the  furge  before, 
Yok'o!  their  infernal  lv-.rfes  to  the  prore. — 
The  fteerfmen  now  received  their  lafl  command 
To  wheel  the  veffel  fidelong  to  the  ftrand. 
Twelve  failors,  on  the  foremaft  who  depend. 
High  on  the  platfcrm  of  the  top  afcend; 
Fatal  retreat !   for  while  the  plunging  prow 
Immerges  headlong  in  the  wav^  below, 
Down-preft  by  wat'ry  weight  the  bowfprit  bends, 
And  frcm  above  the  ftem  deep  crafhing  rends. 
Beneath  her  beak  the  floating  ruins  lie; 
The  foremuft  totter?,  unfuftain'd  on  high : 
And  now  the  fhip,  fore-lifted  by  the  fca, 
Hurls  the  tall  fabric  backward  o'er  her  lee; 
While,  in  the  general  wreck,  the  faithful  flay 
-Drigs  the  main- to!  maft  from  itspofl  away. 
Clung  from  the  IE  aft,  the  feamen  ftrive  in  vain 
Through  hoftile  floods  their  vtffel  to  regain. 
The  waves  they  buffet,  till  bereft  of  (treDgfh, 
•O'erpower'd  they  yield  to  cruel  fate  at  length. 
The  hoftile  \vaters  clofe  around  their  head. 
They  link  for  ever,  number'd  with  the  dead  ! 

Thofe  who  remain  their  fearful  doom  await, 
Nor  longer  mourn  their  loft  companions'  fate. 
The  heart  that  bleeds  with  forrows  air  its  own, 
Forgets  the  pangs  of  friendlhip  to  bemoan. — 
Albert  and  Redmond  and  Palemon  here, 
With  young  Arion,  on  the  malt  appear; 
Even  they,  amid  th'  ui-fpeakable  diftrefs, 
In  every  look  diftra&ing  thoughts  confefs; 
In  every  vein  the  refluent  blood  congeals,  ' 
And  every  bofom  fatal  terror  feels. 
Enclos'd  with  all  the  demons  of  the  main, 
They  view'd  th'  adjacent  fhore,  but  view'd   in 

vain. 

Such  torments  in  the  drear  abodes  of  hell, 
Where  fad  defpair  laments  with  rueful  yell, 
jfiuch  torments  agonize  the  damned  bread, 
While  fancy  views  the  maulions  of  the  blsfh 


For  Heaven's  fvveet  help  their  fuppl-ant  cries  im 
plore  ; 
But  Heaven,  rcltntiefs,  deigns  to  help  no  more! 

And  now,  hifh'd  on  by  d.eftiny  fevere, 
With  horror  fraught  the  dreadful  fcene  drew 'near* 
'I  he  fhip  hangs  hovering  on  the  verge  of  death, 
Htll  yawns,   rock*  rife,   and 'breakers  roar  be 
neath  ! 

In  vain,  alas  !  the  (acred  fhades  of  yore 
Would  arm  the  mind  with  philosophic  lore; 
In  vain  they'd  teach  UP,  .at  the  lateft  breath, 
To  fmile  ferene  amid  the  pangs  of  death. 
Even  Zeno's  fell',  and  Epi&etus  nld, 
This  fell  abyfs  had  fhadder'd  to  behold: 
Had  Socrates,  for  godlike  virtue  fam'd, 
And  wifeft  of  the  fins  of  men  proclaim'^, 
Beheld  this  fcene  of  phrenzy  and  diftrefs, 
His  foul  had  trembled  to  its  laft  recefs ! — 
O  yet  confirm  my  heart,  ye  powers  above, 
This  laft  tremendous  mock  of  fate  to  prove. 
The  tottering  frame  of  reafon  yet  fuftain  ! 
Nor  let  this  total  ruin  whirl  my 'brain  ! 

In  vain  the  cords  and  axes  wtre  prepar'd, 
For  now  th'  audacious  feas  infult  the  yard  ; 
High  o'er  the  fhip  they  throw  a  horrid  fhade, 
And  o'er  her  burft,  in  terrible  cafcade. 
Uplifted  on  the  furge,  to  heaven  fhe  flies, 
Her  fhatter'd  trp  half  buried  in  the  fkies, 
Then  headlong  plunging  thunders  on  the  ground, 
Earth  groans!  air  trembles!   and  the  deeps  re- 
found  ! 

Her  giant  bulk  the  dread  concufilon  feels, 
And  quivering  with  the  wound,  in  torment,  reels, 
t>o  reel*,  convulsed  with  agonizing  throws, 
The  bleeding  bull  beneath  the  murd'rer's  blows.— 
Again  fhe  plunges!  hark!  a  fecond  fhock 
Tears  her  ftrong  bottom  on  the  marble  reck! 
Down  on  the  vale  of  death,  with  difmal  cries, 
The  fated  victims  fhudderir*  roll  their  eyes 
In  wild  defpair;  while  yet  another  firoke, 
With  deep  convulfk>n,  rends  the  i'olid  oak  : 
Till  like  the  mine,  in  whcfe  infernal  cell 
The  lurking  demons  of  deftru&ion  dwell, 
At  length  afunder  tern  her  frame  divides, 
And  crafhing  fpreads  in  ruin  o'er  the  tides. 
O  were  it  mine  with  tuneful  Mam's  art 
To  wake  to  fympathy  the  feeling  heart; 
Like  him  the  fmooth  and  mournful  verfe  to  drefs 
In  all  the  pomp  of  exquifite  diftrefs ! 
Then,  too  fevercly  taught  by  cruel  fate 
To  fhare  in  all  the  perils  1  relate, 
Then  might  1  with  unrivali'd  ftrains  deplore 
Th'  impervious  horrors  of  a  leeward  fhore. 

As  o'er  the  furge  the  flopping  main-maft  hung, 
Still  on  the  rigging  thirty  feamen  clung  : 
Some,  ftruggling,  on  a  broken  crag  were  caft, 
And  there  by  oozy  tangles  grappled  faft  : 
Aw'  i!e  they  bore  th*  o'erwhelming  billows  rages 
Unequal  combat  with  their  fate  to  wage ; 
Till  all  benumb'd  and  feeble  they  forego 
Their  flip-cry  hold,  and  fink  to  {hades  below. 
Some,  from  the  main-yard-arm  impetuous  throwR 
On  marble  ridges,  die  without  a  oroan. 
Three  with  Palemon  on  their  Ikill  depend, 
And  from  the  wrvck  on  oars  and  raft>  dtlcend« 
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Kow  on  the  mountain -wave  on  high  they  ride, 
Then  downward  phmge  beneath  th' involving  tide; 
Till  one,  whom  feemsin  agony  to  drive, 
The  whirling  breakers  heave  on  fhore  alive; 
The  reft  a  fpeedier  end  of  anguifh  knew, 
And  preft  the  ftotjy  beach,  a  lifelefs  crew  ! 

Next,  O  unhappy  chief!  th'  eternal  doom 
Of  Heaven  decreed  thee  to  the  briny  tomb ! 
What  fcenes  of  mifery  torment  thy  view  ! 
What  painful  ftruggles  of  thy  dying  crew  ! 
Thy  perifh'd  hopes  all  buried  in  the  flood, 
O'erfprepd  with  corfes!   red  with  human  blood  1 
So  pierc'd  with  anguifh  hoary  Priam  gaz'd, 
When  Troy's  imperial  domes  in  ruin  blaz'd; 
While  he,  feverefl  forrow  doom'd  to  feel, 
Expir'd  beneath  the  vi&cr's  murdering  fteel. 
Thus  with  his  helplefs  partners  till  the  laft, 
Sad  refuge  !   Albert  hugs  the  floating  malt ; 
His  foul  could  yet  fuftain  the  mortal  blow,       • 
But  droops,  alas!   beneath  fuperior  woe  : 
For  now  foft  nature's  fympathetic  chain 
Tugs  at  his  yearning  heart  with  powerful  ftrain  ; 
His  faithful  wife  for  ever  doom'd  to  mourn 
For  him,  alas!   who  never  {hall  return  ; 
To  black  advtrfity's  approach  expos'd, 
With  want  and  hardfhips  unforefeen  enclos'd  : 
His  lovely  daughter  left  without  a  friend, 
Her  innocence  to  fuccour  and  defend ; 
By  youth  and  indigence  fet  forth  a  prey 
To  lawlefs  guilt,  that  flatters  to  betray — 
While  thefe  reflections  rack  his  feeling  mind, 
Rodmond,  who  hung  befide,  his  grafp  refign'd  ; 
And,  as  the  tumbling  waters  o'er  him  roll'd, 
His  out-ftretch'd  arms  the  matter's  legs  enfold — 
Sad  Albert  feels  the  diffolution  near,  1 

And  ftrives  in  vain  his  fetter'd  limbs  to  clear ;  £ 
For  death  bids  every  cl:nching  joint  adhere.  j 
All-faint,  to  Heaven  he  throws  his  dying  eyes, 
And,  "  O  protect  my  wife  and  child  !"  he  cries : 
The  gufhing  ftreams  roll  back  th'  tmfinifh'd  found  ! 
He  gafps!  he  dies !  and  tumbles  to  the  ground! 

Five  only  left  of  all  the  perifh'd  throng, 
Yet  ride  the  pine  which  fhoreward  drives  along; 
With  thefe  Arion  ftill  his  hold  fecures, 
And  all  the  affaul's  of  hoflile  waves  endures. 
O'er  the  dire  profpect  as  for  life  he  ftrives, 
He  looks  if  poor  Palemon  yet  furvivei. 
Ah  wherefore,  trufting  to  unequal  art, 
Didft  thou,  incautious !  from  the  wreck  depart  ? 
Alas  !  thefe  rocks  all  human  fkill  defy, 
Who  ftrikes  them  once  beyond  relief  muft  die  : 
And  now,  fore  wounded,  thou  perhaps  art  toft 
On  thefe,  or  in  fame  oozy  cavern  loft. 
Thus  thought  Arion,  anxious  gazing  round 
In  vain,  his  eyes  no  more  Palemon  found. 
The  demons  of  deftrudlion  hover  nigh, 
And  thick  their  mortal  fhafts  commiflion'd  fly. 
And  now  a  breaking  furge,  with  furceful  fway, 
Two  next  Arion  furious  tears  away 
Hnrl'd  on  the  crags,  behold,  they  gafp !  they  bleed! 
And,  groaning,  cling  upon  th'  elufive  weed  I— 
Another  billow  burfts  in  boundlefs  roar  ! 
Arion  finks !  ana  memory  views  no  more  ! 

Ha  !  total  night  and  horror  here  prefide  ! 
My  ftunn'd  ear  tingles  to  the  whizzing  tide  ! 


It  is  the  funeral  knell1  and,  gliding  near, 
Methinks  the  phantoms  of  the  dead  appear ! 
But.  lo  !  emerging  from  the  watery  grave, 
Again  they  float  incumbent  on  the  wave  1 
Again  the  difrnal  profpecl  opens  round, 
The  wreck,  the  fhores,  the  dying,  and  the  drown'd! 
And  fee  !  enfeebled  l>y  repeated  (hocks, 
Thofe  two  who  fcramble  on  th'  adjacent  rocks, 
Their  faithlefs  hold  no  longer  can  retain, 
Thty  fink  o'erwhelm'd,  and  never- rife  again  I 

Two  with  Arion  yet  the  maft  upbore, 
That  now  above  the  ridges  reach'd  the  fhore  : 
Still  trembling  to  defcend,  they  downward  gaze, 
With  horror  pale,  and  torpid  with  amaze: 
The  floods  recoil !  the  ground  appears  below ! 
And  life's  faint  embers  now  rekindling  glow: 
Awhile  they  wait  th'  exhaufted  wave's  retreat, 
Then  climb  flow  up  the  beach  with  hands  and 

feet. 

O  Heaven  !  deliver'd  by  whofe  fovereign  hand, 
Still  on  the  brink  of  hell  they  fhuddering  {land, 
Receive  the  languid  incenfe  they  beftow, 
That  damp  with  death  appears  not  yet  to  glow. 
To  thee  each  foul  the  warm  oblation  pays, 
With  trembling  ardour  of  unequal  praife; 
In  every  heart  difmay  with  wonder  ftrives, 
And  hope  the  Ccken'd  fpark  of  life  revives  ; 
Her  magic  powers  their  exil'd  health  reftore, 
Till  honor  and  defpair  are  felt  no  more* 

A  troop  of  Grecians  who  inhabit  nigh, 
And  oft  thefe  perils  of  the  deep  defcry, 
Rous'd  by  the  bluftering  tempeft  of  the  night, 
Anxious   had  climb'd   Colonn-a's  neighbouring 

height ; 

When  gazing  downward  on  th'  adjacent  flood, 
Full  to  their  view  the  fcene  of  ruin  ftood; 
The  furf  with  mangled  bodies  ftrew'd  around, 
And  ihofe  yet  breathing  on  the  fea-wafh'd  ground! 
Though  loft  to  fcience  and  the  nobler  arts, 
Yet  nature's  lore  inform'd  their  feeling  hearts: 
Strait  down  the  vale  with  halt'ning  {teps  they 

hied, 
Th'  unhappy  fufferers  to  affift  and  guide. 

Meanwhile  thofe  three  efcap'd  beneath  explore 
The  firft  advent'rous youth  who  reach'd  the  fhore: 
Panting,  with  eyes  averted  from  the  day, 
Prone,  helplefs,  on  the  tangly  beach  he  lay — 
It  is  Palemon  : — oh  !   what  tumults  roll 
With  hope  and  terror  in  Arion's  fonl ! 
If  yet  unhurt  he  lives  again  to  view 
His  friend  and  this  fole  remnant  of  our  crew  1 
With  us  to  travel  through  this  foreign  zone, 
And  fhare  the  future  good  or  ill  unknown. 
Arion  thus  ;  but  ah  !  fad  doom  of  fate  ! 
That  bleeding  memory  forrovvs  to  relate, 
While  yet  afloat  on  fome  refilling  rock, 
His  ribs  were  dafh'd  and  fracitur'd  with  the  fhock: 
Heart-piercing  fight !  thofe  cheeks  fo  late  array'd 
In  beauty's  bloom,  are  pale  with  mortal  fhade  ! 
Diftilling  blood  his  lovely  breaft  o'^rlpread, 
And  clogg'd  thr  golden  treffes  of  his  head  i 
Nor  yet  the  lungs  by  this  pernicious  itroke 
Were  wounded,  or  the  vocal  organs  broke.  . 
Down  from  Ins  neck,  with  blazing  gems  array'd^ 
Thy  image,  lovely  Anna !  hung  pourtray'd  j 


fie* 
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Th'  unconfcious  figure  fmiling  all  ferene, 
Sufpended  in  a  golden  chain  was  fetn. 
Hadft  thou,  foft  niaiden  !  in  this  hour  of  woe, 
Beheld  him  wnrhing  from  the  deadly  blow, 
What  f  >rce  of  art,  what  language  covild  exprefs 
Thme  agony  ?  thine  exquifite  didrefs  ? 
But  thou,  alas !  art  doom'd  to  weep  in  vain 
For  him  thine  eyes  fhall  never  fee  again  ! 
With  dumb  amazement  pale,  Arion  gaz'd, 
And  cautioufly  the  wounded  youth  uprais'd; 
Palemon  then,  with  cruel  pangs  oppreft, 
In  faultering  accents  thus  his  friend  addrefs'd  : 

"  O  refcu'd  from  dcftru&ion  Jate  fo  iv'gh, 
"  Beneath  vvhufe  fatal  influence  doum'd  I  lie ; 
"  Are  we  then  exil'd  to  this  lad  retreat 
"  Of  life,  unhappy  !  thus  decreed  to  meet? 
*l  Ah  !  now  unlike  what  yefter-morn  enjoy'd, 
**  Enchanting  hopes,  for  ever  now  deftroyM  ! 
"  For  wounded  far  beyond  all  healing  power, 
"  Palemon  dies,  and  this  his  final  hour  : 
K  By  thnfe  fell  breakers,  where  in  vain  I  drove, 
**  At  once  cut  off  from  fortune,  life,  and  love  ! 
"  Far  other  fcenes  muft  fnon  prefent  my  fight, 
**  That  lie  deep-buried  yet  in  tenfold  night. 
"  Ah  !  wretched  father  of  a  wretched  fon, 
"  Whom  thy  paternal  prudence  has  undone  ! 
"  H'>w  will  remembrance  of  this  blinded  care 
•*  Bend  down  thy  head  with  anguifti  and  de- 

"  fpair! 

a  Such  dire  effect  from  avarice  arife, 
K  That,  deaf  to  nature's  voice,  and  vainly  wife, 
"  With  force  fevere  endeavours  to  con'roul 
"  The  nobled  pafjions  that  infpire  the  foul. 
**  But  O,  thou  facred  Power    whofe  law  connects 
"  Th'  eternal  chain  of  caufes  and  effects, 
*'  Let  not  thy  chaftening  minifters  of  rage 
"  Affli&  with  fharp  remorfe  his  feeble  age ! 
M  And  you,  Arion  !  who  with  thefe  the  iaft 
"  Of  all  our  crew  furvive  the  (hipwreck  pad — 
•*  Ah,  ceafe  to  mourn  !  thofe  friendly  tears  re- 

"  drain  ! 

"  Nor  give  my  <iytng  moments  keener  pain  !    . 
"  Since  Heaven  may  foon  thy  wandering  fteps  re- 

"  ftore, 

"  When  parted  hence,  to  England's  didantfhore; 
"  Shouldft  thou,  th'  unwilling  mefienger  of  fate, 
M    To  him  the  tragic  ftory  firft  relate, 
"  Oh,  friendfhip's  generous  ardour  then  fupprefs  ! 
"  Nor  hint  the  fatal  caufe  of  my  didrefs; 
"  Nor  let  each  horrid  incident  iuftain 
"  The  lengthen'd  tale  to. aggravate  his  pain. 
"  Ah  !  then  remember  well  my  lad  requed 
"  For  her  who  reigns  for  ever  in  my  bread ; 
"  Yet  let  him  prove  a  father  and  a  friend, 
"  The  helplefs  maid  to  fuccour  and  defend. 
"  Say,  I  this  fuit  implor'd  with  parting  breath, 
"  So  Heaven  befriend  him  at  his  hour  of  death  ! 
•*  But  oh  !  to  lovely  Anna  fhoisldd  thou  tell 
"  What  dire  untimely  end  thy  friend  betel, 
"  Draw  o'er  the  difmal  fcene  loft  pity's  veil, 
"  And  lightly  touch  the  lamentable  tale  : 
"  Say  that  my  love,  inviolably  true, 
"  No  change,  no  diminution  ever  knew, 
"  Lo!   her  bright  inia^e,  pendent  on  my  neck, 
11  Is  ull  Falcmoa  refcu'd  from  the  wreck  i 


"  Take  it,  and  fay,  when  panting  in  the  tvavt, 
"  I  ftruggled,  Hie  and  this  aloye  to  fave  ! 

u  My  t»ul  that  fluttering  haftens  t'  he  free, 
"   Would  yet  a  train  of  thoughts  impart  to  thce^ 
u   But  drives  in  vain  ! — the  chilling  ice  of  death 
"  Congeals  my  blood,  and  chokes  the  dream  of 

"  breath  : 

"  Refign  d  flic  quits  her  comfortlefs  abode, 
"    To  courfc  that  long,  unknown,  eternal  road.— 
"  O  Sacred  Source  of  ever-living  light  ' 
"  Conduit  the  weary  wanderer  in  her  flight! 
"  Direct  her  onward  to  that  peaceful  more, 
"   Where  peril,  pain,  and  death,  are  felt  no  more  ! 

"  When   thou  fomtt  tale  of  haplcfs  love  fhalt 

4<  hear, 

"  That  deals  from  pity'*  eye  the  melting  tear, 
"  Of  two  chafte  hearts,  by  mutual  pafllon  join'd, 
"   To  abfcnce,  forrow,  and  delpair,  confign'd, 
"  Oh  then  !  to  (well  the  tides  of  lociai  woe, 
«  That  heal  th'  afilided  bofom  they  o'erflow, 
"  While  memory  dictates,  thi«  fad  fliipwreck  tell, 
"   And  what  didrefs  thy  wretched  friend  befel ! 
"  Then,   \vhile   in    dreams   of    foft   compaffu>n 

"  drown'd, 

"  The  fwains  lament,  and  maidens  weep  around; 
"  While  lifping  children  touc.h'd  with  infant  fear, 
"  With  wonder  gaze,  and  drop  th'  unconfciou* 

"  tear; 

"  Oh  !  then  this  moral  bid  their  fouls  retain. 
"  All  thoughts  of  happinefs  on  earth  are  vain  *.'* 

The  lad  faint  accents  trembled  on  his  tongue, 
That  now  inaclive  to  the  palate  clung  , 
His  bofom  heaves  a  mortal  groan — he  dies  I 
And  fhades  eternal  fink  upon  his  eyes  ! 

As  thus  defac'd  in  death  Palemon  lay, 
Arion  gaz'd  upon  the  lifelef  clay ; 
Trail  fix'd  he  ftond,  with  awful  terror  fill'd, 
While  doxvn  his  cheek  the  filent  drops  diilill'd. 

Oh.  ill-ftarr'd  vot'ry  of  unlpotted  truth  ! 
Untimely  perifh'd  in  the  bloom  of  youth, 
Should  e'er  thy  friend  arrive  on  Albion's  land, 
He  will  obey,  though  painful,  thy  demand : 
His  tongue  the  dreadful  dory  fhall  difplay, 
And  all  the  horrors  of  this  difmal  day  ! 
i'jfadrous  day  !  what  ruin  had  thou  bred  ! 
What  anguidi  to  the  living  and  the  dead ! 
How  had  thou  left  the  widow  all  forlorn, 
And  ever  doom'd  the  orphan  child  to  mourn; 
1  hrcugh  life's  fad  journey  hopelefs  to  complain  ! 
Can  facred  judice  thefe  events  ordain  ? 
But,  O  my  foul !  avoid  that  wond'rous  maze, 
Where  reafon,  lod  in  endiefs  error,  drays  ! 
As  through  this  thorny  vale  of  life  we  run, 
Great  Caufe  rf  all  effects,  "  Thy  will  be  done  !" 

Now  had  the  Grecians  on  the  beach  arriv'd, 
To  aid  the,htip!efs  few  who  yet  furviv'd  : 
While  puffing  they  behold  the  waves  o'crlpread 
Wi  'i  fhatter'd  rafts  and  corfe&of  the  deads 
Three  dill  alive,  benumb'd  and  faint  they  find, 
In  mournful  filence  on  a  r*'ck  rechn'd. 

* fed  fcilicir  ultima  Temper 

ExpedUnda  dies  homini ;  "  dicique  beatus 
"  Ante  obitunvnemo  fupremaque  funera  clebet'* 
Ovid.  Mefaia,  lib.  i. 
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The  penermis  natives,  mov'd  with  focial  pain, 
The  feeble  ftrangers  in  their  arms  fuftain  ; 
With  pitying  fighs  their  haplefs  lot  deplore, 
And  lead  ihem  trembling  from  the  fatal  fhore. 

OCCASIONAL  ELEGY. 

THE  fcene  of  death  is  clo&'d,  the  mournful  drains 
Diflolve  in  dying  lang<;uron  the  car  : 

Yet  pity  weeps,  yet  fympathy  complains,  ^  [fear. 
And  dumb  fufpence  awaits  o'trwhclm'd  with 

But  the  fad  mufes  with  prophetic  eye 
At  once  the  future  and  the  paft  explore  ; 

Their  harps  oblivion's  influence  can  defy, 
And  waft  the  fpirit  to  th'  eternal  (bore. 

Then,  O  Palemon  !  if  thy  fhade  can  hear 

The  voice  of  friendfh'p  ftiil  lament  thy  doom  ; 

Yet  to  the  lad  oblation:-  bend  thine  ear, 
That  rife  in  vocal incenie  o'er  thy  tomb. 

In  vain,  alas  !  the  gentle  maid  fhall  weep, 
While  fecret  angaifh  nips  her  vital  bloom  ; 

O'er  her  foft  frame  fhall  ftern  difeafes  cre'jp, 
And  give  the  lovely.  vicTtim  to  the  tomb. 

Relentlefs  phrenzy  (hall  the  father  fting, 

Untaught  in  virtue's  fchool  diftrefs  to  hear  ; 

Sev.rfc  remorfe  his  torrur'd  foul  fhall  wring, 
*f  is  his  to  groan  and  perifh  in  defpair. 

Ye  loft  companions  of  diftrefs,  adieu  ! 

Your  toils,  and  pains,  arid  danger*,  are  no  more ! 
The  tcmpeft  now  fhal!  howl  unheard  by  you, 

While  ocean  fmites  in  vain  the  trembling  fhore. 

On  you  the  blaft,  furcharg'd  with  rain  and  fnow, 
In  winter's  difrnal  nights  no  more  ihall  beat  : 

Uufclt  by  you  the  verticfun  may  glow, 

And  fcorch  the  panting  earth  with  baneful  heat. 

No  mere  the  joyful  maid,  the  fprijhtly  ftrain, 
Shall  wake  the  dance  to  give  you  welcome  home; 

Nor  hopelefs  love  impart  undying  pain, 

When  far  from  Iceues  of  facial  joy  you  roam. 


No  more  on  yon  wide  wat'ry  wafle  you  flray, 
While  hunger  and  difeafe  your  life  confume  ; 

While  parching  third,  that  burns  without  allay, 
Forbids  the  blafted  rofe  of  health  to  bloom. 

No  more  you  feel  contagion's  mortal  breath, 

[hat  taints  the  realms  with  rnifery  fevere; 
No  more  behold  pale  famine,  fcattering  death, 
With  cruel  ravage  defolate  the  year. 

The  thundering   drum,    the   trumpet's   fwelltng 
ftrain, 

Unheard  iliall  form  the  long  embattled  line  : 
Unheard,  the  deep  foundations  of  the  main 

Shall  tremble  when  the  hoftile  iquadrons  join. 

Since  grief,  fatigue,  and  hazards,  ftill  moleft 
The  wandering  vaffdls  of  the  faithlefs  deep, 

O  !  happier  now  efcap'd  to  endleis  reft, 

Than  we,  who  ftill  furvive  to  wake  and  weep. 

What  though  no  funeral  pomp,  no  borrow'd  tear, 
Your  hour  of  death  to  gazing  crowds  fhall  tell  ; 

Nor  weeping  friends  attend  your  fable  bier, 
Who  iadly  liften  to  the  palling  bell : 

The  tutor'd  figh,  the  vain  parade  of  woe, 
No  real  anguifh  to  the  foul  impart ; 

And  oft,  alas  :  the  tear  that  friends  beftow, 
Belies  the  latent  feelings  of  the  heart. 

What  though  no  fculptur'd  pile  your  name  dif- 
jjkys, 

Like  thofe  who  perifh  in  their  country's  caufe; 
What  though  no  epic  mufe  in  living  lays 

Records  your  dreadful  daring  with  applaufe  : 

Full  oft  the  flattering  marble  bids  renown 

With  blazon'd  trophies  deck  the  fpotted  name; 

And  oft,  too  oft,  the  venal  mufts  crown 
The  flaves  of  vice  with  never-dying  fame. 

Yet  fhall  remembrance  from  oblivion's  veil 

Relieve  your  fcene,  and  figh  with  grief  fincere; 

And  loft  compaffion,  at  your  tragic  tale, 
In  filent  tribute  pay  her  kindred  tear. 


POEMS. 


A  POEM, 

SACREpTO  THE  MEMORY  OF  HIS  ROY  AL  HIGHNESS 

FREDERIC  PRINCE  Of 


FROM  the  big  horror  of  war's  hoarfe  alarms, 
And  the  tremendous  clang  of  clafhing  arms, 
Defcend,  my  mufe  !   a  deeper  iceno  to  draw 
(A  fcene  will  hold  the  lifl'ning  world  in  awe  *) 
Is  iny  intent:   Melpomene  inlpire, 
While,  with  fad  note?,  I  ftrike  the  trembling  lyre  1 
And  may  my  lines  with  eafy  motion  flow, 
tylelt  as  thty  move,  and  fill  each  heart  with  woe  : 

*  -Kjj  awe,  l>ere)  is  meant  attention^ 


Big  with  the  furrow  it  defcribes,  my  fong, 
In  folemn  pomp,  niajeftic,  move  along. 

Oh  !  bear  me  to  fome  awful  filent  glade 
Where  cedars  form  an  unremitting  fhade; 
Where  never  track  of  human  feet  was  known ; 
Where  never  cheerful  light  of  Phoebus  (hone  ; 
Where  chirping  linnets  warble  tales  of  love, 
And  hoarfer  winds  howl  murm'ring  through  the 

grove ; 

Where  fome  unhappy  wretch  ay  mourns  his  doom, 
Deep  melancholy  wand'ring  through  the  gloom  ; 
Where  folitude  and  meditation  roam, 
And  where  no  dawning  glimpfe  of  hope  can  come : 
Place  me  in  fuch  an  unfrequented  fhade, 
To  fpeak  to  none  but  with  the  mighty  dead ; 
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T"  affift  the  pouring  rains  with  brimful  eyes, 
And  aid  hcarfe  howling  Boreas  v  ith  my  %hs. 

When  winter's  horrors  left  Britannia's  ifle, 
And  fpring  in  blooming  verdure  'gan  to  fmile; 
When  rill*  unbound,  began  to  purl  al'-ng, 
And  warbling  larks  renew'd  the  vernal  fong  ; 
When  fprouting  rofes,  deck'd  in  crimfon  dye, 

Began  to  bloom, • 

Hard  fate!  then,  noble  Fred'ric,  didft  thou  die  : 

Doom'd  by  inexorable  fate's  decree, 

Th'  approaching  fnmmer  ne'er  on  earth  to  fee; 

In  thy  parch'd  vitals  burning  fevers  rage, 

Whole  flame  the  virtue  of  no  herbs  affuage ; 

No  cooling  med'cine  can  its  heat  allay, 

Relentlefs  deftiny  cries,  "  No  delay." 

Ye  pow'rs !  and  n-.uft  a  prince  fo  noble  die  ? 

(Whofe  equal  breathes  not  under  th'  ambient  fky): 

Ah !  muft  he  die,   then,  in   youth  s  full-blown 

prime, 

Cut  by  the  fcythe  of  all-devouring  time  ? 
Yes,  fate  has  doom'd  1  hi*  foul  now   leaves  its 

weight, 

And  all  are  under  the  decree  of  fate ; 
Th'  irrevocable  doom  of  deftiny 
Pronounc'd,  All  mortals  muft  fubmiffive  die. 
The  princes  wait  around  with  weeping  eyes, 
And  the  dome  echoes  ail  with  piercing  cries  : 
W'th  doleful  noife  'he  matrons  (cream  around, 
With  female  fhrieks  the  vaulted  roofs  rebound  : 
A  dilmal  noife!   Now  one  promiscuous  roar 
Cries,  "  Ah  !  the  noble  Fred'ric  is  no  more  1" 
The  chief  reluctant  yields  his  lateft  breath ; 
His  eye-lids  fettle  in  the  (hades  of  death  : 
Dark  fable  fhades  prefent  before  each  eye, 
And  the  deep  vaft  abyfs,  eternity  ! 
Through  perpetuity's  expanfe  he  fprings  ; 
And  o'er  the  vaft  profound  he  fhoots  on  wings : 
The  foul  to  diftant  regions  fleers  her  flight, 
And  fails  incumbent  on  inferior  night : 
With  vaft  celeri'.y  fhe  fhoots  away, 
And  meets  the  regions  of  eternal  day, 
To  fhine  forever  in  the  heav'nly  birth, 
And  leave  the  body  here  to  rot  on  earth. 
The  melancholy  patriots  round  it  wait, 
And  mourn  the  royal  hero's  timelefs  fate. 
Difconfolate  they  move,  a  mournful  band  ! 
In  folemn  pomp  they  march  along  the  ftrand  : 
The  noble  chief  intcrr'd  in  youthful  bloom, 
Lies  in  the  dreary  regions  of  the  tomb. 

Adown  Augufta's  pallid  vifage  flow 
The  living  pearls,  with  unaffected  woe  : 
Difcons'late,  haplefs,  fee  pale  Britain  mourn, 
Abandun'd  ifle  !  forfaken  and  forlorn  ! 
With  defp'rate  hands  her  bleeding  breaft  fhe  beats ; 
While  o'er  her,  frowning,  grim  deftrudiun  threats, 
She  mourns  with  heart-ielt  grief,fhe  rends  ht  rhair, 
And  fills  with  piercing  cries  che  echoing  air. 
Well  may'ft  thou  mourn  thy  patriot's  timelefs  end, 
Thy  mufes  patron,  and  thy  merchants  friend. 
What  heart  fhail  pity  thy  full-flowing  grief  ? 
What  hand  now  dtign  to  give  thy  poor  relief? 
T*  encourage  arts,  whofe  bounty  now  fhall  flow, 
And  learned  fcience  to  pr<>mote,  beftow  ? 
Who  runv  protect  thee  from  the  hoftile  frown, 

d  to  the  injur'd  jufl  return  his  own? 


From  us'ry  and  oppreflion  who  fliould  guard. 
The  helplefs,  and  the  threat'ning  ruin  ward? 
Alas  !  the  truly  noble  Briton's  gone, 
And  left  us  here  in  ceafelefs  woe  to  moan  ! 
Impending  defolation  hangs  around, 
Ana  ruin  hovers  o'er  the  fcmblirg  ground  : 
The  blooming  fpring  droops  her  enamell'd  head, 
Her  glories  wither,  and  her  fiow'r-  ail  fade  : 
The  fprouting  leaves  already  drop  away, 
Languifh  the  living  herb*  with  pale  decay  : 
The  bowing  trees,  fee  !  o'er  fhe  blafted  heath, 
Depending,  bend  beneath  the  weight  of  death? 
Wrapp'd  in  th'  expanfive  gloom,  the  lightnings 

play, 

Hoarfe  thunder  mutters  through  th1  aerial  way  : 
All  nature  feels  the  pangs,  the  dorms  renew, 
And  fprouts,  with  fatal  hafte,  the  baleful  yew. 

Some  pow'r  avert  the  threat'nin?  horrid  weightj 
And,  godlike/prop  Britannia's  finking  ftate  ! 
Minerva,  h"ver  o'er  young  George's  foul; 
JVlay  facred  wifdom  ail  his  deeds  controul! 
Exalted  grandeur  in  each  adlion  fbine, 
His  conduct  all  declare  the  youth  divine. 

Methinks  I  lee  him  fhine  a  glorious  ftar, 
Gentle  in  peace,  but  terrible  in  war  ! 
Methinks  each  region  does  his  praife  refound, 
And  nations  tremble  at  hi?  name  around! 
His  fame,  through  ev'ry  aidant  kingdom  rung, 
Pr-'claims  him  of  the  race  from  whence  he  fprung : 
So  fable  frroke,  in  volumes  curls  or.  high, 
Heap?  roll  on  heaps,  ar>d  blacken  all  the  fky  : 
Already  fo,  his  fame,  methmks,  ishurl'd 
Around  th'  admiring  venerating  world. 
So  the  benighted  wand'rer,  on  his  way, 
Laments  the  abfence  of  all-cheering  day; 
Far  diftant  from  his  friend*  and  native  home, 
And  not  one  glimpfe  does  glimmer  through  the 

gloom  : 

In  thought  he  breathes,  each  figh  his  lateft  breath, 
Prefect,  each  meditation,  pits  of  death  : 
In  eg'Iar,  wild  chimera?  fill  his  foul, 
And  death,  and  dying,  every  ftep  controul. 
Till  from  the  eaft  there  breaks  a  purple  gleam, 
His  fear >•  then  *amfli  as  a  fleeting  dream, 
Hid  in  a  -loud  the  fun  firft  fhoots  his  ray, 
Then  breaks  effulgent  on  th'  iUumin'd  day; 
We  fee  no  fp->t  then  in  the  flaming  rays, 
Confus'd  and  loft  withm  th'  exceffive  blaze, 

ODE 

ON    THE    DUKE    OF    YORK*S    SECOND    DEPARTURE 
FROM    ENGLAND  AS    REAR  ADMIRAL. 

Written  aboard  the  Ro\al  George, 

AGAIN  the  royal  Ureamers  play  ! 
To  glory  Edward  hades  away  ; 
Adieu,  ye  happy  fylvan  bowers, 

Where  picture's,  ipri^htly  throng  await ! 
Ye  domes,  where  regal  grandeur  towers 

In  purple  ornaments  of  ftate  ! 

Ye  fcenes  where  virtue's  facred  ftrain 

Bids  the  tragic  mufe  complain  ! 

Where  fatire  treads  the  comic  ftage, 

To  fccurge  and  mend  a  venal  age; 
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Where  mufic  pours  the  foft,  melofllous  lay, 
And  melting  fymph-<nies  congenial  play  ! 
Ye  filken  fons  of  eafe,  who  dwell 
In  flowery  vales  of  peace,  f are w til ! 

In  vain  the  goddefs  of  the  myrtle  grove 

Her  charms  ineffable  difi  lays ; 
In  vain  fhe  calls  to  happier  realms  of  love, 
Which  fpring's  unfading  bloom  arrays  : 
In  vain  her  living  rofes  blow. 
And  ever  vernal  pleafures  grow; 
The  gentle  fports  of  youth  no  more 
Allure  him  to  the  peaceful  fhore  : 
Arcadian  eafe  no  longer  charms, 

For  war  and  fame  alone  can  pleafe. 
His  throbbing  bofom  beats  to  arms, 
To  war  the  hero  moves,  through'  ftorms  and 
wintcry  Teas. 

CHORUS. 

The  gentle  fport*  of  youth  no  more 
Allure  him  to  the  peaceful  fhore, 

or  war  and  fame  alone  can  pleafe  ; 
To  war  the  hero  moves,  through  ilorms   and 
wintery  feas. 

Though  danger's  hoftile  train  appears 
T(  thwart  the  courfe  that  honour  fleers; 
IJnmov'd  he  leads  the  rugged  way, 
Dcfnifing  peril  and  difmay  : 
His  country  calls  .   to  gad.-d  her  laws, 

Lo     tvt.-ry  joy  the  gallant  youth  refigns; 
Th  avenging  naval  fword  he  draws. 

An  '  o'er  'he  waves  conduces  her  martial  lines  : 
Hark  !  his  frrighcly  clarions  play ; 
Follow  where  he  leads  the  way  ! 
The  piercing  fife,  thr  fou  ding  drum, 
Tell  the  deeps  rheir  matter's  come. 

CHORUS. 

Hark!  his fprightly  clarions  play, 
Follow  where  he  leads  the  way 
The  piercing  fife,  the  f- -uncling  drum, 
Tell  the  deep'  their  matter's  come. 

Thus  Alcmcna's  warlike  fon 
The  thorny  courfe  of  virtue  run, 
When,  taught  by  her  unerring  voice, 

He  made  the  glorious  choice  : 
Severe,  indeed,  th'  attempt  he  knew, 
Youth's  genial  ardours  to  fubdug  : 
For  pleafure  Venus'  lovely  form  affum'd; 

Her  glowing  charms   divinely  bright, 
In  ai!  the  pride  of  bt-auty  bioom'd, 
And  ftruck  his  ravifh'cl  fight. 
Transfix'd,  amaz'd, 
Alciiles  gaz'd : 
Enchanting  grace 
Adorn'd  her  face, 
And  all  his  changing  looks  confeft 
Th'  alternate  pailions  in  his  breaft  : 
Her  fuelling  bofom  half  reveal'd, 

Her  eyes  that  kindling  raptures  fir'd, 
A  thoufand  tender  pains  mftill'd, 

A  thoufand  flatt'ring  thoughts  infpir'd : 
Perluifion'sfweeteft  language  hung 
In  melting  accent  on  her  tongue  : 
J)eep  in  his  heart,  the  winning  tale 
magic  power  j 


She  preft  him  to  the  rofy  vale, 

And  fhow'd  rh''Elyfian  bower: 
Her  hand,  that  trembling  ardours  move, 
Conduces  him  bluihing  to  the  bleft  alcove: 
Ah  !  fee,  o'erpow'rd  by  beauty's  charmSj 
And  won  by  love's  refiftlefs  arms, 
The  captive  yields  to  nature's  foft  alarms  ! 

CI10BU3. 

Ah  !  fee,  o'erpower'd  by  beauty's  charms, 
And  won  by  love's  refiftlcf*  arms, 
The  captive  yields  to  nature's  foft  alarms! 

Affift,  ye  guardian  powers  above  ! 
From  ruin  fave  the  fon  of  Jove  I 
By  heavenly  mandate  virtue  came, 

And  cheik'd  the  fatal  flame  : 
Swifr  as  the  quivering  needle  wheels, 
Whole  point  the  magnet's  influence  feels. 
Infpir'd  with  awe, 
He,  turning,  fiw 
The  nymph  divine 
Tranfccndent  fhine  ; 

And,  while  he  view'd  the  godlike  maid, 
His  heart  a  facred  impulf;:  fway'd  : 
His  eyes  with  ardent  motion  roll, 
And  'ove,  regret,  and  hope,  divide  his  foul. 
But  foon  her  word-  hi*  pain  deftroy, 
A-  d  all  rhe  numbers  of  his  heart, 
Rcturn'd  by  her  celeftial  art, 
Now  fwell  d  to  (trains  of  nobler  joy, 
Inftru&ed  thus  by  virtue's  lore, 
His  happy  fteps  the  realms  explore 
Where  guilt  and  error  are  no  more  : 
The  clouds  that  veil'd  his  intellectual  ray, 
Before  her  breath  difpeHing,  melt  away  : 
Broke  loofe  from  pleafure's  glittering  chain, 
He  fcern'd  her  foft  inglorious  reign  : 
Convinc'd,  refolv'd,  to  virtue  then  he  turn'd, 
And  in  his  breaft  paternal  glory  burn'd. 

CHoKUS. 

Broke  loofe  from  pleafure's  glittering  chain, 
He  fcorn'd  the  foft  inglorious  reign  : 
.    Convinc'd,  refolv'd,  to  virtue  then  he  turn'd, 
And  in  his  breaft  paternal  glory  burn'd. 

So  when  on  Britain's  other  hope  fhe  fhone, 
Like  him  the  royal  youth  fhe  won  : 
Thus  taught,  he  bids  hi?  fleet  advance 
To  curb  the  power  of  Spain  and  France  : 
Aloft  his  martial  enfigns  flow, 
And  hark  :  his  brazen  trumpets  blow  ! 

The  wat'ry  profound, 

Awak'd  by  the  found, 

All  trembles  around : 
While  Edward  o'er  the  azure  fields 

Fraternal  wonder  wields : 
High  on  the  deck  behold  he  ftands, 
And  views  around  his  floating  bands 

In  awful  order  join  : 
They,  while  the  warlike  trumpet's 
Deep  founding,  fvvells  along  the  main, 

Extend  the  embattled  line. 
Then  Britain  triumphantly  faw 

His  armament  ride 

Supreme  on  the  tide, 
And  o'er  the  vaft  ocean  give  IAW. 
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CHORUS. 

Then  Britain  triumphantly  faw 

Hib  armament  ride 

Supreme  on  the  tide, 
And  o'er  the  vaft  ocean  give  law. 

Now  with  fhuuting  peals  of  joy, 

The  fhips  their  horrid  tubes  difplay, 
Tier  over  tier  in  terrible  array, 

And  wait  the  fignal  to  deftroy  : 
The  failors  all  burn  to  engage  : 

Hark  !  hark  !  their  fhouts  arife, 

And  (hake  the  vaulted  fkies ! 
Exulting  with  Bacchanal  rage. 
Then,  Neptune,  the  hero  revere, 

Whofe  power  is  fuperior  to  thine  ! 
And,  when  his  proud  fquadrons  appear, 

The  trident  and  chariot  refign  ! 

CHORUS. 
Then,  Neptune,  the  hero  revere, 

Whole  power  is  fuperior  to  thine  ! 
And,  when  his  proud  fquadrons  appear, 

The  trident  and  chariot  refign  ! 

Albion,  wake  thy  grateful  voice  ! 
Let  thy  hills  and  vales  rejoice  : 
O'er  remoteft  hoflile  regions 

Thy  victorious  flags  are  known  ; 
Thy  refifllefs  martial  legions 

Dreadful  move  from  zone  to  zone  ; 

Thy  flaming  bolts  unerring  roll, 

And  all  the  trembling  globe  controul  ; 

Thyfeamen,  invincibly  true, 

No  menace,  no  fraud,  can  fubdue  : 

To  thy  great  truft 

Severely  juft, 

All  difibnant  ft  rife  they  difclaim  : 
To  meet  the  foe, 
Their  bofoms  glow ; 
Who  only  are  rivals  in  fame. 

CHORUS. 

Thy  feamen,  invincibly  true, 
No  menace,  no  fraud  can  fubdue  : 
All  diffonant  ft  rife  they  difclaim, 
And  only  are  rivals  in  fame. 

For  Edward  tune  your  harps,  ye  nine  ! 

Triumphant  ftrikc  each  living  firing, 
For  him,  in  ecflacy  divine, 

Your  choral  lo  Pzeans  fmg  ! 
For  him  your  feftive  concerts  breathe  ! 
For  him  your  flowery  garlands  wreathe  ! 

Wake  !  O  wake  the  joyful  fong  ! 
Ye  fauns  of  the  woods, 
Ye  nymphs  of  the  floods, 

The  mufical  current  prolong  ! 
Ye  fylvans,  that  dance  on  the  plain, 

To  fwell  the  grand  chorus  accord  ! 
Ye  Tritons,  that  fport  on  the  main, 

Exulting,  acknowledge  your  lord  ! 
Till  all  the  wild  members  combined, 

That  floating  proclaim 

Our  admiral's  name, 
In  fymphony  roll  on  the  wind  ! 

CHORUS. 

Wake!   O  wake  the  joyful  fong! 
Ye  fylvans,  that  dance  on  the  glair^ 


Ye  Tritons,  that  fport  on  the  main, 
The  mufical  current  prolong  ! 

O  !  while  conferring  Britons  praife, 

Thofe  votive  meafures  deign  to  hear ; 
For  thee  mufe  awakes  her  lays, 
For  thee  th'  unequal  viol  plays, 
The  tribute  of  a  foul  fincere. 
Nor  thou,  illuflrious  chief,  refufe. 
The  incenfe  of  a  nautic  mufe  f 
For  ah  !  to  whom  (hall  Neptune's  fons  complair 
But  him  Svhofe  arms  unrivall'd  rule  the  main. 
Deep  on  my  grateful  bread 
Thy  favour  is  imprefl  ; 
No  happy  fon  of  wealth  or  fame 
To  court  a    oyal  patron  came  ! 
A  hapkfs  youth,  whofe  vital  page 
Was  one  lad  lengthened  tale  of  woe, 

Where  r,uthlefs  fate,  impelling  tides  of  rage, 
Bade  wave  on  wave  in  dire  fucceffion  flow, 
To.glittermg  Aar«  and  titled  names  unknown 
Prcferr'J  his  fuit  to  thee  alone. 
The  tale  your  facrcd  pi'.y  mov'd  ; 
You  felt,  confented,  and  approv'd. 
Then  touch  my  firings,  ye  blcft  Pierian  quire  ! 

Exalt  to  rapture  every  happy  line  ! 
My  bofom  kindle  with  Promethean  fire1. 
And  fwell  each  note  with  energy  divine, 
No  more  to  plaintive  founds  of  woe 
JLet  the  vocal  iiutnbers  flow  ! 
Perhaps  the  chief  to  whom  I  fing 
May  yet  ordain  aufpicious  days, 
To  wake  the  lyre  with  nobler  lays, 
And  tune  to  war  the  nervous  firing. 
Though  all  the.  powers  of  genius  lie  poffcfs, 
For  who,  untaught  in  Neptune's  fchool, 
Though  difciplin'd  by  claflic  rule, 
With  daring  pencil  can  difp'ay 
The  fight  that  thunders  on  the  watery  way, 

And  all  its  horrid  incidents  exprefs  ? 
To  him,  my  mufe,  thefe  warlike  flrains  belong 
Source  of  thy  hope,  and  patron  of  thy  fong. 

CHORUS. 

To  him,  my  mufe,  theie  warlike  {trains  belong 
Source  of  thy  hope,  and  patron  of  thy  fong. 

THE  FOND  LOVER, 

A  BALLAD. 

A  NYMPH  of  ev'ry  charm  poffefs'd, 

That  native  virtue  gives, 
Within  my  bofom  all-confefs'd, 

In  bright  idea  lives. 
For  her  my  trembling  numbers  play 

Along  the  pathlefs  deep, 
While  fadly  focial  with  my  lay 

The  winds  in  concert  wtep. 

If  beauty's  facred  influence  charms 

The  ragf  of  adverfe  fate, 
Say  why  the  plcafir.g  foft  alarms 

Such  cruel  pangs  create  ? 
Since  all  her  thoughts,  by  fenfe  refin'd, 

Unartful  truth  e.xvrois, 
Say  wherefore  fenfe  and  truth  are  jcin'd 

To  give  my  f.,ul  diltrcis? 
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If  when  her  blooming  lips  I  pref?, 

Which  vernal  fragrance  tills, 
Through  all  my  veins  the  fweet  excefs 

In  trembling  motion  thrills  ; 
Say  whence  this  frcret  anguiih  grows, 

Congenial  with  my  j^y  ? 
And  why  the  touch,  where  pleafurc  glows, 

Should  vital  peace  delkroy  ? 

If  when  my  fair,  in  melting  fong, 

Aw;.kes  the  vocal  lay, 
Not  all  your  notes,  yc  Phocian  throng, 

Such  pleating  founds  convey  • 
Thus  wrapt  all  o'er 'with  funded  love, 

Why  heaves  this  broken  fi^h  ? 
For  then  my  blood  forgets  to  move, 

I  gaze,  adore,  and  die. 

Accept,  my  charming  maid,  the  ftrain 

Which  you  alone  mfpire  ; 
To  thee  the  dying  firings  complain 

That  quiver  on  my  lyre. 

0  !   give  this  bleeding  boforr  eafe, 
That  knows  no  joy  but  thee  ; 

Teach  me  thy  happy  art  to  pleafe, 
Or  deign  to  love  like  me. 

AN  ADDRESS  TO  MIRANDA. 
THE  fmilins  plains,  profufely  gay, 
Are  drefs-d  in  all  the  pride  of  May  ; 
The  birds,  nn  ev'ry  fpray  above, 
To  rapture  wake  the  vocal  grove. 

But  ah  !  Miranda  '.  without  thee, 
Nor  fpring,  nor  fummer  liailes  on  me  : 
All  lonely  in  th«;  fecret  {hade, 

1  mourn  thy  abfence,  churming  maid  ! 

O  (oft  as  love  '   as  honour  fair  ! 
Serenely  fweet  as  vernal  air  ! 
Come  to  my  arms,  for  you  alone 
Can  ull  my  abfence  pad  atone. 

O  come  !  and  to  my  bleeding  heart 
The  fovereign  balm  of  love  impart; 
Thy  prelence  talking  joy  {hall  bring, 
And  give  the  year  eternal  fpring  ! 

THE  DEMAGOGUE. 

BOLD  is  the  attempt,  in  thcf^  licentious  times, 
When  with  fuch  towering  ftrides  (edition  climbs 
With  fenfe  or  fa  tire  to  confront  her  pov 
And  charge  her  in  the  great  decifive  Ivur  : 
Bold  is  the  man,  who,  on  her  conquering  day, 
Stands  in  the  pafs  of  fate  to  bar  her  way  : 
\Vhofe  heart,  by  fr  .-wrriiig  arrogance  unaw'd, 
Or  the  deep-lurking  fnares  of  Ipecious  fraud, 
The  threats  of  gnnt-fa&ion  can  deride, 
And  ftem,  with  ftubborn  arm,  her  roaring  tide. 
For  him  unnumber'd  brooding  ills  await, 
,     Scorn,  ma. ice,  info'.ence,  rer.  ro^ch,  and  hate  : 
At  him,  who  dar  •)  ro  defy, 

A  thoutand  mo-.tal  fhafrs  iu.fecn.-t  fly  : 
Revenge,  exulting  vith  malignant  joy, 
Pu'rfufs  ci.e  incautious  victim  to  deilroy  :     . 
And  (lander  (hive*,  with  unrelenting  ami, 
To  fpit  her  Waiting  vicuru  un  his  uaniu  : 


Ground  him  fa&ion's  harpie&  flap  their  wings, 
\.nd  rhyming  vermin  dart  their  feeble  ftings : 
i  vain  the  wretch  retreats,  while,  in  full  cry, 
iercc  on  his  throat  the  hungry  blood- hounds  fly. 
Enclos'd  with  perils  thus  the  confcious  mufe, 
Alarm'd,  though  undifmay'd,  her  danger  views. 
Mor  {hall  unmanly  terror  now  controul 
Che  ftrong  refentmcnt  ftruggling  in  her  foul. 
While  indignation,  with  refidlefs  ftrain, 
Pours  her  full  deluge  through  each  fwelling  vein. 
Jy  the  vile  fear  that  chills  the  coward  breaft, 
3y  fordid  caution  is  her  voice  fuppreft, 
While  arrogance,  with  big  theatric  rage, 
A.ud;-.ciiius  ftruts  on  power  s  imperial  ftage ; 
While  o'er  our  country,  at  her  dread  command, 
Black  difcord,  fcreamirig,  (hakes  her  fatal  brand  : 
While,  in  defiance  of  maternal  laws, 
I  he  facrilegious  fw  -rd  rebellion  draws; 
Shall  (he  at  this  important  hour  retire, 
And  quench  in  Lethe's  wave  her  genuine  fire  ? 
Honour  forbid  !  (he  fears  no  threat'ning  foe, 
When  confcious  juftice  bids  her  bofom  glow  : 
And  while j&?  kindles  the  reluctant  flame, 
Let  not  the  prudent  voice  of  friendfhip  blame! 
She  feels  the  fking  of  keen  refentment  goad, 
Though  guiltlefs  yet  of  futire's  thorny  road. 
Let  other  Quixotes,  frantic  with  renown, 
Plant  on  their  brows  a  tawdry  paper  crown  I 
While  foob  adore,  and  vaff.il  bards  obey, 
Let  the  great   Monarch  Afs    through    Gotham 

bray! 

Our  poet  bt andifhes  no  mimic  fword, 
To  rule  a  realm  of  dunces  felf  explor'tl : 
N->  bleedii'g  victims  curfe  his  iron  fway  ; 
Nor  murder'd  reputation  marks  his  way. 
True  to  herfelf.  unarm'd,  the  fearlefs  mufe 
Through  reafon's  path  her  Ready  courfe  purfues; 
True  to  herfelf  advances,  undeterr'd 
By  the  rude  clamours  of  the  favage  herd. 
As  fonie  bold  furgeon,  with  inferted  fteel, 
Probes  deep  the  putrid  fore,  intent  to  heal ; 
So  the  rank  ulcers  that  our  PATRIOT  load, 
Shall  (he  with  cauftic's  heal:ng  fires  corrode. 
Yet  ere  from  patient  flumbcr  fatire  wakes, 
And  brandiflu-s  th'  avenging  fcourge  ef  fnakes; 
Yet  ere  her  eyes,  with  lightning's  vivid  ray, 
The  dai  k  rectiTes  of  his  heart  difplay ; 
Let  candour  own  th'  undaunted  pilor's  power, 
Felt  in  fcvereft  danger's  trying  hour1 
Let  truth  confenting,  with  the  trump  of  fame, 
His  glory,  in  aufpiciou*  fkrains,  proclaim  ! 
He  bade  the  temped  of  the  battle  roar, 
That  thunder'd  o'er  the  deep  from  (bore  to  fhore. 
How  oft,  amid  the  horrors  of  the  war, 
Chahi'd  to  the  bloody  wheels  of  danger's  car, 
How  oft  my  bofom  at  thy  name  has  tlow'd, 
And  from  my  beating  heart  appiaule  beftow'd; 
Applaufe,  that^  genuine  as  the  blufh  of  youth 
Unknown  to  guile,  was  fanc-lify'd  by  truth  \ 
How  oft  I  blcll  rhe  PATRIOT'S  hone  it  rage, 
That  greatly  dar'd  to  lafh  the  guilty  age  ; 
That,  rapt  wich  zeal,  pathetic,  bold,  and  itrong-, 
Roli'd  the  full  tide  of  eloquence  alo'.;g; 
That  povver's  big  torrent  brav'd  with  manly  pride 
And  all  corruption'a  venal  arts  defy 'd  I 
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"When  from  afar  thofe  penetrating  eyes 
Beheld  each  lecret  hoftile  fcheme  ariie  ; 
Watch'd  every  motion  of  the  faithlefs  foe, 
JSach  plot  o'erturn'd,  and  baffled  ev^ry  blow  : 
A  fond  enthufiaft,  kindling  at  thy  name, 
I  g!rw?d  in  fecret  with  congenial  flame  ; 
While  my  young  bofom,  to  deceit  unknown, 
Bdiev'd  all  real  virtue  thine  alone.  [he, 

Such  then  he  feem'd,  and  fuch  indeed  might 
If  truth  with  error  ever  could  agree  ! 
Sure  fatire  never  with  a  fairer  hand 
Pourtray'd  the  objtid  fhe  defign'd  to  brand. 
Alas !  that  virtue  fhould  fo  foon  decay. 
And  faction's  wild  applaufe  rhy  heart  betray ! 
The  mufe  with  fecret  fympathy  relents, 
And  human  failings,  as  a  friend,  laments  : 
But  when  thofe  dangerous  errors,  big  with  fate, ' 
Spread  difcord  and  diftraAion  through  the  ftate, 
Reafon  fhould  then  exert  her  utmoft  power 
To  guard  our  paffions  in  that  fatal  hour- 

There  was  a  time,  ere  yet  his  coafcious  heart 
Durft  from  the  hardy  path  of  truth  depart, 
While  yet  with  generous  fentimcnt  it  glow'd, 
A  ftranger  to  corruption's  flippery  road  ; 
There  was  a  time  our  PATRIOT  durft  avow 
Thofe  honeft  maxims  he  defpifes  now. 
How  dki  he  then  his  country's  wounds  bewail, 
And  at  the  infatiate  German  vulture  rail  1 
Whofe  cruel  talons  Albion's  entrails  tore, 
Whole  hungry  maw  was  glutted  with  her  gore  ! 
The  fniftsof  error,  that  in  darknefs  held 
Our  reaibn,  like  the  fun,  his  voice  difpell'd. 
And  lo  !   exhaufted,  with  no  power  to  fave, 
We  view  Britannia  panting  on  the  wave  ;  [weight 
Hung  round  her  neck,  a  miilrtone's  ponderous 
Drags  down  the  ftruggling  vidtim  to  her  fate  ! 
While  h->rror  at  the  thought  our  bofom  feels, 
We  blefs  the  man  this  horror  who  reveals. 

But  what  alarming  thoughts  the  heart  amaze, 
When  on  this  Janus'  other  face  we  gaze  ; 
For,  lo  !  pcfleft  of  power's  imperial  reins, 
Our  chief  thofe  vifionary  ills  difdains  ! 
Alas  !  how  foon  the  fleddy  PATRIOT  turns ! 
In  vain  this  change  aftoniuYd  England  mourns  ! 
Her  vital  blood,  that  pour'd  from  every  vein, 
So  late,  to  fill  the  accurs'd  Weftphalian  drain, 
Then  ceas'd  to  flow  ;  the  vulture  now  no  more 
With  unrelenting  rage  her  bowels  tore. 
His  magic  rod  transforms  the  bird  of  prey! 
The  rnillftore  feels  the  touch,  and  melts  away  [ 
And,  ftrange  to  tell,  flili  ftranger  to  believe, 
What  eyes  ne'er  faw,  and  heart  could  ne'er  con 
ceive, 

At  once,  tranfplanted  by  the  forcerer's  wand, 
Columbian  hills  in  diflant  Auftria  {land  ! 
America,  with  pangs  before  unknown, 
Now  with  Wcftphalia  utters  groan  for  groan  : 
By  fympathy  fhe  fevers  with  her  fires, 
Burns  as  fhe  burns,  and  as  fhe  dies  expire?. 

From  maxims  long  adopted  thus  he  flew, 
For  ever  changing,  yet  for  ever  true  : 
Swoln  with  fuccefs,  and  with  applaufe  enflam'd, 
He  fcorn'd  all  caution,  all  advice  difclaim'd  ; 
Arm'd  with  war's  thunder,  he  embrac'd  no  more 
1  hofe  patriot  principles  maintain'^  before, 
7 


Perverfe,  inconftant,  obftinate,  and  proud, 
Drunk  with  ambition,  turbulent,  and  loud, 
He  wr  cks  us  headlong  on  that  dreadful  ftraad 
He  once  devoted  all  his  powers  to  brand ! 

Our  haplefs  country  views  with  weeping  eyes 
On  every  fide  o'erwhelming  horrors  rife  ; 
Drain'd  of  her  wealth,  exhaufled  of  her  power, 
And  agoniz'd  as  in  the  monal  hou.r  ; 
Her  armies  wafted  \i[ith  inc^ffant  toil-1, 
Or  doom'd  to  pe'rifh  in  conta^i^us  foils, 
To  guard  fome  needy  royal  plurdorer's  throne, 
And  fent  to  fall  in  battles  not  their  V>vh.,[charg'd, 
Th'  enormous  debt  at  home,  though  long  o'er- 
With  grievons  burdc  r,s  annually  ehlarg'd  : 
Crufh'd  with  increafing  taxes  to  the  ground, 
That  fuck  like  vampires  every  bleeding  wound : 
Ground  with  fevere  diftrefs  th'  induftrious  poor, 
Driven  by  the  ruthlefs  landlord  to  the  door. 

While  thus  our  land  her  haplefs  fate  bemoans 
In  fecret,  and  with  inward  forrow  groans; 
Though  deck'd  with  tinfel  trophies  of  renown, 
All  gafh'd  with  fores,  with  anguifh  bending  down} 
Can  yet  fome  impious  parricide  appear, 
Who  drives  to  make  this  angujfh  more  fevere  ? 
Can  one  exift,  fo  much  his  country's  foe, 
To  bid  her  wounds  with  frefh  effufion  flow  ? 

There  can  ;  to  him  in  vain  fhe  lifts  her  eyes, 
His  foul  relentlefs  hears  her  piercing  fighs  \ 
Shamelefs  of  front,  impatient  of  controul, 
He  fpurs  her  onward  to  deftru&ion's  g9al ! 
Nor  yet  content  on  curfl  Weftphalia's  fhore 
With  mad  profufion  to  exhauft  her  (lore, 
Still  peace  his  pompous  fulminations  brand, 
As  pirates  tremble  at  the  fight  of  land  : 
Still  to  new  wars  the  public  eye  he  turns  ; 
Defies  all  peril,  and  at  reafon  fyurns ; 
Till  preft  with  danger,  by  difirefs  affail'd, 
That  baffled  courage,  and  o'er  fkill  prevail'd ; 
Till  foundering  in  the  ftorm  himfclf  had  brew'd, 
He  flrives  at  laft  its  horrors  to  elude. 
Some  wretched  fhift  muft  flill  protect  his  name, 
And  to  the  guiltlefs  head  transfer  his  fhame  : 
Then  hearing  modefl  diffidence  oppofe 
His  rafh  advice,  that  golden  time  he  chofe ; 
And  while  big  furge?  threaten'd  to  o'erwhelm 
The  fhip,  inglorioufly  forfook  the  helm. 

But  all  th'  events  collected  to  relate, 
Let  us  his  actions  recapitulate. 

He  firft  affam'd,  by  mean  perfidious  art, 
Thofe  patriot  tenets  foreign  to  his  heart  : 
Next,  by  his  country's  fond  applaufes  fwell'd, 
Thruft  himfelf  forward  into  power,  and  held 
The  reins  on  principles  which  he  alone,      [own ; 
Grown   drunk   and   wanton  with    fuccefs,  could 
Betray'd  her  intereft,  and  abus'd  his  truft ; 
Then,  deaf  to  prayers,  forfook  her  in  difguft  ; 
With  tragic  mummery,  and  mod  vile  grimace,^ 
Rode  through  the  city  wiih  a  woeful  face, 
As  in  diftrefs,  a  PATRIOT  out  of  place  !  3 

Infults  his  gtnerous  prince,  and  in  the  day 
Of  trouble  Ikulks,  becaufe  he  cannot  fvvay  ! 
In  foreign  climes  embroils  him  with  allies  ! 
And  bids  at  home  the  flames  of  DISCORD  rife  ! 

She  comes-!  from  hell  the  exulting  fury  fpringa! 
With  grim  deftrudion  failing  on  her  wings  1 
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Around  herfcream  an  hundred  harpies  fell ! 
An  hundred  demons  (brick  with  hideous  yell ! 
From  where,  in  mortal  venom  dipt  on  high, 
Full-drawn  the  deadliefl  (hafts  of  fatire  fly, 
Where  Churchill  brandifties  his  clumfy  club, 
And  Wilkes  unloads  his  excremental  tub, 
Down  to  where  Entick,  awkward  and  unclean, 
Crawls  on  his  native  duft,  a  worm  obfcene  ! 
While  with  unnumber'd  wing*,  from  van  to  rear 
Myriads  ofnamelefs  buzzing  drones  appear  : 
From  their  dark  cells  the  angry  infects  fwarm, 
And  every  little  fting  attempt  to  arm. 
Here  Chaplains  *,  Privileges  *,  moulder  round, 
And  feeble  Scourges  *  rot  upon  the  ground  : 
Here  hungry  Kenrick  ftrives,  with  fruitlefs  aim, 
With  Grub-ftreet  (lander  to  extend  his  name  : 
At  Bruin  flies  the  Havering,  fnarling  cur, 
But  only  fills  his  farnHh'd  jaws  with  fur. 
Here  Baldwin  fpreads  th'  ifiafilnating  cloke, 
Where  lurking  rancour  gives  the  fecret  ftroke; 
While  gorg'd  with  filth,  around  this  fenfelefs  block, 
A  fwarm  of  fpider-bards  obfequious  flock: 
While  his  demure  Welch  Goat,  with  lifted  hoof, 
In  Poei's-Corner  hangs  each  flimfy  woof ; 
And  f r iflcy  grown ,  attempts,  with  awkward  prance, 
On  wit's  gay  theatre  to  bleat  and  dance. 
Here,  feiz'd  with  iliac  paffton,  mouthing  Leech, 
Too  low,  alas  !  for  fatire's  whip  to  reach, 
From  his  black  entrails,  faction's  common  fewer, 
Difgorges  "all  her  excremental  (lore. 

With  equal  pity  aud  regret  the  mufe 
The   thundering   dorms    that   rage  around  her 

views; 

Impartial  views  the  tides  of  difcord  blend, 
W  here  lordly  rogues  for  power  and  place  contend ; 
Were  not  her  patriot-heart  with  anguifh  torn, 
Would  eye  the  oppofing  chiefs  v*ith  equal  fcorn. 
Let  freedom's  deadlieft.  foes  for  freedom  bawl, 
Alike  to  her  who  govern  or  who  fall !  ^ 

Aloof  (he  ftands,  all  unconcern'd  and  mute, 
While   the  rude   rabble   bellow,    "  Down  with 

Bute  I" 

While  villany  the  fcourge  of  juftice  bilks, 
Howl  on,  ye  ruffians !  "  Liberty  and  Wilkes." 
Let  fome  foft  mummy  of  a  peer,  who  (tains 
His  rank,  fome  fcdden  lump  of  afs's  brains, 
To  that  abandon'd  wretch  hisfandtion  give  ; 
Support  his  flander,  and  his  wants  relieve  I 
Let  the  great  hydra  roar  aloud  for  Pitt, 
And  power  and  wifdom  all  to  him  fubtnit  ! 
Let  proud  ambition's  fons,  with  hearts  fevere, 
Like  parricides,  their  mother's  bowels  tear  ! 
Sedition  her  triumphant  flag  difpiay, 
And  in  embodied  ranks  her  troops  array  I 
While  coward  juftice,  trembling  on  her  feat, 
Like  a  vile  (lave  defcends  to  lick  her  feet  ! 
Nor  here  let  ceniure  draw  her  awful  blade, 
If  irom  her  theme  the  wayward  mufe  has  ftray'd  ! 
Sometimes  th'  impetuous  torrent,  o'er  its  mounds 
•Redundant  burfting,  iwamps  the  adjacent  grounds; 
But  rapid  and  impatient  of  delay, 
"Through  the  deep  channel  Hill  purfues  its  way. 

Certain  .poems  intended  to  be  very  fatirical /   but 
flas  ! — -we  refer  our  reader  to  ib 
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Our  pilot  now  retired,  no  pleafure  knows, 
But  every  man  and  meafure  to  oppofe  ; 
Like  JElop's  cur,  (till  fnxrling  and  perverfe, 
Bloated  with  envy,  to  mankind  a  curfe. 
No  more  at  council  his  advice  will  lend, 
But  with  all  others  who  advife  contend  : 
He  bids  diftra&ion  o'er  his  country  blaze, 
Then,  fwelter'd  with  revenge,  retreats  to  Hayes  *  : 
Swallows  the  penfion ;  but,  aware  of  blame, 
Transfers  the  proffer'd  peerage  to  his  dame. 
The  felon  thus  of  old,  his  name  to  fave, 
His  piifer'd  mutton  to  a  brother  gave.          [know 

JBut  (hould  fome  frantic  wretch,  whom  ail  men 
To  nature  and  humanity  a  foe, 
Deaf  to  the  widow's  moan  and  orphan's  cry, 
And  dead  to  (hame  and  friendftiip's  focial  tie ; 
Should  fuch  a  mifcreant,  at  the  hour  of  death, 
To  thee  his  fortunes  and  domains  bequeath ; 
With  cruel  rancour  wrefting  from  his  heirs 
What  nature  taught  them  to  expect  as  theirs  j 
Would'ft  thou  with  this  detefted  robber  join, 
Their  legal  wealth  to  plunder  and  purloin  ? 
Forbid  it,  Heav'n  !  thou  canft  not  be  fo  bafe, 
To  blaft  thy  name  with  infamous  difgrace  ! 
The  mufe  who  wakes,  yet  triumphs  o'er  thy  hate, 
Dares  not  fo  black  a  thought  anticipate  : 
By  Heaven,  the  mufe  her  ignorance  betrays; 
For  while  a  thoufand  eyes  with  wonder  gaze, 
Though  gorg'd  and  glutted  with  his  country'? 

ftorc, 

The  vulture  pounces  on  the  finning  ore; 
In  hisftrong  talons  gripes  the  golden  prey, 
And  from  the  weeping  orphan  bears  away. 

The  great,  th'  alarming  deed  is  yet  to  ccme,   . 
That,  big  with  fate,  fcrikes  expectation  dumb. 
O  !  patient,  injur'd  England,  yet  unveil 
Thy  eyes,  and  liften  to  the  mufe's  talc-, 
That  true  as  honour,  unadorn'd  with  art, 
Thy  wrongs  in  fair  fucceffion  fhail  impart  I 

Ere  yet  the  defolating  god  of  war 
Had  crufti'd  pale  Europe  with  hi-  iron  car, 
Had  fttook  her  fhores  with  terrible  alarms,  [arms  5 
And    thunder'd    o'er    the    trembling    deep,    to 
In  climes  remote,  beyond  the  fetting  Inn, 
Beyond  th'  Atlantic  wave,  his  r?£e  bt:gun. 
Alas  !  poor  country,  how  with  pangs  unknown 
To  Britain  did  thy  filial  bofom  groan  ! 
What  favage  armies  did  thy  realms  invade, 
Unarm'd,  and  diftant  from  maternal  aid  ! 
Thy  cottages  witit  cruel  fiames'conlum'd, 
And  the  lad  owner  to  deftrudtion  dooni'd; 
Mangled  with  wounds,  with  pungent  anguifli  torn, 
Or  left  to  perifh  naked  and  forlorn  1 
What  carnage  reek'd  upon  thy  ruin'd  plaint 
\Vhat  infants  bled  !  what  virgins  (hriek'd  in  vain  1 
In  every  look  diitra&iori  feem'd  to  glare, 
Each  heart  was  rack'cl  with  horror  and  defpair. 
To  Albion  then,  with  groans  and  piercing  cries, 
America  lift  up  her  dying  eyes ; 
To  generous  Albion  pour'd  forth  all  her  pain, 
To  whom  the  wretched  never  wept  in  vain. 

*   See  anecdotes  of  Ltt£  a  Pitty  a  man  of  a  <oeryfimi~ 
lav    camflaxion    and    co;ijlitutiont    in 
HiJIory  of  'f/orcncf,' '   1753. 
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She  heard,  and  .In  ft  act  to  relieve  her  flew, 
Her  arm  the  gleaming  fword  of  vengeance  drew  ; 
Far  o'er  the  ocean  wave  her  voice  was  known, 
That  (honk  the  deep  abyfs  from  zone  to  zone  : 
She  bade  the  thunder  of  the  battle  glow, 
And  pour'd  the  ftorm  of  lightning  on  the  foe  : 
>lor  ceas'd  till,  crown'd  with  vi&ory  complete, 
Pale  Spain  and  France  lay  trembling  at  her  feet  *. 

Her  fears  difpell'd,  and  all  her  foes  remov'd, 
Her  fertile  grounds  induftrioufly  improv'd, 
Her  towns  with  trade,  with  fleets  her  harbours 

crown'd, 

And  plenty  fmiling  on  her  plains  around  ; 
Thus  bleft  with  all  that  commerce  could  fupply, 
America  regards  with  jealous  eye, 
And  cankcr'd  heart,  the  parent,  who  fo  late 
Had  fnatch'd  her  gafping  from  the  jaws  of  fate; 
Who  now,  with  wars  for  her  begun,  r<-lax'd, 
With  grievous  aggravated  burdens  tax'd, 
Her  treafures  wafted  by  a  hungry  brood 
Of  cormorants,  that  fuck  her  vital  blood  ; 
Who  now  of  her  demands  that  tribute  due, 
Iror  whom  alone  th'  avenging  fword  fhe  drew:. 

Scarce  had  America  the  juft  requeft 
Receiv'd,  when  kindling  in  her  faithlefs,breaft 
Refentment  glows,  enrag'd  fedition  burns, 
And,  lo  !  the  mandate  of  our  laws  fhe  fpurns  ! 
Her  fecret  hate,  incapable  of  fhame 
Or  gratitude,  incenfcs  to  a  flame, 
Derides  our  power,  bids  infurredion  rife, 
Jnfuhs  our  honour,  and  our  laws  defies  ; 
O'tr  all  her  cnafts  is  heard  th'  audacious  roar, 
*'  England  fhall  rule  America  no  more  1" 

Scon  as  on  Britain's  fliore  th'  alarm  was  heard, 
f>tern  indignation  in  her  look  appear'd ; 
Yet,  loth  to  punifh,  fhe  her  fcourge  withheld 
From  her  perfidious  fons  who  thus  rebell'd  : 
Now  ftung  with  anguifh,  now  with  rage  affail'd, 
Till  pity  in  her  foul  at  laft  prevail'd, 
Determin'd  not  to  draw  her  penal  ftee! 
Till  fair  perfuafion  made  her  laft  appeal. 

And  now  the  great  decifive  hour  drew  nigh, 
She  on  her  darling  patriot  caft  her  eye  ; 
His  voice  like  thunder  will  fupport  her  caufe, 
Enforce  her  dictates,  and  fuftam  her  laws; 
Rich  with  her  fpoils,  hisfanclion  will  difmay, 
And  bid  th'  infurgents  tremble  and  obey. 

He  comes  1 — but  where,  th'  amazing  theme  to 
Difcover  language  or  ideas  fit  ?  [hit, 

Splay-footed  words,  that  he&or,  bounce,  and  fwag- 

ger, 

The  fenfe  to  puzzle,  and  the  brain  to  ftagger  ? 
Our  patriot  ccme.<  — with  frenzy  fir'd,  the  mufc 
With  allegoric  eye  his  figure  views  : 
Like  the  grim  portrefs  «.i  hell-gate  he  ftands, 
Bellona's  fcour^e  hangs  trembling  in  his  hands  ! 
Around  him,  fiercer  than  the  ravenous  (hark, 
e  A  cry  of  hell-hounds  never-cualing  bark.!' 
.And  lo  !   th'  enormous  giant  to  bedeck, 
A  golden  milftone  hangs  upon  his  neck  ! 

*  See  Marine  Dictionary,  article  Cartel,  and  a 
letter  from  Mr.  Secretary  Piit  to  the  federal  Governors 
a.nd  Councils  in  North  America^  relating  to  tin;  £ing  of 
Truce  Trade ,  Aug.  24.  1 760. 


On  him  ambition^  vulture  darts  her  claw?, 
And  with  voracious  rage  his  liver  gnaws. 
Our  patriot  comes  ! — the  buckles  of  whofe  fnoes 
Not  Cromwell's  ielf  was  worthy  to  unloofe. 
Repeat  his  name  in  thunder  to  the  fkies ! 
Ye  hills  fall  proftrate,  and  ye  vales  arife  ! 
Through  fa&ion's  wildernefs  prepare  the  way  ! 
Prepare,  ye  liftening  fenates,  to  obey  ! 
The  idol  of  the  mob,  behold  him  (land, 
The  alpha  and  omega  of  the  land! 

Methinks  I  hear  the  bellow  ing'  demagogue 
Dumb- founding  declamations  dilembogue, 
ExprefHons  of  immeasurable  length, 
Where  pompous  jargon  fills  the  place  of  ftrength  ; 
Where  fulminating,  rumbling  eloquence, 
With  loud  theatric  rage,  bombards  the  fenfe  ; 
And  words,  deep  rank'din  horrible  array, 
Exafperated  metaphors  convey  ! 
With  thefe  auxiliaries,  drawn  up  at  large, 
He  bids  enrag'd  fedition  beat  the  charge ; 
From    England's   fanguine   hope   his    aid   with 
draws, 

And  lifts  to  guide  in  ;nfurre6lion's  caufe. 
And  lo  !  where,  in  her  facrilegious  hand, 
The  parricide  lifts  high  her  burning  brand  ! 
Go,  while  fhe  yet  fufpends  her  impious  aim, 
With  thofe  infernal  lungs  aroufe  the  fiame  '. 
Though  England  merits  not  her  leaft  regard, 
Thy  friendly  voice  gold  boxes  fhall  reward  \ 
Arife,  embark  !  prepare  thy  martial  car, 
To  lead  her  armies  and  provoke  the  war  1 
Rebellion  waits,  impatient  of  delay, 
The  fignal  her  black  enfigns  to  difplay  *. 
*  *  *  *  *  *. 

To  thee,  whofe  foul,  all  ftedfaft  and  ferene3 
Beholds  the  tumults  that  diftract  our  fcene; 
And,  in  the  calmer  feats  of  wifdum  plac'd, 
Enjoys  the  fvveets  of  fentiment  and  tafte  ; 
To  thee,  O  Marias  .'  whom  no  factions  fway, 
Th'  impartial  mule  devotes  her  honeft  lay  ! 
In  her  fond  breaft  no  proftituted  aim, 
Nor  venal  hope,  affumes  fair  frieiidfhip's  name  : 
Sooner  fhall  Clurchiir*  feeble  meteor-ray, 
That  led  our  foundering  dcma^^ve  aftray, 
Darkling  to  grope  and  flounce  in  error's  night, 
Eclipfe  great  Mansfield's  ftrong  meridian  light, 
Than  fliail  the  change  of  fortune,  time  or  place,- 
Thy  generous  friendfhip.  in  my  heart  efface  ! 
O  !   whether  wandering  frrm  thy  country  far, 
A.'d  plung'd  amid  the  murdering  kenes  of  war;. 
Or  in  the  blcft  retreat  of  virtue  laid, 
Where  contemplation  fpreads  her  awful  fhade; 
If  ever  to  forget  thee  I  have  power, 
May  Heaven  defert  me  at  my  lateil  hour  ! 

Still  fatire  bids  my  bofom  beat  to  arms, 
And  throb,  with  iirefiltible  alarms. 
Like  fome  full  river  charg'd  with  falling  fhower§, 
Still  o'er  my  breaft  her  fwelling  deluge  pours. 
But  reft  and  filence  now,  who  wait  befide, 
With  their   ftrong  flood  gaies  bar  th'  impetuous 

tide. 
******* 

*  See  account  of  ibe  fail  of  Luca  Frit,  in   "  M&- 
cbiavel's  Hijloty  of  Florence *' 
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Peace  to  thy  aflies,  LLOYD,  ill-treated  bard——. 

Hard  was  thy  lot,  fweet  bird !  in  this  rude  age, 

That  coop'd  thee  up  to  whittle  in  a  cage  : 

Yet  thou  could'ft  even  freedom's  felf  furvive, 

And  blithly  fing  while  Churchill  was  alive, 

But  when  your  mate  was  fnatch'd,  you  droop'd  and  died; 

Bleft  was  that  trial,  for  thy  truth  was  tried. 

For  ages  hence  your  chaplet  fhall  be  green, 

And,  ages  pad,  no  withering  leaf  be  feen. 

Softly  repofe  upon  the  Mufe's  breafl, 

And  Phoebus'  felf  {hall  fing  you  to  your  reft. 

EVAN  LLOYD'S  VERSES  ON  THE  DEATH  or  LLOYD* 
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THE  LIFE  OF  LLOTD. 


ROBERT  LLOYD  was  the  fon  of  the  Rev.  Dr.  Pearfon  Lloyd,  fecond  Matter  of  Weftminfter  School, 
He  was  born  in  1733. 

He  received  his  education  at  Weftminfter  School;  and  had  for  his  fchoolfellows,  Churchill, 
Thornton,  Colman,  Benfley,  and  fome  others,  who  have  difiinguifhed  themfelves  in  the  literary 
world.  To  Churchill,  he  was,  through  life,  particularly  attached. 

In  1751,  he  flood  lirft  in  the  lift  of  Weftminfter  fcholars  who  were  fent  to  Trinity  College* 
Cambridge ;  at  the  fame  time  that  his  friend  Colman  obtained  the  fame  rank  among  thofc  who 
were  fent  to  Oxford. 

So  early  as  the  year  1751,  he  had  written  The  Frogrefs  of  En<vyy  to  (hew  his  induration  at 
I.auder's  malevolent  a'ttack  upon  Milton,  and  continued  to  cultivate  his  poetical  talents  during  his 
refidence  at  Cambridge. 

In  1755,  he  took  the  degree  of  Bachelor,  and  in  1761,  that  of  Matter  of  Arts. 

Though  he  went  to  the  Univerfity  from  fchool,  in  a  manner  fo  honourable  to  his  literature,  he 
never  became,  a  Fellow  of  his  College. 

To  the  decency  or  propriety  of  his  conduct  at  Cambridge,  little  commendation  can  be  afforded ; 
the  report  of  his  contemporaries  is  not  the  leaft  favourable  to  his  behaviour  there. 

On  leaving  the  Univerfity,  he  returned  to  Weftminfter,  and  became  an  affiftant  to  his  father,  a3 
one  of  the  Ufhers  of  the  fchool,  ah  employment  he  undertook  with  relutflance.  aud  retired  front 
With  difguft. 

His  motives  for  relinquifhing  this  fituation,  the  duties  of:  which  he  was  particularly  well  qualified 
t.6  difcharge,  as  afllgned  by  himfelf,  in  his  slpotogy,  was  his  defire  of  farther  improving  his  own  mind^ 
hiftead  of  vainly  attempting  the  improvement  of  others. 

For  ftich  Us  taflc,  a  difmal  truth, 
Who  watches  o'er  the  bent  of  ytfuth; 
And  while  a  paltry  ftipend  earning, 
He  fows  the  richeft  feeds,  of  learning, 
And  tills  their  minds  with  proper  care, 
And  1'ses  them  their  due  produce  bear  : 
N>   joys,  alas  !  his  toil  beguile, 
His  oit'ft  lies  fallow  all  the  while. 

It  is  probable,  however,  that  this  impatience  of  reftraint  and  difguft  at  fcholaftic  confinement 
were  heightened  by  his  intimacy  with  Churchill,  Thornton,  and  Benfley,  whofe  congenial  talents 
and  difpofkion  might  ferve  to  encourage  each  other  in  «-he  purfuit  01  fuel:  youthful  amliiements, 
as  infenfibly  betrayed  them  into  a  liberality  of  life  and  converfution  which  the  prudential  part  of 
the  world  condemned. 

It  is  a  melancholy  reflection,  arid  fufficiendy  mortifying  to  men  of  parts  and  genius,  that  every 
one  of  his  fpirited  companions  fell,  with  himfelf,  a  facri6ce  in  the  prime  of  life  to  the  want  of  thac 
difcretion  in  themfelves  which  they  fo  wittily  ridiculed,  and  as  imprudently  defpifed  in  others. 

Having  refigned  the  Ufherfhip  of  Weftminfter  School,  he  became  an  author  Hy  profeffion,  and 
experienced  moft  of  the  viciflitud'es  of  fortune  to  which  men  of  that  precarious  profeffion  ar* 
liable. 
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He  engaged  in  many  literary  undertakings;  but  added  little  to  his  reputation,  and  nothing  to 
his  independence  The  firft  performance  which  eftabhflied  his  reputation  as  a  poet  was  The  Aflor, 
publilhed  in  1760,  and  addrefled  to  his  friend  Thornton,  which  not  only  gave  proofs  of  great 
judgment,  but  had  alfo  the  merit  of  fmooth  verification  and  great  ftrength  of  poetry. 

The  fame  year,  his  ode,  intituled,  the  Tears  and  Triumphs  of  ParnajJ'us,  was  performed  at  Drury- 
Lane,  and  publifhed  in  4to. 

It  is  fuppofed,  that  the  reputation  he  acquired  by  the  Aftory  ftimulated  Churchill  to  write  his 
celebrated  "  Rofciad  ;"  the  fuperior  popularity  of  which,  according  to  Dr.  Kenrick,  gave  him  at 
firft  fome  difguft ;  but  on  the  farther  exertion  of  Churchill's  abilities,  the  fuperiority  in  force  of 
numbers,  and  power  of  imagery,  appearing  fo  greatly  on  the  fide  of  his  friend,  with  the  modefty  be 
coming  real  genius,  and  the  complacency  of  a.  difpofition  untainted  by  envy,  he  joined  the  reft  of 

his  admirers  in  the  unlimited  applaufe  beftowed  on  his  productions. 

•» 

For  me,  who  labour  with  poetic  fin, 
Who  often  woo  the  mufe  I  cannot  win, 
Whom  pleafure  firft  a  willing  poet  made, 
And  folly  fpoilt  by  taking  up  the  trade  : 
Pleas'd  I  behold  fuperior  genius  fhine, 
Nc  r,  ting'd  with  envy,  wifh  that  genius  mine. 
To  Churchill**  mufe  can  bov  with  decent  awe, 
Admire  his  mode,  nor  make  that  mode  my  law  : 
Both  may,  perhaps,  have  variou«  powers  to  pleafe, 
Be  his  the  ftrength  of  numbers,  mine  the  eafe. 

In  the  beginning  of  the  poetical  war,  to  which  the  "Rofciad"  founded  the  firft  charge,  Lloyd 
•was  fufpected  to  be  the  author ;  but  exculpated  himfelf  from  the  charge,  by  an  advertifement  in 
the  public  papers;  on  which  occafion,  Churchill  came  forward,  and  in  the  fame  public  manner,  de 
clared  himfelf  the  author,  and  drew  on  that  torrent  of  "  Anti  Rofciads,"  "  Apologies,"  "  Mur- 
phiads,"  Churchiiliads,"  "  Examiners,"  &c.  which  for  a  long  time  engaged  the  attention  of  the 
public. 

In  1761,  his  Arcadia  on  the  Shepherd's  Wedding,  a  dramatic  paftoral,  was  brought  on  the  ftage  at 
Drury-Lane,  and  performed  leveral  nights,  though  with  no  great  fuccefs.  It  is  extremely  fhort 
and  fimple,  being  only  a  compliment  to  their  prefent  Majefties  on  their  nuptials. 

The  fame  year,  he  conducted  the  poetical  department  of  a  periodical  publication,  called,  The 
Library,  to  which  Churchill  is  fuppofed  to  have  contributed. 

His  attachment  to  the  pleafures  of  the  table,  particularly  to  thofe  of  the  bottle,  being  much  ccn- 
fured  both  by  his  real  and  pretended  friends,  Churchill  attempted  to  apologize  for  him,  and  even 
to  juftify  the  practice,  as  well  by  precept  as  example.  His  gay  and  fpirited  epiftle,  intituled, 
"  Night,"  infcribed  to  Lloyd,  is  a  profefled  apology,  if  not  a  formal  juftification  of  their  nocturnal 
feftivity. 

Let  flaves  to  bufinefs,  bodies  without  foul, 
Important  blanks  in  nature's  nightly  roll, 
Solemnize  nonftnfe  in  the  day's  broad  glare, 
We  night  prefer,  which  heals  or  hides  our  care. 

The  truth  feems  to  be,  that  however  eagerly  they  might  enter  on  the  career  of  thefe  jovial 
amufements,  they  continued  their  race  out  9f  pique  at  the  worldly  difrefpect,  which  they  had  im 
prudently,  and  perhaps  unexpectedly,  incurred.  This  is  pathetically  infmuated  in  the  following 
lines : 

When  foes  infult,  and  prudent  friends  difpenfe 

In  pity's  ftrains,  the  worft  of  infolence, 

Oft  with  thee,  Lloyd,  I  fteal  an  hour  from  grief, 

And  in  thy  focial  converfe  find  relief, 

The  mind,  of  folitude  impatient  grown, 

Loves  any  forrows  rather  than  her  own. 

The  expences  neceffary  to  fupport  the  character  of  a  man  of  the  town  exceeding  the  income  of 
?,  man  of  wit,  he  was  induced  to  engage  in  publications  that  promifed  to  produce  profit  rather  than 
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praife.  Among  thefe  was  the  St.  James"*  Magazine,  a  periodical  work,  begun  1763,  and  which  was  foon 
discontinued  for  want  of  encouragement,  though  far  fuperior  to  moft  other  publications  of  the  kind. 

In  this  work,  he  inferted  a  tranflation  of  Moliere's  Ecole  des  Ycmmei,  which  was  publifhed  merely 
to  fhow  how  much  Mr.  Murphy  had  borrowed  in  cornpofmg  "  The  Way  to  keep  Him." 

The  fame  year,  he  publifhed  Ths  Death  of  Adam,  a  tragedy,  tranflated  from  the  German  of  Klop- 
flock.  Dr.  Ken  rick  obfcrves,  that  he  was  not  fufficiently  acquainted  with  that  language,  to  do  juftics 
either  to  the  original  or  to  himfelf. 

The  5;.  James's  Magazine  not  meeting  with  that  fuccefs  which,  from  its  merit,  might  be  reafon- 
ably  expected,  he  found  himfelf  unable  to  difcharge  forrie  pecuniary  obligations  which  he  had  im- 
providently  laid  himfelf  under  on  the  flattering  profpect  of  its  fuccefs;  and  of  cotirfe  became  a  pri- 
foner  in  the  Fleet,  where  he  was  almoft  entirely  fupported  by  the  benevolence  of  his  friend 
Churchill,  who  allowed  him  a  regular  ftipend,  from  the  commencement  of  his  confinement. 

He  was  vifited  in  the  Fleet  by  a  number  of  thofe  who  had,  or  would  be  thought  to  have  pre- 
tenfions  to  wit;  but  he  was  abandoned  by  almoft  all  the  friends  and  companions  of  his  youth,  efpe- 
cially  thofe  on  whom  he  lavifhed  many  encomiums  in  his  writings. 

"  Thornton,"  fays  he,  in  one  of  his  letters  to  Mr.  Wilkes,  after  the  death  of  Churchill,  "  is 
•what  you  tlought  him.  I  have  many  acquaintances,  but  noiv  no  friend  here."  Mr.  Wilkes  was 
then  in  France.  Garrick,  Colman,  and  Hogarth,  whom  he  had  fo  berhymed  and  bepraifed,  were 
in  England. 

During  his  confinement,  he  undertook,  in  conjunction  with  Mr.  Charles  Denis,  a  tranflation  of 
the  Centes  Moraux  of  Marmontel ;  a  carelefs  performance  that  did  them  little  credif. 

In  1762,  he  collected  his  Poems  into  a  4to  volume,  for  which  he  obtained  a  very  liberal  fub- 
fcription. 

He  wrote  alfo  a  comic  opera,  intituled,  'The  Capricious  Lovers,  which  was  acted  at  'the  theatre 
in  Drury-Lane,  in  1764,  with  fome  applaufe ;  but  not  with  fo  much  as  it  merited;  though  hi jf 
genius  does  not  appear  to  have  led  him  flrongly  to  dramatic  compofition.  The  ground-word  of 
this  piece  is  the  Caprices  a" Amour,  or  Ninette  a  la  Cour,  by  Favart. 

In  this  iiate  of  dereliction  and  depreffion,  he  had  the  affliction  to  lofe  his  friend  Churchill,  whofe 
kindnefs  to  him  continued  undlminifhed  during  all  his  neceflities. 

The  following  letters  to  their  common  friend,  Mr.  Wilkes,  the  one  written  before,  and  the  oth^r 
after  the  death  of  his  liberal  benefadlor,  fufficiently  fpeak  his  apprehenfions  and  fenfe  of  that  me 
lancholy  event. 

"  Your  letters  have  given  me  inexpreflible  uneafinefs  concerning  my  friend  Charles ;  and  your 
not  giving  me  a  direction,  leaves  me  in  flill  greater  anxiety  that  this  may  not  reach  you,  and  I  ton- 
fequently  hear  nothing  how  he  does.  Indeed,  we  are  all  much  alarmed  ;  for  though  the  feeming 
fpirit*  of  your  letter  to  me  gave  us  hopes  that  it  might  not  be  fo  bad  with  him,  that  which  Jack! 
has  received  entirely  quafhes  them.  Pray  let  me  hear  from  you  the  earlieft  opportunity.  I.  hope 
I  fhalj  not  be  doubly  unfortunate  in  the  lofs  of  my  friend,  and  be  reduced  to  the  cpnifortlefs  ne- 
ceffity  of  brooding  over  my  own  calamities  in  this  ungrateful  fituation.  Dear  Wilkes,  give  me  aljfe 
the  information  you  can,  and  what  fervices  F  can  do,  I  in  duty  owe  to  you  both,  command." 

"  I  will  fpare  your  own  feelings,"  he  writes  him,  Nov.  20, 1764,  "  and  mine  on  our  irreparable 
lofs.  You  did  not,  I  imagine,  receive  my  letter,  directed  fo  you  at  an  uncertainty,  at  the  poft- 
houfe,  or  if  you  did,  you  returned  no  anfwer,  I  fuppofe  becaufe  you  could  give  no  comfort.  I  am 
pleafed  to  find  frbm  Mr.  Cotes,  who  communicated  your  letter  to  him-  this  day  to  me,  that  you 
•will  be  kind  to  the  remains  of  our  dear  friend.  What  is  in  my  power  to  execute,  yoii  will  direct  and 
command.  And  I  could  much  wifh,  you  would,  as  early  as  you  can,  bring  your  mind  to  write  on 
fuch  a  fubject.— -Do,  if  it  is  only  for  rhy  confolation,  who  indeed  moft  truly  want  it ;  write  to  me, 
and  as  the  memory  of  Charles  was  dear  to  you,  do  not  forget  him  who  is  moft  unfortunate  in  the 
lofs  of  the  living  and  the  dead  friend." 

The  news  of  the  melancholy  event  being  announced  to  him  fomewhat  abruptly  while  he  was 
fitting  at  dinner,  "  he  was  feized,"  fays  Dr.  Kenrick,  "  with  a  fudden  ficknefs,  and  faying,  *  i 
fhall  follow  poor  Charles,'  took  to  his  bfd,  from  which  he  never  rofe  again." 

Q^  iiij 
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He  fell  Into  a  fit  of  defpondence,  and  furvived  him  but  a  few  weeks.  He  died  on  the  I5th  of 
December  1764,  at  the  age  of  31,  and  was  buried  on  the  I9th,in  the  church-yard  of  St.  Bride's  parifh. 

In  his  ficknefs,  he  was  attended  by  Mifs  Patty  Churchill,  the  favourite  filler  of  his  deceafed  friend, 
•who  is  faid  to  have  poflcfied  a  confiderable  portion  of  the  fenfe,  fpirit,  and  genius  of  her  brother. 
She  is  reported  to  have  been  betrothed  to  Lloyd,  and  that  fo  mournful  was  the  effect,  which  the 
melancholy  cataftrophe  of  her  lover  and  brother  had  on  her  fuiceptible  mind,  that  ihe  caught  the 
contagion  of  grief,  which  preyed  on  her  fpirits,  and  did  not  permit  her  long  to  furvive  them. 

His  Poetical  Works  ^  with  confvderable  additions  from  the  St.  James's  JVLagazincy  were  reprinted, 
in  a  vols.  &vo.  1774,  with  "  An  Account  of  his  Life,"  by  Dr.  Kenrick,  and  inferted,  with  ad 
ditions,  in  the  edition  of  the  "  Englifh  Poets,"  1790. 

Lloyd  feems  to  have  been  of  a  difpofition  different  from  that  of  the  genus  irrltalile  vaium.  In  the 
general  intercourfc  of  life,  he  is  faid  to  have  been  generous  and  friendly  :  he  had  a  grateful  heart,  and 
ihowed,  by  his  warm  attachment  to  his  friends,  how  fenfible  he  was  of  their  kindnefc.  Though 
the  rigid  moralid  might  have  reafon  to  cenfure  his  irregularities,  they  were  of  fuch  a  nature  as 
betrayed  no  malevolence  of  temper,  reflecting  on  him  the  character  fo  well  known  under  the  de 
nomination  of  no  one's  enemy  but  his  own,  rather  than  that  of  a  friend  only  to  himfelf,  and  an  enemy 
to  others.  His  grateful  attachment  to  Churchill,  needs  no  other  proof  than  the  fatal  one  of  break 
ing  his  heart  at  his  death. 

"  Mr.  Lloyd,"  fays  Mr.  Wilkes,  "  was  mild  and  affable  in  private  life,  of  gentle  manners,  and 
very  engaging  in  converfation."  Captain  Edward  Thompfon  defcribes  him  as  of  a  tacit  difpofition, 
referved  and  attentive;  "  he  took  much  fnuff,"  fays  he,  "  and  would  often  fit  the  auditor  of  con 
verfation  rather  than  the  promoter."  "  He  was  the  worft  reciter  of  his  own  verfes,"  fays  Dr. 
Kenricfc,  "  that  I  ever  remember  to  have  heard.  At  the  fame  time,  what  he  wanted  in  power 
of  declamation,  ,was  amply  fupplied  by  tenacioufoefs  of  memory  and  facility  of  compofition  ;  the 
productions  of  no  writer,  perhaps  ancient  or  modern,  being  more  truly  faid  to  be  written  currents 
calamo  than  thofe  of  Mr.  Lloyd.  So  ready  was  his  pen,  and  retentive  his  mind,  that  when  his 
devotifwi  to  the  mufes  has  been  interrupted  by  the  orgies  of  Bacchus,  and  the  fufpended  fable,  like 
that  cf  Butler's  tale/  been  broke  off  in  the  middle,  he  has  purfued  it  from  memory  with  the  utmoft 
compofure,  when  the  fever  of  the  brain  was  over,  and  finifhed  the  compofition  as  confidently  as  if 
the  copy  had  been  all  before  him." 

As  a  poet,  Lloyd  is  to  be  confidered  as  an  elegant  and  correct,  rather  than  a  very  animated  or 
firfl  rate  writer.  His  compofitions  are  diftinguiflied  by  a  happy  eafe,  and  a  graceful  negligence  of 
expreffi'in.  But  they  are  extremely  unequal ;  fometimes  terfe  and  neat,  and  at  other  times  flovenly 
and  inaccurate.  Prior,  Gay,  and  Swift,  were  the  models  which  he  followed,  in  preference  to  Dry- 
den,  Pope,  and  Churchill.  The  AElor  is  one  of  his  belt  production?.  It  is  not  a  regular  treatife 
of  the  whole  art  of  acting,  but  only  fuch  particular  parts  of  it  as  he  probably  thought  beft  adapted 
to  the  improvement  of  the  ftage.  He  begins,  by  exploding  the  prevailing  vice  of  imitation,  and 
paiTes  a  very  high  and  juft  encomium  on  Garrick,  the  great  object  of  imitation  among  the  inferior 
players.  He  then  ceftfures  the  moft  Uniting  errors  in  theatrical  action,  particularly  the  ftudied 
affectation  of  attitude.  He  goes  on  to  cenfure  the  difagreeable  practice,  not  uncommon  among 
players  of  great  merit,  of  over-acting  their  parts;  and  cenfures,  with  equal  juflice  and  propriety, 
the  monotony  of  fome  actors,  the  rant  of  others,  and  the  inattention  of  mofl ;  as  alfo,  the  feveral 
flage  tricks  of  drefs,  ghofts,  and  the  abfurd  entertainments  of  pantomime ;  concluding  with  the 
following  apology  for,  and  addrefs  to  the  actor,  which  is  felected  as  a  fpecimen  of  his  terfe  flyle 
and  eafy  verification. 

Shall  they,  who  trace  the  pafiions  from  their  rife. 

Show  fcorn  her  features,  ner  own  image  vice  ? 

Who  teach  the  mind  its  proper  force  to  fcan, 

And  hold  the  faithful  mirror  up  to  man, 

Shall  their  profeffion  e'er  provoke  difdain, 

Who  ftand  the  foremofl  in  the  moral  train,  . 

Who  lend  reflection  all  the  grace  of  art, 

And  ftrike  the  precept  home  upon  the  heart  2 
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Yet,  haplcfs  artift  !  though  thy  Ikill  can  raife 
The  burfting  peal  of  univerfal  praife, 
Though  at  thy  beck  applaufe  delighted  ftands, 
And  lifts,  Briareus'  like,  her  hundred  hands, 
Know,  fame  awards  thee  but  a  partial  breath  I 
Not  all  thy  talents  brave  the  ftrcke  of  death. 
Poets  to  ages  yet  unborn  appeal, 
And  lateft  times  th'  eternal  Nature  feel. 
Though  blended  here  the  praife  of  bard  and  play'f. 
While  more  than  half  becomes  the  actor's  {hare, 
Relentlefs  death  untwifts  the  mingled  fame, 
And  finks  the  player  in  the  poet's  name. 
The  pliant  mulcles  of  the  various  face, 
The  mien  that  gave  each  fentence  ftrength  and  grace, 
The  tuneful  voice,  the  eye  that  fpoke  the  mind, 
Are  gone,  nor  leave  a  fiugle  trace  behind. 

Of  his  Occafional  Pieces,  the  Epijlle  to  Garrici,  Epijlle  to  Churchill,  Sbakfpeare,  We  Poet,  Tie  Coller  ofTif- 
ftngtons  and  The  Coller  of  Cripplegates  Letters,  &C-  have  confiderable  merit.  His  Progrefs  of  Envy,  is  a 
happy  imitation  of  the  ftyle  and  manner  of  Spenf:r.  The  two  Odes  to  Qbfcurity  and  Oblivion,  written 
in  conjunction  with  Colman,  are  admirable  parodies  of  Gray's  "  Progrefs  of  Poetry,  and  Bard,"  and 
Mafon's  "  Ode  to  Memory,"  &c.  In  the  firft,  the  birth  of  Fajbion  is  humoroufly  and  poetically  defcrib- 
ed,  and  in  the  latter,  the  goddefs  Oblivion  is  pleafantly  and  chara«5teriftically  reprefented.  His  Latin 
verfion  of  Gray's  "  Elegy  in  a  Country  Church- Yard,"  is  inferior  to  fome  other  verfions  of  that  ex- 
quifite  performance.  His  tranflation  of  the  firft  book  of  Voltaire's  Henriade  is  executed  with  fpirit 
and  elegance.  The  Imitation  from  the  Spefiator  is  exquifitely  beautiful.  His  Songs  are  tender  and 
elegant.  His  Fables,  Tales,  &c.  are  familiar  and  eafy.  His  other  levities  and  pieces  of  humour  have 
their  proportion  of  wit  and  pleafantry ;  but  require  no  diftinct  enumeration  or  particular  criticifm. 
"  To  expatiate  on  his  merit  as  a  writer,"  fays  Dr.  Kenrick,  "  would  be  needlefs;  as  nothing  can 
be  more  fully  faid  of  him  than  he  hath  occafionally  faid  of  himfelf,  in  reply  to  the  cenfure  of  the 
critics : 

Hift !  'tis  a  critic — yes — 'tis  he — 
•    What  would  your  gracelefs  form  with  me  ? 

Is  it  t'  upbraid  me  with  the  crime 

Of  fpinning  unlaborious  rhyme, 

Of  ftringing  various  thoughts  together 

In  verfe  or  profe,  or  both,  or  neither  ? 

A  vein  which,  though  it  muft  offend 

You,  lofty  Sirs  !   who  can't  defcend 

To  fame,  has  often  made  its  way, 

From  Butler,  Prior,  S-wift,  and  Gay. 

11  In  his  claffical  allufions,  and  happy  imitations  of  the  Greek  and  Latin  poets,  Mr.  Lloyd  bears 
away  the  palm  from  all  other  Englifti  poets.  I  do  not  mean  to  refer  the  reader  to  his  tranflation 
of  Homer's  Hymn,  which  appears  (as  well  as  his  imitation  of  Spenfer}  to  be  a  very  juvenile  per 
formance.  The  claffical  reader,  however,  cannot  fail  of  being  pleafed  with  moft  of  his  Latin  com- 
pofitions,  his  tranflation  of  Mr.  Gray's  celebrated  Ode,  [Elegy]  and  particularly  on  making  the 
comparifon  with  his  Englifh  imitation  of  Tlieocritut. 

"  It  is  yet  remarkable,  that  Mr.  Lloyd,  though  fo  excellent  a  fcholar,  had  not  the" lead  tincture  . 
of  the  pedant  in  his  character ;  nene  being  more  ready  to  turn  pedants  into  ridicule ;  particularly 
thofe  affected  pedagogues  who  attempted  to  reduce  the  numbers  of  Englifh  verfe  to  the  fcale  of 
Greek  and  Roman  feet.     He  was  indeed  one  of  thofe  whom  he  defcribes  under  the  title  of  real 
fcholars :" 

Whofe  knowledge  unaffected  flows, 
And  fits  as  eafy  as  their  clothes. 

ce  Mr.  Lloyd,"  fays  Mr.  Wilkes,  "  was  an  excellent  fcholar,  and  an  eafy,  natural  poet.  His  pe 
culiar  excellence  was  the  dreffing  up  an  old  thought  in  a  new,  neat,  and  trim  manner.  He  was 
content  to  fcamper  round  the  foot  of  ParnafTus  on  his  little  Welch  poney,  which  feems  never  to 
have  tired.  He  left  the  fury  of  the  winged  fteed,  and  the  daring  flights  of  the  facred  mountain^ 
to  the  fublime  genius  of  his  friend  Churchill." 
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THE  AUTHOR'S  APOLOGY. 
MY  works  are  adverted  for  fale, 
And  cenmres  fly  as  thick  as  hail ;  ^ 
While  my  po^r  fcheme  of  publication 
Supplies  the  dearth  of  convention. 

What  will  the  world  fay  ?— That's  your  cry. 
Who  is  the  -world?  and  what  am  I  ? 

Once,  but  thank  Heaven,  thofe  days  are  o'er, 
And  perfecution  reigns  no  more, 
One  iv, an.  one  hardy  man  alone, 
Ufurp'd   he  critic's  vacant  throne, 
And  thence  with  neither  tafte  nor  wit, 
By  powerful  catcall  from  the  pit, 
Knock'd  farce,  and  play,  and  aclor  down. 
Who  pafs'd  the  femence  then  ? — the  town. 
So  now  each  upOart  puny  elf 
Talks  of  the  ivorM,  and  means  bimfclf. 

Yet  in  the  circle  there  are  thole 
Who  hurt  e'en  more  than  open  foes : 
Whofe  friendfhip  ferves  the  talking  turn, 
Jufl  fimmers  to  a  kind  concern. 
And  with  a  wond'rous  foft  expreflion 
Expatiates  upon  indifcretion  ; 
Flies  from  the  poems  to  the  man, 
And  gratifies  the  favourite  plan 
To  pull  down  others'  reputation, 
And  huiid  their  own  on  that  foundation. 
The  fcholar  grave,  of  tafte  difcerning, 
Who  lives  on  credit  for  his  learning, 
And  ha»  no  better  claim  to  wit, 
Than  carping  at  what  others  writ, 
With  pitying  kindnefs,  friendly  fear, 
Whifpers  conje£ures  in  your  ear. 
"  I'm  forry — and  he's  much  to  blame — 
"  He  might  have  publifh'd — but  his  name  ! 
"  The  thing  might  plcafe  a  few,  no  doubt, 
"  As  handed  privately  about— 
«*  It  might  amufe  a  friend  or  two, 
.  «  Some  partial  friend  like  me  and  you; 
"  But  when  it  comes  to  prefs  and  print,     .. 
"  You'll  find,  I  fear,  but  little  in't. 
"   He  ftands  upon  a  dangerous  brink, 
"  Who  totters  o'er  the  fea  of  ink, 
"  Where  reputation  runs  aground, 
M  The  author  caft  away,  and  drown'd. 

"  And  then — 'twas  wilful  and  abfurd, 
"  (So  well  approv'd,  fo  well  preferr'd) 
"  Abruptly  thus  a  place  to  quit, 
««  A  place  which  moft  his  genius  hit, 
"  The  theatre  for  Latin  vut ! 


* 


With  critics  round  him  chafte  and  terfe. 
To  give  a  plaudit  to  his  verie  '." 
Utin,  I  grant,  (hows  college  breeding, 
nd  fome  fchool-common-place  of  reading. 
Jut  has  in  moderns  fmall  pretenfion 

0  real  wit,  or  ftrong  invention, 
'he  excellence  you  critics  praife 

Hangs  orl  a  curious  choice  of  phrafe; 
Which  pick'd  and  chofen  here  and  there, 
rom  profe  or  verfe,  no  matter  where, 
umbled  together  in  a  difh, 
,ike  Spanifh  olio,  fowl,  flefh,  fifli, 
You  fet  the  claffic  hodge-podge  on 
ror  pedant  wits  to  feed  upon. 
Your  would-he  genii  vainly  feek 
Fame  for  their  Latin  verfe,  or  Greek ; 
Who  would  for  that  he  moft  admir'd 
Which  blockheads  may,  and  have  acquir'd. 
A  mere  mechanical  connection 
Of  favourite  words — a  bare  collection 
Of  phrafes— where  the  labour'd  cento 
Prefents  you  with  a  dull  memento, 
3ow  Virgil,  Hdrace,  Ovid,  join, 
And  club  together  half  a  line. 
Thefe  only  drain  their  motly  wits 
In  gathering  patches,  ihreds,  and  bits, 
To  wrap  their  barren  fancies  in, 
And  make  a  claffic  Harlequin.  ^ 

—  Were  I  at  once  empower'd  to  fhow 
My  ut  mo  ft  vengeance  on  my  foe, 
To  .puniih.  with  extremeft  rigour, 

1  could  inflicl  no  penance  bigger 
Than  uftng  him  as  learning's  tool, 
To  make  him  uflier  of  a  fchool. 
For,  not  to  dwell  upon  the  toil 
Of  working  on  a  barren  foil, 
And  lab'riug  with  inceffant  pains 
To  cultivate  a  blockhead's  brains, 
The  duties  there  but  ill  befit 
The  love  of  letters,  arts,  or  wit. 
For  whofoe'er,  though  flightly,  fips, 
Their  grateful  flavour  with  his  lips, 
Will  find  it  leave  a  fmatch  behind, 
Shall  fink  fo  deeply  in  the  mind, 

It  never  thence  can  be  eras'd — 
lint,  rifing  up,  you  call  it  tajle. 

'  ['were  foolifli  for  a  drudge  to  choofe 
A  gufto  which  he  cannot  ufe. 
Better  difcard  the  idle  whim, 
What's  he  to  tajte  f  or  tajle  to  him  ? 
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For  me,  it  hurts  me  to  tne/oul 
To  brook  confinement  or  coritroul; 
Still  to  be  pinion  'd  down  to  teach 
The  fyntax  and  the  parts  of  fpeech  ; 
Or,  what  perhaps  is  drudging  worfe, 
The  links,  and  joints,  and  rules  of  verfe; 
To  deal  out  authors  by  retail, 
lake  penny- pots  of  Oxford  ale  ; 
—Oh  1  'tis  afervice  irki'ome  more 
Than  tugging  at  the  flavifh  oar. 

Yet  fuch  his  tafk,  a  difmal  truth, 
Who  watches  o'er  the  bent  of  youth ; 
And  while,  a  paltry  ftipenH  earning,' 
He  fows  the  richeft  feeds  of  learning, 
And  tills  their  minds  with  proper  care, 
And  fees  them  their  due  produce  bear, 
No  joy,  alas  !  his  toil  beguile, 
His  own  lies  fallow  all  the  while. 

*'  Yet  ftill  he's  in  the  road,  you  fay, 
*c  Of  learning." — Why,  perhaps,  he  may. 
But  turns  like  horfes  in  a  mill, 
Nor  getting  on,  nor  {landing  ftill : 
For  little  way  his  learning  reaches, 
"Who  reads  no  more  than  what  he  teache?. 
*'   Yet  you  can  fend  advent'rous  youth, 
•'  In  fearch  of  letters,  tafte,  and  truth, 
**  Who  ride  the  highway-road  to  knowledge, 
"  Through  the  plain  turnpikes  of  a  college," 
True. — Like  way-pafts,  we  ferve  to.fhow 
The  road  which  travellers  ihould  go  ; 
"Who  jog  along  in  eafy  pace, 
Secure  of  coming  to  the  place, 
Yet  find,  return  whene'er  they  will, 
TJhe  pojl,  and  its  direction  ftill : 
"Which  ftands  an  ufeful  untftank'd  guide, 
To  many  a  paffenger  befide. 

'Tis  hard  to  carve  for  others'  meaf, 
And  not  to  have  time  one's  felf  to  eat. 
Though,  be  it  always  underftood, 
Our  appetites  are  full  as  good.         *     . 

"  But  there  have  been,  and  proofs  appear, 
Who  bore  this  load  from  year  to  year  ; 
V/hofe  claim  to  letters,  parts,  and  wit, 
The  world  has  ne'er  difputed  yet. 
"Whether  the  flowing  mirth  prevail 
In  Wejley^s  fong,  or  humorous  tale; 
Or  happier  Bourne's  exprefiion  pleafe 
With  graceful  turns  of  claflk  eafe; 
Or  Oxford's  well-read  poet  lings 
Pathetic  to  the  ear  of  kings : 
Thefe  have  indulg'd  the  mufe.s  flight, 
K'or  iofk  their  time  or  credit  by't; 
Nor  fuffer'd  fancy's  dreams  to  prey 
On  the  due  bufinefs  of  the  day. 
Veife  was  to  them  a  recreation, 
Us'd  by  way  of  relaxation." 
Your  initances  are  fair  and  true, 
And  genius  I  refpect  with  you. 
J  envy  none  their  honeft  praife  ; 
J  feek  to  blaft  no  fcholar's  bays  : 
Still  let  the  graceful  foliage  fpread 
Its  g reeneft  honours  round  their  head, 
Bleft,  if  the  mufes  hand  entwine 
A  fpr  g  at  leaft  to  circle  mine  ! 

Come — I  admit,  you  tax  me  right. 
Prudence,  'tis  true,  was  out  of  fight. 


And  you  may  whifper  all  you  meet,' 
The  man  was  vague  and  indifcreet. 
Yet  tell  me,  while  you  cenftire  me, 
Are  you  from  error  found  and  free  ? 
Say,  does  your  breaft  no  bias  hide, 
Whofe  influence  draws  the  mind  afidft ! 

All  have  their  hobby- horfe  you  fee, 
FromTrillram  down  to  you  and  me. 
Ambition,  fpkndour  may  be  thine; 
Eafe,  indolence,  perhaps  are  mine. 
Though  prudence,  and  our  nature's  pride 
May  vvifh  our  weakneffes  to  hide, 
And  fet  their  hedges  up  before  'em, 
Some  fprouts  will  branch,  and  draggle  o'tr  'em.. 
Strive,  fight  againftherhow  you  will, 
Nature  will  be  the  miftrefs  ftill, 
And  though  you  curb  with  double  rein 
She'll  run  away  with  us  again. 

But  let  a  man  of  parts  be  wrong, 
'Tis  triumph  to  the  leaden  throng. 
The  fools  fhall  cackle  out  reproof, 
The  very  afs  will  raife  his  hoof; 
And  he  who  holds  in  his  poffeffion, 
The  fingle  virtue  of  difcretion, 
Who  knows  no  overflow  of  fpirit, 
Whofe  want  of  paffions  is  his  merit, 
Wiiom  wit,  and  tafte,  and  judgment  flies. 
Shall  fhake  his  noddle,  zndfeem  wife, 

THE  ACTOR. 

ABDRES9ED  TO  BONNEL  THORNTON,  ESQj 

ACTING,  dear  Thornton,  its  perfection  draws, 
From  no  obfervance  of  mechanic  laws ; 
No  let  tied  maxims  of  a  fav'rite  ftage, 
No  rules  deliver'd  down  from  age  to  age, 
Let  players  nicely  mark  them  as  they  will, 
Can  e'er  entail  hereditary  fkill. 
If  'mongft  the  humble  hearers  of  the  pit, 
Some  curious  vet'ran  critic  chance  to  fit, 
Is  he  pleas'd  more  becanfe  'twas  acted  fo 
By  Booth  and  Gibber  thirty  years  ago  ? 
The  mind  recals  an  object  held  more  dear, 
And  hates  the  copy,  that  it  comes  fo  near. 
Why  lov'd  he  Wiikes's  air,  Booth's  nervous  tone 
In  them  'twas  natural,  'twas  all  their  own. 
A  Garrifk',  genius  muft  our  wonder  raife. 
But  gives  his  mimic  no  reflected  praife. 

Thrice  happy  genius,  whofe  unrivall'd  name, 
Shall  live  for  ever  in  the  voice  of  fame  ! 
'  Fis  thine  to  lead  with  more  than  magic  {kill, 
The  train  of  captive  paffions  at  thy  will ; 
To  bid  the  burfting  tear  fpontaneous  flow 
In  the  fv/eet  fenfe  of  fympathetic  woe  : 
Through  ev'ry  vein  I  feel  a  cfjillnefs  creep, 
When  horrors  fuch'as  thine  have  murder*  d Jleep  i 
And  at  the  old  man's  look  and  frantic  ftare 
'Tis  Lear  ak-.rmn  me,  for  I  fee  him  there. 
Nor  ytt  confin'd  to  tragic  walks  alone, 
The  comic  mufe  too  claims  thee  for  her  own. 
With  each  delightful  requifite  to  pleafe, 
Tafte,  ipirit,  judgment,  elegance,  and  eafe, 
Familiar  nature  forms  thy  only  rule, 
From  Ranger's  rake  to  Drugger's  vacant  fool, 
With  powers  fo  pliant,  and  fo  various  bleft, 
That-  what  we  fee  the  laft,  we  like  the  beft. 
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Ifsfot  idly  pleas'd,  at  judgment's  dear  expence, 
But  burft  outrageous  with  the  laugh  of  fenfe. 
Perfedion's  top,  with  weary  toil  and  pain, 
*Tis  genius  only  that  can  hope  to  gain. 
The  play'r's  profeffion  (though  I  hate  the  phrafe, 
'Tis  fo  mechanic  in  thefe  modern  days) 
Lies  not  in  trick,  or  attitude,  or  ftart, 
Nature's  true  knowledge  is  the  only  art. 
The  flrong  felt  paflion  bolts  into  his  face, 
The  mind  untouch'd,  what  is  it  but  grimace ! 
To  this  one  ftandard  make  your  juft  appeal, 
Here  lies  the  golden  fecret ;  learn  to  ptEL. 
Or  fool,  or  monarch,  happy,  or  diftrefs'd, 
No  ador  pleafes  that  is  not  jtojefi'd. 

Once  on  the  ftage,  in  Rome's  declining  days, 
When  Chriftian's  were  the  fubjed  of  their  plays, 
E'er  perfecution  dropp'd  her  iron  rod, 
And  men  ftill  wag'd  an  impious  war  with  God, 
An  ador  fiourifh'd  of  no  vulgar  fame, 
Nature's  difciple,  and  Geneft  his  name. 
A  noble  object  for  his  fkill  he  chofe, 
A  martyr  dying  'midft  inlulting  foes. 
Refign'd  with  patience  to  religion's  laws, 
Yet  braving  monarchs  in  his  Saviour's  caufe, 
Fill'd  with  th'  idea  of  the  facred  part, 
He  felt  a  zeal  beyond  the  reach  of  art, 

'  "With  look  and  voice,  and  gefture,  all  expreft 
A  kindred  ardour  in  the  player's  breaft ; 

Till  as  the  flame  through  all  his  boibm  ran, 
He  loft  the  ador,  and  commenc'd  the  man  ; 
Profeft  the  faith  ;  his  pagan  gods  denied, 
And  what  he  aded  then,  he  after  died. 

The  player's  province  they  but  vainly  cry, 

Who  want  thefe  pow'rs,  deportment,  "voice,  and  eyct 
The  critic  fight  'tis  only  grace  can  pleafe, 

No  figure  charms  us  if  it  has  not  eafe, 

There  are,  who  think  the  flature  all  in  all, 

Nor  like  the  hero,  if  he  is  not  tall. 

The  feeling  fenfe  all  other  want  fupplies, 

I  rate  no  ador's  merit  from  hie  fize. 

Superior  height  requires  fuperior  grace,     . 

And  what's  a  giant  with  a  vacant  face  ? 
Thqatric  monarchs,  in  their  tragic  gait, 

Affed  to  mark  the  folemn  pace  of  ftate. 

One  foot  put  forward  in  pofition  ftrong, 

The  other,  like  its  vaffal,  drag  along. 

Ko  grave  each  motion,  fo  exad  and  flow, 

Like  wooden  monarchs  at  a  puppet-fhow. 

The  mien  delights  us  with  that  native  grace, 

But  affedation  ill  fupplies  it*-  place, 

Unfkilful  adors,  like  your  mimic  apes, 

Will  writhe  their  bodies  in  a  thoufand  fhapes  ; 

However  foreign  from  the  poet's  art, 

No  tragic  hero  but  admires  a  ftart. 

What  though  unfeeling  of  the  nervous  line, 

W.ho  but  allows  his  attitude  is  fine  ? 

While  a  whole  minute  cquipois'd  he  (lands, 

Till  praife  difmifs  him  with  her  echoing  hands! 

Refolv'd,  th.  ugh  nature  hare  the  tedious  paufe, 

By  perfeverance  to  extort  applaufe. 

When  Romeo,  forrowing  at  his  Juliet's  doom, 

With  eager  madnefs  burits  the  canvas  tomb, 

The  I'udden  whirl,  ftretch'd  ieg,  and  lifted  ftaff, 

Which  pleafe  the  vulgar,  make  the  critic  laugh, 
To  paint  the  paffi<<n'-  force,  and  mark  it  well, 

The  proper  aftion  nature's  ielf  will  tell  j 


No  pleafing  pow'rs  diftorf ions  can  expref*, 
And  nicer  judgment  alway  lothes  excels. 
In  fock  or  huflcin,  who  o'erleaps  the  bounds, 
BifgufU  our  reafon,  and  the  tafte  confc->mds 

Of  all  the  evils  which  the  ftage  molelt, 
i  hate  your  fool  who  overads  his  jeft; 
Who  murders  what  the  poet  finely  writ, 
And,  like  a  bungler,  haggles  all  his  wit, 
W^th  ihrug,  and  grin,  and  gcfture  out  of  place, 
And  writes  a  fooliih  comment  with  his  facs. 
Old  Johnfon  once,  though  Gibber's  perter  vein  *, 
But  meanly  groups  him  with  a  num'rous  train, 
With  fteady  face,  and  fober  hum'rous  mien, 
Fill'd  the  flrong  outlines  of  the'comic  fcene, 
What  was  writ  down,  with  decent  utt'rance  fpoke, 
Betray 'd  no  fymptom  of  the  confcious  joke  ; 
The  very  man  in  look,  in  voice,  in  air, 
And  though  upon  the  itage,  appear 'd  no  play *r. 

The  word  and  adion  fhould  conjointly  1'uit, 
But  ading  words  is  labour  too  minute. 
Grimace  will  ever  lead  the  judgment  wrong; 
While  fober  humour  marks  th'  impreffion  ftrong. 
Her  proper  traits  the  fixt  attention  hit, 
And  bring  me  clofer  to  the  poet's  wit ; 
With  her  delighted  o'er  each  fcene  I  go, 
Well-pleas'd,  and  not  afham'd  of  being  fo. 

But  let  the  generous  ador  ftill  forbear 
To  copy  features  with  a  mimic's  care  ! 
'Tis  a  poor  {kill  which  ev'ry  fool  can  reach, 
A  vile  ftage-cuftom,  honour'd  in  the  breach. 
Worfe  as  more  clofe,  the  difingenuous  art 
But  fhows  the  wanton  loofenefs  of  the  heart. 
When  I  bthold  a  wretch,  of  talents  mean, 
Drag  private  foibles  on  the  public  fcene, 
Forfaking  nature's  fair  and  open  road 
To  mark  fome  whim,  fome  ftrange  peculiar  mode, 
Fir'd  with  difguft  I  lothe  his  fervile  plan, 
Defpife  the  mimic,  and  abhor  the  man. 
Go  to  the  lame,  to  hofphals  repair, 
And  hunt  f«r  humour  in  diftortion  there  ! 
Fill  up  the  meafure  of  the  motely  whim 
With  fhrug,  wink,  fnuffle,  and  convulfivc  limb; 
Then  fhame  at  once,  to  pleafe  a  trifling  age, 
Good  fenfe,  good  manners,  virtue,  and  the  ftage! 

'Tis  not  enough  the  voice  be  found  and  clear, 
'Tis  modulation  that  mult  charm  the  ear, 
When  defperate  heroines  grieve  with  tedious  moan. 
And  whine  their  forrows  in  a  iee-faw  tone, 
The  fame  foft  founds  of  unimpaflioned  woes 
Can  only  make  the  yawning  hearers  doze. 

The  voice  all  modes  of  paflion  can  exprefs, 
That  marks  the  proper  word  with  proper  ftrefs, 
But  none  emphatic  can  that  ador  call, 
Who  lays  an  equal  emphafis  on  all. 

Some  o'er  the  tongue  the  labour'd  meafures  roll 
Slow  and  deiib'rate  as  the  parting  toll, 
Point  ev'ry  flop,  mark  ev'ry  paufe  fo  ftrong, 
Their  words,  like  itage-proceflions  ftalk  along. 
All  affedation  but  creates  difguft, 
And  e'en  in  fpeaking  we  may  feem  too  juft. 

Nor  proper,  Thornton,  can  thofe  founds  appear 
Which  bring  not  numbers  to  thy  nicer  ear; 
In  vain  for  them  the  pleafing  meafure  flows, 
Whofe  recitation  runs  it  all  to  profe  ; 

*  See  Gibber's  Apology^  8w,  1750, 
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Repeating  what  the  poet  fets  nor  down, 
The  verh  disjointing  from  its  friendly  noun, 
"While  paufe,  and  break,  and  repetition  join 
To  make  a  difcord  in  each  tuneful  line. 

Some  placid  natures  fill  th'  allotted  fcene 
With  lifelefs  drone,  infipid  and  ferene; 
While  others  thunder  ev'ry  couplet  o'er, 
And  almoft  crack  your  ears  with  rant  and  roar. 

More  nature  oft  and  finer  ftrokes  are  fhown, 
In  tht  low  whifper  than  tempeftuous  tone. 
And  Humlet's  hollow  voice  and  fixt  amaze, 
More  powerful  terror  to  the  mind  conveys, 
Than  he,  who,  fwol'n  with  big  impetuous  rage, 
Bullies  the  bulky  phantom  off  the  ftage. 

He,  who  in  earned  ftudies  o'er  his  part, 
Will  find  true  nature  cling  about  his  heart. 
The  modes  of  grief  a&e  not  included  all 
In  the  white  handkerchief  and  mournful  drawl ; 
A  fingle  look  more  marks  th'  internal  woe, 
Than  all  the  windings  of  the  lengthen'd  Oh. 
Up  to  the  face  the  quick  fenfation  flies, 
And  darts  its  meaning  from  the  fpeaking  eyes; 
Love,  tranfport,  madnefs,  anger,  Icorn,  defpair, 
And  all  the  paffions,  all  the  foul  is  there. 

In  vain  Ophelia  gives  her  flowrets  round, 
And  with  her  ftraws  fantaftic  ftrews  the  ground, 
In   vain   now   fings,  now  heaves  the    defp'rate 

figh, 

If  phrenzy  fit  not  in  the  troubled  eye. 

In  Cibber's  look  commanding  forrows  fpeak, 

And  call  the  tear  faft  trick'ling  down  my  cheek. 
There  is  a  fault  which  flirs  the  critic's  rage; 

A  want  of  due  attention  on  the  ftage. 

I  have  feen  a£lor«,  and  admir'd  ones  too, 

Whofe  tongues  wound  up  fet  forward  from  their 
cue ; 

In  their  own  fpeech  who  whine,  or  roar  away, 

Yet  feem  unmov'd  at  what  the  reft  may  fay ; 

Whole  eyes   and   thoughts   on   diff'rent  objects 
roam, 

Until  the  prompter's  voice  recal  them  home. 
Diveft  yourfelf  of  hearers,  if  you  can, 

And  ftrive  to  fpeak,  and  be  the  very  man. 

Why  fhould  the  well-bred  actor  wifh  to  know 

Who  fits  above  to-night,  «>r  who  below  ? 

So,  'mid  th'  harmonious  tones  of  griei  or  rage, 

Italian  fquallers  oft  difgrace  the  ftage ; 

When,  with   a  fimp'ring  leer,   and  bow  pro 
found, 

The  fqueaking  Cyrus  greets  the  boxes  round ; 

Or  proud  Mandane,  of  imperial  race, 

Familiar  drops  a  curt'fie  to  her  grace. 
To  fuit  the  drefs  demands  the  a&or's  art, 

Yet  there  are  thole  who  over-drefs  the  pare. 

To  fome  prefcriptive  right  gives  fettled  things, 

Black  wigs  to  murd'rers,  feather'd  hats  to  kings. 

But  Michael  Caffio  might  be  drunk  enough, 

Though  all  his  features  were  not  grim'd  with 
fnuff. 

Why  fhould  Poll  Peachum  fhine  in  fatin  clothes? 

Why  ev'ry  devil  dance  in  icarlet  hofe  ? 

But  in  ftage  cuftoms  what  offend^  me  moffc 

Is  the  flip-doer,  and  flowly-rifing  ghnft. 

Tell  me,  nor  count  the  qneftion  too  fevere, 

Why  need  the  difmal  powder 'd  forms  appeal  ? 


When  chilling  horrors  (hake  th'  affrighted  king, 
And  guilt  torments  him  with  her  fcorpion  fling; 
When  keeneft  feeling*  at  his  bofom  pull, 
And  fancy  tells  him  that  the  feat  is  full ; 
Why  need  the  ghoft  ufurp  the  monarch's  place, 
To  frighten  children  with  his  mealy  face  ? 
The  king  alone  fhould  form  the  phantom  there, 
And  talk  and  tremble  at  the  vacant  chair, 

If  Belvidera  her  iov'd  lofs  deplore, 
Why  for  twin  fpedtres  burfts  the  yawning  floor? 
When  with  diforder'd  ftarts,  and  horrid  cries, 
She  paints  the  murder'd  forms  before  her  eyes, 
And  ftill  purfues  them  with  a  frantic  ftare, 
'  Tis  pregnant  madnefs  brings  the  vifions  there. 
More  inftant  horror  would  enforce  the  fcene 
If  all  her  fhudd'rings  were  at  fhapes  unieen. 

Poet  and  a&nt*  thus,  with  blendid  ikill, 
Mould  all  our  paiTions  to  their  inftant  will ; 
'Tis  thus,  when  feeling  Garrick  treads  the  ftage, 
(The  fpeaking  comment  of  his  Shakfpeare's  page) 
Oft  as  I  drink  the  words  with  greedy  ears, 
I  fhake  with  horror,  or  diffolve  with  tears. 

O,  ne'er  may  folly  feize  the  throne  of  tafte, 
Nor  dullnefs  lay  the  realms  of  genius  wafte  '. 
No  bouncing  crackers  ape  the  thund'rers  fire, 
No  tumbler  float  upon  the  bending  wire  '. 
More  natural  ufes  to  the  ftage  belong 
Than  tumblers,  monfters,  pantomime,  or  fong, 
For  other  purpofe  was  that  fpot  defign'd  ; 
To  purge  the  lufiions,  and  reform  the  mind, 
To  give  to  nature  all  the  force  of  art, 
And,  while  it  charms  the  ear,  to  mend  the  heart, 
Thornton,  to  thee  I  dare  with  truth  commend 
The  decent  ftage  as  virtue's  natural  friend. 
Though  oft  debas'd  with  fcenes  profane  and  loofe, 
No  reafon  weighs  againft  its  proper  ufe. 
Though  the  lewd  prieft  his  facred  function  fhame, 
Religion's  perfect  law  is  ftill  the  fame. 

Shall  they,  who  trace  the  paffions  from  their 

rife, 

Show  f;orn  her  features,  her  own  image  vice  ? 
Who  teach  the  mind  its  proper  force  to  fcan, 
And  hold  the  faithful  mirror  i»p  to  man  ; 
Shall  their  profeffion  e'er  provoke  difdain, 
Who  ftand  the  foremoft  in  the  moral  train, 
Who  lend  reflection  all  the  grace  of  art. 
And  ftrike  the  precept  home  upon  the  heart  ? 

Yet,  haplefs  artift  !  though  thy  flcill  can  raife    • 
The  burfting  peal  of  universal  praife  ; 
Though  at  thy  beck  applaufe  delighted  ftands, 
And  lifts,  Briareus*  like,  her  hundred  hands; 
Know,  fame  awards  thee  but  a  partial  breath  ! 
Not  all  thy  talents  brave  the  ftroke  of  death. 
Poets  to  ages  yet  unborn  appeal, 
And  lateft  times  th'  eternal  nature  feel. 
Though  blended  here  the   praife   of  bard  and 

play'r. 

While  more  than  half  becomes  the  actor's  fhare, 
Reientlefs  death  untwifts  the  mingled  fame, 
Anr.  finks  the  player  in  the  poet's  name. 
The  pliant  mufcle?  of  the  various  face, 
The  mien  that  gave  each  fentence  ftrength  -and 

grace, 

The  tnnefui  voice,  the  eye  that  fpoke  the  mind, 
Are  gone,  nor  leave  a  fingle  trace  behind. 
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THE  LAW  STUDENT  *. 

TO  GEORGE  COLMAN,  ESq. 

Quid  tibi  cum  Cirrha  ?  quid  cum  Permeffidos 
undd  ?  Romanum  propius  diviuufque  Forum 
eft.  MART.  • 

Now  Chrift-Church  left,  and  fixt  at  Lincoln's  Inn, 
Th'  important  ftudies  of  the  law  begin. 
Now  groan  the  {helves  beneath  th'  unufual  charge 
Of  records,  ftatutes,  and  reports  at  large. 
Each  claflic  author  feeks  his  peaceful  nook, 
And  modeft  Virgil  yields  his  place  to  Coke. 
No  more,  ye  bards  for  vain  precedence  hope, 
But  even  Jacob  take  the  lead  of  Pope  ' 

While  the  pil'd  {helves  fink  down  pn  one  ano 
ther, 

And  each  huge  folio  has  its  cumb'rous  brother, 
While,  arm'd  with  thefe,  the  ftudent  views  with 

awe 

His  rooms  become  the  magazine  of  law, 
Say  whence  fo  few  fucceed  ?  where  thoufands  aim, 
So  few  e'er  reach  the  promis'd  goal  of  fame  ? 
Say  why  Cxcilius  quits  a  gainful  trade 
For  regimentals,  fword,  and  fmarr  cockade  ? 
Or  Sextus  why  his  firft  proftffion  leaves 
For   narrower  band,  plain   fhirt,    and   pudding 
fleeves  ? 

The  depth  of  law  afics  ftudy,  thought,  and  care  ; 
Shall  we  feck  thefe  in  rich  Alonzo's  heir  ? 
Such  diligence,  alas  !  is  feldom  found 
In  the  brilk  heir  to  forty  thoufand  pound. 
Wealth,  that  excufes  folly,  floth  creates, 
Few  who  can  fpend  e'er  learn  to  get  eftates, 
What  is  to  him  dry  cafe,  or  dull  report, 
Who  ftudies  fafhions  at  the  inns  of  court ; 
And  proves  that  thing  of  emptinefs  and  fhow, 
That  mungrel,  half- for m'd  thing,  a  temple-beau  ? 
Obfcrve  him  daily  faunt'ring  up  and  down, 
In  purple  flippers,  and  in  fifteen  gown ; 
Laft  night's  debauch  his  morning  converfation, 
The  coming  all  his  evening  preparation. 

By  law  let  others  toil  to  gain  renown  1 
Florio's  a  gentleman,  a  man  o'  th'  town. 
He  nor  courts  clients,  or  the  law  regarding; 
Hurries  from  Nando's  down  to  Covent-Garden  : 
Yet  he's  a  fcholar; — mark  him  in  the  pit 
With  critic  catcall  found  the  flops  of  wit  ! 
Supreme  at  George's  he  harangues  the  throng, 
Cenfor  of  ftyle  from  tragedy  to  fong  : 
Hint-ev'ry  witling  views  with  fecret  awe, 
Deep  in  the  drama,  ihallow  in  the  law. 

Others  there  are,  who,  ind..lem  and  vain, 
Contemn  the  fcience  they  can  ne'er  attain  . 
Who  write,  and  read,  but  all  by  fits  and  Harts, 
And  varnifh  folly  with  the  name  of  parts ; 
Truft  all  to  genius,  for  they  fcorn  to  pore, 
Till  e'en  that  little  genius  is  no  more. 

Knowledge  in  law  care  only  can  attain. 
Where  honour's  purchas'd  at  the  price  of  pain. 

*  In  the  preface  to  Caiman's  profc,  that  gentleman 
claims  the  prefent  performance,  and  fays  that  it  ivas 
given  to  our  author  to  Jill  up  a  "volume  of  poems  pubiijh- 
jd  by  fubfcripiiun. 


If,  loit'ring,  up  th*  afcent  you  ccafe  to  climb, 
No  ftarts  of  labour  can  redeem  the  time. 
Indufttious  ftudy  wins  by  flow  degrees, 
True  fons  of  Coke  can  ne'er  be  fons  at  eafe. 

There  are,  whom  love   <f  poetry  has  fmit, 
Who,  blind  to  intereft,  arrant  dupes  to  wit, 
Have  wander'd  devious  in  the  pleafing  road, 
With  Attic  flowers  and  claffic  wreaths  beftrew'd: 
Wedded  to  verfe,  embrac'd  ihe  mufe  for  life, 
And  ta'en,  like  modern  bucks,  their  whores  t® 

wife. 

Where'er  the  mufe  ufurps  defpotic  fway, 
All  other  ftudies  muft  of  force  give  way, 
Int'reft  in  vain  puts  in  her  prudent  claim, 
Nonfuited  by  the  pow'rful  plea  of  fame. 
As  well  you  might  weigh  lead  againft  a  feather, 
As  ever  jumble  wit  and  law  together. 
On  Lytdeton  Coke  gravely  thus  remarks, 
(Remember  this,  ye  rhyming  temple  Iparks) ! 
"  In  all  our  author's  ter.ures,  BE  IT  NOTED, 
11  This  is  the  fourth  time  any  verfe  is  quoted." 
Which,  'gainft  the  mufe  and  verfe,  may  well  imply 
What  lawyers  call  a  noli  profequi. 

Quit  then,  dear  George,  J  quit  the  barren  field, 
Which  neither  profit  nor  reward  can  yield  ! 
What  though  the  fprightly  fcene,  well  acted,  draws 
From  unpack'  i  Englifhrru :n  unbrib'd  applaufe, 
borne  monthly  Grub,  fome  Dennis  of  the  age, 
In  print  cries  4hame  on  the  degen'rate  ftage  *. 
If  haply  Churchill  ftrive  with  generous  aim, 
To  fan  the  fparks  of  genius  to  a  flame  ; 
If  all  UNAS>K'D,  UNKNOWING,  AND  UNKNOWN, 
By  noting  thy  delert,  he  prove  his  own  ; 
Envy  fhall  ftraight  to  Hamilton's  repair, 
And  vent  her  fpleen.and  gall,  and  venom  therCj 
Thee,  and  thy  works,  and  all  thy  friends  decry, 
And  boldly  print  and  pubiifh  a  rank  lie, 
Swear  your  own  hand  the  flatt'ringlikenefsdrewj- 
Swear  your  own  breath  fame's  partial  trumpet 
blew. 

Well  I  remember  oft  your  friends  have  faid, 
(Friends,  whom  the  fureft  maxims  ever  led) 
Turn  parfo'- ,  Colman,  that's  the  way  to  thrive: 
Your  parlor^  are  the  happieft  men  alive 
Judge?,  there  are  but  twelve,  and  never  more, 
Buc  ftails  untold,  and  bifhops,  twenty-four, 
Of  pride  and  claret,  floth  and  ven'fon  full, 
Yon  prelate  mark,  right  reverend  and  dull ! 
He  ne'er,  good  man,  need  penfive  vigils  keep 
To  preach  his  audience  once  a  week  to  fleep  ; 
On  rich  preferments  battens  at  his  eife, 
Nor  fweats  for  tithes,  as  lawyers  toil  for  fees. 

Thus  they  advis'd.     I  know  thee  better  far; 
And  cry,  ftick  clofe,  dear  Colman,  to  the  bar'. 
If  genius  warm  thee,  where  can  genius  call 
For  nobler  action  than  in  yonder  hall  ? 


See  tie  very  curious  and  -very  fimilar  criticifms  on 
the  comedy  of  the  Jealous  Wife,  in  tivo  Re-vie-ws,  toge 
ther  tiuith  the  mojt  malicious  and  infolent  attack  on  the 
•writer  and  the  author  of  this  collection  ^  in  the  Critical 
Review  for  R'iarch  ;  an  injury  poorly  repaired  t>y  a 
lame  apology  in  the  Rfjkiu  for  the  fucceeding  monlb3 
containing  frejh  infults  on  one  of  the  injured  parties  * 
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'Tis  not  enough  each  morn,  on  term's  approach, 
To  club  your  legal  threepence  for  a  coach; 
Then  at  the  hall  to  take  your  filent  (land, 
"With  ink-horn  and  long  note-book  in  your  hand, 
Marking  grave  ferjeants  cite  each  wife  report, 
Ariel  noting  down  fage  didtums  from  the  court, 
With  overwhelming  brow,  and  law-learn'd  face, 
The  index  of  your  book  of  common-place. 

Thefe  are  mere  drudges,  that  can  only  plod, 
And  tread  the  path  their  dull  forefathers  trod, 
Doom'd  through  law's  maze,  without  a  clue,  to 

range, 

From  fecond  Fernon  down  to  fecond  Strange. 
Do  the  u-  uplift  thine  eyes  to  happier  wits! 
Dulnefs  iio  longer  on  the  woolpack  fits; 
No  longer  on  the  drawling  dronifh  herd 
Are  the  firft  honours  of  the  law  confer'd  ; 
But  they  whofe  fame  reward's  due  tribute  draws. 
Whofe  active  merit  challenges  applaufe, 
Like  glorious  beacons,  are  let  high  to  view, 
To  mark  the  paths  which  genius  fliould  purfue. 

O  for  thy  fpirit,  MANSFIELD  '.  at  thy  name 
What  bofom  glows  not  with  an  active  flame  ? 
Alone  from  jargon  born  to  refcue  law, 
From  precedent,  grave  hum,  and  formal  faw  ! 
To  ftrip  chican'ry  of  its  vain  pretence, 
And  marry  common  law  to  common  fenfe  ! 

PRATT*!  on  thy  lips  perfuafion  ever  hung! 
Englifh  falls,  pure  as  manna,  from  thy  tongue  ; 
On  thy  voice  truth  may  reft,  and  on  thy  plea 
Unerring  HENLEY  f  found  the  juft  decree. 

HENLEY  !  than  whom,  to  HARDWICKE'S  well- 

rais'd  fame, 

No  worthie^r  fecond  Royal  GEORGE  cou'd  name  : 
No  lawyer  of  prerogative  ;  no  tool 
,Fafhion'd  in  black  corruption's  pliant  fchool; 
Form'd  'twixt  the  people  and  the  crown  to  ftand, 
And  hold  the  fcales  of  right  with  even  hand  I 

True  to  our  hopes,  and  equal  to  his  birth, 
See,  fee  in  YORKE  {  the  force  of  lineal  worth  ! 

But  why  their  fev'ral  merits  need  I  tell 
Why  on  each  honour'd  f  age's  praifes  dwell 
WILMO  r  §    how   well  his   place,    or   FOSTER  | 

fills? 
Or    flirew'd    fenfe    beaming    from    the    eye    of 


Such,  while  then  feeft  the  public  care  engage, 
Their  fame  incrcafzng  with  increafing  age, 
Rats'd  by  true  genius,  bred  in  Phoebus'  fchool, 
Whofe  warmth  of  foul  found  judgment  knew  to 

cool  ; 

—-With  fuch  illultrions  proofs  before  your  eyes, 
Thjnk  nut,  my  friend,  you've  too  much  wit  to 
rife, 

*   Afierivards  Earl  Camde-i. 

f   Afterwards  Earl  of  Northington. 

\  Charles  Ytrte,  Efq.  fecond  fan  »f  Lord  Hard- 
loickt. 

§  Sir  John  Eardtey  IV:!  mot,  afterwards  Chief 
'Jujlicc  of  the  Common  Pleas. 

||  .  Sir  Michael  Frfier,  one  of  the  Judges  of  the  Kings 
BatKb. 

f   Sir  John  Willts,   Chief  Jrfice  of  the   Common 


Think  of  the  bench,  the  coif,  long  robe,  and  fec> 
And  leave  the  prcfs  to  *********  >**  ?*  *• 

THE  POETRY  PROFESSORS. 

OLD  ENGLAND  has  not  loft  her  pray'r, 

And  GEORGE,  (thank  Heav'n  !)  has  got  an  heir. 

A  royal  babe,  a  PRINCK  of  WALES. 

— Poets  :   I  pity  all  your  nails—. 

What  reams  of  paper  will  be  fpoil'd  ! 

What  gradtifes  be  daily  foil'd 

By  inky  fingers,  greafy  thumbs, 

Hunting  the  word  that  never  comes! 

Now  academics  pump  their  wits, 
And  lafti  in  vain  their  lazy  tits  ; 
In  vain  they  whip,  and  flafh,  and  fpur, 
The  callous  jades  will  never  ftir ; 
Nor  can  they  reach  Parnajjus*  hill, 
Try  every  method  which  they  will. 
Nay,  fliculd  the  tits  get  on  for  once, 
Each  rider  is  £o  grave  a  dunce, 
That,  as  I've  heard  good  judges  fay, 
Tis  ten  to  one  they'd  lofe  their  way; 
Though  not  one  wit  beftrides  the  back 
Of  ufeful  drudge,  ycleped  hack, 
But  fine  bred  things  of  mettled  blood, 
Pick'd  from  Apollo's  royzljiud. 
Greek,  Roman ,  nay  Arabian  fteeds, 
Or  thofe  our  mother  country  breeds; 
Some  ride  ye  /«,  and  ride  ye  out, 
And  to  come  home  go  round  aLcut, 
Nor  on  the  green  fwerd,  nor  the  road. 
And  that  I  think  they  call  an  ODE. 
Some  take  the  plealani  country  air, 
And  fmack  their  whips  and  drive  a  pair. 
Each  horfe  with  beiU  which  clink  and  chime, 
And  fo  they  march-—  an<!  that  is  rhyme. 
Some  copy  with  prodigious  fkill 
The  figures  of  a  !>uttery-billt 
Which,  with  great  folks  of  erudition, 
Shall  pafs  for  Coptic  or  PL'tsnifian. 
While  fome,  as  patriot  love  prevails, 
To  compliment  a  prince  of  Wales, 
Salute  the  royal  babe  ir  IVdJh, 
And  fend  forth  gutturals  ijke  a  belch* 

What  pietty  things  imagination 
Will  fritter  out  in  adulation  ! 
The  Pagan  gods  ihall  viiit  earth, 
To,  triumph  in  a  Gbrifuans  birth. 
While  clafftc  poets,  pure  and  chafte, 
Of  trim  and  a:ademiz  TASTE, 
Shall  lug  them  in  by  head  and  fhoulders, 
To  be,  orfpeakers,  or  bebalders. 
MARS  fhaii  prefent  him  with  a  lance, 
To.  humble  Spain  and  conquer  France  ,- 
The  GRACES,  buxom,  blithe  and  gay, 
Shall  at  his  cradle  dance  the  Hay  ; 
And  VENUS',  with  her  train  of  LOVES, 
Shall  bring  a  thoufand  pair  of  dovet 
To  bill,  to  coo,  to  whine,  to  fqueak, 
Through  all  the  diabffs  «>f  Greek. 
How  mznyfwains  of  ciaflic  breed, 
Shall  deftly  tune  their  oaten  reed, 
And  bring  their  Doric  nymphs  t» 
To  fing  their  mealures  uf>  and  3pi 


O    fc    M    S. 


In  notes  alternate,  clear,  and  fweet, 

JLike  ballad -fingers  in  a  ftreet. 

While  thole  who  grafp  at  reputation, 

From  imitating  imitation, 

Shall  hunt  each  cranny,  nook,  and  creek, 

for  precious  fragments  in  the  Greek, 

And  rob  the  fpitaly  and  the  ivajte, 

For  fenfe,  and  fentiment,  and  tafte. 

What  Latin  hodgepodge,  Grecian  baftt 
With  Hebrew  roots,  and  Engiifh  tr'aftt 
Shall  academic  cooks  produce 
For  prefent  {how  and  future  ufe  ! 
FELLOWS  !  who've  foak'd  away  their  knowledge, 
Infaepy  refidence  at  college  ; 
Whole  lives  are  like  a  ftapiant  pool, 
Muddy  and  placid,  dull  and  cool ; 
Mere  drinking,  eating ;  eating,  drinking1 ; 
With  no  impertinence  of  thinking; 
Who  lack  no  farther  erudition, 
Than  juft  to  Jet  an  impofition 
To  cramp,  demolifh,  and  difpirit, 
DEach  true  begotten  child  of  merit ; 
Cenfors,  who,  in  the  day's  broad  lighf, 
Puuifh  the  vice  they  aft  at  night ; 
\Vhofe  charity  withy^brgins, 
Nor  covers  others  venial  fins  ; 
But  that  their  feet  may  fafely  tread, 
Take  up  hypocrify  inftead, 
As  knowing  that  muft  always  hide 
A  multitude  of  fins  befide  ; 
Whofe  rufty  wit  is  at  a  ftand, 
Without  a  frejb  man  at  their  hand  ; 
(Whofe  fervice  muft  of  courfe  create 
The  juft  return  of  fcv'nfold  hate) 
.Lord  !  that  fuch  good  and  ufeful  men 
Should  ever  turn  to  books  agen. 

YET  matter  muft  be  gravely  phnn'd, 
And  fyllables  on  fingers  fcann'd, 
And  racking  pan^s  rend  lab'ring  head, 
Till  lady  mufe  is  brought-to-bed  : 
What  hunting,  changing,  toiling,  fweating1, 
To  bring  the  ufual  epithet  in  ! 
Where  the  crampt  meafure  kindly  fhows 
It  it'ill  be  verfe,  butfeoitld  be  profe. 
So,  when  its  neither  light  nor  dark, 
To  :prentice  fpruce,  or  lawyer's  clerk, 
The  nymph,  who  takes  her  nightly  ftand 
At  fome  fly  corner  in  the  Strand, 
Plump  in  the  cheft,  tight  in  the  boddice, 
Seems  to  the  eye  a  perfect  goddefs ; 
But  canvafs'd  more  minutely  o'er, 
Turns  out  an  old,  ftale,  batter'd  whore. 
•  Yet  mull  thefe  fons  of  GOWNED  EASE, 
Proud  of  the  plumage  oiA>ffeatt 
Forfake  their  APATHY  a  while, 
To  figure  in  the  Roman  ftyle,  , 

And  offer  incenfe  at  the  Ihrine 
Of  LATIN  POETRY  divine. 

Upon  a  throne  the  goddefs  fits, 
Surrounded  by  her  bulky  wits; 
FABRICIUS,  COOPER,  CALEPINE, 
AINSWORTHIUS,  FABES,  CONSTANTINE; 
And  he,  w'ho  hke  Do  DON  A  fpoke, 
DE  SACRA  Q^EKCU,  HOLYOAKE  ; 
Thcfe  are  her  counlellors  of  ftate, 
Men  of  much  words,  and  wits  of  tveith ; 


Here  GRADUS,  full  of  pbxafts  clever, 
Lord  of  her  treafury  for  ever. 
With  liberal  hand  his  bounty  deals ; 
SIR  CENTO  KEEPER  of  the  Seals. 
Next  to  the  perfon  of  the  queen, 
Old  madam  PROSODY  is  feen  ; 
Talking  inceffaut,  although  dumb, 
Upon  her  fingers  to  her  thumb. 

And  all  around  her  portraits  hung 
Of  heroes  in  the  Latin  tongue  ; 
Italian,  En^lrjb,  German,  French^ 
Who  moft  laborioully  entrench 
In  deep  parade  of  language  dead, 
What  would  not  in  their  oivn  be  read, 
WirhoMt  impeachment  of  that  TASTE, 
Which  LATIN  IDIOM  turns  to  chaff. 
SANTOLIUS  here,  whofc  flippant  joke, 
Sought  refuge  in  a  Roman  cloke  : 
With  dull  COMMIRIUS  at  his  fide, 
In  all  the  pomp  of  Jefuit  pride. 
MENAGE,  the  pedant  figur'd  there, 
A  trifler  with  a  folemn  air : 
And  there  in  loofe,  unfeemly  view, 
The  gracelefs,  eafy  LOVELING  too. 

'Tishere  grave  poets  urge  their  claim, 
For  fome  thin  blaft  of  tiny  fame  ; 
Here  bind  their  temples  drunk  with  praife, 
With  half  a  fprig  of  withered  bays. 

O  poet,  if  that  honour'd  name 
Befits  fuch  idle  childifh  aim; 
If  VIRGIL  afk  thy  lacred  care, 
If  HOKACE  charm  thee,  Oh,  forbear 
To  fpoil  with  facreligeous  hand 
The  glories  of  the  CLASSIC  land  ! 
Nor  fow  thy  dowlas  on  the  SATIN, 
Of  their  pure  uncorrupted  Latin. 

Better  be  native  in  thy  verfe, 

What  is  FINGAL  but  genuine  Erfa  ? 

Which  all  lublime  fouorous  flows, 

Like  HERVEY'S  tlioughts  in  drunken  profe. 

Hail,  SCOTLAND,  hail,  to  thee  belong 
All  pow'rs,  but  mofl  the  pow 'rs  of  fong  ; 
Whether  the  rude  unpolifli'd  Erfe 
Stalk  in  the  buckram  profe  or  veife, 
Or  bonny  RAMSAY  pleafe  thee  mo', 
Who  fang  fae  fweetly  anv  his  woe. 
If  ought  (and  fay  who  knows  fo  well) 
The  fecond-fighted  mufe  can  tell, 
The  happy  LAIRDS  lhall  laugh  and  fing, 
Wlioi  ENGLAND'S  GENIUS  droops  his  wing% 
So  (hall  thy  foil  new  wealth  difciofe, 
So  thy  own  THISTLE  choke  the  ROSE. 

But  what  comes  here  ?  Methinks  I  fee 
A  -walking  univerfity. 
See  how  they  prefs  to  crofs  the  TWEED, 
And  ftrain  their  limbs  with  eager  (peed  ! 
While  SCOTLAND,  from  \it\  fertile  (hore, 
Cries,  On  my  fons,  return  no  more.  , 

Hither  they  hafte  with  willing  mind, 
Nor  caft  one  Unking  look  behind; 
On  ten-toe  carriage  to  falute, 
I'he  k ,  and  q n,  and  EARL  OF  BUTE, 

No  more  the  gallant  northern  fons 
Spout  forth  their  ftrings  cf  Latin  puns; 
Nor  «*r/£-aU  languages  to  frame, 
Ths  quibble  fwitfd  to  their  name ; 
Rr 
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As  when  their  anceflors  le-i)ers*dt 

That  glorious  STUART,  JAMES  the  FIRST. 

But  with  that  elocution's  GRACE, 

That,  orator ial  flafhy  lace. 

Which  the  fam'd  Irift  TOMMY  Purr, 

Would  fow  on  fentimentaly?*/^*; 

Twanjr  with  a  fweet  pronunciation, 

The  flow'rs  of  bold  imagination. 

JVlAcriiEKSON  leads  the  flaming  van, 

LAIRD  of  the^ra*  Fingalian  clan; 

While  JACKEY  HOME  brings  up  the  rear,          "J) 

With  new-got  penfion  neat  and  clear 

Three  hundred  Englijb  pounds  a-year.  j 

While  lifter  PEG,  our  ancient  Friend, 

Sends  MACS  and  DONALDS  without  end; 

To  GEORGE  awhile  they  tune  their  lays, 

Then  all  their  choral  voices  raife, 

To  heap  their  panegyric  wit  on 

Th'  illuftrinu?  chief,  and  our  NORTH  BRITON. 

Hail  to  the  THANE,  whofe  patriot  flcill 
Can  break  all  nations  to  his  will; 
Mafter  of  fciences  and  arts, 
MAECENAS  to  all  men  of  parts ; 
Whofe  foft'rinfi;  hand,  and  ready  wit, 
Shall  find  us  all  in  places  fit ; 
So  fhall  thy  friends  no  longer  roam, 
But  change  tt>  meet  a  fettled  home. 
Hail  mighty  THANE,  for  SCOTLAND  born, 
To  fill  her  almoft  empty  horn  : 
Hail  to  thy  ancient  glorious /?f«, 
NOT  THEY  from  lings, wr  KINGS  FROM  THEM. 

THE  CIT'S  COUNTRY  BOX,  1757. 

*'  Vos  fapere  et  folos  aio  bene  vivere,  quorum, 
*l  Confpicitur  nitidis  fundata  pecunia  villis." 

HOR, 

THE  wealthy  Cit,  grown  old  in  trade, 
>Iow  wifhes  for  the  rural  fhade, 
And  buckles  to  his  one-horfe  chair, 
Old  Dobbin,  or  the  founder'd  mare; 
While  wedg'd  in  clofely  by  his  fide, 
Sits  Madam,  his  unwieldy  bride, 
With  Ja-cly  on  a  ftool  before  'em, 
And  out  they  jog  in  due  decorum. 
Scarce  part  the  turnpike  half  a  mile, 
How  all  the  country  feems  to  fmile  1 
And  as  they  flowly  jog  together, 
The  Cit  commends  the  road  and  weather; 
While  madam  doats  upon  the  trees, 
And  longs  for  ev'ry  haufe  fhe  fees, 
Admires  its  views,  its  fituation, 
And  thus  fhe  opens  her  oration. 

What  fignify  the  loads  of  wealth, 
Without  that  richeft  jewel,  health? 
Excule  the  fondnef*  of  a  wife, 
Who  doats  upon  your  precious  life  ! 
Such  ceafelefs  toil,  fuch  conftant  eare, 
Is  more  than  human  ftrength  can  bear. 
Orr*  may  obfervc  it  in  your  face- 
Indeed,  my  dear,  you  break  apace  : 
And  nothing  can  your  health  repair, 
But  exercife  and  country  air, 
Sir  Traffic  has  a  houfe,  you  know, 
About  a  mile  from 


He's  a  good  man,  indeed  'tis  true4, 
But  not  fo  ivarm,  my  dear,  as  you 1 
And  folks  are  always  apt  to  fneer— 
One  would  not  be  out-done  my  dear  ? 

Sir  Traffic's  name  fo  well  apply'd 
Awak'd  his  brother  merchant's  pride ; 
And  Thrifty,  who  had  all  his  life 
Paid  utmoft  deference  to  his  wife. 
Confefs'd  her  arguments  had  reafon, 
And  by  th'  approaching  Cummer  feafon, 
Draws  a  few  hundreds  from  the  flocks, 
And  purchafes  his  country  box. 

Some  three  or  four  mile  out  of  town, 
(An  hour's  ride  will  bring  you  down,^ 
He  fixes  on  his  choice  abode, 
Not  half  a  furlong  from  the  road: 
And  fo  convenient  does  it  lay, 
The  flages  pafs  it  e'vf'ry  day  ; 
And  then  fo  fnug,  fo  mighty  pretty, 
To  have  an  houfe  fo  near  the  city  ! 
Take  but  your  places  at  the  Boar 
You're  fet  down  at  the  very  door. 

Well  then,  fuppofe  them  fix'd  at  laft, 
Whitc-wafhing,  painting,  fern bbing  pafi, 
Hugging  themfeives  in  eafe  and  clover, 
With  all  the  fufs  of  moving  over; 
Lo,  a  new  heap  of  whims  are  bred  1 
And  wanton  in  my  lady's  head. 

Well  to  be  fure,  it  muft  be  own'dj 
It  is  a  charming  fpot  of  ground ; 
So  fweet  a  diftance  for  a  ride, 
And  all  about  fo  countrijled  ! 
'Twould  come  but  to  a  trifling  price 
To  make  it 'quite  a  paradife  ; 
I  cannot  bear  thofe  nafty  rails, 
Thofe  ugly  broken  mouldy  pales  : 
Suppofe,  my  dear,  inftead  of  thefe, 
We  build  a  railing,  all  Chinefe. 
Although  one  hates  to  be  expo&'d ; 
'Tis  difmal  to  be  thus  enclos'd; 
One  hardly  any  object  fees — 
1  wifh  you'd  fell  thofe  odious  trees. 
Objects  continual  paffing  by 
Were  fomething  to  amufe  the  eye, 
But  to  be  pent  within  the  walls- 
One  might  as  well  be  at  St.  Paul's. 
Our  houfe,  beholders  would  adore, 
Was-  there  a  Itvel  lawn  before, 
Nothing  its  views  to  incommode, 
But  quite  laid  open  to  the  road  ; 
While  ev'ry  trav'ler  in  araaze, 
Should  on  our  little  rnanfion  gaze, 
And  pointing  to  the  choice  retreat, 
Cry,  that's  Sir  Thrifty's  country  fea£. 
No  doubt  her  arguments  prevail, 
For  madam's  TASTE  can  never  fail. 

Bleft  age  !  when  all  men  may  procure, 
The  title  of  a  connoifieur ; 
WheVi  noble  and  ignoble  herd, 
Are  govern'd  by  a  Tingle  word; 
Though,  like  the  royal  German  dames, 
It  bears  an  hundred  Chrifhian  names; 
As  genius,  fancy,  judgment,  gout, 
Whim,  caprice, je-ne-fcai-quoi,  virtu 
Which  appellations  all  defcribc; 
TASTE,  a:id  the  modern  tajleful  tribe* 


.  Now  bricklay'rs,  carpenters,  and  joiners, 
"With  Chincfe  artifts,  and  defigners, 
Produce  their  fchemes  of  alteration, 
To  work  this  wond'rous  reformation. 
The  ufeful  dome,  which  fecrct  ftood, 
Embofom'd  in  the  yew-tree's  wood, 
The  trav'ler  with  amazement  fees 
A  temple,  Gothic,  or  Chinefe, 
With  many  a  bell,  and  tawdry  rag  on, 
And  crefted  with  a  fprawling  dragon  ; 
A  wooden  arch  is  bent  attride 
A  ditch  of  water,  four  foot  wide, 
"With  angles,  curves,  and  zigzag  lines, 
From  halfpenny's  exact  defigns. 
In  front,  a  level  lawn  is  feen, 
Without  a  fhrub  upon  the  green, 
Where  tafte  would  want  its  firft  great  law, 
But  for  the  flculking,  fly  ha-ba, 
By  whofe  miraculous  afliftance, 
You  gain  a  profpect  two  fields  diftance. 
And  now  from  Hyde-Park  corner  come 
The  gods  of  Athens,  and  of  Rome. 
Here  fquabby  Cupids  take  their  places, 
With  Venus,  and  the  clumfy  graces  : 
Apollo  there,  with  aim  fo  clever, 
Stretches  his  leaden  bow  for  ever  ; 
And  there  without  the  pow'r  to  fly, 
Stands  fix'd  a  tip-toe  Mercury. 

The  villa  thus  completely  grac'd, 
All  own  that  Thrifty  has  a  tafte  ; 
And  madam's  female  friends,  and  coufins, 
With  common-council-men,  by  dozens, 
Flock  every  Sunday  to  the  feat, 
To  flare  about  them,  and  to  eat. 

GENIUS,  ENVV,  AND  TIME. 

A  FABLE, 
Addrejfed  to  William  Hogartl,  Efy. 

IN  all  profefllonary  fkill, 

There  never  was,  nor  ever  will 

Be  excellence,  or  exhibition, 

But  fools  are  up  in  opposition  : 

Each  letter'd,  grave,  pedantic  dunce 

Wakes  from  his.  lethargy  at  once, 

Shrugs,  (hakes  his  head,  and  rubs  his  eyes, 

At.d,  being  dull,  looks  wond'rous  wife, 

With  folemn  phiz,  and  critic  fcowl, 

The  wifdom  of  his  brother  owl. 

.    MODERNS!  He  hates  the  very  name  ; 

Your  ancients  have  prefcriptive  claim  : — 

But  let  a  century  be  paft, 

And  we  have  tafte  *nd  wit  at  laft ; 

For  at  that  period  moderns  too 

Juft  turn  the  corner  of  virtu.  • 

But  merit  now  has  little  claim 

To  any  meed  rf  prefent  fame, 

For  'ti-,  not  worth  that  get  you  friends, 

'Tis  excellence  that  moft  offends. 

If,  Proteus-like,  a  GARRICK'S  art, 

Shows  tafte  and  (kill  in  every  part ; 

If,  ever  juft  to  nature's  plan, 

He  is  in  all  the  very  man, 

E'en  here  (hall  envy  take  her  aim, 

—  —  — «-wr.ite  and  — 


O     E    M.  S.  637 

The  JEALOUS  WIFE,  though  chaftely  writ, 

With  no  parade  of  frippery  wit, 

Shall  fet  a  fcribbling,  all  at  once, 

Both  giant  wit,  and  pigmy  dunce  ; 

While  Critical  Reviewers  write, 

Who  (how  their  teeth  before  they  bite, 

And  facrifice  each  reputation, 

From  wanton  falfe  imagination. 

Thcfe  obfervations,  rather  (tale, 

May  borrow  fpirit  from  a  tale. 

GENIUS,  a  hurtling  lad  of  parts, 
Who  all  things  did  by  fits  and  ftarts, 
Nothing  above  him  or  below  him, 
Who'd  make  a  riot,  or  a  poem, 
From  eccentricity  of  thought, 
Not  always  do  the  thing  he  ought ; 
But  was  it  once  his  own  election, 
Would  bring  all  matters  to  perfection  ; 
Would  act,  defign,  engrave,  write,  paint, 
But  neither  from  the  leaft  conftraint, 
•  Who  hated  all  pedantic  fchools, 
And  fcorn'd  the  glofs  of  knowing  fools, 
That  hold  perfection  all  in  all, 
Yet  treat  it  as  mechanical, 
And  give  the  fame  fuflicre'nt  rule 
To  make  a  poem,  as  a  ftool — 
From  the  firft  fpring-time  of  his  youth, 
Was  downright  worftiipper  of  truth  i 
And  with  a  free  and  liberal  fpirit, 
His  c«»urt(hip  paid  to  lady  MERIT. 

ENVY,  a  fquint-ey'd,  mere  old  maid, 
Well  known  among  the  fcribbling  trade  ; 
A  hag,  fo  very,  very  thin, 
Her  bones  peep'd  through  her  bladder-fkin  ; 
Who  could  not  for  her  ibul  abide 
That  folks  (hould  praife  where  (he  muft  chidCj 
Follow'd  the  youth  where'er  he  went, 
To  mar  each  good  and  brave  intent ; 
Would  lies,  and  plots,  and  mifchief  hatch, 
To  ruin  HIM  and  fpoil  the  match^ 
Honour  (he  held  at  bold  defiance, 
Talk'd  much  offa&ion,  gang,  alliance, 
A§  if  the  real  fons  of  tafte 
Had  clubb'd  to  lay  a  DESERT  wafte. 

In  (hort,  wherever  GENIUS  came, 
You'd  find  this  antiquated  dame  ; 
Whate'er  he  did,  where'er  he  went, 
She  Follow'd  only  to  torment; 
Call'd  MERIT  by  a  thoufand  names, 
Which  decency  or  truth  difclnims, 
While  all  her  bufinefs,  toil,  and  care, 
Was  to  depreciate,  lie,  compare, 
To  pull  the  niodeft  maidt?n  down, 
And  blaft  her  fame  to  all  the  town. 

The  youth,  in  flam 'cl  with  confcious  pride, 
To  Prince  POSTERITY  apply'd, 
Who  gave  his  anfvver  thus  in  rhyme, 
By  his  chief  mir.ifter,  Old  TIME. 

"  Repine  not  at  whar  pedants  fay, 
"  We'll  bring  thee  forward  on  the  way ; 
"  If  wither'd  ENVY  ftrive  to  hurt 
"  With  lies,  with  impudence  and  dirt, 
•'  You  or*ly  pay  a  common  tax 
"  Which  fool,  and  knave,  and  dunce  exacts.'1 
<!  Be  this  thy  comfort,  this  thy  joy, 
"  Thy  ilrength  is  in.  its  prime,  my  boy, 
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;   And  ev'ry  year  thy  vigour  grows, 

!  Impair?  the  credit  of  my  foes 

1  ENVY  (hall  fink,  and  be  no  more 

'  Than  w*iat  her  NAIADS  were  before; 

1  Merc  excreaiental  maggots,  bred, 

'   In  poe*'s  topfy-turvy  head, 

'  Bom  like  a  momentary  fly, 

*  To  flutter*  buzz  abo.,t,  and  die. 

"  Yet.  GKNIUS.  mark  what  I  preface, 

I  Who  look  through  every  diftant  ac^e  : 

'  ME-<IT  fhall  blefsthee  with  her  charms, 
'  FAME  lift  fby  offering  >rt  her  arms, 
'   Anri  (lamp  eternity  of  grace 

*  On  all  thy  numerous  various  race. 

'  ROUBILLI  AC,  WILTON,  names  as  high 
"    As  Phidias  of  ant  quity, 
'  Shall  ftrength,  expreffion,  manner  give, 
•<   And  make  e'en  marble  breathe  and  ive; 
;<  While  VMGISMUNDA'J  deep  diftrefs, 
"   Which  looks  trie  i<*ul  of  wretchednefs, 

II  When  I,  with  flow  and  foft'nirig  pen, 
"   Have  gr>ne  O'T  al!  the  tints  agen, 

"  Shall    rge  a  bold  and  proper  claim 
'<  To  level  half  the  ancient  fame 
"   While  future  apes  yet  unknown 
"  With  critic  air  mall  p-oudly  own 
"  Thy  HOGARTH  firft  of  eveiy  clime 
w  For  humour  keen,  or  ftrong  fublime, 
"    And  hail  him  from  his  fire  and  fpirit, 
"  The  child  of  GENI*?S  and  of  MERIT." 

THE  HARE  AND  TORTOISE.  1757. 

A   FABLE. 

GENIUS,  bleft  term   of  meaning  wide, 
For  fure  no  term  fo  mifapp.y'd, 
H  nv  many  bear  thy  1'icred  name, 
That  never  felt  a  rtal  flame  ! 
proud  of  the  fpecious  appellation. 
Thus  fools  have  ehriftenrd  i:iclinatioft. 

Bur-yer  fuppofe  a  genius  true, 
Exempli  gratia:  me  or  you  ; 
Whate'er  he  tries  with  due  attention, 
Rarely  efcapes  his  apprehenfion; 
Surmounting  ev'ry  oppofhion, 
You'd  fwear  he  learnt  by  intuition, 
Should  he  rely  alone  ->r.  parts 
And  ftudy  therefore  but  by  ft  arts, 

Sure  of  fuccefs  whene'er  he  tries, 

Shou'd  he  forego  the  means  to  rife  ? 
Suppole  yotir  watch  a  Graham  make, 

Gold,  if  y  >u  will,  for  value's  lake  ; 

Its  fprings  within  in  order  due. 

No  watch,  when  going,  goes  fo  true; 

If  ne'er  wound  up  with  proper  care, 

What  fervice  is  it  in  the  wear  ? 

*3omf"  genial  fpark  of  Phcch-is'  rays. 

Perhaps  within  your  boloni  plays  ; 

O  h'nv  tht:  purer  rays  afpire, 

If  application  fans  the  fire 

Without  it  gei:ius  vainly  tr-ies, 

H  Avt'er  fomctime-  it  feems  to  rife  : 

N'iy  .ipp'icanon  xvill  prevail 

"When  braggart  parts  and  genius  fail : 


And  now  to  lay  my  proof  before  ye, 

here  prefem  you  with  a  ftory. 

In  days  of  yore,  when  time  was  young, 
When  birds  convers'd  as  well  as  fung, 
Vhen  ufe  of  fpeech  was  net  confin'd, 
vlerely  to  brutes  of  human  kind, 
A  forward  hare,  of  fwiftnefs  vain, 

'he  geniu*  of  the  neighS'ring  plain, 
Woul''  off  deride  the  drugging  crowd: 

or  geniufe*  are  e.er  proud. 
He'd  boal,  his  flight  'twere  vain  to  follovr, 

-or  dog:  and  horfe  he'd  beat  them  bolhiv, 
Nay,  if  he  put  forth  all  h's  flrcn^th, 

futftrip  his  brethren  half  a  length. 

A  tortoife  heard  his  vain  oration, 
And  vented  thus  his  indignation. 
OS  pufs,  it  bodes  thee  dire  difgrace, 
When  I  defy  thee  to  the  race. 
Come,  'tis  a  match,  nay.  no  denial, 

lav  my  fliell  upon  the  trial. 
'  Twas  done  and  gone,  all  fair,  a  bet, 

udgts  prepar'd,  and  ditlancr  fet. 
The  fcamp'iing  hareroutftript  the  wind, 

The  creeping   ortoife  lagg'd  behind, 

\nd  fcarce  had  pafs'd  a  Tingle  pole, 
When  pufs  had  almoft  reach  <'  the  goal. 
Fi-iend  tortoife,  quoth  the  jeering  hare, 
Your  burden's  mo  <?.  than  you  can  bear, 

To  help  vour  fperd,  ir  were  as  well 

That  I  fhouid  cafe  you  of  your  fhell  : 

Jog  on  a  little  fafter  pr'ythbe, 

I'll  take  a  nap,  arid  then  be  with  thee. 
faid,  fo  done,  and  fafely  fure, 

For  fay,  what  conqneft  more  fecure  ? 

Whe-  e'er  he  walk'd  (that's  all  that's  in  it) 

He  could  o'ertakt  him  in  a  minute. 
The  tortoife  heard  his  taunt-ing  jeer, 

But  (till  refolv'd  to  perfevere, 

Still  draw'd  along,  as  wh    fliould  fay, 

I'll  win,  like  Fabius,  by  delay; 

On  to  the  goal  fecurely  crept, 

While  pufs  unknowing  foundly  flept. 
The  bets  were  won,  the  hare  awake, 

When  thus  the  vi&or  tortoift  fpake 

Pufs,  though  I  own  thy  quicker  parts, 
PhiM^s  are  not  always  done  by  ftarts, 

You  may  deride  my  awkward  pace, 

Buty?<ra;  andjteady  winsjthe  race. 

THE  SATYR  AND  PEDLAR.  1757. 


WORDS  are,fo  WoIIafton  defines, 
Of  our  ideas  merely  figns, 
Which  have  a  pow'r  at  will  to  vary, 
As  being  vague  and  arbitrary. 
Now  damn  d  for  inftancr  —  all  agree, 
Damnd  's  the  fuperlatlv  degree  ; 
Means  that  alone,  and  nothing  more, 
However  taken  here'ofore  , 
Damnd  is  a  word  can't  ftand  alone, 
Which  has  n<>  meaning  of  itj  own, 
But  fi^nifies  or  ban  or  good 
Jail  as  its  neighbjurN  underftood. 
Examples  we  may  find  enough. 
Z>aw«Vhigh,  damnd  low,  damnd  fine, 


POEMS. 


So  fares  it  too  with  its  relation, 
I  mean  its  fubftantive,  damnation. 
The  wit  with  metaphors  makes  bold, 
And  tells  you  he's  damnation  cold  ; 
Perhaps,  that  metaphor  forgot, 
1'he  felf-fame  wit's  damnation  hot. 
And  here  a  fable  I  remember — • 
Once  in  the  middle  of  December, 
When  ev'ry  mead  in  fnow  is  loft, 
And  ev'ry  river  bound  with  froft, 
When  families  get  all  together, 
And  teeiingly  talk  o'er  the  weather ; 
When — pox  on  the  defcriptive  rhyme- 
In  ftiort  it  was  the  winter  time. 
It  WAS  a  pedlar's  happy  lot, 
To  fall  into  a  fatyr's  cot  : 
Shiv  ring  with  cold,  and  almofl  froze, 
With  pearly  droj.  upon  his  nofe, 
His  finger- '  ends  all  pinch'd  to  death. 
He  blew  upon  them  with  his  breath. 
"   Friend,  quoth  the  fatyr,  what  intends 
"  That  blowing  on  thy  fingers  ends  ? 
"  It  is  to  warm  them  thus  I  blow, 
"  For  they  are  froze  as  cold  as  fnow. 
"  And  fo  inclement  has  it  been 
*'  I'm  like  a  cake  of  ice  within." 
Come,  quoth  the  iatyr,  comfort,  man  ! 
I'll  cheer  thy  infide,  if  I  can  ; 
You're  welcome  in  my  homely  cottage 
To  a  warm  fire,  and  mefs  of  pottage. 

This  faid,  the  fatyr,  nothing  loth, 
A  bowl  prepar'd  of  fav'ry  broth, 
Which  with  delight  the  pedlar  view'd, 
As  Tracking  on  the  board  it  flood. 
But,  'hough  the  very  tteam  arofe 
With  grateful  odour  to  his  nofe, 
One  fmgle  fip  he  ventur'd  not, 
The  gruel  was  fo  wond'rous  hot. 
What  can  be  done  ? — with  gentle  puff 
He  blows  it,  till  it's  cool  enough. 

Why,  how  now,  pedlar,  what's  the  matter  ? 
Still  at  thy  blowing  !  quoth  the  fatyr. 
I  blow  to  cool  it,  cries  the  clown, 
That  I  may  get  the  liquor  down  : 
For  though  I  grant,  you've  made  it  well, 
You've  boil'd  it,  fir,  as  hct  as  hell. 

Then  raifing  high  his  cloven  flump, 
The  fatyr  fmore  him  on  the  rump. 
"  Begone,  thou  double  knave,  or  fool,  ' 
"  Wich  the  fame  breath  to  warm  and  cool : 
"  Friendfhip  with  fuch  I  never  hold 
*'  Who're  fo  damnd  hot,  and  fo  damnd  cold." 

THE   NIGHTINGALE,    THE   OWL,    AND 
THE  CUCKOW. 

A  FABLE. 

Addrejfedto  David  Garrlck,  Efq.  on  the  report  of  his 
retiring  from  the  Stage,  Dec.  1 7  60. 

CRITICS,  who  like  the  fcarecrows  (land 
Upon  the  poet's  common  land, 
And  with  feverity  of  fenfe, 
piive  all  imagination  thence, 
Say  that  in  truth  lies  all  fublime, 
Whether  you  write  in  profe  or  rhyme* 


And  yet  the  truth  may  lofe  its  grace, 
I»"  blurted  to  a  pcrfo.i's  face  ; 
Efpcciaily  if  what  you  fpeak 
Should  crimfon  o'er  the  gio.wing  cheek  : 
For  when  you  throw  that  flaver  o  er  him, 
And  tumble  out  your  praife  before  him, 
However  juft  the  application, 
It  looks  a-fquint  at  adulation. 

I  would  be  honeft  and  fmcere, 
But  not  a  flatterer,  or  fevere. 
Need  I  be  furly,  rough,  uncouth, 
That  folks  may  think  1  love  the  truth  ? 
And  (he,  good  dame,  with  beauty's  queen, 
Was  not  at  all  umes  naked  fe en  : 
For  every  boy,  with  Prior,  knows, 
By  accident  ftie  loft  her  clothes, 
When  falfchood  ftole  them  to  difguife 
Her  mifbegotf  en  brood  of  lies. 
Why  fhould  the  prudifh  goddefs  dwell 
Down  at  the  bottom  of  a  well, 
But  that  ftie  is  in  pitious  fright, 
Left,  riling  up  to  mortal  fight, 
The  modeft  world  fhoul<i  fleer  and  flout  her. 
With  not  a  rag  of  clothes  about  her  ? 
Yet  (he  might  wear  a  proper  drefs 
And  keep  her  effcnce  ne'erthelefs, 
So  Delia's  bofom  ftHl  will  rife, 
And  fafcinate  her  lover's  eyes, 
Though  round  her  ivory  neck  (he  draws, 
The  decent  (hade  of  fpecious  gauze, 

1  hear  it  buzz'd  about  the  table, 
What  can  this  lead  to  ? Sirs, 

*  A  FABLE. 

WHEN  birds  allow'd  the  eagle's  fway, 
Ere  eagles  turn'd  to  fowls  of  prey, 
His  royal  majefty  of  air 
Took  mufic  underneath  his  care  ; 
And,  for  his  queen  and  court's  delight, 
Commanded  concerts  ev'ry  night. 
Here  every  bird  of  parts  might  enter, 
The  nightingale  was  made  precentor  ; 
Under  whofe  care  and  juft  dire&ion, 
Merit  was  fure  to  meet  protection. 
The  lark,  the  blackbird,  and  the  robin 
This  concert  always  bore  a  bob  in  : 
The  beft  pertorn  ers  all  were  in  it, 
The  thrulh,  canary-bird,  and  linnet. 

But  birds,  alas  !  are  apt  ro  aim 
At  things,  to  which  they've  fmaileft  claim. 
The  flaring  owl,  with  hideous  hoot, 
OfFcr'd  his  fervice  for  a  flute. 
The cuckow  needs  would  join  the  band; 
'*  The  thrufli  is  but  a  pauitry  hand  : 
"  And  1  can  belt  fu^ply  that  place, 
"  For  I've  a  (hake,  a  iwell,  a  grace." 

The  manager  their  fuit  pretcrr'd  : 
Both  tun'd  their  pipes,  and  both  were  heard ; 
Yet  each  their  ieveral  praifes  mifs'd, 
For  both  wert  heard,  and  both  were  hifs'd. 

The  cuckow  hence,  with  rancour  ftirr'd^ 
(A  kind  ol  periodic  bird, 
Of  nafty  hue,  and  body  fqabby, 
No  would-be-play- wright  half  fo  (habby) 
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Reviles,  abufes,  and  defames, 

Screams  from  a  brunch,  and  calls. hard  names, 

And  ftrikes  at  nightingale  or  lark, 

Like  Lifbon  ruffians  in  the  dark. 

The  owl  harangues  :hc  gsping  throng 
On  poivrs,  and  excellence  of  fon^, 
*'  The  blackbird's  note  has  loll  its  force  ; 
"  The  nightingale  is  downright  hoarfe  ; 
"  The  linnet's harfh  ;  the  robin  fhriil; 
"  — The  fparrow  has  prodigious  fkill !" 

At  length  they  had  what  they  defir'd  : 
The  fkilful  nightingale  re'ir'd. 
When  folly  came,  with  wild  uproar, 
And  harmony  was  heard  no  more. 

A  TALE. 

VENUS,  cf  laughter  queen  and  love, 
The  greateft  demirep  above, 
Who  fcorn'd  reftri&ion,  hated  cuftom, 
Knew  her  own  fex  too  well  to  truft  'em, 
Proceeded  on  the  noble  plan, 
At  any  rate,  to  have  her  man  ; 
Look'd  on  decorum,  as  mere  trafh, 
Andliv'd  like  «**  and  ***, 
From  Paphos,  where  they  her  revere: 
As  much  as  we  do  Cxlia'here, 
Or  from  Cythera,  where  her  altars 
Aredeck'd  with  daggers,  true-love  halters, 
Carters  yclept,  and  other  trophies, 
"Which  prove  that  man  in  love  an  oaf  is, 
According  to  appointment,  came 
To  fee  CJECILJA,  tuneful  dame, 
Whofe  praifc  by  Dryden'sode  is  grown 
Bright  and  immortal  as  his  own  ; 
And  who  hath  been  for  many  years 
'  The  chief  dire&refs  of  the  fpheres. 

Thomas,  who  rode  behind  the  car, 
And  for  a  flambeau  held  a  ftar, 
Who,  in  the  honeft  way  of  trade, 
Hath  forg'd  more  horns,  and  cuckolds  made, 
Than  Vulcan  and  his  brawny  dolts 
liver  for  Jove  forg'd  thunderbolts, 
Slipt  gently  down,  and  ran  before  'em, 
Ringing  the  bell  with  due  decorum. 

But,  truth  to  fay,  I  cannot  tell 
Whether  it  knocker  was  or  bell, 
(This  for  vertu  an  anecdote  is), 
Which  us'd  to  give  CECILIA  notice, 
When  any  lady  of  the  fky 
Was  come  to  bear  her  company. 
But  this  I'm  fure,  be  Avhich  it  will, 
Thomas  perform'd  his  part  with  fkill. 

Methinks  1  hear  the  reader  cry — 
His  part  with  fkill  ?  why,  you  or  I, 
Or  any  body  elfe,  as  well 
As  Thomas,  fure,  could  ring  a  bell, 
Nor  did  I  ever  hear  before 
Of  fkill  in  knocking  at  a  door. 

Poor  low-liv'd  creature  !  I  fuppofe, 
Nay,  and  am  fure,  you're  one  of  thofe 
Who,  at  what  door  foe'er  they  be, 
Will  always  knock  in  the  fame  key. 
Thinking  that  bell  and  knocker  too 
Were  found  out  nothing  elfe  io  do, 


But  to  inform  the  houfe,  no  doubt. 
That  tnere  was  fomebody  without, 
Who,  if  they  might  fuch  favour  win, 
Would  rather  choofe  to  be  within. 

But  had  our  fervants  no  more  fenfe, 
Lord  !   what  muft  be  the  confequence  ? 
Error  would  error  ftill  purfue, 
And  ftrife  and  anarchy  enfue, 
Punvftilio  from  her  altar  hurl'd, 
Whence  fhe  declares  unto  the  world 
Whate'er  by  fancy  is  decreed, 
Through  all  her  niceties  muft  bleed. 

For  if  there  was  not  to  be  found 
Some  wholefome  difference  of  found, 
But  the  fame  rap  foretold  th'  approach 
Of  him  who  walk'd,  or  rode  in  coach, 
A  poor  relation  now  and  then, 
Might  to  my  lord  admittance  gain, 
When  his  good  lordfhip  hop'd  to  fte 
Some  rafcal  of  his  own  degree  ; 
And,  what  is  more  unhappy  ftill, 
The  flupid  wretch  who  brings  a'bill, 
Might  pafs  through  all  the  motley  tribe, 
As  free  as  one,  who  brings  a  bribe. 

My  lady  too  might  pique  her  grace 
With  carriage  ftiff,  and  formal  face, 
Which,  fhe  deceiv'd.  had  taken  care 
For  fome  inferior  to  prepare  ; 
Or  might  fome  wretch  from  Lombard-ftreet 
With  greater  eafe  and  freedom  meet, 
Than  fenfe  of  honour  will  admit 
Between  my  lady  and  a  cit. 

Thofe  evils  wifely  to  prevent, 
And  root  out  care  and  difcontent, 
Ev'ry  gay  fmart,  who  rides  behind, 
With  rofe  and  bag  in  tafte  refin'd, 
Mufl  mufic  fully  underftand, 
Have  a  nice  ear  and  fkilful  hanc]f 
At  ev'ry  turn  be  always  found 
A  perfect  connoiffeur  in  found ; 
Through  all  the  gamut  fkilful  fly, 
Varying  his  notes,  now  low,  now  high, 
According  as  he  fliifts  his  place  ; 
Now  hoarfely  grumbling  in  the  bafe, 
Now  turning  tenor,  and  again 
To  treble  raifing  his  fhriil  ft  rain; 
So  to  declare,  where'er  he  be, 
His  mailer's  fortune  and  degree, 
By  the  diftinguifhing  adclrefs, 
Which  he'll  upon  the  door  cxprefs. 

Thomas,  whom  I  have  nam'd  before 
As  ringing  at  CECILIA'S  door, 
Was  perfect  matter  of  this  art, 
And  vers'd  alike  in  ev'ry  part : 
So  that  Cecilia  knew,  before 
Her  footman  came  unto  the  door, 
And  in  due  form  had  told  her  fo, 
That  Madam  VENUS  was  below. 

The  doors  immediate  open  flew, 
The  GODDESS,  without  more  ado, 
Difplaying  beauty's  thoufand  airs, 
Jjkim'd  through  the  hall,  and  tripp'dup  ftair> 

CJECILIA  met  her  with  a  fmile 
Of  great  delight,  when  all  the  while, 
If  her  tulfe  heart  could  have  been  feen, 
She  wiih'd  fhe  had  at  Cyprus  been-. 
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But  ladies,  fldlFd  in  forms  and  arts, 
Don't  in  their  faces  wear  their  hearts, 
And  thofe  above,  like  thofc  below, 
Deal  frequently  in  outfide  fhow, 
And  always  to  keep  up  parade, 
Hare  a  fmile  by  them  ready  made. 

Tke  forms,  which  ladies  when  they  meet 
Muft  for  good  manners'  fake  repeat, 
As  bumble  fcr-vant ,  boiv  (Tyou  do, 
And  in  return,  pray  hoiv  are  you? 
Enrich'd  at  ev'ry  proper  fpace, 
With  due  integuments  of  lace, 
As  Madam,  Grace,  and  Godefhip, 
Which  we  for  brevity  (ball  fkip, 
Happily  paft,  in  elbow-chair 
At  length  our  ladies  feated  are. 

Indiff'rent  fubjedis  firft  they  choofe, 
And  talk  of  weather  and  the  news. 
That  done,  they  fit  upon  the  ftate, 
And  fnarl  at  the  decrees  of  fate, 
Invedives  againft  Jove  are  hurl'd, 
And  they  alone  fhould  rule  the  world. 

Dull  politics  at  length  they  quit, 
And  by  ill-nature  fhow  their  wit ; 
For  hand  in  hand,  too  well  we  know, 
Thefe  intimates  are  faid  to  go, 
So  that  where  either  doth  prefide 
T'  others'  exigence  is  implied. 
The  man  of  wit,  fo  men  decree, 
Muft  without  doubt  ill-natur'd  be  ; 
And  the  ill-natur'd  fcarce  forgets 
To  rank  himfelf  among  the  wits. 

Malicious  VENUS,  who  by  rote 
Had  ev'ry  little  anecdote, 
And  moft  minutely  could  advance 
Each  interesting  circumflance, 
Which  unto  all  intrigues  related, 
Since  Jupiter  the  world  created, 
Difplay'd  her  eloquence  with  pride, 
Hinted,  obferv'd,  enlarg'd,  applied  ; 
And  not  the  reader  to  detain 
With  things  impertinent  and  vain, 
She  did,  as  ladies  do  on  earth 
Who  cannot  bear  a  rival's  worth, 
In  fuch  a  way  each  tale  rehearfe 
As  good  made  bad,  and  bad  made  worfe  : 

CECILIA  too,  with  faint-like  air, 
But  lately  come  from  evening  pray'r, 
Who  knew  her  duty,  as  a  faint, 
Always  to  pray,  and  not  to  faint, 
And,  rain  or  fhine,  her  church  ne'er  mlft, 
Prude,  devotee,  and  Methodift, 
With  equal  zeal  the  caufe  promoted, 
Mifconftru'd  things,  and  words  mifquoted, 
Mifreprefented,  mifapplied, 
And,  infpiration  being  her  guide, 
The  very  heart  of  man  diffeded, 
And  to  his  principles  objected. 
Thus,  amongft  us.  the  fandlified, 
In  all  the  fpirituals  of  pride, 
Whofe  honeft  conlciences  ne'er  refted, 
Till  of  carnalities  diverted, 
They  knew  and  felt  themfelves  t'  inherit 
A  double  portion  of  the  fpirit : 
Who  from  one  church  to  th'  other  roam, 
V/hilft  their  poor  children  ftarve  athorne^j 
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Confid'ring  they  may  claim  the  care 

Of  Providence,  who  fent  them  there, 

And  therefore  certainly  is  tied 

To  fee  their  ev'ry  want  fupplied  ; 

Who  unto  preachers  give  away, 

That  which  their  creditors  fhould  pay, 

And  hold  that  chofen  vrffels  mud 

Be  generous  before  they're  juft, 

And  that  their  charity  this  way 

Shall  bind  o'er  Heaven  their  debts  to  pay, 

And  ferve  their  temp'ral  turn,  no  doubt, 

Better  than  if  they'd  put  it  out, 

Whilft  nought  hereafter  can  prevent, 

Tht-ir  fure  reward  of  cent,  per  cent. 

Who  honeft  labour  fcorn,  and  fay 

None  need  to  work  who  love  to  pray, 

For  Heaven  will  fatisfy  their  cravings, 

By  fending  of  Elijah's  ravens, 

Or  rain  down,  when  their  fpiritsfail, 

A  difh  of  manna,  or  a  quail ; 

Who  from  Moorfieldsto  Tottenham-Court 

In  furious  fits  of  zeal  refort, 

Praife  what  they  do  not  underftand, 

Turn  up  the  eye,  ftretch  out  the  hand, 

Melt  into  tears,  whUft 1-  blows 

The  twang  of  nonfenfe  through  his  nofe, 
Or  — •         deals  in  fpeculation, 

Or hums  his  congregation, 

Or talks  with  the  Lord  of  Hofts, 

with  pillars  and  with  ports  ; 

Who  ftridly  watch,  left  Satan  fhould, 
Roaring  like  linn  for  his  food, 
Enfnare  their  feet  his  fatal  trap  in, 
And  their  poor  fouls  be  taken  napping  ; 
Who  ftridly  faft,  becaufe  they  find, 
The  flefh  ftill  wars  againft  the  mind, 
And  flefh  of  faints,  like  finner's,  mud 
Be  mortified,  to  keep  down  luft  ; 
Who,  four  times  in  the  year  at  leaft, 
Join  feaft  of  love  to  love  of  feaft, 
Which,  though  the  profligate  and  vain 
In  tern-'  of  blafphemy  profane, 
Yet  all  the  ceremony  here  is, 
Pure  as  the  myfteries  of  Ceres  ; 
Who.  God's  elf  el,  with  triumph  feel 
Within  themfelves  falvation'sfeal, 
And  will  not,  mull  not,  dare  not  doubt, 
That  Heav'n  itfelf  can't  blot  it  out ; 
After  they've  done  their  holy  labours, 
Rtturn  to  fcandalize  their  neighbours, 
And  think  they  can  t  ferve  Heav'n  fo  well, 
As  with  its  creatures  filling  hell  : 
So  that,  inflam'd  with  holy  pride, 
They  fave  themfelves,  damn  all  befide. 
For  perfons,  who  pretend  toi'eel 
The  glowings  of  uncommon  zeal, 
Who  others  fcorn,  and  feem  to  be 
Righteous  in  very  great  decree, 
Do,  'bove  all  others,  take  delight 
To  vent  their  fpleen  in  tales  of  i'pite, 
And  think  they  raife  their  own  renowri 
By  pulling  of  a  neighbour's  down ; 
Still  lying  on  with  moft  fuccefs, 
Becaufe  they  charity  profefs, 
And  make  the  outfide  of  religion, 
Mahomet's  infpiring  pigeon, 
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To  all  their  forgeries  gain  credit, 

'Tis  enough  fure  that faid  it. 

But  what  can  all  this  rambling  mean  ? 
Wa-.  ever  fuch  an  hodgepodge  feen  ? 
VENUS,  CECILIA,  Jaints,  and  whores, 
Thomas,  V  •  :u  bells,  knockers,  doors, 
Lords,  r  gues,  relations,  ladies  cits, 
Star-,  flambeaux,  thunderbolts,  horns,  wits, 
Vulcan,  and  cuckold-maker,  fcandal, 
Mufic,  and  footmen,  ear  ef  Handel, 
Weather  ne\vs,  envy,  politics, 
Intrigues,  and  women's  thoufand  tricks, 
Pn.des,  Methodifts,  and  devotees, 
Faftings,  featts,  pray'rs,  and  charities, 
Ceres,  with  her  myfterious  train, 

Fle'b,  fpirit,  love,  hate,  and  religion, 
A  quail,  a  raven,  and  a  pigeon, 
AH  jumbled  up  in  one  large  difh, 
Red-herring,  bread,  fowl,  flefli,  and  fifli. 

Where's  the  connection,  w here's  the  plan, 
The  devil  fure  is  in  the  marj. 
All  in  an  inftant  we  are  burlM         » 
From  place  to  place  all  round  the  world, 
Yet  find  no  reafon  for  it — mum — - 
There,  my  good  critic,  lies  the  hum — 
Well,  but  niethinks,  it  would  avail 
To  know  the  end  of  this — A  TALE. 


SHAKSPEARE. 
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AN  EPISTLE  TO  MR.  GARR^CR, 

THANKS  to  much  induftry  and  pains, 
Much  twifting  of  the  wit  and  brains, 
Translation  has  unlock'd  the  ftore, 
And  fpread  abroad  the  Grecian  lore, 
While  Sophocles  his  fcenes  are  grown 
E'en  as  familiar  as.  our  OWR. 

No  more  (hall  tafte  prclirtne  to  fpeak. 
From  its  enclofures  in  the  Greek  j 
But,  ail  its  fences  broken  down, 
Lie  at  the  mercy  of  the  town. 

Critic,  I  hear  thy  torrent  rage, 

'Tis  blafphemy  a.gainft  that  ftage, 
**  Which  JE/chylus  his  warmth  deiign'd, 
"  Euripides  hi*  tafte  ren'.n'd, 
"   And  Sophocles  his  laft  dire&Son, 
"  Stamp'd  with  ihefignet  of  perfection." 

Perfection  '  'tis  a  word  ideal, 
That  bears  about  it  nothing1  real: 
For  excellence  was  never  hit 
In  the  firft  cffays  of  man's  wit. 
Shall  andtnl  worth,  or  ancient  fame 
Preclude  the  moderns  from  their  claim  ? 
Muft  they  be  blockheads,  dolts,  and  fools, 
Who  write  not  up  ro  Grecian  rules  ? 
Who  tread  in  bufkins  or  in  locks. 
Mi  ill  they  be  d.amn'd  as  heterodox, 
Nor  merit  of  goc  d  works  prevail, 
Except  within  the  claffic  pale  ? 
Tis  fluff  that  bears  the  name  of  knowledge, 
Not  current  half  a  mile  from  college ; 
"Where  half  their  Lcbir^b  yield  no  more 
(Befure  I  fpeak  of  times  of  yore  j 


Than  juft  a  niggard  light,  to  mark 
rlow  much  we  all  are  in  the  dark : 
As  rufhlights  in  a  fpacious  room, 
Juft  burn  enough  to  form  a  gloom. 

When  Shakfpeare  leads  the  mind  a  dance, 
From  France  to  England,  hence  to  France, 
Talk  not  to  me  of  time  and  place ; 

own  I'm  happy  in  the  chafe. 
Whether  the  drama's  here  or  there, 
'  1'is  nature,  Shakfpeare,  every  where. 
The  poet's  fancy  can  create, 
Contract,  enlarge,  annihilate, 
Bring  pafl  and  preft-nt  clofe  together, 
In  fpite  of  diftance,  feas,  or  weather  ; 
And  (hut  up  in  a  fingle  action 
What  coft  whole  years  in  its  tranfadlion. 
So,  ladies  at  a  play,  or  rout, 
Can  flirt  the  univerfe  about, 
Whcfe  geographical  account 
Is  drawn  and  pictured  on  the  mount : 
Yet,  when  they,  pleafe,  contract  the  plan, 
And  ihut  the  world  up  in  a  fan. 

True  genius,  like  Armida's  wand, 
Can  raife  the  fpring  from  barren  land. 
While  all  the  art  of  imitation, 
Is  pilf'ring  from  the  firft  creation; 
Tranfplanting  flowers,  with  ufelefs  toil, 
Which  wither  in  a  foreign  foil. 
As  confcience  often  fets  us  right 
By  its  interior  ac"live  light, 
Without  th'  afliltance  of  the  laws 
To  combat  in  the  moral  caufe ; 
So  genius,  of  itftlf  difcerning, 
Without  the  myftic  rules  of  learning, 
Can,  from  its  prefent  intuition, 
Strike  at  the  truth  of  compofition. 

Yet  thofe  who  breathe  the  claffic  vein, 
Enlifted  in  the  mimic  train, 
Who  ride  their  fteed  with  double  bit., 
Ne'er  run  away  with  by  their  wit, 
Delighted  with  the  pomp  of  rules, 
The  Ipecious  pedantry  of  fchools, 
(Which  rules,  like  crutches,  ne'er  became 
Of  any  ufe  but  to  the  lame,) 
Purlue  the  method  fet  before  'em  ; 
Talk  much  of  order,  and  decorum, 
Of  probability,  of  fiction, 
Of  manners,  ornament,  and  di<5Uon, 
And  with  a  jargon  of  hard  names, 
(A  privilege  which  dulnefs  claims, 
And  merely  us'd  by  way  of  fence, 
To  keep  out  plain  and  common  fcnfe)4 
Extol  the  *.vit  of  ancient  days, 
The  fimple  fabric  of  their  plays  ; 
Then  from  the  fable,  all  fo  chafte, 
1  rick'd  up  in  ancient-modern  tafte, 
So  mighty  gentle  all  the  while, 
In  fuch  a  fweet  defcriptive  ftyle, 
While  chorus  marks  the  fervile  mode 
With  fine  reflection,  in  an  ode, 
Prefent  you  with  a  perfect  piece, 
Form'd  on  the  model  of  old  Greece'. 

Come,  pr'ythee  critic,  fet  before  us, 
The  u(>  and  office  of  a  chorus. 
Wh  ir     filent  1  why  then,  I'll  produce 
Its  ierviccs  from  a,n,c.ierit  w.fc. 
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'Tis  to  be  ever  on  the  frage, 
Attendants  upon  grief  or  rage; 
To  be  an  arrant  go-between, 
Chief-mourner  at  each  difmal  fccne ; 
Showing  its  furrow,  Of  delight, 
By  fitting  dances,  left  and  right, 
Not  much  unlike  our  modern  notions, 
Adagio  or  Allegro  motions; 
To  watch  iipon  the  deep  diftrefr, 
And  plaints  of  royal  wretchednefs  ; 
And  when,  with  tears,  and  execration, 
They've  pour'd  out  all  their  lamentation, 
And  wept  whole  cataracts  from  their  eyes, 
To  call  on  rivers  for  fupplies, 
And  with  their  bais,  and  bees    and  Lees, 
To  make  a  fymphony.of  woes. 

Doubtlefs  the  ancients  want  the  art 
To  flrike  at  oitcc  upon  the  heart  : 
Or  why  their  prologues  of  a  mile 
In  fimple — call  it — humble  ftylc, 
Jnunin-.paffion'd  phrafe  to  fay 
"  'Fore  the  beginning  of  this  play, 
"  I,  hapltfs  Poiydore,  was  found 
"  By  filhermen,  or  others  drown'd  1" 
Or,  "  I,  a  gentieman,did  wed, 
"  The  lady  I  wcu'd  never  bed, 
"  Great  Agamemnon's  royal  daughter, 
"  Who's  coming  hither  to  draw  water." 

Or  need  the  chorus  to  reveal 
Reflections,  which  the  audience  feel; 
And  jog  them,  left  attention  fink, 
To  tell  them  how  and  what  to  think  ! 

Oh,  where's  the  bard,  who  at  one  view 
Could  look  the  whole  creation  through, 
Who  travers'd  all  the  human  heart, 
Without  recourfe  to  Grecian  art? 
He  fcorn'd  the  modes  of  imitation, 
Of  altering,  pilfering,  and  tranflation, 
Nor  painted  horror,  grief,  or  rage, 
From  models  of  a  former  age ; 
The  bright  original  he  took, 
And  tore  the  leaf  from  nature's  book. 
"  fis  Shakfpeare,  thus,  who  ftands  alone— 
— But  why  repeat  what^ow  have  fhown  ? 
How  true,  how  perfedl,  and  how  well, 
The  feelings  of  our  hearts  mult  tell. 

AN  EPISTLE  TO  C.  CHURCHILL, 

AUTHOR  OF  THE  ROSCIAp. 

Ir  at  a  tavern,  where  you'd  wifh  to  dine, 
They  cheat  your  palate  wi:h  adulterate  wine, 
Would  you,  refolve  me,  critics,  for  you  can, 
Send  for  the  mafter  up,  or  chide  the  man  ? 
The  man  no  doubt  a  knavifh  bufinefs  drives, 
But  tell  me  what's  the  mafter  who  connives  ? 
Hence  you'll  infer,  and  fure  the  doctrine's  true, 
Which  fays,  DO  Quarter  to  a  foul  review. 
It  matters  not  who  vends  the  naufeous  flop, 
Mafter  or  'prentice ;  we  deteft  the  fhop. 

Critics  of  oldva  manly  liberal  race, 
Approv'd  or  cenfur'd  with  an  open  face  : 
Boldly  purfu'd  the  free  decifive  tafk, 
Jtor  ilabb'd,  conceal'd  beueath  a  ruffian's  malk, 


To  works  not  men,  with  honeft  warmth,  fevere, 
Th'  impartial  judges  lau^h  d  ar  hope  or  fear  : 
Theirs  was  the  noble  fkill,  with  gen'rous  aim, 
To  fan  true  genius  to  an  a&ive  flame ; 
To  bring  forth  merit  in  its  ftrongeft  light, 
Or  damn  the  blockhead  to  his  native  night. 
But,  as  all  ftates  are  fubje6l  to  decay, 
The  ftate  of  letters  too  will  melt  away, 
Smit  with  the  harlot  charms  of 'rilling  found, 
Softnefs  now  wantons  e'en  on  Reman  ground; 
Where  Thebans,  Spartans,  fought  their  honour'd 

graves, 

Behold  a  weak  enervate  race  of  flaves. 
In  claflic  lore,  deep  fcience,  language  dead, 
Thou  modern  witlings  are  but  Icantly  read, 
Profeffors  *  fail  not,  who  will  loudly  bawl 
In  praife  of  either,  with  the  want  of  all  : 
Hail'd  mighty  critics  to  this  prefent  hour. 
— The   tribune's    name    furviv'd    the    tribune's 

pow'r. 

N(  w  quack  and  critic  differ  but  in  name, 
Empirics  frontlefs  both,  they  mean  the  fame ; 
This  raw  in  phyfic,  that  in  letters  frefh, 
Both  fpring,  like  warts,  excrefcence  from  the  flefh. 
Half  form'd,  half  bred  in  printer's  hireling  fchools, 
For  all  profeffions  have  their  rogues  and  fools, 
Though  the  pert  witling,  or  the  coward  knave, 
Cafts  no  reflection  on  the  wife  or  brave. 

Vet,  in  thefe  leaden  times,  this  idle  age, 
When,  blind  with  dulnefs,  or  as  blind  with  rage, 
Author  'gainft  author  rails  with  venom  curft, 
And  happy  he  who  calls  out  blockhead  firfl; 
From  the  low  earth  afpiring  gemus  fprings, 
And  fails  triumphant,  born  on  eagle  wings. 
No  toothlefs  fpleen,  no  venom'd  critic's  aim, 
Shall  rob  thee,  Churchill,  of  thy  proper  fame ; 
While  hitch'd  for  ever  in  thy  nervous  rhyme, 
Fool  lives,  and  fhines  out  fool  to  lateft  time. 

Pity  perhaps  might  wifh  a  harmlefs  fo®l 
To  'fcape  th'  oblervance  of  the  critic  fchool ; 
But  if  low  malice,  leagu'd  with  felly,  rife, 
Arm'd  with  inve&ives,  and  hedg'd  round  with 

lies ; 

Should  wakeful  dulnefs,  if  fhe  ever  wake, 
Write  fleepy  nonfenfe  but  for  writing's  fake, 
And,  flung  with  rage,  and  pioufly  fevere, 
Wifh  bitter  comforts  to  your  dying  ear; 
If  fome  fniall  wit,  fome  filk-lin'd  verfeman,  rakes, 
For  quaint  reflections  in  the  putrid  jakes, 
Talents  ufurp'd  demand  a  cenfor's  rage, 
A  dunce  is  dunce  profcrib'd  in  ev'ry  age 
Courtier,  phyfician,  lawyer,  parfon,  cit, 
All,  all  are  objects  of  theatric  wit. 
Are  ye  then,  acftors,  privileg'd  alone, 
To  make  that  weapon,  ridkule,  your  own? 
Proleflions  bleed  not  from  his  juft  attack,        ^ 
Who    laughs   at    pedant,    coxcomb,    knave,   or 

quack ; 

Fools  on  and  off  the  ftage  are  fools  the  fame, 
And  every  dunce  is  fatire's  lawful  game. 

*  'The  author  takes  this  opportunity,  not-wltlfanding 
all  injtnuat'iOj'is  to  the  contrary ,  to-  declare,  that  he  has 
no  particular  aim  at  a  gentleman }  ivhofe  ability  lefuf* 
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Freely  you  thought,  where   thought   has  frceft 

room, 

Why  then  apologize  ?  for  what  ?  to  whom  ? 
Though  Gray's-Inn  wits  with  author  fquires 

unite, 

And  felf-made  giants  club  their  labour'd  mite, 
Though  pointlefs  fatire  make  its  weak  eicape, 
In  the  dull  babble  of  a  mimic  ape, 
Uoldly  purfue  where  genius  points  the  way, 
Nor  heed  what  monthly  puny  critics  fay. 
Firm  in  thyfelf,  with  calm  indifference  (mile; 
When  the  wife  vet'ran  knows  you  by  your  ftyle, 
With  critic  fcales  weighs  out  the  partial  wit, 
What  I,  or  you,  or  he,  or  no  one  writ ; 
Denying  thee  thy  juft  and  proper  worth, 
jBut  to  give  falfehood's  fpurious  iffue  birth ; 
And  all  fclf-will'd  with  lawlefs  hand  to  raife 
Malicious  flandcr  on  the  bafe  of  praife. 

Difgrace  eternal  wait  the  wretch's  name 
Who  lives  on  credit  of  a  borrow'd  fame ; 
Who  wears  the  trappings  of  another's  wit, 
Of  fathers  bantlings  which  he  could  not  get ! 
But  flirewd  fufpicion  with  her  fquinting  eye, 
To  truth  declar'd,  prefers  a  whifper'd  lie. 
With  greedy  mind  the  proffer'd  tale  believes, 
Relates  her  wifhes,  and  with  joy  deceives. 

The  world,  a  pompous  name,  by  cuilom  due 
To  the  fmall  circle  of  a  talking  few, 
With  heart-felt  glee  th'  injurious  tale  repeats, 
And  fends  the  whifper  buzzing  through  the  flreets, 
The  prude  demure,  with  fober  faint-like  air, 
Pities  her  neighbour  for  {he's  wond'rous  fair. 
And  when  temptations  lie  before  our  feet, 
Beauty  is  frail,  and  females  indifcreet : 
She  hopes  the  nymph  will  every  danger  fhun, 
Yet  prays  devoutly — that  the  deed  were  done. 
Ivlean  time  fits  watching  for  the  daily  lie, 
As  fpiders  lurk  to  catch  a  fimple  fly. 

Yet  is  not  fcandal  to  one  fex  contin'd, 
Though  men  would  fix  it  on  the  weaker  kind. 
Yet,  this  great  lord,  creation's  matter,  man, 
Will  vent  his  malice  where  the  blockhead  can, 
imputing  crimes,  of  which  e'en  thought  is  free, 
For  inftance  now,  your  Rofciad,  all  to  me. 
If  partial  friendfhip,  in  thy  fterling  lays, 
Grows  all  too  wanton  in  another's  praile, 
Critics,   who  judge    by   ways    themfelves   hav 

known, 

Shall  fwear  the  praife,  the  poem  is  my  own  ; 
For  'tis  the  method  in  thefe  learned  days 
For  wits  to  fcribble  firft,  and  after  praife. 
Critics  and  Co.  thus  vend  their  wretched  duff, 
And  help  out  nonfenfe  by  a  monthly  puff, 
Exalt  to  giant  forms  weak  puny  elves, 
And  defcant  fweetly  on  their  own  dear  felves ; 
For  works  per  month  by  learning's  mklwives  paid 
Demand  a  puffing  in  the  way  of  trade. 

Referv'd  and  cautious,  with  no  partial  aim 
My  mufe  e'er  fought  to  blaft  another's  fame. 
With  willing  hand  could  twine  a  rival's  bays, 
From  candour  filent  where  (he  could  not  praife : 
But  if  vile  rancour,  from  (no  matter  who) 
Actor  or  mimic,  urinter,  or  review  ; 
Lies,  oft  o'erthrown,  with  ceafelefs  venom  fpread 
Still  hifs  out  fcandal  from  their  Hydra,  head  j 


f  the  dull  malice  boldly  walk  the  town, 
Cadence  herfelf  would  wrinkle  to  a  frown. 
Come  then  with  juflice  draw  the  ready  pen, 

ive  me  the  works,  I  would  not  know  the  mei)  : 
All  in  their  turns  might  make  reprifals  too, 
iad  all  the  patience  but  to  tread  them  through. 
Come,  to  the  utmoft,  probe  the  defperate  wound, 
tfor  fpare  the  knife  where'er  infection's  found  ! 
But,  prudence,  Churchill,  or  her  filler,  fear, 
Whifpers  forbearance  to  my  fright'ned  ear, 
Oh  !  then  with  me  forfake  the  thorny  road, 
Left  we  fhould  flounder  in  fome  Fleet-Ditch  ode, 
And  funk  for  ever  in  the  lazy  flood 
Weep  with  the  Naiads  heavy  drops  of  mud. 

Hail  mighty  ode  !   which  like  a  picture  frame, 
Holds  any  portrait,  and  with  any  name  ; 
Or,  like  your  nitches.  planted  thick  and  thin, 
Will  ierve  to  cram  the  random  hero  in. 
Hail  mighty  bard  too — whatfoe'er  thy  name, 
or  Durfy  for  it's  all  the  fame. 


To  brother  bards  {hall  equal  praife  belong, 
For  wit,  for  genius,  comedy,  and  fong  ? 
No  coftive  mufe  is  thine,  which  freely  rakes 
Wirh  eafe  familiar  in  the  well-known  jakes, 
Happy  in  {kill  to  foufe  through  foul  and  fair, 
And  tofs  the  dung  out  with  a  lordly  air. 
So  have  I  feen,  amidft  the  grinning  throng, 
The  fledge  proceflion  flowly  dragg'd  along, 
Where  the  mock  female  fhrew  and  hen-peck*4 

male 

Scoop'd  rich  contents  from  either  copious  pail, 
CalFd  burfts  of  laughter  from  the  roaring  rout, 
And  dafti'd  and  fplam'd  the  filthy  grains  about. 

Quit  then,  my  friend,  the  mufe's  lov'd  abode, 
Alas !  they  lead  not  to  preferment's  road. 
Be  folemn,  fad,  put  on  the  prieftly  frown, 
Be  dull  I   'tis  facred,  and  becomes  the  gown. 
Leave  wit  to  others,  do  a  Chriftian  deed,     [need. 
Your  foes  fhall  thank  you,  for  they  know  their 

Broad  is  the  path  by  learning's  fons  poffefs'd, 
A  thoufand  modern  wits  might  walk  abreaft, 
Did  not  each  poet  mourn  his  lucklefs  doem, 
Joftled  by  pedants  out  of  elbow  room. 
I,  who  nor  court  their  love,  nor  fear  their  hate, 
Muft  mourn  in  Clence  o'er  the  mufe's  fate. 
No  right  of  common  now  on  Pindus'  hill, 
While  all  our  tenures  are  by  critic's  will ; 
Where,  watchful  guardians  of  the  lady  mufe, 
Dwell  monftrous  giants,  dreadful  tall  REVIEWS, 
Who,  as  we  read  in  fam'd  romance  of  yore, 
Sound  but  a  horn,  prefs  forward  to  the  door  t 
But  let  fome  chief,  fome  bold  advent'rous  knight, 
Provoke  thefe  champions  to  an  equal  fight, 
Strait  into  air  to  fpacelefs  nothing  fall 
The  caftle,  lions,  giants,  dwarf  and  ail, 

111  it  befits  with  undifcerning  rage, 
To  cenfure  giants  in  this  polifh'd  age. 
No  lack  of  genius  flains  thefe  happy  times, 
No  want  of  learning,  and  no  dearth  of  rhymes. 
The  fee-faw  mufe  that  flows  by  msafur'd  laws, 
Jn  tuneful  numbers,  and  affected  paufe, 
With  found  alone,  found's  happy  virtue  fraught, 
Which  hates  the  trouble  and  expence  of  thought, 
Once,  every  moon  throughout  the  circling  year- 
With  even  cadence  charms  the  critic  ear. 
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While,  dire  promoter  of  poetic  fin, 
A  magazine  muft  hand  the  lady  in.  [well, 

How  moderns  write,  how  nervous,  (hong  and 
The  ANTI-ROSCIAD'S  decent  mufe  does  tell: 
Who,  while  fhe  ftrives  to  cleanfe  each  a&or  hurt, 
JDaubs  with  her  praife,  and  rubs  him  into  dirt. 

Sure  never  yet  was  happy  era  known 
So  gay,  fo  wife,  fo  tafaful  as  our  own. 
Our  curious  hiftories  rife  at  once  COMPLETE, 
Yet  ftill  continued,  as  they're  paid,  per  fheet. 

See  every  fcience  which  the  world  would  know, 
Yr.ur  magazines  (hall  every  month  beftow, 
Whofe  very  titles  fill  the  mind  with  awe, 
Imperial,  Cbrijlian,  Royal,  Brltijb,  Laiv  ; 
Their  rich  contents  will  every  reader  fit, 
State/man,  Divine,  Philofoflir,  and  Wit;          [once, 
Compendious  fchemes '.  which  teach  all  things  at 
And  make  a  pedant  coxcomb  of  a  dunce. 

But  let  nofr  anger  with  fuch  frenzy  grow, 
Prawcanfic  like,  to  ftrike  down  friend  and  foe, 
"To  re«U  worth  be  homage  duly  paid, 
But  no  allowance  to  the  paltry  trade. 
Jr'Ty  friends  I  name  not  (though  1  boaft  a  few, 
To  me  an  honour,  and  to  letters  too) 
Fain  would  I  praife,  but,  when  fuch  tlings  oppofe, 

My  praife  of  courfe  muft  make  them 's  foes. 

If  manly  JOHNSON,  with  fatyric  rage, 
Lafli  the  dull  follies  of  a  trifling  age, 
If  his  firong  mufe  with  genuine  ftrength  afpire, 
Glows  not  the  reader  with  the  poet's  fire  ? 
HIS  the  true  fire,  where  creep  the  witling  fry 
To  warm  themfclves,  and  light  their  ruflilights  by. 
What  mufe  like  GRATTS  fnall  pleafiug  penfive 

flow 

Attemper'd  fweetly  to  the  ruftic  woe  ? 
Or  who  like  him  (hall  fweep  the  Theban  lyre, 
And,  as  his  mafter  pour  forth  thoughts  of  fire  ? 
E'en  now  to  guard  affli&ed  learning's  caufe, 
To  judge  by  reafon's  rules,  and  nature's  laws, 
Boaft  we  true  critics  in  their  proper  right, 
While  LOWTH  and  Learning,  HURD  and  Tafte 

unite. 

Hail  facred  names ! — Oh  guard  the  mufe's  page 
Save  your  lov'd  miftrefsfrom  a  ruffian's  rage; 
See  how  fhe  gafps  and  ftruggles  hard  for  life, 
Her  wounds  all  bleeding  from  the  butcher's  knife  : 
Critics,  like  furgeons,  bleft  with  curious  art, 
Should  mark  each  paflage  to  the  human  heart, 
But  not,  unlkilfu),  yet  with  lordly  air, 
Read  furgeon's  ledlures  while  they  fcalp  and  tear 

To  names  like  thefe  I  pay  the  hearty  vow, 
Proud  of  their  worth,  and  not  afham'd  to -bow. 
To  thefe  infcribe  my  rude,  but  honeft  lays, 
And  feel  the  pleafures  of  my  confcious  praife : 
Not  that  I  mean  to  court  each  letter'd  name, 
And  poorly  glimmer  from  reflected  fame, 
But  that  the  mufe,  who  owns  no  fervile  fear, 
Is  proud  to  pay  her  willing  tribute  here. 

EPISTLE  TO  J.  B.  ESQ^  1757. 

AGAIN  I  urge  my  old  objection, 

That  modern  rules  obftru\5t  perfection,     • 

And  the  feverity  of  tafte 

Has  laid  the  walk  of  genius  waftc. 


rancy's  a  flight  we  deal  no  tnort  in 

)ur  authors  creep  inftead  of  foaring, 

And  all  the  brave  imagination 

s  dwindled  into  declamation. 
But  {till  you  cry  in  fober  fadnefs, 

'  Ther<»  Is  uifcretion  ev'n  in  madnefs," 

A  pithy  fentence,  which  wants  credit  1 

2-ccaufe  I  find  a  poet  faid  it ; 

Their  verdicl  makes  but  fmall  impreffion, 

Who  are  known  liars  by  profeflion. 

Rife  what  exalted  flight?  it  will, 

True  genius  will  be  genius  ftill; 

And  lay,  that  horfe  would  you  prefer, 

Which  wants  a  bridle  or  a  fpur  ? 

The  mettled  fteed  may  lofe  his  tricks; 

The  jade  grows  callous  to  your  kicks. 
Had  Shakfpeare  crept  by  modern  rulei, 

We'd  loft  his  witches,  fairies,  fools  : 

[nftead  of  all  that  wild  creation, 

He'd  form'd  a  regular  plantation, 

A  garden  trim,  and  all  enclos'd, 

In  niceft  fymmetry  difpos'd, 

The  hedges  cut  in  proper  order, 

Nor  e'en  a  branch  beyond  the  border : 

Now  like  a  foreft  he  appears, 

The  growth  of  twice  three  hundred  years  5 

Where  many  a  tree  afpiring  flirouds 

Its  airy  fummit  in  the  clouds, 

While  round  its  root  ftill  love  to  twine 

The  ivy  or  wild  eglantine. 

"  But  Shakfpeare's  all  creative  fancy 

"  Made  others  love  extravagancy  ; 

"  While  cloud-capt  nonfenfe  was  their  aim, 

"  Like  Hurlothrumbo's  mad  Lord  Flame." 

True — who  can  flop  dull  imitators  ? 

Thofe  younger  brothers  of  tranflators, 

Thofe  infects,  which  from  genius  rife, 
And  buzz  about,  in  fwarms,  like  flies? 
Fafhion,  that  fets  the  modes  of  drefs, 
Sheds  too  her  influence  o'er  the  prefs: 
As  formerly  the  fons  of  rhyme 
Sought  Shakfpeare's  fancy  and  fublime 
By  cool  corredtnefs  now  they  hope 
To  emulate  the  praife  of  Pope. 
But  Pope  and  Shakfpeare  both  difclaim 
Thofe  low  retainers  to  their  fame. 

What  tafk  can  dullnefs  e'er  eflecT: 
So  eafy,  as  to  write  correct  ? 
Poets,  'tis  faid,  are  fure  to  fplit 
By  too  much  or  too  little  wit ; 
So,  to  avoid  th'  extremes  of  either, 
They  mifs  their  mark  and  follow  neither ; 
They  fo  exactly  poife  the  fcale 
That  neither  meafure  will  prevail, 
And  mediocrity  the  mufe 
Did  never  in  her  fons  excufe, 
'  Tis  true,  their  tawdry  works  are  grac'4 
With  all  the  charms  of  modern  tafte, 
And  every  fenfelefs  line  is  dreft 
In  quaint  expreflion's  tinfel  veft, 
Say,  did  you  never  chance  to  meet 
A  monfieur  barber  in  the  ftreet, 
Whofe  rufHe,  as  it  lank  depends, 
And  dangles  o'er  his  fingers  ends, 
His  olive-tann'd  complexion  graces 
With  little  dabs  of  Drefden  luces, 
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While  for  the  body  Monfieur  Puff, 
Would  think  e'en  dowlas  fine  enough  ? 
So  fares  it  with  our  men  of  rhymes, 
Sweet  tir  klers  of  poetic  chimes. 
For  lace,  and  fringe,  and  tawdry  cloth*^ 
Sure  never  yet  were  greater  beaux; 
But  fairly  itrip  them  to  the  fhirt, 
They're  all  made  up  of  rags  and  dirt. 

And  ihall'hefe  wretches  bards  commence, 
Without  or  fpirit,  tafte,  or  fenfe  ? 
And  when  they  bring  no  other  treafure, 
Shall  I  admire  them  for  their  meaiure  ? 
Or  do  I  fcorn  the  critic's  rules 
Becauf*-  I  will  not  learn  of  fools  ? 
Although  JLonginus'  full  mouth 'd  profe 
With  all  the  force  of  genius  glows ; 
Th<  ugh  Dioryfius'  learned  tafte 
Is  ever  manly,  juft,  and  chafte, 
Who,  like  a  fkiiiul  wife  phyfician, 
Difle&s  each  part  of  competition, 
And  ihows  how  beauty  ftrikes  the  foul 
From  a  juft  compact  of  the  whole ; 
Though  judgment  in  Quintilian'*-  page, 
Holds  forth  her  lamp  for  ev'ry  age ; 
"Yet  Hefercritia  I  difciain, 
A  race  of  blockheads  dull  and  vain, 
And  laugh  at  all  thole  empty  fools, 
Who  cran")p  a  genius  with  dull  rules, 
And  what  their  narrow  fcience  n^ocks 
Damn  with  the  name  of  het'rodox. 

Thefe  butchers  of  a  poet's  fame, 
While  they  ufurp  the  critic's  name, 
Cry' — "  This  is  tafte — that's  my  opinion.*' 
And  poets  dread  their  mock  dominion. 

So  have  you  feen  with  aire  affright, 
The  petty  monarch  of  the  night, 
Seated  aloft  in  elbow  chair, 
Command  the  prifoners  to  appear, 
Harangue  an  hour  on  watchmen's  praife, 
And  on  the  dire  effect  of  frays; 
Then  cry,'*  You'll  fufTer  for  your  daring, 
"  And  d — n  you,  you  fhall  pay  for  ('wearing.* 
Then  turning,  tell  th  aftonifiYd  ring, 
I  fa  to  reprefent  the  KING. 

EPISTLE  TO  THE  SAME.  1757, 

HAS  my  good  dame  a  wicked  child  ? 
It  takes  the  gentle  name  of  wild; 
If  chefts  he  breaks,  if  locks  he  picks, 
'Tis  nothing  more  than  youthful  tricks: 
The  mother's  fondnefs  ftamps  it  merit, 
For  vices  are  a  fign  of  fpirit. 

bay,  do  the  neighhours  think  the  fame 
With  the  goffd  old  indulgent  dame  ? 
Cries  gofijp  Prate,  "  I  hear  with  grief 
*l  My  neighbour's  fon's  an  arrant  thief. 
"  Nay,  could  you  think  it,  I  am  told, 
'*  He  ftole  five  guineas,  all  in  gold, 
**  You  know  the  youth  was  always  wild — 
"  He  got  his  father's  maid  with  child  ; 
'*  And  robb'd  his  mailer,  to  defray 
"  The  money  he  had  loft  at  play. 
"  All  means  to  fave  him  nibft  now  fail. 
w  What  can  it  end  in  ?-rIn  a  ]alL'' 


Howe'er  the  dame  doats  o'er  her  youth, 
My  gofilp  fays  the  very  truth 

But  as  his  vices  love  would  hide, 
Or  torture  them  to  virtue's  fide, 
So  frieiitifhSp'sglafb  deceives  the  eye, 
(A  glafs  too  ap«-  to  magnify) 
And  makes  you  think  at  leaft  you  fee 
Some  fpark  of  genius,  ev'n  in  me. 
Y(,U  fay  \  fhould  get  fame  :  I  doubt  it  : 
Pc>baps  I  am  as  well  without  it. 
For  what's  the  worth  of  empty  praife  ? 
What  poM  ever  din'd  on  bays  ? 
For  though  tVv;  laurel,  rareft  wonder  ! 
May  ft  re  en  us  fr^i  the  ftrokc  of  thunder, 
This  mind  I  ever  was  and  am  in, 
It  is  no  antidote  t<  famine 
And  poe's  live  or.  {lender  fart, 
Who,  like  cameleons,  feed  on  air, 
And  ftarve,  to  gain  an  empty  breaft^ 
Which  only  ferves  them  after  death. 

Grant  I  ii.cceed,  like  Horace  nfe, 
And  ttrike  my  headagainft  the  fkies; 
Common  experience  daily  (hows, 
That  poets  have  a  world  of  foes  ; 
And  we  (hall  find  in  every  town 
Goffip'-  enough  to  cry  thtm  down  ; 
Who  meet  in  pious  convtrfation 
T'  anatomize  a  reputation, 
Wiih  flippant  tongue,  and  empty  head, 
Who  talk  «>f  things  they  never  read. 

Their  idle  ceufures  I  deipife  ; 
Their  niggard  prailes  won't  fulfice. 
Tempt  me  no  more  then  to  the  crime 
Of  dabbling  in  the  font  of  rhyme. 
My  mufe  has  anlwei  'd  all  her  end 
It  her  productions  pleafe  a  friend. 
The  world  is  burden'cl  with  a  ilore, 
Why  need  I  add  one  fcribblcr  more  ? 


About  to  fublijb  a  Volume  of  Mificllames*. 
WRITTEN  IN  THE  YEAR   IJSS- 

SINCE  now,  all  fcruples  cafl  away, 
Your  works  are  riling  into  day, 
Forgive,  though  I  prefume  to  fend 
This  honeft.  counfel  of  a  friend. 

Let  not  your  verfe,  as  yerfe  now  goes> 
Be  a  ftrange  kind  of  meafur'd  profe  ; 
Nor  let  your  profe,  which  fure  is  worfe,, 
Want  nought  but  meaiure  to  be  verfe. 
U  rite  from  your  own  imagination, 
Nor  curb  your  mufe  by  imitation  : 
For  copies  (how,  howe'er  expreft, 
A  barren  genius  at  tke  beft. 

But  imitation's  all  the  mode—  - 
Yet  where  one  hits,  ten  mif-  the  road. 

The  mimic  bard  with  pleafure  fees 
Mar  Pri.r's  unaffcdted  eafe  : 
AiTume*  his  ftyle,aff  6b  his  ftory. 
Sets  every  'circnm.  ancc  before  yc, 
The  ciay,  the  hour,  the  name,  the  dwelling^ 
And  n;ars  a,  rurir.us  tale  in  telling  : 
Obfcrve  how  eafy  Prior  flows, 
rh$u  runs  his  numbers  down  ^o  profe» 
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Others  have  fought  the  filthy  (lews 
To  find  a  dirty  flip-fliod  mufe. 
Their  groping  genius,  while  it  rakes 
The  bogs,  the  common  fewers,  and  Jakes, 
Ordure  and  filth  in  rhyme  expofes, 
Difguftful  to  our  eyes  and  nqfes  : 
With  many  a  da(h  that  muft  offend  us, 
And  much  *  • 

•  «  *  *  * 

*  *  *        Hiatus  non  dejlendus. 
O  Swift !  how  wouldft  thou  blufli  to  fee, 
Such  are  the  bards  who  copy  thee  ? 

This,  Milton  for  his  plan  will  choofe: 
Wherein  rdfembling  Milton's  mufe  ? 
Milton,  like  thunder,  rolls  along 
In  all  the  majefty  of  long ; 
While  his  low  mimics  meanly  creep, 
Not  quite  awake,  nor  quite  afle ep  ; 
Or,  if  their  thunder  chance  to  roll, 
'Tis  thunder  of  the  muftard  bowl. 
The  ftifFexprefllon,  phrafes  ftrange, 
The  epithet's  prepofterous  change. 
Forc'd  numbers,  rough  and  unpolite, 
Such  as  the  judging  ear  affright, 
Stop  in  mid  verfe.     Ye  mimics  vile  1 
Is't  thus  you  copy  Milton's  ftyle  ? 
His  faults  religioufly  you  trace, 
But  borrow  not  a  fingle  grace. 

How  few  (fay,  whence  can  it  proceed)  ? 
Who  copy  Milton,  e'er  fucceed  ! 
But  all  fheir  labours  are  in  vain  : 
And  wherefore  fo  ? — The  reafon's  plain. 
Take  it  for  granted,  'tis  by  thofe 
Milton's  the  model  moftly  chefe, 
Who  can't  write  verfe,  and  won't  write  profe. 

Others,  who  aim  at  fancy,  choofe 
To  woo  the  gentle  Spenfer's  mufe. 
This  poet  fixes  for  his  theme 
An  allegory,  or  a  dream; 
Fidlion  and  truth  together  joins 
Through  a  long  wafte  of  flimfy  lines ; 
Fondly  believes  his  fancy  glows, 
And  image  upon  image  grows ; 
Thinks  his  ftrong  mufe  takes  wond'rous  flights,*^ 
Whene'er  fhe  fings  of  peerlefs  wights. 
Of  dens,  of  palfreys,  fpells  and  knights  J  j 

Till  allegory,  Spenfer's  veil 
T'  inftruft  and  pleafe  in  moral  tale, 
Wi'h  him's  no  veil  the  truth  to  fliroud, 
But  one  impenetrable  cloud. 

Others,  more  daring,  fix  their  hope 
On  rivalling  the  fame  of  Pope 
Satire's  the  word  againft  the  times — 
Thefe  catch  the  cadence  of  his  rhymes, 
And  borne  from  earth  by  Pope's  ftrong  wings,  ~) 
Their  mufe  afpires,  and  boldly  flings  > 

Htr  dirt  up  in  the  face  of  kings  j 

In  thefe  the  fpleen  of  Pope  we  find ; 
But  where  the  greatnefs  nf  his  mind  ? 
His  numbers  are  their  whole  pretence, 
Mere  ftrangers  to  his  manly  fcnfe. 

Some  few,  the  fav'rites  of  the  mufe, 
Whom  with  her  kindeft  eye  (he  views ; 
Round  whom  Apollo's  brighteft  rays 
Shine  forth  with  uudiminiuYd  blaze ; 
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Some  few,  my  friend,  have  fweetly  trod 
In  imitation's  dang'rous  road, 
Long  as  tobacco's  mild  perfume 
Shall  fcent  each  happy  curate's  room, 
Oft  as  in  elbow-chair  he  fmokes, 
And  quaffs  his  ale,  and  cracks  his  jokes, 
So  long,  O  *  Brown,  fhall  laft  thy  praife, 
Crown'd  with  tobacco- leaf  for  bays; 
And  whofue'er  thy  verfe  (hall  fee, 
Shall  fill  another  pipe  to  thec. 


TO  GEORGE  COLMAN, 


A  FAMILIAR  EPISTLE. 

Written  January  I.  1761.    From  TiJJington  in  Der- 
byjbire. 

FRIENDSHIP  with  moft  is  dead  and  cool, 

\  dull,  inactive,  ftagnant  pool  ; 

Yours  like  the  lively  currenf  flows, 

And  (hares  the  pleafure  it  beftows. 

If  there  is  ought,  whofe  lenient  pow'r 

Can  footh  ifflidion's  painful  hour, 

Sweeten  the  bitter  cup  of  care, 

And  fnatch  the  wretched  from  defpalr, 

Superior  to  the  fenfe  of  woes, 

From  friendfhip's  fource  the  balfam  flows. 

Rich  then  am  I,  poffeft  of  thine, 

Who  know  that  hap  y  balfam  mine. 

In  youth,  from  nature's  genuine  heat, 
The  fouls  congenial  fpring  t<«  meet, 
And  emulation's  infant  flrife, 
Cements  the  man  in  future  life. 
Oft  too  the  mind  well  pleas'  d  furveya 
Its  progrefs  from  its  childifli  days; 
Sees  how  the  current  upwards  ran, 
And  reads  the  child  o'er  in  the  man. 
For  men,  in  rcafon's  fober  eyes, 
Are  children,  but  of  larger  lize, 
Have  ftili  their  idle  hopes  and  fears, 
And  hobby  h'-r  e  of  riper  years. 

Whether  a  bit  fling  or  a  curfe, 
My  rattle  is  the  love  of  verfe. 
Some  fancied  parts,  and  emulation, 
Which  ftill  afpires  to  reputation, 
Bade  infant  fancy  plume  her  flight,    \ 
And  held  the  laurel  full  to  fight. 
For  vanity,  the  poet's  fin, 
Had  ta'en  pofftflion  all  within  : 
And  he  whofe  brain  is  verfe-  pofleft, 
Is  in  himfelf  as  highly  bleft, 
As  he,  whofe  lines  and  circles  vie 
With  heav'n's  direction  of  the  fky. 

Hcwe'er  the  river  rolls  its  tides, 
The  cork  upon  the  furf.ce  rides. 
And  on  ink's  ocean,  lightly  buoy'd, 
The  C'-rk  of  vanity  is  Lloyd. 
Let  me  too  ufe  the  common  claim 
And  ibufe  at  once  upon  my  name, 

*  Ifaa;  Hawkins  Broivn,  Efq  author  of  a  piece 
called  the  Pipe  cf  Tobacco^  a  mojl  excellent  imitation  of 
fix  different  authors* 


THE    WORKS   OF   LLOYD. 


Which  fome  have  donr  with  greater  ftrefs, 

"Who  know  me,  and  who  love  me  lefs. 
Poets  are  very  harmlefs  things, 

Unlefs  you  teaze  one  till  it  /lings ; 

And  when  affronts  are  plainly  meant, 

We're  bound  in  honour  to  refent: 

And  what  tribunal  will  deny 

An  injur'd  perfon  to  reply  ? 
In  thefe  familiar  emanations, 

Which  are  but  writing  conversations, 

Where  thought  appears  in  difhabille, 

And  fancy  does  juft  what  fhe  will, 

The  foureft  critic  would  excnfe 

The  vagrant  Tallies  of  the  mufe  : 

Which  lady,  for  A  polio's  blefiing, 

Has  ftill  attended  our  careffing, 

As  many  children  round  her  fees 

As  maggots  in  a  Chefhire  cheefe, 

Which  1  maintain  at  vafl  expence, 

Of  pen  and  paper,  time  and  fenfe  : 

And  furely  'twas  no  frnall  mifcarriage 

When  firfl  I  enter'd  into  marriage. 

The  poet's  title  which  I  bear, 

With  f'ome  flrange  caftlcs  in  the  air, 

Was  all  my  portion  with  the  fair. 
However  narrowly  I  look, 

In  Phoebus's  valorem  book, 

I  cannot  from  inquiry  find 

Poets  had  much  to  leave  behind. 

They  had  a  copyhold  eftate 

In  lands  which  they  themfelves  create, 

A  foolifh  title  to  a  fountain^ 

A  right  of  common  in  a  mountain, 

And  yet  they  liv'd  amongfl  the  great, 

More  than  their  brethren  do  of  late; 

Invited  out  at  feails  to  dine, 

Eat  as  they  pleas'd,  and  drank  their  wine  j 

Nor  is  it  any  where  fet  down 

They  tipt  the  fervants  half-a-cnnvn, 
But  pafs'd  amid  the  waiting  throng 
And  pay'd  the  porter  with  a  fong ; 
As  once,  a  wag,  in  modern  days, 
When  all  are  in  thefe  bribing  ways, 
His  {hillings  to  difpenfe  unable, 
Scrap'd  half  the  fruit  from  off  the  table. 
And  walking  gravely  through  the  crowd, 
Which  flood  obfequioufly,  and  bow'd, 
To  keep  the  fafhion  up  of  tipping, 
Dropt  in  each  hand  a  golden  pippin. 

But  there's  a  difference  indeed 
"T\vixt  ancient  bards  and  modern  breed. 
Though  poet  known,  in  Roman  days, 
Fearlefs  he  walk'd  the  public  ways, 
Nor  ever  knew  that  facred  name 
Contemptuous  fmile,  or  painful  fhame  : 
While  with  a  foolifh  face  of  praile, 
The  folks  would  flop  to  gape  and  gaze, 
And  half  untold  the  ftory  leave, 
Pulling  their  neighbour  by  the  fleeve, 
While  th'  index  of  the  finger  fhows, 
— There — yonder's  Horace — there  he  goes. 

This  finger,  I  allow  it  true, 
Points  at  us  modern  poets  too; 
But  'tis  by  way  of  wit  and  joke, 
To  laugh,  or  as  the  phrafe*  is,  fn:okst 


Yet  there  are  thofe,  who'rs  fond  of  wit, 
Although  they  never  us'd  it  yet, 
Who  wits  and  witlings  entertain ; 
Of  tafle,  virtu,  and  judgment  vain, 
And  dinner,  grace,  and  grace-cup  done, 
Expedl  a  wond'rous  deal  of  fun  : 
'  Yes — He  at  bottom— don't  you  know  him  ? 
*  That's  he  that  wrote  the  laft  new  poem. 
'  His  humour's  exquifitely  high, 
c  You'll  hear  him  open  by  and  by." 

The  man  in  print  and  converfation 
ftave  often  very  fmall  relation  ; 
And  he,  whofe  humour  hits  the  town, 
When  copied  fairly,  and  fet  down, 
In  public  company  may  pafs, 
For  little  better  than  an  afs. 
Perhaps  the  fault  is  on  his  fide, 
Springs  it  from  modefly,  or  pride, 
Thefe  qualities  afham'd  to  own, 
For  which  he's  happy  to  be  known  ; 
Or  that  his  nature's  flrange  and  fny, 
And  diffident,  he  knows  not  why  ; 
Or  from  a  prudent  kind  of  fear, 
As  knowing  that  the  world's  fevere, 
He  wou'd  not  fuffer  tn  efcape 
Familiar  wit  in  eafy  fhape  : 
Left  gaping  fools,  and  vile  repeaters, 
Should  catch  her  up,  and  fpoii  her  features* 
And,  for  the  child's  unlucky  maJm, 
The  faultlefs  parent  come  to  fhame. 

Well,  but  methinks  I  hear  you  fay, 
"  Write  then,  my  friend  !"— Write  what?—"  a 
«•  play. 

"  The  theatres  are  open  yet, 

"  The  market  for  all  flerling  wit ; 

"  Try  the  ftrong  efforts  of  your  pen,  • 

"  And  draw  the  characters  of  men  ; 

"  Or  bid  the  hurtling  tear  to  flow, 

"  Obedient  to  the  fabled  woe  ; 

"  With  tragedy's  feverefl  art, 

"  Anatomize  the  human  heart, 

"  And,  that  you  may  be  underftood,    , 

"  Bid  nature  fpeak,  as  nature  fhou'd." 
That  talent,  George,  though  yet  untried, 

Perhaps  my  genius  has  denied  ; 

While  you,  my  friend,  are  fure  to  pleafc 

With  all  the  pow'rs  of  comic  eafe. 
Authors,  like  maids  at  fifteen  years, 

Are  full  of  wifhes,  full  of  fears. 

One  might  by  plcafant  thoughts  be  led, 

To  lofe  a  trifling  maiden-head; 

But  'tis  a  terrible  vexation 

To  give  up  with  it  reputation. 

And  he,  who  has  with  plays  to  do, 

Has  got  the  devil  to  go  through. 

Critics  have  reafon  for  their  rules, 

I  '-'read  the  cenfure  of  your  fools. 

For  tell  me,  and  confult  your  pride, 

(Set  Garrick  for  a  while  aCde) 

How  cou'd  you,  George,  with  patience  bear, 

The  critic  profing  in  the  play'r  ? 
Some  of  that  calling  have  J  known, 

Who  held  no  judgment  like  their  own  ;. 

And  yet  their  reafons  fairly  fcan, 

And  fcparate  the  wheat  and  bran; 
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You'd  be  smaz'd  indeed  to  find 
What  little  wheat  is  left  behind. 
For,  after  all  their  mighty  rout 
Of  chatt'ring  round  and  round  about, 
*Tis  but  a  kind  of  clock  work  talking, 
JLike  croffing  on  the  ftage,  and  walking. 

The  form  of  this  tribunal  paft, 
The  play  receiv'd,  the  parts  all  caft, 
Each  adtor  ha,s  his  own  objections, 
Each  character  new  imperfections  : 
The  man  is  drawn  too  coarfe  and  rough, 
The  lady  has  not  fmut  enough. 
It  wants  a  touch  of  Gibber's  cafe, 
A  higher  kind  of  talk  to  pleafe  ; 
Such  as  your  titled  folks  would  choofe, 
And  lords  and  ladyfhips  might  ufe  ; 
"Which  ftyle,  whoever  would  fucceed  in, 
Mull  have  fniall  wit,  and  much  good  breeding. 
If  this  is  dialogue — ma  foi, 
Sweet  Sir,  fay  I,  fardonnez  mot  ! 

As  long  as  life  and  bufinefs  laft, 
The  actors  have  their  feveral  caft, 
A  walk  where  each  his  talent  fhows, 
Queens,  nurfes,  tyrants,  lovers,  beaux ; 
Suppofe  you've  found  a  girl  of  merit, 
Would  fhow  your  part  in  all  its  fpirit, 
Take  the  whole  meaning  in  the  fcope, 
Some  little  lively  thing,  like  Pope, 
You  rob  fome  others  of  a  feather 
They've  worn  for  thirty  years  together. 

But  grant  the  caft  is  as  you  like 
To  adtors  which  you  think  will  ftrike. 
To-morrow  then — (but  as  you  know 
I've  ne'er  a  comedy  to  fhow, 
Let  me  a  while  in  converfation 
Make  free  with  yours  for  application) 
The  arrow's  flight  can't  be  prevented— ^ 
To-morrow  then  will  be  prefented 
The  JEALOUS  WIFE  !  To-morrow  ?  Right. 
How  do  you  fleep,  my  friend,  to-night  I 
Have  you  no  pit-pat  hopes  and  fears, 
Roaft  beef,  and  catcalls  in  your  ears  ? 
Mab's  wheels  a-crofs  your  temples  creep, 
You  tofs  and  tumble  in  your  deep, 
And  cry  aloud,  with  rage  and  fpleen, 
•*  That  fellow  murders  all  my  fcene." 

To-morrow  comes.     I  know  your  merit, 
And  fee  the  piece's  fire  and  fpirit ; 
Yet  friendfhip's  zeal  is  ever  hearty, 
And  dreads  the  efforts  of  a  party. 

The  coach  below,  the  clock  gone  five, 
Now  to  the  theatre  we  drive  : 
Peeping  the  curtain's  eyelet  through, 
Behold  the  houfe  in  dreadful  view  ! 
Oblerve  how  dole  the  critics  fjt, 
And  not  one  bonnet  in  the  pit. 
With  horror  hear  the  galleries  ring, 
Noiy  !  Black  Jock  !  God  fave  the  King ! 
Sticks  clatter,  catcalls  fcream,  Encore  ! 
Cocks  crow,  pit  hiffes,  galleries  roar  : 
E'en  cha  fome  oranges  is  found 
This  night  to  have  a  dreadful  found : 
Till,  decent  fables  on  his  back, 
(Your  pr  iloguizers  all  wear  black) 
The  prologue  comes;  and,  if  it's  mine, 
It's  very  good,  and  very  fine ; 


If  not,  ^take  a  pinch  of  fnuff, 

And  wonder  where  you  got  fuch  fluff. 

That  done,  a-gape  the  critics  fit, 
Expectant  of  the  comic  wit. 
The  fiddlers  play  again  pell-mell  : 

—  But  hift  !  —  the  prompter  rings  his  bell. 

—  Down  there  !  hats  off!  —  the  curtain  draws  ! 
What  follows  is  —  the  juft  applaufe. 

TWO  ODES*. 


AE  TO  IIAN,  EPMHNEHN 

XATIZEI.  PINDAR,  Olyrrrp.  II. 

ODE   I. 

I.     I. 

DAUGHTER  of  chaos  and  old  night, 
Cimmerian  mufe,  all  hail  ! 

That  wrapt  in  never-twinkling  gloom  canft  write, 
And  fhadeweft  meaning  with  thy  duflcy  veil  ! 
What  poet  fings,  and  ftrikes  the  firings? 
It  was  the  mighty  Theban  fpoke, 
He  from  the  ever-living  lyre 
With  magic  hand  elicits  fire. 
Heard  ye  the  din  of  modern  rhymers  bray  ? 
It  was  cool  IVI  -  n,  or  warm  G  —  y, 
Involv'd  in  tenfold  fmoke. 

I.  2. 

The  (hallow  fop  in  antic  veft, 

Tir'd  of  the  beaten  road, 
Proud  to  be  fingly  dreft, 

Changes,  with  every  changing  moon,  the  mode. 
Say,  (hall  not  then  the  hcav'n-born  mules  too 

Variety  purfue  ?" 

Shall  not  applauding  critics  hail  the  vogue  ? 
Whether  the  mufe  the  ftyle  of  Cambria's  fons3 
Or  the  rude  gabble  of  the  Huns, 
Or  the  broader  dialedl 
Of  Caledonia  me  affect, 
Or  take,  Hibernia,  thy  ftill  ranker  brogue  1 

I-     3- 

On  this  terreftrial  ball 
The  tyrant  fafhion  governs  all. 
She,  fickle  goddefs,  whom,  in  days  of  yore, 
The  ideot  Moria,  tin  the  banks  of  Seine, 
Unto  an  antic  fool,  hight  Andrew,  bore  : 
Long  me  paid  him  with  difdain, 
And  long  his  pangs  in  filence  he  conceal'd  : 
At  length,  in  happy  hour,  his  love-fick  paia 
On  thy  bleft  calends,  April,  he  reveal'd. 
From  their  embraces  fprung, 

Ever  changing,  ever  ranging, 
Fafhion,  goddefs  ever  young. 

II.  i, 

Perch'd  on  the  dubious  height,  fhe  loves  to  ride 
Upon  a  weather-cock  aftride. 

*  /  take  the  liberty  of  infert'mg  the  tiuo  folio-wing 
odes,  though  I  cannot,  -with  jtrift  propriety  >  print  them 
as  my  oivn  compofition.  The  truth  is,  they  were  ivr  It- 
ten  in  concert  •with  a  friend,  to  ivhofe  labours  1  am  al 
ways  happy  to  add  my  oivn  ;  I  wean  the  author  ofti* 
7«/«M  Wife. 
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Each  blaft  that  blows,  around  fhe  goes, 
While  nodding  o'er  her  creft, 

Emblem  of  her  magic  pow'r, 

The  light  cameleon  ftands  confeft, 

Changing  it's  hues  a  thoufand  times  an  hour. 

And  in  a  veft  is  fhe  array'd, 
Of  many  a  dancing  moon-beam  made, 

Nor  zonelefs  is  her  waift  : 
But  fair  and  beautiful  I  ween, 
As  the  ceftus-cinc?ur'd  queen, 
Is  with  the  rainbow's  fhadowy  girdle  brac'd. 

II.     i. 
She  bids  purfue  the  fav'rite  road 

Of  lofty  clnud-capt  ode. 
Meantime  each  bard,  with  eager  fpeed, 
Vaults  on  the  Pegafean  fteed  : 
Yet  not  that  Pegafus  of  yore 
"Which  th'  illuftrious  Pindar  bore, 

But  one  of  nobler  breed  ; 
High  blood  and  youth  his  lufty  veins  infpire : 

From  Tottipontimoy  he  came  ; 
Who  knows  not,  Tottipontimoy,  thy  name  ? 
The  bloody-fhoulder'd  Arab  was  his  fire  ; 
*  His  White-nofe.  He  on  fam'd  Doncaftria's  plains 

Refign'd  his  fatal  breath  : 
In  vain  for  life  the  ftruggling  courfer  drains. 
Ah  !  who  can  run  the  race  with  death  ? 
The  tyrant's  fpeed,  or  man,  or  fteed, 

Strives  all  in  vain  to  fly. 
He  leads  the  chafe,  he  wins  the  race, 
We  Humble,  fall,  and  die. 

II-     3- 

Third  from  White-nofe  fprings 
Pegafus  with  eagle  wings  : 
Light  o'er  the  plain,  as  dancing  cork, 
With  many  a  bound  he  beats  the  ground, 
While  all  the  turf  with  acclamation  rings  : 
He  won  Northampton,  Lincoln,  Oxford,  York : 
He  too  Newmarket  won  : 
There  Granta's-fon 
Seiz'd  on  the  (teed, 
And  thence  him  led  (fo  fate  decreed) 
To  where  old  Cam,  renown'd  in  poet's  fong, 
With  his  dark  and  inky  waves, 
Either  bank  in  filence  laves, 
Winding  flow  his  fluggifti  ftreams  along. 

III.     I. 
What  flripfing  neat,  of  vifage  fweet, 

In  trimmeft  guife  array'd. 
Firft  the  neighing  fteed  aflay'd  ? 
His  hand  a  taper  fwitch  adorns,  his  heel 
Sparkles  refulgent  with  elaftic  fteel : 
The  whiles  he  wins  his  whiffling  way, 

Prancing,  ambling,  round  and  round, 
By  hill,   and  dale,   and  mead,  and  greenfward 

gay: 

Till  fated  with  the  pkafmg  ride, 
From  the  lofty  fteed  difmounting, 
He  lies  along,  enwrapt  in  confcious  pride, 
By  gurging  rill,  or  cryftal  fountain. 

*  TJjf  autlor  is  either  miflaken  In  tlis  place,  or  has 
life  indutgtd  himfelf  in  a  very  unwarrantable  poetical 
licence.  White  nofe  teas  not  the  fire,  but  a  fon  of  the 
Gedolfbin  Arabian.  See  tny  Calendar.  HtBER. 


III.      2. 

Lo  !  next  a  bard,  fecure  of  praife, 
His  felf  complacent  countenance  difplays. 
His  broad  muftachios,  ting'd  with  golden  dye, 
Flame  like  a  meteor  to  the  troubled  air : 
Proud  his  demeanor,  and  his  eagle  eye, 
O'erhung  with  lavifh  lid,  yet  fiione  with  glorious- 
glare. 

The  grizzle  grace  ' 

Of  bufhy  peruke  fhadow'd  o'er  his  face. 

In  large  wide  boots,  whofe-ponderous  weight 
Would  fink  each  wight  of  modern  date, 
He 'rides  well  pleas'd  :  So  large  a  pair 
Not  Garagantua's  felf  might  wear : 
Not  He,  of  nature  fierce  and  cruel, 
Who,  if  we  truft  to  .aSi^ient  ballad, 
Devour'd  three  p>4grimWin  a  fallad; 
Nor  he  of  fame  germane,  hi^^Pantagruel. 

III.  3.  • 
Accoutred  thus,.th"advent'rous  youth 

Seeks  not  the  level  lawn,  or  velvet  mead, 

Fall  by  whofe  fide  clear  ftreams  meand'rir.g 

creep; 

But  urges  on  amain  the  fiery  fteed 
Up  Snowdon's  (haggy  fide,   or  Cambrian  rock 

uncouth : 

Where  the  venerable  herd 
-     Of  goats,  with,  long  and  fapient  beard, 
And  wanton  kidlings  their  blithe  revels  keep. 
Now  up  the  mountain  fee  him  ftrain, 

Now  down  the  vale  he's  toft, 
Now  fiafhes  on  the  fight  again, 
Now  in  the  palpable  obfcure  quite  loft. 

IV.  i. 

Man's  feeble  race  eternal  dangers  wait, 

With  high  or  low  all,  all  is  woe, 
Difeafe,  mifchance,  pale  fear,  and  dubious  fate. 

But,  o'er  every  peril  bounding, 
Ambition  views  noc  all  the  ills  furrounding, 
And,  tiptoe  on  the  mountains  fteep, 
Refle&s  not  on  the  yawning  deep. 

IV.    a. 
See,  fee,  he   foars !    With   mighty   wings   out- 

fpread, 

And  long  refounding  mane, 

The  courfer  quits  the  plain. 

Aloft  in  air,  feej  fee  him  bear 

The  bard,  who  fhrouds 
His  lyric  glory  in  the  cluuds, 
Too  fond  to  ftrike  the  ftars  with  lofty  head, 
He  topples  headlong  from  the  giddy  height, 
Deep  in  the  Cambrian  gulf  immerg'd  in  endlcfe 
night ! 

IV.    3- 

O  fteed  divine  !  what  daring  fpirit 
Rides  thee  now  ?  though  he  inherit 
Nor  the  pride,  nor  felf  opinion, 
Which  elate  the  mighty  pair, 
Each  of  tafte  the  fav'rite  minion, 
Prancing  through  the  defart  air ; 
By  help  mechanic  of  equeftrinn  block, 
Yet  (hall  he  nv-unt,  with  claflic  houfings  grac'd, 
And,  all  unheedful  of  the  critic  mock, 
Drive  his  light  courfer  o'er  the  bounds  of  tafte* 


POEMS. 


ODE  II. 

Mb  V 

^  TO    OBLIVION. 

*  PARENT  OF  EASE  !  OBLIVION  old, 
Wh»  lov'ft  thy  dw'elling-place  to  hold, 
Where  fcepter'd  Pluto  keeps  hi*  dreary  fway, 
Whole  fulltn  pride  the  fhiv'ring  ghofts  obey  1 
Thou,  who  delighted  flill  to  dwell 
By  fome  hoar  and  rnofs-grown  cell, 
At  whofc  dank  foot  Cocytus  joy-  to  roll, 
Or  Styx'  black  ftreams,  which  even  Jove  controuli 
Or  if  it  fuit  thy  better  will 
To  choofe  the  tinkling  weeping  rill, 
.Hard  by  whofe  fide  the  feedtd  poppy  red 
Heaves  high  in  air  his  fweetly  curling  head, 
While,  creeping  in  meanders  flow, 
Lethe's  drowfy  waters  flow, 
And  hollow  blafts,  which  never  ceafe  to  figh, 
Hum  to  each  care-ftruck  mind  their  lulla-lulla-by  1 
A  prey  no  longer  let  me  be 
To  that  g«'ffip  MEMORY, 

Who  waves  her  banners  trim,  and  proudly  flies 
Toff  read  abroad  her  bribble  brabble  lits. 
With  thee,  OBLIVION,  let  me  go, 
For  MEMOP  Y'S  a  friend  to  woe  ; 
With  thee,  FORGETFULNESS.  fair  filent  queen, 
The  folemu  ftole  of  grief  is  never  fctn. 

All,  all  is  thine.   Thy  pow'rful  fway 

The  throng'd  pottic  hofts  obey  : 
Though  in  the  van  of  MEM  RY  proud  t*  appear^ 
At  thy  command  they  darken  in  the  rear. 

What  though  the  modern  tragic  {train 

For  nine  whole  days  protrait  thy  reign, 
Yet  through  the  nine,  like  whelp^  of  currifh.kind, 
Scarcely  it  lives,  weak,  impotent,  and  blind. 

Sacred  to  thee  the  Crambo  rhyme, 

The  motley  fVrms  of  pantomime  : 
For  thee  from  eunuch's  throat  fH!l  loves  to  flow 
The  foothing  fadnefs  of  his  warbled  woe  ; 

Each  day  to  thee  fall*  pamphlet  clean  : 

Each  month  a  new-born  magazi  e  : 
Hear  then,  O  GODDESS,  hear  thy  vot'ry's  pray'r  ! 
And,  if  thou  deign  ft  to  take  one  moment's  care, 

Attend  thy  bard  '.  who  duly  pays 

The  tribute  of  his  votive  lays; 
Whofe  mufe  ftill  offers  at  thy  facrcd  fhrine; — 
Thy  bard,  who  calls  THEE  bis,  ami  makes  him 
THINE. 

O  fweet  FORGETFULNESS  fupreme  ! 

Rule  fupine  o'er  ev'ry  theme, 
O'er  each  fad  fubjetSl,  o'er  each  foothing  drain, 
Of  mine,  O  GODDESS,  ftretch  thine  awful  reign  ! 

Nor  let  MEM'RY  fleal  one  note, 

Which  this  rude  hand  to  thee  hath  wrote  ! 
So  {halt  thou  fave  me  from  the  poet's  fhame, 
Though  on  the  letter 'd  rubric  DODSLEY  poft  my 
name. 

*   According  to  Lillaus,   ivho  brjlo-ws  the  parental 
funElion  on  oblivion. 

Verba  OBUVISCENDI  regunt  GENITIVUM. 

Lib.  xiii.  Gap.  8. 

There  is  afimilar  faffage  in  Bujbxus* 
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O  come,  with  opiate  poppies  crown'd, 

Shedding  (lumbers  foft  around  .'         [fack  !— 

0  come,  FAT  GODDESS,  drunk  with  laureat's 
See,  where  (he  fits  on  the  benumb'd   Torpe^ 

do's  back  ! 
Me,  in  thy  dull  Elyfiem  hpt,  O  blcfa 

With  thy  calm  forgttfuloefs  ! 
And  gently  lull  my  ienfes  all  the  while 
With  placid  poems  in  the  firfking  fl)lc  ! 
Whether  the  htrnng  p  et  ling, 
Gn  at  laureat  of  the  fifties  king, 
Or  Lycophron  prophetic  ruv  his  fill, 
Wrapt  in  the  darker  ftrains  of  Jo'mny — ;  . 
Or,  if  HE  fing,  whofe  verie  affurds 
A  bevy  of  the  cbr.ictjl  words, 
Who  meets  his  lady  muir  by  mofs-grown  cell, 
Adorn'd  with  epithet  and  tinkling  bell  : 

1  hefe,  GODDESS,  let  me  ftill  forget, 
Wi'h  all  the  dearth  of  modern  wit  ! 

So  mayft  thou  gently  o'er  my  youthful  breaft, 
Spread,  with  thy   welcome    hand,  OBLIVION'S 
friendly  vcft. 

THE  PROGRESS  OF  ENVY. 

WRITTEN. IN   THE   YEAR   1/51. 

AH  me  '  unhappy  ftate  of  mortal  wight, 
Sith  ENVY'S  fure  attendant  upon  fame, 
Ne  dorh  (he  reft  from  rancorous  defpight, 
Until  flie  works  him  mickle  woeandihame; 
Unhappy  he  whom  HNVY  thus  doth  fpoil, 
Ne  do'h  fhe  check  her  ever-reft'ffs  hate  : 
Until  fhe  doth  hi«  reputation  foil  : 
Ah  !  lucklefs  imp  is  he,  whofe  worth  elate, 
Forces  him  pay  this  heavy  tax  for  being  great. 

There  flood  an  ancient  mount,  yclept  Parnafs, 
(The  fair  domain  of  facred  poefy) 
Which,  with  frefh  odours  ever-blooming,  was 
Btfprinkled  with  the  dew  of  Caftaly  ; 
Which  now  in  foothing  murmurs  whifp'ring 

glides, 

Wat'ring  with  genial  waves  the  fragrant  foil, 

Now  roils  adown  the  mountain'?-  fteepy  fides, 

Teaching  the  vales  full  beauttoufly  to  fmile, 

Dame   NATURE'S   handywork,  not   furm'd   by 

lab'ring  toil. 

The  MUSES  fair,  thefe  peaceful  fhades  among, 
Withfkillful  fingers  fweep  the  trembling  firings; 
The  air  in  filence  liftens  to  the  fong, 
And  TIME  forgets  to  ply  his  lazy  wings; 
Paie-vifag'd  CARE,  with  foul  unhallow'd  feet, 
Attempts  the  fummit  of  the  hill  to  gain, 
Ne  can  the  hag  arrive  the  blifsful  feat ; 
Her  unavailing  ftrength  is  fpcnt  in  vain,  [pain. 
CONTENT  fits  on  the  top,  and  mocks  her  empty- 
Oft  PHOEBUS  fe If  left  his  divine  abode, 
And  here  enfhrouded  in  a  fhady  bow'r, 
Regardlcfs  of  his  ftate,  lay'd  by  the  god, 
And  own'd  fweet  mufic's  more  alluring  pow'r. 
On  either  fide  was  plac'd  a  peerlef>  wighr, 
Whole  merit  long  had  fiil'd  the  trump  of  .FAME; 
This,   FANCY'S   darling   child,  was  SPENSER 
hight, 
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"Who,  pip'd  full  pleafing  on  the  banks  of  Tame  ; 
That,  no  lefs  fam'd  than  he,  and  MILTON  wis  his 
name. 

•    In  thefe  cool  bow'rs  they  live  fupinely  calm  ; 
Now  harmlefs  talk,  now  emuloufly  fing; 
While  VIXTUE,  pouring  round  her  facred  balm, 
Makes  happinefs  eternal  as  the  fpring. 
Alternately  they  fung;  now  SPENSER  'gan> 
Of  jouftsand  tournaments,  andchampionsftrong; 
Now  MILTON  fung, of  difobedient  man, 
And  Ederi  loft  :   The  bards  around  them  tlirong, 

Drawn  by  the  wond'rous  magic  of  their  princes' 
fong. 

Not  far  from  thefe,  Dan  CHAUCER,  ancient 


•  .™'p:t> 

A  lofty  feat  on  Vfount  Parnaffus  held, 
Who  long  had  been  the  mufes  chief  delight ; 
Hi«  reverend  lock?,  were  filver'd  o'er  with  eld  ; 
Grave  was  his  vifage,  and  his  habit  plain ; 
And  while  he  fung.  fair  'nature  he  difplay'd, 
In  verfe  albeit  uncouth,  and  fimple  ftrain  ; 
Ne  mote  he  well  be  feen,  fo  thick  the  {hade, 
Which   elms  and   aged  oaks  had  all  around  him 
made. 

Next  SHAKSPEAR'E  fat,  irregularly  great, 
And  in  his  hand  a  magic  rod  did  hold, 
Which  vifionary  being'  did  create, 
And  turn  the  fouleft  drofs  to  pureft  gold  : 
Whatever  fpirits  rove  in  earth  or  air, 
Or  bad  or  good,  obey  his  dread  command ; 
To  his  behefts  thefe  willingly  repair, 
Thofe  aw'd  by  terrors  of  his  magic  wand, 
The  which  not  all  their  pow'rs  united  might 
with  {land. 

Befide  the  bard  there  flood  a  beauteous  maid, 
Whofe  glittering  appearance  dimn'd  the  eyen ; 
Her    thin-wrought   vefture   various   tints  dif 
play'd, 

FANCY  her  name,  yfprong  of  race  divine ; 
Her  mantle  *  wimpled  low,  her  filken  hair, 
Which  loofe  adown  her  well-turn'd  fhoulders 

ftray'd, 

'  She  made  a  net  to  catch  the  wanton  air,' 
Whofe  love-fick  breezes  all  around  her  play'd 
And  feem'd  in  whifpers  {'oft  to  court  the  heav'nly 
maid. 

And  ever  and  anon  fhe  wav'd  in  air 
A  fceptre,  fraught  with  all-creative  pow'r  : 
She  wav'd  it  jound  :   Eftfoons  there  did  appear 
Spirits  and  witches,  forms  unknown  before  : 
Again  fhe  lifts  her  wonder-working  wand  ; 
Eftfoons  upon  the  flow'ry  plain  were  feen 
The  gay  inhabitants  of  Fairy-Land, 
And  blithe  attendants  upon  MAB  their  queen 
In  myflic  circles  danc'd  along  th'  enchanted  greqn 

On  th'  other  fide  ftood  NATURE,  goddefs  fair  ; 
A  matron  feem'd  fhe,  and  of  manners  ftaid ; 


*  Wimpled.  A  -word  ufed  by  Sfenfer  for  hung 
down. — 'The  line  enclofed  ivMin  commas  is  a?ie  qfl^air 
/i.\-',?}  in  Ins  tr (inflation  o 


Beauteous  her  form,  majeftic  was  her  air, 

In  loofe  attire  of  pweft  white  array'd  : 

A  potent  rod  fhe  bore,  whofe  pow'r  was  fuch 

(As  from   her  darling's  works   may   well  be 

fhown,) 

That  often  with  its  foul-enchanting  touch, 
She  rais'd  or  j'oy,  or  caus'd  the  deep-felt  groan, 
And  each  man's  paffions  made  fubfcrvient  to  her 
own. 

But  lo  !   thick  fogs  from  out  the  earth  arife, 
And  murky  mills  the  buxom  air  invade, 
Which  \yithrcontagion  dire  infc6l  the  fkies, 
And  all  around  their  baleful  influence  fhed ; 
Th'  infecled  fky,  which  whilom  was  fo  fair, 
With  thick  Cimmerian  darknefs  is  o'erfpread  ; 
The  fun,  which  whilom  fhone  without  compare, 
Muffles  in  pitchy  veil  his  radiant  head,      [bed. 
And  fore  the  time  fore-grieving  feeks  his  wat'ry 

ENVY,  the  daughter  of  fell  Acheron, 

(The  flood  of  deadly  hate  and  gloomy  night) 

Had  left  precipitate  her  Stygian  throne, 

And  through  the  frighted  heavens  wing'd  her 

flight  : 

With  carefnl  eye  each  realm  fhe  did  explore, 
Ne  mote  fhe  ought  of  happinefs  obferve; 
For  happinefs,  alas  !  was  now  no  more, 
Sith  ev'ry  one  from  virtue's  paths  did  fwerve* 
And  trample  on  religion  bafe  defigns  to  ferve. 

At  length,  on  bleft  Parnaffus  feated  high, 
Their  temple  circled  with  a  laurel  crown, 
SPENSER  and  MILTON  met  her  fcowling  eye, 
And  turn'd  her  horrid  grin  into  a  frown. 
Full  faft  unto  her  fitter  did  fhe  poft, 
There  to  unload  the  venom  of  her  breaft, 
To  tell  how  all  her  happinefs  was  croft, 
Sith  others  were  of  happincf<  poffeft  : 
Did  never  gloomy  hell  fend  forth  like  ugly  peft. 

Within  the  covert  of  a  gloomy  wood, 
WherefuR'ral  cyprefs  ftar-proof branches  fpread, 
O'ergrown  with  tangling  briers  a  cavern  ftood  ; 
Fit  place  for  melancholy  *  dreary-head. 
Here  a  deformed  moniter  joy'd  to  won, 
Which  on  fell  rancour  ever  was  ybent, 
All  from  the  rifing  to  the  fetting  fun, 
Her  heart  purfued  fpite  with  black  intent, 
Ne  could  her  iron  mind  at  human  woes  relent. 

In  flowing  fable  ftole  fhe  was  yclad, 

Which  with  her  countenance  did  well  accord  ; 

Forth  from  her  mouth,  like  one  through  grief 

gone  mad, 

A  frothy  fea  of  naufeous  foam  was  pour'd  ; 
A  ghaftly  grin  and  eyes  afquint,  difplay 
The  rancour  which  her  hellifh  thoughts  contain, 
And  how,  when  man  is  bleft,  fhe  pines  away, 
Burning  to  turn  his  happinefs  to  pain  ;       [man. 
MALICE  the  monfter's  name,  a  foe  to  God  and 

Along  the  floor  black  lothfome  toads  flill  crawl, 
Their  gullets  fwell'd  with  poifon's  mortal  bane, 
Which  ever  and  anon  they  fpitat  all 
Whom  haplefs  fortune  leads  too  near  her  deft 

*  Dreary-lead.     Gloom  inefs. 
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Around  her  waift,  in  place  of  filkcn  zone, 
A  life-devouring  viper  rear'd  his  head, 
Who  nodiftin&ion  made  'rwixt  friend  and  foen, 
But  death  on  ev'ry  fide  fierce  brandifhed, 
?ly,recklcis  mortals,  fly,  in  vain  is  *  hardy-head. 

Impatient  ENVY,  through  th'  etherial  wade, 
With  inward  venom  fraught,  and  deadly  fpice, 
Unto  this  cavern  fteer:d  her  panting  hafte, 
Enfhrouded  in  a  darkfome  veil  of  night. 
Her  Jnmoft  heart  burnt  with  impetuous  ire, 
And  fell  deftru&ion  fparkled  in  her  look, 
Her  ferret  eyes  flafh'd  with  revengeful  fire, 
Awhile  contending  paffions  utt'rance  choke, 
At  length  the  fiend  in  furious  tone  her  lilence 
broke. 

Sifter,  arife  !   fee  how  our  pow'r  decays, 
No  more  our  empire  thou  and  I  can  boaft, 
Sith  mortal  man  now  gains  immortal  praife, 
Sith  man  is  bleft,  and  thou  and  I  are  loft  : 
See  in  what  ftate  Parnaffus'  hill  appears  ; 
See  PHOEBUS'  felf  two  happy  bard.s  atween  ; 
See  how  the  God  their  fong  attentive  hears ; 
This  SPENSER    hight,   that    MILTON,  well   I 

ween  1 

Who  can  behold  unmov'd  like  heart-tormenting 
fcene  ? 

Sifter,  arife  !  ne  let  our  courage  droop, 
Perforce  we  will  compel  thefe  mortals  own, 
That  mortal  force  unto  our  force  (hall  ftoop  ; 
ENVY  and  MALICE  then  fhall  reign  alone  : 
Thou  beft  has  known  to  file  thy  tongue  with  lies, 
And  to  deceive  mankind  v/ith  fpecious  bait  : 
JLike  TROTH  accoutred,  fpreadeft  forgeries, 
The  fountain  of  contention  and  of  hate  ; 
Arife,  unite  with  me,  and  be  as  whilom  great ! 

The  fiend  obey'd.  and  with  impatient  voice — 
"  Tremble,  ye  bards,  within  that  biifsful  feat; 
**  MALICE  and  ENVY  fhail  o'erthrow  your  joys, 
"  Nor  PHOEBUS  felf  fhall  our  defigns  defeat. 
"  Shall  we,  whr  under  friendfhip's  feigned  veil, 
'"  Prompted  the  bold  archangel  to  rebel ; 
"  Shah  we,  who  under  fhow  of  facred  zeal, 
"  Plung'd  half  the  pow'rs  of  heav'n  in  loweft 
"  hell—  [tell." 

Such  vile  difgrace  cf  us   no  mortal   man    fhall 

And  now,  more  hideous  rendered  to  the  fight, 

By  reafon  of  her  raging  cruelty, 

She  burnt  to  go,  equipt  in  dreadful  plight, 

And  find  fit  engine  for  her  forgery. 

Her  eyes  inflam'd  did  caft  their  rays  afkance, 

While  hellifh  imps  prepare  the  monfter's  car, 

In  which  fhe  might  cut  through  the  wide  ex- 

panfe, 

And  find  out  nations  that  extended  far, 
When  all  was  pitchy  dark,  ne  twinkled  one  bright 
ftar. 

Black  was  her  chariot,  drawn  by  dragons  dire, 
And  each  fell  ftrpent  had  a  double  tongue, 
Which  ever  and  anon  fpit  flaming  fire, 
The  regions  of  the  tainted  air  among  ; 

*  Hardy-bead.     Courage. 


A  lofty  feat  the  fifter-monftersborc, 
In  deadly  machinations  clofe  combin'd, 
Dull  FOLLY  drove  with  terrible  uproar, 
And  cruel  DISCORD  follow'd  fail  behind  ; 
God  help  the  man  'gainft  whom  fuch  caitiff  foes 
are  join'd. 

Aloft  in  air  the  rattling  chariot  flies, 
While  thunder  harfhly  grates  upon  its  wheels; 
Black  pointed  fpires  of  fmoke  around  them  rife, 
The  air  deprefs'd  unufual  burthen  feels  ! 
Detefted  fight!  in  terrible  array, 
They  fpur  their  fiery  dragons  on  amain, 
Ne  mnte  their  anger  fuller  cold  delay, 
Until  the  wifh'd-for  region  they  obtain, 
And  land  their  dingy  car  on  Caledonian  plain. 

Here,  eldeft  fon  of  MALICE,  lon^  had  dwelt 
A  wretch  of  all  the  joys  of  life  forlorn  ; 
His  fame  on  double  falfities  was  built  : 
( Ah  !  worthlefs  fon,  of  worthlefs  parent  born)  I 
Under  the  fhow  of  femblance  fair,  he  veil'd 
The  black  intentions  of  his  helliih  breaft  ; 
And  by  thefe  guileful  means  he  more  prevail'd 
Than  had  he  open  enmity  profeft  ; 
The  wolf  more  fafely  wounds  when  in  fheep's 
clothing  dreft. 

Him  then  themfelves  atween  they  joyful  place, 
(Sure  fign  of  woe  when  fuch  are  pleas'd,  alas)  I 
Then  meafure  back  the  air  with  fwifter  pace,  , 
Until  they  reach  the  foot  of  Mount  Parnafs. 
Hither  in  evil  hour  the  monfters  came, 
And  with  their  new  companion  did  alight, 
Who  long  had  loft  all  fenfe  of  virtuous  fhame, 
Beholding  worth  with  poifor.ous  defpight; 
Ort  his  fuccef*  depends  their  impious  delight,. 

Long  burnt  he  fore  the  fummit  to  obtain, 
And  fpread  his  venom  o'er  the  biifsful  feat ; 
Long  burnt  he  fore,  but  ftill  he  burnt  in  vain  j 
Mote  none  come  there,  who  come  with  impious 

feet. 

At  length,  at  unawares,  he  out  doth  fpit 
That  fpite  which  elfe  had  to  himfelt  been  bane  ; 
The  venom  OB  the  breaft  of  MILTON  lit, 
And  fpreadbenumbingdeath  through  every  vein ; 
The  bard  of  life  bereft  fell  fenfelefs  on  the  plain. 

As  at  the  banquet  of  Thyeftes  old, 
The  fun  is  faid  t'  have  fhut  his  radiant  eye, 
So  did  he  now  through  grief  his  beams  with 
hold, 

And  darkuefs  to  be  felt  o'erwhelm'd  the  fky; 
forth  ifiued  from  their  difmal  dark  abodes 
The  birds  attendant  upon  hideous  night, 
Shriek-owls  and  ravens,  whofe   fell  croaking 

bodes 

Approaching  death  to  miferable  wight : 
Did  never  mind  of  man  behold  fike  dreadful  fight  \ 

APOLLO  wails  his  darling  done  to  die 
By  foul  attempt  of  ENVY'S  fatal  bane  ; 
The  MUSES  fprinkle  him  with  dew  of  Caftaly, 
And  crown  his  death  with  many  a  living  ftrain; 
Hoary  PARNASSUS  beats  his  aged  breaft, 
Aged,  yet  ne'er  before  did  forrow  know; 
The  flpvvers  drooping  their  defpair  atteft, 
Sf  ij 
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Th'  aggrieved  rivers  queruloufly  flow  ; 
Ail  nature  fudden  groan'd  with  fympathetic  woe 

But,  lo  !  the  fky  a  payer  livery  wears, 
The  melting  clouds  begin  to  fade  apace, 
And  now  the  cloak  of  darknefs  difappears, 
(May  darknefs  ever  thus  to  light  give  place!) 
Erft  griev'd  APOLLO  j  >cund  looks  refumes, 
The  NINE  renew  their  whilom  cheerful  long, 
No  gntf  PARNASSUS'  aged  hreaft  corifumes, 
For  from  the  tteming  earth  new  flowers  fprong, 
The  plenteous  rivers  flow'd  full  peacefully  along. 

The  ftricken  bard  frefh  vital  heat  renews, 
Whofe  blood,  erfl  ftagnate,  rufhes  through  his 

veins; 

Life  through  each  pore  her  fpirit  doth  infufe. 
And  1  AME  by  MALICE  unextinguifh'd  reigns  : 
Ami  lee.,  a  form  breaks  forth,  all  heav'nly  bright, 
Upheld  by  one  of  mortal  progeny, 
A  female  form,  yclad  in  fno.wy  white, 
Ne  halt  fo  lair  at  diftat;ce  feen  as  nigh; 
PODGLAS  and  IRUTII  appear,  ENvy  and  LAUDER 

die. 

PROLOpUE  TO  TH£  JEALOUS  WIFE. 

SPOKEN   BY  MR     GARRTCK. 

THE  JEALOUS  WIFE  '  a  comedy  :  poor  man! 
A  charming  fubje'$  !   but  a  wretched  plan. 
His  ftcittilh  wit,  o'erleaping  the  due  bound, 
Commits  flat  trefpafs  upon  tragic  ground. 
Quarrels,  upbraidings,  jealoufies,  and  fpleen, 
Groxv  too  familiar  in  the  comic  fcene. 
"Tinge  bur  the  language  with  heroic  chime, 
*Tis  paflion,  pathos,  character,  fublime  !       [fcene, 
What  round  big  words  had  fwell'd  the  pompous 
A  king  the  hufjband,  and  the  wife  a  quetn  ! 
Then  might  ditlra<5lion  rend  her  graceful  hair, 
See  fightlefs  forms,  and  fcream,  and  gape,  and  itare. 
Dra\vcaiifir  death  had  rag'd  without  controul, 
Here  the  drawn  dagger,  there  the  poifon'd  bowl. 
What  eyes  had  ftrcam'dat  all  the  whining  woe  \ 
What  hands  had  thunder'd  at  each  Hsb  and  Ob  ? 
But  peace  !  the  gentle  prologue  cuftom  fends, 
Like  drum  and  ferjeant,  to  beat  up  for  friends, 
At  vice  and  folly,  each  a  lawful  game, 
Our  author  flies,  but  with  i\o  partial  aim. 
He  read  the  manners,  open  as  they  lie 
In  nature's  volume  to  the  general  eye. 
Bof,hs  too  he  read,  nor  blufh'd  to  ufe  their  {lore. — 
l!c  doe.?  hut  what  his  betters  did  before. 

eare  has  done  it,  and  the  Grecian  ftage 
r.t  truth  of  charatfer  from  Homer's  page. 

If  in  his  fcenes  an  honeft  ikill  is  fhown, 
And  borrowing  little,  much  appears  his  own  ; 
If  what  a  maiter's  happy  pencil  drew 
He  bri-  gsmore  forward,  in  drama'ic  view; 
To  }  t  ur  decifion  he  fubn.its  his  caufe, 
Secure  of  candour,  anxious  for  applaufe. 

But  if  all  rude,  his  ardefs  fcenr  >  deface 
The  fimpie  beauties  which  he  meant  to  grace; 
If,  an  invader  upon  others'  land, 
Jie  fpoil  and  plunder  with  a  robber's  hand, 
PO  jiifticc  on  him  ' — As  on  fooh  bef.-re, 
And  give  to  MoctteaSs  pail  one  l/lodbtad  more, 


PROLOGUE, 

Intended  to  have  been  fpohn  at  Dfury-Lane 
on  bis  Majejly's  Birth -da  \^  1761. 

GENIUS, neglected,  mourns  his  wither'd  bays; 
But  foars  to  heav'n  from  virtue's  generous  praife. 
When  kings  themfelves  the  proper  judges  fit 
O'er  thebleft  realms  of  fcionce,  arts  and  wit, 
Each  eager  breaft  beats  high  frr  glorious  fame, 
And  emulation  glows  with  aiSlivt  flame. 
Thus,  with  Auguftus  rofe  imperial  Rome, 
For  arms  renown'd  abroad,  for  arts  at  home. 
Thus,  when  Eliza  fill'd  Britannia's  throne, 
What  arts,  what  learning  was  not  then  our  own  ? 
Then  finew'd  genius   ftrong  and  nervous  rofe, 
In  Spenfer's  numbers,  and  in  Raleigh's  profe  ; 
On  Bacon's  lips  then  every  fcience  hung, 
And  nature  fpoke   from    her   own   Shakfpeare's 

tongue. 

Her  patriot  1'miles  fell,  like  refrefhing  dews, 
To  wake  to  life  each  pleaiing  ufcful  rnufe, 
While  every  virtue  which  the  queen  profef^'d, 
Beam'd  on  her  fnbje&s,  but  to  make  them  bltft. 
O  glorious  times  ! — O  theme  of  praife  divine  ! 
—  Be  happy,  Britain,  then — fuch  times  are  thine. 
Behold  e'en  now  ftrong  fcience  imps  her  wingj 
And  arts  revive  beneath  a  patriot  king. 
The  mufestoo  burft  forth  with  double  light, 
To  flied  their  luftre  in  a  monarch's  fight. 
His  cheering  (mile-*  alike  to  all  extend — 
Perhaps  tbisfpot  may  boaft  a  royal  friend. 
And  when  a  prince,  with  early  judgment  grac'd, 
Himfelf  fhall  marlhal  out  the  way  to  tafte, 
Caught  with  the  flame  perhaps  e'en  here  may  rife 
Some  powerful  genius  of  uncommon  fize, 
And,  pleas'd  wi'h  nature,  nature's  depth  explore, 
And  be  what  our  great  Shakfjpeare  was  before. 

PROLOGUE  TO  HECUBA. 


SPOKEN   BY   MR.  GARR1CK, 

A  GRECIAT*  bard,  two  thoufand  years  ago, 
Plann'd  this  fad  fable  of  iliuftrious  woe  ; 
Waken'd  each  foft  emotion  of  the  breaft, 
And  called  forth  tears,  that  would  not  befuppreft. 

Yet,  O  ye  mighty  Sirs,  of  judgment  chafte,v 
Who,  lacking  genius,  have  a  deal  of  tafte, 
Can  you  forgive  our  modern  ancient  piece, 
Which  brings  no  chorus,  though  it  comes  from 

Greece  ? 

Kind  focial  chorus,  which  all  humours  meets, 
And  fings  and  dances  up  and  down  the  ftreets. 

-Oh  !  might  true  tafte,  in  thefe  unclaffic  dajrs, 

Revive  the  Grecian  fafluons  with  their  plays  ! 
Then,  rais'd  on  ftilts,  our  players  would  ftaik  and 

rage, 

And,  at  three  {reps,  ftride  o'er  a  modern  ftage  ; 
Each  gefture  then  would  boaft  unufual  charms, 
From  leng:hen'd  legs,  ftuff'd  body,  fprawling 

arms! 

Your  critic  eye  would  then  no  pigmies  fee, 
Bu<  bufkin*  make  a  giant,  even  of  me. 
No  feature-,  then  the  poet's  mind  would  trace4 
£ut  one  black  vizor  blot  out  ail  the  face. 
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O  !  glorious  times,  when  actors  thus  could  ftrike, 
Zxprefllve,  inexpreffive,  all  alike  ! 
JLefs  change  of  face  than  in  our  punch  they  faw, 
For  punch  can  roll  his  eyes,  and  wag  his  jaw  ; 
With  one  fet  glare  they   mouth'd  the  rumbling 

verfe ; 
Our  Gog  and  Magog  look  not  half  fo  fierce  ! 

Yet,  though  depriv'd  of  inflruments  like  thefe, 
Nature,  perhaps,  may  find  a  way  to  pleafe  ; 
Which,  wherefbe'er  fhe  glows  with  genuine  flame, 
In  Greece,  in  Rome,  in  England,  is  the  fame. 

Of  raillery,  then, ye  modern  wits,  beware, 
Nor  damn  the  Grecian  poet  for  the  player. 
Theirs  was  the  fkill,  with  honeft  help  of  art, 
To  win,  by  juft  degree,  the  yielding  heart, 
What  if  our  Shakfpeare  claim?  the  magic  throne, 
And  in  one  jnftart  makes  us  all  his  own  ; 
They  differ  only  in  one  point  of  view, 
For  Shakfpeare's  nature,  was  their  nature  too. 

ODE 

5POKEN  ON  A  PUBLIC  OCCASION  AT  WESTMIN 
STER   SCHOOL. 

NOR  at  Apollo's  vaunted  fhrine, 

Nor  to  the  fabled  fitters  nine, 
Offers  the  youth  his  ineffectual  vowy 
Far  be  their  rites  !• — Such  worfhip  fits  not  now; 

When  at  Eliza's  facred  name  v 

Each  breaft  receives  the  prefent  flame  : 
While  eager  genius  plumes  her  infant  wings, 
And  with  bold  impulfe  ftrikes  th'  accordant  firings, 

Reflecting  on  the  crowded  line 

Of  mitred  fages,  bards  divine, 
Of  patriots,  active  in  their  country's  caufe, 
Who  plan  her  councils,  or  direct  her  laws. 

Oh  memory  !  how  thou  lov'ft  to  flray, 

Delighted,  o'er  the  flow'ry  way 
Of  childhood's  greener  years  !  when  firnple  youth 
Pour'd  the  pure  dictates  of  ingenuous  truth  '. 

'Tis  then  the  fouls  congenial  meet, 

Infpir'd  with  iriendfhip's  genuine  heat, 
Ere  intereft,  frantic  zeal,  or  jealous  art, 
Have  taught  the  language  foreign  to  the  heart. 

'Twas  here,  in  many  an  early  ftrain 

Dryden  firft  try'd  his  claffic  vein, 
Spurr'd  his  ftrong  genius  to  the  diftant  goal, 
In  wild  effufions  of  his  manly  foul; 

When  Bufby's  flcill,  and  judgment  fage, 

Reprefs'd  the  poet's  frantic  rage, 
Cropt  his  luxuriance  bold,  and  blended  taught 
The  flow  of  numbers  with  the  ftrength  of  thought. 

Nor,  Cowley,be  thy  mufe  forgot !  which  drays 

In  wit's  ambiguous  flowery  maze, 
With  many  a  pointed  turn  and  ftudied  art : 

Though  affectation  blot  thy  rhyme, 

Thy  mind  was  lofty  and  fublime, 
And  manly  honour  dignified  thy  heart : 
Though  fond  of  wit,  yet  firm  to  virtue's  plan, 
The  fact's  trifles  ne'er  difgrac'd  the  man. 

Well  might  thy  morals  fweet  engage 
Th'  attention  of  the  mitred  fage, 
i:h  the  plain  fiinpUcity  of  truth. 


For  not  ambition's  giddy  flrife, 

The  gilded  toys  of  public  life, 
Which  (hare  the  gay  unftable  yontn, 

Cou'd  lure  thee  from  the  fober  charms, 

Which  lapt  thee  in  retirement's  arms, 
Whence  thou,  untainted  with  the  pride  of  ftate, 
Cou'dft  fmile  with  pity  on  the  buftling  great. 

Such  were  Eliza's  fons.  Her  foft'ring  care 
Here  bade  free  genius  tune  his  grateful  fong  ; 
Which  elfs  had  wafted  in  the  defart  air,  * 
Or  droop'd  unnotic'd  'mid  the  vulgar  throng. 

— Ne'er  may  her  youth  degenerate  fhame 

The  glories  of  Eliza's^name  ! 

But  with  the  poet's  frenzy  bold, 

Such  as  ihfpir'd  her  bards  of  old, 
Pluck  the  green  laurel  from  the  hand  of  fame  I 


TEARS  AND  TRIUMPH  OF  PARNASSUS, 

AN  ODE, 
Set  to  Muftc  and  performed  at  Drury-Lane,  1  760. 

The  fcene  difcovers  Apollo  and  the-  Nine  Mufe$ 
in  their  proper  habits. 


Apollo. 
FATE  gave  the  word  ;  the  deed  is  done; 

AUGUSTUS  is  no  more: 
His  great  career  of  fame  is  run, 
And  all  the  lofs  deplore. 

\ffhe  tnufes  tear  off  their 

Calliope. 

Well,  fifters  of  the  facred  fpring, 
Well  may  you  rend  your  golden  hair; 
Well  may  you  now  your  dirges  fing, 
And  pierce  with  cries  the  troubled  air. 

Chorus* 
Fate  gave  the  word,  &c. 


Founded  in  juftice  was  his  fway  ; 
Ambition  never  niark'd  his  way. 

Gallicp!. 

Unlefs  the  beft  ambition  that  can  fire 
A  monarch's  breaft  and  all  his  foul  infplre^ 
The  gen'rous  purpofe  of  the  noble  mind, 
The  beft  ambition  —  to  ferve  human  kind* 

Apollo. 

Yes,  virgins,  yes  ;  that  wifli  fublime 
Rank'd  him  with  thofe  of  earlieft  time, 

Who  for  a  people's  welfare  ftrove  ; 
Whofe  fpirits  breathe  etherial  air, 
And  for  their  meed  of  earthly  care, 

Drink  nectar  with  Olympian  Jove. 

Calliope. 

Oh  TRUTH  !  fair  daughter  of  the  fky, 
And  MtRCY  !—  that  with  afking  eye 

Near  the  OMNIPOTENT  doft  ftand  ; 
And,  when  mankind  provoke  his  rage» 
Doft  clafp  his  knees,  his  wrath  affuage, 

And  win  the  thunder  from  his  hand  ! 

Clio. 

Oh  white-rob'd  FAITH  I  celeftial  maid  !  N 
Twin  -born  with  JUSTICE  !  by  whofc  aid 

He  Uv'd  the  guardian  ef  the  laws; 
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Dear  LIBERTY  !  round  ALBION'S  ille 
That  bid'il  eternal  funfhine  (mile, 

Who  now  Will  guard  your  facred  caufc  ? 

CHORUS. 
Dear  liberty,  &c. 

Calliope. 

Where  were  ye,  mufes,  when  the  fatal  fheers 
The  FUR  v  rais'd,  to  clofe  his  rev'rend  years  ? 
But    ah,    vain    wifh  '. — you  could   not   flop  the 

blow  ! 
No  omen  warn'd  ye  of  th'  impending  woe. 

Apollo. 

See,  where  BRITANNIA  flands 
With  clofe-enfolded  hands, 

On  yonder  fea-beat  fhore  1 
Behold  her  languid  air  ! 
Lo,  her  difhevell'd  hair  f 

Majcflic  now  no  more  ! 
Still  OH  the  fullen  wave  her  eye  is  bent, 
The  'STRIDENT  of  the  MAIN  thrown  idle  by; 
OLD  THAMES,  his  fea-green  mantle  rent, 
Inveitshis  urn,  and  heaves  a  doleful  ugh. 
Hark !   to  the  winds  and  wavts 
Frantic  with  grief  fhe  raves, 

And,  cruel  gods !  fhe  cries ; 
Each  chalky  cliff  around, 
Each  rock  returns  the  found, 
And,  cruel  gods  !  replies. 

Calliope. 

See,  the  proceflion  fad  and  flow, 
Walks  in  a  folemn  pomp  of  woe 
Through  awful  arches,  gloomy  aiks, 
And  rows  of  monumental  piles, 
Where  lie  the  venerable  juft, 
Where  heroes  moulder  into  duft. 
Now  quietly  inurn'd  he  lies, 
Pale  !  pale  !  inanimate  and  cold  ! 

Where  round  him  baleful  vapours  rife, 
'Midfl  bones  of  legiflators  old  ! 

Clio. 
Of  him  who  fought  th'  ambitious  Gaul 

O'er  thick-embattled  plains, 
Who  felt,  who  liv'd,  and  reign'd  for  all, 
This  only  now  remains. 

Apollo 

Bring,  irt  handfuls,  lilies  bring 
Bring  me  all  the  flow'ry  fpring. 
Scatter  rofes  on  his  bier  ; 
Ever  honour'd,  ever  dear  ! 

CHORUS. 
Scatter  rofes,  &c. 

Mercury  defcends. 
No  more,  harmonious  progeny  of  Jove, 

No  more  let  fun'ral  accents  rife ; 
The  great,  the  good  \UGUSTUS  reigns  above, 
Tranflated  to  his  kindred  fkies. 

Clio. 
No  more  for  my  hifloric  page— 

Calliope. 
No  more  for  my  great  epic  rage— 

Both. 
Will  by  the  hero  now  be  done- — 

CHORUS. 

His  great  career  of  fame  is  run, 
And  all  the  lofs  deplore. 


Enter  Mars. 

Lo  !  Mars,  from  his  beloved  land, 
Where  freedom  long  hath  fix'd  her  fland, 
Bids  ye  collect  your  flowing  hair, 
And  again  the  laurel  wear  : 
For  fee,  BRITANNIA  rears  her  drooping  head; 
Again  refumes  her  TRIDENT  of  the  main  ; 
THAMES  takes  his  urn,  and  feekshis  wat'ry  bee 
While  gay  content  fits  fmiling  on  the  plain. 
Hark  '.   a  glad  voice 
Proclaims  the  people'*  choice. 

CHORUS,  •within  the  fee  net. 
He  is  our  liege,  our  rightful  lord ' 
Of  heart  and  tongue  with  one  accord 
We  all  will  fing 
Long  live  the  king  ! 
He  is  our  liege  ! — he  : — he  alone  ! , 
With  BRITISH  HEART  he  mounts  the  throne  -y 
Around  him  throngs  a  loyal  band; 
He  will  protect  his  NATIVE  LAND  ! 
He  is  our  liege,  &c. 

[The  mu/es  rife  and  put  on  their  laurcL 

Calliope. 
The  mufcs  now  their  heads  (hall  raife; 

The  arts  to  life  fhall  fpring ; 
Virgins,  we'll  trim  our  wither'd  bays, 

And  wake  each  vocal  firing ; 
Now  fhall  the  fculptor's  happy  fkill 
Touch  the  rude  flone  to  life  ; 
The  painter  fhall  his  canvas  fill, 

Pleas'd  with  his  mimic  ftrife. 

Clio. 

Sweet  MERCY,  FAITH,  CELESTIAL  TRUTH, 
Now  by  your  aid  the  royal  youth 

Shall  live  the  guardian  of  the  laws ; 
Dear  LIBERTY!  round  ALBION'S  ifle 
That  bidft  eternal  funfhine  fmile, 

He  now  will  guard  your  facred  caufe. 

Apollo. 
Bieft  prince  !  whofe  fubjects  in  each  adverfe  ho 

For  freedom  ftill  have  flood  ! 
Bleft  ifle  !   whofe  prince  but  deems  the  fov'rei] 

pow'r, 
The  pow'r  of  doing  good  ! 

Mars. 

Now  open  all  your  Helicon  ;  explore 
Of  harmony  the  loftieft  ftore  ; 
Let  the  drum  beat  alarms, 
Such  as  roufe  us  to  arms ;  [the  fki 

The  trumpet's  fhrill  clangor  fhall  pierce  throuj 
Swell  the  rapture,  fvvell  it  high  ; 
And -in  notes  fublime  and  clear 
Pour  the  ftrong  melody,  that  Heav'n  may  hear. 

Apollo. 

Nothing  mortal  will  I  found ; 
Lo,  the  flame,  the  flame  divine  ! 
High  I  mount,  I  quit  the  ground, 
Holy  fury  !  I  am  thine. 
With  rage  poffefl 
Big  fwells  my  breaft ! 
In  vifions  rapt,  before  my  fight  appears 
A  brighter  order  of  increafmg  years. 

Mars. 

I  fee  the  Rhine  devolve  his  flood, 
Deep-crimfon'd  with  the  Gallic  blood ! 
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T  hear,  I  hear  the  diflant  roar 
Of  ruin  on  yon  hoftile  fnore  i 
I  fee,  young  prince,  to  thee  I  fee 
The  favage  Indian  bend  the  knee  ! 
Lo,  <\FRIC  from  her  fable  kings 
Her  rkhefl.  ftores  rn  tribute  brings ! 
And  fartheft  TND,  beneath  the  rifing  day 
Lays  down  her  arms,  and  venerates  thy  fway. 

Calliope. 

I  fee  Bellona  banifh'd  far  ! 
I  fee  him  clofe  the  gates  of  war, 
While  purple  rage  within 
With  ghaitly  ire  fhall  grin, 
And  rolling  his  terrific  eyes, 
Where  round  him  heaps  of  arms  arife, 
Bound  with  a  hundred  brazen  chains, 
In  vain  fhall  foam,  and  thiril  for  fanguine  plains. 

Clio. 

Sweet  peace  returns ; 
O'er  Albion's  fons 

She  waves  her  dove-like  wing  : 
On  ev'ry  plain 
The  fhepherd  train 

Their  artlefs  loves  (hall  fing. 
Pale  DISCORD  fhall  fly 
From  the  light  of  the  fky. 
To  black  Cocytus  hurl'd  ; 
There,  there  fhall  feel 
Ixion's  wheel, 

The  furies  with  their  ferpents  curl'd ; 
With  the  unceafing  toil  fhall  groan 
Of  the  unconquerable  ftone, 
And  leave  in  harmony  the  Britith  world. 

Apollo. 

Proceed  great  days ;  lead  on  th*  aufpicious  years  ; 
Such  years, ( — for  lo  !  the  fcene  of  face  appears)  ! 
Such  years,  the  DESTINIES  have  fa  id,  fhall  roll  ; 
Jove  nods  confent,  and  thunder  fhakes  the  pole. 

ARCADIA.     A  DRAMATIC  PASTORAL. 

SCENE   I.     A  view  of  the  country. 

Shepherds  and  Sbepherde/es. 

CHORUS. 

SHEPHERDS,  buxom,  blithe  and  free, 
Now's  the  time  for  jollity. 
Sylvia. 
AIR. 

Hither  hafte,  and  bring  along 
Merry  tale  and  jocund  fong, 
To  the  pipe  and  tabor  beat 
Frolic  meafures  with  your  feet. 
Ev'ry  gift  of  time  employ  ; 
Make  the  moft  of  proffer'd  joy. 
Pleafure  hates  the  fcanty  rules 
Portion'd  out  by  dreaming  fools. 

CHORUS. 

Shepherds,  buxom,  blithe  and  free 
Now's  the  time  for  jollity. 

[A  dance  of  Shepherds ,  \*fc. 
Sylvia. 

RECITATIVE. 

Rejoice,  ye  happy  fwains,  rejoice; 
It  is  the  heart  that  prompts  the  voice. 


Be  forrow  banifh'd  far  away  ; 
Thyrfis  fhall  make  it  holiday. 
Who  at  his  name  can  joyfupprefs? 
ARCADIAN-BORN  to  rule  and  blefs. 

Damon. 

And  hark  !  from  rock  to  rock  the  found 
Of  winding  horri,  and  deep-mbuth'd  hound, 
Breaking  with  rapture  on  the  ear, 
Proclaims  the  blithefome  Phcebe  near  : 
See  where  fhe  haftes  with  eager  pace, 
To  fpeak  the  joys  that  paint  her  face. 

SCENE   II.    Opens  to  a  fir ofpeft  of  rocks. 
Huntfmen,  HuntrejJ~dty   &c.  coming  down  from  them* 

Male. 

Hither  I  fpeed  with  honeil  glee, 
Such  as  befits  the  mind  that's  free  ; 
Your  cheerful  troop,  blithe  youth,  to  join, 
And  mix  my  focial  joys  with  thine. 
Now  may  each  nymph  and  frolic  fwain, 
O'er  mountain  fteep,  or  level  plain. 
Court  buxom  health,  while  jocund  horn 
Bids  echo  wake  the  fluggard  morn. 

AIR. 

When  the  morning  peeps  forth,  and  the  zephyr's 

cool  gale,  [dale ; 

Carries  fragrance  and  health  over  mountain  and 

Up,  ye  nymphs,  and  ye  fwains,  and  together  we'll 

rove, 

Up  hill,  down  the  valley,  by  thicket  or  grove  : 
Then  follow  with  me,  where  the  welkin  refounds 
With  the  notes  of  the  horns,  and  the  cry  of  the 
hounds. 

Let  the  wretched  be  flaves  to  ambition  and 

wealth ; 

All  the  blefling  we  afk  is  the  bleffing  of  health. 
So  fhall  innocence  felf  give  a  warrant  to  joys 
No  envy  difturbs,  no  dependence  deftroys. 
Then  follow  with  me,  where  the  welkia  refounda 
With  the  notes  of  the  horn,  and  the  cry  of  the 
hounds. 

O'er  hill,  dale,  and  woodland,  with  rapture  we 

roam ; 

Yet  returning,  ftill  find  the  dear  pleafures  at  home ; 

Where  the  cheerful  good  humour  gives  honefty 

grace,  [face. 

And  the  heart  fpeaks  content  in  the  fmiles  of  the 

Then  follow  with  me,  where  the  welkin  refounds 

With  the  notes  of  the  horn,  and  the  cry  of  the 

hounds. 

Damatas. 
RECITATIVE. 

Small  care,  my  friends,  your  youth  annoys, 
Which  only  looks  to  prefent  joys. 

Sylvia. 

Though  the  white  locks  of  filver'd  age, 
And  long  experience  hail  thee  fage  ; 
111  fuits  it  in  this  joy,  to  wear 
A  brow  fo  overhung  with  care. 
Better  with  us  thy  voice  to  raife, 
And  join  a  whole  Arcadian's  praife. 

Bam&tas. 

With  you  I  joy  that  Thyrfis  reigns 
The  guardian  o'er  his  native  plains ; 
S  f  iiij 
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But  praife  is  fc.inty  to  reveal 

The  fpeaking  bleffings  all  muft  feel. 

Damon 

True,  all  muft  feel  —  but  thanklefs  too? 
Nor  give  to  virtue,  virtue's  due  > 
My  grateful  heart  {hall  ever  {how 
The  debt  I  need  not  blufti  to  owe. 

AIR. 

That  I  go  where  I  lift,  that  I  (Ing  what  Tpleafe, 
That  my  labour's  the  price  of  contentment  andeafe, 
That  no  care  from  abroad  my  retirement  annoys, 
That  at  home  I  can  tafte  the  true  family  joys, 
That  my  kids  wanton  fafely  o'er  meadows  and 

rocks, 

That  my  flieep  graze  fecure  from  the  rubber  orfox; 
Thefe  are  blcflings  I  {hare  with  the  reft  of  the 

fwains, 
For   its    Thyrfis  who  gave  them,    and  Thyrfis 

maintains. 


RECITA'I  JVE. 

Perifli  my  voice,  if  e'er  I  blame 
Thy  duty  to  our  guardian's  name  \ 
Hi*  a&ive  talents  I  revere, 
But  •  ye  them  with  a  jealous  fear. 
Intent  to  form  our  blif«  alone, 
The  generous  youth  forgets  his  own  ; 
Nor  e'er  his  bufy  mind  employs 
To  find  a  partner  of  his  ]•  ys. 
So  might  his  happy  offspring:  own 
The  virtues  which  their  fire  hath  fhown. 

AIR. 

With  joy  the  parent  loves  to  trace 
Refemblance  in  his  children's  face  : 
And  as  he  forms  their  docile  youth 
To  walk  the  fteady  paths  of  truth, 
Obierves  them  fho-.ting  into  men, 
And  lives  in  them  life  o'er  again. 

While  a&ive  fons,  with  ea^er  flame; 
Catch  virtue  at  their  father's  name; 
"When  full  of  glory,  fu'l  of  age, 
The  parent  quits  this  bufy  ftage, 
"What  in  the  Ions  we  moft  admire, 
Calls  to  new  life  the  honpur'd  fire. 
Sylvia. 

RECl  i  ATIVE. 

O  prudent  fage  forgive  the  zeal 
Of  thoughtlefs  youth.     With  thec  I  feel, 
The  glnries  now  Arcadia  (hares 
May  but  embitter  future  cares. 

Oh  mighty  Pan     atrend  Arcadia's  voice, 
jnfpirc,  direct,  and  fan&ify  his  choice. 

AJR. 
So  may  all  the  fylvan  tram, 

Dryad,  nymph,  and  ruftic  fawn, 
To  the  pipe  and  merry  ftrain, 

Trip  it  o'tr  the  ruflrt  lawn  ! 
May  no  ,'horn  or  bearded  grafs 
Hurt  their  footfteps  as  they  pafs, 
Whilft  in  gambols  round  and  round 
They  (port  it  o'er  the  (haven  ground  I 

Though  thy  fyrinx,  like  a  dream, 

Flying  at  the  face  of  day, 
VanifiYd  it:  the  limpid  ftream, 

Bearing  all  thy  hopes  away, 


. 


If  again  thy  heart  {hould  bum, 

In  careffing, 

Bleft,  and  hK'ffine, 
May'ft  thou  find  a  wiih'd  return, 

CHORUS. 

O  mighty  Pan  '.  attend  Arcadia's  voice, 
Infpire,  direct,  and  fan&ify  his  choice. 

[A  danc;  of  Hunifmen  and  Huntr 

Damatas 
RECITATIVE. 

Peace,  (hepherds,  peace,  with  jocund  air, 
Which  fpeaks  a  heart  unknown  to  care, 
Young  Delia  haftes.     The  glad  furprifc  • 
Of  rapture  ilaihing  from  her  eyes. 
Enter  i-<ELiA« 
Delia. 
AIR. 

Shepherds,  (hepherds,  come  away ; 

Sadneis  were  a  (in  to-day. 

Let  the  pipe's  merry  notes  aid  the  fkill  of  the  voice; 

For  our  wifnes  are  crown'd,  and  our  hearts  fhall 

rejoice. 

Rejoice,  and  be  glad ; 
For  fure  he  is  mad 

Who,  where  mirth  and  good  humour,  and  har 
mony's  found,  [round. 
Never    catches  the  fmile,  nor  lets  pleafure   go 
Let  the  ftupid  be  grave, 
*  F  is  the  vice  of  the  Have ; 
But  can  never  agree 
With  a  maiden  like  me, 
Who  is  born  in  a  country  that's  happy  and  free, 

Darpatas. 
RECI  TAT-IVE. 

What  means  this  rapture,  Delia  ?  Show 
Th'  event  our  bofoms  burn  to  know. 

Ddia. 

Now  as  I  trod  yon  verdant  fide, 
Where  Ladon  rolls  its  iilver  tide, 
All  gaily  deck'd  in  gorgeous  Hate, 
Sail'd  a  proud  barge  of  richeft  freight  : 
Where  fat  a  nymph,  more  frefli  and  fair 
Than  blofToms  which  the  morning  air 
Steals  perfume  from  ;  the  modeft  grace 
Of  maiden  blufh  befpread  her  face. 
Hither  it  made,  and  on  this  {trand 
Pour'd  its  rich  freight  f>r  fliepherds'  land, 
Ladon,  for  this,  fmooth  flow  thy  tide  ! 
The  precious  freight  was  Thyrfis'  bride. 

Dam&tas. 
RKCITATIVE. 

Stop,  foepherds,  if  aright  1  hear, 
The  founds  if  joy  proclaim  them  near  : 
Let's  meet  them,  friends,  I'll  lead  the  way; 
Joy  makes  me  young  again  to-day. 

SCENE  III. 

A  tnein  oftbefea,  ivitb  a  vefffl  at  a  dijlance. 
\JH.ere  folloivt  a  Pajlwal  Procejfion  te  the 
ding  of  Tbytfts. 

Pri$. 

RECITATIVE. 

Mighty  Pan  !  with  tender  care, 
View  this  fwain  and  virgin  fair; 
May  they  ever  thus  impart 
Juik  return  of  heart  for  heart* 


POEM    S. 


May  the  pledges  pf  their  blifs 
Climb  their  knees  to  (hare  the  kifs. 
May  their  fteady  blooming  youth, 
While  they  tread  the  .paths  of  truth, 
Virtues  catch  from  either  fide, 
From  the  bridegroom  and  the  bride. 

C II O  11 U  S . 

May  their  fteady  blnoming  youth, 
"While  they  tread  the  paths  ot  truth, 
Virtues  catch  from  either  fide, 
From  the  bridegroom  and  the  bride. 

AN  EPisFLE  TO  MR.  CULM  AN. 

WRITTEN   IN   THE   YEAR  1756. 

You  know,  dear  George,  I'm  none  of  thofc 
That  condefcend  to  write  in  profe  ; 
Infpir'd  with  pathos  arid  fublime, 
1  always  foar — in  doggrel  rhyme, 
And  fcarce  can  aflc  you  how  you  d», 
Without  a  jingli*  g  line  or  two. 
Btfides,  I  always  took  delight  in 
What  bears  the  name  of  eafy  -writing: 
Perhaps  the  reafon  makes  it  pleafe 
Is,  that  I  find  its  writ  with  cafe. 

I  vent  a  notion  here  in  private, 
Which  public  tarte  can  ne'er  cornive  at, 
Which  thinks  no  wit  or  judgment  greater 
Than  Addifon  and  his  Spectator, 
Who  fays  (it  is  no  matter  where, 
But  that  he  fays  it,  I  can  fwear) 
With  eafy  verfe  moft  bards  are  fmitten, 
Bccaufe  they  think  its  eafy  •written  ; 
Whereas  the  eafier  it  appears, 
The  greater  marks  of  care  it  wears ; 
Of  which,  to  give  an  explanation, 
Take  this  by  way  of  illuft  ration  : 
The  fam'd  Mat.  Prior,  it  is  faid, 
Oft  bit  his  nails,  and  fcra'ch'd  his  head, 
And  chang'd  a  thought  a  hundred  times, 
Becauf'e  he  did  net  like  the  rhymes. 
To  make  my  meaning  clear,  and  pleafe  ye, 
In  fhort,  he  labour1  d  to  write  eafy. 
And  yet,  no  critic  e'er  defines 
His  |  oems  into  labour'd  lines. 
I  have  a  fimile  will  hit  him ; 
His  verfe,  like  clothes,  was  made  to  fit  him, 
Which  (as  no  tailor  e'er  denied) 
The  better  fit,  the  more  they're  tried. 

Though  I  have  mention'd  Prior's  name, 
Think  not  i  aim  at  Prior's  fame. 
'Tis  the  refult  of  admiration 
To  fpend  itftlf  in  imitation  ; 
If  imitation  may  be  faid, 
Which  irin  me  by  nature  bred, 
And  you  have  better  proofs  than  thefe, 
That  I'm  idolater  of  eafe. 

Who,  but  a  madman,  would  engage 
A  poet  in  the  prefem  age  ? 
"Write  what  we  will,  our  works  befpeak  US 
linitatores.fer'vum  Pecus. 
Tale,  elegy,  or  k-ity  ode, 
We  travel  in  the  beaten  road  : 
The  proverb  ftill  fl  icks  clofely  by  us, 
Nil  ditfum,  (pod  non  di&vm  friut. 


The  only  comfort  that  I  know 

Is,  fhat  'twa^  faid  an  age  ago, 

Ere  Milton  foar'd  in  thought  fublime, 

Ere  Po,  e  refin'd  the  chink  of  rhyme, 

Ere  Colman  wrote  in  ftyle  fo  pure, 

Or  the  great  TWO  the  CONNOISSEUR; 

Ere  1  buriefqu'd  the  rural  cit, 

Proud  to  hedge  in  my  fc.apsof  wit, 

And  happy  in  the  clofe  connection, 

r"  acquire  fome  name  from  their  reflection  5 

So  (the  fimilitude  is  trite") 

The  moon  ftill  fliines  with  borrow'd  light, 

And.  like  the  race  of  modern  beaux, 

Ticks  with  rhe  fun  for  her  lac'd  clothes. 

Methink".  there  is  no  better  time 
To  fhow  the  ufe  I  make  of  rhyme, 
Than  now,  when  I,  who  from  beginning 
Was  always  fond  of  couplet  finging, 
Prefuming  on  good-nature's  fcore, 
Thus  lay  my  bantling  at  your  door. 

The  firti  advantage  which  I  fee, 
Is,  that  I  ramble  loofe  and  free  : 
The  bard  indeed  full  oft  complains, 
That  rhyme*  are  fetters,  links,  and  cbairttt 
And  when  he  wanrs  to  leap  the  fence, 
Still  keep  him  pris'ner  to  »he  fenfe. 
Howe'er  in  common  place  he  rage, 
Rhymes  like  your  fetters  on  thefage, 
Which  when  the  player  once  hath  wore, 
It  makes  him  only  fbut  the  more, 
While,  raving  in  patheric  drains, 
He  makes  his  legs  to  clank  his  chains. 

From  rhyme,  as  from  a  handfome  face, 
Nonfenfe  acquires  a  kind  of  grace  ; 
I  therefore  give  it  all  its  fcope, 
That-  fenfe  may  unptrceiv'd  elope  : 
So  minifters  of  bafeft  tricks 
( I  love  a  fling  at  politics ) 
Amufe  the  nation,  court,  and  king, 
With  breaking  Fowke,  and  hanging  Byngj 
And  make  each  puny  rogue  a  prey, 
While  they,  the  greater  flink  away. 
This  fimile  perhaps  would  ftrike, 
If  match 'd  with  fomething  more  alike; 
Then  take  it  drefs'd  a  fecond  time 
In  Prior's  eafe,  and  my  fublime. 
Say,  did  you  never  chance  to  meet 
A  mob  of  people  in  the  ftreet, 
Ready  to  give  the  robb'd  relief, 
And  all  in  hafte  to  catch  a  thief, 
While  the  fly  rogue,  who  filch'd  the  pref, 
Too  clofe  befet  to  run  away, 
Stop  thief !  flop  thief !  exclaims  aloud, 
And  fo  efcapes  among  the  crowd  ? 
So  minifters,  &c. 

O  England,  how  I  mourn  thy  fate  \ 
For  fure  thy  lofles  now  are  great ; 
Two  fuch,  what  Briton  can  endure, 
Minorca  and  the  connoiffeur  ! 

To-day,  before  the  fun  goes  down, 
Will  die  the  cenfor,  Mr   TOWN  ! 
He  dies,  whoe'er  takes  pains  to  con  hint, 
With  blulhing  honours  thick  upon  him  j 
O  may  his  name  thefe  verfes  fave, 
Be  theie  infcrib'd  upon  his  grave  1 
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Know,  reader,  that  on  Thurfday  died 
The  CONNOISSEUR,  a  fuicide  ! 
Yet  think  not  that  his  foul  is  fled, 
Nor  rank  him  'mongft  the  vulgar  dead. 
Howe'er  defunct  you  fet  him  down, 
He's  only  going  out  of  town. 


THE  PUFF. 

A  DIALOGUE    BETWEEN    THE    BOOKSELLER    AND 
AUTHOR. 

Bookfeller. 

MUSEUM,  fir  !  that's  not  enough. 
New  works,  we  know,  require  a  puff; 
A  title  to  entrap  the  eyes, 
And  catch  the  reader  by  furprife  : 
As  gaudy  figns,  which  hang  before 
The  tavern  or  the  alehoufe  door, 
Hitch  every  paffer's  obfervation, 
Magnetic  in  their  invitation. 
—That  SHAKSPEARE  is  prodigious  fine  1 
Shall  we  ftep  in,  and  tafte  the  wine  ? 
Men,  women,  houfes,  horfes,  books, 
All  borrow  credit  from  their  looks. 
Externals  have  the  gift  of  ftriking, 
And  lure  the  fancy  into  liking. 
Author. 

Oh  !  I  perceive  the  thing  you  mean — 
Gall  it  St.  James's  Magazine. 
Bookfeller. 

Or  the  New  Britijb— 

Author. 

Oh  !  no  more. 

One  name's  as  good  as  half  a  fcore. 
And  titles  oft  give  nothing  lefs 
Than  what  they Jiaringly  profefs. 
Puffing,  I  grant,  is  all  the  mode ; 
The  common  hackney  turnpike  road : 
But  cuftom  is  the  blockhead's  guide, 
And  fuch  low  arts  difguft  my  pride. 
Succefs  on  merit's  force  depends, 
Not  on  the  partial  voice  of  friends ; 
Not  on  thefeems,  that  bully  fin ; 
But  that  'which  paJTetb  Jhoiu  "within  : 
Which  bids  the  warmth  of  friendfhip  glow, 
And  wrings  conviction  from  a  foe. — 
fuccefs,  and  proudly  claim, 
a  paffage  into  fame. 
Bookfeller. 

Your  method,  fir,  will  never  do ; 
You're  right  in  theory,  it's  true. 
But  then,  experience  in  our  trade 
Says,  there's  no  harm  in  fome  parade. 
Suppofe  we  faid,  by  Mr.  Lloyd  ? 

Author. 

The  very  thing  I  would  avoid ; 
And  would  be  rather  pleas'd  to  own 
Myfelf  unknowing,  and  unknown : 
What  could  th'  unknowing  mufe  expect, 
But  information  or  neglect  ? 
Unknown — perhaps  her  reputation 
Efcapes  the  tax  of  defamation, 
And  wrapt  in  darknefs,  laughs  unhurt, 
While  critic  blockheads  throw  their  dirt ; 


But  he  who  madly  prints  his  name, 
Invites  his  foe  to  take  lure  aim. 

Bookfeller. 

True — but  a  name  will  always  brin£ 
A  better  function  to  the  thing  : 
And  all  your  fcribbling  foes  are  fuch, 
Their  cenfure  cannot  hurt  you  much; 
And,  take  the  matter  ne'er  fo  ill, 
If  you  don'c  print,  Sir,  they  will. 

Authtr. 

Well,  be  it  fo — that  ftruggle's  o'er — 
Nay, — this  fhall  prove  one  fpur  the  more 
Pleas'd  if  fuccefs  attends,  if  not, 
I've  "writ  my  name,  and  made  a  blot. 

BotkfMer. 
But  a  good  print. 

Author. 

The  print  ?  why  there 
I  truft  to  honed  LEACH'S  care. 
What  is't  to  me  ?  in  verfe  or  profe, 
I  find  the  ftufi^you  make  the  clothes : 
Add  paper,  print,  and  all  fuch  drefs, 
Will  loi'e  no  credit  from  his  prefs. 

Boekfeller. 

You  quite  miftake  the  thing  I  mean, 
— I'll  fetch  you, Sir,  a  MAGAZINE  ; 
You  fee  that  picture  there — the  QJJEEN. 

Author. 

A  dedication  to  her  too  \ 
What  will  not  folly  dare  to  do  ? 

0  days  of  art !  when  happy  (kill 
Can  raife  a  likenefs  whence  it  will ; 
When  portraits  afk  no  REYNOLDS'  aid, 
And  queens  and  kings  are  ready  made. 

No,  no,  my  friend,  by  helps  like  thefe, 

1  cannot  wifh  my  work  Ihould  pleafe ; 
No  pictures  taken  from  the  life, 
Where  all  proportions  are  at  ftrife ; 

No  HUMMING-BIRD,  no   PAINTED   FLOWER; 

No  BEAST  juft:  landed  in  the  TOWER, 

No  WffiODEN   NOTES,  no  COLOUR'o   MAP, 

No  COUNTRY-DANCE  fhall  ftop  a  gap  ; 
O  PHILOMATH,  be  not  fevere, 
If  not  one  problem  meets  you  here; 
Where  goffip  A,  and  neighbour  B, 
Pair,  like  good  friends,  with  C  and  D ; 
And  E  F  G,  H  I  K  join ; 
And  curve  and  incidental  line 
Fall  out,  fall  in,  and  crofs  each  other, 
Juft  like  a  fitter  and  a  brother. 
Ye  tiny  poets,  tiny  wits, 
Who  frifk  about  on  tiny  tits, 
Who  words  disjoin,  and  fweetly  fing, 
'Take  one  third  part  and  take  the  thing  ; 
Then  clofe  the  joints  again,  to  frame 
Some  LADY'S,  or  fome  CITY'S  name, 
Enjoy  your  own,  your  proper  Phabus  s 
We  neither  make,  nor  print  a  REBUS, 
No  CRAMBO,  no  ACROSTIC  fine, 
Great  letters  lacing  down  each  line ; 
No  ftrange  CONUNDRUM,  no  invention 
Beyond  the  reach  of  comprehenfion, 
No  RIDDLE,  which  whoe'er  unties, 
Claims  twelve  MUSEUMS  for  the  PRIZE,, 
Shall  flrive  to  pleafe  you,  at  th'  expence. 
Of  fimple  tafte  and  common  fenfc. 
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Bookfeller. 

But  would  not  OHNAMENT  produce 
Some  real'gracc;  and  proper  ufe  ? 
A  FRONTISPIECE  would  have  its  weight, 
Neatly  engrav'd  on  copper-plate. 

Author. 

Plain  letter-prefs  {hail  do  the  feat; 
What  need  of  foppery  to  bs  neat  ? 
The  paftcboard  guard  delights  me  more 
That  {rands  to  watch  a  bun-houfe  door, 
Than  fuch  a  mockery  of  grace, 
And  ornament  fo  out  of  place. 

Bookfdler. 

But  one  word  more,  and  I  have  done — 
A  PATENT  might  enfure  its  run. 

Author. 

Patent !  for  what  ?  can  patents  give 
A  genius,  or  make  blockheads  live  ? 
If  fo,  O  hail  the  glorious  plan  ! 
And  buy  it  at  what  price  you  can. 
But  what>  alas  !  will  that  avail 
Beyond  the  property  of  lale  ? 
A  propjrty  of  little  worth, 
If  weak  our  produce  at  its  birth. 
For  fame,  for  honeft  fame  we  ftrive, 
But  not  to  ftrugglc  half  alive, 
And  drag  a  miferahle  being, 
Its  end  flill  fearing  and  forefeeing. 
Oh  !  may  the  flame  of  genius  blaze, 
Enkincllcd  with  the  breath  of  praife  !  > 

Buf  far  be  ev'ry  fruitlefs  puff 
To  blow  to  light  a  dying  ihuff. 

Bookfdler. 

But  ihould  not  fomething,  Sir,  be  faid 
Particular  on  ev'ry  head  ? 
"What  your  ORIGINALS  will  be, 
What  infinite  variety, 
Mult  urn  in  fiarvo,  as  they  fay, 
And  fomething  neat  in  every  way  ? 

Author. 

I  vvifli  there  could — but  that  depends 
Not  on  mylelf  fo  much  as  friends. 
I  but  fet  up  a  new  machine, 
With  harriefs  tight,  and  furninVd  clean  ; 
Where  fuch,  who  think  it  no  difgracc 
To  fend  in  time,  and  rake  a  place, 
The  book-keeper  ihall  minute  down, 
And  I  with  pleafure  drive  to  town. 

Bookfeller. 

Ay,  tell  them  that,  bir,  and  then  fay, 
What  letters  come  in  every  day ; 
And  what  great  -wits  your  care  procures, 
To  join  their  focial  hands  with  yours. 

Author. 

What  !  muft  I  huge  propofals  print, 
Merely  to  drop  ibme  faucy  hint, 
That  real  folks  of  real  fame 
Will  give  their  works,  and  not  their  name  ? 
— Thi?  puff's  of  ufe,  you  fay — why  let  it, 
We'll  boaft  fuch  friendlhip  when  we  get  it. 

Lookfdler. 

Get  it !    Ah,  Sir,  you  do  but  jeft  ; 
You'll  have  afliftance,  aud  the  beft. 
There's  CHURCHILL — will  not  CHURCHILL  lend 
Affiftance?  6 


Author. 
Surely — to  his  FRIEND. 

Bookfdler. 

And  then  your  intereil  might  procure    , 
Something  from  either  CONNOISSEUR. 
COLMAN  and  THORNTON,  both  will  join 
Their  focial  hand,  to  ftrengthen  thine  : 
And  when  your  name  appears  in  print, 
Will  GAR  RICK,  never  drop  a  hint  ? 

Author 

True,  I've  indulg'd  fuch  hopes  before 
From  thofe  you  name,  and  many  more ; 
And  they,  perhaps,  again  will  join 
Their  hand,  if  not  amam'd  ot  mine. 
Bold  is  the  talk  we  undertake  ; 
The  friends  we  wifli,  the  WORK  muft  make  : 
For  wits,  like  adje&ives,  are  known 
To  cling  to  that  which  (lands  alone. 

Bookfeller. 

Perhaps  too,  in  our  way  of  trade, 
We  might  procure  fome  ufeful  aid  : 
Could  we  engage  fome  able  pen 
To  furnifh  matter  now  and  then ; 
There's — ivhat's    his   name,    Sir?    would  com 
pile, 
And  methodife  the  news  infyle. 

Author. 

Take  back  your  newfman  whence  he  came. 
Carry  your  clutches  to  the  lame. 

Boohfeller. 

You  muft  enrich  your  book,  indeed ! 
Bare  MERIT  never  will  fucceed; 
Which  readers  are  not  now  a-days 
By  half  fo  apt  to  buy  as  praife  ; 
And  praife  is  hardly  worth  purfuing, 
Which  tickles  authors  to  their  ruin,. 
Books  ftiift  about  like  ladies'  drefs, 
And  there's  a  faftuon  in  fuccefs. 
But  could  not  we,  like  little  Beyes, 
Armies  imaginary  raife? 
And  bid  our  generals  take  the  field, 
To  head  the  troops  that  lie  conceal'd  ? 
Bid  General  ESSAY  lead  the  van, 
By — Oh  !  ihejlyle  will  fhow  the  man : 
Bid  Major  SCIENCE  bold  appear, 
With  ail  his  pot-hooks  in  the  rear. 

Author. 

True,  true — our  NEWS,  our PROSE,our  RHYMES, 
Shall  fhow  the  colour  of  the  times; 
For  which  moft  falutary  ends 
We've  fellow-foldiers,  fellow-friends. 
For  city  and  for  court  affairs, 
My  lord  duke's  butler,  and  the  mayor's. 
For  politics — eternal  talkers, 
Profound  obfervers,  and  park-walkers. 
For  plays,  great  a<flors  of  renown, 
(Lately  or  juft  arriv'd  in  town) 
Or  fome,  in  ftate  of  abdication, 
Of  oratorial  reputation ; 
Or  thofe  who  live  on  fcraps  and  bits, 
Mere  green-room  wafps,  and  temple  wits; 
Shall  teach  you,  in  a  page  or  two, 
What  GARRICK  ihould,  or  fhould  not  de. 
Trim  poets  from  the  city  deflc, 
Deep  vers'd  in  rural  pi&urefcjue, 
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"Who  minute  down,  with  wond'rous  pains, 

What  RIDER'S  autumn  contains 

On  flow'r  and  feed,  and  wind,  and  weather, 

And  bind  them  in  an  ode  together  ; 

Shall  through  the  feafons  monthly  fing 

Sweet  WINTER,  AUTUMN,  SUMMER,  SPRING. 

Boakfeller. 

Ah,  fir  !   I  fee  you  love  to  jeft, 
I  did  but  hint  things  for  the  beft. 
Do  what  you  pleafe,  'tis  your  defign, 
And  if  it  fails,  no  blame  is  mine  ; 
1  leave  the  management  to  you, 
Your  fervam,  riir, 

Author. 
I'm  yours,  —  Adieu. 

CHIT-CHAT. 

An  Imitation  of  Theocritus* 
IDTLL.  XV.    Evo'oi  n/>a|w«,  &c. 


Mrs.  Brown. 
Is  Miftrefs  SCOT  at  home,  my  dear? 

Servant. 

MA'M,  is  it  you  ?  I'm  glad  you're  here, 
IMy  Mffifs,  though  refolv'd  to  wait, 
Is  quite  unfafient—'tis  fo  late. 
She  fancy  'd  you  would  not  come  down, 
—But  pray  walk  in,  MA'M  —  Mrs.  BROWN. 

Mrs.  Scot. 

Your  fervant,  MADAM.     Well,  I  fwear 
I'd  giv'n  you  over  —  Child,  a  chair. 
Pray,  MA'M,  be  feated. 

Mrs.  Broivn. 

Lard  !  my  dear, 

I  vow  I'm  almoft  dead  with  fear. 
There  is  fuchfcrouging  and  fuch  fquecging, 
The  folks  are  all  fo  difobliging  ; 
And  then  the  waggons,  carts  and  drays 
So  clog  up  all  thefe  narrow  ways, 
What  with  the  buftle  and  the  throng, 
I  wonder  how  1  got  along. 
Befides  the  walk  is  fo  immenfe-  — 
Not  that  I  grudge  a  coach  expence, 
But  then  it  jumbles  me  to  death, 
—  And  I  was  always  fliort  of  breath. 
How  can  you  live  fo  far,  rny  dear  ? 
It's  quite  a  journey  to  come  here. 

Mrs.  Scot. 

Lard  !  MA'M,  I  left  it  ail  to  £«*, 
Rufbandsyou  know,  will  have  their  whim.— 
fit  took  this  houfe.—  -This  houfe  !  this  den 
See  but  the  temper  of  fome  men. 
And  I,  forfooth,  am  hither  hurl'd, 
To  live  quite  out  of  all  the  ivorlJ, 
Hulband,  indeed  '. 

Mrs.  Broivn. 

Hill  !  lower,  pray, 
The  child  hears  every  word  you  fay. 
See  how  he  looks  — 

Mrs.  toot. 

Jacty.  come  here, 

There's  a  good  boy,  look  up,  my  dear. 
*Twas  not  papa  we  talk'd  about. 
—-Surely  he  cannot  find  it  out. 


Mrs.  Brown. 

See  how  the  urchin  holds  his  hands. 
Upon  my  life  he  underftands. 
— There's  a  fweet  child,  come,  kifs  me,  come, 
Will  Jacky  have  a  fugar-plumb  ? 

Mrs.  Scot- 

This  perfon,  MADAM  (call  him  fo 
And  then  the  child  will  never  know) 
From  houfe  to  houfe  would  ramble  out, 
And  etfery  night  a  drunken-bout. 
For  at  a  tavern  he  will  fpend 
His  twenty  {hillings  with  a  friend. 
Your  rabbits  fricafleed  and  chicken, 
With  curious  choice  of  dainty  picking, 
Each  night  got  ready  at  the  Crown, 
With  port  and  punch  to  wafli  'em  down, 
Would  fcarcely  ferve  this  belly-glutton, 
Whilft  we  mult  ftarve  on  mutton,  mutton. 
Mrs.  Broivn. 

My  good  man,  too-  -Lord  blefs  us !  wives 
Are  born  to  lead  unhappy  lives, 
Although  his  profits  bring  him  clear 
Almoft  two  hundred  pounds  a-year, 
Keeps  me  of  cafh  fo  fhort  and  bare, 
That  /  have  not  a  gown  to  wear  ; 
Except  my  robe,  and  yellow  lack, 
And  this  old  luteflring  on  my  back. 
—But  we've  no  time,  my  dear,  to  wafte. 
Come,  where's  your  cardinal,  make  hafte. 
The  KING,  God  blefs  his  majefty,  I  fay, 
Goes  ro  the  houfe  of  lords  to-day, 
In  a  fine  painted  coach  and  eight, 
And  rides  along  in  all  his  flate. 
And  then  the  QUEEN — 

Mrs.  Scot. 

Aye,  aye,  you  knovy, 
Great  folks  can  always  make  a  fliow, 
But  tell  me,  do — I've  never  feen 
Her  prefect  majefty,  the  QUEEN. 
Mrs.  Brown. 

Lard !  we've  no  time  for  talking  now, 
Hark ! — one — two — three — 'tis  twelve  I  vow, 
Mrs.  Scot. 

KITTY,  my  things, — I'll  foon  have  done, 
It's  time  enough,  you  know,  at  one. 
— Why,  girl !  fee  how  the  creature  ftands ! 
Some  water  here,  to  wafh  my  hands. 
— Be  quick — why  fure  the  gipfy  fleepsl 
—Look  how  the  drawling  daudle  creeps. 
That  bafon  there — why  don't  you  pour, 
Go  on,  I  fay — ftop,  flop— no  more--- 
Lud  I   I  could  beat  the  huffey  down, 
She's  pour'd  it  all  upon  my  gown. 
— Bring  me  my  ruffles — can'ft  not  mind  ? 
And  pin  my  handkerchief  behind. 
Sure  thou  haft  awkwardnefs  enough, 
Go — fetch  my  gloves,  and  fan,  and  muff. 
— Well,  heav'n  be  prais'd — this  work  is  done, 
I'm  ready  now,  my  dear— let's  run. 
Girl, — put  that  bottle  on  the  ihelf, 
And  bring  me  back  the  key  yourfelf. 
Mrs.  Broivn. 

That  clouded  filk  become?  you  much, 
*  wonder  how  you  meet  with  fuch,; 
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But  you've  a  charming  tafte  in  drefs. 
What  might  it  coft  you,  Madam  ? 
Mrs.  Scot 

Guefs. 

Mrs.  Broii-n. 

Oh!  that's  impoflible— -for  I 
Am  in  the  world  the  word  to  huy. 

Mrs.  Scot. 

I  never  love  to  bargain  hard, 
Five  {hillings,  as  I  think,  a-yard. 
—  I  was  afraid  it  fhould  he  gone— 
'Twas  what  I'd  fee  my  heart  upon. 

IbTrs.  Broivn. 

Indeed  you  hargain'd  with  fuccefs, 
For  its  a  mod  delightful  drefs. 
Ikfides,  it  fits  you  to  a  hair, 
And  then  'tis  flop'd  with  fuch  an  air. 

Mrs.  Sect. 

I'm  glad  you  think  fo,— Kitty,  here, 
Bring  me  my  cardinal,  my  dear. 
Jacfy,  my  love,  nay  don't  you  cry, 
Take  you  abroad  ! — indeed  not  I  ; 
For  all  the  Bugalws  to  fright  ye — 
Befides,  the  naughty  horfe  will  hite  ye; 
With  fuch  a  mob  about  the  ftreet, 
Blefs  me,  they'll  tread  you  under  feet. 
Whine  as  you  pleaie,  I'll  have  no  blame, 
You'd  better  blubber  than 'be  lame. 

The  more  you  cry,  the  lefs  you'll 

Come,  come  then,  give  minima  a  kifs, 

KITTY,  I  fay,  here  take  the  boy, 
And  fetch  him  down  the  laft  ne.w  toy, 
Make  him  as  merry  as  you  can, 

There,  go  to  KITTY — there's  a  manl 

Call  in  the  dog,  and  fhut  the  door, 
Now,  MA'M. 

Mrs.  Brown. 
Oh  Lard ! 
Mrs.  Sect. 

Pray  go  before, 
Mrs.  Brawn. 
I  can't  indeed,  now. 

Mrs.  S.-ot. 

MADAM,  pray, 
Mrs.  Brown. 
Well  then,  for  once,  I'll  lead  the  way. 

Mrs   Scot. 

Lard  !  what  an  uproar !  what  a  throng  ! 
How  fhall  we  do  to  get  along  ? 
What  will  become  of  us?— look  here, 
Here's  all  the  king's  horfe- guards,  my  dear. 
Let  us  crofs  over — hafte,  be  quick, 
— Pray  fir,  take  care--your  horfc  will  kick, 
He'll  kill  his  rider-  he's  fo  wild. 
— I'm  glad  I  did  not  bring  the  child. 

Mrs.  Broivn. 

Don't  be  afraid,  my  dear,  come  on, 
Why  don't  you  fee  the  guards  are  gone  I 

Mrs  Scot. 

Well,  I  begin  to  draw  my  breath; 
But  I  was  almoft  fear  d  to  death 
For  when  a  horfe  rears  up  and  capers, 
It  always  puts  me  in  the  vapours. 
For  as  I  live,— nay,  don't  you  laugh, 
I'd  father  fee  a  toad  by  half, 


They  kick  and  prance,  and  look  fo  bold, 
It  makes  my  very  blood  run  cold. 
B'.it  let's  go  forward — come,  be  quick, 
The  crowd  again  grows  vaftly  thick. 

Mrs.  Broivn. 
Come  you  from  Palace  yard,  old  dame? 

Old  Woman. 
Troth,  do  I,  my  young  ladies,  why  ? 

Mrs.  Broivn. 
Was  it  much  crowded  when  you  came  ? 

Mrs.  Scot. 

And  is  hismajefty  gone  by  ? 
Mrs.  Broivn. 

Can  we  get  in,  old  lady,  pray 
To  fee  him  robe  himfelf  to-day  ? 

Mrs.  Scot. 
Can  you  direct  us,  dame  ? 

Old  Woman. 

Endeavour. 

TROY  could  not  ftand  a  liege  for  ever, 
By  frequent  trying,  TROY  was  won. 
All  things,  by  trying,  may  be  done. 

Mrs.  Broivn. 

Go  thy  ways,  proverbs-— well  {he's  gone— «» 
Shall  we  turn  back,  or  venture  cr,  ? 
Look  how  the  folks  prefs  on  before, 
And  throng  impatient  at  the  door, 

Mrs.  Scot. 

Pcrdigious  f  I  can  hardly  ftand, 
Lord  blefs  me,  Mrs.  BROWN,  your  hand; 
And  you,  my  dear,  take  hold  of  hers, 
For  we  muft  ftick  as  clofe  as  burrs, 
Or  in  this  racket,  noife  and  pother, 
We  certainly  fhall  lofe  each  other. 

Good  God  !  my  cardinal  and  fack 

Are  almoft  torn  from  off  my  back 
Lard,  I  fhall  faint — Oh  Lud  —my  breafl — 
I'm  crufh'd  to  atoms,  1  proteft. 
God  blefs  me  —I  have  dropt  my  fan, 
•    -Pray  did  you  fee  it,  honeffc  man  ? 

Man. 

I,  madam  !  no,— -indeed,  I  fear 
You'll  meet  wich  fome  misfortune  here. 
-r-Stand  back,  I  fay — pray,  fir,  forbear — 
Why,  don't  you  fee  the  ladies  there  I 
Put  yourfelves  under  my  direction, 
Ladies,  I'll  be  your  fafe  protection. 

Mrs.  Scot. 

You're  very  kind,  fir  ;  truly  few 
Are  half  fo  complaifant  as  you. 
We  (hail  be  glad  at  any  day 
This  obligation  to  repay, 
And  you'll  be  always  fure  to  meet 
A  welcome,  fir,  in— Lard  1  the  ftreet 
B;ars  fuch  a  name.   I  can't  tell  how 
To  tell  him  where  I  live,  I  vow. 
— Mercy  !  what's  all  this  noife  and  ftir? 
Pray  is  the  KING  a-coming,  fir  ? 

Man. 

No—  don't  you  hear  the  people  fhout  ? 
'Tis  Mr.  PITT  juft going  OUT. 

Mrs.  Brotvn. 

Aye,  there  he  goes  pray  H-av'n  blefs  him| 
Well  may  the  people  all  carefs  him. 
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— Lord,  how  my  hufband  us'd  to  fit, 
And  drink  fuccefs  to  honeft  PITT, 
.And  happy  o'er  his  evening  cheer, 
Cry,  you  fhall  pledge  thi^  toaft,  my  dear. 

Man. 

Hift — filence — don't  you  hear  the  drumming  ? 
Now,  ladies,  now,  the  KING'S  a-comin^. 
There,  don't  you  fee  the  guards  approach  ? 

Afr,.  Btoiun. 
Which  is  the  king  ? 

Mrs.   Scot. 

Which  is  the  coach? 
Scotchman 

Which  is  the  noble  fc.ARL  OF  BUTE, 
Geud-faith,  I'll  gi  him  a  faiute. 
For  he's  the  laird  of  aiv  our  clan, 
Troth  he's  a  bonny  muckle  man. 

Man. 

Here  comes  the  coach,  fo  very  flow 
As  if  it  ne'er  was  made  to  go, 
In  all  the  gingerbread  of  ftate, 
And  flaggering  under  its  own  weight. 

Mrs.  Scot. 

Upon  my  word,  it's  monjlroui  fine  ! 
Would  half  the  gold  uron't  were  mine  ! 
How  gaudy  all  the  gilding  fhows  ! 
It  puts  ones  eyes  out  as  i-  goes. 
What  a  rich  glare  of  various  hues, 
What  fhining  yellows,  fcarlets,  blues  ! 
It  muft  have  coft  a  heavy  price; 
Tislike  a  mountain  drawn  by  mice. 

Mrs    Brotvn. 

So  painted,  gilded,  and  fo  large, 
Blefs  me     'tis  like  my  lord  mayor's  barge. 
And  fo  it  is—look  how  it  reels 
'Tis  nothing  elfe — a  barge  on  wheels. 

'  Man. 

Large !  it  can't  pafs  St.  Jarkes's  gate, 
So  big  the  coach,  the  arch  fo  ftrait, 
It  might  be  made  to  rumble  through 
And  pafs  as  other  coaches  do. 
Could  they  a  ^o^y-coachman  get 
So  rnoft  prepofteroi'fly  fit, 
Who'd  undertake  (and  no  rare  thing) 
Without  a  Lead  to  drive  the  king. 

Mrs.  Sett. 

Lard  !  what  are  thofe  two  ugly  things 
There — with  their  hands  upon  the  fprings, 
Filthy,  as  ever  eyes  beheld, 
With  naked  breaHs,  and  faces  fwell'd  ? 
What  could  the  faucy  maker  mean, 
To  put  fuch  things  to  fright  the  QUEEN  ? 

Man. 

Oh  !  they  are  gods,  ma'm,  which  you  fee, 
'  Of  the   Marine  Scfiefy, 
Tritons,  which  in  the  ocean  dwell, 
And  only  rife  to  blow  their  fhell. 

Mrs.  Scot. 

Gods,  d'ye  call  thofe  filthy  men  ? 
Why  don't  they  go  to  fea  again  ? 
Pray,  tell  me,  fir,  you  underftand. 
What  do  thefe  'Tritons  do  on  land  ? 

Mrs.  Broivn. 

And  what  are  they  ?  thofe  hindmofl  things, 
Men,  fifh.  and  birds,  witk  flefh,  fcales,  wings  ? 


Man. 

Oh,  they  are  g'ids  too,  like  the  others, 
All  of  one  family  and  brothers, 
Creatures,  which  feldom  come  a-fhore, 
Nor  feer  about  the  king  before. 
Fory&oTz;,  they  wear  the  yellow  hue, 
Their  proper  colour  is  true-blue. 
Mrs.  Scot. 

Lord  blefs  us  !   what's  this  noife  about  ? 
Lord,  what  a  tumulr  and  a  r<;uf 
How  the  folks  holla,  hifs,  and  hoot ! 
Well-— Heav'n  pfeferve  the  EARL  OF  BUTE! 
I  cannot  flay,  indeed,  not  I, 
If  there's  a  riot  I  fhall  die. 
Let's  make  for  any  houfe  we  can, 
Do---give  us  flicker,  hbneft  man. 
Mrs    'Jtoivn. 

I  wonder'd  where  yc-u  was,  my  dear. 
I  thought  I  ihould  have  died  with  fear. 
This  noife  and  racketing  and  hurry 
Has  put  my  ner"ves  in  fuch  a  flurry  ! 
I  could  not  think  where  you  was  got, 
I  thought  I'd  loft  you,  Mrs    Scott ; 
Where's  Mrs.  Tape,  and  Mr.  Grin  ? 
Lard,  I'm  fo  glad  we're  all  gut  in. 

A  DIALOGUE 

BETWEEN   TUB  AUTHOR  AND   HIS   FRIEND, 

Friend. 

You  fay,  "  it  hurts  you  to  the  foul 
To  brook  confinement  or  controul." 
And  yet  will  voluntary  run 
To  that  confinement  you  would  fhun, 
Content  to  drudge  along  the  track, 
With  bells  and  harnefs  on  your  back. 
Alas  !  what  genius  can  admit 
A  monthly  tax  on  fpendthrift  wit, 
Which  often  flings  whole  fiores  away, 
And  oft  has  not  a  doit  to  play  ! 
—Give  us  a  work,  indeed — of  length- 
Something  which  fpeaks  poetic  ftrength  ; 
Is  fluggifh  fancy  at  a  (land  ? 
No  fcheme  of  confequence  in  hand  ? 
I.  nor  your  plan,  nor  book  condemn, 
But  why  your  name,  and  why  A.  M.  ? 

Author. 

Yes— it  ftands  forth  to  public  view, 
t  Within,  without,  on  white,  on  blue, 
In  proper,  tall,  gigantic  letters, 
Nor  dafh'd---emvowell'd — like  my  betters. 
And  though  it  ftares  me  in  the  face, 
Reflects  no  fhame,  hints  no  difgrace. 
While  thefe  unlaboured  trifles  pleafe, 
Familiar  chains  are  worn  with  eafe. 
—Behold  !  to  yours  and  my  furprife, 
Thefe  trifles  to  a  VOLUME  rife. 
Thus  will  you  fee  me,  as  I  go, 
Still  gath'ring  bulk  like  balls  of  fnow, 
Steal  by  degrees  upon  your  Ihelf, 
And  grow  a  giant  from  an  elf. 
The  current  ftudies  of  the  day, 
Can  rarely  reach  beyond  a  PLAT  : 
A  PAMPHLET  may  deferve  a  look, 
But  Heav'n  defend  us  from  a  BOOK* 
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A  LIBEL  flies  on  fcandal's  wings, 
But  works  of  length  are  heavy  things. 
—Not  one  in  twenty  will  fuceed — 
Confider,  Sir,  how  few  can  read. 

Trund. . 
I  mean  a  work  of  merit 

Author. 
True. 

FricnJ. 
A  man  of  tajle  MUST  buy. 

Author. 

Yes ; You 

And  half  a  dozen  more,  my  friend, 
Whom  your  good  tafte  (hall  recommend. 
Experience  will  by  facts  prevail, 
When  argument  and  reaibn  fail ; 
The  NUPTIALS  now — 

Friend. 
Whofe  nuptials,  fir  ?— 

Author. 

A  poet's did  that  poemy?/r  ? 

No fixt — though  thoufand  readers  pafs, 

It  ftill  looks  through  its  pane  ofglafs, 

And  feems  indignant  to  exclaim 

Pafs  on  ye  SONS  of  TASTE,  f6r  fhame  ! 

While  duly  each  revolving  moon, 
Which  often  comes,  God  knows  too  foon, 
Continual  plagues  my  foul  moleft, 
And  magazines  difturb  my  reft, 
While  fcarce  a  night  I  fteal  to  bed, 
Without  a  couplet  in  my  head. 
And  in  the  morning,  when  I  ftir, 
Pop  comes  a  devil,  "  copy  fir." 
I  cannot  ftrive  with  daring  flight 
To  reach  the  bold  ParnaJ/ian  HEIGHT  ; 
But  at  it's  foot,  content  to  ftray, 
In  eafy  unambitious  way, 
Pick  up  thofe  flowers  the  mufes  fend, 
To  make  a  nofcgay  for  my  friend. 
In  fhort,  I  lay  no  idle  claim 
To  genius  ftrong,  and  noify  fame. 
But  with  a  hope  and  wifh  to  pleafe, 
I  write,  as  I  would  live,  with  eafe. 

Friend. 

But  you  muft  have  a  fund,  a  mine. 
Profe,  poems,  letters, 

Author. 

Not  a  line. 

And  here,  my  friend,  I  reft  fecure; 
He  can't  lofe  much,  who's  always  poor. 
And  if,  as  now,  through  numbers^w, 
This  work  with  pleafure  kept  alive 
Can  ftill  its  currency  afford, 
Nor  fear  the  breaking  of  its  hoard, 
Can  pay  you,  as  at  fundry  times, 
For/-//"  per  Mag,  two  thoufand  rhymes, 
From  whence  mould  apprehenfion  grow, 
That/^fhould  fail,  with  richer  Co  ? 

No  doer  of  a  monthly  grub, 
Myfelf  alone  a  learned  club, 
1  alk  my  readers  to  no  treat 
Of  fcientific  baft/' d-up  mtttt 
Nor  feek  to  pleafe  theatric  friends, 
"With  fcraps  of  plays,  and  odds  and  ends.-— 


Friend. 

Your  method,  Sir,  is  plain  enough ; 
And  all  the  world  has  read  your  PUFF  *. 
Th'  allufum's  neat,  expreffion  clean, 
About  your  travelling  MACHINE, 
But  yet — it  is  ^magazine. 

Author. 

Why  let  it  be,  and  wherefore  fhame  ? 
As  JULIET  fays,  what's  in  a  name  ? 
Befidcs  it  is  the  way  of  trade, 
Through  which  all  fcience  is  convey'd, 
Thus  knowledge  parcels  out  her  fhares; 
The  COURT  has  hers,  the  LAWYERS  theirs. 
Something  to  SCHOLARS  fure  is  due, — 
Why  not  one  MAGAZINE  for  YOU  ? 

Friend. 

That's  an  Herculean  talk,  my  friend, 
You  toil  and  labour— -to  offend. 
Part  of  your  fcheme— a  free  tranflation, 
Fo  SCHOLARS  is  a  profanation; 
What  !   break  up  Latin  .'  pull  down  Greek. f 
(Peace  to  the  foul  of  Sir  JOHN  CHEEKED)! 
And  fhall  the  gen'rous  liquor  run, 
Broach'd  from  the  rich  FAI.ERNIAN  tun  ? 
Will  you  pour  out  te  Eng-'ft  fwine, 
Neat  as  imported,  old  GREEK  wine* 
Alas  !  fuch  beverage  only  fits 
Collegiate  taftes,  and  claffic  wits. 

Author. 

I  feek  not,  with  fatiric  ftroke, 
To  ftrip  the  pedant  of  his  cloak ; 

No let  him  cull  and  fpout  quotations, 

And  call  the  jabber,  demonitrations, 
Be  his  the  great  concern  to  fhow, 
If  Roman  gowns  were  tied  or  no  f ; 
Whether  the  Grecians  took  a  flice 
Four  times  a-day,  or  only  tiv/ce, 
Still  let  him  work  about  his  hole, 
Poor,  bufy,  blind,  laborious  mole  ; 
Still  let  him  puzzle,  read,  explain, 
Oppugn,  remark,  and  read  again. 

Such,  though  they  wafte  the  midnight  oil 
In  dull,  minute,  perplexing  toil, 
Not  underftanding,  do  no  good, 
Nor  can  do  harm,  not  underftood. 
By  fcholars,  apprehend  me  right, 
I  mean  the  learned,  and  polite, 
Whofe  knowledge  unaffe&ed  flows, 
And  fits  as  eafy  as  their  clothes; 
Who  care  not  though  an  ac  or  fed 
Mifplac'd,  endanger  PRISCIAN'S  head  ; 
Nor  think  his  wit  a  grain  the  worfe, 
Who  cannot  frame  a  Latin  verfe, 
Or  give  the  Roman  proper  word 
To  things  the  ROMANS  never  heard, 

'Tis  true,  except  among  the  great, 
Letters  are  rather  out  of  date, 
And  quaking  genius  more  difcerning, 
Scoffs  at  your  regulars  in  learning. 
— PEDANTS,  indeed,  are  learning's  curfe, 
But  IGNORANCE  is  fomething  worfe  : 


\ 


*   See  the  Puff. 

f   Ibcfrji  rejiorer  rf  Greek  learning  la  Lngiant, 

\  See  Sigonius  and  JWanutiuf» 
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Ail  are  not  bled  with  reputation, 
Built  on  the  WANT  of  EDUCATION, 
And  fonie,  to  letters  duly  bred, 
Mayn't  ivrite  the  worfe,  becaufe  they've  read. 
Though  books  had  better  be  unknown, 
Than  not  one  thought  appear  our  own  ; 
As  fome  can  never  fpeak  themfelves, 
But  through  the  authors  on  their  (helves, 
Whofe  writing  fmacks  too  much  of  reading, 
As  aifl&ation  fpoils  good  breeding. 
Friend. 

True ;  but  that  fault  i*  feldom  known, 
Save  in  your  bookifli  college  drone. 
Who,condant  (as  I'vehward  them  fay) 
Study  their  fourteen  hours  a-day, 
And  fquatting  clofe,  with  dull  attention, 
Read  themfjelves  out  of  appreheniion  ; 
Who  fcarce  can  wafli  their  hands  or  face, 
For  fear  of  lofing  time,  or  place, 
And  give  one  hour  to  meat  and  drink, 
But  never  half  a  one  to  i  HINK. 
Au"hor. 

Lord  !   I  have  feen  a  thoufand  fuch, 
Who  read,  or  feem  to -read,  too  much, 
So  have  I  known,  in  that  rare  place, 
Where  clajjict  always  breed  difgrace, 
A  wight,  upon  difcoverieshot, 
As  whether  flame*  have  heat  or  not, 
Study  himfelf,  po«-r  Iceptic  dunce, 
Into  the  very  fire  at  once, 
And  clear  the  philofophic  doubt, 
By  burning  all  ideas  out. 
With  fuch,  eternal  books,  fucceflive 
Lead  to  no  fciences  progreffive, 
While  each  dull  fit  of  ftudy  pall, 
Juft  like  a  wedge  drives  out  the  lad. 

From  thefe  I  ground  no  expiation 
Of  genuine  wit,  or  free  tranflation  ; 
Buc  you  miduke  me,  friend      Suppofe, 
(Tranflati.-ns  are  but  modern  clothes) 
I  drefs  my  boy — (for  in  dance  fake 
Maintain  thefe  children  which  I  make) 
]  give  him  coat  and  breaches — 
1  riend. 

True- 
But  not  a  bib  and  apron  too  ! 
You  would  not  let  your  child  be  feen, 
But  dred  confident,  neat,  and  clean. 
Author 

So  would  I  clothe  a  free  tranflation, 
Or  as  Pope  calls  it,  imitation  ; 
Not  pull  down  authors  from  my  flielf, 
To  fpoil  their  wit,  and  plague  myfelf, 
My  learning  ftudious  to  difpiay, 
And  lofe  their  fpirit  by  the. way. 
Friend. 

Your  HORACE  now — e'en  borrow  thence 
His  eafy  wit,  his  manly  fenfc, 
But  let  the  moralift  convey 
Things  in  the  manners  ol  to-day, 
Rather  than  that  old  garb  ailume, 
Which  only  fuits  a  man  at  Rome. 
Author. 

Originals  will  always  pleafe, 
copies  too,  if  done  with  cafe. 


Would  not  old  PLAUTUS  wlfh  to  wear, 
Turn'd  Englijb  hod,  an  EngHJb  air, 
If  THORNTON,  rich  in  native  wit, 
Would  make  the  modes  and  diclion  fit  ? 
Or,  as  I  kfiow  you  hate  to  roam, 
To  fetch  an  inftance  nearer  home  ; 
Though  in  an  idiom  moft  unlike, 
A  fimilarity  mud  ftrike, 
Where  both  of  fimple  nature  fond, 
In  art  and  genius  correfpond  ; 
And  native  both  (allow  the  phrafe 
Which  no  one  Engi'fi  word  conveys) 
Wrapt  up  their  (lories  neat  and  clean, 

Eafy  as 

Friend. 

DENNIS'S  you  mean. 
— The  very  man — not  mere  tranflation, 
But  LA  FONTAINE  by  tranfmigration. 
Author 

Authors,  as  DR  YD  EN'S  maxim  runs 
Have  what  he  calls  p  etic  fons, 
Thus  MILTON,  more  corredly  wild, 
Was  richer  Spenfer's  lawful  child  : 
And  CHURCHILL,  got  on  all  the  nine, 
I*  DRYDEN'S  heir  in  every  line 
Thus  DENNIS  proves  his  parents  plain, 
The  child  of  EASE  and  1  A  FONTAINE. 

Friend 

His  mufe,  indeed,  the  wo.  k  fecures, 
And  aflcs  our  praife  as  much  as  your's; 
For  if.  delighted,  readers  too 
May  pay  their  thanks  as  well  as  you. 

But  You,  my  friend  (fo  folks  complain) 
For  ever  in  this  eafy  vein, 
This  profe  in  verle,  this  meafur'd  talk, 
This  pace  that's  neither  trot  nor  walk, 
Aim  at  no  flights,  nor  drive  to  give 
A  real  poem  fit  to  live. 

Author. 

(To  critics  no  offence  I  hope) 
PHIOR  (hall  live  as  long  as  POPE. 
Each  in  his  manner,  fiye  to  pleafe, 
While  both  have  ftrength,  and  both  have  cafe, 
Yet  though  their  various  beauties  ftrike, 
Their  eaie,  their  ftrength  is  not  alike. 
Both  with  confummate  hor'eman's  (kill, 
Ride  as  they  lift  about  the  hill  • 
But  take,  peculiar  in  their  mode, 
Their  favourite  hi  rfe,  and  favourite  road. 

For  me,  once  fond  of  author  fame, 
Now  forc'd  to  bear  its  weight  and  fhame, 
I  have  no  time  to  run  a  race, 
A  traveller's  my  only  pace. 
They,  whom  their  deeds  unjaded  bear 
Around  Hyde-Park^  to  take  the  air, 
May  friik  and  prance,  and  ride  their  filla 
And  go  all  paces  which  they  will ; 
W<  hackney  tits-—  nay,  never  fmile, 
Who  tr<-t  our  dage  of  thirty  mile, 
Mud  travel  in  a  condant  plan, 
And  run  our  journey,  as  we  can. 
Friend. 

A  critic  fays,  upon  whole  fleeve 
Some  pin  more  faith  than  you'll 
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writing?  which  as  enfy  pleafe, 
Are  not  the  writings  wrote  with  eafe. 
From  whence  the  inference  is  plain, 
Your  friend  MAT.  PRIOR  wrote  with  pain. 
Author. 

With  pain  perhaps  he  might  ccrre& 
With  carefupply  each  loofe  defect, 
Yet  fure,  if  rhyme,  which  feems  to  flow 
Whether  its  fnafter  will  or  no, 
.  If  humour,  not  by  ftudy  fought, 
But  rifinc^  from  immediate  thought, 
Are  proofs  of  eafe,  what  hardy  name 
Shall  e'er  difpute  a  PRIOR'S  claim  ! 

Cut  ftill  your  critic's  obfervation 
Strikes  at  no  POET-'S  reputation, 
His  keen  reficclipri  only  hits 
Your  rhyming  fops  and  pedling  wits. 
Asfome  take  ftiffnefs  for  a  grace, 
And  walk  a  dancing-mafter's  pace, 
And  others,  for  familiar  air 
JVliOake  the  flouching  of  a  bear  ; 
So  fame  will  finically  trim, 
And  drefs  their  lady  mufe  too  prim, 
Others,  mere  flovens  in  tht  ir  pen 
(The  mob  of  Lords  and  Gentlemen  J 
Fancy  they  write  with  eafe  aiid  pleafure, 
By  rambling  out  of  rhyme  and  meafure. 
And,  on  your  critic's  judgment,  thefe 
Write  eqfiiy,  and  not  with  EASE. 

There  are,  indeed,  whofe  wifh  purfucs, 
And  inclination  counts  the  mufe  ; 
Who  happy  in  a  partial  fame, 
A  while  poffefs  a  poet's  name. 
But  read  their  works/examine  fair. 
— Show  me  invention,  fancy  there, 
Tafte  I  allow ;  but  is  the  flow 
Of  genius  in  them  ?  Surely,  no. 
* Tis  labour  from  the  claflic  brain. 
Read  your  own  ADDISON'S  CAMPAIGN. 

E'en  he,  nay,  think  me  not  fevere, 
A  critic  fine,  of  Latin  ear, 
Who  tofs'd  his  claffic  thoughts  arflund 
With  ele'gance  on  Roman  ground, 
Juft  fimmering  with  the  mufe's  flame 
Woos  but  a  cool  and  fobcr  dame; 
And  all  his  Englijb  rhyme*  cxprefs 
But  beggar-thoughts  in  royal  drefs. 
In  verfe  his  genius  feldom  glows, 
A  POET  only  in  b\$frofet 
Which  rolls  luxuriant,  rich,  and  chaflej 
Improved  by  fancyj  wit,  and  tafte. 
Friend. 

I  tafk  you  for  yourfelf,  my  friend, 
A  fubjecl  you  can  ne'er  defend, 
And  you  cajole  me  all  the  while 
With  differtations  upon  ftyle. 
Leave  others  wits  and  works  alone, 
•And  think  a  little  of  your  own, 
For  FAME,  when  all  is  faid  and  done, 
Though  a  coy  miftrefs  may  be  won ; 
And  half  the  thought,  and  pains,  and  time, 
You  take  to  jingle  eafy  rhyme, 
Would  make  an  ODE,  would  make  a  PLAT: 
Done  into  Englifh,  MALLOCII'*  way, 
-—Stretch  out  your  more  Herc'c  feet, 
And  write  an  Jir.EGY  complete. 
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Or,  hot  a  more  laborious  taffc, 
Could  you  not  pen  a  clajfic  MASQUE  ? 

Author. 

With  will  at  large,  and  u:iclo?n;'d  wings, 
I  durft  not  foar  to  fuch  high  things. 
For  I,  who  have  more  phlegm  than  fire, 
Mud  underftand,  or  not  admire, 
But  when  I  read  with  admiration, 
Perhaps  I'll  write  in  IMITATION. 

Friend. 

But  buf.nefd  of  this  monthly  kind; 
Need  that  alone  engrofs  your  mind. 
Affiftance  muft  pour  in  a-pace, 
NL-VV  pafiVngers  will  take  a  place, 
And  then  your  friends 

Author. 

Aye,  they  indeed; 

Might  make  a  better  work  fucceed, 
And  with  the  helps  which  they  {hall  give^ 
I  and  the  Magazine  fhall  live. 

Friend. 
Yes,  live,  and  eat,  and  nothing  more, 

Author. 
I'll  live  as Authors  did  before. 

THE    POET. 

AN  EPISTLE  TO  C.  CHURCH1LE. 

WELL — fhall  1  wifh  you  joy  of  fame, 
'1  hat  loudly  echoes  CHURCHILL'S  name, 
And  fets  you  on  the  mufes'  throne, 
Which  right  of  conqueft  made  your  own  \ 
Or  fhall  I  (knowing  how  unfit 
The  world  efteerns  a  man  of  wit, 
That  wherefoever  he  appears, 
They  wonder  if  the  knave  has  ears) 
Addrefs  with  joy  and  lamentation, 
CONDOLENCE  and  CONGRATULATION^    , 
As  colleges,  who  duly  bring 
Their  mefs  of  verfe  to  every  king, 
Too  economical  in  tafte, 
Their  forrow  or  their  joy  to  \vafte  : 
Mix  both  together,  fweet  and  four  ; 
And  bind  the  thorn  up  with  the  flow 'r  ? 

Sometimes  'tis  elegy,  or  ode, 
Epijlle  now1?  your  only  mode. 
Whether  that  ftyle  more  glibly  hits, 
The  fancies  of  our  rambling  wits, 
Who  wince  and  kick  at 'all  oppreflion, 
But  loye  to  ftraggle  in  digreffion ; , 
Or,  that  by  writing  to  the  GREAT          j. 
In  lefters,  honours,  or  eftate, 
We  flip  more  eafy  into  fame, 
By  clinging  to  anoftier's  name, 
And  with  their  ftrength  our  weaknefs  yoliq 
As  ivy  climbs  about  an  oak  ; 
As  TUFT-HUNTERS  will  brzz  and  purr 

About  a  FKLLOW-COMMONEK, 

Or  crows  will  wing  a  higher  flight, 
When  failing  round  the  floating  kire. 

Whate'er  the  motive,  'tis  the  mode, 
And  I  will  travel  in  the  road, 
The  fafhionable  track  purlue, 
And  write  my  fimple  thoughts  to  Yor^ 
Juft  as  they  rife  from  head  or  heart, 
Not  marfhali'o  by  the  herald  arc, 
T  t 
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By  vanity  or  pleafure  led, 
From  tiiirft  ol   fame,  or  want  of  bread, 
Shall  any  ft  rt  up  fons  of  rhyme 
PATHETIC.  EASY,  or  SUBLIME? 
—You'd  think,  'O  hear  what  critics  fay, 
Their  labour  was  no  more  than  play  ; 
And  that,  but  fuch  a  paltry  ftation 
Reflects  difgrace  on  education, 
(  \s  if  we  could  a£  once  forfake 
What  education  helps  to  make) 
Each  reader  has  fuperior  flcill, 
And  can  write  better,when  he  will. 

In  ftiort,  howe'er  you  toil  and  drudge, 
Thr  world,  the  mighry  world,  is  judge, 
And  nice  and  fanciful  opinion 
Sways  all  the  world  with  ftrange  dominion; 
Opini  n  !  whkh  on  crutches  walks, 
And  founds  the  words  another  talks. 

Biing  me  eleven  cr'tic.*  grown, 
Ten  have  no  judgment  of  their  own  : 
But,  like  the  Cyclops  watch  the  nod 
Of  fome  informing  matter  god. 
Or  as-,  when  near  his  latefl  breath, 
The  patient  ft  in  would  juggle  death, 
When  DOCTORS  fit  in  CONSULTATION 
(Which  means  no  more  than  conversation, 
A  kind  of  comfortable  chat 
'Alongfi.  focial  friends,  on  this  and  that, 
A*  whether  flocks  get  up  or"  down, 
And  tittle-tattle  of  the  town, 
Books,  pi&ures,  politics,  and  news, 
Who  lies  with  whom,  and  who  got  whofe) 
Opinions  never  difagrte, 
One  dodor  writes,  all  take  the  fee. 

But  eminence  offends  at  ouc'e 
The  owlifli  eye  of  critic  dunce, 
DULLNESS  alarm'd,  coilt&s  her  force, 
And  FOLLY  fcreams  till  flic  is  hoarfe. 
Then  far  abroad  the  LJ&EL  flies 
From  all  th'  artillery  of  lies, 
MALICE,  delighted,  flaps  her  wing, 
And  I'PJGKAM  prepares  her  fling. 
Aroui.d  the  frequent  pellets  whittle 
From  SATJHE,  ODE    and  pert  EPISTIJC; 
While  every  blockhead  ftr-ives  to  throw 
Hit  fhare  of  vengeance  on  his  foe  : 
As  if  it  were  a  Shrove-tide  game, 
And  cock-,  and  poeis  were  the  fame. 

Thus  mould  a  -vooden  collar  deck 
Some  woeful  'iqui'e's  embairafs'd  neck, 
When  hit,h  above  the  crowd  he  {lands 
Wirh  equi  diilant  fprawling  hands, 
Ann  without  hat,  politely  bare, 
Pops  out  his  head  to  take  the^ir  \ 
The  mob  his  kind  acceptance  begs 
Of  <iirt    ai.d  ftones,  and  ad  lie  eggs. 

O  GENIUS  !  .though  thy  noble  {kill 
Can  guide  thy  Pegafus  at  will ; 
Flee'-  let  him  bear  thee  as  the  wind — 
L/UM.NKSS  mounts  up  and  clings  behind, 
Jn  vam  you  Jpur,  and  whip,  and  fmack,. 
Y<"  cannot  fhake  her  from  your  back. 

Ill  naru.-c  iprings  as  meiit  gro»vs, 
Cl  >fe  as  the  thWn  is  to  the  role. 
Could  HERCULANEUM'S  friendly  earth 
Give  M^evius'  works  a  &coud  birth, 


OL   NCR,  with  lifted  eye?, 
Wou.d  fandify  the  noble  prize. 
Whilt  modern  critics  fhoulu  behold 
I  heir  near  relation  to  the  old, 
And  wondering  gape  at  one  another, 
T'o  fee  the  likenefs  of  a  brother. 

But  with  uc  rhyming  moderns  here, 
Critics  are  not  the  only  fear; 
The  poet's  bark  meets  {harper  fhocki 
From  other  lands,  and  other  rocks. 

N  )t  iuch  alone  who  underftand, 
Whofe  bo»k  and  memory  are  at  hand, 
Who  fcientifk  {kill  profefs, 
And  are  great  adepts — more  or  lefs ; 
(Whether  diftinf/i-fh  d  by  degree, 
They  write  A.  M.  or,  {ign  M   D. 
Or  make  advances  fomewhat  Hgher 
And  take  a  new  degree  of  'S^uiiti .) 
Wh.>  read  your  authors,  Greek  and  Latin, 
And  bring  you  ftra1  ge  quotations  pat  in, 
A«  if  each  fentence  grew  more  terfe 
From  odds  and  ends,  and  Icraps  of  verfe  j 
Who  with  true  poetry  difpenfe, 
So  facial  found  fuitijimple  fenfe, 
And  1*  ad  one  letter  with  the  labours, 
Which  (bould  be  ihar'd  among  its  neighbours-, 
Who  know  that  thought  produces  pain, 
And  deep  reflection  made  the  brain, 
And  therefore,  wife  and  prudent  grown, 
Have  no  ideas  of  their  own. 
But  if  the  man  of  nature  ipeak, 
Advance  their  bayonets  of  Greek, 
And  keep  plain  fenfe  at  fnch  a  diftance, 
She  cannot  give  a  friend  afllftanca. 
Not  thefe  alone  in  judgment  rife, 
And  (hoot  at  genius  as  it  flies. 
But  thofe  who  cannot^//,  will  TALK, 
A  women  fcold,  who  cannot  walk. 

Your  man  of  habit,  who's  wound  up 
f  o  eat  and  drink,  and  dine  and  fup, 
But  has  not  either  will  or  pow'r 
To  break  out  of  hi*  formal  hour; 
Who  lives  by  rule,  and  ne'tr  ou?  goes  it  j 
Moves  like  a  clock,  and  hardly  knows  it; 
Who  is  a  kind  of  breathing  being, 
Which  has'  but  half  the  pow'r  of  feeing ; 
Who  Hands  for  ever  on  the  brink, 
Yet  dare  not  plunge  enough  to  think, 
Nor  has  one  reafon  to  fupply 
Wherefore  he  does  a  ihmg,  or  why, 
But  w  hat  he  doe1-  proceed*  fo  right, 
You'd  think  him  always  guided  by't; 
Jui;is  poetry  and  vice  t-  g^rher 
Like  fun  and  tain  in  April  "weather, 
Holds  rake  and  wit  as  thingr  the  fame, 
Ai.d  all  the  difference  but  a  N    ME. 

A  rake  !  alas- !  how  many  wear 
Th    Drew  of  mirth,  with  hcait  of  care  ! 
The  defperate  vt retch  refle.6lion  flies, 
And  {buns  the  way  where  mudne's  lies, 
Dreads  each  incr-afing  pung  of  grief, 
And  runs  tr  FOLLY  for  relief, 
There,  'nndft  the  momenta:  y  joys 
Of  £;ddy  mirth  inclirantic  noife, 
FORGET' ULNESS,  her  eldeft  born, 
bmooihs  the  world  5  hate,  and  blockhead's  fcorn: 
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Then  PLEASURE  wins  upon  the  mind, 
Ye  CARES,  go  whittle  to  the  wind; 
Then  welcome  frolic,  welcome  whim  ! 
The  world  is  all  alike  to  him. 

Diftrefs  is  all  in  apprehenfion  ; 
It  ceafes  when  'tis  paft  prevention  : 
And  happinefs  then  preffcs  near, 
When  not  a  hope's  left,  not  a  fear. 
—But  you've  enough,  nor  want  my  preaching, 
And  I  was  never  form'd  for  teaching. 

Male  prudes  we  know  (thole  driv'ling  things), 
Will  have  their  gibes,  and  taunts,  and  flings. 
How  will  the  fober  cit  abufe, 
The  Tallies  of  the  culprit  mufe ; 
To  her  and  poet  (hut  the  door— 
And  whip  the  beggar,  with  his  whore  ! 

POET  !— a  FOOL  !  a  WRETCH  !  a  KNAVE  ! 
A  mere  mechanic  dirty  flave  ! 
What  is  his  verfe,  but  cooping  fenfe 
Within  au  arbitrary  fence  ? 
At  beft,  but  ringing  that  in  rhyme, 
Which  profe  would  fay  in  half  the  time  ? 
Meafure  and  numbers !   what  are  thofe 
But  artificial  chains  for  profe  ? 
Which  mechanifm  quaintly  joins 
In  parallels  of  fee-faw  lines. 
And  when  the  friflcy  wanton  writes 
In  PINDAR'S  (what  d'ye  call  *em) — flights 
Th'  uneven  meafure,  fhort  and  tall, 
Now  rhyming  twice,  now  not  at  allt 
In  curves  and  angles  twirls  about, 
Like  Cbincfe  railing,  in  and  out. 

Thus  when  you've  labour'd  hours  on  hours, 
Cull'd  all  the/ztwfr,  cull'd  all  the^owVf, 
The  churl,  whole  dull  imagination 
Is  dead  to  every  fine  fenfation, 
Too  grofs  to  relifh  nature's  bloom, 
Or  tafte  \\erfimple  rich  perfume, 
Shall  cafl  them  by  as  nfelefs  fluff, 
And  fly  with  keennefs  to  his---fnunr. 

Look  round  the  world,  not  one  in  ten, 
Thinks  poets  good,  or  honed  men. 

'Tis  true  their  conduct   not  o'er  nice, 
Sits  often  loofe  to  eafy  vice. 
Perhaps  their  temperance  will  not  pafs 
The  due  rotation  of  the  gaf. ; 
And  gravity  denies  'em  pow'r 
T'  unpeg  their  hats  at  'fuch  an  houf . 

Some  vices  muft  to  all  appear 
As  conftitutional  as  FEAR  ; 
And  every  moralift  will  find 
A  ruling  paffion  in  the  mind  : 
Which,  though  pent  up  and  barricado'd 
Like  winds,  where  ./Eolus  bravado'd ; 
Like  them,  will  fally  from  their  den, 
And  raife  a  tempeft  now  and  then  ; 
Unhinge  dame  PRUDENCE  from  her  plan, 
And  ruffle  all  the  world  of  man. 

Can  authors  then  exemption  draw 
From  nature's,  or  the  common  law  ? 
They  err  alike  with  all  mankind, 
Yet  not  the  fame  indulgence  find. 
Their  live*  are  more  confpicuuus  grown. 
More  talk'd  of,  pointed  at,  and  fhown, 
Till  every  error  feems  to  rife 
To  SINS  of  nioft  gigantit  fize. 


Thus  fares  It  ft  ill,  howex-er  hard, 
With  every  wit,  and  ev'ry  bard. 
-\\spubiic  writing?,  f  rivals  life, 

y  more,  Ms  miftrefs,  or  his  wife, 
And  ev'ry  focial,-dear  connection, 
VTuft  bear  a  critical  diffedlion  ; 
Vf\\\\e  friends  connive,  and  rivals  hate, 
Scoundrels  traduce,  and  blockheads  bait. 
Perhaps  you'll  readily  admit 
There's  danger  from  the  trading  wit, 
And  dunce  and  fool,  and  fuch  as  thofe, 
Muft  be  of  courfe  the  poet's  foes  : 
But  fure  no  fober  man  alive, 
Can  think  that  _/>•/««&  would  e'er  connive. 

From  juft  remarks  on  earlieft  time, 
fn  the  firft  infancy  of  rhyme, 
[t  may  be  fairly  underftood 
There  \vere  two  fe&s-.-the  bad,  the  good. 
Both  fell  together  by  the  ears, 
And  both  beat  up  for  volunteers. 
By  intereft,  or  by  birth  allied, 
Numbers  flock'd  in  on  either  ftde. 
WIT  to  his  weapons  ran  at  once, 
While  all  the  cry  was  "  down  with  DUNCE  ;" 
Onward  he  led  hisfocial  bands, 
The  common  caufe  had  join'd  their  hands* 
Yet  even  while  their  zeal  they  (how, 
And  war  againft  the  gen'ral  foe, 
Howe'er  their  rage  flam'd  fierce  and  cruel, 
They'd  flop  it  all  to  fight  a  duel. 
And  each  cool  wit  would  meet  his  brother, 
To  pink  and  tilt  at  one  another. 
Jealous  of  every  puff  of  fame. 
The  idle  whiffling  of  a  name, 
The  property  of  half  a  line, 
Whether  a  comma's  your's  or  mine, 
Shall  make  a  bard  a  bard  engage, 
And  flvake  the  friendfhip  of  an  age. 
But  diffident  and  modeft  wit 
Is  always  ready  to  fubmit; 
Fearful  of  prefs  and  publication, 
Con  Cults  a  brother's  obfervation, 
Talks  of  the  maggot  of  his  brains, 
A*  hardly  worth  the  critic  pains ; 
"  If  ought  difgufls  the  fenfe  or  ear, 
"   You  cannot,  Sir,  be  tcofevsre. 
"  Expunge,  correct,  do  what  you  will. 
'*  I  leave  it  to  fnperior  {kill; 
"  Exert  the  office  of  a  friend, 
"  Y  u  may  oblige,  but  can't  offend." 
This  b^rd  too  has  his  private  clan, 
Where  lit  the  great,  the  only  man. 
Here,  while  the  bottle  and  the  bowl 
Promote  the  joyous  flow  of  foul, 
(And  fenfe  of  rnind,  no  doubt,  grows  ftronger. 
When  failing  legs  can  ftand  no  Ipnger) 
Emphatic  judgment  takes  the  chair, 
And  damns  about  her  with  an  air. 
Then  each,  fclf-puff'd,  and  hero  grown, 
Able  to  cope  with  hofts  alone,    , 
Drawcanfir  like  his  murders  blends, 
Firft  flays  his  foes,  aud  then  his  friends. 

While  your  good  word,  or  converfattoa, 
Can  lend  a  brother  reputation  ; 
While  verfe  or  preface  quaintly  penn'J, 
Can  raife  the  confequence  of  friend  , 
Ttij 
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vifible  the  kind  sffrftion  ! 
How  clofe  the  partial  fond  connection ! 
Then  be  is  quick,  and  f/n  difcerning, 
Aci<*^l  have  wit,  and  be  has  learning, 
My  judgment's  ftrong,and  bis  is  chafte; 
An<{  BOTH — ay  BOTH,  are  men  of  tafle. 

Should  you  nor  flea!  nor  borrow  aid, 
And  fet  up  for  yourfelf  in  trade, 
Refolv'd  imprudently  to  fliovv 
That  'tis  not  always  wit  and  Co. 
Feelings,  before  unknown   a-iie, 
And  genius  looks  .with  jealous  eyes. 
Though  thoufands  may  arrive  at  fame, 
Yet  never  take  one  path  the  fame, 
An  author's  vanity  or  pride 
Can't  hear  a  neighbour  by  his  fide, 
Although  he  bur  delighted  goes 
Along  the  track  which  nature  (hows, 
Nor  ever  madly  runs  aftray, 
To  crofs  his  brother  in  his  way. 
And  fome  there  are,  whofe  narrow  minds. 
Center'd  in  felf,  felf  always  blinds, 
Who,  at  a  frier-d's  re-echoed  praife, 
Which  their  own  voice  confpir'd  to  raifc, 
Shall  be  more  deep  and  i'nly  hurt, 
Than  front  a  foe's  infuking  dirt. 

And  f^*ne,  too  timid  to  reveal 
That  glow  of  heart,  and  forward  zeal, 
Which  words  are  fcanty  to  exprefs, 
But  friends  muft  feel  from  friends'  fuccefs, 
When  fail  of  hopes  and  fears,  the  mufe, 
Which  every  breath  of  praife  purfues, 
Would  open  to  their  free  embrace, 
Meet  her  with  fuch  a  blafting  face,1 
That  all  the  brave  imagination, 
Which  fecks  the  fun  of  approbation, 
No  more  its  early  bloffoms  tries, 
But  curls  its  terrier  leaves,  and  dies. 

Is  there  a  man,  whofe  genius  ftrong-, 
Rolls  like  a  rapid  ftream  along, 
Whofe  mufe,  long  hid  in  cheerlefs  night, 
Pours  on  us  like  a  flood  of  light, 
Whofe  acting  comprehenfive  mind 
Walks  fancy's  regions,  unconnVd; 
Whom,  nor  the  furly  fenfe  of  pride, 
Nor  affectation,  warps  afide  ; 
Who  drags  no  author  from  his  fhelf,- 
To  talk  on  with  an  eye  to  felf; 
Carelefs  alike,  in  converfation, 
Of  cenfure,  or  of  approbation  ; 
Who  freely  thinks,  and  freely  fpeaks, 
And  meets  the  wh  he  never  fecks; 
Whofe  reafon  calm,  and  judgment  cooly 
Can  pity  but  not  hate  a  fool ; 
Who  car?  a  hearty  praife  beftow, 
If  merit  fparkles  in  a  foe 
Who  bold  ar-.d-  open,  firm  and  true, 
Flatters  no  friends — yet  loves  them  too  : 
CHURCHILL  will  be  the  laft  to  know 
His  is  the  portrait,  I  would  fhow. 

THE  TWO  RUBRIC  POSTS. 

A  DI4.LOGUK. 

IN  Ru/elfreet,  enf-ied  of  late, 

•••/ewn  two  polls  a  ftrange  debate. 


— Two  pods— aye  pods— for  pofls  can  fpeafc, 
In  Latin,  Heir  civ  ^  French  or  Greek. 

One  Rubric  thus  addrefi'd  the  other  : 
"  — A  noble  fituation,  brother, 
"  With  authors  lac'd  from  top  to  toe, 
"  Methinks  we  cut  a  taring  (how, 
"  The  din1  agues  of  famous  dead  *, 
"  You  know  how  much  they're  bought  and  read 
"  Suppnfe  again  we  raife  their  ghofls, 
"  And  make  them  chat  through  us  two  pofts 
"  A  thing's  half  finifh'd  Well  begun, 
"  So  take  the  authors  as  they  run. 
"  The  lift  cf  names  is  mighty  fine, 
"   You  look  down  this,  and  I  that  line. 
u   Here's  POPE  and  SWIFT,  and  S'TKELE  and  GA* 
"  And  CONGREVE,  in  the  modern  way. 
"  Whilft  you  have  thofe,  I  cannot  fpeak, 
"  But  found  moft  wonderful  in  Greek. 
"  — A  dialogue — I  fhould  adore  it, 
"  With  fuch  a  fhow  of  names  before  it." 

"  Modern,  your  judgment  wanders  wide," 
The  ancient  Rubric  {trait  reply 'd. 
"  It  grieves  me  much,  indeed,  to  find 
"  We  never  can  be  of  a  mind, 
"  Before  one  door,  and  in  one  ftreet, 
"  Neither  ourfelves  nor  thoughts  can  meet, 
"  And  we,  as  brother  oft  with  brother, 
"  Are  at  a  diftance  from  each  other. 
"  Soppofe  among  the  letter' J  dead, 
"  Some  author  fhould  erect  his  head, 
"  And  ftarting  from  his  rubric,  pop 
"  Directly  into  Dalies'  fh  op, 
"  Turn  o'er  the  leaves,  and  look  about 
*'  To  find  his  own  opinions  out ; 
"  D'ye  think  one  author  out  of  ten 
<c  Would  know  his  fcntiments  agen  ? 
"  Thinking,  your  authors  differ  Icfs  in, 
"  Than  in  their  manner*  of  exprefling. 
"  Tis  ftyle  which  makes  the  writer  known, 
"  The  mark  he  fets  upon  his  own. 
"  I^et  CONGREVE  fpeak  as  CONGREVE  writ, 
"   And  keep  the  ball  up  of  his  wit; 
"  Let  Swirx  he  S \VJFT,  nor  e'er  demean 
"  The  fenfe  and  humour  of  the  DEAN. 
"  E'en  let  the  ancients  reft  in  peace, 
f'  Nor  bring  good  folks  from  Rome  or  Greece 
"  To  give  a  caufe  for  paft  tranfatf  Jons, 
"  They  never  dreamt  of  in  their  actions. 
"  I  can't  help  quibbling,  brother  poft, 
"  'Twere  better  we  fhould  lay  the  ghoft, 
"  But  'tvrere  a  talk  of  real  merit 
"  Could  we  contrive  to  raifc  their ffir'tt* 

"  Peace,  brother,  peace,  though  what  you  fay, 
"  I  own  has  reafon  in  its  way, 
"  On  dialogues  to  bear  fo  hard, 
*'   Is  playing  with  a  dangerous  card  ; 
"   Writers  of  '-ank  are  facred  things, 

And  crufh  like  arbitrary  kings. 
"  Perhaps  yc  ur  fentiment  isri^.ht, 
"  Heav'n  grant  we  may  not  fuffer  by't, 
'  For  fhould  friend  DA  VIES  overhear, 
"  He'll  publifh  ours  another  "-^ar." 


*  Bv  Lord  Lyttletett^ 
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SONG. 

THOUGH  winter  its  defolate  train 
Of  froft  and  of  tempeft  may  bring, 

Yet  Flora  fteps  forward  again, 
And  nature  rejoices  in  /pring. 

Though  the  fun  in  his  glories  decreaft, 
Of  his  beams  in  the  evening  is  fhorn, 

Yet  he  rifes  with  joy  from  the  eaft, 
And  repairs  them  again  in  the  morn. 

But  what  can  youth'*  funfhine  recal, 
Or  the  bloflbms  of  beauty  reft  ore  ? 

When  its  leaves  are  beginning  to  fall, 
It  dies,  and  is  heard  of  no  more. 

Thefpring-time  of  love  then  employ, 

Tis  a  leffon  that's  eafy  to  learn, 
For  Cvpid's  a  vagrant,  a  boy, 

his  feafons  will  never  return. 


A  FAMILIAR  EPISTLE  TO  J.  B. 

SHALL  I,  from  worldly  friends  eftrang'd, 
JEmbitter'd  much,  but  nothing  chaug'd 
In  that  affe&ioii  firm  and  true, 
Which  gratitude  excites  to  you ; 
Shall  I  indulge  the  mufe,  or  ftifle 
This  meditation  of  a  trifle  ? 

But  you,  perhaps,  will  kindly  take 
The  trifle  for  the  giver's  fake, 
Who  only  pays  his  grateful  mite, 
The  juft  acknowledgment  of  ri^hr, 
As  to  the  landlord  duly  fent 
A  ptpper-corn  fhall  paf*  for  rent. 

Yet  trifles  often  (how  the  man, 
More  than  his  fettled  life  and  plan  : 
Thefe  are  the  ftarts  of  inclination  ; 
Thole  the  mere  giofs  of  EDUCATION, 
Which  has  a  wond'rous  knack  at  tuining 
A  blockhead  to  a  man  of  learning  ; 
And,  by  the  help  of  form  and  place, 
The  child  of  fin  to  babe  of  grace. 
Not  that  it  alters  nature  quite, 
And  fets  perverted  reafon  right, 
But,  like  hypocrify,  conceals 
The  very  pafiions  which  fhe  feels; 
And  claps  a  vizor  on  the  face, 
To  hide  us  from  the  world's  difgrace, 
Which  as  the  firft  appearance  flukes, 
Approves  of  all  things  or  diflikes. 
Like  the  fond  fool  with  eager  glee, 
Who  fold  his  all,  and  put  to  fea, 
Lur'd  by  the  calm  which  feem'd  tofleep 
On  the  i'mooth  furface  of  the  dtep  ; 
'Nor  dreumt  its  waves  could  proudly  rife, 
And  tofs  up  mountains  to  the  Ikies. 

APPEARANCE  is  the  only  thing, 
A  king's  a  wretch,  a  wretch  a  king. 
Undrefs  them  both — You  king,  fuppofe 
For  once  you  wear  the  beggar's  clothes ; 
Clothes  that  will  take  in  every  air  ; 
— Blefs  me  !  they  fit  you  to  a  hair. 
JNow  you,  Sir  Vagrant,  quickly  don 
Xhe  robes  his  majefty  Ind  on. 


And  now,  O  WORLD,  fo  wond'rous  wife, 
Who  fee  with  fuch  difcerning  eyes, 
Put  obfervation  to  the  ihetch, 
Comc---which  is  king,  and  which  is  wretch? 

To  cheat  this  world,  the  hardefl  talk 
Is  to  be  conftant  to  our.mafk. 
Externals  make  direcl  imprdfions, 
And  nuflcs  are  worn  by  all  profeflions. 

What  neeu  to  dwell  en  topics  Hale  ? 
Of  parfons  drunk  with  wine  or  ale  ? 
Of  lawyers,  who  with  face  of  brafs, 
For  learned  rhetoricians  pafs  I 
Of  fcientific  doctors  big, 
Hid  in  the  pent  houfe  of  their  wig  ? 
Whofe  conversation  nardly  goes 
Beyond  half  words,  and  hums  !  and  Oh's ', 
Of  fvholars,  of  fuperic-r  tafte, 
Who  cork  it  up  for  fear  of  wafle, 
Nor  bring  one  bottle  fiom  their  fhelves, 
But  keep  it  always  for  chemfelv^s  ? 

Wretches  like  thefe  my  foul  difdains, 
And  doubts  their  hearts  as  well  as  brains, 
Suppole  a  neigbour  fhould  defire 
To  light  a  candle  at  your  fire, 
Would  it  deprive  your  flame  of  light, 
Becaufe  another  profits  by't  ? 

But  youth  muft  often  pay  its  court, 
To  thefe  great  Scholars  by  report, 
Who  live  on  hoarded  reputation 
Which  dares  no  rifk  of  conversation,        ,    . 
And  boa&  within  a  (lore  of  knowledge,' 
Sufficient,  biefs  us'  for  a  college, 
But  take  a  prudent  care,  no  doubf, 
That  not  a  grain  fhall  draggle  out ; 
And  are  of  wit  too  nice  and  fine, 
To  throw  their  pearl  and  gold  tofwtae  / 
And  therefore,  to  prevent  deceit, 
Think  every  mau  a  bog  they  meet. 
Thefe  may  perhaps  as  icholars  fhine, 
Who  hang  tLemfiivet  out  for  &Jign. 
What  fignifies  a  lion's  fkin-, 
If  it  conceals  an  afs  within  ? 
If  thou'rt  a  lion,  prithee  roar  ; 
If  aft—bray  once,  and'flalk  no  more; 
In  words  as  well  as  looks  be  wife, 
Silence  is  folly  in  difgiufe ; 
With  fo  much  wifdoai  bottled  up, ' 
Uncork,  and  give  your  friends  a  fup. 

What  need  your  nothing's  thus  to  favc  I 
Why  place  the  dial  in  the  grave  ? 
A  fig  for  wit  and  reputation, 
Which  fneaks  from  all  communication. 
So  in  a  poft.-b.ag,  check  by  jole, 
Letters  will  go  from  pole  to  pjle, 
Which  may  contain  a  wond'rous  deal; 
But  then  they  travel  under  fca!, 
And  though  they  bear  your  wit  about, 
Yet  who  fhall  ever  find  it  our, 
Till  trufly  wax  foregoes  its  ufe, 
And  fets  imprifon'd  meaning  loofe? 

Yer  idle  folly  often  deems 
What  man  mull  be  from  what  he  fcerns  ; 
As  if,  to  look  a  dwelling  o'er, 
You'd  go  no  farther  than  the  door. 

.Mark  yon  round  parfoii,  fit  and  fleck. 
Who  prouchca  only  once  a  week, 
T  t  iij 
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Whom  claret,  florh,  and  veh'fon  join 
To  mr>ke  an  orthodox  divine 
Whofe  holinefs  receives  its  beauty 
fi  «>m  income  large,  and  little  duty ; 
Who  loves  the  pipe,  the  glafs,  the  fmock, 
And  keeps — a  curate  for  his  flock. 
The  world,  obfVquious  to  his  nod, 
Shill  hail  this  oily  man  of  God, 
While  the  poor  prieft,  with  half  a  fcore 
Of  prattling  infants  at  his  door, 
Whofe  fobcr  \vifhes  ne'er  regale 
Beyond  the  homely  jug  of  ale, 
Is  hardly  deem'd  companion  fit 
For  man  of  wealth,  or  man  of  wit, 
Though  learn 'd  perhaps  and  wife  as  he 
Who  figns  with  flaring  S.  T.  P. 
And  full  of  facerdotal  pride, 
Lays  God  and  duty  both  afide. 

"  This  cuntr,  fay  you,  learn'd  and  wife  ! 
'r  Why  does  not  then  this  curate  rife  ?" 

This  curate  then,  at  forty-three, 
.(Years  which  become  a  curacy) 
At  no  great  mart  of  letters  bred, 
Had  flrange  odd  notions  in  his  head, 
That  parts,  arid  books  and  application, 
Furnilh'd  all  means  of  education  ; 
And  that  a  pulpiteer  mould  know 
More  than  his  gaping  flock  below ; 
That  learnjng  was  not  got  with  pain, 
To  be  forgotten"  all  again  ; 
That  Latin  w.rds,  and  rumbling  Greejc, 
However  charming  found?  to  fpeak, 
Apt  or  unapt  in  each  quotation, 
Were  inj'ulis  on  a  congregation, 
Who  could  not  underftand  one  word   * 
Of  all  the  learned  fluff  they  heard; 
That  fomething  m6re  than  preaching  fine, 
Should  go  ro  make  a  found  divine ; 
That  church,  and  prayer,  and  holy  Sunday, 
Were  no  excufe  for  finful  Monday  ; 
That  pious  do«5lrine,  pious  life, 
Should  both  make  one   as  man  and  wife. 

Thinking  in  this  uncommon  mode, 
So  out  of  all  the  prieftly  road, 
What  man  alive  can  e'er  fuppofe, 
Who  marks  the  way  PREFERMENT  goes, 
That  fhe  mould  ever  find  her  way 
To  this6o£r  curates  houfe  of  clay  ? 

Such  was  the  priefh  fo  ftrangely  wife  ! 
He  could  net  bow— How  fhould  he  rife? 
Learned  he  was,  and  deeply  rend  ; 
—But  what  of  that  ?- — not  duly  bred. 
For  he  had  fuck'd  no  grammar  rules 
From  royal  founts  or  public  fchools, 
Nor  gaiu'd  a  fmgle  corn  of  knowledge 
From  that  vaft  granary— a  college. 
A  granary,  which  food  fupplies 
To  vermin  of  uncommon  fize. 

Aye,  now  indeed  the  matter's  clear, 
There  is  a  mighty  error  here. 
A  public  Ichool's  t^e  place  alone, 
Where  duly  talents  may  be  known. 
It  has,  no  doubt,  its  imperfeilions, 
But  then,  fuch  fiiendfhips,  fuch  connections! 
The  uarent  who  hastorm'dhis  p!au, 
And  in  his  child  confider'd  man, 


What  is  his  grand  and  golden  rule  ? 
Make  your  connections,  child  at  fchool. 
Mix  with  your  equals  fly  inferiors, 
But  follow  clofely  your  t'meriors, 
On  them  your  every  hope  depends, 
Be  prudent,  Tom,  get  ufeful  friends; 
And  therefore  like  a  fpider  wait, 
And  fpin  your  web  about  the  great. 
If  my  Lord's  genius  wants  fupplies, 
Why  —You  muft  make  his  exercife. 
Let  the  young  Marquis  take  your  place, 
And  bear  a  whipping  for  his  Grace. 
Suppofe  (fuch  things  may  happen  once) 
The  nobles  wits,  and  you  the  dunce, 
Improve  tbe  means  of  education  ; 
And  learn  commodious  adulation. 
Your  matter  fcarcely  hold*  ir  fin, 
He  chucks  his  Lordjkip  on  the  chin, 
And  would  not  for  the  world  rebuke, 
Beyond  a  pat  the  IchooUbov  Duke 

The  paftor  there,  of what's  the  place  ? 

With  fmiles  etc-rnal  in  his  fact. 
With  dimpling  chtek,  and  fnowy  hand, 
That  marries  the  whitencfs  of  his  band; 
Whofe  mincing  dialect  abounds 
•  In  hums  and  hahs,  and  half-form'd  founds ; 
Whofe  elocution,  fine  and  chafte, 
'  Lays  his  commainds  with  judgment  •va'ijl ; 
[  And  left  the  company  fhould  hear, 
•  Whifpers  his  nothings  in  your  ear  ; 
1   Think  you  'twas  zeal,  or  virtue's  care 
{  That  plac'd  the  fmir  ting  doctor  there  ? 

No— 'twas  conned  ions  form'd  at  fchool 
'  With  fome  rich  wit,  or  noble  fool, 
:<  Obfequious  flattery,  and  attendance, 
c  A  wilful,  ufeful,  bafe  dependance  ; 
"  A  lupple  bowing  of  the  knees 
"  To  any  human  god  you  pleafe, 
-'   (For  true  good-breeding's  fo  polite^ 
'  Twouldcall  the  very  devil  white) 
{  '  Fwas  watching  others  fhifting  will, 
i'  And  veering  to  and  fro  with  fkill  : 
"   Thefe  were  the  means  that  made  him  rife, 
"    Mind  your  connexions,  and  be  wife." 

Methinks  1  hear  ion  Tom  reply, 
I'll  be  a  bifhop  by  and  by. 

Connections  at  a  public  fchool 
Will  often  ferve  a  wealthy  fool, 
By  lend'ng  him  a  Jetter'd  knave 
To  bring  him  credit,  or  to  fave  ; 
And  knavery  gets  a  profit  real, 
By  giving  parts  and  worth  ideal. 
The. child  that  marks  this  flavifh  plan, 
Will  make  his  fortune  when  a  man. 
While  honed  wit's  ingenious  merit 
Enjoys  his  pittance,  and  hisfpirit. 

The  ftrength  of  public  education 
I<*  quick'ning  parts  by  EMULATION; 
And  emulation  will  create 
In  narrow  minds  a  jealous  ftate, 
Which  (lifted  for  a  courfe  of  year? 
From  want  of  fkill  or  mutual  fears, 
Breaks  out  in  manhood  with  a  zeal, 
Which  none  but  trival  wits  can  feel. 
For  when  good  people  wits  commence^ 
They  lofe  all  ether  kind  of  fenfe; 
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(The  maxim  makes  you  fmi!e,  I  fee, 
Ret;  rt  it  when  yon  pleafe  on  me) ; 
One  writer  always  hates  another, 
As  emperors  would  kill  a  brother, 
Or  emprels-queen  to  rule  alone, 
Pluck  down  a  hufband  from  the  throne. 
When  tir'd  of  frieniifhip  and  alliance, 
Each  fide  fprings  forward  to  defiance, 
Inveterate  hate  and  refolution, 
Faggot,  and  fire,  and  perfecutinn, 
Is  all  their  aim,  and  all  their  cry, 
Though  neither  fide  can  tell  you  why. 
To  it  they  run  like  valiant  men, 
And  flafh  about  them  with  their  pen. 

What  inkfhed  fprings  from  altercation ! 
What  loppings  off  of  reputation  ! 
You  might  as  foon  hu(h  ftormy  weather, 
And  bring  the  north  and  fouth  together, 
As  reconcile  your  letter'd  foes, 
Who  come  to  all  things  but  dry  blows. 
Your  defperare  lovers  wan  anU  pale, 
As  needy  culprits  in  a  jail, 
Who  mufe,  and  doat,  and  pine,  and  die, 
Scorch'd  by  the  lightning  of  an  eye, 
(For  ladies'  eyes,  with  faral  ftroke, 
Will  blaft  the  verieft  heart  of  oak) 
Will  wrangle,  bicker,  and  cumplain, 
Merely  to  make  it  up  again. 
Though  fwain  look  glum,  and  mifs  look  fiery, 
'Tis  nothing  but  amantium  ir<e, 
And  all  the  progrefs  purely  this— 
A  frown,  a  pout,  a  tear,  a  kifs. 
Thus  love  and  quarrels  (April  weather) 
Like  vinegar  and  oil  together, 
Join  in  an  eafy  mingled  ftrife, 
To  make  the  fallad  up  of  life. 
Love  fettles  beft  from  altercation, 
As  liquors  after  fermentation. 

In  a  llage- coach,  with  lumber  cramra'd, 
Between  two  bulky  bodies  jamm'd, 
Did  you  ne'er  writhe  youvfelf  about, 
To  find  the  feat  and  cufhion  out  ? 
How  difagreeably  you  fit, 
With  b — m  awry,  and  place  unfit, 
Till  fome  kind  jolt  o'er  ill-pav'd  town 
Shall  wedge  you  clofe,  and  nail  you  down, 
So  fares  it  with  your  fondling  dolts, 
And  all  love's  quarrels  are  but  jolts. 

When  tiffs  arife,  and  words  of  ftrife 
Turn  one  to  two  in  man  and  wife, 
(For  that's  a  matrimonial  courfe 
Which  yoke-mates  muft  go  through  perforce. 
And  ev'ry  married  man  is  certain 
T'  attend  the  lecture  call'd  the  curtain} 
Though  not  another  word  is  faid 
When  once  the  couple  are  in  bed  : 
There  things  their  proper  channel  keep, 
(They  make  it  up,  and  go  to  ileep) 
Thefe  fallings  in  and  fallings  out, 
Sometimes  with  caufe,  but  moft  without, 
Are  but  the  common  modes  of  flrife, 
Which  oil  the  fprings  of  married  life, 
Where  famenels  would  create  the  fpleen, 
For  ever Jlufidty ferene. 

Obferve  yon  downy  bed — to  make  it, 
You  tofs  the  feathers  up,  and  (hake  it. 


So  fondnefs  fprings  from  words  and  fcuffling, 
As  hcds  lie  fmoothtll  after  ihuilliug. 

But  authors   wrangling*  will  create 
The  very  quintc-ffence  of  hate 
Peace  is  a  fruitlefs  vain  endeavour, 
Sworn  foes  for  once,  they're  foes  for  ever. 

— Oh !  had  it  pleas'd  my  wifer  betters 
That  I  had  never  rafted  letters, 
Then  no  Parnaflian  maggots  bred 
Like  fancies  in  a  madman's  head, 
No  grafpings  at  an  idle  name, 
No  childiih  hope  of  future  fame, 
No  impotence  of  wit  had  'a'en 
Pofleflion  of  my  mufe  ftruck  brain. 

Or  had  my  birth,  with  fortui  e  fit, 
Varnifh'd  the  dunce,  or  made  the  wit; 
I  had  not  held  a  fhamcful  place, 
Nor  ietters  paid  me  with  difgrace. 

— O  !  for  a  pittance  of  my  own, 
That  i  might  live  unfought,  unknown  I 
Retir'd  from  all  this  pedant  ftrife, 
Far  from  the  cares  of  buftling  life  ; 
Far  from  the  wits,  the  fools,  the  great, 
And  all  the  little  world  I  hate. 


THE  MILK-MATD. 

WHOE'ER  for  pleafure  plans  a  fcheme, 

Will  find  it  vanifh  like  a  dream, 

Affording  nothing  found  or  real, 

Where  happinels  is  all  ideal ; 

In  grief,  in  joy,  or  either  ftate, 

Fancy  will  always  antedate, 

And  when  the  thoughts  on  evil  pore, 

Anticipation  makes  it  more. 

Thus  while  the  mind  the  future  fees, 

It  cancels  alt  its  prefent  eafe. 

Is  pleafure's  fcheme  the  point  in  view; 
How  eagerly  we  all  purfue  ! 

Well — I'uefdady  is  th'  appointed  day; 
How  fiowly  wears  the  time  away  ! 
How  dull  the  interval  between, 
How  darken'd  o'er  with  clouds  of  fpleen, 
Did  not  the  mind  unlock  her  trealure, 
And  fancy  feed  on  promis'd  pleafure, 

DELIA  furveys,  with  curious  eyes, 
The  clouds  collected  in  the  flcies; 
Wifhes  no  florrn  may  rend  the  air, 
And  Fuefday  may  be  dry  acd  fair; 
And  I  look  round,  my  boys,  and  pray 
That  Tuefday  may  be  holiday. 
Things  duly  fettled— —what  remains  ? 
Lo  I  Tuefday  comes — alas     it  rains ; 
And  all  our  vifionary  fchemes 
Have  died  away,  like  golden  dreams> 

Once  on  a  time,  a  rultic  dame, 
(No  matter  for  the  lady's  name) 
Wrapt  up  in  deep  imagination, 
Indulg'd  her  pleafing  contemplation; 
While  on  a  bench  (he  took  her  feat, 
And  plac  d  the  milk-pail  at  her  feet, 
Oft  in  her  hand  fhe  chink'd  the  pence, 
The  profits  which  arofe  from  thence; 
While  fond  ideas  fill'd  her  brain 
Of  layings  up,  and  ncfjlrous  gain, 
T  t  iiij 
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Till  every  penny  which  fhe  told 
Creative  fancy  turn'd  to  gold  ; 
And  reasoning  thus  from  computation, 
She  fpoke  aloud  her  meditation. 

"  Pleafe  Heav'n  but  to  preferve  my  health, 
"  No  doubt*  I  flball  have  ilore  of  wealth ; 
fc  It  amit  of  conftquence  enfue 
<c  I  fhall  liave  ftore  of  lovers  too. 
"  Ol.  !  how  I'll  break  their  ftubborn  hearts 
"  With  all  the  pride  of  female  art-. 
t{  What  fuitors  then  will  kneel  before  me,! 
<e  Lords,  Earls,  and  Vtfceunts,  fhall  adore  me. 
"  When  in  my  glided  coach  I  ride, 
"   My  Lady  at  his  Lordfiip  s  fide, 
*'  How  will  f  laugh  at  all  I  meet 
"  Chtt'ring  in  parteris  down  the  flreet ! 
"  AnuLoBBiN  then  I'll  mind  no  more, 
'f  Howe'cr  1  lov'd  him  heretofore ; 
"  Or,  if  he  talks  of  plighted  truth, 
*f  I  will  not  hear  the  funple  youth, 
"   Uut  rile  indignant  from  my  iVat, 
"  And  fpurn  the  lubber  from  my  feet.5' 

Action,  alas !  the  fpeaker's  grace, 
Ne'er  came  in  more  improper  place, 
For  in  the  tofling  fonh  her  fhoe, 
What  fancied  blifs  the  maid  o'erthrew  ! 
While  down  at  once,  with  hideous  fall, 
Ci'me  lovers,  wealth,  and  milk,  and  all. 

Thus  fancy  ever  loves  to  roam, 
To  bring  the  gay  materials  home ; 
"Imagination  forms  the  dream, 
And  accident  deikoys  the  fcheme. 


A  FAMILIAR  EPISTLE, 

Frcm  tit  Riv.  Mt.  Hanbury's  Ilorfe  to  tie  Rev. 
Mr.  Scot. 

AMONGST  you  bipeds,  reputation 

Depends  on  rank  zndfiiuailon ; 

And  men  increafe  in  fame  and  worth, 

Not  from  their  merits,  but  their  birth'. 

Thus  he  is  born  to  live  obfcure, 

Who  has  the  fin  of  beirg  poor; 

While  wealthy  dullnefs  lolls  at  eafe, 

And  is — as  witty  as  you  pleafe. 

— "  What  did  his  Lcrdjbip  ihy  ?— O  !  fine  I     * 

**  The  very  thin*!  bravo!  divine  I" 

And  then  'tis  buzz'd.  from  route  to  route, 

While  ladies  \vhifper  it  about, 
.    "  Well,  I  proteft,  a  charming  hit  \ 

"  His  Lotdjlip  has  a  dtal  of  wit. 

"  How  elegant  that  double  fc-nfe  \ 

"   Perdigiou*  .' '  va'jlly  fne  !   immfnfe!" 

When  all  my  lord  has  faid  or  done 

Was  but  the  letting  off"  a  'pun. 

Mark  the  fat  dt,  whofe  gcod  round  fum 

Amounts  at  leaft  to  half  a  flumb ; 

Whoic  chariot  whirls  him  up  and  down 

Some  three  or  four  miles  out  of  town; 

For  thither  fober  folks  repair 

To  take  the  du/l,  which  they  call  air. 
.    Dull  folly  (hot  the  wanton  wild 

Imagination's  younger  child) 

Has  taken  lodgings  ir.  his  face, 

As  finding  that  a  voiant  pi 


And  peeping  from  'bis  windows,  tell* 
To  all  beholders  where  fhe  dwells. 
Yet  once  a  week  this" purfe -proud  cit 
Shall  ape  the  tallies  of  a  wit, 
And  ajter  ev'ry  Sunday's  dinner, 
To  prieftly  faint,  or  city  finner, 
Shall  tell  the  ftory  o'er  and  o'er 
H'as  told  a  thoufand  times  before  ; 
Like  gamefters,  who,  with  eager  zeal, 
Talk  the  game  o'er  between  the  deal. 

Mark  !  how  the  fools  and  knaves  admire 
And  chuckle/with  their  Sunday  'fquire  : 
While  he  looks  pleusM  at  every  gueft, 
And  laughs  much  louder  than  the  reft  ; 
And  cackling  with  iticcffant  grin, 
Triples  the  double  of  his  chin. 

Birth,  rank,  and  wealth,  have  woid'rcus  {kill 
Make  tvits  and  flaiefmsn  when  they  will  \ 
While  genius  holds  no  eflimation 
From  lucklefs  want  of fttuaiion ; 
And  if  through  clouded  fcenes  of  life 
He  takes  dame  poverty  to  wife, 
Hovve'er  he  work  and  teaze  his  brain, 
H'n  pound  of  wit  fcarce  weighs  a  grain  • 
While  with  his  I.ordjlip  it  abounds, 
And  one  light  grain  fwells  out  tofjowiJ;. 
Receive,  good  Sir,  with  afpec-t  kind, 
This  wanton  gallop  of  the  mind  ; 
But,  fince  all  things  increafe  in  worth, 
Proportion'd  ro  their  rank  and  birth  ; 
Left  you  fhouid  think  the  letter  bafe, 
While  Ifupply  the  poet's  place, 
I'll  tell  you  whence  and  what  I  am, 
My  breed,  my  blood:  my  fire  y  my  djrr. 

Myjire  was  PiND/.u's  eagle,  fou 
Of  Pegafu:  of  HSL1CON  ; 
My  dam,  the  bippogryph,  which  whirl'd 
s'.flolpbo  to  the  lunar  world. 
Both  high-bred  things  of  mettled  blooJ, 
The  heft  in  all  APOLLO'S  fiud. 

Now  CRITICS  here  would  bid  me  fpeak 

The  OLD  horfe  language,  that  is,  Greek  ; 

For  HOMER  made  u*  talk,  you  know, 
Aimed  three  thoufcnd  years  ago  ; 

And  men  of  tajle  and  judgment  FINE, 

Allow  the  paflnge  is  divine. 

Taey  were  fine  mettled  things  indeed, 

And  of  peculiar  flrength  and  breed  ; 

What  leaps  they  took,  how  far  and  wide  ! 

— They'd  take  a  country  at  a  ftride. 

How  great  each  lezp,  1  .ONGINUS  knew, 

Who  from  dimcnfiorrs  ta'en  of  two, 

Affirms,  with  equal  ardour  v/hirl'd, 

A  third,  good  Lord  '  would  cloar  the  world. 
But  till  fome  learned  wight  fliall  Ihow 

If  accents  MUST  betis'd.  or  no, 

A  doubt,  which  puzzles  all  the  wife 

Of  ^iant  and  of  pigmy  fize, 

Who  wafte  their  rime,  and  fancies  vex 

With  nffcr,  lenis,  chcurnjtcx, 

And  talk  of  mark  and  punctuation, 

As  'twcrt  z.  mutter  of  falvation  ; 

For  when  your  pi<^n-ies  take  the  pen 

They  fancy  they  grow  up  to  men, 

And  think  they  "keep  the  world  in  awe 
'  By  braadifhing  a  -vsiv  Jlraiv ; 
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Till  they  have  clear'd  this  weighty  doubt, 

Which  they'll  be  centuries  about, 

As  a  plain  nag,  in  homely  -phrufe, 

I'll  uie  the  language  of  our  days  ; 

And,  for  this  firft  and  only  time, 

Juft  make  a  trot  in  eafy  rhyme. 

Nor  let  it  faock  your  thought  or  fight, . 
That  thus  a  quadruped  fhould  write ; 
Read  but  the  puna's,  and  you'll  fee 
More  prodigies  of  wit  than  me  ; 
Grown  men  zndfparroius  taught  to  dance, 
By  monfieur  Paffirjft  from  France; 
The  learned  dng,  the  learned  mare, 
The  learned  bird,  the  learned  hare ; 
And  all  are  fajblonable  too, 
And  play  at  cards  as  well  as  you. 

Of  paper,  pen,  and  ink  pofTtfs'd, 
With  faculties  of  writing  blelt, 
Why  fhould  not  I  then,  Hvwnnykivm  bred 
(A  word  that  mufl  bejeen,  not  faid) 
Rid  you  of  all  that  anxious  care, 
Which  good  folks  feel  for  good  and  fair, 
And  which  your  looks  betray'd  indeed, 
To  more  diicerning  eyes  of  fteed  ; 
When  in  the  fhape  of  ufefuLhack, 
1  bore  a  poet  on  my  back  ? 

Know,  fafely  rode  my  mafter's  bride, 
The  baid  before  her  for  my  guide. 
"Yet  think  not,  Sir,  his  awkward  care 
Enfur'd  protection  to  the  fair. 
No — confcious  of  the  prize  I  borr, 
My  wayward  foottteps  flipt  no  more. 
For  though  I  fcorn  the  foet's  {kill, 
My  millrefs  guides  me  where  fhe  will. 

AMlract  in  wand'rous  fpeculation, 
Loft  in  laborious  meditation, 
As  whether  'twould  promote  fubtime 
Ifjiher  could  be  pair'd  in  rhyme; 
Or,  as  the  word  offwe:ter  tune, 
Month  might  be  clink'd  inftead  of  moon  : 
No  wonder  poets  hardly  know 
Or  what  they  do,  or  where  they  go. 
Whether  they  ride  or  walk  the  iheet, 
Their  heads  are  always  on  their  feet  t 
They  now  and  then  may  get  aftride 
Th'  ideal  Pegafus>  and  ride 
Prodigious  journeys — round  a  room, 
As  boys  ride  cock-horfe  on  a  broom. , 

Whether  acrojVics  teize  the  brain, 
Which  goes  a  hunting  words  in  vairij 
(  For  words  moil  capitally  fin, 
JJnlefs  their  letters  right  begin.) 
S  ince  how  to  man  or  woman's  name, 
C  ould  you  or  I  acroftic  frame. 
O  r  make  the  faring  letters  join, 
T  o  form  the  word,  that  tells  us  thine, 
Unlefs  we'ad  right  initials  got, 
S,  C,  O,  T,  and  fo  made  6cor  ? 
Or  whether  Rebut*  Riddle  s  brother 
(Both  which  had  DULLN£SS  for  their  mother) 
Employ  the  gentle  poet's  care, 
To  celebrate  feme  town  or  fair, 
Which  all  ad  libitum  he  flits 
For  you  to  pick  it  up  by  bits, 
Which  hits  together  plac'd,  will  frame 
city's  or  ibirie  lady's  name  i 


As  when  a  worm  is  cut  in  twain, 
It  joins  and  is  a  worm  again ; 
When  thouglitsyo  weighty  ,y»  intenfe, 
Above  the  reach  of  common  fenfe, 
Diitract  and  twirl  the  mind  about. 
Which  fain  would  hammer  fcmething  out; 
A  kind  difcharge  relieves  the  mind, 
.As  folks  are  eas'd  by  breaking  wind; 
Whatever  whims  or  maggots  bred 
Fake  place  of  fenfe  in  poet's  head, 
They  iix  themfelves  without  controul, 
Where'er  its  feat  is  on  the  foul. 
Then,  like  your  heathen  idols,  we 
Have  eyes  indeed,  but  cannot  fee. 
{Wey  for  I  take  the  poet's  part, 
And  for  my  blood,  am  bard  at  heart) 
For  in  reflection  deep  immerft, 
The  man  mufe-bitten  and  be-verjlt 
Neglectful  of  eternals  all, 
Will  run  his  head  againft  a  wall, 
Walk,  through'  a  river  as  it  flows, 
Nor  fee  the  bridge  before  his  noie. 

Are  things  like  thefe  equeftrians  fit 
To  mount  the  back  of  mettled  tit? 
Are — but  farewell,  for  here  comes  Sob, 
And  I  muft  ferve  fome  hackney  job ; 
Fetch  letters,  or,  for  recreation, 
Tranfport  the  bard  to  our  plantation. 

Robert  joins  compts  with  Burnam  Black. 
Your  humble  fervant,  Uanburys  hack. 

THE  NEW-RIVER  HEAD. 


Attempted  in  the  manner  of  Mr.  C.  Denis. 

INSCRIBED   TO   JOHN   WILKES,    ESq. 

"  Labitur  et  hbetur  in  cmne  volubilis  sevum." 

HOR. 

DEAR  WILKES,  whofe  lively  focial  wit 

Difdains  the  prudifn  ?ffe6r.ation 
Of  gloomy  folks,  who  love  to  fit 

As  doctors Jiould  at  confutation, 
Permit  me  in  familiar  ftrain, 

To  fleal  you  from  the  idle  hour 
Of  combating  the  NORTHERN  THANE, 

And  all  his  puppet  tools  of  pow'r. 
Shame  to  the  wretch,  if  fenfe  of  fhame 

C?.n  ever  touch  the  mifcreant's  breaft, 
Who  dead  to  virtue  as  to  fame, 

( A  monfter  whom  the  gods  deleft) 
Turns  traitor  to  himfelf,  to  court 

Or  minifter  or  monarch's  fmile  ; 
And  dares,  in  infolence  of  fport, 

Invade  the  CHARTER  of  our  ifle. 
But  why  ibould  I,  who  only  ftrive 

By  telling  of  an  ea'fy  tale, 
To  keep  attention  half  alive 

'Gattift  BOLGOLAM  and  FLIMNAP  rail  ? 
For  whether. EN  GLAND  be  the  name, 

(Name  which  we're  taught  no  more  to  prize) 
Or  BRITAIN,  it  is  al>  the  fame, 

The  Lilliputian  ilateimen  rife 

To  malice  of  gigaptic  Cze» 
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Let  them  enjoy  their  warmth  a- while, 
Truth  ftvail  regard  iheni  with  a  fmile, 
While  you.  like  GULLIVER,  in  fport 
Pif?  out  the  fire,  and  fave  the  court. 
But  to  return— -The  tale  is  old, 

Indecent,  truly  none  of  mine— 
"What  BERO  itDDS  gravely  told; 

I  read  it  in  that  found  divine. 
And  ior  indecency,  you  know 

He  bad  a  fafhionabte  t'.rn, 
As  prim  obfervers  clearly  fhow 

In  t'other  parfon  doctor  STF.RNK. 
Yet  Pop-  denies  it  all  defence, 
And  calls  it,  blefs  us !  want  of  fenfe. 
But  e*cn  the  decent  Per   can  write 

*  Of  bottles,  corks,  and  maiden  fighs, 
Of  charming  beauties  lefs  in  fight, 

Of  the  more  fecrct  precious  hair, 
f  "  And  fomething  eifc  of  little  fize, 

You  know  where.'* 
If  fuch  authorities  prevail, 

Tovarnifh  o'er  this  petty  fin, 
I  plead  a  pardon  for  my  tale, 

And  having  hemm'd  and  cnugh'd— begin. 
A  genius  (one  of  thofe  I  mean, 

We  read  of  in  th'  Arabian  Nights ; 
Not  fuch  as  every  day  are  feen 

Ar  Bob's  or  Arthur's,  whilom  White's; 
For  howfoe'er  you  change  the  name, 
The  club*  and  meeting?  are  the  fame  ; 
Nor  thofe  prodigious  learned  folks, 
Tour  haberdafbers  of  ftale  jokes, 
Who  drefs  them  up  fo  neat  and  clean 
For  news-paper  or  magazine , 
But  nnc  that  could  play  wond'rous  tricks, 

Changing  the  very  courfe  of  nature, 
Not  ASMODEUS  on  two  fticks 

Or  fage  UKGANDA  could  do  greater.) 

Once  on  a  time  incog  came  down 

From  his  equivocal  dominions, 
And  traveled  o'er  a  country  town 

To  try  folks'  tempers  and  opinions, 
"When  to  accomplifh  his  intent 

(For  had  the  cobier  known  the  king, 

Lord  !  it  would  quite  have  fpoil'd  the  thing) 
In  ftrange  difguife  he  flily  went 
And  ftump'd  along  the  high-way  track, 
With  greafy  knapfack  at  his  back ; 
And  now  the  right  was  pitchy  dark, 
Without  one  flar's  indulgent  fpark^ 
Whether  he  wanted  fleep  or  not, 

Is  of  iio  conference  to  tell; 
A  bed  and  lodging  muft  be  got, 

For  geniufes  live  always  well. 
At  the  beft  houfe  in  all  the  town, 

(It  was  th*  attorneys  you  may  fwear) 
He  kn«ck'd  as  he'd  have  beat  it  down, 

Knock  as  you  would,  no  entrance  there. 
But  from  the  window  cried  the  dame, 
Go,  firrah  go,  from  whence  you  came. 
Here,  Nell,  John,  Thomas,  fee  who  knocks, 
Fellow,  I'll  put  you  in  the  flocks. 

*  Rapt  oj tie  Lot*. 
/»#«  Letters. 


Be  gentle  ma'm,  the  genius  cried; 

Have  mercy  on  the  wand'ring  poor, 
Who  known  not  where  his  head  to  hide, 

And  afk>  a  pittance  af  your  door. 
A  mug  of  beer,  a  cruft  of  bread- 
Have  pity  on  the  houfelefs  head  ; 

Your  huiband  keeps  a  lordly  table, 
I  aflc  but  for  the  offal  crumbs, 

And  for  a  lodging — barn  or  ftable 
Will  fhroud  me  till  the  morning  comes. 

'Twas  all  in  vain  ;  fhe  rang  the  bell, 
The  fervants  trembl'd  at  the  knell ; 
Down  fltw  the  maids  to  tell  the  men, 
To  drive  the  vagrant  back  agen. 
He  trudg'd  away  in  angry  mind, 
And  thought  but  cheaply  of  mankind, 

Till  through  a  cafement's  dingy  pane, 
A  rufh-light's  me iancholy  ray, 

Bad  him  e'en  try  his  luck  again; 
Perhaps  beneath  a  houfe  of  clay 
A  wand'ring  paflenger  might  find, 
A  better  friend  to  human  kind, 
And  far  more  hofpitable  fare, 
Though  not  fo  coftly,  nice,  or  rare, 
As  fmokes  upon  the  filver  plate 
Of  the  luxurious  pamper'd  great. 

So  to  this  cot  of  homely  thatch, 
In  the  fame  plight  the  genius  came  : 

Down  comes  the  dame,  lifts  up  the  latch  ; 
What  want  ye  fir  * 

God  fave  you,  dame. 
And  fo  he  told  the  piteous  tale, 

Which  you  have  heard  him  tell  before; 
Your  patience  and  my  own  would  fail 

Were  I  to  tell  it  o'er  and  o'er. 
Suffice  it,  that  my  goody's  care 
Brought  forth  her  beft,  though  fimple  fare, 

And  from  the  corner-cupboard's  hoard, 
Her  ftranger  gueft  the  more  to  pleafe, 

Befpread  foer  hofpitable  board 
With  what  fhe  had — 'twas  bread  and  cheefe- 
'  ris  honeft  though  but  homely  cheer ; 

Much  good  may't  do  ye,  eat  your  fill, 
Would  I  could  treat  you  with  ftrong  beer, 

But  for  the  action  take  the  will, 
You  fee  my  cot  is  clean,  though  fmall, 

Pray  Heav'n  increafe  my  {lender  ilock  ! 
You're  welcome,  friend,  you  fee  my  all ; 

And  for  your  bed,  fir,  there's  a  flock. 
No  n  atter  what  was  after  faid, 
He  eat  and  drank,  and  went  to  bed. 
And  now  the  cotk  his  mattins  fung, 

(Howe'er  fuch  finging's  light  efteem'd, 
Tis  precious  in  the  mufes*  tongue 

When  fung,  rhymes  better  than  he  fcream'd) 
The  dame  and  pedlar  both  arofe, 

At  early  dawn  of  rifing  day, 
She  frr  her  work  of  folding  clothes, 

And  he  to  travel  on  his  way  ; 
But  much  he  thought  himfelf  to  blame, 

If,  as  in  duty  furely  bound, 
He  did  not  thank  the  careful  dame 

For  the  reception  he  had  found. 
Hoflefs,  quoth  he,  before  I  go, 

I  thank  you  for  your  hearty  fare  i 
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Would  it  Were  In  my  pow'r  to  pay 
My  gratitude  a  bettcr  way  ; 
But  money  now  runs  very  low, 

And  I  have  not  a  doit  to  fpare  : 
But  if  you'll  take  this  piece  of  fluff — 

— No,  quoth  the  dame,  I'm  poor  as  you, 
Your  kindcft  wifhes  are  enough, 

You're  welcome  friend,  farewell— Adieu. 
But  firft  rcply'd  the  wand'ring  gueft, 

For  bed  and  board  and  homely  dilh, 
May  all  things  turn  out  for  the  heft, 
So  take  my  bleffing  and  my  wifh. 
May  what  you  firil  begin  to  do, 

Create  fuch  profit  and  delight, 
That  you  may  do  it  all  day  through, 
Nor  finifh  till  the  depth  of  night. 
Thank  you,  fhe  faid,  and  {hut  the  door, 
Turn'd  to  her  work,  and  thought  no  more. 
And  now  the  napkin  wkich  was  fpread 
To  treat  her  gueft  with  good  brown  bread, 
She  folded  up  with  niceft  care  ; 
When  lo  !  another  napkin  there  ! 
And  every  folding  did  beget 
Another  and  another  yet. 
She  folds  a  fhift — by  ftrange  incrcafe, 
The  remnant  fvvells  into  a  piece. 
Her  caps,  her  laces,  all  the  fame, 
Till  fuch  a  quantity  of  linen, 
From  fuch  a  very  fmall  beginning, 
Flow'd  in  at  once  upon  the  dame, 
Who  wonder'd  how  the  deuce  it  came, 
That  with  the  drap'ry  fhe  had  got 
Within  her  little  fhabby  cot, 
She  might  for  all  the  town  provide, 
And  break  both  York-ftreet  and  Cheapfide. 
It  happen'd  that  th'  attorney's  wife, 

Who,  to  be  fure,  took  much  upon  her, 
As  being  one  in  higher  life, 

Who  did  the  parifli  mighty  honour, 
Sent  for  the  dame,  who,  poor  and  willing, 
Would  take  a  job  of  charing  work, 
And  fweat  and  toil  like  any  Turk, 
To  earn  a  fixpence  or  a  (hilling. 

She  could  not  come,  not  fhe  indeed  ! 
She  thank'd  her  much,  but  had  no  need. 
Good  news  will  fly  as  well  as  bad, 
So  out  this  wond'rous  ftory  came, 
About  the  pedlar  and  the  dame, 
Which  made  th'  attorney's  wife  fo  mad, 

That  fhe  refolv'd  at  any  rate, 
Spite  of  her  pride  and  lady  airs, 
To  get  the  pedlar  tete-a-tete, 
And  make  up  all  the  paft  affairs  : 

And  though  fhe  wiftTd  him  at  the  devil, 
When  he  came  there  the  i  ight  before, 
Determin'd  to  be  monftrous  civil,     . 
And  drop  hercurt'ly  at  the  door. 

Now  all  was  racket,  noife  and  pother, 
Nell  running  one  way,  John  another, 
And  Tom  was  on  the  coach-horfe  fent, 
To  learn  which  way  the  pedlar  went. 

Thomas  return'd  ; — the  pedlar  brought. 
—What  could  my  dainty  madam  fay, 

For  not  behaving  as  fhe  ought, 
Al\d  driving  honeft  folks  away  ? 


pon  my  word,  it  fhoclcs  me  mucti, 
—  But  there's  fuch  thieving  here  of  late- 
lot  that  I  dream'd  that  you  wtre  fuch, 
When  you  came  knocking  at  my  gate, 
muft  confefs  myfelf  to  blame, 
And  I'm  afraid  yon  latelj'  met 
ad  treatment  with  that  homely  dame, 
Wh.   lives  on  what  her  hands  can  get. 
Walk  in  with  me  at  leaft  to-night, 
And  let  us  fet  all  matters  right. 

know  my  duty,  and  indeed 
Would  help  a  friend  in  *ime  of  need. 
Take  fuch  refrcfhment  as  you  find, 
'm  fure  I  mean  it  for  the  belt, 

And  give  it  with  a  willing  mind 
To  fuch  a  grave  and  fober  gueft. 
So  in  they  came,  and  for  his  picking, 
Behold  the  table  covers  fpread, 
Inftead  of  Goody's  cheefc  and  bread, 
With  tarts,  and  fifh,  and  flefh,  and  chicken. 

And  to  appear  in  greater  ftate, 
The  knives  and  forks  with  filver  handles, 

The  candlefticks  of  bright  (French)  plate 
To  hold  her  heft  mould  (tallow)  candles. 
Were  all  brought  forth  to  be  difplay'd, 
In  female  houfewifery  parade. 
And  more  the  pedlar  to  regale, 

And  make  the  wond'rous  man  her  friend, 
Decanters  foam'd  of  mantling  ale. 

And  port  and  claret  without  end  ; 
They     hohb'd    and    nobb'd,    and    fmil'd    and 

laugh'd, 
Touch'd  glaffes,  nam'd  their  toafts,  and  quaff'd; 

Talk'd  over  every  friend  and  foe, 
Till  eating,  drinking,  talking  paft, 
The  kind  houfc-clock  ftruck  twelve  at  laft, 

When  wifhing  madam  Ion  refos, 
The  pedlar  pleaded  weary  head, 
Made  his  low  bow,  and  went  to  bed. 
Wifhing  him  then  at  perfect  eafe, 
A  good  foft  bed,  a  good  found  deep, 
Now,  gentle  reader,  if  you  pleafe, 
We'll  at  the  lady  take  a  peep. 

She  could  not  reft,  but  turn'd  and  tofs'd. 
While  fancy  whifper'd  in  her  brain, 

That  what  her  indifcretion  loft. 
Her  art  and  cunning  might  regain. 

Such  linen  to  fo  poor  a  dame  1 
For  fuch  coarfe  fare  !  pcrplex'd  her  head; 

Why  might  not  fhe  expe6l  the  fame, 
So  courteous,  civil,  and  well-bred  ? 
And  now  fhe  reckon'd  up  her  ftore 
Of  cambrics,  Hollands,  muflins,  lawns. 
Free  gifts,  and  purchafes,  and  pawns, 
Refolv'd  to  multiply  them  more, 
Till  fhe  had  got  a  ftock  of  linen, 
Fit  for  a  dowager  to  fin  in. 
The  morning  came,  when  up  fhe  got, 

Mod  ceremonioufly  inclin'd 
To  wind  up  her  fagacions  plot, 

With  all  that  civil  fluff  we  find 
'Mongft  thofe  who  talk  a  wond'rous  deal 
Of  what  they  neither  mean  nor  feel. 

How  fhall  1,  ma'm,  reply'd  the  gucftj 
Make  you  a  fuitable  return, 
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For  your  attention  and  concern, 

And  fuch  civilities  expreft 
To  one,  who  muft  be  dill  in  debt 
For  all  the  kindnefs  he  has  met  ? 

For  this  your  entertainment's  fake, 
If  ought  of  good  my  wifti  can  do, 

May  what  you  firft  (hall  undertake, 
Lad  without  ceafing  all  day  through. 

Madam,  who  kindly  underdood 
His  wifh  effectually  good, 
Strait  dropp'd  a  curtfy  wond'rous  low, 
For  much  me  wanted  him  to  go, 
That  fae  might  look  up  all  her  (lore, 
And  turn  it  into  thoufands  more. 
Now  ail  the  maids  were  fen.t  to  look 
In  every  cranny,  hole  and  nook, 
For  every  rag  which  they  could  find 
Of  any  fize,  or  any  kn.d. 
Draw'rs,  boxes,  cioftts,  chefts,  and  cafes 
Were  all  unlock'd  at  once  to  get 
Her  point,  her  gauze,  her  Piuiliun-net, 
With  fifty  names  of  fifty  kinds, 
Which  fu»t  variety  of  minds. 

How  {hall  I  now  thy  tale  purfue, 
So  puffing  ftrange,  fo  pafling  true  ? 
When  every  bit  from  every  horde, 
Was  brought  and  laid  upon  the  board, 

Left  fome  more  urgent  obligation 
Might  interrupt  her  plcafmg  toil, 

And  marring  half  her  application, 
The  promis'd  hopes  of  profit  ;poil, 
Before  {he  folds  a  fingle  n»g, 
Or  takers  a  cap  from  hoard  or  bag, 
That  nothing  might  her  work  prevent, 
(For  (he  was  now  refolv'd  to  labour, 
With  earned  hope  and  full  intent 

To  get  the  better  of  her  neighbour) 
Into  the  garden  me  would  go 
To  do  that  necelTury  thing, 
Which  muft  by  all  be  done,  you  know, 
By  rich  and  poor,  and  high  and  low, 

By  male  and  female,  queen  and  king ; 
She  ii:tle  dream'd  a  common  aclion, 

Praxis' d  as  duly  as  her  pray'rs, 
Should  prove  fo  tedious  a  tranfaction, 

Or  coft  her  fuch  a  fea  of  cares. 
In  fnort  the  ft  reams  fo  plenteous  flow'd, 

That  in  the  dry  and  dufty  weather, 
She  might  have  water'd  all  the  road 
For  ten  or  twenty  miles  together. 
What  could  (he  do  ?  as  it  began, 
Th'  involuntary  torrent  ran. 

Inftead  of  folding  .cap  or  mob, 
So  dreadful  was  this  diilillation, 

That  from  a  fimple  watering  job, 
She  fear'd  a  general  inundation. 

While  for  her  indifcretton's  crime, 
And  coveting  too  great  a  ftore, 

She  made  a  river  at  a  time, 
Which  fure'was  never  done  before. 

A  FAMILIAR  LETTER  OF  RHYMES. 

TO    A    LADT. 

YES— I  could  rifle  prove  and  bow'r 
And  ftrip  the  beds  of  every  flow'r, 


And  deck  them  in  their  faired  hue, 
Merely  to  be  out-biu'h'd  by  you. 
The  lily,  pale,  by  my  direction, 
Should  fight  die  rofe  for  your  complexion  : 
Or  I  could  make  up  fweeteft  pofies, 
Fit  fragrance  for  the  ladies'  nofes, 
Which  drooping,  on  your  bread  reclining, 
Should  all  be  withering,  dying,  pining, 
Which  every  fongller  can  difplay, 
I've  more  authorities  than  GAY  ; 
Nay,  I  could  teach  the  globe  its  duty 
To  pay  all  homage  to  your  beauty, 
And,  wit's  creative  jxnv'r  to  fhow, 
The  very//-,?  mould  i\ih  vihh/aotvj 
Your  eyes,  that  brandifh  burning  darts 
To  fcorch  and  finge  our  tinder  hearts, 
Should  he  the  lamps  for  lover's  ruin, 
And  light  them  to  their  own  undoing; 
While  all  (\\zfnoiu  about  your  bread 
Should  leave  ihem  hopclefs  and  diftreft. 

For  thofe  who  rarely  foar  above 
The  art  of  coupling  love  and  dove, 
In  their  conceits  ami  amorous  fictions, 
Are  mighty  fund  of  contradictions, 
Above,  in  air;  in  earth,  beneath  ; 
And  things  that  do,  or  do  not  breathe, 
All  have  their  parts,  and  fepnrate  place, 
To  paint  the  fair  one's  various  grace. 

Her  cheek,  her  eye,  her  bofom  ihow 
The  rofe,  the  lily,  diamond,  fnow. 
Ji;t,  milk,  and  amber,  vales  and  mountains 
Stars,  rubies,  funs,  and  moiTy  fountains, 
The  poet  gives  them  all  a  {hare 
In  the  defcripticn  of  his  fair, 
She  burns,  flie  chills,  fhc  Jerces  hearts 
With  locks  and  bolts.and  flames,  and  darts. 
And  could  we  trud  th'  extravagancy 
Of  every  poet's  youthfui  fancy, 
They'd  make  each  nymph  they  love  fo  well, 

As  cold  as  fnow,  a*  hot  as . 

— O  genrle  lady,  ipare  your  fright, 
No  horrid  rhyme  fhall  wound  your  fight. 
I  would  not  for  the  world  be  heard, 
To  utter  fuch  unfcemly  word, 
Which  the  polktr  parfon  fears 
To  mention  to  politer  ears. 

But,  could  a  female  form  be  fhown, 
(The  thought,  perhaps,  is  not  my  own) 
Where  every  circumftance  mould  meet 
To  make  the  poet's  nymph  complete 
Form'd  to  his  fancy's  utmofl  pitch, 
She'd  be  as  ugly  as  a  witch. 

Comt  then,  O  mufe,of  trim  conceit, 
Mufe  always  fine,  but  never  neat, 
Who  to  the  dull  unfated  ear 
Of  French  or  Tufcan  SONNETEER, 
Tak'ft  up  the  fame  unvaried  tone, 

he  Scotch  bagpipe's  favourite  drone, 
Squeezing  cut  thoughts  in  ditties  quaint, 
To  poet's  miflrefs,  whore,  or  faint ; 
Whether  thcu  dwell'd  on  ev'ry  grace, 
Which  lights  the  world  from  LAURA'sface, 
Or  amorous  praife  expatiates  wide 
On  beauties  which  the  nymph  mult  hide; 
For  wit  affected,  ioves  to  fhow 
Her  every  charm  from  top  to  toe, 
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And  wanton  fancy  oft  purfues 
Minute  defcription  from  the  mufe, 
Come  and  pourtray,  with  pencil  fine, 
The  poi't.'s  mortal  nymph  divine. 
.  Her  golden  locks  of  claffic  hair, 
Are  nets  tu  catch  the  wanton  air; 
Her  forehead  ivory,  and  her  eyes 
E  :<-h  a  bright  fun  to  light  the  ikies, 
Orb'd  in  whole  centre   Cupid  aims  . 
His  darts,  prott-<5l  us !  tipt  m&jfaout; 
While  the  fly  god's  unerring  bow 
Is  the  half  circle. of  her  Lrotu. 
Each  lip  a  ruby,  parting,  (hows 
The  precious  pearl  in  even  rows. 
And  all  the  love*  and  graces  flcek 
Bathe  in  the  di tuples  of  her  cbesk. 
Her  brcajls  pure  fnotu,  or  white  as  mili, 
Are  ivory  apple*  fmooth  as  filk, 
Or  elfe,  a«  fancy  trips  on  Liter, 
Fine  marble  hills  or  'a.'abafler 

A  figure  made  of  wax  would  p'eafe 
More  than  an  aggregate  pf  thefe. 
Which  though  they  are  &  precious  worth, 
And  held  in  great  efteem  on  earth, 
What  are  they,  rightly  unc-lerftood, 
Compar'd  to  real  flefh  and  blood  ? 

And  I,  who  hate  to  avSt  by  rules 
Of  whining,  rhyming,  loving  fools, 
Can  never  twift  my  mind  about 
Tofindfuch  ftrange  refemblance  out, 
And  fimile  that's  only  fit 
To  fliow  my  plenteous  lack  of  wit. 
Therefore,  r>mira.;g  flames  and  darts, 
Wounds,  fighs  and  tears,  and  bleeding  hearts, 
Obeying,  what  f  here  declare, 
Makes  half  my  happinefs,  the  fair, 
The  favourite  fubjecT:  \  purfue, 
And  write,  a?  who  wmild  not,  for  you. 

Perhaps  my  mufe,  a  common  cttrfe, 
Errs  in  the  manner  of  her  verfe. 
Which,  {touching  in  the  doggrel  lay, 
Goes  tittup  all  her  eafy  way. 
Yes— an  r.croftic  had  been  better. 
Where  each  good-natured  prattling  letter, 
Though  it  conceal  the  writer's  aim, 
Tells  all  the  world  his  lady's  name. 

But  all  acroftics,  it  is  faid, 
Show  wond'n :us  pain  of  empty  head, 
Where  wit  is  cramp'd  in  hard  ccnSnes, 
And  fancy  dare  not  jump  the  lines. 

I  love  a  fanciful  diforder, 
And  ftragglingout  of  rule  and  order  ; 
Impute  no*:  then  to  vacant  head, 
Or  what  I've  writ,  or  what  I've  faid, 
Which  imputation  can't  be  true, 
Where  head  and  heart's  fo  full  of  you. 

Like  TRISTRAM  SHANDY,  I  could  write 
From  morn  to  noon,  from  noon  to  night, 
Sometimes  obfcure,  andfometimes  leaning, 
A  little  fideways  to  a  ruean-ing, 
Andunfatlgu'd  myfclf,  purfue 
The  civil  a^Je  of  teazing  you. 
For  as  your  folks  who  love  the  dwelling 
On  circuraftarrce  in  ftory  telling, 
And  to  give  each  relation  grace, 
Bdcribe  the  time,  the  folks,  the  place. 


And  are  religioufly  exaA 

To  point  out  each  unmeaning  fasfl, 

Repeat  their  wonders  vndcjtred\ 

Nor  think  one  hearer  can  be  tired; 

So  they  who  take  a  method  worfe, 

And  profe  away,  like  me,  in  verfe, 

Worry  their  miftrefs,  friends  or  betters, 

With  fatire,  fo;:net,  ode,  or  letters, 

And  think  the  knack  «f  pleafing  follows 

Each  jinglipg  pupil  of  APOLLO'S. 

—  Yet  let  it  be  a  venial  crime 

That  1  addrcfs  you  thus  in  rhyme. 

Nor  think  that  I  am  Phebui -bit 

By  the  Tarantula  'of  wit, 

But  as  the  meaneft  critic  knows 

All  females  have  a  knack  at  profe, 

And  letters  are  the  mode  of  writing 

The  ladies  take  the  mod  delight  in; 

Bold  is  the  man,  whofe  fancy  aim 

Leads  hirh  to  form  a  rival  claim  ; 

A  double  death  the  victim  dies, 

Wounded  by  wit  as  well  as  eyes. 

— With  mine  difgrace  a  lady's  profe, 
And  put  a  nettle  next  a  rofe  ? 
Who  would.,  fo  long  as  tafle  pYevails, 
Compare  St.  James's  with  Verfullles? 
The  nightingale,  £s  ftory  goes, 
Fam'd  for  the  mufic  of  his  woes, 
In  vain  againft  theartift  try'd, 
But  ftrain'd  his  tuneful  throat — and  died. 

Perhaps  I  fought  the  rhyming:  way, 
For  reafons  which  have  pow'rful  fvvay. 
The  fwain,  no  doubt,  with  pleafure  fues 
The  nymph  he's  fare  will  nut  refufe. 
And  more  compaffion  may  be  found 
Amongft  ih'f  fe  goddefles  of  found, 
Than  always  happens  fo  the  fhare 
Of  the  more  cruel  human  fair  ; 
Who  love  to  fix  their  lover's  pains, 
Plf-as'd  with  the  rattling  of  their  chains, 
Rejoicing  in  their  fervant's  grief, 
As  'twere  a  fin  to  give  relief. 
They  twift  each  eafy  fool  about, 
Nor  let  them  in,  nor  let. them  out, 
But  keep  them  twirling  on  the  fire 
Of  apprchenfion  and  defire, 
As  cock-chafers,  with  corking  pin 
The  fchool-boy  ftabs,  to  make  them  fpin. 

For  'tis  a  maxim  in  love's  fchooi, 
To  make  a  man  of  fenfe  a  fool ; 
I  mean  the  man,  who  loves  indeed, 
And  hopes  and  wifhes  to  fuccced  ; 
But  from  his  fear  and  apprehenfion, 
Which  always  mars  his  heft  intention, 
Can  ne'er  addrcfs-  with  proper  eafc 
The  very  perfon  he  would  pleafe. 

NJW  poets,  when  thefe  nymphs  refufe, 
Straight  go  a  courting  to  the  mufe. 
But  ftill  fome  difference  we  find 
'Twixc  goddelTes  and  human  kind  ; 
!  The  mufes'  favours  are  ideal, 
I  The  ladies'  fcarce,  but  always  real. 
The  poet  can,  with  little  pain, 
Create  a  miflrefs  in  his  brain, 
Heap  each  attraction,  every  grace 
That  Ihould  adorn  the  mind  or  face, 
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On  Delia,  Plyttts,  with  a  fcore 
Of  PLylliJfrs  and  Delias  more. 
Or  as  the  whim  of  paflion  burns, 
Can  court  each  frolic  mufe  by  turns; 
Nor  fhall  one  word  of  blame  be  faid, 
Although  he  take  them  all  to  bed. 
The  mufe  detefts  ccquettry's  guilt, 
Nor  apes  the  manners  of  a  jilt. 

Jilt  !  O  difhoneft  hateful  name, 
Your  fex's  pride,  your  fex's  fliame, 
Which  often  bait  their  treacherous  hook 
With  fmile  endearing,  winning  look, 
And  wind  them  in  the  eafy  heart 
Of  man,  with  moft  enfnaring  art, 
Only  to  torture  and  betray 
The  wretch  they  mean  to  caft  away. 
No  doubt  'tis  charming  pleafant  angling 
To  fee  the  poor  fond  creatures  dangling, 
Who  rufh  like  gudgeons  to  the  bait, 
And  gorge  the  mifchief  they  fhould  hate. 
Yet  fure  fuch  cruelties  deface 
Your  virtues  of  their  faireft  grace. 
And  pity,  which  in  woman's  breaft 
Should  fwim  at  top  of  all  the  reft, 
Muft  fuch  infidious  fport  condemn, 
Which  play  to  you,  is  death  to  them. 

So  have  I  often  read  or  heard, 
Though  both  upon  a  trav'ler's  word, 
(Authority  may  pafs  it  down, 
So  vide  TRAVELS,  by  ED.  BROWN) 
At  METZ  a  dreadful  engine  Hands, 
Form'd  like  a  maid,  with  folded  hands, 
Which  finely  dreft,  with  primmeft  grace, 
Receives  the  culprit's  firft  embrace  ; 
But  at  the  fecond  (difmal  wonder  !) 
Unfolds,  clafps,  cots  his  heart  afunder. 

You'll  fay,  perhaps,  I  love  to  rail, 
We'll  end  the  matter  with  a  tale. 

A  Robin  once,  who  lov'd  to  ftray, 
And  hop  about  from  fpray  to  fpray, 
Familiar  as  the  folks  were  kind, 
Nor  thought  of  mifchief  in  his  mind, 
Slight  favours  make  the  bold  preiume, 
Would  flutter  round  the  lady's  room, 
And  carelefs  ofren  take  his  {land 
Upon  the  lovely  Flavlas  hand. 
The  nymph,  'tis  faid,  his  freedom  fought, 
—  In  fhort   the  trifling  fool  was  caught; 
And,  happy  in  the  fair  one's  grace, 
Would  not  accept  an  eagle 's  place  : 
And  while  the  nymph  was  kind  as  fair, 
Wifh'd  not  to  gain  his  native  air, 
But  thought  he  bargain'd  to  his  coft, 
To  gain  the  liberty  he  loft. 

Till  at  the  laft,  a  fop  was  feen, 
A  parrot,  drefsTd  in  red  and  green, 
Who  could  not  boaft  ore  genuine  note, 
But  chatter'd,  fwore,  and  ly'd — by  rote. 
"  Nonfenfe  and  noife  will  oft  prevail,    x 
"  When  honour  and  affection  fail." 
The  lady  lik'd  her  foreign  gueft, 
For  novelty  will  pleafe  the  beft  ; 
And  whether  it  is  lace  or  fan, 
Or  filk,  or  china,  bird,  or  man, 
None  lure  can  think  it  wrong  or  ftrange, 
That  ladjes fhould  admire  a  change. 


The  parrot  now  came  into  play, 
The  Robin,  he  had  had  his  day, 
3ut  could  not  brook  the  nymph's  difdain, 
So  fled— and  ne'er  came  back  again. 

THECOBLER  OF  TISSINGTON'S  LETTER 

TO  DAVID  GARRICK,    ESC^      1761. 

My  predecefTors  often  ufe 

i'o  coble  verfe  as  well  asfhoes; 

As  PARTRIDGE  (vide  SWIFT'S  difputes) 

Who  turn'd  BOOTES  into  boott, 

Ah  ! — PARTRIDGE  ! — I'll  be  bold  to  fay 

Was  a  rare  fcholar  in  his  day  ; 

He'd  tell  you  when  t'would  rain,  and  wheo 

The  weather  would  be  fine  agen  ; 

Precifely  when  your  bones  jbould  ache, 

And  when  grow  found,  by  th'  almanack. 

For  he  knew  ev'ry  thing,  d'ye  fee, 

By,  what  d'ye  call't,  aftrology, 

And  fkill'd  in  all  the  ftarry  fyftem, 

Foretold  events,  and  often  mift  'em. 

And  then  it  griev'd  me  fore  t©  look 

Juft  at  the  heel-piece  of  his  book, 

Where  ftood  a  man,  Lord  blels  my  heart  i 

(No  doubt  by  mattbeiv  maticks  art) 

Naked,  expos  d  to  public  view, 

And  darts  (luck  in  him  through  and  through* 

I  warrant  him  fome  hardy  fool, 

Who  fcorn'd  to  follow  wifdom's  rule, 

And  dar'd  blafphemoufly  dcfpife 

Our  doctor's  knowledge  in  the  fkies. 

Full  dearly  he  abides  his  laugh, 

I'm  fure  'tis  SWIFT,  or  BICKERSTAFF.  • 

Excufe  this  bit  of  a  digreflion, 
A  cobler's  is  a  karn'd  profcffion. 
Why  muy  not  I  too  couple  rhymes  ? 
My  wit  will  not  difgrace  the  times; 
I  too,  forfooth,  among  the  reft, 

Claim  one  advantage,  and  the  beft, 

I  fcarce  know  writing,  have  no  reading, 

Nor  any  kind  of  fcholar  breeding; 

And  ivanting  'hat's  the  fole  foundation 

Of  half  your  poets'  reputation. 

While  geniu-    perfect  at  its  birth, 

Springs  up  like  mufhmorrisfrom  the  earth. 
You  know  they  fend  me  to  and  fro 

To  carry  meffages  or  fo  ; 

And  though  I'm  fome  what  old  and  crazy, 

I'm  ftill  of  fervice  to  the  lazy, 

For  our  good  fquire  has  no  great  notion 

Of  much  alaciity  in  motion, 

And  when  there's  miles  betwixt,  yon  know 

Would  rather  fend  by  half  than  go  ; 

Then  I'm  dilpatch'd  to  travel  hard, 

And  bear  myfclf  by  way  of  card. 

I'm  a  two-legg'd  excufe,  to  fhow 

Why  other  people  cannot  go  ; 

And  merit  fure  I  muft  affume, 

For  once  I  went  in  GARRICK'S  room. 
In  my  old  age,  'twere  wond'rous  harA 

To  come  to  town,  as  trav'ling  card, 

Then  let  the  poft  convey  me  there. 

The  clerk's  direction  tell  him  where, 

For,  though  I  ramble  at  this  rate, 

He  writes  it  aii,  and  1  difate  t 
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For  I'm  refolvM— by  help  of  neighbour 

(Who  keeps  a  fchool,  and  goes  to  labour), 

To  tell  you  all  things  as  they  pad  ; 

Coblers  will  go  beyond  their  laft, 

And  fo  I'm  told  will  authors  too, 

—But  that's  a  point  I  leave  to  you  ; 

Cobling  extends  a  thoufand  ways, 

Some  coble  (hoes,  Come  coble  plays; 

Some—  but  this  jingle's  vaftly  clever, 

It  makes  a  body  write  for  ever. 

While  with  the  motion  of  the  pen, 

METHOD  pops  in  and  out  agen. 

So,  as  1  faid,  I  thought  it  better, 

To  fet  me  down  and  think  a  letter, 

And  without  any  more  ado, 

Seal  up  my  mind,  and  fend  it  you. 

You'll  afk  me,  mafter,  why  I  choofe 

To  plague  your  worftnp  with  my  mufe  ? 

I'll  tell  you  then — will  truth  offend  ? 

Though  cooler,  yet  I  love  my  friend. 

Befides,  I  like  you  merry  folks, 

Who  make  their  puns,  and  crack  their  jokes ; 

Your  jovial  hearts  are  never  wrong, 

1  love  a  ftory,  or  a  fong  ; 

But  always  feel  moft  grievous  qualms, 

From  A'ESLEY'S  hymns,  or  WISDOM'S  pfalms  *. 

My  father  often  told  me.  one  day 
Was  for  religion — that  was  Sunday, 
When  I  fhould  go  to  prayers  twice, 
Apd  hear  our  parfon  battle  vice ; 
And  drefs'd  in  all  my  fineft  clothes, 
Twang  thepfalmody  through  my  nofe. 
But  betwixt  churches,  for  relief, 
Eat  bak'd  plump-pudding  and  roaft-beef; 
And  cheerful,  without  fin,  regale 
With  good  home-brew'd,  and  nappy  ale, 
But  n'-t  one  word  olfa/lin*  greetings, 
And  dry  religious  finging  meetings. 
But  here  comes  folks  a  preaching  to  us 
A.  facing  doctrine  to  undo  «i, 
Whofe  notions  fanciful  and  fcurvy, 
Turn  old  religion  topfy-turvy. 
I'll  give  my  pleafure  up  for  no  man. 
And  an't  I  right  now,  Mafter  SHOW-MAN  ? 
You  feem'd  to  me  a  perfou  civil, 
Our  parfon  gives  you  to  the  devil ; 
And  fay*,  as  how,  that  after  grace 
You  laugh'd  directly  in  his  face  ; 
Ay,  laugh'd  outright  (as  I'm  a  finner) 
I  fhonld  have  lik'd  t'  have  been  at  dinner, 
Not  for  the  fake  of  mafter's  fare, 
But  to  have  feen  the  doctor  flare. 
Odzooks,  I  think  he's  perfect  mad, 
Scar'd  out  of  ail  the  wits  he  had, 
For  wherefoe'er  the  doctor  comes, 
He  pulls  his  wig,  and  bites  his  thumbs, 
And  mutters,  in  a  broken  rage, 
The  MINOR,  GARKICK,  FO.'TE,  the  STAGE; 
(For  I  muft  blab  it  out — but  hift, 
His  reverence  is  a  Metlodijl} 
And  preaches  like  an  t-rrant  fury, 
'Gainft  all  your^o-zo  folks  about  DRURY,  • 

*  Robert  Wifdom  'was  an  early  tranjlator  of  tls 
Pfalwt  Wood  fays ,  "  be  ivas  a  good  JLtatin  and  Englijb 
tt  foet  of  kit  timer  He  died  1 ,568. 


Say-  actors  all  are  hellHh  Imps, 

And  managers  the  devil's  pimps* 

He  knows  not  what  he  fets  about  j 

Puts  on  his  furplice  inQde  out, 

Miftakes  the  leffons  in  the  church, 

Or  leaves  a  collect  in  the  lurch  ; 

And  th' other  day— God  help  his  head, 

The  gardner's  wife  being  brought  to  bed, 

When  fent  for  to  baptize  the  child 

His  wig  awry,  and  daring  wild, 

He  laid  the  prayer-book  flat  before  him, 

And  read  the  burial  fervice  o'er  him. 

— The  folks  muft  wait  without  their  (hoes, 

For  I  muft  tell  you  all  the  news. 

For  we  have  had  a  deal  to  do, 

Our  fquire's  become  a  (how-man  too! 

And  horfe  and  foot  arrive  in  flocks, 

To  fee  his  worfliip's  famous  rocks, 

Whilft  he,  with  humorous  delight, 

Walks  all  about,  and  (hows  the  light, 

Poims  out  the  place,'  where  trembling  yom 

Had  like  t'  have  bid  the  wo* Id  adieu; 

It  bears  the  fad  remembrance  ftiil, 

And  people  call  it  GARRICK'S  HILU 

The  goats  their  ufual  diftance  keep, 

We  never  have  recoxirfe  to  (hecp  ; 

And  the  whole  fcene  wants  nothing  now, 

Except  your  -ferry-boat  and  cow. 

I  had  a  great  tleal  more  to  fay, 

But  I  am  fent  exprefs  away, 

To  fetch  the  'fquire's  three  children  down 

To  TISSINOTON,  from  DERBY  town; 

And  ALLEN  fays  he'll  mend  my  rhyme, 

Whene'er  I  write  a  fecond  time. 


COBLER  OF  CRIPPLEGATE'S  LETTER, 

TO  ROBERT  LLOYD,  A.  M. 

UNUS'D  to  verfe,  and  tir'd,  Heav'n  knows, 

Of  drudging  on  in  heavy  profe, 

Day  after  day,  year  after  year, 

Which  1  have  fent  the  GAZJITTEER^; 

Now,  for  the  firft  time,  I  effay 

To  write  in  your  own  eafy  way. 

And  now,  O  .LLOYD,  I  wiih  I  had, 

To  go  that  road  your  ambling  pad,  ^ 

While  you,  with  all  a  poet's  pride, 

On  the  great-borfc  of  verfe  might  ride. 

You  leave  the  road  that's  rough  and  ftony, 

To  pace  and  whiftle  with  your  poney ; 

Sad  pi  oof  to  us  you're  lazy  grown, 

And  fear  to  gall  your  buckle  bone. 

For  he  who  rides  a  nag  fo  fmall, 

Will  foon,  we  fear,  ride  none  at  all. 

There  are,  and  nought  gives  more  offence, 
Who  have  fome  fav'rite  excellence, 
Which  evermore  they  introduce, 
And  bring  it/ into  conftant  ufe. 
Thus  GAKRICK  ftill  in  ev'ry  part 
Has  paufe,  and  attitude,  and  ftart: 
The  paufe,  I  will  allow,  is  good, 
And  fo,  perhaps,  the  attitude  ; 
The  ftart  too's  fine  :  but  if  not  fcarce, 
The  tragedy  becomes  a  farce. 
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I  have  too,  pardon  me,  fome  quarrel 
With  other  branches  of  your  laurel. 
I  hate  the  ftylc,  that  ftill  defends 
.   Yourfelf,  or  praifes  all  your  friends, 
As  if  the  club  of  wits  was  met 
To  m?ke  eulogiums  on  tbffet; 
Say,  mult  the  town  for  ever  hear, 
And  no  reviewer  dare  to  fneer, 
Of  THORNTON'S  humour,  GARRICK'S  nature, 
And  COLMAN'S  wit,  and  CHURCHILL'S  iatirc? 
CHURCHIJ.L,  who — let  it  not  offend, 
If  I  make  free,  though  he's  your  friend, 
And  fure  we  cannot  want  excufe, 
When  CHURCHILL'S  nam'd,  for  fmart  abufe — 
CHITRC  i:n.r; !  who  tver  loves  to  raife 
On  flander's  dung  his  mufhroom-bays : 
The  prieft,  I  grant,  has  fomething  clever, 
A  fomething  that  will  laft  for  ever  : 
.Let  him,  in  part,  be  made  your  pattern, 
Whofe  fnufe,  now  queen,  and  now  a  flattern, 
Trick'd  out  ia  ROSCIAD  rules  the  roaft, 
Turns  trapes  and  trollop  in  the  GHOST, 
By  turns  both,  tickle  us,  and  warms, 
And,  drunk  or  fober,  has  her  charmst 

GARRICK,  to  whom  with  lath  and  plafler 
You  try  to  raife  a  fine  pilafter, 
And  found  on  LEAR  and  MACBETH, 
His  monument  e'en  after  death, 
GARRICK'S  a  dealer  in  grimaces, 
A  haberdafber  of  wry  faces, 
A  hypocrite,  in  all  its  ftages, 
Who  laughs  and  cries  for  hire  and  Wages ; 
As  undertakers  men  draw  grief 
From  onion  in  their  handkerchief, 
Like  real  mourners  cry  and  fob, 
And  of  their  p<;fiions  make  a  job. 

And  COL  MA  77  too,  that  little  finnef, 
That  effay- weaver,  drama-fpinner, 
Too  much  the  comic  fact  will  ufe, 
For  'tis  the  Uw  mufl  find  himjioft. 
And  though  he  thinks  on  fame's  wide  ocean 
He  fwims,  and  has  a  pretty  motien, 
Inform  him,  £,LOYD,  for  all  his  grin 
That  HARRY  FIELDING  holds  his  chin. 

Now  higher  foar,  my  mufe,  and  higher, 
To  BCNMH.  THORNTON,  hight  efquire  1 
The  only  man  to  make  us  laugh, 
A  very  PETER  PARAGRAPH ; 
The  grand  condu<5ter  and  advifer 
In  CHRPNICLT.  and  ADVERTISER, 
Who  dill  delights  to  run  his  rig 
On  citizen  and  fattwyr  .' 

Good  fenfe,  I  know,  though  daih'd  with  oddity, 
In  THORNTON  is  no  fcarce  commodity  : 
Much  learning  too  I  can  defcry, 

Beneath  his  perriwig  doth  lie. . 

I  beg  his  pardon,  I  declare, 

His  grizzle's  gone  for  greafy  hair, 
Which  now  the  wag  with  eafe  can  fcrew, 
With  dirty  ribband  in  a  queue- 
But  why  neglect  (his  trade  forfeiting 
For  fcribbling,  and  for  merry-making), 
With  tie  to  ovcrfhade  that;  brain, 
Which  might  have  flione  in  WARV/ICK-.LANE  ? 
Why  not,  :.\  ith  fpt:cUicies  on  nofc, 
n  chariot  Lzily  repufe, 


A  fecond,  pompous,  deep  phyfiaan, 

HIMSELF  A  SIGN-POST  EXHIBITION? 
But  hold,  my  mufe  I  you  run  a-hcad 

And  where's  the  clue  that  fhall  unthread 

The  maze,  wherein  you  are  entangled  ? 

While  out  of  tune  the  bells  are  jangled 

Through  rhyme's  rough^road,  that  ferve  to  deck 

My  jaded  Pegafus  his  neck. 

My  mufe  with  LLOYD  alone  contends ; 

Why  then  fall  foul  upon  his  friends  ? 

Unlefs  to  fnow,  like  handy-dandy, 

Or  CHURCHILL'S  GHOST,  or  TRISTRAM  SHAN 
DY, 

Now  here,  now'there,  with  quick  progreflion, 

How  fmartly  you  can  make  digreffion  : 

Your  rambling  fpirit  now  confine, 

And  fpeak  to  LLOYD  in  ev'ry  line. 

Tell  me  then,  LLOYD,  what  is't  you  mean, 

By  cobling  up  a  MAGAZINE  ? 

A  MAGAZINE,  a  wretched  olio,  • 

Purloin'd  from  quarto  aiad  from  folio, 

From  pamphlet,  newfpaper,  and  book ; 

Which  toft  up  by  a  monthly  cook, 

Borrows  fine  fhapes,  and  titles  new,  -\ 

Of  fricafee  and  rich  ragout, 

Which  dunces  drefs,  as  well  as  you.  j 

Say,  is't  for  yon,  your  wit  to  coop, 
And  tumble  through  this  narrow  hoop  ? 
The  body  thrives,  and  fo  the  mind, 
When  both  are  free  and  unconfin'd ; 
But  harnefs'd  in  like  hackney  tit, 
To  run  the  monthly  ftage  of  wit, 
The  racer  ftumbles  in  the  {haft, 
And  (hows  he  was  not  meant  for  draft. 
Pot-bellied  gluttons,  flaves  of  tafte, 
Who  bind  in  leathern-belr  their  waift, 
Who  lick  their  lips  at  ham  or  haunch, 
But  hate  to  fee  the  ftrutting  paunch, 
Full  often  rue  the  pain  that's  felt 
From  circumfcription  of  the  belt. 
Thus  women  too  we  idiots  call, 
Who  lace  their  fhapes  too  clofe  and  fmall. 
Tight  ftays,  they  find,  oft  end  in  humps, 
And  take,  too  late,  alas  !  to  jumps. 
The  Chinefe  ladies  cramp  their  feet, 
Which  feem,  indeed,  both  fmall  and  neat, 
While  the  dear  creatures  laugh  and  talk, 
And  can  do  ev'ry  thing — but  walk ; 
Thus  you,  "  who  trip  it  as  you  go 
On  the  light  fantaftic  toe," 
And  "in  the  Ring  are  ever  feen, 
Or  Rotten-Row  of  magazine, 
Will  cramp  your  mufe  in  four-foot  verfc, 
And  find  at  laft  your  eafe  your  curfe. 
CLIO  already  humbly  begs 
You'd  give  her  leave  to  ftretch  her  legs, 
?or  though  fometimes  (he  takes  a  leap, 
V  ,.t  quadrupeds  can  only  creep. 

While  namby-pamby  thus  you  fcribble, 
Tour  manly  genius  a  mere  fribble, 
*inn'd  down,  and  fickly,  cannot  vapour, 
tfor  dares  to  tyring,  or  cut  a  caper.  4, 

Roufe  then,  for  ftiame,  your  ancient  fpirit . 
Write  a  great  work  .    a  work  of  merit ! 
'he  conduct  of  your  friend  examine, 

nd  give  a  PROPHECY  of  FAMINE-^ 
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Or  like  yourfelf,  in  days  of  yore, 

Write  ACTORS,  as  you  did  before  : 

Write  what  may  pow'rful  friends  create  you, 

And  make  your  prefent  friends  all  hate  you. 

Learn  not  a  {burning,  (hambling,  pace, 

But  go  ere<5l  with  manly  grace  ; 

For  OVID  fays,  and  pr'ythee  heed  it, 

Os  homini  fublime  dedit. 

But  if  you  ftill  wafte  all  your  prime 

In  fpinning  Lilliputian  rhyme, 

Too  long  your  genius  will  lie  fallow, 

And  ROBERT  LLOYD  be  ROBERT  SHALLOW. 

ON  RHYME. 

A   FAMILIAR   EPISTLE  TO  A  FRIEND. 

BRING  paper,  ASH,  and  let  me  fend 
My  hearty  fervice  to  my  friend. 

How  pure  the  paper  looks  and  white  '. 
What  pity  'tis  that  folks  will  write, 
And  on  the  face  of  candour  fcrawl 
With  defperate  ink,  and  heart  of  gall ! 
Yet  thus  it  often  fares  with  thofe 
Who,  gay  and  eafy  in  their  frofe, 
Incur  ill-nature's  ugly  crime, 
And  lay  about  'em  in  their  rhyme. 

No  man  more  generous,  frank  and  kind, 
Of  more  ingenuous  focial  mind, 
Than  CHURCHILL, yet  though  CHURCHILL  here, 
I  will  pronounce  him  too  fevere, 
For,  whether  fcribbled  at  or  not, 
He  writes  no  name  without  a  blot. 

Yet  let  me  urge  one  honeft  plea? 
Say,  is  the  mufe  in  fault  or  he  ? 
The  man,  whofe  genius  thirfts  for  praife, 
Who  boldly  plucks,  not  waits  the  bays ; 
Who  drives  his  rapid  car,  along, 
And  feels  the  energy  of  fong ; 
Writes,  from  the  impulfe  of  the  mufe, 
What  fober  reafcn  might  refufe. 

My  Lord,  who  lives  and  writes  at  eafe, 
(Sure  to  be  pleas'd,  as  fure  to  pleafe) 
And  draws  from  filver-ftand  his  pen, 
To  fcribble  fonnets  noiv  and  tben ; 
Who  writes  not  what  he  truly  feels, 
But  rather  what  he  flily  deals, 
And  patches  up  in  courtly  phrafe, 
The  manly  fenfe  of  better  days ;  ^ 
Whofe  dainty  mufe  is  only  kift  ;* 
But  as  his  dainty  Lordfhip  lift, 
Who  treats  her  like  a  mijlrefs  ftill, 
To  turn  her  off,  and  keep  at  will; 
Knows  not  the  labour,  pains,  and  ftrife. 
Of  him  who  takes  the  mufe  to  wife. 
For  then  the  poor  good-natur'd  man 
Muft  bear  his  burden  as  he  can  ; 
And  if  my  lady  prove  a  fhrew, 
What  would  you  have  the  hufband  do  ? 

Say,  mould  he  thwart  her  inclination 
To  work  his  own,  and  her  vexation  ? 
Or  giving  madam  all  her  rein, 
JVIake  marriage  but  a  filken  chain  ? 
Thus  we,  who  lead  poetic  lives, 
The  henpeck'd  culls  of  vixen  wives, 
Receive  their  orders,  and  obey,  . 

Like  hufbands  in  the  common  way 
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And  when  we  write  with  too  much  phlegm, 
The  fault  is  not  in  us,  but  them  : 
True  fervants  always  at  command, 

We  hold  tie  pen  ;  they  guide  the  land. 
Why  need  I  urge  fo  plain  a  fact 

To  you  who  catch  me  in  the  adl  ? 

And  fee  me  (ere  I've  faid  my  grace, 

That  is,  put  SIR  in  proper  pbce; 

Or  with  epiftolary  bow. 

Have  prefac'd,  as  I  fcarce  know  how), 

You  fee  me,  as  I  faid  before, 

Run  up  and  down  a  page  or  more, 

Without  one  word  of  tribute  due 

To  friendlhip's  altar,  and  to  YOU. 

Accept,  then,  in  or  out  of  time, 

My  honeft  thanks,  though  writ  in  rhyme. 

And  thefe  once  paid  (to  obligations 

Repeated  thanks  grow  ft  ale  vexations, 

And  hurt  the  liberal  donor  more 

Than  all  hi*  lavifti  gifts  before), 

I  fkip  about,  as  whim  prevails, 

Like  your  own  frilky  goats  in  WALKS, 

And  follow  where  the  mufe  ihall  lead. 

O'er  hedge  and  ditch,  o'er  hill  or  mead. 
Well  might  the  *  lordly  writer  praife 

The  firft  inventor  of  effays, 

Where  wanton  fancy  gaily  rambles, 

Walks,  pace's,  gallops,  trots,  and  ambles; 

And  all  things  may  be  fung  or  faid, 

While  drowfy  METHOD'S  gone  to  bed. 

And  bleft  the  poet,  or  the  rhymift, 

(For  furely  none  of  the  fublimeft) 

Who  prancing  in  hi*  cafy  mode,       ' 

Down  this  .epiftolary  road, 

Firft  taught  the  mufc  to  p.'ay  the  fool, 

A  truant  from  the  pedant's  ichool, 

And  fkipping.  like  a  ixfelefs  dunce, 

O'er  all  the  UNITIES  at  once; 
(For  fo  we  keep  but  clink  and  rhyme* 
A  fig  for  ACTION,  PLACE,  and  TIME), 
But  critics  (who  ftill  judge  by  rules, 

Tranlmitted  down  as  guides  to  fools, 
And  howfoe'er  they  prate  about  'cm, 
Drawn  from  wife  folks  who  writ  without 

em) 

Will  blame  this  frolic,  wild  excurfion, 
Which  fancy  takes  for  her  diverfion, 
AS  inconfiftent  wirh  the  law, 
Which  keeps  the  fober  mufe  in  awe, 
Who  dares  not  for  her  life  difpenfe, 
With  fachmecbanic chains  for  fenfe. 
Yet  men  are  often  apt  to  blame 
Thofe  errors  they'd  be  proud  to  claim, 
And  if  their  Ikill,  of  pigmy  fize, 
To  glorioujs  darings  cannot  rife, 
From  critic  fplcen  and  pedant  phlegm,    , 
Would  make  all  genius  creep  with  them 

Nay,  e'en  profeffors  of  the  "art, 
To  prove  their  wit  betray  their  heart, 
And  fpeak  againft  themfelves,  to  fliovv, 
What  they  would  hate  the  world  fhould  know, 
As  when  the  meafur'd  couplets  curfe, 
The  manacles  of  Gothic  verfe, 
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While  the  trim  bard  in  eafy  drains, 
Talk*,  much  :,{fetlers,  flogs,  and  chains ; 
He  only  aims  that  you  (hould  think, 
How  charmingly  he  makes  them  clink. 
So  have  I  feen  in  tragic  ftride, 
The  hero  of  the  Mourning  Bride, 
Sullen  ;md  lulky  tread  the  ftage, 
Till,  fixt  attention  to  engage, 
Ht:  flings  his  fefter'd  arms  abour, 
That  all  may  find  ALPHONSO  out. 
Oft  have  1  heard  it  (aid  by  th<  fe, 
Who  nioft  fhould  blufh  to  be  he'r  foes, 
That  rhyme's  impertinent  vexation, 
Shackles  the  brave  imagination, 
Which  longs  with  eager  zeal  to  try 
Her  trackleis  path  above  the  iky, 
IBut  that  the  clog  upon  her  feet, 
!Reftrains  her  flight,  and  damps  her  heat. 

From  BOILEAU  down  to  his  tranflacors, 
i)ull  paraphrafis,  and  imitators, 
All  rail  at  metre  at  the  time 
They  write  and  owe  their  fenfe  to  rhyme. 
Had  HE  fo  maul'd  his  gentle  foe, 
J3ut  for  that  lucky  word  QJJINEAUT  ? 
Or  had  his  ftrokes  been  half  fo  fine, 
Without  that  clofing  name  COTIN  ? 
Yet  dares  he  on  this  very  theme, 
Jiis  own  APOLLO  to  blafpheme, 
And  talk  of  wars  'twixt  rhyme  and  fenfe, 
And  murders  which  enfu'd  from  thence, 
As  if  they  b.oth  refolv'd  to  meet, 
Like  Theban  fons,  in  mutual  heat, 
Forgetful  of  the  ties  of  brother, 
.To  maim  and  maflacre  each  ether. 

'Tis  true,  fometimes  to  coftive  brains, 
A  couplet  cofts  exceeding  pains; 
But  where  the  fancy  waits  the  ficill 
Of  fluent  eafy  drefs  at  will, 
The  thoughts  are  oft,  like  colts  which  ftray 
From  fertile  meadf,  and  lofe  their  way, 
Clapt  up  and  faften'd  in  the  pound 
Of  meaiur'd  rhyme,  and  barren  found. 

— What  are  thefe  jarring  notes  I  hear, 
Grating  harfh  difcord  on  my  ear  ' 
How  {brill,  how  coarfe,  th'  unit-tried  tone, 
Alternate  'twist  a  fqueak  and  drone, 
"Worfe  than  the  fcrannel  pipe  of  flraw, 
Or  mafic  grinding  on  a  faw  ! 
Will  none  that  horrid  fiddle  break? 
— O  fpare  it  for  GIAR DIM'S  Cake. 
'Tis  bis,  and  only  errs  by  chance, 
Tlay'd  by  the  hand  of  ignorance. 

From  this  allufion  I  infer, 
'Tisnot  the  art,  but  artiilserr, 
And  rhyme's  a  fiddle,  fweet  indeed, 
When  touch'd  by  thofe  who  well  can  lead, 
"VVhofe  varied  notes  harmonious  How, 
In  tones  prplong'd  from  fvveeping  bow; 
But  harfli  the  founds  to  ear  and  mind, 
From  the  poor  fiddler  lame  and  blind, 
Who  begs  in  mufic  at  your  doer, 
And  thrums  "Jack  Latin  o'er  and  o'er. 

Seme  MiLToN-mad,  (an  affectation 
Glean'd  up  from  college  education) 
Approve  no  verfe,  but  that  which  flows 
'Jn  epithetic  rneaiur'J  proie, 


With  trim  expreflions  daily  drefl 
Stol'n   mifapply'd.  and  not  con f eft, 
And  call  it  writing  in  the  ttyle 
Of  that  great  HOMER  .:f  our  ifle. 
IVhllom,  'wbat  time,  cftfoons  and  erflt 
(So  prole  is  oftentimes  k'-vcrff) 
Sprinkled  with  quaint  fantaflic  phrafe, 
Uncouth  to  cars  of  modern  days, 
Make  up  the  metre,  which  they  call 
Blank,  CLASSIC  BL  VNK,  their  all  in  all. 

Can  only  blank  admit  fubiimt-  ? 
Go  read  and  meafure  I)RYD>:N'S  rhymei 
Admire  the  magic  of  his  fong, 
See  how  his  numbers  roil  along, 
With  eafe  and  ftrength  and  varied  paufr, 
Nor  cramp'd  by  found,  nor  metre's  laws. 

Is  harmony  the  gift,  of  rhyme  ? 
R-ead,  if  you  can,  your  MILTON'S  chime; 
Where  tafte,  not  wantonly  fcvere, 
May  find  the  nieafnre,  not  the  ear. 

As  rhyme,  rich  rhyme,  was  OR?  DEN'S  choice. 
And  blank  has  MILTON'S  nobler  voice, 
I  deem  it  as  the  fubjc$s  lead, 
That  either  meafure  will  fucceed, 
That  rhyme  will  readily  admit 
Of  fancy,  numbers,  force  and  wit; 
But  though  each  couplet  has  its  ftrength, 
It  palls  in  works  of  epic  length. 

For  who  can  bear  to  read  or  hear, 
Though  not  offenfivc  to  the  ear, 
The  mighty  BLACKMORE  gravely  fing 
Of  ARTHUR  PRI>CE,  and  ARTHUR.  KING, 
Heroic  poems  without  number, 
Long,  lifelefs,  leaden,  lulling  lumber; 
Nor  pity  fuch  laborious  toil, 
And  lofs  of  midnight  time  and  oil  ? 
Yet  glibly  runs  each  jingling  line, 
Smoother,  perhaps,  than  yours  or  mine, 
But  ftill  (though  peace  be  to  the  dead), 
The  dull,  dull  poems  weigh  down  lead. 

So  have  I  feen  upon  the  road, 
A  waggon  of  a  mountain's  load, 
proad-wheel'd  and  drawn  hy  horfes  eight, 
Pair'd  like  great  folks  who  ftrut  in  (late  : 
While  the  gay  (ieeds,  as  proud  as  ftrong, 
Drag  the  flow  tottering  weight  along, 
Each  as  the  fteep  afcent  he  climbs, 
Moves  to  his  beilsw  and  walks  in  chimes. 

The  mufes  dwelt  at  Ovid's  tongue, 
For  OVID  never  faid,  bvtfunp, 
And  POI-E  (for  PO'PE  affedbs  the  fame) 
In  numbers  UJp^Jt  for  numbers  came. 
I'hu?,  in  hiitoric  page  I've  read 
Of  fome  queen's  daughter,  fairy-bred, 
Who  could  not  either  cough  or  fpit, 
Without  fome  precious  flow  of  wit, 
Whi'o  her  lair  lips  were  as  a  fpout, 
To  tumble  pearls  and"  diamonds  out. 

Yet,  though  dame  nature  may  b'tftow 
This  knack  of  verfe,  and  jingling  iVw  : 
(And  thoufands  have  that  impulfe  felt, 
With  whom  the  rnufes  never  dwelt) 
Though  it  may  fave  the  lab'ring  brain 
From  many  a  thought- perplexing  pain, 
And  while  the  rhyme  prefents  irfelf, 
Leaves  Byssac.uiuoacii'd  upon  the  fli--; 
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Vet  more  demands  the  critic  ear, 

Than  the  two  catch-words  in  the  rear, 

Which  (land  like  watchmen  in  tiie  c'ofe, 

To  keep  the  verfe  from  being  profe. 

But  when  reflection  has  refin'd 

This  boift'rous  bigs  of  the  mind. 

When  harmony  enriches  fcnfe, 

And  borrows  ftmngoB  charms  from  thence, 

When  genius  fleer*  by  judgment's-laws, 

When  proper  cadence,  varied  paufe, 

Show  nature's  ftrength  combin'd  with  art, 

And  through  the  ear  poffels  the  heart; 

Then  numbers  come,  and  all  before 

Is  bab,  dab,  fcab — mere  rhymes — no  more. 

Some  boaft,  which  none  coujxi  e'er  impart, 
A  fecret  principle  of  art, 
Which  gives  a  melody  to  rhyme 
Unknown  to  bards  in  ancient  time. 
And  BOILEAU  leaves  it  as  a  rule 
To  all  who  enter  PHOEBUS'  ithool, 
To  make  the  metre  ftrong  and  fine, 
Poets  write  firft  jovrJecoMl  Sine. 
*Tis  folly  all — No  poet  flows 
In  tuneful  verfe,  who  thinks  in  profe  ; 
And  all  the  mighty  fecret  here 
Lies  in  the  nicenefs  of  the  ear. 

E'en  in  this  meafurc,  when  the  mufe, 
With  genuine  eafe,  her  way  purfues, 
Though  (he  affeA  to  hide  her  (kill, 
And  walks  the  town  in  difhabille, 
Something  peculiar  will  be  feen 
Of  air,  or  grace,  in  fhape  or  mien, 
Which  will,  though  carelefsly  difplay'd, 
Diftinguifh  MADAM  from  her  maid. 

Here,  by  the  way  of  critic  farnple, 
I  give  the  precept  and  example. 
Four  feet,  you  know,  in  cv'ry  line 
Is  PRIOR'S  meafure,  and  is  mine ; 
Yet  tafle  would  ne'er  forgive  the  crime 
To  talk  of  mine  with  PRIOR'S  rhyme. 

Yet,  take  it  on  a  p"et's  word, 
There  are  who  foolifhly  have  err'd, 
And  marr'd  their  proper  reputation, 
By  flicking  clofe  to  imitation. 
A  double  rhyme  is  often  fought 
At  flrange  expence  of  time  and  thought ; 
And  though  fomerimes  a  lucky  hit 
May  give  a  zeft  to  BUTLER'S  wit ; 
Whatever  makes  the  meafure  halt 
Is  beauty  feldnm,  oft  a  fault. 
For  when  we  fee  the  wit  and  pains, 
The  twifting  of  the  ilubborn  brains, 
To  cramp  the  fenfe  within  the  bound 
Of  fome  queer  double  treble  found  : 
Hard  is  the  mufe's  travail,  and  'tis  plain 
*  Tis  pinion'd  fenfe,  and  EASE  in  PAIN  ; 
'Tis  like  a  foot  that's  wrupt  about 
With  flannel  in  the  racking  gout. 
But  here,  methinks,  'tis  mere  thar.  ticn« 
To  wave  both  fimiie  and  rhyme ; 
For  while,  as  pea  and  mufss  pleafe, 
I  talk  fo  much  of  eafe  and  eafe, 
Though  the  word's  mention* d  o'er  and  o'cr} 
I  fcarce  have  thought  of  yours  before. . 
A 
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'  Fis  true,  when  writing  to  one's  friend, 
*Tisa  rare  fcience  w!.ien  to  end, 
As  'tis  with  wits  a  common  fin 
To  want  th'  attention  to  lnjgin. 
So,  Sir  (at  laft  indeed),  adieu, 
Believe  me,  as  you'll  find  me,  true  ; 
And  if  henceforth,  at  any  time, 
APOLLO  whifpers  you  in  rhyme, 
Or  Lady  Fancy  ihould  difpole 
Your  mind  to  faliy  out.  in  profe, 
I  (hall  receive,  with  ha'low'dawe, 
The  mufe's  mail  from  FLEXNET'S 


A  FAMILIAR  EPISTLE. 

TO  A   FRIEND  WHO  SENT  THE  AUTHOR  A  HAMPER 
OF   WINE. 

Decifiit  Exemplar  -vitiis  imitablle.  HOR. 

FOND  of  the  loofe  familiar  vein, 

Which  neither  tires,  nor  cracks  the  brain, 

The  mufe  is  rather  truant  grown 

To  buckram  works  of  higher  tone; 

And  though  perhaps  her  pow'rs  of  rhyme^ 

Might  rife  to  fancies  more  fublime, 

Prefers  this  eafy  down-hili  road, 

I'o  dangerous  leaps  at  five-barr'd  ODE, 

Or  darting  in  the  claffic  race 

Jack  -booted  for  an  EPIC  chafe. 

That  bard,  as  other  bards,  divine, 
Who  was  afacris  to  the  nine, 
DAN  PRIOR  I  mean,  with  natural  eafe, 
(For  what's  not  nature  cannot  pleafe) 
Would  fometlmes  make  his  rhyming  bovf3 
And  greet  his  friend  as  I  do  now  ; 
And,  howfoe'er  the  critic  train 
May  hold  my  judgment  rather  vain, 
Allow  me  one  refemblance  true, 
I  have  my  friend,  a  SHEPHERD  *  too. 

You  know,  dear  Sir,  the  mufes  nine, 
Though  fober  maids  are  woo'd  in  wine$ 
And  therefore,  as  beyond  a  drfubt, 
You've  found  my  dangling  foible  out, 
Send  me  ne&areous  infpiration, 
Though  others  read  intoxication. 
For  there  are  thole  who  vainly  ufi 
This  grand  elixir  of  the  mufe, 
And  fancy  in  their  apiih  fit, 
An  idle  trick  of  maudlin  wit, 
Their  genius  takes.  a  daring  flight, 
'Bove  PJNDUS,  or  PLINLIJKMON'S  height* 
Whilft  more  of  madman  than  of  poet, 
They're  drunk  indeed,  and  do  not  know  it, 

The  bard,  whofe  charming  meafure  flows 
With  all  th«  native  eafe  of  profe, 
Who,  without  flafhy  vain  pretence, 
Has  beft  adorn'd  eternal  fenfe, 
And,  in  his  cheerful  moral  page, 
Speaks  to  mankind  in  every  age  ; 
Telis  us,  from  folks  whofe  fkuation  . 
Makes  them  the  mark  of  observation; 

*   Dr.  Richard  Shepherd,  author  of  a  diitaffit  tf&i* 
called  We  jfvftialt. 
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ft  gives  folly  rife, 
And  imitation  clings  to  vice.  • 

ENNIUS  could  never  write,  'tis  faid, 
Without  a  bottle  in  his  head ; 
And  your  own  HORACE  quaff' d  his  wine 
In  plenteous  draughts  at  BACCHUS'  fhrine; 
Nay,  ABDISON  would  oft  unbend, 
7"  indulge  his  genius  with  a  friend; 
(For  fancy,  which  is  often  dry, 
Muft  wet  her  wings,  or  cannot  fly)) 
"What  precedents  for  fools  to  follow 
Are  BEN,  the  DEVIL  and  APOLLO  '. 
While  the  great  gawky  ADMIRATION, 
Parent  of  ftupid  imitatiou, 
Intrinfic  proper  worth  neglects, 
And  copies  errors  aud  defects. 

The  man,  fecure  in  flrength  of  parts, 
Kas  no  recourfe  to  fhafHing  arts, 
Seeks  not  his  nature  to  dilguife, 
Nor  heeds  the  people's  tongues,  or  eyes, 
His  wit,  his  faults  at  once  difplays, 
Carelefs  of  envy,  or  of  praife ; 
And  foibles,  which  we  often  find 
Juft  on  the  furface  of  the  mind, 
htrike  common  eyes,  which  can't  difcern 
What  to  avoid,  and  what  to  learn. 

Errors  in  wit  confpicuous  grow, 
To  ufe  GAY'S  words, like  fpecks  in  {haw: 
Yet  it  were  kind,  at  leaft,  to  make 
Allowance  for  the  merit's  fake ; 
And  when  fuch  beauties  fill  the  eye, 
To  let  the  blemiflies  go  by. 
Plague  on  your  philosophic  fots  ! 
I'll  view  the  fun  without  its  fpots. 

Wits  are  peculiar  in  their  mode  ; 
They  cannot  bear  the  hackney  road, 
And  will  contract  habitual  ways, 
Which  fober  people  cannot  praife, 
And  fools  admire  :  Such  fools  I  hate« 
- — Begone  ye  flaves  who  imitate. 

Poor  SPURIUS  !  eager  to  deftroy 
And  murder  hours  he  can't  enjoy, 
The  laft  of  witlings,  next  to  dunce, 
Would  fain  turn  genius  all  at  once, 
But  that  the  wretch  miftakes  his  aim, 
And  thinks  a  libertine  the  fame. 
Connected  as  the  hand  and  glove 
Is  Madam  POETRY  and  LOVE  ; 
Shall  not  be  then  poffefs  his  mufe, 
And  fetch  CORINNA  from  the  ftews^ 
The  burden  of  his  amorous  verfe, 
And  charming  melter  of  his  purfe, 
While  happy  REBUS  tells  the  name 
Of  his  and  DRURY'S  common  fame? 
How  will  the  wretch  at  BACCHUS'  fhrine 
Betray  the  caufe  of  wit  and  wine, 
And  wafte  in  bawdy,  port,  and  pun, 
In  tafte  a  very  GOTH  or  HUN, 
Thofe  little  hours,  of  value  more 
Than  all  the  round  of  time  before ; 
"When  fancy  brightens  with  the  flaflc, 
And  the  heart  fpeaks  without  a  malk  ? 

Mad  THOU,  whofe  genius,  dull  and  cool, 
Is  muddy  as  the  ftagnant  pool ; 
Whofe  torpid  foul,  and  fluggifli  brains, 
Bullnefs  pervades,  and  wine  difdains  j 


Muft  tlou  to  nightly  taverns  run, 
APOLLO'S  gueft,  and  JONSON'S  Con  ? 
And  in  thy  folly's  beaftly  fit 
Attempt  the  fallies  of  a  wit  ? 
Art  thou  the  child  of  PHOEBUS'  choir? 
Think  of  the  adage — Afs  and  Lyre  *. 

If  thou  wouldft  really  fucceed, 
And  be  a  mimic  wit  indeed, 
LetDRYDEN  lend  thee  SHEFFIELD'S  blows, 
Or  like  WILL.  DAVENANT  lofe  your  nofe. 

O  LUCJAN,  fire  of  ancient  wit, 
Who,  wedding  HUMOUR,  didft  beget 
Thofe  doctors  in  the  laughing  fchool, 
Thofe  giant  fons  of  RIDICULE, 
SWIFT,  RAB'LAIS,  and  f  that  favourite  child, 
Whor  lefs  eccentrically  wild, 
Inverts  the  mifanthropic  plan, 
And,  hating  vices,  hates  not  man  : 
How  do  I  love  thy  gibing  vein  ! 
Which  glances  at  the  mimic  train 
Of  fots,  who  proud  as  modern  beaux 
Of  birth-day  fairs,  and  tinfel  clothes, 
Affecting  cynical  grimace 
With  phiiofophic  ftupid  face, 
In  dirty  hue,  with  naked  feet, 
In  rags  and  tatters,  ftroll  the  ftreet; 
OSTENSIVELY  exceeding  wife ; 
But  knaves,  and  fools,  and  walking  lies, 
External  mimicry  their  plan, 
The  monkey's  copy  after  man. 

Wits  too  poffefs  this  affectation, 
And  live  a  life  of  imitation, 
Are  flovens,  revellers,  and  brutes, 
Laborious,  abfent,  prattlers,  mutes*. 
From  fome  example  handed  down 
Of  fome  great  genius  of  renown. 

If  ADDISON,  from  habit's  trick, 
Could  bite  his  fingers  to  the  quick, 
Shall  not  I  nibble  from  defign, 
And  be  an  ADDISON  to  mine  ? 
If  POPE  moft  feelingly  complains 
Of  aching  head,  and  throbbing  pains, 
My  head  and  arm  his  pofture  hit, 
And  I  already  ache  for  wit. 
If  CHURCHILL,  following  nature's  oall, 
Has  head  that  never  aches  at  all, 
With  burning  brow,  and  heavy  eye, 
I'll  give  my  looks  and  pain  the  lie. 

If  huge  tall  words  of  termination, 
Which  afk  a  critic's  explanation, 
Come  rolling  out  along  with  thought, 
And  feem  to  ftand  juft  where  they  ought ; 
If  language  more  in  grammar  dreft, 
With  greater  emphafis  expreft, 
Unftudied,  unaffected  flows, 
In  fome  great  wit's  converfing  profe ; 
If  from  the  tongue  the  period  round 
Fall  into  ftyle,  and  fwell  to  found, 
'Tis  nature  which  herfelf  difplays, 
And  JOHNSON  fpeaks  a  JOHNSON'S  phrafc. 

But  can  you  hear,  without  a  fmile, 
The  formal  coxcomb  ape  his  ftyle, 


**  AJmtts  ad  Lyram. 

f  The  latt  inimitable  Henry  FicUiagtEff. 
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Who,  moft  dogmatically  wife, 

Attempts  to  ceniure  and  defpife, 

Affecting  what  he  cannot  reach, 

A  trim  propriety  of  fpeech  ? 

What  though  his  pompous  language  wear 

The  grand  decifive  folemn  air, 

Where  quaint  ANTITHESIS  prevails, 

And  fentences  are  weigh'd  in  fcales, 

Can  you  bow  down  with  reverend  awe 

Before  this  puppet  king  of  ftraw  ? 

Or,  hufh'd  in  mute  attention,  fit 

To  hear  this  CRITIC,  POET,  WIT, 

PHILOSOPHER,  all,  all  at  once, 

And  to  coaiplete  them  all,  this — DUNCE  ? 

— All  this  you'll  fay  is  mighty  fine, 

But  what  has  this  to  do  with  wine  ? 

Have  patience,  and  the  mufe  fhall  tell 
What  you,  my  friend,  know  full  as  well. 
Vices  in  poets,  wits,  and  kings, 
Are  catching,  imitable  things  ; 
And  fraikies  {landing  out  to  view- 
Become  the  objects  fools  purfue. 
Thus  have  I  pictures  often  feen 
Where  features  neither  fpeak  nor  mean, 
Yet  fpite  of  all  the  face  will  ftrike, 
And  mads  us  that  it  fhould  be  like, 
When  all  the  near  refemblance  grows 
From  fcratch  or  pimple  on  the  nol'e. 

To  poets  then  (I  mean  not  here 
The  fcribbling  drudge,  or  fcribbling  peer, 
Nor  thofe  who  have  the  monthly  fit, 
The  lunatics  of  modern  wit) 
To  POETS  wine  is  infpiration, 
Blockheads  get  drunk  in  imitation. 

As  different  liquors  different  ways 
Affect  the  body,  ibmetimes  raife 
The  fancy  to  an  eagle's  flight, 
And  make  the  heart  feel  wond'rous  light ; 
At  other  times  the  circling  mug, 
Like  LETHE'S  draught,  or  opiate  drug, 
Will  ftrike  the  fenfca  on  a  heap, 
When  folks  talk  wife,  who  talk  afleep; 
A  whimfical  imagination 
Might  form  a  whimfical  relation, 
How  every  Author  writes  and  thinks 
Analogous  to  what  he  drinks, 
While  quaint  conjecture's  lucky  hit 
Finds  out  his  bev 'rage  in  his-  wit. 

Ye  goodly  dray-nymph  mufes,  hail ! 
MUM,  PORTER,  'si  INCO,  MILD  and  STALE,  \ 
And  chiefly  thou  of  boailed  fame, 
Of  ROMAN  and  IMPERIAL  name; 
O  Furl !  all  hail !  thy  vot'ry  fteals, 
His  ftockings  dangling  at  his  heels, 
To  where  fome  pendent  head  invites 
The  bard  to  fet  his  own  to  rights, 
Who  feeks  thy  influence  divine, 
And  pours  libations  on  thy  fhrine, 
In  wormwood  draughts  of  infpiration, 
To  whet  his  foul  for  defamation. 

Flail  too,  your  denies  I  whole  mafter'sjQcillj 
lakes  up  iiluflrious  folks  at  will, 
And  carelefs  or  of  place  or  name, 
Beleads  and  hangs  to  public  fame 
Fine  garter'd  knights,  blue,  red,  or  green-, 
bj  earls,  and  dukes,  r.r.y  king  or  queen^ 


And  fometimes  pairs  them  both  together, 
To  dangle  to  the  wind  and  weather  ; 
Or  claps  fome  mighty  general  there, 
Who  has  not  any  head  to  fpare. 
Or  if  it  more  his  fancy  fuit, 
Pourtrays  or  fiih,  or  bird,  or  brute. 
And  lures  the  gaping  thirfty  gueft 
To  SCOTT'S  entire t  orTRUiiMAN's  befl. 

Ye  chequered  domes,  thrice  hail !  for  hencje 
The  fire  of  wif,  the  froth  of  fenfe, 
Here  gentle  puns,  ambiguous  joke, 
Burft  forth  ora<ular  in  fmoke, 
And  infpiration  pottle  deep 
Forgets  her  ions,  ana  falls  afleep. 
Hence  iffue  treatUes  and  rhymes, 
The  wit  and  wonder  of  the  times, 
Hence  icandal,  piracies,  and  lies, 
Defenfive  pa/nphlets  on  EXCISE, 
The  murd'rous  articles  of  news,  „: 

And  pert  THEATRICAL  REVIEWS. 
Hither,  as  to  their  urns,  repair, 
Bard,  publifher,  and  minor  play'r, 
And  o'er  the  porter's  foaming  head 
Their  venom'u  malice  Uigntly  fhed, 
And  aim  their  batteries  of  dirt 
At  genius,  which  they  cannot  hurt. 

Smack  not  tlelr  works,  it  verie  or  profc. 
Offend  your  eye,  or  car,  or  nofe, 
So  frothy,  vapid,  ftaie,  hum-drum, 
Of  STINGO,  POSTER,  PURL, 
And  when  the  mufe  politely  jokes, 
Cannot  you  find  the  lady  fraokes  I 
And,  fpite  of  all  her  infpiration, 
Betrays  her  alehouie  education  ? 

Alas  !  how  very  few  are  found 
Whofe  ftyle  taftes  neat,  and  full,  and  feund  J 
In  WILMOT'S  loofe  ungoveru'd  vein 
There  is,  I  grant,  much  burnt  CHAM PAION, 
And  DORSET'S  lines  all  palates  hit, 
The  very  BURGUNDY  of  wit. 
But  when,  obedient  to  the  mode 
Of  panegyric,  courtly  ode;, 
The  bard  bcftrides  his  annual  hack, 
in  vain  I  tafte,  and  fip,  and  fmack, 
I  find  no  flavour  of  the  SACK. 
But  while  I  ramble  and  refine 
On  flavour,  ftyle,  and  wit,  and  wine, 
Your  claret,  which  I  would  not  vvuftc, 
Recals  me  to  my  proper  tafle  ; 
So  ending,  as  'tis  more  than  time, 
At  once  my  letter,  glafs,  and  rhyme, 
1  take  this  bumper  off  to  you, 
'  Tis  SHEPHER.IJ'S  health — dear  friend,  adieu. 

THE  CANDLE  AND  SNUFFERS, 

A  PABLE. 

"  No  author  ever  fpar'd  a  brother  : 
u  Wits  are  game  cocks  to  one  another.". 
But  no  antipathy  fo  ftrong, 
Which  ads  fo  fiercely,  lafts  fo  long 
As  that  which  rages  in  the  breaft 
Of  critic,  and  of  wit  pro£eft, 
When,  eager  for  fome  bold  cmpmcs 
Wi,  Tiun-like,  afc&s  the  ikies, 

y  u  ii). 
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When,  full  of  energy  divine, 
The  mighty  dupe  of  all  the  r.ine, 
Bids  his  kite  foar  on  paper  wing, 
The  critic  comes,  and  cuts  the  ft  ring ; 
Hence  dire  contention  often  grows 
'Twixt  man  of  verfe.  and  man  of  profe- 
While  profe-man  deems  the  verie  man  fool, 
And  meafures  wit  by  line  and  rule, 
And,  as  he  lops  rff  fancy's  limb, 
Turns  executioner  of  whim  ; 
While  genius,  which  too  r.fc  difdains 
To  bear  e'en  honourable  chains; 
(Such  as  a  fheriff's  klf  might  wear 
Or  grace  the  wifdom  of  a  may'r , 
Turns  rebel  to  dame  REASON'S  throne 
And  holds  no  judgment  like  his  own. 

Yet  while  they  fyatter  mu'ual  dirt, 
In  idle  threats  that  cannot  hurt, 
Methinks  they  wa&e  a  deal  of  time, 
Both  fool  in  profe,  and  fool  in  rhyme  t 
And  when  the  angry  bard  exclaims, 
And  calls  a  thoufa^nd  paltry  names, 
He  doth  his  critic  mighty  wrong, 
And  hurts  the  dignity  of  fong. 

The  prefatory  matter  paft. 
The  tale,  or  ftory,  comes  at  la  ft. 

A  candle  ftuck  in  flaring  (tare 
Within  the  nozzle  of  French  plate, 
Tow'ring  aloft  with  fmoaky  light, 
The  fnuff  and  flame  of  wondrous  height, 
(For,  virgin  yet  of  amputation, 
K»\ force  had  check'd  its  inclination) 
Sullen  addrefs'd  with  confcious  pride, 
The  dormant  fnuffers  at  its  fide. 
"  Mean  vulgar  cools,  whofe  envious  aim 
"  Strikes  at  the  vitals  of  my  flame, 
"  Your  rude  affaults  (hall  hurt  no  nvre, 
"  See  how  my  beams  triumphant  foar  ! 
'"  See  how  I  gaily  blaze  alone 
"  With  ftrength,  with  luft're  all  my  own. 

"  Luftre,  good  Sir  !"  the  fmiffers  cried, 
*'  Alas!  how  ignorant  is  pride  ! 
"  Thy  light  which  wavers  found  the  room, 
"  Shows  as  the  counterfeit  of  gloom, 
"  Thy  fnufF  which  idly  tow'rs  fo  high 
**  Will  wafte  thy  tfTence  by  and  by, 
<c  Which,  as  I  prize  thy  luftre  dear 
"  I  fain  would  lop  to  make  thee  clear. 
fc{  Boaft  not,  cM -friend,  thy  random  ray*, 
"  Thy  wafting  ftrength,  and  qmv'nn-g  blaze, 
"   You  fhine  but  as  a  beggar'?  link, 
*'  To  burn  away,  and  die  in  flink, 
"   No  merit  waits  unfteady  light, 
({  You  muft  burn  true  as  well  as  bright". 

Poets  like  candles  all  are  puffers, 
Aud  critics  are  the  candle  fnuffers. 

THE  TEMPLE  OF  FAVOUR. 

TO  WILLIAM  KENR1CK. 

THOUGH  pilot  in  the  fhip  no  more, 
To  bring  the  cargo  fafc  to  Hiore  * ; 

*    When  this  'was  fuWjbed  in  tie  St.  James's  Ma- 
,  Mr.  Lloyd  had  relift^u'JLsd  tbc  condufl  of  that 
Dr. 
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Permit,  as  time  and  place  afford, 
A  paffen|;er  to  come  aboard. 

The  (hepherd  who  furvey'd  tlic  deept 
When  all  its  tempfcft's  were  aflcep, 
Dream'd  not  of  danger;  glad  was  he 
To  fell  his  flock,  and  put  ro  fea  : 
The  confequence  has  J^;-OP  told, 
He  lofl  his  venture,  (Keep  and  gold. 
So  fares  it  with  us  fons  of  rhyme, 
From  doggrcl  wit,  to  wit  fubiihie  ; 
On  ink's  calm  ocean  all  ie-mis  clear, 
No  fands  affright,  no  rocks  appear  ; 
No  lightnings  Waft,  no  thunders  roar; 
No  furges  lafh  the  peaceful  fhore  ; 
Till,  all  too  vent'rous  from  the  land, 
The  tempefls  Jafh  us  on  the  ftrand  : 
Then  the  low  pirate  boards  the  deck, 
And  fons  of  theft  enjoy  the  wreck. 

The  harlot  mufe  fo  pafling  gay, 
Bewitches  only  to  betray , 
Though  for  a  while,  with  eafy  air, 
She  fmooths  the  rugged  brow  of  care, 
And  laps  the  mind'  in  flow'ry  dreams, 
With  fancy's  tranfitory  gleams. 
Fond  of  the  nothings  fhe  beftows, 
We  wake  at  la  ft  to  real  woes. 

Through  ev'ry  age,  in  ev'ry  place, 
Confider  well  the  poet's  cafe  ; 
By  turns  protected  and  carefs'd, 
Defam'd,  dependent,  and  diftrefs'd"; 
The  joke  of  wits,  the  bane  of  flaves, 
The  curfe  of  fbols,  the  butt  of  knaves ; 
Too  proud  to  ftoop  for  fervile  ends, 
To  lacquey  roguesr  or  flatter  friends ; 
With  prodigality  to  give, 
Too  carelefs  of  the  means  to  live: 
The  bubble  fame  iutent  to  gain, 
And  yet  too  lazy  to  maintain; 
He  quits  the  world  he  never  priz'd, 
Pitied  by  few,  by  mure  defpis'd ; 
And  loft  to  friends,  opprtfs'd  by  foes, 
Sinks  to  the  nothing  whence  he  rofe. 

O  glorious  trade,  for  wit's  a  trade, 
Where  men  are  ruin'd  more  than  made. 
Let  crazy  LEE,  neglected  GAY, 
The  fliabby  OTVVAY,  DRYDEN  gray, 
Thofe  tuneful  fervants  of  tfie  nine, 
(Not  that  I  blend  their  name  with  mine) 
Repeat  their  lives,  their  works,  their  fame, 
And  teach  the  world  fome  ufeful  Ihume. 
At  firft  the  poet  idly  (trays 
Along  the  greenfward  path  ef  praife., 
Till  on  his  journeys  up  and  down, 
To  fee,  and  to  be  feen,  in  town, 
What  with  ill-natur'd  flings  and  rubs 
From  flippant  bucks,  and  hackney  fcrubs, 
His  toils  through   duft,   through  dirt, 

gravel, 
Take  off  his  appetite  for  travel. 

Tranfient  is  fame's  immediate  breath, 
Though  it.  blows  ftronger  after  death; 
Own  then,  with  MARTIAL,  after  fate 
If  glory  comes,  fhe  comes  too  late. 
For  who'd  his  time  and  labour  give 
For  praife,  by  which  he  cannot  live  I 
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But  in  APOLLO'S  court  of  fame 
(In  this  all  courts  are  m-.-ch  the  lame), 
By  F   vou  :•  folks  muft  make  their  way, 
FAVOUR,  which  lafts,  perhaps,  a  day, 
And  when  you've  rwirl'd  yourfeif  about 
To  wriggle  in  you're  wriggled  out. 
'Ti»  from  the  funfhine  of  her  eyes 
Each  courtly  infect  lives  or  dies ; 
'Tis  (he  difpenfes  all  the  graces 
Of  profits,  penfions,  honours,  places  ; 
And  in  her  light  capricious  firs 
Makes  wits  of  fools,  and  fools  of  wits, 
Gives  vices,  folly,  dullnef-,  birth, 
Nay  (lamps  the  currency  on  worth  ; 
'  f  is  (he  that  lends  the  mufe  a  fpur, 
And  even  kffi.ig  goes  by  her. 

Far  in  the  fea  a  temple  (lands 
Built  by  dame  ERROR'S  hafty  hands, 
Where  in  her  dome  of  lucid  (hells 
The  vifionary  goddefs  dwells, 
Here  o'er  her  (abject  fans  of  earth 
Regardlefs  or  of  place,  or  worth. 
She  rules  triumphant  ;  and  fupplies 
The  gaping  world  wkh  hope*  and  lies, 
Her  throne,  which  weak  and  tott'ring  fcems, 
Is  built  upon  the  wings  of  dreams  ; 
The  fickle  winds  her  altars  bear 
Which  quiver  to  the  faifting  air; 
Hither  hath  REASON  feldom  brought 
The  child  of  VIRTUE  or  of  THOUGHT, 
And  JUSTICE  with  hqr  equal  face, 
Finds  this,  alas!   no  throne  of  grace. 

CAPRICE,  OPINION,  FASHION,  wait, 
The  porters  at  the  temple's  gate, 
And  as  the  fond  adorcr.s  prefs 
Pronounce  fantaftic  happmefs  ; 
While  FAV'Ufi  with  a  SYREK'S  fmile, 
Which  might  ULYSSE*'  felf  beguile, 
Prefents  the  /parkling  bright  libation, 
The  nedrar  of  intoxication  ; 
And  fumtnoning  her  ev'ry  grace 
Of  winning  charms,  and  cheerful  face, 
Smiles  away  rcafon  from  his  throne, 
And  makes  his  votaries  her  own  : 
Inftant  refoundsthe  voice  of  fame  ; 
Caught  with  the  vvhilliings  of  their  name, 
The  fools  grow  frantic,  in  their  pride 
Contemning  all  the  world  befide  : 
Pieas'd  with  the  gewgaw  toys  of  pow'r, 
The  noify  pageant  of  an  hour, 
Struts  forth  the  (latefman,  haughty,  vain, 
Amidft  aiupple  fervile  train, 
With  fhrug,  grimace,  nod,  wink,  and  ftare, 
So  proud,  he  almoft  treads  in  air  ; 
While  levee-fools,  whofue  for  place, 
Crouch  for  employment  from  his  grace, 
And  ev'n  good  bifhops,  taught  to  trim, 
Forfake  their  GOD  to  bow  to  him. 

The  poet  in  that  happy  hour, 
Imagination  in  his  pow'r, 
Walks  all  abroad,  and  unconfin'd, 
Enjoys  the  liberty  of  mind  : 
Dupe  to  the  fmoke  of  fii:r,iy  praife, 
He  vomits  forth  fonorous  luys  ; 
And,  in  his  fine  poetic  rage, 
Phnnjug,  poor  ion!,  a  deuthhf?  rage, 


Indulges  pride's  fantaftic  whim, 

And  all  the  WOULD  muft  wake  to  HIM. 

A  while  from  fear,  from  envy  free, 
He  deeps  on  a  pacific  lea; 
Lethargic  ERROR  for  a  while 
Deceives  him  with  her  fpecious  fmile, 
And  flatc'rirg  dreams  delufwe  (Tied, 
Gay  gilded  vifions  round  his  head. 

When,  fwift  as  thought,  the  goddefs  lewd 
Shifts  the  light  gale;  and  tempers  rude, 
Such  as  the  northern  ikies  deform, 
When  fell  DESTRUCTION  guides  the  ftorm, 
Transport  him  to  fome  dreary ifle 
Where  FAVOUR  never  deign'd  to  fmile. 
Where  waking,  helplefs,  all  ?.\   ofit 
'Midft  craggy  deeps  and  r.cks  unknown; 
Sad  Icenes  of  woe  his  pride  confound, 
And  DESOLATION  flalks  around. 
Where  ths  dull  months  no  pleafures  bring, 
And  years  roll  round  without  a  fpring ; 
Where  he  all  hopeiefs.  loft,  undone, 
Sees  theerlefs  days  that  know  no  fun; 
Where  jibing  SCORN  her  throne  maintains, 
'Mul ft  mildews,  blights,  and  blafts,  and  rainSi 

Let  others,  with  fubmifiive  knee, 
Capricious  goddefs !  bow  to  thce  ; 
Let  them  with  fixt  inceffant  aim 
Court  fickle  favour,  faithlefsfame  ; 
Let  vanity's  fadidious  llave 
Lofe  the  kind  moments  nature  gave, 
In  invocations  to  the  fhnne 
Of  Phcebus  and  the  fabled  nine, 
An  author,  to  hislateft  days, 
From  hunger,  or  from  thirft  of  praife, 
Let  him  through  every  fubjctfl  roam, 
To  bring  the  ulcful  morfcl'home  ; 
Write  upon  LIBERTY  oppreft, 
On  happinefs,  when  moil  dilbreft, 
Turn  bookfeller's  obfequious  tool, 
A  monkey's  cat,  a  mere  fool's  fool ; 
Let  him,  unhallow'd  wretch!   profane 
The  mufe's  dignity  for  gain, 
Yield  to  the  dunce  his  fenlc  contemns, 
Cringe  to  the  i:\.ave  his  heart  condemns, 
And,  at  a  blockhead'?  bidding,  force 
Relu&ant  genius  from  his  courie; 
Write  ode,  epiftle,  eflay,  libel, 
Make  notes,  or  fleal  them  for  the  Bible  ; 
Or  let  him,  more  judicial,  fit 
The  dull  Lord  Chief,  on  culprit  wit, 
With  rancour  read,  with  paffion  blame, 
Talk  high,  yet  fear  to  put  his  name, 
And  from  the  dark,  bus.  ufeful  (hade, 
(Fit  place  formurd'rous  ambulcade), 
Weak  monthly  (hafts  at  merit  hurl, 
The  GILDON  of  fome  modern  CURL. 
For  me,  by  adverie  fortune  plac'd 
Far  from  the  colleges  of  tafte, 
I  joftle  no  poetic  naine  ; 
I  envy  none  their  proper  fame  ; 
And  if  fpmetimes  an  eafy  vein, 
With  no  defign,  and  little  pain, 
Form'd  into  verfe,  hath  pltaf.'d  a  while, 
And  caught  the  reader's  tranficnt  fmile, 
My  mui'e  hath  anfwer'd  ail  her  ends, 
Pi;-ii;lng  hcrfe'.f,  while  pleas'd  her  friends 
U  u  iiij 
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But,  fond  of  liberty,  difdains 
To  bear  rellraint,  or  clink  her  chains ; 
.Nor  would,  to  gain  a  Monarch's  FAVOUR, 
Let  dulnefs,  or  her  ions  cnflave  her  * 


THE  SPIRIT  OF  CONTRADICTION. 

A  TALE. 

THE  very  Cllieft  things  in  life 

Create  the  nioft  material  ftrife. 

What  fcarce  will  fufFcr  a  debate, 

Will  oft  produce  the  bittereft  hate, 

It  w,  you  fay  ,   I  fay  'tis  net— 

Why  you  grow  warm —  and  you  are  hot. 

Thus  alike  with  paflion  glows, 

And  words  come  firft,  and  after,  blows. 

Friend  JERKIN  had  an  income  clear, 
Some  fifteen  pounds,  or  more,  a-year, 
And  rented;  on  the  farming  plan, 
Grounds'  at  much  greater  fums  per  ann. 
A  man  of  confequerice,  no  doubc, 
'Mongft  all  his  neighbours  round  about ; 
He  was'of  frank  and  open  mind, 
Too  honeft  to  be  much  refin'd, 
Would  fmoke  his  pipe,  and  tell  his  tale, 
Sin£  a  good  fong,  and  drink  his  ale. 

His  wife  was  of  another  mould; 
Her  age  was  neither  young  nor  old  ; 
Her  features  ftrong,  but  fomewhat  plain; 
Her  air  not  bad,  but  rather  vain  ; 
Her  temper  neither  new  nor  ftrange, 
A  woman'?,  very  apt  to  change  ; 
What  fhe  moft  hated  was  conviction, 
What  fhe  nioir'lov'd,flatCoNTRADic noN. 

A  charming  houfe  wife  ne'erthelefs; 
—Tell  me  a  thing  fhe  could  not  drefs, 
Soups,  hafhes,  pickits,  puddings,  pies, 
Bought  came  amifs — fhe  was  fo  'wife. 
For  fhe,  bred  twenty  miles  from  town, 
Had  brought  a  world  of  breeding  down, 
And  Cumberland  had  feldom  feen,  , 

A  far-ner's  wife  with  fuch  a  mien  ; 
She  could  nor  bear  this  found  of  Dame  ; 

—  No — Mijlrtfg  JERKIN  was  her  name. 

~  She  couH  harar.grie  with  wond'rousgraCC 
On  gowns  and  mobs,  and  caps,  and  lace  ; 
But  though  fhe  ne'er  adi-rn'd  his  brows, 
She  had  a  vaft  contempt  for  fpoufe, 
A.*  being  one  who  task  no  pride, 
And  was  a  deal  too  countrified 
Such  were  our  couple,  man  and  wife; 
Such  were  their  means  and  ways  of  life. 

Once  on  a  time,  the  feafon  fair 
For  ••xercife  and  cheerful  air, 
it  h--:-rf;,.-'d  in  his  morning's  roam, 
He  kili'd  his  birds,'  and  brought  them  home. 

—  Here,  CICELY,  take-  away  my  gun- 
How  fhah  we  have  thefe  ftjsrlings  done  1 

'    »vhat  my  love  ?   Your  wits  are  wild  ? 
Starlings,  my  dear  ;  they're  thrufhes  child. 

'    'Thefe  two  laft  linci,  m 're  <idS.ed  by  /tJr.  Ksnrick  ; 
«  ivbom  i!js piece  ivas  originally  addr    ejje 
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Nay  now  but  look,  confider.  wife, 

They're  ftarlings — No — upon  my  life  2 

Sure  I  can  judge  as  well  as  you, 

1  know  a  thrufh  and  ftarling  too. 

Who  was  it  fhot  them,  you  or  i  ? 

They're  ftarling — thrufhea — zounds  you  He* 

Pray,  Sir,  take  back  your  dirty  word, 

I  fcorn  your  language  as  your  bird; 

It  ought  to  make  a  hufband  blufii, 

To  treat  a  wife  fo  'bout  a  thrufh.. 

Thrufh,  Cicely  .'—Yes— a  ftarling— No, 

The  lie  again,  and  then  a  blow. 

Blows  carry'flrong  and  quick  conviction. 

And  mar  the  pow'rs  of  contradiction, 

Peace  foon  enfued,  and  all  was  well  r 
It  were  imprudence  to  rebel, 
Or  keep  the  ball  up  of  debate 
Againft  thefe  arguments  of  weight. 

A  year  roll'd  on  in  perfect  cafe, 
'Twas  as  you  like,  and  ivbat  you  pleafe, 
'Till  in  its  courfe  and  order  due, 
Came  March  the  twentieth,  fifry-tw«. 
Quoth  Cicely,  this  is  charming  life, 
No  tumults  now,  no  blows,  no  ilrife, 
What  fools  we  were  this  day  laft  year  ! 
Lord,  how  you  beat  me  then  rny  dear  i' 
— Sure  it  was  idle  and  abfurd 
To  wrangle  fo  about  a  bird  ; 
A  bird  nut  worth  a  fingle  rufh — 
A  ftarling — :no,  my  love,  a  thrufh, 
That  I'll  maintain — that  I'll  deny. 
—You're  wrong,  good  huiband — wife,  you  lie. 

Again  the  felf-fame  wrangle  rofo, 
Again  the  lie,  again  the  blows. 
Thus  every  year  (true  man  and  wife) 
Enfues  the  fame  domeftic  ftrife. 
Thus  every  year  their  quarrel  ends, 
They  argue,  fight,  and  bufs,  and  friends  ; 
'Tis  ftarling,  thrufh,  and  tbrufh  and  ftarling ; 
You  dog,  you  b — ;  my  dear,  my  darling. 

A  FAMILIAR  EPISTLE  TO  ****** 

WHAT,  three  months  gone,  and  never  fend 

A  fingle  letter  to  a  friend  ? 

In  that  time,  fure,  we  might  have  known, 

Whether  you  fat  or  lean  was  grown ; 

Whether  your  hoft  was  fhort  or  tall, 

Had  manners  good,  or  none  at  all ; 

Whether  the  neighb'ring  'fquire  you  found 

As  mere  a  brute  as  fox  or  hound ; 

Or  if  the  parfon  of  the  place 

(With  all  due  rev'rence  to  his  grace) 

Took  much  more  pains  himfelf  to  keep, 

Than  to  inftruft  and  feed  his  fheep; 

At  what  hour  of  the  day  you  dine*; 

Whether  you  drink  beer,  punch,  or  wins 

Whether  you  hunt,  or  fhoot,  or  ride  ; 

Or,  by  fome  muddy  ditch's  fide, 

Which  you  in  vifionary  dream, 

Call  bubbling  rill,  or  purling  ftream. 

Sigh  for  fome  awkward  country  lafs. 

Who  muft  of  confequence  furpafs 

All  that  is  beautiful  and  bright, 

As  much  as  day  iurpaffes  night  j 
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Whether  the  people  eat  and  drink, 

Or  ever  talk,  or  ever  think ; 

If,  to  the  honour  of  their  parts, 

The  men  have  heads,  the  women  hearts; 

If  the  moon  rifes  and  goes  down, 

And  charges  as  (he  does  in  town  ; 

If  you've  returns  of  night  and  day, 

And  feafons  varying  roll  away  ; 

Whether  your  mind  exalted  woos 

Th'  embraces  of  a  ferious  mufe ; 

Or  if  you  write,  as  I  do  now, 

The  L — d  knows  what,  the  L — d  knows  how.- 

Thefe,  and  a  thoufand  things  like  thefe, 

The  friendly  heart  are  fure  to  pleafe. 

Now  will  my  friend  turn  up  his  eyes, 
And  look  fuperlatively  wife; 
Wonder  what  all  this  fluff's  about, 
And  how  the  plague  I  found  him  out ! 
When  he  had  taken  fo  much  pains, 
In  order  to  regale  his  brains 
With  privacy  and  country  air, 
To  go,  no  foul  alive  knew  where  I 
JBefides,  'tis  folly  to  fuppofe 
That  any  perfon  breathing  goes 
On  fuch  a  fcheme,  with  a  defign 
To  write  or  read  fuch  ftuff  as  mine, 
And  idly  wafte  his  precious  time 
In  all  th'  impertinence  of  rhyme. 

My  good,  wife,  venerable  fir  J 
Why  about  nonfenfe  all  this  ftir ! 
Is  it,  that  you  would  (land  alone, 
And  read  no  nonfenfe  but  your  own ; 
Though  you're  (to  tell  you,  by  the  bye) 
Not  half  fo  great  a  fool  as  I ; 
Or  is  that  you  make  pretence, 
Being  a  fool,  to  have  fome  fenfe  ? 

And  would  you  really  have  my  mufe 
Employ  herfelf  in  writing  news, 
And  moft  unconfcionably  teize  her 
With  rhyming  to  Warfaw  and  Wefer ; 
Or  tofs  up  a  poetic  olio, 
Merely  to  bring  in  Marfhal  Broglio  ? 
Should  I  recite  what  now  is  doing, 
Or  what  for  future  times  is  brewing, 
Or  triumph  that  the  poor  French  fee  all 
Their  hopes  defeated  at  Montreal, 
Or  fhould  I  your  attention  carry 
To  Fred'rick,  Ferdinand,  or  Harry, 
Of  flying  Ruffian,  daftard  Swede, 
And  baffled  Auflria  let  you  read; 
Or  gravely  tell  with  what  defign 
The  youthful  Henry  pafs'd  the  Rhine  ? 
Or  ihould  1  (hake  my  empty  head, 
And  tell  you  that  the  king  is  dead, 
Obferve  what  changes  will  enfue, 
What  will  be  what,  and  who'll  be  who. 
Or  leaving  thefe  things  to  my  betters, 
Before  you  let  the  (late  of  letters  ? 
Or  fhould  I  tell  domeftic  jars, 
How  author  againfl  author  wars, 
How  both  with  mutual  envy  rankling, 
Fr — k — n  damnsM — rp — y,M —  rp — y  Fr — k — n? 
Or  will  it  more  your  mind  engage 
To  tallcof  adors  and  the  ftage, 
To  tell,  if  any  words  could  tell, 
What  GAX&ICK  a£s  fjill;  and  how  well. 


That  SHERIDAN  with  all  his  care 
Will  always  be  a  labour'd  play'r, 
And  that  his  acling  at  the  bt?ft 
Is  all  but  art,  arid  art  confeft; 
That  BRIBE  *,  if  reafon  may  prefume 
To  judge  by  things  paft,  things  to  come, 
In  future  times  will  tread  the  itage, 
Equally  form'd  for  love  and  rage, 
Whilft  POPE  for  comic  humour  fam'd, 
Shall  live  when  CLIVE  no  more  is  nam'd. 

Your  wifdom  I  fuppofe  can't  bear 
About  dull  pantomime  to  hear; 
Nor  would  you  have  a  fingle  word 
Of  Harlequin,  and  wooden  fword, 
Of  dumb  mow,  foolg  tricks,  and  wry  faces, 
And  wit  which  lies  all  in  grimaces, 
Nor  mould  I  any  thing  advance 
Of  new  invented  comic  dance. 

Callous,  perhaps,  to  things  like  thefe, 
Would  it  your  worfhip  better  pleafe, 
That  I,  more  loadeu  than  the  camels, 
Should  crawl  in  philofophic  trammels 
Should  I  attack  the  liars,  and  ftray 
In  triumph  o'er  the  milky  way, 
And  like  the  TITANS  try  to  move 
From  feat  of  empire  royal  JOVE, 
Then  fpread  my  terrors  all  around, 
And  his  fattellites  confound. 
Teach  the  war  far  and  wide  to  rage, 
And  ev'ry  flar  by  turns  engage  ? 
The  danger  we  ihould  fliare  between  m, 
You  fight  with  MARS  and  I  with  VE.NUS. 

Or  mould  I  rather,  if  I  could, 
Talk  of  words  little  underflood, 
Centric,  excentric,  epicycle, 
Fine  words  the  vulgar  ears  to  tickle ! 
A  vacuum,  plenum,  gravitation, 
And  other  words  of  like  relation, 
Which  may  agree  with  ftudious  men, 
But  hurt  my  teeth,  and  gag  my  pen  ; 
Things  of  fuch  grave  and  feriou*  kind 
Puzzle  my  head  and  plague  my  mind; 
Befides  in  writing  to  a  friend 
A  man  may  any  nonfenfe  fend, 
And  the  chief  merit's  to  impart, 
The  honeft  feelings  of  his  heart. 


CHARITY. 

A    FRAGMENT. 
Infcriled  to  the  Rev.  Mr.  Hanburj, 

WORTH  is  excis'd,  and  virtue  pays 
A  heavy  tax  for  barren  praiie. 
A  friend  to  univerfal  man, 
Is  univerfal  good  your  plan  ? 
GOD  may  perhaps  your  project  blefs 
But  man  mail  ftrive  to  thwart  fuccefs. 
Though  the  grand  fcheme  rhy  thoughts  parfue, 
Befpeak  a  noble  generous  view, 

*  M'tfs  Bride •,  an  A&refs  then  of  Drury-Lane  Theatre, 
ivbofoon  after  quitted  the  ji age.  See  her  cLar after  in  its, 
Ro  dad.  . 
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Where  CHARIT?  o'er  all  prefixes, 
And  SENSE  at  proves  whar  VIRTUE  guides, 
Yet  wars  and  tumults  will  commence, 
For  ropues  hate  virtue,  blockheads  fcnfe. 

Believe  me,  oppofirion  jjrows 
Not  always  from  ou  •  real  foes, 
But  (where  it  feldom  ever  ends) 
From  our  more  dangerous  feeming  friends. 
1  hate  not  foes,  for  they  declare, 
Tis  war.  for  war,  and  dare  who  dare ; 
But  your  fly,  freaking,  worming  owls, 
Whom  FRIENDSHIP  fcorns  and  PEAK  confrouls, 
Who  praife,  fupport,  and  help  by  halves, 
Like  heifers,  neither  hulls,  nor  calves  j 
"Who,  in  hv'pocrify's  difguife, 
Are  truly  as  the  jerpent  tutfe, 
But  cannot  ALL  the  precept  love, 
And  be  as  harmlefs  as  the  dove. 
Who  hold  each  charitable  meeting, 
To  mean  no  more  than  good  found  eating, 
While  each  becomes  a  hearty  fellow 
According  as  he  waxes  mellov/, 
And  kindly  helps  the  main  defign, 
By  drinking  its  fuccefs  in  wine  ; 
And  when  his  feet  and  fenfes  reel, 
Totters  with  correfpondent  zeal ; 
Nay,  would  appear  a  patron  wife, 
But  that  his  wifdom's  in  difguife, 
And  would  harangue,  but  that  his  mouth, 
Wrhich  ever  hates  the  fin  of  drowth, 
Catching  the  full  perpetual  glafs, 
Cannot  afford'  a  word  to  pafs. 

Such,  who  like  true  churchwardens  eat, 
Becaufe  the  parifh  pays  the  treat, 
And  of  their  bellyful  fecure, 
Q'erfie,  or  ever-  look  the  poor  ; 
Who  would  no  doubt  be  wond'rous  juft, 
And  faithful  guardians  of  their  truft, 
But  think  the  deed  might  run  more  clever 
fTo  them  and  to  their  heirs  for  ever, 
That  charity,  too  apt  to  roam, 
Might  end,  where  fhe  begins,  at  home; 
Who  made  all  public  good  a  trade, 
Benevolence  a  mere  parade, 
And  charity  a  cloak  for  fin, 
To  keep  it  fnug  and  warm  within  ; 
Who  flatter,  only  to  betray, 
Who  promife  much  and  never  pay, 
Who  wind  themfdves  about  your  heart 
With  hypocritic,  knavifh.  ar>t, 
Tell  you  what  wond'rous  things  they're  doing, 
^Lnd  undermine  you  to  your  ruin  ; 
Such,  or  of  low  or  high  eftate, 
To  fpeak  the  honed  truth,  I  hate  : 
I  view  their  tricks  with  indignation, 
And  loath  each  fulftime  proteflation, 
As  I  would  loath  a  whore's  embrace, 
Who  fmiles,  and  fmirks,  and  ftrokes  my  face, 
And  ail  fo  tender,  fond  and  kind, 
As  free  of  body,  as  of  mind, 
/\rFe<5ts  the  foftncfs  of  the  dove, 
And  p — xes  me  to  fhow  her  love. 

The  maiden  wiiherd,  wrinkled,  pale, 
Whofe  charms,  though  ftrcng,  are  rather  dale, 
Will  ufe  that  weapon  call'd  a  tongue, 
To  wound  the  beuueous  and  the  ycurg. 


— What,  DELIA  handfome  ! — well! — I  own 
I'm  either  blind  or  uupid  grown. 

—  The  girl  is  well  enough  to  pafs, 
A  rofy,  fim'ple,  ruflic  lafs, 

— But  there's  no  meaning  in  her  face, 
And  then  her  air,  fo  void  of  grace  ! 
And  the  word,  with  half  an  eye, 
May  fee  her  fbape  grows  quite  awry. 

—  I  fpeak  not  from  an  ill  defign, 
For  ihe's  a  favourite  of  mine, 

— Though  t  could  wifh  that  fhe  would  wear 

A  more  referv'd  becoming  air  ; 

Not  that  I  hear  of  indifcretions, 

Such  folks,  you  know,  make  no  confeffions, 

Though  the  WORLD  fays,  that  parfon  there, 

That  fmock-fac'd  man  wich  darkifli  hair, 

He  who  wrote  verfes  on  her  bird, 

The  fimplell  things  I  ever  heard, 

Makes  frequent  vifirs  there  of  late, 

And  is  become  exceeding  great ; 

This  I  myfelf  aver  is  true, 

I  faw  him  lead  her  to  his  pew. 

Thus  fcandai,  like  a  falfe  quotation, 
Mifreprefents  in  defamation  ; 
And  where  fhe  happly  cannot  fpy 
A  loop  whereon  to  hang  a  lie, 
Turns  every  action  wrong  fide  out 
To  bring  her  paultry  tale  about. 

Thus  excellence  of  every  kind, 
Whether  of  body  or  of  mind, 
Is  but  a  mark  fet  up  on  high, 
For  knaves  to  guide  their  arrows  by, 
A  mere  Scotch  poft  for  public  itch, 
Where  hog,  or  man,  may  fcrub  his  breechi 

But  thanks  to  nature,  which  ordains 
A  juft  reward  for  all  our  pains,    , 
And  makes  us  item,  with  i'ecret  pride, 
Hoarfe  DISAPPOINTMENT'S  rugged  tide, 
And  like  a  lordly  fhip,  which  braves 
The  roar  of  winds,  and  rufti  of  waves, 
Weather  all  flcrms,  which  jealous  hate 
Or  frantic  malice  may  create. 
'Tis  CONSCIENCE,  a  reward  alone, 
CONSCIENCE,  who  plac'd  on  virtue's  throne, 
Eyes  raging  men,  or5  raging  feas, 
Undaunted,  firm,  with  heart  at  cafe. 

From  her  dark  cave,  though  ENVY  rife 
With  hollow  cheeks,  and  jaundic'd  eyes, 
Though  HATRED  league  with  FOLLY  vain, 
And  SPLEEN  and  RANCOUR  j  in  the  train  j 
Shall  VIRTUE  fhrink,abafh'd,  afraid, 
And  tremble  at  an  idle  fhade  ? 
Fear  works  upon  the  fool,  or  knave, 
An  honeft  man  is  always  brave. 
While  OPPOSITION'S  fruitlefs  aim 
Is  as  the  bellows  to  the  flame, 
A   d,  like  a  Pagan  persecution, 
Enforces  FAITH  and  RESOLUTION. 

Though  prejudice  in  narrow  minds, 
The  mental  eye  of  reafon  blinds; 
Though  WIT,  which  not  e'en  friends  will  fparej 
Affedt  the  fnecring,  laughing  air, 
Though  DULLNESS,  in  her  monkifh  gown, 
Difplay  the  WISDOM  of  a  frown, 
Yet  TRUTH  will  force  htrfdf,  in  fpite 
Of  all  their  efforts,  into 


POEMS. 


See  bigot  monks  in  Spain  prevail^ 

See  GALILEO  dragg'd  to  gaol : 

Hear  the  grave  doctors  of  the  fchools, 

The  Go'gotLa  of  learned  fools, 

As  damnable  and  impious  bland 

That  art  they  cannot  underftand, 

And  out  of  zeal  pervert  the  Bible, 

As  if  it  were  a  {landing  libel, 

On  every  good  anduleful  plan 

That  rifes  in  the'  brain  of  man. 
O  BIGOTRY  !  whofe  frantic  rage 

Has  blotted  half  the  claflic  page, 

And  in  religion's  drunken  fit, 

Murder'd  the  Greek  and  Roman  wit ; 
"Who  zealous  for  that  faith's  increafe, 

Whofe  ivays  are  rigbieoufnffs  and  peace , 

"With  rods  and  whips,  and  fword,  and  axe, 

With  prifons,  tortures,  flames  and  racks, 

With  perfection's  fiery  goad, 

Enforcing  tome  new-fangPd  mode, 

Wouldft  pluck  down  REASON  from  her  throne 

To  raife  fome  fantom  of  thy  own  ; 

Alas !  the  fury  undifcerning, 

Which  blafts,  and  ftunts,  and  hews  up  learning, 

Like  an  ill-judging  zealous  friend, 

Blafphemes  that  \vifciom  you  defend. 

Go,  kick  the  proilituted  whores, 
The  nine  ftale  virgins  out  of  doors ; 
Far  let  the  abbefs  beat  her  drum, 
Eleven  thoufand  troops  fiiall  come  ; 
All  female  forms,  and  virgins  true, 
As  ever  faint  or  poet  knew. 
And  glorious  be  the  honour'd  name 

Of  WlNlFREDE,  of  SAINTED  fame, 

Who  to  the  church  like  light'ning  fped, 
And  ran  three  miles  without  her  head  ; 
(Well  might  the  modelt  lady  run, 
Since  'twas  to  keep  her  maiden  one) 
And  when  before  the  congregation 
The  prince  fell  dead  for  reparation, 
Secure  of  life  as  well  as  honour, 
Ran  back  with  both  her  heads  upon  her. 

No  matter  of  what  fuape  or  fize, 
Gulp  down  the  legendary  lies, 
Believe,  what  neither  God  ordains, 
Nor  Chrill  allows,  nor  fenfe  maintains ; 
IvTake  faint  of  Pope,  or  faint  of  Thief, 
Believe  almoftin  unbelief; 
Yet  with  thy  foiemn  prieftly  air, 
By  book  and  bell,  and  candle  fwear, 
That  God  has  made  his  own  cleft 
But  from  your  ftem  and  favourite  feel: ; 
That  he  who  made  the  world,  has  bleft 
One  part  alone,  to  damn  the  reft, 
As  if  th'  All-merciful  and  Juft, 
Who  forni'd  us  of  one  common  duft, 
Had  render'd  up  his  own  decree. 
And  lent  his  attributes  to  thee. 

Thus  his  own  eyes  the  bigot  blinds, 
To  (hut  cm  light  from  human  minds, 
And  the  clear  truth  (an  emanation 
From  the  great  Author  of  creation, 
A  beam  transmitted  from  on  high, 
To  bring  us  nearer  to  the  fky, 
While  ev'ry  path  byfcience  trod, 
Leads  us  Vi'i;h  wonder  up  to  Gqd), 


Is  doom'd  by  ignorance  to  nrske 

Atonement  at  the  martyr's  ftake  ; 

Though,  like  pure  gold,  th'  iliuflrious  dame, 

Comes  forth  the  brighter  from  the  flame, 

No  perfection  will  avail; 
j  No  inquifltion  racks,  nor  gaol; 
;  When  learning's  more  enlight'ned  ray 
j  Shall  drive  thcie  fitkly  fogs  away  ; 
'.  A  thankful  age  fhall  pay  her  more, 
.  Than  all  her  troubles  hurt  before. 
:  See  ihame  and  fcorn  await  on  th6fc 
i  Who  poorly  dar'd  to  be  her  foes, 

But  will  the  grateful  voice  of  fame 

Sink  truth,  and  GALILEO'S  name? 

How  wilful,  obiHnate,  and  blind, 

,  Are  the  main  herd  of  human  kind  I 

:  Well  faid  the  wit,  who  well  had  tried 

;  That  malice  which  his  parts  defied  ; 

When  merit's  fun  begins  to  break, 

The  dunces  ftretch,  and  ilrive  to  wake, 

And  amity  of  dunce  with  dunce, 

Fingers  out  genius  all  at  once. 

As  you  may  find  the  honey  our, 

By  feeing  all  the  flies  about. 

All  ugly  women  hate  a  toall ; 

The  goodlieft  fruit  is  pick'd  the  moftj 
(  The  ivy  winds  about  the  oak 
•  And  to  the  faireft  comes  the  fruoke. 
Efcap'd  the  danger-  of  the  deep, 

When  GULLIVER  fell  faft  aflcep, 
i  Stretch'd  on  the  Lilliputian  itrafid, 

A  giant  in  a  pigmy  land  ; 

Watchful  againit  impending  harms, 

All  Lilliput  cried  out,  To  arm?  ; 

The  trumpets  echoed  all  around, 

The  captain  flept  exceeding  found, 

Though  crowds  of  undiftinguifh'd  fize 

AfiaiPd  his  body,  legs,  and  thighs, 

While  clouds  of  arrows  flew  apace, 

And  fell  like  feathers  on  his  face. 

THE  WHIM. 

AN  EPISTLE  TO  MR.  W.  WOTTT, 

THE  praife  of  genius  will  offend 

A  foe  no  doubt,  fometimes  a  friend  ; 

But  curfe  on  genius,  wit,  and  parts ; 

The  third  of  fcience,  love  of  arts, 

If  inconfiftent  with  the  plan 

Of  focial  good  from  man  to  man. 

For  me,  who  will,  may  wear  the  bays, 

I  value  not  fuch  idle  praife  : 

Let  wrangling  wits  abufe,  defame, 

And  quarrel  for  an  empty  name, 

What's  in  this  ftiuffling  pace  of  rhyme, 

Or  grand  fas  ftride  of  ftiff  fublime, 

That  vanity  her  trump  fhould  blow, 

And  look  with  fcorn  on  folks  below  ? 

Are  wit  and  folly  clofe  ally'd, 

And  match'd,  like  poverty,  with  pride? 

When  rival  bards  for  fame  contend, 

The  poet  often  fpoils  the  friend ; 

Genius  felf  center'd  feels  alone 

That  merit  he  elleems  his  own, 

And  cold,  o'er-jealous,  and  fevere, 

Hates,  like  a  Turky  a  brother  near ; 
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Malice  fleps  in,  goodnature  flies, 
Folly  prevails,  and  friendfhip  dies. 
Peace  to  all  fuch,  if  peace  can  dwell 
With  thofe  who  bear  about  a  hell, 
Who  blail  all  worth  with  envy's  breath. 
By  their  own  feelings  flung  to  death. 
None  but  a  weak  and  brainlefs  fool, 
Undifciplin'd  in  fortune's  fchool, 
Can  hope  for  favours  from  the  wit : 
He  pleads  prefcription  to  forget, 
Unnotic'd  let  him  live  or  rot, 
And,  as  forgetful,  be  forgot, 
Moft  wags,  whofe  pleafure  is  to / mole, 
Would  rather  lofe  their  friend,  than  joke; 
A  man  in  rags  looks  fomething  queert 
And  there's  vajl  humour  in  a  fneer ; 
That  jeft,  alike  all  witlings  fuits, 
Which  lies  no  further  than  the  boots. 
Give  me  the  man  whofe  open  mind 
Means  focial  good  to  all  mankind  ; 
Who  when  his  friend,  from  fortune's  round, 
Is  toppled  headlong  to  the  ground, 
Can  meet  him  with  a  warm  embrace, 
And  wipe  the  tear  from  forrow's  face ; 
Who,  not  felf-taught  and  proudly  wife, 
Seeks  more  to  comfort  than  advife, 
Who  lefs  intent  to  mine  than  pleafe, 
Wears  his  own  mirth  with  native  eafe, 
And  is  from  fenfe,  from  nature's  plan, 
The  jovial  gueft,  the  honeft  man  ; 
In  fhor,t,  whofe  picture,  painted  true, 
In  ev'ry  point  refembles  you. 

And  will  my  friend  for  once  cxcufe 
This  off 'ring  of  a  lazy  mufe  ? 
Moft  lazy, — left  you  think  her  not, 
I'll  draw  her  picture  on  the  fpot. 
A  perfect  cafe  the  dame  enjoys ; 
Three  chairs  her  indolence  employs  : 
On  one  (he  fqua>ts  her  cumion'd  bum, 
Which  would  not  rife,  though  kings  mould  come ; 
An  arm  lolls  dangling  o'er  another, 
A  leg  lies  concbant  on  its  brother. 
To  make  her  look  fupremely  wife, 
At  leafl  like  wifdom  in  difguife, 
The  weed,  which  firft  by  Raleigh  brought, 
Gives  thinking  looks  inftead  of  thought, 
She  fmokcs,  and  fmokes;  without  all  feeling, 
Save  as  the  eddies  climb  the  cicling, 
And  waft  about  their  mild  perfume, 
She  marks  their  paffage  round  the  room. 
When  pipe  forfakes  the  vacant  mouth, 
A  pot  of  beer  prevents  her  drowth, 
Which  with  potations  pottle  deep 
Lulls  the  poor  maudlin  mufe  to  fleep. 
Her  books  of  which  fh'as  wond'rous  need 
But  neither  pow'r  nor  will  to  read, 
In  fcatter'd  tomes  lie  all  around 
Upon  the  lowed  (belt — the  ground. 

Such  eafe  no  doubt  fuit&  eafy  rhyme ; 
Folks  walk  about  who  write  SUBLIME, 
While  RECITATION'S  pompous  found 
Drawls  words  fonorous  all  around, 
And  ACTION  waves  her  hand  and  hed, 
As  thofe  who  bread  and  butter  fpread. 

You  bards  who  feel  not  fancy's  dearth. 
Who  ftrike  the  roof,  and  kick  i£e  eartk3 


Whofe  mufe  fupcrlatively  high 
Takes  lodgings  always  near  the  fky 
And  like  the  lark  with  daring  flight 
Still  foars  and  fmgs  beyond  our  fight ; 
May  trumpet  forth  your  grand  fublime, 
And  fcorn  our  lazy  lounging  rhyme.| 
Yet  though  the  lark  in  ether  floats, 
And  trills  no  doubt  diviner  notes, 
Carelefiiy  perch'd  on  yonder  fpray, 
The  linnet  fings  a  pretty  lay. 

What  horrid,  what  tremendous  fight 
Shakes  all  my  fabric  with  affright  1 
With  ARGUS'  hundred  eyes  he  marks, 
With  triple  mouth  the  monfter  barks ; 
And  while  he  fcatters  flaming  brands 
BRIAREUS  lends  him  all  his  hands. 

Hift  1  'tis  a  CRITIC Yes — 'tis  he 

What  would  your  gracelefs  form  with  me  ? 

Is  it  t*  upbraid  me  with  the  crime 

Of  fpinning  unlaborious  rhyme, 

Of  bringing  various  thoughts  together 

In  verfe,  or  profe,  or  both,  or  neither  * 

A  vein,  which  though  it  muft  offend 

You  lofty  Sirs  who  can't  deftenJ, 

To  fame  has  often  made  its  way 

From  BUTLE*,  PRIOR,  SWIFT,  and  GAT 

Is  it  for  this  your  brow  auftere 

Frowns  me  to  ftone  for  very  fear  ? 

Hear  my  juft  reafon  firft,  and  then 

Approve  me  right,  or  fplic  my  pen; 

I  feek  not  by  more  labour'd  lays 
To  catch  the  flipp'ry  tail  of  praife, 
Nor  will  I  run  a  mad  career 
'Gainft  genius  which  I  moft  revere; 
When  Phoebus  burfts  with  genuine  fire, 
The  little  ftars  at  once  retire ; 
Who  cares  a  farthing  for  thofe  lays 
Which  you  can  neither  blame,  nor  praife  ? 
I  cannot  match  a  CHURCHILL'S  (kill, 
But  may  beLANciioRNE  when  I  will : 

Let  the  mere  mimic,  for  each  feafon  bears 
Your  mimic  bards  as  well  as  mimic  play'rs. 
Creep  fervilely  along,  and  with  dull  pains 
Lafh  his  flow  fteed,  in  whofe  enfeebled  veins 
The  cold  blood  lags,  let  htm  with  fruitlefs  aim 
By  borrow'd  plumes  affume  a  borrow'd  fame, 
With  ftudied  forms  th'  incautious  ear  beguile, 
And  ape  the  numbers  of  a  CHURCHILL'S  ftyle. 
Slaves  may  fome  f-ame  from  imitation  hope ; 
Who'd  be  PAUL   WHITEHEAD,  though  he  hi 

nours  POPE  ? 

If  clinking  couplets  in  one  endlefs  chime 
Be  the  fole  beauty,  and  the  praife  of  rhyme ; 
If  found  alone  an  eafy  triumph  gains, 
While    fancy    bleeds,    and    fenfe    is    hung    i 

chains^ 

Ye  happy  triflers  hail  the  rifing  mode  : 
See,  all  ParnaiTus  is  a  turnpike  road, 
Where  each  may  travel  in  the  highway  track 
On  true  bred  hunter,  or  on  common  hack. 
For  me,  who  labour  with  poetic  fin, 
Who  often  woo  the  mufe  I  cannot  win, 
Whom  pleafure  firft  a  willing  poet  made, 
And  folly  fpoilt  by  taking  up  the  trade, 
Pleas'd  1  beheld  fuperior  genius  mine, 
Kor  ting'd  with  envy  wiftv  that  genius  mi 
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To  CHURCHILL'S  mufe  can  bow  with  decent  awe, 
Admire  his  mode,  nor  make  that  mode  my  law  : 
Both  may,  perhaps,  have  various  pow'rs  to  pleafe ; 

f    Be  his  the  STRENGTH  of   NUMBERS,  mine  the 
EASE, 

i    Eafe  that  rejects  not,  but  betrays  no  care  : 
,Ltfs  »>;'  the  coxcomb  than  the  floven's  air. 
Your  tafte,  as  mine,  all  metre  muft  offend 

|    When  imitation  is  its  only  end. 

I  could  perhaps  that  fervile  talk  purfue, 
And  copy  CHURCHILL  as  I'd  copy  you, 
But  that  my  flippant  mufe,  too  faucy  grown, 
Prefers  that  manner  fhe  can  call  her  own. 


ODE  TO  GENIUS. 

THOU  child  of  nature,  genius  ftrong, 

Thou  mailer  of  the  poet's  fong, 
Before  whofe  light,  art's  dim  and  feeble  ray 
Gleams  like  the  taper  in  the  blaze  of  day  : 
Thou  lov'ft  to  fteal  along  the  fecret  fhade, 

Where  fancy,  bright  aerial  maid  ! 

Awaits  thee  with  her  thoufand  charmj, 

And  revels  in  thy  wanton  arms  ; 

She  to  thy  bed,  in  days  of  yore. 

The  fweetly-warbling  Shakfpeare  bore ; 
"Whom  every  mufe  endow'd  with  every  {kill, 

And  dipt  him  in  that  facrcd  rill, 
Whofe  filver  ftreams  flow  mufical  along, 
Where  Phoebus'  hallow'd  mount  refounds  with 
raptur'd  fong. 

Forfake  not  thou  the  vocal  choir, 
Their  breafts  revifit  with  thy  genial  fire, 
Elfe  vain  the  ftudied  founds  of  mimic  art, 
Tickle  the  ear,  but  come  not  near  the  heart. 
Vain  every  phrafe  in  curious  order  fet, 
On  each  fide  leaning  on  the  (ft°p-gap)  epithet. 
Vain  the  quick  rhyme  flill  tinkling  in  the  clofe, 
While  pure  defcription  ihines  in  meafur'd  profe, 
Thou  bcar'ft  aloof,  and  look'ft  with  high 

difdain, 

Upon  the  dull  mechanic  train  ; 
Whofe  nervelefs  ftrains  flag  on  in  languid  tone, 
Lifelefs  and  lumpifo   as   the   bagpipe'i  drowzy 
drone. 

No  longer  now  thy  altars  blaze, 
No  poet  offers  up  his  lays; 
Infpir'd  with  energy  divine, 
To  wot Ihip  at  thy  facred  (hrine. 
Since  tafte  *,  with  abfolute  domain, 
Extending  wide  her  leaden  reign, 
Kills  with  her  melancholy  (hade, 

The  blooming  fcions  of  fair  fancy's  tree ; 
Which  erft  foil  wantonly  have  ftray'd 

In  ttumy  a  wreath  of  richeft  poefy. 
For  when  the  oak  denies  her  flay, 

The  creeping  ivy  winds  her  humble  way  ; 
No  more  fhe  twifts  her  branches  round, 

But  drags  her  feeble  ftem  along  'the  barren 
ground. 


Sy  to/Ie,  is  lere  meant  tie  modern  afftSatlon  of  it 


Where  then  fhall  exiPd  genius  go  ? 

Since  only  thofe  the  laurel  claim, 

And  boaft  them  of  the  poet's  name, 
Whofe  fober  rhymes  in  even  tenour  flow; 

Who  prey  on  words,  and  all  their  flow'retg 
cull, 

Coldly  correct,  and  regularly  dull. 

Why  fleep  the  fons  of  genius  now  ? 

Why,  Wartons,  refts  the  lyre  unftrung  ? 

*  And  thou,  bleft  bard !  around  whofe  facred 

brow, 
Great  Pindar's  delegated  wreath  is  hung : 

Arife,  and  fnatch  the  majefty  of  fong 
From  dullnef*'  fervile  tribe,  and  art's  unhal- 
low'd  throng. 

PROLOGUE,  1757. 

EST  fchola  rhetorices,  celebrat  quam  crebra  ja- 
ventus. 

Et  tumido  inflates  ejicit  ore  fonos. 
Qua  quifque  affumit  tragicas  novus  hiftrio  partes, 

Nee  loquitur,  verbum  quin  faplf  omne,  pathos. 
Ingenia  hie  crefcunt,  mox  fucctftira  theatris, 

Regis,  amatoris,  prompta  iubire  vices. 
Multus  ibi  furiis  Macbetha  agitatus  iniquis, 

Eluf  a  telum  prendit  inane  manu. 
Multua  ibi,  infufcat  cui  vultus  fuber  aduftum 

Immodicis  fjevit  raucus  Othello  minis. 
Omnia  queis  tragicis  opus  eft,  hie  arma  parantur; 

Auribuainfidise  funt,  oculifque  fuae  : 
Conatus  manuumque,  pedumque,  orifque  rotundi, 

Certatim  et  vultus  vis,  laterumq-.ie  labor. 
Quam  fibi,  dum  geftu  ftat  fixus  quifque  filenti, 

Quam  placet  a  fpeculo  forma  reflexa  fui ! 
Hac  ftudeant,  cordi  quibus  ars  et  pompa  theatri  1 

Non  tamen  eft  NOB  is  inde  petendus  honor. 
Ingenua  ut  pubes  vultum  fibi  fumat  apertum, 

Et  fenfim  affuefcat  fortius  ore  loqui; 
Ne  dubiis  tandem  verba  eluctantia  labris 

Occludat  timidus  prsepediatque  pudor, 
Ingredimur  fcenam ;  nee  clam  vos,  docta  corona, 

Commoda  ab  hoc  tenui  quanta  labore  fluant. 
Hinc  SAPERE  ET  FART  difcit  generofa  juventus, 

Dum  pavida  accendit  pectora  laudis  amor. 
Freti  his,  majorem  mox  ingrediemur  arenam  ; 

Hie  ftabilita  vigent  curia,  roftra,  forum. 

PROLOGUE,  1758. 

Hie  nihil  ad  populum — non   pompa   hie  vana 
theatri, 

Qualem  ore  attonito  plebs  inhiare  folet : 
Non  fcena  hie  fplendet  magica  variabilis  arte, 

Et  fumit  formas  prodigiofa  novas : 
Non  hie,  labrato  fubvectus  fune  per  auras, 

Mercurius  celeres  itque  reditque  vias  : 
Nee  freta  cxrulea  turgent  undoia  papyro, 

Nee  refinato  fulgurat  igne  polus  : 
Janua  nee  caecos  apcrit  furtiva  receflus, 

Unde  minutatim  proferat  umbra  caput. 
Quin  valeantlevia  hxc  vulgi  crepitacula  !  jactant 

£t  proprium,  et  fimplex,  noftra  theatra  dccus, 

*  Dr. 
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—  Heus  !  nemon*  audit?  —  fac  furfum  aulea  tra- 
hantur  ! 

—  En  !  quails  quah?.  fit,  NOVA  SCENA  patet. 
JLn  lilse,  quas  v  >*  temper  coiuiHis,  Athenae, 

Gratia  quas  voluit,  quas  fibi  mufa  domum. 
Hie  fefe  olrendunt  priici  mi  uumenta  laboris, 

Queis  ufa  eft  modulis  Vitruviana  man  us  ; 
Hie  itat  ventorum,  Thefei  hie  venerabile  fanum. 

Hie  arce  in  fumma,  cafta  Minerva  tuum. 
Omnia  jam  votis  refpondent.     Attica  jam  funt 

Omnia.     Perlbnge,  fabuia,  fccna   f'ales. 
Q^oqueetiam  magrs  hx  noftrjv  i;ttcntur  Athense, 

Cecropidas  jadlant  vo?,  recolumque  fuos. 

PROLOGUS  IN  ADELPHOS.    1759. 

CUM  patres  populumque  dolor  communis  haberet, 

Fleret  et  ^Emilium  Maxima  Roma  fuum, 
Funebres  inter  ludos,  hisdicitur  ipfis 

Scenis  extinctum  condecorafle  ducem. 
Etquis  adeft,  icenam  node  hac  qui  fpeclet  eandem, 

Nee  nobis  luclum  fentiet  tile  parem  ? 
Utcunque  arrifit  pulchris  victoria  cazptis, 

Qua  Ibl  extremas  vtfir  uterque  plagas, 
Succefius  etiam  medio  de  fonte  Britannis 

Surgit  amarialiquid,  legitinuiique  dolor. 
Si  fanias  gcneroia  fitis,  ii  bellica  virtus, 

Ingenium  felix,  intemerata  fides, 
Difficiles  laurus,  ipfoque  in  flore  juventse 

Heu  !  nimium  lethi  prcecipitata  dies,         [jure 
Si  quid  habent  puichrum  hsec,  vel  fi  quid  amabile, 

Efto  tua  hzc,  WOLFI,  laus,  propnumque  decus. 
Nee  moriere  omnis  —  Qnin  ufque  corona  vigebit, 

Unanimis  Britonum  quam  tibi  neciit  amor. 
Regia  quin  pictas  marrnor  tibe  nobiie  ponet, 

Quod  tua  perpetuis  pra^dicet  r.i^ia  notis. 
Confluet  hue  ftudio  viiendi  martiapubes, 

Sentiet  ^t  fiamma  corda  caKjre  pari  ; 
Dumque  legit  mediis  cecidifle  heroa  trinmphis, 

t,  SIC   DETUR  V1NCEHE,  SIC   MORIAK. 


EPILOGUS  IN  ADELPHOS.  1759. 

SYRUS  LOQUITUR. 


intus  turba  eft  !  quanto  molimine  fudat, 

Accinctus  cultro  et  forcipe,  quifque  coquus  ! 
Mpnftrum  informe  maris—  TESTUDO  —  in  prandia 
fertur, 

Quas,  varia,  et  fimplex,  omnia  fola  fapit. 
Pullina  efca  placet  ?—  vitulina?  —  fullia?—  -bovina? 

Pr?Efto  eft.   Hsc  quadrupes  fingula  pifres  habet. 
De  gente  j3Zthiopum  conducitur  Archimagirus, 

Qwi  fecet,  et  cnquat,  et  concoquat,  arte  nova. 
Qui  doc~le  contundat  aromata  ;  mifceat  apte 

Thus,  apium,  thyma,  faj,  cinnama,  cepe,  piper. 
Qui  jtcur  et  pulmonem  in  frufta  minutnla  fcindat, 

Curetquc  ut  penitus  fint  fafiirata  mero. 
Multo  ut  ventriculus  pulchre'  fiavefcat  ab  ovo  ; 

Ut  tremulus,  circum  vifcera,  vernet  adeps. 
Hi$  rite  intlrutftis  co;;chos  fint  fercula  !  nam  tu, 

TESTUDO  !  et  patinis  fufficis,  atque  cibo. 
Quam    cuperent    in   iaudes    utriulque  cxcurrere 
conchas  ! 

Sedvereor  Calif  afj  dicere—  vel  Calipee. 


,  Vos  et.iam  ad  caenam  mecum  appel'are  juvaret, 

Vellem  et  feliicuas  participate  dapum. 

At  funt  convivae  tam  multi,  tamque  gulofj, 

Reilabit,  metuo,  nil  nifi  concha  mihi. 


RECTE  STATUIT  BAXTERUS  DE 

NIORUM  PH^ENOM£NI5. 


COM  nox  tellurem  fufci*  ample<Stitur  alts, 
Mab'.ia  a'omos  jnngk  celeres,  et  yedla  per  auras 
Inchoat  alTuetos  firnulatrix  regia  ludos. 
Huic  auriga  culex  tortumquatit  ufqtie  flagcllum, 
Accelcrarque  fugam  tardis  ;  retinacula  currus 
Erucae  funt  texta  Jcvis,  radiique  rotarum 
Crufcula  areneoli  ;  currus,  quern  dente  fciurus 
Finxerat  e  coryti  fruclu,  primasva  vetuftas 
Hunc  Mabbx   arteficem    memorat  :    fub   nocle 

fiienti 

Hoc  inftrudla  mrxlo  egreditur,  neque  cernitur  ul!i. 
Nonnunquam  ieviter  cerebrum  preftringit  Aman, 
Somniat  ilh:  faces  jaculari  et  vulnera  oceilos,  [tis; 
Malarum  labrique  rofas,  perfiifaque  collo 
Lilia  :  mox  medici  digitos  titillat,  avarms 
Mercedis  dextram  qui  pandit,  et  acritur  aurum 
1'cr  captat  ;  ter  varia  manus  eludit  imago. 
Nunc  quoque  fopitx  demulcet  labra  Puellae  ; 
Somniat  ilia  procum,  pulvinoque  ofcula  libana 
Abfens  abfentem  teneris  ample«5litur  ulnis; 
VJE  tibi,  fi  lemurum  videat  regina  colorem 
Mentitum  fuco,  vultufque  ex  arte  nitentes  1 
Priecipites  aget  ira  manus,  lacerabit  acuto 
Ungue  genas,  fimul  amiffa  dulcedine  fomni, 
Ofculaque,  et  tenues  vanefcit  amator  in  auras. 
Ampla  facerdotis.  nonnunquam  tranfvolat  ora  ; 
Continuo  roftrum  conicendens  hie  thema  trinas 
Dividet  in  partes,  exponendoque  laborat, 
Vel  vigiiem  credas,  adeo  dormitat.     Ad  aures 
Militis  hinc  migrat  ;  turbatur  imagine  belli 
Fortis    eques,    gemitufque    audit,     ftrepitufque, 

tubafque, 

Exilit,  et  paulurn  trepidans,  infomnia  diris 
Devovet,  in  le&o  prolabitur,—  obdormifcit. 
Nunc  rabulam  pain.a  mulcef,  qui  litibus  aptus, 
Defenforis  agit  caulam,  adtorifque  peritu^, 
Inneclenfque  moras  ad  finem  decipit  ambos. 
Sin  cafu  vifat  facilis  regina  poetam, 
Hunc  fibi  plaudentem  deludit  amabilis  error, 
Et  riguos  fontes,  et  amaenos  foniniat  hortcs; 
Cum  vero  vigil  ilie  domum  explcraverit  omnem, 
Viderit  et  triftis  quan^  fit  fibi  curta  fupellex, 
Quara  vellet  femper  dormire  !—  Volubilis  inde 
Judices  invehitur  trans  nafum,  et  nanbus  illi 
Emuntflo  fubolet  caufa.     Interdum  Dea  feilo, 
Blanditur  (ervo,  qui  libertate  vagatur, 
Exultans  redit  ad  patriana  carofque  penates, 
Et  gremio  uxoris  longis  amplexibus  haret. 
Deinde  rota  ilrepitante  fremit  per  colla  tyranni  ; 
Umbiarum  ante  oculos  furgit  chorus,  imptobur 

orco 

Quas  dedit  infontes  ;  furiis  agitatur  acerbis 
Confcia  mens,  lecloque  quies  fimul  exulat.     lode 
Si  currus  fledlat,  placidiflzma  muncra  fomni 
Qua  carpit  fceleris  purus  ;  non  territus  i!Ie 
opeilrorum  eft  caetu,  et  furiarum  ultricibus  iris, 
Sed  n^olli  potitwr  requie,  aut  fi  fomniat  umbras 
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Deleclant  oeulos  grata: ;  pnedulcis  ima^o 
Virtutisreficit  mentem,  et  teliure  relicSa 
Radit  iter  liquidum  casli,  fruiturque  deorum 
Colloquiofelix.     O  tu  !  quicunque  beatum 
Te  vclis,  et  tuto  tranquillum  carnere  fomnum  ; 
J,  pete,  qu'»  virtus  ducit !  ne  vindice  curru 
Mabba  ferox  inftct,  vexcntque  cubilia  curx. 
J,  pete,  quo  virtus  clucet !  te  numine  niolli 
Mabba  teget,  radetque  levi  tua  p^dnra  currn. 

Jn  comitiis  pofleribu.*,  Apr.  j.  1753. 

Carmina  ad  nnliliffimum  Thomam  Uol'ts  discern  de 
Neivrajlle  iufcripta,  cum  academ'iam  Cantabripien- 
fem  Biblietheca-reftitucndf  can  fa  inviferet. 

Prid.  Kalend.  Maias,  1753. 


AXTOUSTU?,  artium  ufqu^  fauror  optimus, 
Hie  mcenia  baud  inaufpicato  numine 
Condi  imperavit  cwnfecrata  lireris ; 
Eo  nitore  et  partium  elegantia, 
TJt  invidenda  fint  vel  illis  j'Edibus 
Qure  feculorum  voce  comprobantium 
Pros  cseteris  fuperbiunt,  juftiflima 
Bonue  recentis  et  vetuftae  gloria. 
Nee  his  fupellex  digna  deerit  mcenibus, 
Et  vaticanae,  Bodlearaeque  asmula; 
Id  ille  abunde  caverat,  neviffimus 
Dedit  volenti  jura  qui  Britauniae. 
Brunfvichianis  fcilicet  fanclifiimum  eft 
iegefque  tutari  et  fovere  literas. 

AD  CANCELLARIUM. 

O  TU,  qui  do&as  cami  feliciter  arres 

Protegis,  aonii  duxque  decufque  chori, 
Quod  domus  incipiat  tarn  heto  hzc  omine  condi, 

Quas  nee  Bodleio  cedat,  id  omne  tuum  eft. 
Muuera  dant  numerofa  nianus  procerumque  pa- 
trumque, 

Exemplo  et  monitis  exftiraulata  tuis. 
Perge,  fovere  artes,  nee  vanum  urgere  laborem  : 

Tam  pulchrum  pulchre  mufa  rependet  opu«. 
tixc  moles   quanquam   ipfa  ruet ;    monumenta, 

camenae 
Quae  condent,  nullo  funt  ruitura  die. 

CARMEN  ELEGIACUM, 

JN   C^EMETERIO   RUSTICO   COWPOS1TUM. 
{Cray's  Elegy  ivr'Men'ina  Country  Church -Yard.  J 

AUDISTIN  !  quam  lentafonans  campana  per  agros, 

JErato  occiduam  nuntiat  ore  diem. 
Armenta  impellunt  crebris  mugitibus  auras, 

Lafiatufque  domum  rufticus  urg'ft  iter. 
Solus  ego  in  tenebris  moror,  et  veftigia  folus 

Compono  tacita  no&e,  vacoque  mi  hi. 

Omnia  pallefcunt  jam  decedentia  vifu, 
Et  terra  et  ccelum,  qua  patet,  omne  filet. 

Cuncta  filent,  nifi  mufca  fuam  iub  veipere  fcro 
Raucifofians  pigram  quaretat  orbc  lugam; 

Cunda  fiient,  niii  qua  faciics  campanula  fornucs 
Aliicit,  et  lanto  murmure  niu'cst  oves« 


C>uaque  liedera  antiquas  fbci&  compleAitur  umbr4 

I'urres,  ferali>  higubre  cantat  avis  ; 
Et  ftrepit  ad  lunam  II  quis  fub  node  vagetur 

Imperium  violans,  Cynthia  Diva,  tuum. 

Has  propter  veteres  ulmos,  taxique  fub  umbra 
<^ua  putris  multo  ccfpite  turget  humus, 

Dormit,  in  seteruum  dormit.  gen^  prifca  colonum, 
Quilque  f'ha  angufta  conditus  ufque  domo. 

Hoc  nee  mane  novum,   Zt-phyrjque  fragrantior 

aoia, 

Nee  gallus  vigili  qui  vocac  ore  diem, 
Nee  circumvolitans  qtias  ftridula  garr;.  hirundo 

Stramineumoue  aita  iub  trabe  figit  opus, 
Undique  neccornu  vo    ingeminata  fonantis 

j^Lt^rno  elicient  hos,  rtpetentque  toro. 

Amplius  hisnunquam  conjnx  bene  fida  marito 
Ingeret  ardenti  grandia  ligna  foco  ; 

Necreditum  expe&ans  domini  fub  vefpere  fero 
Excoquet  agrefles  ofHciofa  dapes ; 

Nee  curiet  rapiim  gerito-is  ad  ofcula  proles, 
Nee  reducem  agnofcent  semula  turba  patrem. 

Quam  fa;pe  hi  raftris  glebam  fregere  feracem  ? 

Saepe  horum  cecidit  fake  rcfedta  feges. 
Quam  laeti  egerunt  ftridentia  plauftra  per  a^ros, 

Et  ftimulis  tardos  increpuere  boves  ! 
Horum  fylva  vetus  quam  concidit  i&a  bipewni, 

Quaque  ruit  late  vi  tremefecit  humum  ! 

Ne  tamen  ambitio  rifu  male  lazta  maligno 
Sortemve,  aut  lufus,  aur  rude  temnat  opus! 

Nee  fronte  excipiat  ventofa  fuperbia  torva 
Pauperis  annales,  hiftorialque  breves  ! 

Et  generis  jadlatus  h<inos  dominatio  regum, 
Quicquid  opes,  quicquid  forma  dederc  bnni, 

Supremam  fimul  hanc  expectant  omnianodlem  : 
Scilicet  ad  lethum  ducit  honoris  iter. 

Nolite  hashumiles  culpK  infimulare,  fuperbi, 
Qnod  domini  oftendant  nulla  trophsea  decus, 

Qua  canit  amiffum  lohgo  ordine  turba  patron um( 
Clarofqi^p  ingeminant  clauftra  profunda  funos. 

An  vanis  infcripta  notis  auguRior  urna, 
Phidiacumse  loqutms  nobile  marmor  opus, 

An  revncenr  animam  fatali  a  frde  fugacem  ? 
Detque  iterum  vita  p*:fie  priore  fr ui  ? 

P'-flit  adulantum  fermo  penerrare  fepulchrum  ? 
Evocet  aut  manes  iaus  et  inanis  honor  ? 

Foifan  in  hpc,olim  divino  femine  p"a;gnans 
Ingenii,  hoc  aliquis  crfpite  dormit  adhuc. 

Negledho  hoc  forfan  jaceat  fub  cefpite,  fceptra 
Cujus  tradlarint  imperiofa  manus. 

Vcl  quales  jpfc  forfan  vel  Apoliine  dignoe 
Puilarint  doclo  pollice  fila  lyru;. 

D^'drinis  horum  cculis  ar.tiqua  volumina  prifcas 

Nunquam  divitias  exphcuere  fuas. 
Horum  autem  ingenium  torjielcere  fecit  egeftas 

Afpera  et  anguftse  forsinimica  domi. 

Multa  fab  oceano  pellucida  gemma  latefcit, 
Et  rudis  iguotum  fcrt  et  inane  dt  cu». 

Plurima  negiedos  fragrans  rofa  pai  die  odoresr 
Ponit  et  occid.no  \  endula  folc  c 
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JEmuIus  Hamdeni  hie  aljquis  requiefcat  agreftis, 

Quern  patriae  indignans  extimulavit  amor ; 
Aufus  hie  exigua  eft  villas  oppugnare  tyranao, 

Aflerere  et  forti  jura  paterna  manu. 
Aut  mutus  forfan,  fatoque  inglorius  alter 

Hsec  vel  Miltono  par,  requiefcat  humo. 
Dormiat  aut  aliquis  Cronnuelli  hie  aemulus  audax, 

Qui  patriam  poterit  vel  jugulaffe  fuam. 

Eloquio  arrcclum  prompto  mulcere  fenatum, 

Exilii  immoto  pedlore  ferre  minas, 
Divitias  larga  in  patriam  diffundere  dextra, 

Hiftoriam  ex  populi  colligere  ore  fuam. 

Illorum  vetuit  fors  improba  ;~nec  tamen  ar<5lo 
Tantum  ad  virtutem  Htnite  claufit  iter, 

Verum  etiam  et  vitia  ulterius  tranfire  vetabat, 
Nee  dedit  his  magnum  pofle  patrarc  fcelus. 

Hos  vetuit  temere  per  ftragem  invadere  regnum, 
Excipere  et  furda  fupplicis  aure  preces. 

Sentire  ingenuum  nee  dedidicere  ruborem, 
Confcia  fuffufu«  quo  nofat  ora  pudor. 

Luxuria  hi  nunquam  fefe  immerfere  fuperba, 
Nee  mufas  his  laudes  proftituefe  fuas. 

At  placide  illorum,  procul  a  certamine  turbas 
Spe&abant  propriam  fobria  vota  domum ; 

Quifque  fibi  vivens,  et  fponte  inglorius  exul, 
Dum  tacito  elabens  vita  tencre  fluit. 

HECC  tamen  a  damno  qui  fervet  tutius  ofla, 
En  tumulus  fragilem  praebet  amlcus  opem ! 

Et  vera  agrefti  eliciunt  fufpiria  corde 
Incultie  effigies,  indocilefque  modi. 

Arque  locum  fupplent  elegorum  nomen  et  anni 
Quae  forma  infcribit  ruftica  mufa  rudi  : 

^lulta  etiam  facri  difFundit  commata  textus, 
Queis  meditans  dilcat  vulgus  agrefte  mori. 

Heu !  quis  enim  dubia  hac  dulcique  excedere  vita 
Juflus,  et  asternas  jam  fubiturus  aquas, 

Defcendit  nigram  ad  noctem,  cupidufque  fupremo 
Non  faltem  occiduam  refpicit  ore  diem  ? 

Decedens  alicui  falrem  mens  fidit  amico 
In  cujus  blando  pec^tore  ponitopem; 

Fletum  aliquem  expofcunt  jam  deficientia  morte 
Lumina,  amicorum  qui  riget  imbre  genas; 

Quin  etiam  ex  tumulo,  veteris  non  infcia  flammas, 
Natura  exciamat  fida,  memorque  fui. 

At  tibi,  qui  tenui  hoc  deducis  carmine  fortem, 

Et  defuneiorum  ruftica  fata  gemis, 
Hue  olim  intcntus  fi  quis  veftigia  fleclat 

Et  fuerit  quaiis  fors  tua  forte  roget. 

Huic  aliquis  forfan  fenior  refpondeat  ultro 
Cni  niveis  albent  tempora  fparfa  comis  ; 

"  Vidimus    hunc    qua.ni   fxpe    micantes   roribus 

"  herbas 
"  Verrentem  rapido,  mane  rubente,  gradu. 

"  Ad  rofeum  folis  properabat  fxpius  ortum, 
"  Summaque  tendebat  per  juga  lastus  iter. 


hac  fago,  radices  undique  circum 
"  Qi:3e  varie  antiquas  implicat  alta  fuas, 
"  Stratus  humi  meditans  medio  procumbere 
"  Luftraretque  inhians  flebile  murmur  aqua? 
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"  Srcpius  hancfylvam  propter  vindefcjiie  receffa? 

"  Urgeret  meditans  plurima,  lentus  iter, 
"  Intentam  hie  multa  oble&aret  imagine  mentenij 

"  Mufarumque  frequens  follicitaret  opem. 
"  Jam  veluti  demens,  tacitis  erraret  in  agris, 

"  Aut  cujus  ftimulat  corda  repulfus  amor. 

<c  Mane  aderat  nuper,  tamen  hunc  ncc  viderat 
"  arbos, 

"  Nee  juga,  nee  faliens  fons,  tacitumve  nemus ; 
"  Altera  lux  oritur  ;  nee  aperta  hie  valle  videtur, 

"  Nee  tamen  ad  fagum,  ncc  prope  fontis  aquam,. 

"  Tertia  fucceffit — lentoque  exangue  cadaver 
"  Ecce  fepulchrali  eft  pompa  fecuta  gradu. 

"  Tu  lege,  namque  potes,  caelatum  in  marmore 

*'  carmen, 
"  Quod  juxta  has  vepres  exhibet  ifte  lapis.'* 

EFITAPHIUM. 

GUI  nunquam  favit  fama  aut  foftuna  fecunda, 
Congefto  hoc  juvenem  cefpite  fervat  humui. 

Huic  tamen  arrifit  jucunda  fcierttia  vultu, 
Selegitque,  habitans  pedlora,  cura  fibi. 

Largus  opum  fuic,  et  Cncero  peiflore  fretus, 
Aecepit  pretium  par,  tribuente  Deo. 

Indoluit  miferans  inopi,  lachrymafque  profudit. 
— Scilicet  id,  miferis  quod  daret,  omne  fuit, 

A  coclo  interea  fidum  acquifivit  amicum, 
Scilicet  id,  cuperet  quod  magis,  omne  fuit. 

Ne  merita  ulterius  defundli  exquirere  pergas," 
Nee  vitia  ex  facra  fede  referre  petas, 

Utraque  ibi  trepida  pariter  fpe  condita  reftant; 
In  gremio  Patris  fcilictt  atque  Dei. 

CARMEN  ELEGAN.  • 
( Popes  Song,  ly  a  Perfon  of  Duality.) 

TUQUE  adeo  rofeas  expande  volatilis  alas, 
Et  leviter  pedlus  tange,  Cupido,  meum. 

Imperiis,  pulchelle,  tuis  ego  fervulus  ultro; 
Naturam  ars  viclrix  fcilicet  ufque  domat, 

Arcades,  retcmb  viridantes  flore  juventas, 
Node  innutantcs  qualibet  inter  oves, 

Ufpicite,  ut  fenfim  languens  juvenilior  aetas, 
Haec  juxta,  Lxc,  inquam  florea  faxa  perit  I 

Ante  omnes  carum  fie  levit  Adonida  Cypris, 
Decpptufque  Deam  triftius  urfit  amor; 

Hu'nc,  tacite  adrepens  per  denfa  filentia  nocliis 
Jncantum  faevo  dente  momordit  aper. 

Stringe  lyram  interea  pulchre  Prudentia  ludens, 
Harmoniasque  graves.  Cynthia,  funde  modos ! 

DocT:3S  ambai  vigiles  curas  fopire  canendo, 

Tuque  tuum  imperti, 'Prxfes  Apollo,  chorum  - 

Tuque  adamanteis,  Pluton'  armate  catenis, 
O  tu  terr<^rum  rex,  metuende  Deus, 

Due  me,  qua  pafiim  chryftaliina  fluminacurrunt, 
Elyfiique  lavat  lucida  lympha  nemus. 

Vos  etiam  mxfti  falices,  triftefque  cupreffi 
Aureli*  aeternuna  ferU  dicata  mese ; 
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Audi  etiam,  Morpheu,  divum  placidiffime  Mor 

pheu, 
Ut  queror,  ut  penitus  maceror  igne  novo. 

Trifle  fluens,  fed  lene  fluens,  Mseander,  amatno 
Murmure  qui  curfum  flexilis  orbe  rotas  ! 

Margine  faepc  etiam  quam  plurimus  errat  amator 
Cui  tua  fubmittunt  florea  dona  decus. 

Sic  quando  fenfim  languens  Philomela,  filentem 
Mollior  aggreditur,  nee  fine  voce,  procum  ; 

Afpice,  de  ccelo  interea  Junonius  ales 
Dcfcendens,  fato  cedit  inane  Melos. 


PART   OF   HQM.ER  5 

HYMN  TO  APOLLO. 

Tranjlattd  from  the  Greek. 

GOD  ofthe  bow  !  Apollo,  thee  I  fing ; 

Thee,  as  thou  draw'ft  amain  the  founding  firing, 

Th'  immortal  pow'rs  revere  with  homage  low, 

And  ev'ry  godhead  trembles  at  thy  bow. 

All  but  Latona  :  fhe  with  mighty  Jove 

Eyes  thee  with  all  a  tender  parent's  love  ; 

Clofes.thy  quiver,  thy  tough  bow  unbends, 

And  high  amid  th'  ethereal  dome  fufpends, 

Then  fmiling  leads  thee,  her  all-glorious  fon, 

To  fhare  the  mighty  thunderer's  awfui  throne. 

Goblets  of  ne&ar  thy  glad  fire  prepares, 

And  thee,  his  faireft,  noblcfl  foa  declares ; 

While  ev'ry  god  fits  rapt,  Latona's  breaft 

Beats  with  fuperior  joy,   and  hails  her  fon  con- 

feft. 

Thrace  blefl  Latona !  from  thee,  goddefs,  fprung 
Diana  chafte,  and  Phoebus'  ever-young  : 
*  Her  in  Ortygia's  ifle,  and  him  you  bore 
At  Cynthius'  hill  on  Delos'  fea  girt  fhore, 
Where  the  tall  palm  uprears  its  lovely  head, 
And  clear  Inopus  laves  the  flow'ry  mead. 

O  Phoebus,  where  (hall  I  begin  thy  praife  ? 
Well,  can'ft  thou  rule  the  poet's  artlefs  lays. 
Oft  on  .the  craggy  rock,  or  mountain  hoar, 
By.,nver  fide,  or  on  the  fea'»  hoarfe  fhore, 
Wandr'ing  well-pleafed,  with  mufic's  magic  found, 
And  airs  divine,  thou  charm'fl  the  region  round. 
Say,  fhall  I  fing  how  firft  on  Delos'  fhore, 
Thee,  glorious  progeny,  Latona  boref  ? 
How  firft,  from  other  ifles,  befet.  with  grief, 
In  vain  thy  tortur'd  mother  fought  relief. 
Each  to  her  out-caft  woe  denied  abode, 
Nor  durft  one  ifle  receive  the  future  god. 
At  length  to  Delos  came  the  lab'ring  fair, 
And  fuppliant  thus  befougVir  her  netdful  care. 

Delos!  receive  Apollo,  and  O!  raife 
A  glorious  temple  to  record  his  praife  ! 
Then  fhall  he  govern  .thee  with  gentle  fway, 
And  only  Phoebus  fhail  chine  ifle. obey. 
What  though  no  flocks,  nor  herds,  nor  juicy  vine, 
Nor  plants  of  thoufand  natu;  es  fhail  be  thine, 

*  Delos  and  Ortygla  are  mentioned  as  different  ijlands 
in  the  original. 

i"  Here  feveral  verftf  containing  nothing  but  a  nitre 
lift  if  the  names  ofi/Jands  are  omiilvd, 
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Swift  to  the  temple  of  the  Bowyer-kifig*, 
Oblations  rich  fhall  ev'ry  nation  britig  j 
For  ever  from  thy  altars  fhall  arife 
The  fragrant  incenfe  of  burnt-facrifire. 
No  longer  then  regret  thy  barren  foi/, 
Receive  the  God,  and  live  by  other's  toil ! 

She  fpake  :  with  inward  rapture  Delos  fmil'd, 
And  fo.oth'd  the  fuppliant  pow'r  with  anlwcr  mild. 

Latona  !  mighty  Cxus'  daughter  fair, 
Full  willingly  would  Delos  safe  thy  care, 
Full  willingly  behold  her  barren  earth 
Witnefs  the  glories  of  Apollo's  birth  : 
The  mighty  god  would  raife  my  lowly  name; 
And  consecrate  his  native  ifle  to  fame. 
One  fear  alone  diftracls  my  beating  heart; 
That  fear,  O  goddefs,  lift  while  I  impart. 
Second  to  none  amid  th'  ethereal  fkies, 
Apollo  foon  all  terrible  fhall  rife  : 
Ail  nations  fhall  adore  the  mighty  god, 
And  Icings  and  kingdoms  tremble  at  his  nocf* 
Haply  (for  ah  !   dire  fears  my  foul  infcft". 
And  fill  with  horror  my  tumultuous  breatl) 
Soon  ae  the  glorious  godhead  fhall  be  born, 
My  defert  region  will  he  view  with  fc'orn, 
Indignant  fyurn  me,  curfe  my  barren  foil, 
Am!  | 'lunge  into  the  waves  my  hated  ifle;. 
Triumphant  then  to  happier  climes  remove, 
There  fix  his  fhrine,  plant  there  his  facred  grove* 
Whslm'd  in  the  briny  main  fhall  Delos  lay, 
To  all  the  finny  brood  a  wretched  prey. 
But,  O  Lacona  !  if,  to  quell  my  fear, 
You'll  deign  a  folemn  facred  oach  to  fwear, 
That  here  the  god  his  glorious  feat  fltall  hold, 
And  here  his  fapient  oracles  unfold, 
Your  facred  burden  here,  Latnna,  lay, 
Here  view  the  godhead  burfling  into  day. 

Thus  Dflos  pray'd,  ru>r  was  her  pray'r  denied, 
But  fooii  with  folemn  vows  tln.is  ratified  : 
Virnefs  O  heaven  and  earth  '  O-Stygian  lake  ! 
Dire  adjtirHfiun,.that  n*6'.god  my  break  ! 
11  Delos  fhall  Apollo's  flirine  be  rcar'd, 
Jelos,  his  beft  belov'd,  moft  honour'd,  nioft  re- 

ver'd. 

Thus  vow'd  Latona  :  Delos  ruil'd  her  earth 
Bleft  in  the  glories  of  Apollo's  birth. 

hapiefs  days  and. nights,  with  writhing  throes., 
And  all  the  angaifh  of  a  mother's  woes, 

tortur'd  lay  .-   in  forrowinw  mocJ, 
Around  her  many  a  fifler-goddefs  flood. 
Aloft  in  h'.aven  imperial  Juno  fat,     ' 

vie-.v'd  releutlefs  her  unhappy  fare. 

too,  the  kind  affuaging  row'r 
That  tend-  the  faffing"  mo'her'?  child-bed  hour- 
And  mitigatcN  her  wocj^,  in  golden  clouds 
iligh  on  Olympus'  top  the  godd:  fs  fhrouds. 
ier  large  full  eyes  with  indignation  roll, 
And  livid  envy  leiz'd  her  haughty  foul, 
^hat  from  IL,at»na's  loins  was  doom'd  to, Spring 
o  great  a  fon,  the  mighty  Bswyer  king. 
The  milder  p.iw'rs,  that  near  the  lab 'ring  fair 
Tiew'd  all  her  pangs  with  unavailing  care, 

*  Bowyer-king,  <z«^Bowyer-god,  are  eypr?W.c-c 
frequently  ufcd  by  Dry  den ,  in  bis  •vcrjlon  of  tbef:rjl  !HuJ3 
tojignify  Apollo, 

X  x 
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Fair  Iris  font,  the  many  colonr'd  maid. 
To  gain  with  goodly  gifts  Lucina's  aid, 
But  charg'd  her  heed,  left  Juno  ihould  prevent 
With  prohibition  dire  their  kind  intent. 
Fleet  as  the  winged  winds,  the  flying  fair 
YvVh  nimble  pinion  c\it  the  liquid  air. 
Olympus  gain'd,  apart  (he  call'd  the  maid, 
Then  {'ought  with  many  a  pray'r  her  needful  aid, 
And  mov'd  her  foul  :  when  ibon  with  dove-like 

pace 
Swiftly  diey  meafur'd  hack  the  viewlefsairy  fpace. 

Soon  as  to  Deles'  iflj  Lucina  came 
The  pangs  of  travail'feiz'd  LatonaV  frame. 
Her  twining  arms  fhe  threw  the  palm  around, 
And  prtft  with  deep  -indented  knee  the  ground  : 
Then  into  day  fprung  forth  the  jolly  boy, 
Earth  frr.il'd  beneath,  and  heaven  rang  with  joy. 

The  filler  pow'rs  that  round  Latona  flood 
With  chafte  ablutions  cleans'd  the  infant-god. 
His  lovely  limbs  in  mantle  white  they  bound, 
And  gently  drew  a  golden  fwathe  around 
He  hiuig  not  helplcfs  at  his  mother's  breaft, 
Dut  Themis  fed  him  with  an  heavenly  feaft. 
Pleas'd  while  Latona  views  the  heavenly  boy, 
.And  fondly  glow    with  all  a  mother's  joy, 
The  lufty  babe,  (Irong  with  ambrofial  food, 
In  vain  their  bonds*  or  golden  fwathes  withftood; 
Bonds,    fwathes,    ami    ligaments    with    cafe    he 

broke, 

And  thus  the  wond'ring  deities  befpokc ; 
"'  The  lyre,  and  founding  bow,  and  to  declare 
"  The  thund'rer's  counfels,  be  Apollo's  care !" 
He  (pake  ;  and  onwards  all  majeftic  ftrode  ; 
The  queen  of  heaven  awe  {truck  view'd  the  god, 
J)elos  beheld  him  with  a  tender  fmile, 
Arid  hail'd,  emich'd  with  gold,  her  happy  ifle; 
Her  happy  iilc,  'Apollo's  native  feat, 
His  facred  haunt,  his  beft-belov'vl  retreat. 
Orac'd  with  Apollo,  Delos  glorious  fhines, 
As  the  tall  mountain  crown'd  with  (lately  pines. 

Now  ftony  Cynthus  would  the  god  afcend, 
And  now  his  courfe  to  variou-  iflands  bend. 
Full  many  a  fane,  and  rock,  and  fhady  grove, 
River,  and  rvunmtuin  did  Apollo  love; 
But  chiefly  Delor, :  The  ioniaus  there, 
With  their  chaile  wives  and  prattling  babes,  repair. 
There  gladly  celebrate  Apollo's  name 
With  many  a  folemn  rite  and  facred  game ; 
The  jolly  dance  and  holy  hymn  prepare, 
And  with  the  cseftus  urge  the  manly  war. 
Jf,  when  their  facred  feaft  th'  lonians  hold, 
Vheir  gallant  fports  a  ftranger  fhould  behold. 
View  the  itrong  nerves  the  brawny  chiefs  that 

brace, 

Or  eye  the  fofter  charms  of  female  grace ; 
Then  mark  their  riches  of  a  thoufand  kind?, 
And  their  tall  fhips  born  iwift  before  the  winds, 
So  goodly  to  the  iignt  would  all  appear, 
The  fair  aifembly  gods  he  would  declare. 
There  too  the  Delian  virgins,  beauteous  choir, 
Apollo's  handmaids,  wake  the  living  lyre ; 
To  Phoebus  firft  they  confecrate  the  lays, 
Latona  then  and  chafte  Diana  praife, 
Then  heroes  old,  and  matrons  chaile  rchearfc, 
And  footh  the  raptur'd  heart  with  facred  verfe. 


Each  voice,  the  Delian  maids,  each  human  found 
With  apteit  imitation  fvveet  refouud  : 
Their  tongue  fo  jullly  tune  with  accents  new, 
That  none  the  falfe  diUingulfh  from  rhe  true. 

Latona  :   Phoebus  !  Dian,  lovely  fair  ! 
Bled  Delian  nymphs,  Apollo's  chicfeft  care, 
All  haii !  and  O  with  praife.  your  poet  crown, 
Nor  all  his  labours  in  oblivion  drown  ! 
!f  haply  fome  poor  pilgrim  (hall  inquire, 
"  O,  virgins,  who  moit  ikiiiul  fiv.ires  the  lyre  ? 
"  Whole  lofty  verfe  in  fweereft  clcfcaut  rolls, 
"    And  charms  to  extafy  the  hearers  fouls  ?" 
O  anfwcr,  a  blind  bard  in  Chio*  dwells, 
In  all  the  arts  of  verfe  who  far  excels. 
Tlien  o'er  the  earth  fhal!  fpread  my  glorious  fame, 
And  didant  nations  l*;ni!l  record  my  name. 
But  Plicebus  never  will  I  ceafe  to  fmg, 
Latona's  noble  fan,  the  mighty  Bwwyer-king. 

Thee  Lycia  and-  Mseonia,  thee,  great  pow'r,' 
The  hleft  Miletu-'  habitants  adore; 
But  thy  lov'd  haunt  is  fea-girt  Delos'  fnore. 

No'v  Pytho's  dony  foil  Apollo  treads, 
And  all  around  r;rnbrofiai  fragrance  fiieds, 
Then  llrikes  with  matchM's  art  the  goldtin  firings. 
And  ev'ry  hill  with  heavenly  mufic  rings. 

O.ynipus  now  and  the  divine  abodes 
Glorious  lie  fecks,  and  mixes  with  the  gods. 
Each  heavenly  bvfom  pants  with  fond  defire 
To  hear  the  lofty  vtrfe  and  golden  lyre. 
Drawn  by  the  magic  found,  the  virgin  nine 
With  warblings  fweet  the  facred  minflre:  join  : 
Now  with  glad  heart,  loud  voice,  and  jocund  lays 
Full  fweetly  carol  bounteous  heave  n's  praife  ; 
And  now  in  dirges  fad,  and  numbers  flow 
Relate  the  piteous  tale  of  human  woe; 
Woe,  by  the  gods  on  wretched  mortals  rift, 
Who  vainly  jhun  affliction's  win'try  blaft, 
And  all  in  vain  attempt  with  foi.d  delay 
Death's  certain  (haft  to  ward,  or  chafe  old  age  away. 

The  graces  there,  and  fnnlmg  hours  are  feen, 
And  Cytherla,  laughter- loving  queen, 
And  harmony,  and  Hebe,  .ov^ly  band. 
To  fprightiicil  rfrcafiMss  dancing  hand  in  hand. 
There,  of  no  common  port  or  v  Igar  mien, 
W»th  heavenly  radiance,  (bines  the  huntrefs-queen, 
Warbles  refponftve  to  the  golden  lyre, 
Tunes  her  glad  notes,  and  joins  the  virgin  choir. 
There  Mars  and  Mercury  with  awkward  play, 
And  uncouth  gambols,  wafte  the  live-long  day. 

There  as  Apollo  moves  with  graceful  pace 
A  thoufand  glories  play  around  his  face , 
In  fplendour  dreft  he  joins  the  feftive  band, 
And  (weeps  the  golden  lyre  with  magic  hand. 
Mean  while,  Latona  and  imperial  Jove 
Eye  the  bright  godhead  with  parental  love  ; 
And,  as  the  deities  around  him  play,  [vey#, 

Weil  pleas'd  his  goodly  mien  and  awful  port  fur- 

*  The  cTrawf!ator,  ivben  hz  began  ibis  piece,  had 
fomt  tlL.igbts  of  giving  a  complete  Englijk  •verfum  of  all 
Homer  s  Hymns ,  being  the  on  l*<  farts  of  his  ivorls  ne 
ver  yet  trarjlatcd ;  but  (to  fay  nothing  of  bis  opinisn  of 
this  fpscl men  of  his  irjnjlc.tion  j  fcari;:g  that  thi.  fpecies 
of  poetry  ^  though  it  Lai  its  beauties  and  Joes  not  Tuant 
«,dztetrers  avrvg  the  learned,  ivould  appear  far  left  a- 
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FROM  CATULLUS. 

CHLOE,  that  dear  bewitching  prude, 
Still  calls  me  faucy,  pert,  and  rude, 

And  fometimes  almoil  ftrikes  me  ; 
And  yet,  I  fwear,  I  can't  tell  how, 
Spite  of  the  knitting  of  her  brow, 

I'm  very  fure  flie  likes  me. 

Aflc  you  me,  why  I  fancy  thus  ? 
Why,  I  have  cali'd  her  jilt  and  pufs, 

And  thought  myfelf  above  her; 
And  yet  1  feel  it,  to  my  cott, 
That  when  I  rail  againft  her  moft, 

I'm  very  fure  I  love  her. 

THE  FIRST  BOOK  OF  THE  HENRIADE. 
Tranjlatedfromtfje  Frtncl  of  M.  dz  Vo'.taire. 

Tuy  chieftain,  France,  of  try'd  illuftrious  worth, 
By  right  of  conqueft,  king,  by  right  of  birth, 
1  fmg.  Who,  tutor'd  in  mi sfortu lie's  fchool. 
There  learnt  the  nobleft  fdeuce,  how  to  rule; 
Bad  faction's  furious  difcord  ceafe  to  rave, 
Valiant  to  conquer,  merciful  to  fave  : 
Baffled  the  daring  league's  rebellious  fchemes, 
MAYENNE'S  proud  hopes,  and  Spain's  ambitious 

dreams : 

With  civil  prudence  bleft,  with  martial  (ire, 
A  nation's  conqueror,  and  a  nation's  fire,    [height 

Truth,    heavenly  maid,    from   th*  Empyrean 
Dcfcend,  and  with  thy  ftrong  and  pureft  light 
My  verfe  illume  !  and  O,  let  mortals  hear 
Thy  facred  word,  and  awfully  revere  ! 
Be  thou  my  guide  !  thy  fage  experience  brings 
Unerring  maxims  to  the  ear  of  kings. 
Tis  thine,  bleft  maid,  and  only  thine,  to  (how 
What  moft  befits  the  regal  pow'r  to  know. 
Purge  thou  the  film  from  off  a  nation's  eyes, 
And  fhow  what  ills  from  civil  difcord  rife  ! 
Nor  fpare  with  decent  boldnefs  to  difclofe 
The  prince's  errors,  and  the  people's  woes : 
And  O  !  if  fable  e'er,  in  times  of  yore, 
Mix'd  her  foft  accents  with  thy  ilerner  lore, 
If  e'er  her  hand  adorn'd  thy  tow'ring  head, 
And  o'er  thy  front  her  milder  graces  fpread ; 
If  e'er  her  (hades,  which  lovingly  unite, 
Bad  thy  fair  form  fpring  ftronger  into  light, 
With  me,  permit  her  all  thy  fteps  to  trace, 
Not  to  conceal  thy  beauties,  but  to  grace  ! 

Still  VALOIS  reign'd,  and  funk  in  pleafure's 

bow'r, 

O'er  a  mad  ftate  held  loofe  the  reins  of  pow'r  : 
The  trampled  law  had  lofl  its  ancient  force, 
And  right  confounded,  mils' d  her  even  courfe. 
'Twas  thus  when  VALOIS  France's  fceptre  bore, 
Scepter'd  indeed,  but  now  a  king  no  more  \ 
Not  glory's  minion  now,  the  voice  of  fame, 
Swell' d  the  loud  trumpet  to  the  hero's  aame ; 

greea&ls  to  the  mers  Exglifi  reader,  he  dffitd.  Tfoy, 
ti'fio  ~^Q*ldfirm  tbejxjlcji  idea  of  this  fort^cf  compaction 
awong  the  ancients,  m,;y  'If.  better  informed,  ty  perufmg 
Dr.  Akenfides  mofi  da  [teal  hymn,  to  the  Naiads,  rlsn 
frr.w  axy  trcnjlatkn  of  Jlcmtr  or  CxKimad'tu. 


His  laurels  wirherM,  and  all  blaflerl  now, 
Which  conqucft  hung  upon  his  infant  brow  ; 
Whofe  progrefs  Europe  mark'd  with  confcious  fear, 
Whofe  lols  provok'd  his  country's  common  tear, 
When,  the  lorig  train  of  all  his  virtues  known, 
The  north  admiring  callM  him  to  the  throne. 
In  fecond  rank,  the  light  which  ftrikes  the  eyes, 
Rais'd  to  the  firft,  grows  dim,  and  feebly  dies. 
From  war's  ftern  foldier,  active,  firm,  and  brave, 
He  funk  a  m»narch,  pleafure's  abje<5t  flave. 
Lull'd  with  foft  eafe,  f  rgetful  all  of  ftate, 
His  weaknefs  totter'd  with  a  kingdom's  weight; 
Whilft  loft  in  fljth,  and  dead  to  glorious  fame, 
The  fons  of  riot  govern'd  in  his  name. 
QUELUS,  ST.  MAIGHIN,  death-cemented  pair, 
JOYKUSE  the  gay,  and  D'  KSPEKON  the  fair. 
The  carelefs  king  in  pleafure  plung'd  with  thefe. 
In  luft  intemperate,  and  lethargic  eafe. 

Meantime  the  GUISES,  fortunate  and  brave, 
Catch'd  the  fair  moment  which  his  weaknefs  gave, 
Then  rofe  the  fatal  league  in  evil  hour, 
That  dreadful  rival  of  his  waning  pow'r. 
The  people  blind,  their  facred  monarch  brav'd, 
Led  by  thofe  tyrants,  who  their  rights  enftav'd. 
His  Friends  forfooh  him,  hclplefs  and  alone, 
His  fervants  chas'd  him  from  his  royal  throne ; 
Revolted  Paris,  dtaf  to  kingly  awe, 
Witkin  her  gates  the  crowding  ftrangcr  faw. 
Through  all  the  city  burft  rebellion's  flame; 
And  all  was  loft,  when  virtuous  BOURBON  came  ; 
Came,  full  of  warlike  ardour,  to  reftqre 
That  light  his  prince,  deluded,  had  no  more. 
His  a£ive  prefence  breath'd  an  inftant  flame; 
No  longer  now  the  fluggifh  fons  of  fhame, 
Onward  they  prefs,  where  glory  calls,  to  arms, 
And  fpring  to  war  fr->m  pleafure's  fnken  charms  : 
To  Paris'  gates  both  kings  advance  amain, 
Rome  felt  th'  alarm,  and  trembled  haughty  Spain  : 
While  Europe,  watching  where  the  tempeft  Falls, 
With  anxious  eyes  beheld  th'  unhappy  walls. 

Within  was  Disc9P.r.>,  with  her  hell-born  train, 
Stirring  to  war  the  league,  and  haughty  MAYNE, 
The  peoplr,  and  the  church  :  and  from  on  high 
Cali'd  out  to  Spain,  rebellion's  prompt  ally. 
DISCORD,  dread  monfter,  deaf  to  hnman  woe, 
To  her  own  fubjeAsan  avengeful  fie, 
Bloody,  impetuous,  eager  to  deftroy, 
In  man's  misfortune  founds  her  hateful  joy  ; 
To  neither  party  ought  of  mercy  fhown, 
Well  pleas'd  ihe  ftabs  the  dagger  in  her  own  ; 
Dwells  a  fierce  tyrant  in  the  breaft  (he  fires, 
And  fmiles  to  punifh  what  herfelf  infpires. 
Weft  of  the  city,  near  thofe  borders  gay, 
Where  Seine  obliquely  winds  her  floping  xvay, 
(Scenes  now,  where  pleafure's  fcft  retreats  are 

found, 

Where  triumphs  art,  and  nature  fmiles  arbund, 
Then,  by  the  will  of  fate,  the  bloody  ftage 
For  war's  ftern  combat  and  relentlcfs  rage) 
Th' unhappy  VALOIS  bade  his  troops  advance, 
There   rulh'd  at  once  the  generous  ftr^.n^th  of 

France. 

A  thoufand  heroes,  fliger  for  the  fight, 
By  feiSs  divided,  from  revenge  unite. 
Thde  virtuous  BOURBON  leads,  their  chofen  gtiidt, 
Their  caiifc  eonfederve  and  their  hearts 
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It  feem'd  the  army  felt  one  common  flame, 
Their  zeal,  religion,  caufe,  and  chief  the  fame. 
The  facred  Loui  ;,  fire  of  BOURBON'S  race, 
Trom  azure  Ikies,  befide  the  throne  of  grace, 
With  holy  joy  beheld  his  future  heir, 
And  ey'd  the  hero  with  paternal  care; 
With  I'uch  as  prophets  feel,  a  bleu"  prefage, 
He  faw  the  virtue*  of  his  ripening-  age  : 
Saw  glory  round  him  all  her  laurels  deal, 
Vet  wail'd  his  errors,  though  he  lov'd  his  zeal; 
"With  eye  prophetic  he  beheld,  e'en  now, 
The  crown  of  France  adorn  his  royal  brow  ; 
ITe  knew  ;he  wreath  was  deftin'd  which  they  gave, 
More  wili'd  the  faint,  the  light  which  Ihines  to 

fave. 

Still  HK.NRY'S  ftepsmov'd  onward  ro  the  throne, 
By  fecret  ways,  e'en  ro  himfelf  unknown  ; 
His  help  from  Heaven  the  holy  prophet  fent, 
But  hid  the  arm  his  wife  indulgence  lent  : 
Left  fure  of  conqueft,  he  had  flack'd  his  flame, 
Kor  grappled  danger  for  the  rnetd  of  fame. 

Already  MARS  had  donn'd  his  coat  of  mail, 
And  doubtful  conqueft  held  her  even  fcale  ; 
Carnage  with  blood  had  mark'd  his  purple  way, 
And  flaughter'd  heaps  in  wild  confufion  lay, 
"When  VALOIS  thus  his  part'ner  king  addreft, 
The  figh  deep-heaving  from  his  anxious  breaft. 

"  You  fee  what  fate,  what  humbling  fate  is  mine, 
'*  Nor  yet  alone — the  injury  is  thine. 
*'  The  dauntlefs  league,  by  hardy  chieftains  led, 
*'  Which  hiffes  faction  with  her  hydra  head, 
'  Boldly  confederate  by  a  defperate  oath, 
(  Aims  not  at  me  alone,  but  ftrikes  at  both. 
'  Though  I  long  fmce  the  regal  circle  wear, 
'  Though  thou  by  rank  fuccced  my  rightful  heir, 
"   Paris  difowns  us,  nor  will  homage  bring 
'  To  me  their  prefent,  you  their  future  king. 
"  Thine,  well  they  know  the  next  illuftrious  claim, 
"  From  law,  from  birth,  and  deeds  of  loudefl 

"  fame  ; 

**  Yet  from  that  throne's  hereditary  right 
"  Where  I  but  totter,  would  exclude  thee  quite. 
"  Religion  hurls  her  furious  bolts  on  thee, 
"  And  holy  councils  join  her  firm  decree  : 
•c  RoME,thoughfhe  raife  no  foldier's  martial  band, 
"  Yet  kindles  war    through   every    awe-ftruck 

"  land; 

11  Beneath  her  banners  bids  each  hoft  repair, 
*{  And  truftsher  thunder  to  the  Spaniard's  care, 
«'  Far  from  my  hopes  each  fummer  friend  is  flown, 
"  No  fubje&s  hail  me  on  my  facred  throne; 
*'  No  kindred  new  the  kind  affection  fhows, 
**  All  fly  their  king,  abandon,  or  oppofe  : 
"  Rich  in  my  fpoils,  with  greedy  treacherous  hade, 
"  While  the  bafe  Spaniard  lays  my  country  wafte. 
"  'Midft  foes  like  thefe,  abandoned,  and  betray'd, 
*  France  in  her  turn  fhall  feck  a  foreign  aid  : 
'  Shall  Britain's  court  by  fecret  methods  try, 
'  And  win  LLIZA  for  a  firm  ally. 
'  Of  old  I  know  between  each  pow'rful  flate, 
'   Subfifts  a  jealous  and  immortal  hate  ; 
u  That  London  lifts  its  tovv'ring  front  on  high, 
"  And  looks  on  Paris  with  a  rival  eye  ; 
"  But  I,  the  monarch  of  each  pageant  throne, 
"  Have  now  no  fu.bj.ecSs,  and  no  country  own  : 


"  Vengeance  alone  my  ftern  refolves  avow, 
"  Who  gives  me  that,  to  me  is  Frenchman  now. 
"  The  fnail-pac'd  agents,  whofe  deliberate  way 
"  Creeps  on  in  trammels  of  prefcrib'd  delay, 
"  Such  fit  not  now;  'tis  you,  great  prince,  alone 
<l   Mufl  hafte  a  fuppliant  to  ELIZA'S  throne. 
"  Your  voice  alone  fhall  needful  fuccours  bring, 
"   And  arm  Britannia  for  an  injur'd  king. 
'*  To  Albion  hence,  and  Let  thy  happier  name 
"   Plead  the  king's  caufe,  and  raife  their  generous 

"  flame  ! 

"  My  foes'  defeat  upon  thy  arm  depends, 
"  But  from  thy  virtue  I  muft  hope  for  friends." 
Thus  (poke  the  king,  while  HENRY'S  looks  con- 

feft 

The  jealous  ardour  which  inflam'd  his  breaft, 
Left  others'  arms  might  urge  their  glorious  claim, 
And  ravifh  from  him  half  the  meed  of  fame. 
With  deep  regret  the  hero  number'd  o'er 
The  wreaths  of  glory  he  had  won  before  ; 
When,  without  fuccours,  without  fkill's  intrigue, 
Himfelf  with  COKDE  fhook  the  trembling  league, 
When  thofe  command,  who  holds  the  regal  fway, 
It  i-  a  fubject's  virtue  to  obey. 
Refi.-lv'd  to  follow  what  the  king  commands, 
The  b'ows,  fufpended,  fell  not  from  his  hands; 
He  rein'd  the  ardour  of  his  noble  mind, 
And,  parting,  left  the  gather'd  wreaths  behind. 
Th'  aftonifh'd  army  felt  a  deep  concern, 
Fate  feem'd  depending  on  the  chief's  return. 
His  ahfence  ftiU  unknown,  the  pent-up  foe 
In  dire  expectance  dread  the  fudden  blow  ; 
While  VAI.OIS'  troops  ftill  feel  their  hero's  flame, 
And  virtue  triumphs  in  her  HENRY'S  name. 

Of  all  his  fav'rites,  none  their  chief  attend,        i 
Save  MORNAY  brave,  his  foul's  familiar  friend. 
MORXAY  of  fteady  faith,  and  manners  plain, 
And  truth,  untainted  with  the  flatt'rers  ftrain ; 
Rich  in  defert,  of  valour  rarely  tried, 
A  virtuous  champion,  though  on  error's  fide  ; 
With  fignal  prudence  bleft,  with  patriot  zeal 
Firm  to  his  church,  and  to  the  public  weal ; 
Cenfor  of  courtiers,  but  by  courts  belov'd, 
Rome's  fierce  affaila~m,  and  by  Rome  approv'd. 

Acrofs  two  rocks,  where  with  tremendous  roar 
The  foaming  ocean  ladies  either  fhore, 
To  Dieppe's  ftrong  port  the  hero's  fteps  repair, 
The  ready  failors  ply  their  bufy  care. 
The  tow'ring  (hips,  old  ocean's  lordly  kings, 
Alnft  in  air  difplay  their  canvas  wings ; 
Not  fwell'd  by  Boreas  now,  the  glaffy  feas 
Flow'd  calmly  on,  v/ith  zephyr's  gentle  breeze. 
Now,   anchor   weigh'd,   they  quit  the   friendly 

fhore, 

And  land  receding  greets  their  eyes  no  more. 
Jocund  they  fail'd,  and  Albion's  chalky  height 
At  diftarice  rofe  full  fairly  to  the  fight. 
When  rumbling  thunders  rend  th*  affrighted  pole, 
Loud  roar  the  winds,  and  feas  rempelruous  roll : 
The  livid  lightnings  cleave  the  darken'd  air, 
And  all  around  reigns  horror  and  defpair. 
No  partial  fear  the  hero's  bofom  knows, 
Which  only  trembled  for  his  country's  woes, 
It  feem'd  his  looks  tow'rd  her  in  filence  bent, 
Accus'd  the  winds,  which  crofs'd  his  great  intent. 
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So  CJESAR,  driving  for  a  conquer'd  world, 
Near  Epirc's  banks,  with  adverfe  tempeft  hurl'd, 
Trufting,  undaunted,  and  fecurely  brave, 
Rome's  and  the  world's  fate  to  the  (welling  wave. 
Though  leagu'd  with  POMPEY  NEPTUNE'S  felf 

engage, 
Oppos'd  his  fortune  to  dull  ocean's  rage. 

Meantime  that  GOD,  whofe  power  the  tempeft 

binds, 

Who  rides  triumphant  on  the  wings  of  winds, 
That  GOD,  whofe  wifdom,  which  prefides  o'er  all, 
Can  raife,  protect,  or  crufh  this  earthly  ball, 
From  his  bright  throne,  beyond  the  ftarry  fides, 
Beheld  the  hero  with  confidering  eyes, 
GOD  was  his  guide,  and  'mid  the  tempeft's  roar 
The  tofling  veflel  reach'd  the  neighbouring  ftiore ; 
Where  Jerfey  rifes  from  the  ocean's  bed, 
There,  heaven-conducted,  was  the  hero  led. 

At  a  fmall  defiance  from  the  fhore  there  ftood, 
The  growth  of  many  years,  a  fhadowy  wood. 
A  neighbouring  rock  the  calm  retirement  faves 
From  the  rude  blafts,  and  hoarfe-refounding  waves. 
A  grotto  ftands  behind,  whofe  ftrudlure  knows 
The  fimple  grace  which  nature's  hand  beftows. 
Here,  far  from  court  remov'd,  a  holy  fage 
Spent  the  mild  evening  of  declining  age. 
While  free  from  worldly  toils,  and  worldly  woe, 
His  only  ftudy  was  himfelf  to  know  : 
Here  mus'd,  regretting  on  his  mifpent  days, 
Or  loft  in  love,  or  pleafure's  flow'ry  maze. 
No  gulls  of  foliy  fwell  the  dangerous  tide, 
While  all  his  paflions  to  a  calm  fubfide  ; 
The  bubble  life  he  held  an  empty  dream, 
His  food  the  fimple  herb,  his  drink  the  ftream  ; 
Tranquil  and  calm  he  drew  his  aged  breath, 
And  look'd  with   patience   tow'rd  the   port  of 

death, 

When  the  pure  foul  to  blifsful  realms  fhall  foar, 
And  join  with  GOD  himfelf  to  part  no  more. 
The  GOD  he  worfhipp'd  ey'd  the  zealous  fage, 
And  biefs'd  with  wifdom's  lore  his  filver'd  age  : 
Gave  him  the  ikill  of  prophecy  to  know, 
And  from  fate's*  volume  read  events  below. 

The  fage  with  con£.ious  joy  the  prince  addrefs'd, 
And  fpread  the  table  for  his  royal  gueft ; 
The  prompt  repafl,  which  fimple  nature  fuits, 
The  ftream's  frefh  water,  and  the  foreft's  roots. 
Not  unacchftom'd  to  the  homely  fare, 
The  warrior  fat ;  for  oft  from  bufy  care, 
From  court  retir'd,  and  pomp's  faftidious  pride, 
The  hero  dar'd  to  throw  the  king  alide  : 
And  in  the  ruftic  cot  weil-pleas'd  partook 
Of  labour's  mean  repaft,  and  cheerful  look  ; 
Found  in  himfelf  the  joys  to  kings  unknown, 
And  felf-depos'd  forgot  the  lordly  throne. 

1  he  world's  contention  to  their  minds  fupplies 
M-.ich  converfe,  wholefome  to  the  good  and  wife. 
Much  did  they  talk  of  woes  in  human  life, 
Of  Chr'.fHau  kingdoms  torn  -.virh  jarring  ftrife. 
The  zeal  of  MORN  AY,  like  a  ftubborn  fort, 
Attach'd  to  Calvin  iiood  hi.-,  'Inn  fupuort. 
HENRY,  ftill  doubting,  fought  th1  imminent  ikies, 
That  light's  clear  ray  might  barft  upon  his  eves, 
"   $rtnft  then,  faid  he,  the  truth  be  always  found, 
2^  To,  mprjals  weak  with  mills  encompafs/d  round  ?- 


Muft  J  ftill  err  ?  my  way  in  darknefs  trod, 
Nor  know  the  path  which  leads  me  to  my  GOD  ? 
If  all  alike  he  will'd  us  to  obey, 
The  GOD  who  will'd  it  had  prefcrib'd  the  way." 
"  Let  us  not  vainly  GOD'S  defigns  explore  ! 
(The  fage  reply'd)  be  humble,  and  adore  ! 
Arraign  not  madly  Heav'n's  unerring  laws 
For  faults,  where  mortals  are  themfelves  the 
Thefe  aged  eyes  beheld  in  days  of  yore,  [cauie. 
When  Calvin's  dodlrine  reach'd  the  Gallic  fliore, 
Then,  though  with  blood  it  now  diftains  the 

earth, 

Creeping  in  fhade,  and  humble' in  the  birth, 
I  faw  it  banifn'd  by  religion's  laws, 
Without  one  friend  to  combat  in  the  caufe. 
Through  ways  oblique  I  faw  the  phantom  tread, 
Slow  winding,  and  afhaui'd  to  rear  her  head, 
Till  at  the  laft,  upheld  by  pow'rful  arms, 
'Midft  cannons  thunder,  and  'mid  war's  alarms, 
Burft  forth  the  monfter  in  the  glare  of  light. 
With  tow'ring  front  full  dreadful  to  the  fight; 
To  fcowl  at  mortals  from  her  tyrant  feat, 
And  fpurn  our  altars  at  her  impious  fett. 
Far  then  from  courts,  beneath  this  peaceful  cot, 
I  wail'd  religion's  and  my  country's  lot ; 
Yet  here,  to  comfort  my  declining  days, 
Some  dawn  of  hope  prefents  its  cheerful  raysf 
So  new  a  worfhip  cannot  long  furvive, 
Which  man's  caprice  alone  has  kept  alive. 
With  that  it  rofe,  with  that  fhall  die  away, 
Man's  works  and  man  are  bubbles  of  a  day. 
The  GOD,  who  reigns  for  ever  and  the  fame, 
At  pleafure  blafts  a  world's  prefumptuous  aim, 
Vaia  is  our  malice,  vain  our  ftrength  difplay'd, 
To  fap  tlie  city  his  right  hand  hath  made  ; 
Himfelf  hath  fix'd  the  ftrong  foundations  low, 
Which  brave  the  wreck  of  time,  and  hell's  in 
veterate  blow: 

The  Lord  of  Lords  fhall  blefs  thy  purged  fight 
With  bright  effulgence  of  diviner  light ; 
On  thee,  great  prince,  his  mercies  he'li  beftow, 
And  filed  that  truth  thy  bofom  pants  to  know. 
THAT  GOD  hath  chofe  thee,  and  his  hand  alone 
Safe  through  the  war  fhall  lead  thee  to  a  throne. 
Conqiseft  already  (for  his  voice  is  fate) 
For  thee  bids  glory  ope  her  golden  gate. 
If  on  thy  fi^ht  the  truth  unnotic'd  falls, 
Hope  not  admiflion  in  thy  Paris*  walls, 
Though  fplendid  eafe  invite  thee  to  her  arms, 
O    fliun,    great   prince,    the    fyren's   poifon'd 

charms  ! 

O'er  thy  ftrong  paffions  hold  a  glorious  reign, 
Fly  love's  loft  lap,  break  pleafure's  filkcn  chain! 
And  when,  with  efforts  ftrong,  all  foes  o'er- 
thrown,  [your  own, 

A  league's  great  conqueror,  and,  what's  more, 
When,  with  united  hearts,  and  triumph's  voice^ 
Thy  people  hail  thee  with  one  common  choice, 
From  a  dread  fiege,  to  fame  for  ever  known, 
To  mount  with  glory  thy  paternal  throae, 
That  time,  afflidii-n  (hall  layby  her  Pod, 
And  thy  gUici  eyes  flrall  1'eek  thy  father's  God  J 
Then  fhait  th<-u  fee  from  whence  thy   arms 
prevail.  [vcr  fail.'1 

Go,  princer— WHO  TRUSTS  IN  GOD-r-can  nq^. 
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Each  word  the  fage's-  holy  l:ps  impart 
Falls  like  a  flame  on-  Henry's  generous  heart. 
The  hero  flood  tranfported  in  his  mind 
To  times  when  God  held  converfe  with  mankind, 
When  fimple  virtue  taught  her  heav'n-born  lore, 
And  truth  commanding  bade  e'en  kings  adoie. 
His  eager  arms  the  reverend  fage  emhrace, 
And  the  warm  tear  faft  trickled  down  his  face. 
XJntouch'd,yet  loft  a  while  in  deep  furprife, 
Stood  MORNAY  brave;  for  ftiil  on  MOHNAY'S 

eyes 

Kung  error's  mift,  and  GOD'S  high  will  conceal'd 
The  gifts  from  him  to  HENRY'S  bread  revtal'd. 
His  wifdom  idly  would  the  world  prefer, 
Whsfe  lot,  though  rich  in  virtues,  was  to  err. 
While  the  rapt  fage,  fulfilling  Gou's  btheft, 
Spoke  infpiration  to  the  prince's  breaft, 
Hufh'd  were   the  winds,   within    their   caverns 

bound, 

Smooth  flow'd  the  feas,  and  nature  fmil'd  around. 
The  fage  his  guide,  the  hero  fought  his  way 
Where  the  tali  veiTels  fate  at  anchor  lay  :     •' 
The  ready  failors  quit  the  friendly  fir  and, 
Hoift  the  glad  fails,  and  make  for  Albion's  land. 
While  o'er  her  coaft  his  eyes  admiring  range, 
He  prais'd  in  filence  Britain's  happier  change  : 
Where  laws,  abus'd  by  foul  inteftine  foes, 
Had  erft  entail'd  a  heap  of  dreadful  woes 
On  prince  and  people  ;  on  that  bloody  ftage, 
Where  flaughter'd  heroes  bled  for  civil  rag?  ; 
On  that  bright  throne,  from  whence  descended 

fprings 

Th1  illuftrious  lineage  of  a  hundred  kings, 
Like  HENRY,  long  in  adverfe  fortune  fchool'd, 
O'er  willing  Englifh  hearts  a  WOMAN  rul'd  : 
And,  rich  in  manly  courage,  female  grace, 
Clos'd  the  long  luftre  of  her  crowded  race. 
ELIZA  then,  in  Britain's  happieft  hour, 
'Held  the  juft  balance  of  contending  pow'r; 
Made  Engliih  fubjtcls  bow  the  willing  knee, 
"Who  will  not  ferve,  and  are  not  happy  free. 
Beneath  her  facred  reign  the  nation  knows 
No  fad  remembrance  of  its  former  woes  ; 
Their  flecks  fecurely  graz'd  the  fertile  plain, 
Their  garners  burfting  with  their  golden  grain. 
The  (lately  Ihips,  their  fwelling  fails  unt'nii'd, 
Brought  wealth  and   homage  from   the  diftant 

world : 

All  Europe  watch'd  Britannia's  bold  decree, 
Dreaded  by  land,  and  monarch  of  the  fea. 
Wide  o'er  the  waves  her  fleet  exulting  rode, 
And  fortune  triumphrd  over  ocean's  Goa. 
Proud  London  now,  no  more  of  barbaious  fame, 
To  arms  and  commerce  urg'd  her  blended  claim. 
Her  pow'rs,  in  union  leagu'd,  together  fat, 
King,  Lords,  and  Commons,  in  their  threefold 

Hate.  * 

Though  feparate  each  their  feveral  intereft  draw, 
Yet  all  united  form  the  ftedfaft  law. 
All  three,  one  body's  members,  firm  and  fit, 
Make  but  one  pow'r  in  (liong  conjunction  knit ; 
'Pow'r  to  itfelf  of  danger  often  found, 
But  fpreading  terror  to  its  neighbours  round. 
Blcft,  when  the  people  duty's  homage  (how, 
And  pay  their  king  the  tribute  which  they  owe ! 


More  bleft  when  king's,  for  milder  virtues  known, 
Pfctecl  their  people's  freedom  from  the  throne  ! 
"  Ah  when,  cry'd  BOURBON,  (hall  our  difccrd 

ccafe, 

"  Our  glory,  Albion,  rife,  like  thine,  in  peace? 
A  BluhS,  blufti,  ye  kings,  ye  lords  of  jarring  flates, 
"   A  woman  bids,  and  \var  hath  clos'd  its  gates  : 
"  You  R  countries  bleed  with  fadlious  rage  oppreft, 
"   While  SHE  reigns  happy  o'er  a  people  bleft." 
Mean  time  the  hero  reachM  the  lea-girt  ifle, 
Where  freedom  bidj  eternal  plenty  fmilc ; 
Not  far  from  William's  tow'r  at  diftance  feen, 
Stood  the  fam'd  palace  of  the  virgin  queen.    ' 
Hither,  the  faithful  MORNAY  at  his  fide, 
Without  the  noife  and  pageant  pomp  of  pride, 
The  toys  of  grandeur  which  the  vain  purfue, 
But  glare  unheeded  to  the  hero's  view, 
The  prince  arriv'd  :  with  bold  and  manly  fenfe 
He  fpoke  ;  his  franknefs  all  his  eloquence  ; 
Told  his  fad  tale,  and  bow'd  his  lofty  heart, 
For  France's  woes,  to  adt  fubmiilion's  part ; 
For  needful  aids  the  Britifli  queen  addrdl, 
While,  in  the  fuppliant  (hone,  the  king  confeft. 
"  Com'ft  thou,"  reply'd  the  queen,  with  ftrange 

furprife, 

"  Com'ft  thou  from  VALOIS  for  the  wifh'd  allies? 
"  Afk'ft  thou  protection  for  a  tyrant  foe, 
"   Whofe  deadly   hate  work'd  all   thy  fortune's 

"  woe  ? 

"   Far  as  the  golden  fun  begins  to  rife, 
"  To  where  he  drives  adown  the  weftern  fkies, 
"  His  ftrife  and  thine  to  all  the  world  is  known  : 
"  Stand'H  thou  for  him  a  friend  af  Britain's  throne  ? 
"  And    is  that  hand,    which   VALOIS  oft  hath 

"  fear'd, 

"  Arm'd  in  his  caufc,  and  for  his  vengeance  rear'd  £" 
When  tlm*  the  Prince  :  "  A  monarch's  adverfe 

"  fate 

<l   Wipes  all  remembrance  out  of  former  hate. 
"  VALOIS  was  then  a  {lave,  his  paflion's  {lave, 
"  But  now  hirufelf  a  monarch  firm  and  brave  ; 
"  He  burfts  at  once  the  ignominious  chain, 
"  Rcfumes  the  hero,  and  afferts  his  reign, 
"  Bleft,  if  of  nature  more  affur'd  and  free, 
"   He'd  fought  no  aid  but  from  himfelf  and  me  \ 
"  But,  led  by  fraud,  and  arts,  all  infincere, 
"   He  was  my  foe  from  weaknefs  and  from  fear. 
"   His  faults  die  with  me,  when  his  woes  I  view, 
"  I've  gain'd  the  conqueft — grant  me  vengeance, 

"   You 

"  For  know  the  work  is  thine,  illuftrious  dame, 
"  To   deck  thy  Albion's  brows  with   worthieft 

"  fame, 

"  Let  thy  protection  fpread  her  ready  wings, 
**'  And  fight  with  me  the  injur'd  caufe  of  kings  1'* 

ELIZA  then,  for  much  ihe  wifh'd  to  know 
The  various  turns  of  France's  long-felt  woe, 
Whence  rifing  firft  the  civil  difcord  came, 
And  Paris  kindled  to  rebellion's  flame — 
*'  To  me,  great  prince,  thy  griefs  are  not  unknown, 
"  Though  brought  imperfect  and  by  fame  alone  ; 
"  Whofe  rapid  wing  too  indifcreetly  flies, 
"   And  fpreads  abroad  her  indigefied  lies. 
"  Deaf  to  her  tales,  from  thee,  illuftrious  youth, 
"  Frgm  thee  alone  ELISA  feeks  the  truth3 
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*'  Tell  me,  for  you  have  wilneik'd  all  the  woe, 
"  VALOIS'  brave  friend,  or  VALOIS'  conquering 

"  foe, 

"  Say.  whence  this  frienilfliip.  this  alliance  grew, 
"  Which  knits  the  happy  bund  'twist  him  and  you; 
"  Explain  this  wond  rous  change,  'tis  you  alone 
"  Can  paint  the  virtres  which  yourfelf  hath  fhowti. 
"  Teach  me  thy  woes,  for  know  thy  ftory  brings 
"  A  moral  leffon  to  the  pride  of  kings  " 

"  And  muft  my  memory  then,  illuitriou*  queen, 
"  Recal  the  horrors  of  each  dreadful  fcciie  ? 
44  O  had  it   pleas'd  th'  Almighty  Pow'r   (which 

"  knows, 

"  How  my  heart  bleeds  o'er  all  my  country's  woes) 
"  Oblivion    then   had    fnaich'd  them  from    the 

*'  light, 

"  And  hid  them  buried  in  eternal  night. 
*'  Neareit  of  blood  muft  I  aloud  proclaim, 
"  The  princes'  madnefs,  and  expofe  their  fhame  ? 
41   Reflection  fhakes  my  mind  with  wild  diimay™ 
"   But  'tis  ELIZA'S  will,  and  I  obey. 
"  Others,  in  fpeaking,  from  their  fmooth  addrefs, 
"  Might   make  their  weaknefs  or  their   crimes 

"  feem  lefs, 

"  The  flow'ry  art  was  never  made  for  me, 
"  I  fpeak  a  foldier's  language,  plain  and  free." 

AN  IMITATION  FROM  THE  SPECTATOR. 

A  MONTH  hafh  roil'd  its  lazy  hours  away, 

Since  Delia's  preience  blela'd  her  longing  fwain: 

How  could  he  brook  the  iluggifh  time's  delay, 
What  charm  could  foiten  i'uch  an  age  of  pain. 

One  fond  reflection  ftili  hisbofom  cheerM, 
And  foorh'd  the  torments  of  a  lover's  care, 

'Twas  that  for  Delia's  felf  the  bow'r  he  rcur'd, 
And  fancy  plac'd  the  nymph  already  there. 

O  come,  dear  maid,  and  with  a  gentle  fmilc, 
Such  as  lights  up  my  lovely  iair  one's  face, 

Survey  the  product  of  thy  fhcpherd's  toil, 
Nor  rob  the  villa  of  the  villa's  grace. 

Whate'er  improvements  ftrike  thy  curious  fight, 
Thy  tafte  hath  form'ci—  let  me  not  call  it  mine, 

S.'nce  when  1  mufe  on  thce,  and  toed  delight, 
1  form  no  thought  that  is  not  wholly  thine. 

Th'  apartments  deftin'd  for  ray  charmer's  ufe, 
(For  love  in  trifles  is  confpicuous  fhowri) 

Can  fcarce  an  object  to  thy  view  product-. 
But  bears  the  dear  refemb!2.nce  of  thine  own. 

And  trufl  me,  love,  I  could  almoft  believe, 
This  little  fpot  the  manfion  of  my  fair; 

But  that  awak'd  from  fancy's  dreams  I  grieve, 
To  find  us  proper  owner  is  not  there. 

Oh  !   I  could  doat  upon  the  rural  fcene, 
Its  profpecl  over  hill  ui>d  champaign  wide, 

But  that  it  marks  the  ttdious  way  between, 
That  parts  thy  Damon  from  his  promis'd  bride. 

The  gardens  now  put  forth  their  bloffoms  fweet, 
In  nature's  flow'ry  mantle  gaily  dreft, 

The  clofe-trimm'd  hedge,  and  circling  border  neat, 
Allafk  my  :  gucfr. 


The  lily  pale,  thepurple-blufliing  rofe, 

In  this  fair  fpot  their  mingled  beauties  join  ; 

The  woodbine  here  its  curling  tendrils  throws, 
In  wreaths  fautaftic  round  the  mantling  vine. 

The  branching  arbour  here  for  lovers  made, 
For  dalliance  met.  or  fong.or  amorous  tale, 

Shall  oft  protect  us  with  its  coolis  g  ihade, 
When  fultry  Phcebus  burns  the  lovely  vale. 

'Tis  all  another  Paradife  around, 

And,  trult  me,  fo  it  would  appear  to  me, 

Like  the  firlt  man  were  I  not  lonely  found. 
And  but  half  bleft,  my  Delia,  wanting  thce. 

For  two,  but  two,  I've  form'd  a  lovely  walk, 
And  I  have  call'd  it  by  my  fair  one's  name  ; 

Here  hleft  with  thee,  t'  enjoy  thy  pleafing  talk, 
While  fools  and  madmen  bow  the  knee  to  fame. 

The  ruftic  path  already  have  I  try'd, 
O'fc  at  the  linking  of  the  fctting  day  ; 

And  while,  my  love,  I  thought  thee  by  my  fide, 
With  careful  fteps  have  worn  its  edge  away. 

With  thee  I've  held  difcourfe,  howpaffing  fweet! 

While  fancy  brought  thee  to  my  raptur'd  dream, 
With  thee  have  prattled  in  my  lone  retreat, 

And  tuik'd  down  funs,  on  love's  delicious  theme. 

Oft  as  I  wander  through  the  ruftic  crowd, 

Mufmg  with  downcall  look,  and  folded  ar/ns, 

They  dare  with  wonder,  when  I  rave  uioud, 
And  dwell  with  rapture  en  thy  artleis  charms. 

They  call  me  mad,  and  eft  with  finger  rude, 
Point  at  me  leering,  as  1  needle-is  pals  ; 

Yet  Colin  knows  the  caui'e,  for  iove  is  fhrewa, 
And  the  young  fhephtrd  courts  the  fanner's;  iafs. 

Among  the  fruits  that  grace  this  little  feat, 

And  all  around  their  cluiVring  foliage  ipread,' 

Here  may'ft  thou  cull  the  peach,  .>r  nca'rim:  i'w^-t, 
And  pluck  the  ftiawberry  from  its  native  bed. 

And  all  along  the  river's  verdant  fide, 

I've  planted  elms,  which  rife  in  even  row; 

And  iling  their  lofty  branches  far  and  wide, 
Which  float  reflected  in  the  lake  below. 

Since  I've  been  abicnt  from  my  lovely  fair, 
Imagination  form?,  a  thocfand  fchemts, 

For  O  !  my  Delia,  thou  art  ail  my  care, 
And  all  with  me  is  love  and  golden  dreams. 

O  flatt'ring  promife  of  fecure  delight ; 

When  will  the  lazy-pacing  lu-urs  be  o'er? 
That  1  may  fly  with  rapture  to  thy  fight, 

And  we  ftiall  meet  a-aia  to  part  no  more. 


A  BALLAD. 

YE  fhepherds  fo  carelefs  and  gay, 

Who  fpcrt  with  the  nymphs  of  the  plai 
Take  heed  left  you  frolic  away 

The  peace  you  can  nevtr  regain. 
Let  not  foliy  your  bofoms  annr-y  ; 

And  of  love,  the  dear  mifchief,  beware. 
You  may  mink  'tis  all  iunfhine  and  j"y, 

-.-I  kno'.v  'tis  oVrfradow'd  with  care. 
/I  x  iiij 
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Love's  morning  how  blithfome  it  fliines, 

With  an  afpect  deceitfully  fair; 
Its  day  oft  in  forrow  declines, 

And  it  fets  in  the  night  of  defpair. 
Hope  paints  the  gay  fcene  to  the  fight, 

While  fancy  her  vifions  beftows, 
And  gilds  ev'ry  dream,  with  delight, 

But  to  wake  us  to  ferfible  woes.  • 

How  hard  is  my  lot  to  complain 

;    Of  a  nymph  whom  1  yet  muft  adore, 

Though  fh.e  -love  not  her  fhepherd  again, 

Her  DAMON  muft  love  her  the  more. 
For  it  was  nut  the  pride  of  her  fex, 

That  treated  his  vows  with  difdain, 
For  it  was  not  the  plealure  to  vex, 

That  made  her  delude  her  fond  fwain. 

'Twas  his,  the  fair  nymph  to  behold, 
He  hop'd — and  he  raftxly  beiitv'd. 

'Twas  her's  to  be  fatally  cold  , 

— He  lov'd— -and  'was  fondly  deceiv'd  ; 

For  fuch  is  of  lovers  the  doom, 

:    White  paflions  their  reafon  beguile, 

Tis  warrant  enough  to  prefume, 
If  they  catch  hut  a  look  or  a  fmile. 

Yet  furely  my  PHYLLIS  would  feem 
To  prize  me  mod  frepherds  above  ; 

But  that  might  be  only  efteem, 
•  While  1  foolifnly  conftru'd  it  love. 

Yet  others,  like  DAMON; htliev'd  ^ 

The  nymph  might  have favour'd  her  fwain, 

And  others,  like  him,  were  deceiv'd,  •> 

*  Like  him,  though  they  cannot  complain. 

Of  PHYLLIS  was  always  my  fong, 

•  For  fhe  was  my  pride  and  my  care ; 
And  the  folks,  as  we- wander'd  along, 

Would  call  us  the  corrjugi'  pair. 
They  mark'd  how  I  walk'cv  at  her  fide, 

How  her  hand  to  my  bofom  I  j-reft, 
Each  tender  endearment  1  try'd, 
•   And  I  thought  none  was  ever  fo  bleil. 

But  now  the  delufion  is  o'er, 

Thefe  day-dreams  of  pleafure  are  fled, 
Now  her  P  A  M  o  jc  is  pleafing  no  more, 

And  the  hopes  of  her  fhepherd  are  dead, 
JVJay  he  that  my  fair  ihall  obfain, 

May  he,  as  thy:  DAMON,  he  true ; 
Or  haply  thou'lt  think  01  that  fwain, 
'    Who  bids  thee,  dear  maiden,  adieu.- 

TO  CHLOE. 

IF  CHLOK  feek  one  verfe  of  mine 
1  call  not  on  the  tuneful  nine 

With  ufelefs  invocation  ; 
Enough  for  me  th-rr  Jbe  fliould  aflc; 
I  fly  with  pleafure  to  the  taik,    •    ; 

And  her's  the  infpiration. 

When  poets  fung  in  ancient  days, 
The  mufes  that  -infpir.'d  their  lays, 

Of  whom  there  fuch  paradeis 
Their  o\-itie.r  let  pride  confe(», 
Were  nothing  more,  and  nothing  Iefs5 
Thsn  ear  th-bcic  mozlal  ladies.        , 


)id  any  nymph  her  fubjccl  choofe  ? 
he  ftrait  commenc'd  inspiring  MUSE  ; 

And  every  maid,  of  lovely  face, 
hat  ftruck  the  heart  of  wounded  fwaia, 
Lxalted  to  yon  (tarry  plain, 
Was  regifter'd  a  GRACE. 

fhcfe  were  the  compliments  of  old, 
Vhile  nymphs,  among  the  gods  enroll'd, 

Clain/d  love's  obfequious  duty ; 
Thus,  while  each  bard  had  favourite  views, 
iach  nymph  became  a  GRACE,  or  MUSE, 

A  VENU^  every  beauty. 

Say,  in  thefe  latter  days  of  ours, 
When  love  exerts  his  ufual  powers, 

What  difference  lies  between  us  ? 
n  CIILOE'-  felf  at  once  I  boaft, 
What  bards  of  every  age  might  toaft, 
A  MUSE,  a  GRACE,  a  VKNUS. 

(n  CHLOE  are  a  thoufand  charms, 
Though  envy  call  her  fcx  to  arms, 

And  giggling  girls  may  floU  her 
The  M.  SE  inhabits  in  her  mind, 
A  VENUS  in  her  form  we  find, 

The  GRACES  all  about  her. 


TO  THE  MOON. 

ALL  hail  majeflic  queen  of  night,  [brings 

Bright  Cynthia  !  iweeteft  nymph,  whofe  prefence" 

The  penfive  pleafures,  calm  delight, 
While  contemplation  fmooths  her  ruffled  wings, 

Which  folly's  vain  tunniltuous  joys, 
Or  bufmefs,  care,  and  buzz  of  lufty  day 
Have  all  too  ruflu-d. — Hence,  away 

Stale  jeft,  and  flippant  mirth,  and  ftrife-engen- 

d'ring  n  ife. 

When  evening  dons  her  mantle  gray, 
I'll  wind  my  folitary  way, 
And  hie  me  to  fome  lonely  grove 
(  1'he  haunt  of  fancy  and  of  love) 
Whole  focial  branches,  far  outfpread, 
PofiVfs  the  mind  with  pleafing  dread. 
While  Cynthia  quivers  through  the  trees 
That  wanton  with  the  iummer  breeze, 
And  the  clear  brook,  or  dimpled  ftream, 
Reflects  oblique  her  dancing  beam. 
How  often,  by  thy  fiiver  light, 
Here  I  vers'  tongues  heguil'd  the  night  ? 
When  forth  the  J  appy  pair  have  ftray'd, 
The  amorous  Iwain  aiid  tender  maid, 
And  as  they  walk'd  tin-  groves  along, 
Cheer'd  the  ftill  eve  with  various  fong. 
While  every  artful  (train  confeil 
'1  he  n.uti.a!  jpaffiofi  in  their  breaft. 
The  lovers'  hours  fly  fwift  away, 
Ami     l^ht  relutil.mt  yields  to  clay. 

Thrice  hai  py  nymph,  thrice  happy-youth, 
Wlu*n  beai.ty  is  the  meed  of  truth  ! 

Y<  t  not  the  happy  loves  alone, 
Has  thy  celeftial  prefenoe  koown. 
Tothce  complains  the  njmph  forlorn, 
Of  broken  faith,  and  vows  forfworn  ;  * 
And  the  dull  fwain,  with  folded  arms, 
Still  muling  on  his  falfe  one's  charms, . 
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Frames  many  a  fonnet  to  her  name, 
(As  lovers  ufe  to  exprefs  their  flame) 
Or  pining  wan  with  thoughtful  care, 
In  downcaft  filence  feeds  defpair ; 
'Or  when  the  air  dead  ftillnefs  keeps, 
And  Cynthia  on  the  water  flceps ; 
Charms  the  dull  ear  of  fober  night, 
With  love-born  mufic's  fweet  delight. 

Oft  as  thy  orb  performs  its  round, 
Thou  lift'neft  to  the  various  found 
Of  fhepherds'  hopes  and  maidens'  fears 
(Thofe  confcious  Cynthia  filent  hears 
"While  echo  which  ftill  loves  to  mock, 
Bears  them  about  from  rock  to  rock.) 

But  fhift  we  how  the  penfive  fcene, 
Where  Cynthia  {livers  o'er  the  green. 
Mark  yonder  fpot,  whofe  equal  rim 
"Forms  the  green  circle  quaint  and  trim ; 
Hither  the  fairies  blithe  advance, 
And  lightly  trip  in  mazy  dance  ; 
Beating  the  panfie-paven  ground 
In  frolic  meafures  round  and  round ; 
Thefe  Cynthia's  revels  gaily  keep, 
While  lazy  mortals  fnore  afleep  ; 
Whom  oft  they  vifit  in  the  night, 
Not  -vifibte  to  human  fight ; 
And  as  old  prattling  wives  relate, 
though  now  the  fafhion's  out  of  date, 
Drop  fixpence  in  the  houfewife's  fhoe, 
And  pinch  the  flattern  black  and  blue. 
They  fill  the  mind  with  airy  fchemes, 
And  bring  the  ladies  pleafant  dreams. 

Who  knows  not  Mab,  whofe  chariot  glides, 
And  athwart  men's  nofes  rides  ? 
While  QBE  RON,  blithe  fairy,  trips, 
And  hovers  o'er  the  ladies  iips ; 
And  when  he  fteals  ambrofial  bliO, 
And  foft  imprints  the  charming  kifs, 
In  dreams  the  nymph  her  fwain  purfues, 
Nor  thinks  'ts  OB  E  RON  that  woos. 

Yet  fportive  youth,  and  lovely  fair, 
From  hence,  my  leffon  read,  beware, 
While  innocence  and  mirth  prefide, 
We  are  not  where  the  fairies  glide ; 
And  OBERON  will  never  mifs 
To  greet  his  fav'rites  with  a  kifs; 
Nor  ever  more  ambrofia  fips, 
Than  when  he  vifits "s  lips, 

When  all  things  elfe  in  filence  fleep, 
The  bHthfome  elfs  their  vigils  keep; 
And  always  hover  round  about, 
To  find  our  worth  or  frailties  out, 
Receive  with  joy  thefe  elfin  fparks, 
Their  kiffes  leave  no  tell-tale  marks, 
But  breathe  frefh  beauty  o'er  the  face, 
Where  all  is  virtue,  all  is  grace. 

Not  only  elfin  fays  delight 
To  hail  the  fnber  queen  of  night, 
But  that  fweet  bird,  whofe  gurgling  throat 
Warbles  the  thick  melodious  note, 
Duly  as  evening  fhades  prevail, 
Renews  her  foothing  love  lorn  tale. 
And  as  the  lover  penfive  goes, 
Chaunts  out  her  fymphony  of  woes, 
Which  in  boon  nature's  wilder  tone, 

founds  which  art^shas  known, 


But  hift  —  —  the  melancholy  bird 
Among  the  groves  no  more  is  heard; 
And  Cynthia  pales  her  Clver  ray 
Before  th'  approach  of  golden  day, 
Which  on  yon  mountain's  mifty  height, 
Stand*  tiptoe  with  his  gladfome  light. 
Now  the  fhrill  lark  in  ether  floats, 
And  carols  wild  her  liquid  notes; 
While  Phcebus,  in  his  lufty  pride, 
His  flaring  beams  flings  far  and  wide. 
Cynthia  farewell  -  the  penfive  mufe, 
No  more  her  feeble  flight  purfues, 
But  all  unwilling  takes  her  way, 
And  mixes  with  the  buzz  of  day. 

SONG. 

THE  beauty  which  the  gods  beflow, 
Did  they  but  give  it  for  a  fhow  ? 

No  -  'twas  lent  thee  from  above, 
To  fhed  its  luflre  o'er  thy  face, 
And  with  its  pure  and  native  grace 

To  charm  the  foul  to  love. 

The  flaunting  fun,  whofe  weftern  beams, 
This  evening  drink  of  ocean's  ftreams, 

To-morrow  fprings  to  light. 
But  when  thy  beauty  fcts,  my  fair, 
No  morrow  fhail  its  beam  repair, 

'Tis  all  eternal  night. 

See  too,  my  love,  the  virgin  rofe, 
How  fweet,  how  bafhfully  it  blows 

Beneath  the  vernal  Ikies  ! 
How  foon  it  blooms  in  full  difplay, 
Its  bofom  opening  to  the  day, 

Then  withers,  fhrinks,  and  dies. 

Of  mortal  life's  declining  hour, 
Such  is  the  leaf,  the  bud,  the  flow'r  ; 

Then  crop  the  rofe  in  time. 
Be  bleft  and  blefs,  and  kind  impart 
The  juft.  return  of  heart  for  heart,  > 

Ere  love  becomes  a  crime. 

To  pleafure  then,  my  charmer,  hafte, 
And  ere  thy  youth  begins  to  wafte, 

Ere  beauty  dims  its  ray, 
The  proffer'  d  gift  of  love  employ, 
Improve  each  moment  into  joy, 

Be  happy  whilft  you  may. 

TO  THE  REV.  MR.  HANBURY, 

Of  Cburd>-Langtony  Lelcejlerfiire, 
ON  HIS    PLANTATIONS. 

WHILE  vain  purfuits  a  trifling  race  engage, 
And  virtue  {lumbers  in  a  thriftlefs  age, 
Thy  glorious  plan  *,  on  deep  foundations  laid, 
Which  aiding  nature,  nature's  bound  to  aid, 
The  wife  man's  ftudy,   though  the  blockhead's 

fcorn. 

Shall  fpeak  for  ages  to  a  world  unborn. 
Though  fools  deride,  for  cenfure's  ftill  at  hand 
To  damn  the  work  fhe  cannot  underftand, 


*  Ss.e  Mr.  H  anbury's 
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Purfue  thy  project  with  an  ardour  fit ; 
Fools  are  but  wnetftones  to  a  man  of  wit. 

Like  puling  infants  feem'd  thy  rifing  plan, 
Now  knit  in  ftrength,  it  (peaks  an  active  man. 
So  the  broad  oak,  which  from  thy  grand  defign 
Shall  fpread  aloft,  and  tell  the  world  'twas  thine, 
A  ftrip'ling  firft,  juft  peep'd  above  the  ground, 
Which,  ages  hence,  (hall  fling  its  fhade  around. 

SENT  TO  A  LADY,  WITH  A  SEAL. 

TH'  imprefllon  which  this  feal  (hall  make, 

The  rougher  hand  of  force  may  break ; 

Or  jealous  time,  with  flow  decay, 

^tfay  all  its  traces  wear  away ; 

But  neither  time  nor  force  combin'd, 

Shall  tear  thy  image  from  my  mind  ; 

Nor  fhall  the  1'weet  imprefjion  fade 

While  CHLOE'S  thouiand  charms  have  made; 

Tor  fpite  of  time,  or  force,  or  art, 

Tit/gat'dfor  ever  on  my  heart. 

A  BALLAD. 

HARK,  hark,  'tis  a  voice  from  the  tomb, 

Come,  LUCY,  it  cries,  come  away, 
The  grave  of  thy  COLIN  has  room 

To  reft  thee  befide  his  cold  clay. 
I  come,  my  dear  fhepherd,  I  come, 

Ye  friends  and  companions,  adieu  : 
J.hafte  to  my  Co  LIN'S  dark  home, 

To  die  on  his  bofom  fo  true. 

All  mournful  the  midnight  bell  rung, 

When  L.UCY,  fad  LUCY,  arofe  ; 

And  forth  to  the  green  turf  fhe  fprung, 

Where  COLIN'S  pale  afhes  repofe. 
All  wet  with  the  night's  chilling  devr, 

Her  boibm  embrac'd  the  cold  ground, 
While  ftormy  winds  over  her  blew, 

And  night  ravens  croak'd  all  around. 

"  How  long,  my  lov'd  COLIN,"  ihe  cry'd, 

'*  How  long  muft  thy  LUCY  complain  ? 
"  How  long  fhall  the  grave  my  love  hide  ? 

"  How  long  ere  it  join  us  again  ? 
"  For  thee  thy  fond  fhepherdefs  liv'd, 

"  With  thee  o'er  the  world  would  fhe  fly  ; 
"  For  thee  has  fhe  forrow'd  and  griev'd  ; 

"  For  thee  would  fhe  lie  down  and  die. 

"  Alas  !  what  avails  it  how  dear 

"  Thy  Lucy  was  once  to  her  fwain  ! 
"  Her  face  like  the  liliy  fo  fair, 

"  And  eyes  that  gave  light  to  the  plain. 
"  The  fhepherd  that  lov'd  her  is  gone ; 

"  That  face  and  thole  eyes  charm  no  more  ; 
"  And  LUCY  forgot,  and  alone, 

"  To  death  fhall  her  COLIN  deplore." 

While  thus  fhe  lay  funk  in  defpair, 

And  mourn'd  to  the  echoes  around, 
Ihflam'd  all  at  once  grew  the  air, 

And  thunder  fhook  dreadful  the  ground, 
hear  the  kind  call,  and  obey, 

:  Oh,  COLIN  receive  me,"  ihe  cried, 
'I  hen  breathing  a  groan  o'er  his  clay, 

She,  hung  on  his  tomb-flout ,  and  died. 


EPISTLE  TO  A  FRIEND, 

"  Do,  ftudy  more — difcard  that  firen,  cafe, 

"  Whofe  fatal  charms  are  murd'rous  while  they" 

"  pleafe. 

"  Wit's  fcanty  ftreams  will  fret  their  channel  dry, 
"  If  learning's  fpring  withhold  the  frefh  fupply/ 
"  Turn  leaf  by  leaf  gigantic  volumes  o'er, 
"  Nor  blufh  to  know  what  ancients  wrote  before. 
"  Why  not,  fometirr.es,.  regale  adrair ing  friends 
"  With  Greek  and    Latin  fprinklings,  odds  and 

"  ends  ? 

"  Exert  your  talents ;  read,  and  read  ro  write  ! 
"  As  Horace  fays,  mix  profit  with  delight." 
'  fis  rare  advice  :   but  I  am  flow  to  mend, 
Though  ever  thankful  to  my  partial  friend  . 
Full  of  ftrange  fears — for  hopes  are  banifh'd  all — 
I  lift1  no  more  to  Phoebus'  facred  call, 
Smit  with  the  mule,  'tis  true,  I  fought  her  charms; 
But  came  no  champion,  clad  in  cumb'ious  arms, 
To  pull  each  rival  monarch  from  his  throne, 
And  fwear  no  lady  Clio  like  my  own. 
All  unambitious  of  fuperior  praife, 
My  fond  amufcment  afk'd  a  fprig  of  bays, 
Some  little  fame  for  ftringing  harmleis  vcrfe, 
And  e'en  that  little  fame  has  prov'd  a  curfe  ; 
Hitch'd  into  rhyme,  and  dragg'd  through  muddy 

profe, 
By  butcher  critics,  worth's  confed'rate  foes. 

If  then  the  mufe  no  more  fhall  drive  to  pleafe, 
Lull'd  in  the  happy  lethargy  of  eafe  ; 
If,  unadvent'rous,  fhe  forbear  to  fmg, 
Nor  take  one  thought  to  plume  her  ruffled  wing; 
'Tis  that  fae  hares,  howe'er  by  nature  vain, 
The  fcurril  ncnfenfe  of  a  venal  train. 
When  defp'rate  robbers,  iffuing  from  the  wafte* 
Make  fuch  rude  inroads  on  the  land  of  tafle, 
Genius  grows  fide  beneath  the  Gothic  rage, 
Or  fecks  her  iaurtls  from  fome  worthier  age. 

As  for  myfe'f,  I  own  the  preferit  charge ; 
Lazy  and  lounging,  I  confeis  at  large  : 
Yet  eafe,  perhaps,  may  loofe  her  iilken  chains, 
And  the  next  hour  become  an  hour  of  pains. 
We  write,  we  read,  we  ad,  we  think,  by  fits, 
And  follow  ail  things  as  the  humour  hits ; 
For  of  all  pleafures,  which  the  world  can  bring, 
Variety — O  !  dtar  variety's  the  thing! 
Our  kerned  Coke,  from  whom  we  fcnbblers  draw 
All  the  wife  die-turns  of  poetic  law,  [follows, 

Lays  down  this  truth,  from  whence   my  maxim 
(See  Horace,  Ode  Dec.  &'x/.---the  cafe  Apollo's) 
"  The  god  of  verfe  difclaims  a  plodding  wretch, 
"  Nor  keeps  his  bow  for  ever  on  the  ilretch." 

However  great  my  thirft  of  honeft  fame, 
I  bow  with  rev'rence  to  each  letter'd  name; 
To  worth,  where'er  it  be,  with  joy  fubmit, 
But  own  no  curft  monopolies  of  wit. 
Nor  think,  my  friend,  if  I  but  rarely  quote, 
And  little  reading  fhines  through  what  I've  wrote, 
That  I  bid  peace  to  ev'ry  learned  fhelf, 
Becaufe  I  dare  form  judgments  for  myfelf. 
—  Oh!  were  it  mine,  with  happy  frill  to  look 
Up  to  the  ON^,  the  UNIVERSAL  IJOUK  ! 
Open  to  ali — to  him,  to  me,  to  you, 
—For  NAT: •;;::'?  open  to  the  general  view — • 


POEMS. 


Then  would  I  fcorn  the  ancients'  vaunted  ftore, 
And  boaft  my  thefts,  where  they  but  robb'd  be 
fore. 
Meanwhile  with  them,  while  Grecian  founds 

impart 

Th'  eternal  paflions  of  the  human  heart, 
Burfting  the  bonds  of  eafe  and  lazy  reft, 
I  feel  the  flame  mount  active  in  my  bread ; 
Or  when,  with  joy,  I  turn  the  Roman  page, 
I  live,  in  fancy,  in  th'  AUGUSTAN  age  ! 
Till  fome  dull'Bavius'  or  a  Msevius'  name, 
Damn'd  by  the  MUSE  to  everlafting  fame, 
Forbids  the  mind  in  foreign  climes  to  roam, 
And  brings  me  back  to  our  own  fools  at  home. 

SONGS  IN  THE  CAPRICIOUS  LOVERS. 
AIR  L 

WHILE  the  cool  and  gentle  breeze 
Whifpers  fragrance  through  the  trees, 
Nature  walking  o'er  the  fcene 
Clad  in  robes  of  lively  green, 
From  the  fweetnefs  of  the  place 
Labour  wears  a  cheerful  face. 

Sure  I  tafte  of  joysfmcere, 
Faithful  COLIN  ever  near; 
When  with  ceafelefs  toil  opprefs'd, 
Wearied  nature  finks  to  reft. 
All  my  labours  to  beguile, 
Love  fhall  wake  me  with  a  fmile. 

AIR  II. 

THOUGH  my  features  I'm  told 

Are  grown  wrinkled  and  old, 
Dull  wifdom  I  hate  and  deleft, 

Not  a  wrinkle  is  there 

Which  is  furrow'd  by  care, 
And  my  heart  is  as  light  as  the  beft. 

When  I  look  on  my  boys 

They  renew  all  joys, 
Myfelf  in  my  children  I  fee ; 

While  the  comforts  I  find 

In  the  kingdom  my  mind, 
Pronounce  that  my  kingdom  is  free. 

In  the  days  I  was  young, 

0  !  I  caper'd  and  fung ; 
The  laffes  came  flocking  apace. 

But  now  turn'd  of  threefcore 

1  can  do  fo  no  more, 

——Why  then  let  my  boy  take  my  place. 

Of  our  pleafures  we  crack, 

For  we  ftill  iove  the  fmacfc 
And  chuckle  o'er  what  we  have  been ; 

Yet  why  (hould  we  repine, 

You've  had  yours,  I've  had  mine, 
And  now  let  ycur  children  begin. 

AIR  III. 

'Tis  thus  in  rhofe  toys 

Invented  for  boys 

-•o\v  how  the  weather  will  prove, 


The  woman  and  man 
On  a  different  plan 
Are  always  directed  to  move. 

One  goes  out  to  roam 

While  t'other  keeps  home, 
Infipid,  and  dull  as  a  drone, 

Though  near  to  each  other 

As  fitter  and  brother, 
They  both  take  their  airing  alone. 

AIR  IV. 

WHEN  the  head  of  poor  TUMMAS  was  broke 
By  ROGER,  who  play'd  at  the  wake, 

And  KATE  was  alarm'd  at  the  ftroke, 
And  wept  for  poor  TUMMAS'S  fake  ; 

When  his  worfhip  gave  noggins  of  a!e, 
And  the  liquor  was  charming  and  ftout, 

0  thofe  were  the  times  to  regale, 
And  we  footed  it  rarely  about. 

Then  our  partners  were  buxom  as  does, 

And  we  all  were  happy  as  kings, 
Each  lad  in  his  holiday  clothes, 

And  the  lafles  in  all  their  beft  things. 
What  merriment  all  the  day  long ! 

May  the  feafc  of  our  COLIN  prove  fuch. 
Odzeoks,  but  I'll  join  in  the  fong, 

And  I'll  hobble  about  with  my  crutch. 

AIR  V. 

WHEN  vapours  o'er  the  meadow  die. 
And  morning  ftreaks  the  purple  Iky, 

1  wake  to  love  with  jocund  glee 
To  think  on  him  who  doats  on  me. 

When  eve  embrowns  the  verdant  grove 
And  PHILOMEL  laments  her  love, 
Each  figh  I  breathe,  my  love  reveals 
And  tells  the  pangs  my  bofcm  feels. 

With  fecret  pleafure  I  furvey 
The  frolic  birds  in  amorous  play, 
While  fondeft  cares  my  heart  employ 
Which  flutters,  leaps,  and  beats  for  joy. 

AIR  VI. 

YES  that's  *  a  magazine  of  arms 

To  triumph  over  time ; 
Whence  beauty  borrows  half  her  charms 

And  always  keeps  her  prime. 

At  that  the  prude,  coquette,  and  faint, 

Induftrious  fets  her  face, 
While  powder,  patch,  and  wafti,  and  paint, 

Repair  or  give  a  grace. 

To  arch  the  brow  there  lies  the  brufli, 

The  comb  to  tinge  the  hair, 
The  Spanifh  wool  to  give  the  blum, 

The  pearl  to  dye  them  fair. 
Hence  rife  the  wrinkled,  old,  and  gray, 

In  freiheft  beauty  ftrong, 
As  Venus  fair,  as  Flora  gay, 

As  Hebe  ever  young. 

*  T&e  toilette. 
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AIR  VII. 


Go  !  feek  fome  nymph  of  humbler  lot, 
T  >  (hare  thy  hoard,  and  deck  thy  cot, 
W.th  joy  I  fly  the  fimple  youth 
Who  holds  me  light,  or  doubts  my  truth. 
Thy  bread  for  love  too  wanton  grown, 
Shall  m<  ur    its  peace  and  pleafure  flown, 
>Jor  fhall  my  faith  reward  a  fwain, 
Who  doubts  my  Jove,  or  thinks  me  vain. 

AIR  Vill. 

THU*  laughM  at,  jilted,  and  betrayM, 

I  itamp,  I  tear,  I  rave ; 
Capricious,  light,  injurious  maid, 

I'll  be  no  more  thy  flave. 

I'll  rend  thy  image  from  my  heart, 

Thy  charms  no  m  >re  engage ; 
My  foul  fhail  take  the  jufter  part, 

And  love  ihall  yield  to  rage. 

AIR  IX. 

THANK  yau,  ladies,  for  your  care, 
Bur  I  pray  y-u  both  forbear. 

Sure  '  ana  all  over  fcratches ! 
That  your  curious  }>ands  mull  place, 
Snch    -dd  fpots  up.  n  my  fdce 

With  your  pencils,  paint,  and  patches. 

How  I  torter  in  my  gait, 
From  a  drefs  of  fo  much  weight, 

With  my  robe  too  dangling  after; 
Could  my  COLIN  now  but  fee 
What  a  thing  they've  made  of  me, 

Oh  he'd  fplit  his  fides  with  laughter. 

AIR  X. 

THE  flowers  which  grace  their  native  beds, 
Awhile  put  forth  rheir  blufhing  heads, 
But  ere  the  clofe  of  parting  day 
They  wither,  drink,  and  die  away. 

But  thefe  which  mimic  Ikill  hath  made, 
Nor  fcorch'd  by  funs,  nor  kiil'd  by  fhade, 
Shall  blufh  with  Itfs  inconftant  hue, 
Which  art  at  pleafure  can  renew. 

AIR  Xf. 

WHEN  late  a  fimple  ruftic  lafs, 

I  rov'd  without  reftraint, 
A  ftream  was  all  my  looking-glafs, 

And  health  my  only  paint. 

The  cuarms  I  boaft,  (alas '  how  few  t) 

I  gave  to  nature:s  care, 
As  vice  ne'er  fpoilt  their  native  hue, 

They  could  not  want  repair. 

AIR  XII. 

How  ft  range  the  mode  which  truth  negle&s, 
And  refb  all  beauty  in  defects! 
But  we  by  homely  nature  taught, 
Though  rude  in  fpeech  are  plain  in  thought. 


AIR  Xllf. 

FOR  various  purpofe  ferves  the  fan, 

As  thus .  a  decent  blind, 

Between  the  flicks  to  peep  at  man, 

Nor  yet  betray  your  mind. 

Each  a6Uon  has  a  meaning  plain, 

Refentment's  in  the  fnap, 
A  flirt  exprelTes  ftrong  difdain, 

Confent  a  gentle  tap. 

All  paffions  will  the  fair  difclofe, 

All  modes  of  female  art, 
And  to  advantage  fweetly  fliows 

The  hand,  if  not  the  heart. 

Tis  folly 'sfceptre  firft  defign'd 

By  love's  capricious  boy, 
Who  knows  how  lightly  all  mankind 
Arc  govern'd  by  a  toy. 

AIR  XIV. 

IF  tyrant  love  with  cruel  dart 
Transfix  the  maiden's  tender  hearr^ 
Of  eafy  faith  and  fond  belief, 
She  hugs  the  dart,  and  aids  the  thief. 

Till,  left  her  helplefs  ftate  to  mourn, 
Negleded,  loving,  and  forlorn  ; 
She  find*,  whi;e  grief  her  bofom  fting«3 
As  well  as  darts  the  god  has  wings. 

AIR  XV. 

ALONG  your  verdant  lowly  vale 
Calm  zypher  breathes  a  gentle  gale, 
But  ruftung  through  the  lofty  trees 
It  fwells  beyond  the  peaceful  breeze. 

Thus  free  from  envy's  poiibn'd  dart, 
You  boaft  a  pure  unruffled  heart. 
While  jarring  thoughts  our  peace  deform, 
And  fwell  our  paffions  to  a  Itorm. 

AIR  XVI. 

THOUGH  my  drefs,  as  my  manners,  is  fimple  an4 

plain, 

A  rafcal  I  hate,  and  a  knave  I  difclain  ; 
My  dealings  are  juft,  and  my  conference  is  clear, 
And  I'm  richer  than  thole  who  have  thousands 

a-year. 

Though  bent  down  with  age,  and  for  fporting  un 
couth, 

I  feel  no  remorfe  from  the  follies  of  youth; 

I  ilill  tell  my  tale,  and  rejoice  in  my  fong, 

And  my  boys  think  my  life  not  a  moment  too 
long. 

Let  the  courtiers,  thofe  dealers  in  grin  and  gri 
mace, 

Creep  under,  dance  over,  for  title  or  place; 
Above  all  the  titles  that  flow  from  a  throne, 
That  of  honsft  I  prize,  a,nd  that  UUe's.  my  cv 
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AIR  XVI. 

FROM  flow'r  to  flow'r  the  butterfly, 
O'er  fields  or  gardens  ranging, 

Sips  fweets  from  each,  and  flutters  by, 
And  all  his  life  is  changing. 

Thus  roving  man  new  objects  fway, 
By  various  charms  delighted, 

While  (he  who  pleafes  mod  to-day 
To-morrow  fhall  be  flighted. 

AIR  XVII. 

WHEN  far  from  fafhion's  gilded  fcene 

I  breath'd  my  native  air, 
My  thoughts  were  calm,  my  mind  ferene, 

No  doublings  harbour'd  there, 

But  now  no  more  myfelf  I  find. 

Diftra&ion  rends  nay  breaft  ; 
Whilft  hopes  and  fears  difturb  my  mind, 

And  murder  all  my  reft. 

AIR  XVIII. 

FLATTERING  hopes  the  mind  deceiving 
Eafy  faith  too  often  cheat,  5^ 

Woman,  fond  and  all  believing 
Loves  and  hugs  the  dear  deceit. 

Noify  fhow  of  pomp  and  riches, 

Cupid's  trick  to  catch  the  fair, 
Lowly  maids  too  oft  bewitches, 

Flattery  is  the  beauty's  Irare. 

AIR  XIX. 

WHAT'S  all  the  pomp  of  gaudy  courts, 
But  vain  delights  and  jingling  toys, 

While  pleafure  crowns  your  rural  fports 
With  calm  content,  and  tranquil  joys. 

AIR  XX. 

RETURN,  fweet  lafs,  to  flocks  and  fwains, 
Where  fimple  nature  mildly  reigns  ; 
Where  love  is  every  fhepherd's  care, 
And  every  nymph  is  kind  as  fair. 

The  court  has  only  tinfel  toys, 

Jnfipid  mirth  and  Hie  noife; 

But  rural  joys  are  ever  new, 

While  nymphji  are  kind,  and  fhepherds  true. 


AIR  XXI. 


AGAIN  In  ruftic  weeds  array 'd, 
A  fimple  fwain,  a  fimp'e  maid, 
O'er  rural  fcenes  wirh  joy  we'll  rove, 
By  dimpling  brook,  or  cooling  grove. 

The  birds  fhall  ftrain  their  little  throats, 
And  warble  wild  their  merry  notes ; 
Whilft  we  converfe  beneath  the  fliade, 
A  happy  fwain,  and  happy  maid. 

Thy  hands  (hall  pluck,  to  grace  my  bow'r, 
The  lufcious  fruit,  the  fragrant  flow'r, 
Whiltl  joys  fhall  blefs,  for  ever  new, 
Thy  PHOEBE  kind,  my  COLIN  true. 

AIR  XXII. 

WHY  fhould  I  now,  my  love,  complain, 
That  toil  awaits  thy  cheerful  fwain, 
Since  labour  oft  a  fweet  befcows 
Which  lazy  fplendour  never  knows  ? 

Hence  fprings  the  purple  tide  of  health, 
The  rich  man's  wifh,  the  poor  man's  wealth, 
And  fpreads  thofe  blufh.es  o'er  the  face, 
Which  come  and  go  with  native  grace. 

The  pride  of  drefs,  the  pomp  of  fhow, 
Are  trappings  oft  to  cover  woe  ; 
But  we,  whofe  wifhes  never  roam, 
Shall  tafte  of  real  joys  at  home. 

AIR  XXIII. 

No  doubt  but  your  fool's-cap  has  known 

His  highnefs  obligingly  kind, 
— Odzooks  I  could  knock  the  fool  down, 

Was  e'er  fuch  a  cuckoldy  hind  ? 

To  be  fure,  like  a  gi  od-natur'd  fpoufe, 
You've  lent  him  a  part  of  your  bed ; 

He  has  fitted  the  horns  to  your  brows, 
And  I  fee  them  Iprout  out  of  your  head. 

To  keep  your  wife  virtuous  and  chafte 
The  court  is  a  wonderful  fchool, 

— My  lord  you've  an  excellent  tafte, 
— And,  fon,  you're  a  cuckoldy  fopl. 

If  your  lady  <hould  brin^  you  an  heir, 
The  blood  Vrill  flow  rich  in  his  veins, 

Many  thanks  to  my  lord  for  his  care 

.--You  dog,  I  could  knock  out  your  brains. 
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To  him  every  paffion  was  known 

That  throbb'd  in  the  bread  with  defire ; 
Each  gentle  attention  was  fuown 

In  the  foft  fighing  fongs  of  his  lyre. 
Like  the  carolling  thrufh  on  the  fpray, 

In  miific  foft  warbling  and  wild, 
To  love  was  devoted  each  lay, 

In  accents  pathetic  and  mild. 
To  many  a  fanciful  fpring 

His  lyre  was  melodioufly  fining  ; 
While  Fairies  and  Fawns  in  a  ring 

Have  applauded  the  fwain  as  he  fung. 
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THE  LIFE  OF  CUNNINGHAM. 


JOHN  CUNNINGHAM  was  born  at  Dublin  in  1729.  His  father  was  a  wine-cooper  in  moderate 
circumftances,  who  having  obtained  a  prize  in  the  lottery,  commenced  wine-merchant,  and  in  a 
fhort  time  became  a  bankrupt.  Both  his  parents  were  of  Scottilh  extraction. 

He  received  his  education  at  the  grammar  fchool  of  Drogheda,  under  Mr.  Clark,  and  early  be 
gan  to  exhibit  fpecimens  of  his  poetical  powers. 

On  the  failure  of  his  father,  he  was  recalled  to  Dublin,  where,  having  no  certain  employment, he 
became  attached  to  the  theatre. 

In  1747,  before  he  was  feventeen  years  old,  he  produced  a  drama,  intituled  Love  in  a  -MV/?,  which 
was  performed  feveral  nights  at  the  theatre  in  Smock  Alley. 

By  means  of  this  performance,  he  had  free  accefs  to  the  theatre,  which  had  a  very  pernicious 
effedl  upon  him.  It  created  a  difguft  at  the  life  of  a  tradefmnn,  and  excited  a  defire  to  appear  on 
the  ftage  as  a  performer,  though  he  fcarce  poffefled  a  fingle  requifite  for  fuch  a  profcHion. 

His  paflion  for  the  ftage  had  obtained  fo  ftrong  a  power  over  him,  that,  again fl:  the  wifhcs  of  his 
friends,  and  without  any  communication  of  his  intentions  to  them,  he  was  fccrctly  prevailed  on  to 
engage  with  an  itinerant  manager,  with  whom  he  came  to  England  ;  and  in  this  profcflion  he  con 
tinued,  with  little  variation,  until  his  death. 

As  an  aclor  he  obtained  little  reputation.  His  figure  was  totally  againfl  him,  either  for  tragedy, 
or  genteel  comedy.  His  diffidence  was  too  great  ever  to  be  overcome,  and  his  voice  wa«  diffonant 
and  offenfive  to  the  ear.  He  is  faid,  however,  to  have  fhewn  in  general,  a  good  conception  of  his 
author;  and  as  the  reprefentativs  of  a  mock  French  chara&cr,  was  not  wholly  undeleting  of 
praife. 

He  foon  became  fenfible  of  his  imprudence,  but  pride  prevented  his  return  to  his  parent,*:  and 
before  he  had  time  to  work  himfelf  into  a  resolution  of  obeying  the  calls  of  duty,  he  received  in 
telligence  of  his  father's  death. 

An  afylum,  however,  was  ftill  open  to  him  in  the  houfe  of  an  affc-clioriate  brother,  Mr..  P.  Cun 
ningham,  one  of  the  beft  ftatuaries  in  Ireland,  who  repeatedly  urged  him  to  return  ;  but  the  idea 
of  a  flate  of  dependence  was  of  all  others  the  moft  repugnant  to  him. 

The  profcffion  which  he  had  originally  adopted  from  choice,  he  now  found  himfelf  obliged  to 
perfift  injfrom  neceffity.  After  having  experienced  various  viciflitudes,  at  York,  Newcaftle,  Sunder- 
land,  Alnwick,  and  other  places  in  the  north  of  England,  he  engaged  as  a  performer  under- Mr. 
Love,  manager  of  the  theatre  in  the  Canongate,  Edinburgh,  in  1761.  Here  he  began  to  enierg*1 
from  obfcurity  as  a  poet,  and  wrote  fome  of  his  beft  pieces. 

In  1761,  he  publifned  An  Elegy  on  a  Pile  of  Ruins,  4to ;  which  was  read  with  pleafure  after 
Gray's  "  Elegy  in  a  Country  Church- Yard,"  of  which  it  is  an  obvious  imitation.  The  fubjtcl  is 
Rojl'm  Abbey ,  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Edinburgh. 

The  following  year  he  published  Tt>e  Centemplat'iji.  A  Night  Pitce,  4to;  which,  notwithftanding 
fome  iriftances  of  quaintnefs  and  affectation,  evi-  ced  .oufiderable  powers  of  defcription,  and  in- 
creafed  his  reputation  as  a  moral  and  defcriptive  poet. 

It  was  followed,  in  1764,  by  Fortune,  an  Apologue,  40  ;  in  which,  though  the  philofophy  may  be 
exceptionable,  he  avoided  in  a  great  meafurethe  affec"kd  pr  uinefs  obfervable  in  his  former  pieces. 

By  thefe  performances  he  acquired  reputation  enough  to  receive  an  invitation  from  a  bookfcller 
in  London,  who  propofed  to  employ  him  in  fome  works  of  literature,  by  which  he  might  obtain  a 
livelihood  in  a  manner  more  eafy  and  honourable,  than  that  in  which  he  had  been  hitherto  en 
gaged. 

Convinced  of  the  propriety  of  acceding  to  this  propofal,  he  repaired  from  Edinburgh  to  London; 

Y  y 
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but  had  hardly  fet  foot  in  the  capital,  before  he  was  fatisfied  of  the  impracticability  of  the  fcheme. 
The  bookfeller  by  whom  he  was  to  have  been  employed  flopped  payment,  and  the  attention  of  the 
public  was  fo  entirely  engroffed  by  fcandal  and  political  altercation,  that  he  left  the  town  with  pre 
cipitation,  after  a  fhort  and  difagreeable  ftay  in  it,  and  once  more  rejoined  his  friends  in  Edin 
burgh. 

This  was  the  only  effort  he  ever  made  to  emerge  from  the  abjeil  fituation  in  which  youthful  im 
prudence  had  originally  placed  him :  But  with  this  flate  he  appeared  by  no  means  difatisfied.  Com 
petence  andobfcurity  were  all  he  defired.  He  had  no  views  of  ambition  ;  and  indolence  had  poffeffed 
him  fo  entirely,  that  he  never  made  a  fccond  attempt.  In  a  letter  to  a  friend,  he  defcribes  himfelf 
-in  thefe  terms  :  "  You  may  remember  my  laft  expedition  to  London.  I  think  I  may  be  convinced 
by  it  that  I  am  not  calculated  for  the  bufmefs  you  mention.  Though  I  fcribble  (but  a  little  nei 
ther)  to  amufe  myfelf,  the  moment  I  confidered  it  as  my  duty,  it  would  ceafe  to  be  an  amufement, 
and  I  fhould  of  confequence  grow  weary  of  it.  I  am  not  enterpriiing,  and  tolerably  happy  in  my 
prefent  fituation." 

At  this  time  Mr.  Digges  was  manager  of  the  Edinburgh  play-houfe,  and  treated  Cunningham; 
with  uncommon  refpetft  and  kindnefs,  which  he  returned  by  writing  occafional  Prologuts  and 
Epilogues  fpoken  by  him  and  his  favourite  Mrs.  Bellamy;  whofe  beauty  he  celebrated  in  a  fragment 
written  at  Dublin,  and  in  a  paftorai  ballad,  called  Pbiilis. 

He  continued  under  Mr.  Digges's  management,  till  he  quitted  Scotland.     He  then  returned  to 
'Kewcaftle,  a  place  which,  as  it  had  been  his  refidence  for  many  years,  he  had  originally  quittexi 
with  regret,  and  which  to  his  laft  breath  he  ufed  emphatically  to  call  his  home. 

At  Newcaftle,  and  in  the  neighbouring  towns,  he  earned  a  fcanty,  but  to  him  a  fafficient  fub- 
.  fiftence,  by  his  theatrical  exertions. 

Though  the  profeffion  of  an  itinerant  player  was  precarious,  and  rather  disputable,  it  became 
much  lefs  fo,  from  the  eflimation  he  was  held  in  by  the  moft  refpedlable  characters  in  the  country, 
who  afforded  him  their  fupport  and  protection. 

His  amiable  worth  and  poetical  talents  particularly  endeared  him  to  the  inhabitants  of  Aln- 
wick;1  where  the  prefent  writer  has  often  heard  him  mentioned  with  fondnefs  and  regret,  by  his 
worthy  relations,  the  late  John  Grey,  Efq.  and  Dr.  Henry  Richardfon,  and  his  rcfpectable  friends 
and  neighbours,  Captain  George  Farquhar,  Thomas  Fofter,  Efq.  Mifs  Grey,  and  Mifs  Taylor. 
'  In  1766,  he  colle&td  his  pieces  that  had  appeared  in  detached  pamphlets,  which,  with  a  variety 
•of  little  pieces  never  before  printed,  he  publifhed  by  fubfcription  in  one  volume  8vo,  under  the 
title  of  Poems,  cbiefy  Pajloralt  with  a  dedication  to  Garrick.  The  fubfcription  was  numerous  and 
refpe&able.  From  a  fubfcription  copy  now  lying  before  the  prefent  writer,  which  belonged  to  his 
"  brother-in-law,  James  Grey,  Efq.  it  appears  that  Mrs.  Bellamy  took  ao  copies. 

The  remainder  of  his  life  paffed  in  one  uniform  train.  Being  paffionately  fond  of  retirement,  and 
happy  in  the  fociety  of  a  little  circle  of  rural  friends,  he  rejected  every  felicitation  to  try  his  fortune 
once  more  in  London,  declaring  it  to  be  his  wifh,  that  as  he  had  lived,  fo  he  might  die  among  his 
friends  In  Northumberland;  nor  was  that  wifh  denied. 

A  few  months  before  his  death,  being  incapable  of  any  theatrical  exertion,  he  was  removed  to 
the  houfe  of  his  friend  Mr.  Thomas  Slack,  printer  of  the  "  Newcaftle  Chronicle,"  who,  with  great 
iindnefs  received  him  under  his  roof,  and  paid  every  attention  to  him  which  his  flate  required.  His 
grateful  fenfe  of  the  benevolence  which  ferved  to  leffen  the  wants,  and  to  foothe  the  feverity  of  his 
laft  illnefs,  is  expreffed  in  his  Verfes  to  a  Friend,  written  about  three  weeks  before  his  death,  which 
are  more  valuable  for  the  light  they  reflect  on  his  calamitous  circumflances,.than  the  intrinfic  merit 
»f  the  poetry. 

The  drama  and  I  have  fhook  hand', 
•  We've  parted  no  mere  to  engage  ; 

Submiffive  I  met  her  commands, 

For  nothing  can  cure  me  of  age. 
My  funfhine  of  youth  is  no  more, 
My  mornings  of  pleafure  are  fled  ^ 
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Tis  painful  my  fate  to  enJure 

A  peniion  fupplies  me  with  bread  ; 
Dependent  at  length  on  'he  man 

Whole  fortunes  I  ftru^gled  to  raife, 
I  conquer  my  pride  as  f  can, 

His  charity  merits  rny  pniife. 
H;s  bounty  proceeds  from  his  heart, 

Tis  principle  prompts  the  fupply, 
His  friendih'p  exceeds  my  defert, 

And'often  fupprefies  a  figh. 
/ 
After  lingering  fome  time  under  a  nervous  diforder,  during  which  he  burnt  all  his  papers,  he 

4'ied  the  i8th  of  September  1773,  in  the  44th  year  of  his  age,  and  was  buried  in  St.  John's 
church-yard,  Newcaftle,  where,  on  a  tomhftone  erected  to  his  memory,  is  ths  following  in- 
fcriptiori  : 

Here  lie  the  Remains.  cf 

JOHN  CuNNINGIiAM. 

Of  his  Excellence 

As  a  Paftoral  Poet 

His  Works  will  remain  a  Monument 

For  Ages, 
After  this  Temporary  Tribute  of  Efteem 

4s  in  Duft  forgotten. 
He  died  iu  Newcaftle,  Sept.  1  8.  1773. 

Aged  44. 

His  Poems  have  been  frequently  reprinted  ;  and,  with  feveral  addition?,  ware  received  into  the   ' 
edition  of  the  "  Englim  Poet*  1790."     A  Poem  to  bh  Memory,  written  .by.Ferguffon,  the  laft  of 
his  productions,  and  printed  at  Edinburgh,  in  41  o,  1773,  f°r  ^ie  benefit  of  the  unfortunate  author,, 
then  verging  towards  that  ftate  of  deplorable  infanity,  in  which  he  died  in  the  mad-houfe,  about 
iix  weeks  after  its  publication,  is  infertedin  the  prefent  edition. 

Cunningham  was  an  amiable  and  worthy  man,  and  an  ingenious  and  elegant,  though  not  a  firffc, 
rate  poet.  His  principal  merit  i'eems  to  lie  in  the  cafy  and  humble,  yet  pleating  walks  of  the  paftoral. 
mufe.  When  he  attempts  ethics  .or  philofophy,  he  finks  under  the  weight  of  his  themes,  and  his, 
efforts  are  delicate  and  quaint,  or  fe.eble  and  uncouth.  His  competitions  exhibit  ample  proofs  of 
elegance,  tendernefs,  and  fimplicity  ;  but  they  are  deficient  in  ftrengch,  animation,  and  enthufiafm., 
He  had  a  lively  imagination  and  a  feeling  heart;  but  his  judgment  was  noc.  equal  to  his  fancy;  and 
his  moft  finiftied  productions  difcover  an  incorre6lnefs  of  talte.  They  are  the  native  efforts  of  true 
genius;  but  the  fentiments  and  images  they  exhibit,  are  not  always  attended  with  an  elegant  fim* 
plicity  cf  exprefilon.  He  fornetimes  affects  the  formality  of  exhibiting  trite  and  infjpid  trifles  in  the 
garb  of  an  iufignificant  delicacy,  and  miflakes  quaintncfs  for  elegance,  prettinefs  for  beauty,  and 
chiidiftinefs  for  fimplicity. 

His  Elegy  on  a  Pile  of  Ruins,  is  an  imitation  of  Gray;  but  written  with  more  fpirit  and  real- 
poetry  than  are  commonly  to  be  found  in  imitations.  There  is  in  general  an  elegant  fimplicity  of 
thought  and  expreflion  in  this  performance  ;  but  his  admiration  of  the  "  Church-yard  Elegy," 
has  kd  him  in  fome  places  to  an  affectation  of  defcriptive  and  alliterative  epithets',  which  wear  the 
uneafygarb  of  labour  and  imitation.  The  epithets  vernal-coated,  lime-corrodeJyfaint-encypber'd,  brotun- 
Iwu'd,  time-unlettered,  andji/ver  -working,  have  a  harfimefs  unfuitable  to  the  language  of  elegy,  which, 
provided  it  is  not  mean,  can  never  be  too  firople.  In  the  opening  of  the  poem  he  has  given  a  very 
lively  picture  of  the  romantic  ruins  of  the  Abbey  and  Cujlle  of  Rojlin  ;  but  perhaps  the  two  laft  line* 
in  the  fecond  flanza  have  a  kind  of  anti-climax;  And  many  a  cherub,  &c.  It  does  not  feetn  at  all 
ftrange  that  the  little  ornamental  parts  of  a  roof  or  portico  mould  defcend  into  duft,  when  the  ura 
and  the  obelifk  are  overthrown  by  time.  The  five  ftanzas  following, 


Where  the  mild  fun,  through  faint-  encypl 

Illum'd  with  mellow  light  chat  brown-brow'  d  aifie, 

arc  beautifully  defcriptive  ;  but  perhaps  thefe  two  lines,  as  well  as  fome  others,  are  too  elaborate. 
By  eadeavouring  to  crowd  too  many  ideas  upon  the  reader,  he  does  not  give  him  time  to  oblervc 
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that  beautiful  one  of  the  aifle  illum'd  with  the  mellow  light  of  the  mild  fun  through  the  .painted 
glafs. 

1  he  Cantcmplatijl  has  fome  good  defcription  ;  the  fentiments  are  moral  and  pathetic  ;  the  language 
flmple,  folemn,  and  chafle,  excepting  a  few  quaint,  unauthorifed  words,  admitted,  perhaps,  for  the 
fake  of  the  metre.  His  Fortune,  an  Apologue,  is  more  chafte  an<d  correct  ;  but  the  moral  he  deduces 
from  it,  that 

Wifdom's  of  happinefs  the  certain  fource, 
And  folly  the  original  of  ill, 

does  not  appear  to  be  generally  true.  With  regard  to  moral  evil,  indeed,  the  different  agency  of 
wifdom  and  felly  may  have  confiderable  influence  ;  but  natural  and  acciden  al  evils,  which  we  un 
dergo  independent  of  our  own  powers,  are  perhaps  the  heaviefl  objects  of  complaint.  Were  thcfc 
altogether  out  of  the  world,  wifdom  might  with  greater  truth  be  deemed  the  fource  of  happinefs; 
but  not  even  then  the  certain  fource.  That  enlargement  of  the  intellectual  faculties,  which  is  al 
ways  connected  with  the  idea  of  wifdom,  lays  open  many  avenues  to  mortification,  difguft  and  dif- 
content,  and  the  more  clearly  we  behold  the  imbecility  of  our  nature,  the  more  powerfully  we 
feel  its  effects.  The  conduct  of  the  Apologue  is  not  lefs  exceptionable  than  the  conclufion.  An  Aft 
complains  to  'Jupiter  of  the  comparative  hardships  of  his  condition.  Moved  by  the  complaint, 
'Jupiter  fummons  Fortune  to  anfwer  the  charge  brought  againft  her.  After  a  long  fearch  me  is 
found,  and  urges  in  her  defence,  that  the  plaintiff's  hardfhips  were  no  greater  than,  for  his  ftupi- 
dity,  he  deferved,  and  that  he  had  no  merit  to  entitle  him  to  a  better  fate.  This  reply  of  Fortune  is 
pronounced  to  be  fage.  Upon  this  the  doctrine  of  the  Apologue  is  founded.  The  fentence  is  equally 
unjuft  and  cruel;  but  fhe  fentiments  afcribed  to  Jupiter  and  Fortune,  are  neither  unnatural  nor 
extraordinary.  The  conduct  of  his  J::flter  is  founded  upon  the  general  practice  of  mankind.  The 
god  acquiefces  in  that  contempt  which  is  thrown  upon  the  Afs,  for  not  having  attained  thofe  dig- 
nities  which  he  had  neither  the  power  nor  the  capacity  of  attaining  ;  and  there  is  no  inftance  of 
human  weaknefs  fo  umverfaliy  prevalent  as  that  of  defpifing  others  for  the  want  of  what  they 
were  never  able  to  acquire.  He  has  certainly  a  claim  to  much  indulgence  on  the  fame  account. 
The  beft  part  of  his  Apologue  is  the  defcription  of  the  domeftic  attendants  of  Avarice.  The 
picture  of  Care  is  finilhed  with  equal  happinefs  and  ikill. 

His  Day,  a  paftoral,  is  a  feries  of  unconnected  defcriptions,  referring  to  Morning,  Noon,  and 
Ewning.  It  has  focie  particular  and  picturefque  images;  but  they  are  feldom  original ;  and  the 
form  of  his-  ftanza  is  but  little  calculated  to  exhibit  them  to  advantage.  The  Landscape  contains 
fome  pretty  rural  defcription.  Nothing  can  be  more  pleafing  and  natural  than  the  paftoral  intituled 
Content.  It  has  a  peculiar  fweetnefs  and  elegance.  The  Violet,  Corydan,  Phillis,  On  the  Approach  of 
Jl'fay,  Stanzas  on  the  fortvardr.efs  of  Spring,  Melody,  Damon  and  Ph<zbet  Pomona,  The  Miller,  Delta,  May 
Evct  The  Sycamore  Shade,  Kitty  Fell)  A  Man  te  my  Mind,  Thyrjls,  Holyday  Goivn,  'The  Warning,  and 
'The  Haivthorn  Boiver,  will  ever  be  peruted  with  delight,  from  the  numberlefs  ftrokes  of  nature 
and  paflion  with  which  they  abound,  and  the  agreeable  familiarity'of  the  language.  His  Odes  difcover 
few  marks  of  lyric  fpirit  and  enthufiafm.  His  Prologues,  occ.  are  fuller  of  delicate  fentiment  than 
of  wit  and  humour.  His  Epigrams ,  Anacreontics,  &c.  are  fometimes  elegant  and  fprightly,  and 
fometimes  puerile  and  trifling. 

"  Cunningham,"  fays  Mr.  Ritfon  in  his  "  Hiftorical  View  of  the  Progrefs  of  Englifli  Song," 
"  though  not  equal  to  his  countryman  Goldfmith  in  narive  genius,  and  fliii  lefs  fo  in  learned  appli 
cation,  pofleffes  a  pleafing  fimplicity  which  cannot  fail  to  recommend  him  to  a  reader  of  unadulter 
ated  tafte.  This  fimplicity  may,  perhaps,  in  fome  of  his  compofitions,  be  thought  too  great ;  but  when 
it  is  known  that  they  were  neceffafily  adapted  to  the  intellects  of  a  country  theatre,  little  eeofure  c?.i 
be  juftly  incurred  by  the  poet." 
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t(  Faelix  ille,  queni,  femotum  longe  e  ftrepitu  et  popularibus  undi&,  interdum  molli  rus  acclpit  umbra." 

RAi'lN. 

"  Silvcflrem  tenui  mufam  meditabor  avena," 


A  CARD  FROM  THE  AUTHOR,  TO  DAVID  GARRICK,  E 


of  fituation,  and  fome  other  circumftances,  have  hitherto  deprived  the  author  of  that 
happinefs  he  might  receive  from  feeing  Mr.  Garrick. 

It  is  the  univerfal  regard  his  chara&er  commands,  occafnns  this  addrefs. 

It  may  be  thought  by  many  (at  a  vifit  fo  abrupt  as  this  is),  that  fomething  highly  complimentary 
fhould  be  faid  on  the  part  of  the  intruder;  but  according  to  the  ideas  t-he  author  has  conceived  of  Mr. 
Garrick's  delicacy  and  good  fenfe,  a  fmgle  period  in  the  garb  of  flattery  would  certainly  offjnd  him. 

He  therefore  takes  his  leave  ;  —  and  after  having  ftept   (perhaps  a  little  too  forward,)  to  offer  his 
tribute  of  efteem,  refpe<5lfully  retires. 
Newajlle,  Avg-  1  771. 


DAY  : 

A   PASTORAL. 

*'  Carpe  diem."         HOR. 

MORNING. 

IN  the  barn  the  tenant  cock, 

Clofe  to  Partlet  perch'd  on  high, 

Brilkly  crows,  the  fhepherd's  clock)! 
Jocund  that  the  morning's  nigh. 

Swiftly  from  the  mountain's  brow, 
Shadows,  nurs'd  by  night,  retire  : 

And  the  peeping  fun-beam,  now, 
Paints  with  gold  the  village  fpire. 

Philomel  forfakes  the.  thorn, 

Plaintive  where  fhe  prates  at  night ; 

And  the  lark,  te  meet  the  morn, 
Soars  beyond  the  fhegherd's  fight. 

From  the  low-reof  'd  cottage  ridge, 
See  the  chatt'ring  fwallow  fpring; 

Darting  through  the  one-arch'd  bridge,     ; 
Quick  (he  dips  her  dappled  wing. 

Now  the  pine-*rees  waving  top 
Gently  greets  the  morning  gale  1 

Kldihigg,  now,  begin  to  crop 
Daifies,  in  the  dewy  dale. 

FrcM  the  balmy  fweets,  u-icloy'd, 
(Reftlefs  till  her  talk  be  done) 


Now  the  bufy  bee's  employ'd 
Sipping  dew  before  the  fun. 

Trickling  through  the  crevic'd  rock, 
Where  the  limpid  flrea.m  diftilb, 

Sweet  refreflament  waits  the  flock 
When  'tis  fun-drove  from  the  hills. 

Colin,  for  the  promis'd  corn 
(Ere  the  harveft  hopes  are  ripe) 

Anxious,  hears  the  huntfman's  horn, 
Boldly  founding,  drown  hi-  pipe. 

Sweet, — O  fweet,  the  warbling  throng, 
On  the  white  emhloffom'd  fpray  ! 

Nature's  univerfal  fong 
Echoes  to  the  rifing  day. 

NOON. 

FERVID  on  the  glitt'ring  flood, 

Now  the  noon- tide  radiance  glows  ; 

Dropping  o'er  its  infant  bud, 
Not  a  dew-drop's  left  the  rofe. 

By  the  brook  the  fhcpherd  dines  ; 

From  the  fierce  meridian  heat 
Shelter'd,  by  the  branching  pines, 

Pendent  o'er  his  graffy  feat. 

Now  the  flock  forfakes  the  gla  !e, 

Where,  uucheck'u,  the  fun-beams  fall ; 

Sure  to  find  a  j  leafing  fhade 
By  the  ivy'd  abby 

Yy  iij- 
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Echo  in  her  airy  round, 

O'er  the  river,  rock  and  hill, 

Cannot  catch  a  fingle  found, 
Save  the  clack  of  yonder  mill. 

Cattle  court  the  zephyrs  bland, 

Where  the  ftreamlet  wanders  cool ; 

Or -with  languid  fiience  {land 
Midway  in  the  marfhy  pool. 

But  from  mountain,  dell,  or  ftream, 
Not  a  flutt'r ing  zephyr  fprings  : 
Fearful' left  the  noon-tide  beam 
:    Scorch  its  foft,  its  filken  wings. 

Not  a  leaf  has  leave  to  flir, 

Nature's  lull'd — ferene — and  {till  I 

Ouiet  e'en  the  fhepherd'scur, 
Sleeping  on  the  heath-clad  hill. 

Languid  is  the  landfcape  round, 

Till  the  Jrefh  descending  fhower, 
Grateful  to  the  thirfty  ground, 
,    Raifcs  ev'ry  fainting  flower. 

Now  the  hillr— the  hedge — is  green, 
Now  the  warblers'  throats  in  tune  ! 

Blithlome  is  the  verdant  fcene, 
£i  ighten'd  by  the  beams  oi  noon  1 

EVENING. 

O'ER  the  heath  the  heifer  ftrays 
Free  , — (the  furrow'd  talk  is  done) 

Now  the  village  windows  blaze, 
Burniih'd  by  the  letting  fun. 

Now  he  hides  behind  the  hill, 
Sinking  from  a  golden  iky  : 

Can  the  pencil's  mimic  ikill, 
Copy  the  icfulgent  dye  ? 

Trudging  as'the  ploughmen  go, 

(To  the  fmoking  hamlet  bound) 
Giant- like  their  'fhadows  grow, 
i    Lengthen'd-o'er  the  level  ground. 

Where  the  rifing  foreft  fpreads, 
Shelter  f/>r  the  lordly  dome  ! 

To  their  high-built  airy  beds, 
See  the  rooks  returning  home! 

As  the  lark  with  vary'd  tune, 
Carols  to  the  evening  loud  ; 
^lark  the  mild  refplehdent  moon, 
;  Breaking  through. a  parted  clo-ud  1 

Now  the  hermit  howler  peeps 

From  the  barn,  or  twitted  brake  : 
And  the  blue  mift  flowly  creeps,, 
,   Curling  on  the.  filver  lake. 

As  the  trr>ut  in  fpeckled  pride, 

Playful  fvom  itis  hofnm  fprings; 
r*To  the  b  uks,  a  ruffled  tide 
.  Verges  in  ii.ciefiive  ring*. 

Tripping  through  the  filken  grafs, 

O'er  the  path  divided  dale, 
Marl-  t!;c  roft  complexion'd  lafs, 
j  With  her  wcll-pois'd,,  milking  paiL 


jinnets,  with  unnumber'd  ro'es, 

And  the  cuckoo  bird  with  two, 
Tuning  fweet  their  mellow  throats. 

Bid  the  fetting  fun  adieu. 

THE  CONTEMPLATIST  : 

A  NIGHT   PIECE. 

"  Nox  erat 

"  Cum  tacet  omnis  ager,  pecudes,  pi&aque  v»- 
"  lucres." 

THE  queen  of  Contemplation,  night, 

Begins  her  balmy  reign  ; 
Advancing  in  their  varied  light 

Her  filver-vefted  train.        4 

Tis  ftrange,  the  many  marfhall'd  ftars, 

That  ride  yon  facred  round, 
Should  keep,  among  their  rapid  cars, 

A  fiience  fo  profound  ! 

A  kind,  a  philofopbic  calm, 

The  cool  creation  wears  ! 
And  what  day  drank  of  dewy  balm, 

The  gentle  night  repairs. 

Behind  their  kafy  curtains  hid, 

The  feat her'd  race  how  llill ! 
How  quiet  now  the  gamefqme  kid, 

That  gambol'd  round  the  hill  1 

The  fwects,  that  bending  o'er  their  banks, 

From  fultry  day  declin'd, 
Revive  in  littlj'  velvet  rank«, 

And  fcent  the  weftern  wind. 

The  moon,  preceded  by  the  breeze 

That  bade-the  clouds  retire, 
Appears  amongft  the  tufted  trees, 

A  Phosnix  neil  on  fire. 

But  foft— the  golden  glow  fubfides! 

Her  chariot  mounts  on  high ! 
And  now,  in  filver'd  pomp,  fhe  rides 

Pale  regent  of  the  fl;y  1 

Where  time,  upon  the  wither'd  tree 

Hath  carv'd  the  moral  chair, 
I  fit,  from  bufy  pafllons  free, 

And  breathe  the  placid  air. 

The  wither'd  tree  was  once  in  prime  ; 

Its  branches  brav'd  the  Iky  ! 
Thus,  at  the  touch  of  ruthlcfs  time, 

Shall  youth  and  vigour  die. 

I'm  lifted  to  the  blue  expanfe  : 

It  glows  ferenely  gay  ! 
Come,  fcience,  by  my  fide  advance, 

We'll  fearch  the  milky  way. 

Let  us  defcerd — .The  daring  fiight 

Fatigues  my  feeble  mind; 
And  fcience,  in  the  maze  of  light, 

Is  impotent  and  blind. 

What  are  thofe  wild,  thcfe  wand'ring  fires, 

That  o'er  tht  moorland  ran? 
Vapours. —  How  like  the  vague  defires 

That  cheat  the  heart  of  man  ! 
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But  there's  a  friendly  guide ! — a  flame, 

That  lambient  o'er  its  bed, 
Enlivens,  with  a  gladfome  beam, 

Thfc  hermit's  ofier  fhed. 

Among  the  ruffet  fhades  of  night 

It  glances  from  afar  ' 
And  darts  along  the  duflc  ;  fo  bright, 

It  feems  a  fiber  ftar  '. 

IB  coverts  (where  the  few  frequent) 

If  virtue  deigns  to  dwell, 
Ti«  thus,  the  little  lamp,  content, 

Gives  luftre  to  her  cell. 

How  fmooth  that  rapid  river  flidet 

Progrcffive  to  the  deep  ! 
The  poppies,  pendent  o'er  its  fides, 

Have  charm  a  the  waves  to  fleep. 

Pleasure's  intoxicated  fons  ! 

Ye  indolent !  ye  gay  ! 
Reflect — for,  as  the  river  runs, 

Life  wings  its  tra&lefs  way. 

That  branching  grove  of  dufky  green 

Conceals  the  azure  iky, 
Save  where  a  ftarry  fpace  between 

Relieves  the  darken'u  eye. 

Old  error  thus  with  fhades  impure 

Throws  facred  truth  behind  : 
Yet  fometimes,  through  the  deep  obfcure, 

She  burfts  upon  the  mind. 

Sleep  and  her  fitter  filence  reign, 
They  lock  the  fhepherd's  fold  1 

But  hark — I  hear  a  lamb  complain, 
'Tis  loft  upon  the  wold  1 

To  favage  herds,  that  hunt  for  prey, 

An  UHrefifting  prize  ! 
For  having  trod  a  devious  way, 

The  little  rambler  dies. 

As  lucklefs  is  the  virgin's  lot 
Whom  pleafure  once  mifguides ; 

When  hurried  from  the  halcyon  cot, 
Where  innocence  prefides 

The  paffions,  a  relentlefs  train  ! 

To  tear  the  victim  run  : 
Shefeeks  the  paths  of  peace  in  vain, 

Is  conquer'd — and  undone. 

How  bright  the  little  infects  blaze, 
Where  willows  fhade  the  way  J 

As  proud  as  if  their  painted  rays 
Could  emulate  the  day  ! 

Tis  thus  the  pigmy  fons  of  pow'r 

Advance  their  vain  parade  ! 
Thus  glitter  in  the  darken'd  hour 

Apd  like  the  glow-worms  fade  ! 

The  foft  fcrenity  of  night 

Ungentle  clouds  deform  ! 
The  filver  hoft  that  (hone  fo  bright 

Is  hid  behind  a  ftorm  1 

The  angry  elements  engage  I 
An  oak  (an  ivied  bower  !) 


Repels  the  rough  wind's  noify  ra^e, 
And  fhields  me  from  the  fhower. 

The  rancour  thus  of  rufhing  fate 

I've  learnt  to  reader  vain  : 
For  whilft  integrity's  her  feat, 

The  foul  will  fit  ferene. 

A  raven,  from  fome  greedy  vault, 

Amidft  that  cloifter'd  gloom, 
Bids  me,  and  'tis  a  folemn  thought ! 

Reflecl  upen  the  tomb. 

The  tomb! The  confecrated  dome! 

The  temple  rais'd  to  peace  ! 
The  port  that  to  its  friendly  home 

Compels  the  human  race  ! 

Yon  village,  to  the  moral  mind, 

A  folemn  afpedt  wears  ; 
Where  fleep  hath  lull'd  the  labour'd  hind, 

And  kill'd  his  daily  cares  : 

'Tis  but  the  church-yard  of  the  night; 

An  emblematic  bed  ! 
That  offers  to  the  mental  fight 

The  temporary  dead. 

From  hence  I'll  penetrate  in  thought 
The  grave's  unmeafur'd  deep; 

And  tutor'd,  hence  be  timely  taught 
To  meet  my  final  fleep. 

'Tis  peace (The  little  chaos  pad  !) 

The  gracious  moon  reftor'd  ! 
A  breeze  fucceeds  the  frightful  blafr, 

That  through  the  foreft  roar'd  ! 

The  nightingale,  a  welcome  gucft ! 

Renews  her  gentle  firains  ; 
And  hope  (juft  wanfl'ring  frqm,  my  bread) 

Her  wonted  feat  regains. 

Yes — When  yon  lucid  orb  is  dark, 

And  darting  from  on  high  ; 
My  foul,  a  more  celeftial  fpark, 

Shall  keep  her  native  Iky. 

Fann'd  by  the  light — the  lenient  breeze, 

My  limbs  reirefhment  find  ; 
And  moral  rhapfodies  like  thefe 

Give  vigour  to  the  mind. 

THE  THRUSH  AND  PIE. 


CONCEAL'D  within  an  hawthorn  bufh, 
We're  told  that  an  experienc'd  thrufh 
Inftrucled,  in  the  prime  of  fpring, 
Many  a  neighbouring  bird  to  fing. 
She  caroll'd;  and  her  various  fong 
Gave  leffons  to  the  lilVning  throng  : 
But  (the  entangling  boughs  betv/een) 
'  Twas  her  delight  to  teach  unfeen. 

At  length,  the  little  wond'ring  race 
Would  fee  their  fav'rite  face  to  face  ; 
They  thought  it  hard  to  be  deny'd, 
And  begg'd  that  (he'd  no  longer  hide. 
O'er-modefh,  worth's  peculiar  fault, 
Another  fhade  the  tut'refs  fought -5 
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And  loth  to  be  too  much  admir'd, 
In  fecret  from  the  bufh  retir'd. 

An  impudent,  preftiming  pie, 
Malicious,  ignorant,  and  fly, 
Stole  to  the  matron's  vacant  feat, 
And,  in  her  arrogance  elate, 
Rufh'd  forward — with — "  My  friends,  you  fee 
"  The  miftrefs  of  the  choir  in  me  : 
"  Here  be  your  due  devotion  paid, 
"   I  am  the  f  >ngftrefs  of  the  made.'' 

A  linnet,  that  fat  litl'ning  nigh, 
Made  the  irnpoflor  this-rcidy  : 
"   I  fancy,  friend,  that  vulgar  throats 
"   Were  never  f-rrn'd  for  \varbllng  notes: 
"  But  if  thefe  lefTons  came  from  you, 
"  Repeat  them  in  the  public  view; 
<c    rhat  your  affertions  may  be  clear, 
4t  Is  t  us  behold  as  well  as  hear." 

The  length'ning  ibng,  the  fofr'ning  ftf  ain, 
Our  chatt'iing  pie  atfemj Is  in  vain; 
For.  to  the  fool's  eternal  fhame, 
All  fhe  could  compafs  was  a  fcream. 

The  birds  enrag'd,  around  her  fly, 
Nor  fhelter  nor  defence  is  nigh. 

The  caitiff  wretch,  diftrelVd — forlorn  ! 
On' every  lido  is  peck  d  and  torn  1 
Ti!K  for  her  vile  atrrcious  lies, 
Under  their  argry  beaks  fhe  dies. 

Such  be  his  fate,  \\hofe  fcoundrel  claim 
Obtrudes  upon  a  IK  ;;',!; hour's  fame. 

Friend  E n  *,  the  tale  apply, 

You  are — yourfelf—  the  chatt'iing  pie: 
Repent,  and,  with  a  confclous  blufh, 
Go  make  atonement  to  the  thrufli  f. 

PA  LEMON. 

A  PASTORAL. 

PA  LEMON,  feated  by  his  fav'rite  maid, 
The  fyivan  fcen'es  with  ecftacy  furvey'd  ; 
Nothing  could  make  the  fend  Alexis  gay, 
For  Daphne  had  been  abfcnt  half  the  day: 
Dar'd  by  Palemon  for  a  paftoral  prize, 
Reluiflant,  in  his  turn,  Alexis  tries. 

Paleixon. 
This  breeze  by  the  ri?er  how  charming  and  foft ! 

How  fmooth  the  grafs  carpet  1   how  f£reen  ! 
Sweet,  fweet  fmgsthe  lark  !  as  he  carols  aloft, 

His  mufic  enlivens  the  fcene  : 
A  thoufand  frefh  flow 'rets  unufually  gay 

The  fields  and  the  fcrefls  adorn  ; 
I  pluck'd  me  feme  rofe>,  the  children  of  May, 

And  could  not;  Cad  one  wish  a  thorn. 

Silexis. 
The  fkies  are  quite, clouded,  top  bold  is  the  breeze, 

Dull  vapours  dcfcenu  on  the^plain  ; 
The  verdure's  all  blafted  that  coyer'd  yon  tr:c?, 

The  birds  cannot  compafs  a  ftrain  : 
In  fearch  for  a  chaplet  my  temples  to  bind, 

All  day  as  I  filently  rove, 

*  A  T — -Jbire  btrtkfeller,  <wto  pirated  an  tdltion  of 
tie  Pica  [ing  Infruftor. 

f  The  compiler  and  refuted  autborefs  of  tie  original 
effnys  in  thai  book* 


I  can't  find  a  flow'ret  (not  one  to  my  mind) 

hi  meadow,  in  garden,  or  grove. 

Palemon. 
I  ne'er  faw  the  hedge  in  fuch  excellent  bloom, 

The  lambkins  fo  wantonly  gay  ; 
My  cows  feem  to  breathe  a  more  pleafmg  perfumes 

And  brighter  than  common  the  day  : 
tf  any  dulf  fhephcrd  fhor.U  ioolifhly  afk, 

So  rich  why  the  landfcapes  appear  ? 
To  give  a  rigbt  anfwer,  how  eafy  my  tafk  ! 

Becaufe  my  fweet  Phillida'd  here. 

Alexis. 
The  ftream  that  fo  muddy  moves  flowly  along-, 

Once  roll'd  in  a  beautiful  tide; 
It  fcem'd  o'er  the  pebbles  to  murmur  a  fong, 

But  Daphne  fat  then  by  my  fide. 
See,  fee  the  lov'd  rriaid,  o'er  the  meadows  fhe  hies, 

Quite  alter'd  already  the  fcene  ! 
How  limpid  the  ftream  is !  h,)W  gay  the  blue  fkies! 

The  hills  and  the  hedges  how  green  ! 

THE  HAWTHORN  BOWER. 

PALEMON,  in.  the  hawthorn  bower, 

With  fond  impatience  lay; 
He  counted  evei'y  anxious  hour 

That  ftretch'd  the  tedious  day. 
The  rofy  dawn  Paftora  nam'd, 

And  vow'd  that  (he'd  be  kind  ; 
But  ah  ':  the  fetting  fun  proclaim  J 

That  women's  vows  are — wind, 

The  fickle  fex  the  boy  defy'd; 

And  fwore,  in  terms  profane, 
That  beauty  in  her  greatefl  pride 

Might  fue  to  Kim  in  vain. 
When  Delia  from  the  neighboring  glade 

Appear'd  in  all  her  charms. 
Each  angry  vow  Palemon  made 

Was  loft  in  Dejia's  arms.    . 

The  lovers  had  not  long  recJin'd 

Btfore  Paflcra  came  : 
Inconftancy,  fne  cry'd,  I  find 

In  every  heart's  the  fame; 
For  young  Alexis  figh'd  and  preft, 

With  fuch  bewitching  power, 
I  quite  forgot  the  wifhing  gueft 

Fhat  waited  in  the  bovver. 

THE  ANT  AND  CATERPILLAR: 


As  an  ant,  of  his  talents  fupsriorly  vain, 
Was  trotting,  with  confluence,  over  the  plain, 
A  worm,  in  his  progrefs  remarkably  flow, 
Cry'd "  Bkfs  your  good  worfhip  wherever 

"   you  go ; 

"  I  hope  your  great  mightinefs  won't  take  it  ill, 
"   I  pay  my  ref peels  with  an  hearty  good  will.'' 
With  a  look  of  contempt,  and  impertinent  pride, 
"   Begone,  you  vile  reptile,"  (his  antfhip  replied)  ; 
«   Go — go  and  lament  your  contemptible  ftate, 
"  But  firft look  at  me fee  my  limbo  ho'.7 

*'  complete  ;  Jl 
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*l  I  guide  all  my  motions  with  freedom  and  eafe. 
"  Run  backward  and  forward,  and  turn  when  I 

"  pleafe  : 
"  Of  nature  (grown  weary)  you  fhocking  effay  ! 

"  I  fpurn  you  thus  from  me crawl  out  of  my 

"  way." 

The  reptile  infulted,  and  vext  ro  the  foul, 
Crept  onwards,  and  hid  himfelf  clofe  in  his  hole; 
But  nature,  dctermin'd  to  end  his  diftrefs, 
Soon  fent  him  abroad  in  a  butterfly's  drefs. 

Ere  long  the  proud  ant,  as  repaffing  the  road 
(Fatigu'cLfrom  the  harveft,  and  tugging  his  load),' 
The  beau  on  a  violet  bank  he  beheld, 
Whole  vefture,  in  glory,  a  monarch's  excell'd  ; 
His  plumage  expanded — 'twas  rare  to  behold 
So  lovely  a  mixture  of  purple  and  gold. 

The  ant  quite  amaz'd  at  a  figure  fo  gay, 
Bow'd  low  with  refpedt,  and  wa*  trudging  away. 

*'  Stop,  friend,"  fays  the  butterfly "  don't  be 

"  furpriz'd, 

"  I  once  was  the  reptile  you  fpurn'd  and  defpis'd  ; 
*'  But  new  I  can  mount,  in  the  fun-beams  I  play, 
"  While  you  muft,  for  ever,  drudge  on  in  yuur 
"  'way." 

MORAL. 

A  wretch,  though  to-day  he's  o'erloaded  with  for- 

row.  [row. 

tyfay  foar  above  thofe  that  opprefs'd  him — to  mor- 

PHILLIS: 

A    PASTORAL    BALLAD. 

J  SAID — on  the  banks  by  the  ftream, 

I've  pip'd  for  the  ihepherds  too  long  : 
Oh  grant  me,  ye  mufes.  a  theme, 

Where  glory  may  brighten  my  fong  ! 
But  Pan  *  bade  me  flick  to  my  (train, 

Nor  Icffons  too  lofty  rehearfe ; 
Ambition  befits  not  a  fwain, 

And  Phiilis  loves  paftoral  verfe. 

The  rofe,  though  a  beautiful  red, 

Looks  faded  to  Phillis's  bloom; 
And  the  breeze  from  the  bean-flower  bed 

To  her  breath's  Init  a  feeble  perfume  ; 
The  de^v-drop  fo  limpid  and  gay, 

That  loofe  en  the  violet  lies. 
Though  brighten'dby  Pho?bus'.s  ray, 

Wants  luftre,  compar'd  to  her  eyes. 

A  lily  I  plr.ck'd  in  full  pride, 

In  frefhnefs  with  her's  to  compare  ; 
And  foolifhly  thought  (till  I  try'd) 

The  flow'ret  was  equally  fair. 
How,  Corydon,  could  you  nriftake  ? 
,    Y"ur  fault  be  with  forrow  confcft, 
You  faid  the  white  fwans  on  the  lake 

For  foftnefs  might  rival  her  bread. 

While  thus  I  went  on  in  her  praife, 

My  Phiilis  pafs'd  fportive  along  : 
Ye  poets,  I  covet  no  bays 

She  fmil'd — a  reward  for  my  fong  ! 

*  Tie  author  intends  the  character  of  Pan  for  tie 
late  Mr.  Shcrftone,  ivlo  favoured  him  iv'tth  a  letter  cr 
flt'0,  advijlng  !.>im  !o  proceed  in  ib?  pajloral  7.w/!,v»r> 


I  find  the  god  Pan's  in  the  right, 

No  fame's  like  the  fair  one's  applaufe  ! 

And  Cupid  muft  crown  with  delight 
The  fhepherd  that  fings  in  his  caufe. 

POMONA: 

A   PASTORAL. 
On  tie  Cyder  Bill  being  pa/ed, 

FROM  orchards  of  ample  extent, 

Pomona's  compell'd  to  depart ; 
And  thus,  as  in  anguifh  fhe  went, 

The  goddefs  uuburden'd  her  heart : 

"  To  fiourifh  where  liberty  reigns, 
«*   Was  all  my  fond  wifhes  rtquir'd  ; 

"   And  here  I  agreed  with  the  fxvams 
**  To  live  till  their  freedom  expir'd. 

"  Of  late  you  have  number'd  my  trees, 
"   And  threaten'd  to  limit  my  ftore  : 

"  Alas  ! — from  fuch  maxims  as  thefe, 
"  I  fear  that  your  freedom's  no  more. 

"  My  flight  will  be  fatal  to  May  : 
"  For  how  can  her  gardens  be  fine : 

"  The  bloffoms  are  doom'd  to  decay, 

"  (The  bklToms,  I  mean,  that  were  mine), 

<r  Rich  autumn  remembers  me  well : 
"  My  fruitage  was  fair  to  behold  ! 

"  My  pears — now  I  ripen'd  their  fwell! 
"  My  pippins ! — were  pippins  of  gold  ! 

"  Let  Ceres  drudge  *n  with  her  ploughs! 

"  She  droops  as  fhe  furrows  the  foil; 
"  A  neiftar  I  lhake  from  my  boughs, 

"  A  nctilar  that  foftens  my  toil. 

"  When  Bacchus  began  to  repine, 
"   With  patience  I  bore  his  abufe  ; 

"  He  faid  that  I  plundt-r'd  the  vine, 
"  He  faid  that  I  pilfer'd  his  juice. 

l<  I  know  the  proud  drunkard  denies 

"  That  trees  of  my  culture  fhould  grow  : 

"  But  let  not  the  traitor  advife  ; 

"  He  comes  from  the  climes  of  your  foe. 

"  Alas !  in  your  filence  I  read 

u  The  fcntence  I'm  doom'd  to  deplore : 
"  '  Tis  plain  the  great  Pan  has  decreed, 

"  My  orchard  fLall  flourifh  no  more." 

The  goddefs  flew  off  in  defpair  ; 

As  all  her  fweet  honours  declin'd  ; 
And  plenty  and  pleafure  declare, 

They'll  loiter  no  longer  behind. 

MAY-EVE  : 

OR,    KAT%OF   ABERDEEN. 

THE  filver  moon's  enamotir'd  beam, 

Steals  foftly  through  the  night, 
To  wanton  with  the  winding  ftream, 

And  kifs  reflected  light. 
To  beds  of  ftate  go  balmy  fleep, 

('Tis  where  you've  feldom  been) 
May's  vigil  while  the  fhepherd's  keep 

With  Kstc  of  Aberdeen. 
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Upon  the  green  the  virgins  wait, 

In  i'.fy  cbaplets  gay, 
Till  n:6rn  unbar  her  golden  gate, 

And  give  the  promis'd  May. 
Methinks  I  hear  the  maids  declare, 

The  promis'd  May,  when  (V.  n, 
Not  half  fo  fragrant,  half  lo  fair, 

As  Kate  of  Aberdeen. 

Strike  up  the  tabor's  boldeft  notes, 

We'll  roufe  the  nodding  grove  ; 
The  nefted  birds  fhall  raife  their  throats, 

And  hail  the  maid  1  love  : 
And  fee — the  matin  lark  miftakes, 

He  quits  the  tufted  green  : 
Fond  bird  !   'tis  not  the  morning  breaks, 

'  JTis  Kate  of  Aberdeen. 

Now  lightfome  o'er  the  level  mead, 

Where  midnight  fairies  rove, 
Like  them,  the  jocund  dance  we'll  lead, 

Or  tune  the  reed  to  love  : 
For  fee  the  rofy  May  draws  nigh; 

She  claims  a  virgin  queen  ; 
And  hark,  the  happy  fliepherds  cry 

'Tis  Kate  of  Aberdeen. 

KITTY  FELL. 

THE  courtly  bard,  in  verfe  fublime, 

May  praile  the  toafted  belle  ; 
A  country  maid  ( in  carelefs  rhyme) 

I  fing— my  Kitty  Fell  1 

When  larks  forfake  the  flow'ry  plain, 
And  love's  f weet  numbers fwell, 

My  pipe  fhall  join  the  morning  {train, 
In  praile  of  Kitty  Ftll. 

Where  woodbines  twift  their  fragrant  fhade, 

And  noontide  beams  repel, 
I'll  reft  me  on  the  tufted  mead, 

And  fing  of  Kitty  Fell. 

When  moon-beams  dance  among  the  boughs 

That  lodge  fweet  Philomel, 
I'll  pour  with  her  my  tuneful  vows, 

And  pant  for  Kitty  Fell. 

The  pale-faced  pedant  burns  his  books;. 

The  fage  for  fakes  his  cell : 
The  foldicr  imooths  his  martial  looks, 

And  fighs  for  Kitty  Fell. 

Were  mine,  ye  grent,  your  envy'd  lot, 

In  gilded  courts  to  dwell ; 
I'd  leave  them  f :>r  a  lonely  cot 

With  love  and  Kitty  Fell. 

THYRSIS. 

• 

THE  pendent  foreft  feem'd  to  nod, 

In  droxvfy  fetters  bound; 
And  fairy  elves  in  circles  trod 

The  daify  painted  ground  : 
When  Thyrfis  fought  the  confcious  grove, 

Of  flighted  vows  to  tell, 
And  thus  ^to  footh  negle&ed  love) 

Invok'd  fad  Philomel : 


"  The  ftars  their  filver  radiance  fhed, 

"  And  fiience  charms  the  plain  ; 
"  But  where's  my  Philomela  fled, 

"  To  fing  her  love-lorn  ftrain  ? 
"  Hither,  ah,  gentle  bird,  in  hafte 

"  Direct  thy  hov'ring  wing  : 
"  The  vernal  green's  a  dreary  wafte, 

"  Til)  you  vouchfafe  to  fing, 

«*  So  thrilling  fweet  thy  numbers  flow, 
"  (Thy  warbling fong  ciftreft!) 

"  The  tear  that  teils  the  lover's  woe 
"  Falls  cold  upon  my  breaft. 

'*  To  hear  fad  Philomel  complain, 
"  Will  foften  my  defpair ; 

"  Then  quickly  iwell  the  melting  ftraia, 

'    "   And  iooth  a  lover's  care." 

Give  up  all  hopes,  unhappy  fwain, 

A  lili'ning  lage  reply'd, 
For  what  can  conftancy  obtain, 

From  unrelenting  pride  ? 
The  fhepherd  droop'd — the  tyrant  death, 

Had  feiz'd  his  trembling  frame; 
He  bow 'd,  and  with  departing  breath 

Pronounc'd  Zuphira's  name. 

CLARINDA. 

CLARINDA'S  lips  I  fondly  prefs'd, 
While  rapture  fill'd  each  vtin  ; 

And  as  I  touch'd  her  downy  breaft, 
Its  tenant  flept  ferene. 

So  foft  a  calm,  in  fuch  a,  part, 

Betrays  a  peaceful  mind  ; 
Whilft  my  unealy,  flurt'ring  heart, 

Would  fcarcely  be  confin'd. 

A  ftubborn  oak  the  fhepherd  fees, 
Unmov'd,  when  ftorms  defcend  ; 

But.  ah  !  to  ev'ry  fporting  breeze, 
The  myrtle  bough  muil  bend. 

FANNY  OF  THE  DALE. 

LET  the  declining  damafk  rofe 
With  envious  grief  look  pale  ; 

The  fummer  bloom  more  freely  glows 
In  Fanay  of  the  Dale 

Is  there  a  fweet  that  decks  the  field, 
Or  fcents  the  morning  gale  ; 

Can  fuch  a  vernal  fragrance  yield, 
As  Fanny  of  the  Dale? 

The  painted  belles,  at  court  rever'd, 
Look  hfelels,  cold,  aod  flale  : 

How  faint  iheir  beauties,  when  compar'd 
With  Fanny  of  the  Dale ! 

The  willows  bind  Paftora's  brows, 

Her  fond  acvances  fail : 
For  Damon  pay^s  his  warmed  vows 

To  Fanny  of  the  Dale. 
Might  honeft  truth,  at  laft,  fucceeds 

And  artleis  love  prevail ; 
Thrice  happy  cou'd  he  tune  his  reed, 

With  fanny  of  the  Dale 
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A  SONG. 

»ENT   TO   CHLOE   WITH  A   ROSE. 
Tune—Lafs  of  Patles  Mill. 

YES,  every  flower  that  blows, 

I  pafs'd  unheeded  by, 
Till  this  enchanting  rofe 

Had  fix  d  my  wanU'ring  eye. 
It  feented  every  breeze, 

That  wamon'd  o'er  the  ftream, 
Or  trembled  through  the  trees, 

To  meet  the  morning  beam. 

To  drck  that  beauteous  maid, 

Its  fragrance  can't  excel, 
From  fome  celeftial  fliade 

The  damafk  charmer  fell : 
And  as  her  balmy  fvyeets, 

On  Chloe's  breaft  fhe  pours, 
The  queen  of  beauty  greets 

The  gentle  queen  of  flowers. 

STANZAS  ON  THE  FORWARDNESS  OF 
SPRING. 


— tibi,  flores,  plenis 
"  Ecce  fenmt  nymphs  calathis."          VIRG. 

O'ER  nature's  frefh  bofom,  by  verdure  unbound, 
Bleak  winter  blooms  lovely  as  Ipring  : 

Rich   flow'rets  (how  fragrant!)    rife   wantonly 

round, 
And  fbmmer's  wing'd  chorifters  fing  ! 

To  greet  the  young  monarch  of  Britain's  bleft  ifle, 
The  groves  with  gay  hioffoms  are  grac'd ! 

The  primrofe  peeps  forrh  with  an  innocent  fmile, 
And  cowflips  crowd  forward  in  hafte  ! 

Difpatch,  gentle  Flora,  the  nymphs  of  your  train 
Through  woodlands,  to  gather  each  fweet  : 

Go roj).  of  young  rofes,  the  dew-fpanglcd  plain, 

And  ftreW  the  gay  fpoils  at  his  feet. 

Two  chaplets  of  laurel,  in  verdure  the  fame, 

For  George,  oh  ye  virgins,  entwine!       [came, 

From  conquefl's  own  temples  thefe  ever  greens 
And  thoi'e  from  the  brows  of  the  nine  ! 

What  honours,  ye  Britons!  (one  emblem  implies) 
What  glory  to  George  fhall  belong  1 

What  Miltons  (the  other),  what  Addifons  rife, 
To  make  him  immortal  in  fong  ! 

To  a  wreath  of  frefh  oak,  England's  emblem  of 
powtr ! 

Whofe  honours  with  time  fhall  increafe  ! 
Add  a  fair  olive  fprig,  juft  unfolding  its  flow'r, 

Rich  token  of  concord  and  peace  ! 

Next  give  him  young  myrtles,  by  beauty's  bright 
queen 

Collected — the  pride  of  the  grove  ! 
How  fragrant  their  odyur !  their  foliage  how  green  ! 

Sweet  promife  of  conjugal  love  ! 

Let  Gaul's  captive  lilies,  crept  clofe  to  the  ground, 
As  trophies  of  conquefl  be  ty'd  : 


The  virgins  all  cry,  "  There's  not  one  to  be  found  ? 
"  Out-bloom'd  by  his  rofes — they  dy'd." 

Ye  foes  of  old  England,  fuch  fate  fhall  ye  fhare, 
With  George,  as  our  glories  advance — 

Through  envy  you'll  ficken, — you'il  droop, — you'll 

delpa.r, 
And  die — like  the  lilies  of  France. 

ON  THE  APPROACH  OF  MAY. 

THE  virgin,  when  foften'd  by  May, 

Attends  to  the  villager's  vows  ; 
The  birds  fweetly  bill  on  the  fpray, 

And  poplars  embrace  with  their  boughs  : 
On  Ida  bright  Venus  may  reign, 

Ador'd  for  her  beauty  above! 
We  (hephenis  that  dwell  on  the  plain, 

Hail  May  as  the  mother  of  love. 

From  the  weft  as  it  wantonly  blows, 

Fond  zephyr  canffes  the  vine; 
The  bee  fteals  a  kifs  from  the  rofc, 

And  willows  and  woodbines  entwine 
The  pinks  by  the  rivulet  iide, 

Tnat  border  the  vernal  alcove, 
Bend  downward  to  kifs  the  foft  tide  : 

For  May  is  the  mother  of  love. 

May  tinges  the  butterfly's  wing, 

He  flutters  in  bridal  array  ! 
And  if  the  wirag'd  forrefters  fing, 

Their  mulic  is  taught  them  by  May. 
The  flock-dove,  reclufe  with  her  mate, 

Conceals  her  fond  blifs  in  the  grove, 
And  murmuring  fecms  to  repeat 

That  May  is  the  mother  of  love. 

The  goddefs  will  vifit  you  foon, 

Ye  virgins  be  fportive  and  gay  : 
Get  your  pipes,  oh  ye  fhepherds  in  tune 

For  mufic  muft  welcome  the  May. 
Would  Damon  have  Phillis  prove  kind 

And  all  his  keen  anguifh  remove. 
Let  him  tell  her  foft  tales,  and  he'll  find 

The  May  is  the  mother  of  love. 

THE  VIOLET. 

SHELTER'D  from  the  blight  ambition, 

Fatal  to  the  pride  of  rank, 
See  me  in  my  low  condition. 

Laughing  on  the  tufted  bank 

On  my  robes  (for  emulation) 

No  variety's  irnpreft; 
Suited  to  an  humble  ftation, 

Mine's  an  unetnbroider'd  veft. 

Morlcft  though  the  maids  declare  me, 

May  in  her  fantaii  tc  train. 
When  Paftora  deigns  to  wear  me, 

Ha'n't  a  flow'ret  half  fo  vain. 

THE  NARCISSUS. 

As  pendent  oV  the  limpid  ftream 
I  buw'd  my  fnowy  pride, 
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And  languiihM  in  a  fruitlcfs  flame, 

For  what  the  fates  deny'd  ; 
The  fair  Paftora  chanc'd  to  pafs, 

With  fuch  an  angel  air, 
I  &W  her  in  the  wat'ry  glafs, 

And  lov'd  the  rival  fair. 

Ye  fates,  no  longer  let  me  pine, 

A  felf-ad  miring  fweet, 
Permit  me,  by  your  grace  divine, 

To  kifs  the  fair-one's  feet  : 
That  if  by  chance  the  gentle  maid 

My  fragrance  fhould  admire, 
I  may, upon  her  bofom  bid, 

Jtt  filler  (weets  expire. 

THE  MILLER. 

A    BALLED. 

IN  a  plain  pleafant  cottage,  conveniently  neat, 
With  a  mill  and  fome  meadows — a  freehold  eftate, 
A  well-meaning  miller,  by  labour  lupplies, 
Thofe  blefllngs  that  grandeur  to  great  ones  denies: 
No  paffions  to  plague  him,  nu  cares  to  torment, 
His  cofiflant  companions  are  healrh  and  content ; 
Their  lordlhips  in  lace  may  remark,  if  they  will, 
lie's  honeft,  though  daub'd  with  the  duft  of  his 
mill. 

Ere  the  lark's  early  carols  falute  the  new  day, 
He  fprings  from  his  cottage  as  jocund  as  May ; 
He  cheerfully  whittles,  regardlefs  of  care, 
Or  fmgs  the  lafl  ballad  he  bought  at  the  fair  : 
While  courtiers  are  toil'd  in  the  cobwebs  of  flate, 
Or  bribing  elections,  in  hopes  to  be  great, 
No  fraud  or  ambition  his  bofom  e'er  fill, 
Contented  he  works,  if  there's  grift  for  his  mill. 

On  Sunday  bedeck'd  in  his  homcfpun  array, 
At  church  he's  the  loudeft  to  chaunt  or  to  pray; 
He  fits  to  a  dinner  o!  plain  Englifh  food, 
Though  fimple  the  pudding,  his  appetite's  good. 
At  night,  when  fhe  prieft  and  excifcmen  are  gone, 
He  quaffs  at  the  alehoufe  with  Roger  and  John, 
Then  reels  to  his  pillow,  and  dreams  of  no  ill; 
No  monarch  more  bleft  than  the  man  of  the  mill. 

A  LANDSCAPE. 
K  Rura  mihi  &.  irrigui  placeant  in  vallibus  amnes." 

VlRG. 

Now  that  fummer's  ripenM  bloom 

Frolics  where  the  winter  frown'd, 
Strutch'd  upon  thefe  banks  of  broom, 

We  command  the  landfcape  round. 

Nature  in  the  profpecl  yields 

Humble  dales,  and  mountains  bold, 
Meadows,  woodland^,  neaths, — and  fields 

Yeilow'd  o'er  with  waving  gold. 

Goats  upon  that  frowning  fteep, 
Fearlefc,  wirfc  their  kidlings  broufc  ! 

Here  a  flock  of  fnowy  fheep  ! 
There  an  herd  of  motely  cows ! 

On  the  uplands,  every  glade 
Brightens  in  the  blaze  of  day ; 


O'er  the  vales,  the  fober  fii  . 
Softens  to  an  evening  gray. 

Where  the  rill,  by  flow  degrees, 

Swells  into  a  cryftal  pool, 
Shaggy  rocks  and  Shelving  trees 

Shoot  to  keep  the  waters  cool. 

Shiver'd  by  a  thunder-ftroke, 

From  the  mountain's  mifty  ridge, 

O'er  the  br^ok  a-ruin'd  oak, 

Near  the  farm-houfe,  forms  a  bridge, 

On  her  breaft  the  funny  beam 
Glitters  in  meridian  pride  ; 

Yonder  as  the  virgin  ftream 

Haftens  to  the  reftlefs  tide  : • 

Where  the  fhips  by  wanton  gales 
Wafted,  o'er  the  green  waves  run, 

Sweet  to  fee  their  fvvelling  fails 
Whitcn'd  by  the  laughing  fun  I 

High  upon  the  daified  hill, 
Rifing  from  the  flope  of  trees, 

How  the  wings  of  yonder  mill 
Labour  in  the  bufy  breeze  ! — - 

Cheerful  as  a  fummer's  morn, 
(Bouncing  from  her  loaded  pad) 

Where  the  maid  prefents  her  corn, 
Smirking,  to  the  miller's  lad. 

O'er  the  green  a  feftal  throng 
Gambols,  in  fantaftic  trim  ! 

As  the  full  cart  moves  along, 

Hearken — —'tis  their  harveft  hymn  I 

Linnets  on  the  crowded  fprays 
Chorus, — and  the  wood-larks  rife, 

Soaring  with  a  fong  of  praife, 

'Till  the  fweet  notes  reach  the  ikies- 

Torrents  in  extended  fheets 

Down  the  cliffs,  dividing,  break  : 

'  1'wixt  the  hills  the  water  meets, 
Settling  in  a  filver  lake  ! 

From  his  languid  flocks,  the  fwain, 
By  the  funbeams  fore  oppreft, 

Plunging  on  the  xvat'ry  plain, 
Plows  it  with  his  glowing  breafL 

Where  the  mantling  willows  nod, 
From  the  green  bank's  flopy  fide, 

Patient,  with  hi*  well- thrown  rod, 
Many  an  angler  breaks  the  tide  ! 

On  the  ifles,  with  ofiers  dreft, 

Many  a  fair-plum'd  halcyon  breeds!  . 

Many  a  wild  bird  hides  her  neft, 
Cover'd  in  yon  crackling  reeds. 

Fork-tail'd  pratlers  as  they  pafs 
To  their  neOlings  in  the  rock, 

Daring  on  the  liquid  glafs, 

Seem  to  kifs  the  mimic'd  fkck. 

Where  the  ftone  crofs  lifts  its  head, 
Many  a  faint  and  pilgrim  hoar, 

\Jp  the  hill  was  wont  to  tread, 
Barefoot,  in  the  days  of  yore% 
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Guardian  of  a  facred  well, 

Arch'd  beneath  yon  reverend  (hades, 
Whilonte,  in  that  fhatter'd  cell, 

Many  an  hermit  told  his  beads. 

Sultry  mifts  furround  the  heath 
Where  the  Gothic  dome  appears, 

O'er  the  trembling  groves  beneath, 
Tott'ring  with  a  load  of  years. 

Turn  to  the  contrafled  fcene, 

Where,  beyond  thefc  hoary  piles, 

Gay.  upon  the  riling  green, 
Many  an  attic  building  fmiles  ! 

Painted  gardens — grots — and  grove?, 
Intermingling  (hade  and  light  ! 

Lengthen'd  viftas,  green  alcoves, 
Join  to  give  the  eye  delight. 


Hamlets — villages,  and  fpires, 
Scatter'd  on  the  landfcape  lie, 

'Till  the  diftant  view  retires, 
Clofing  in  an  azure  flcy. 

MELODY. 

LIGHTSOME  as  convey 'd  by  fparrows, 
Love  and  beauty  crofs'd  the  plains, 

Flights  of  little  pointed  arrows 

Love  difpatch'd  among  the  fwains  : 

But  fo  much  our  fhepherds  drtad  him, 
(Spoiler  of  their  peace  profound) 

Swift  as  fcudding  fawns  they  fled  him, 
Frighted,  though  they  felt  no  wound. 

Now  the  wanton  god  grown  flier, 
And  for  each  fond  mifchief  ripe, 

Comes  difguis'd  in  Pan's  attire, 
Tuning  iweet  an  oaten  pipe  : 

Echo,  by  the  winding  river, 

Doubles  his  delufive  ftrains; 
While  the  boy  conceals  his  quiver. 

From  the  flow  returning  fwains. 

As  Palemon,unfufpe6ling, 
Prais'd  the  fly  muficiari's  art, 

Love,  his  light  dilguife  reje&ing, 
Lodg'd  an  arrow  in  his  heart : 

Cupid  will  enforce  your  duty, 

Shepherds,  and  would  have  you  taught, 
Thofe  who  timid  fly  from  beauty, 

May  by  melody  be  caught. 

DELIA: 

A   PASTORAL. 

THE  gentle  fwan  with  graceful  pride 

Her  glofTy  plumage  laves, 
And  failing  dov  n  the  filver  tide, 

Divides  the  whifp'riug  w  avcs  : 
The  filver  tide,  that  wand'ring  flows, 

Sweet  to  the  bird  muft  be! 
But  not  fo  fweet — blithe  Cupid  knows. 

As  Delia  is.  to  me. 

A  parent  bird,  in  plaintive  mood, 
£)n  yonder  fruit-tree  fung, 


Arid  ftill  the  pendent  neft  fhe  view'd, 

That  held  her  callow  youug  : 
Dear  to  the  mother's  flutr'ring  heart 

The  genial  brood  muft  be  ; 
But  not  fo  dear  (the  thoufandth  part) ! 

Ab  Delia  is  to  me. 

The  rofes  that  my  brow  furround 

Were  natives  of  the  dale  ; 
Scarce  pluck'd,  and  in  a  garland  bound, 

Before  their  fweets  grew  pale  ! 
My  vital  bloom  would  thus  be  froze, 

If  lucklefs  torn  from  thee 
For  what  the  root  is  to  the  rofe, 

My  Delia  is  to  me. 

Two  doves  I  found,  like  new-fall'n  fhow, 

So  white  the  beauteous  pair  ! 
The  birds  to  Delia  I'll  beftow, 

They're  like  her  boforn  fair! 
When,  in  their  chafte  connubial  love, 

My  fecret  wifh  fhe'll  fee  ; 
Such  mutual  bhfs  as  turtles  prove, 

May  Delia  fhare  with  me. 

THE  SYCAMORE  SHADE:      . 

A  BALLAD. 

T'OTHER  day  as  I  fat  in  the  fy  cam  ore  fliade, 

Yonnp  Damon  came  whittling  al':rg, 
I  trembled — I  blulh'd — a  poor  innocent  maid  ! 

And  my  heart  caper'd  up  to  my  tongue  : 
Silly  heart,  I  cry'd,  fie  '   What  a  flutter  is  here ! 

Young  Damon  defigns  you  no  ill; 
The  fhepherd's  fo  civil,  you've  nothing  to  fear, 

Then  pry  thee,  fond  urchin,  lie  ftill. 

Sly  Damon  drew  near,  and  knelt  down  at  my  feet, 

One  kifs  he  demanded — No  more  ! 
But  urg'd  the  foft  preffure  with  ardour  fo  fweet, 

I  could  not  begrudge  him  a  fcore  : 
My  lambkins  I've  kifs'd  and  no  change  ever  found, 

Many  times  as  we  pla  'd  on  the  hill; 
But  Damon's  dear  lips  made   my  heart  gallop 
round, 

Nor  would  the  fond  urchin  lie  ftill. 

When  the  fun  blazes  fierce,  to  the  fycamore  fhade 

For  flicker,  I'm  fure  to  repair  ; 
And,  virgins,  in  faith,  I'm  no  longer  afraid, 

Although  the  dear  fhepherd  be  there  : 
At  ev'ry  fond  kifs  that  with  freedom  he  takes, 

My  heart  may  rebound  if  it  will; 
There's  fomething  fo  fweet  in  the  buflleit  makes, 

I'll  die  ere  I  bid  it  lie  ftill. 


DAMON  AND  PHILLtS  : 

A   PASTORAL  DIALOGUE. 

"  Donee  gratus  eram,"  &c. 


HOR. 


Damon. 

WHEN  Phillis  was  faithful^  and  fond  as  fhe's  fair, 
1  twitted  young  rofes  in  wreaths  for  my  hair ; 
But  ah  !   the  lad  widow's  a  fhade  for  my  brows, 
For  Philiis  no  longer  remembers  her  vows ! 
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To  the  groves  with  young  Colin  the  fhepherdefs 

flies,  [figns- 

While  Damon  difturbs  the  ftill  plains  with   his 

PLillh. 

Bethink  you,falfe  Damon,  before  you  upbraid, 
When  Phoebe's  fair  lambkin  had  ycfterday  ftray'd, 
Through  the  woodlands  you  wander'd,  poor  Phil- 

lis  forgot ! 

And  drove  the  gay  rambler  quite  home  to  her  cot; 
A  fwain  fo  deceitful  no  damfel  can  prize; 
Tis  Phoebe,  not  PhilHs,  lays  claim  to  your  fighs. 

Damon. 

Like  fummer's  full  feafon  young  Phoebe  is  kind, 
Her  manners  are  graceful,  untainted  her  mind  ! 
The  fweets  of  contentment  her  cottage  adorn, 
She's  fair  as  the  rofe-bud,  and  frefh  as  the  morn ! 
She  fmilcs  like  Pomona — Thefe  fmiles  lf'd  refign, 
If  Phillis  were  faithful,  and  deign'd  to  be  mine. 

PbiUii. 

On  the  tabor  young  Colin  fo  prettily  plays, 
He  (ings  me  fweet  fonnets,and  writes  in  my  praife ! 
He  chofe  me  his  true-love  laft  Valentine-day, 
When  birds  fat  like  bridegrooms  all  pair'd  on  the 
fpray ;  [mind, 

Yet  I'd  drive  the  gay  ftiepherd  far,  far  from  my 
if  Damon,  the  rover,  were  conflant  and  kind. 

Damon, 

Fine  folks,   my  fweet  Phillis,  may  revel  and 
range,  [change ! 

But    fleeting's    the    pleafure   that's  founded    on 
In  the  villager's  cottage  fuch  conftancy  fprings, 
That  peafants  with  pity  may  look  down  on  kings. 
To  the  church  then  let's  haften,  our  tranfports  to 

bind, 
And  Damon  will  always  prove  faithful  and  kind. 

P  billls. 
To  the  church  then  let's  haften,  our  tranfports 

to  bind, 
And  Phillis  will  always  prove  faithful  and  kind. 

THE  WARNING. 

YOUNG  Colin  once  courted  Myrtilla  the  prude, 
If  he  figh'd  or  look'd  tender,fhe  cry'd  he  was  rude; 
Though  he  begg'd  with  devotion,  fome  eafe  for 

his  pain, 

Th-e  fhepherd  got  nothing  but  frowns  and  difdain, 
.Fatigu'd  with  her  folly,  his  fuit  he  gave  o'er, 
And  vow' J  that  no  female  fhould  fetter  him  more. 

He  (trove  with  all  caution  to  'fcape  from  the  net, 
But  Chloe  foon  caught  him, — a  finHh'd  coquette  ! 
Sheglanc'd  to  his  glances,  fhe  iigh'd  to  his  fighs, 
And  flatter'd  his  hopes — in  the  language  of  eyes. 
Alas  for  poor  Colin !   when  put  to  the  teft, 
HimfcII  and  his  paflion  prov'd  both  but  her  jell. 

By  the  critical  third  he  was  fix'd  in  the  fnare; 
By  Fanny— gay,  young,  unaffected,  and  fair  ; 
When  ftie  found  he  had  merit,  and  love  took  his 

part, 

She  dally'd  no  longer — but  yielded  her  heart. 
With  joy  they  fubmitted  to  Hymen's  decree, 
And  now  are  as  happy — as  happy  can  be. 

As  the  rofebud  of  beauty  foon  fickens  and  fades, 
The  prude  aadcoquetie  are  two  flighted  old  maids; 


Now  their  fweets  arc  all  wafted,— too  late  they 

repent, 

For  tranfports  untafted,  for  moments  misfpent ! 
Ye  virgins  take  warning,  improve  by  my  plan, 
And  fix  the  fond  youth  when  you  prudently  can. 

HOLIDAY  GOWN. 

IN  holiday  gown,  and  my  new  fangled  hat, 

Laft  Monday  I  tript  to  the  fair; 
I  held  up  my  head,  and  I'll  tell  you  for  what, 

Briflc  Roger  I  guefs'd  wou'd  be  there: 
He  woos  me  to  marry  whenever  we  meet, 

There's  honey  fure  dwells  on  his  tongue  ! 
He  hugs  me  fo  clofe,  and  he  kiffes  fo  fweet, 

I'd  wed— if  I  were  not  too  young. 

Fond  Sue,  I'll  afiure  you,  laid  hold  on  the  boy, 

(The  vixen  wou'd  fain  be  his  bride) 
Some  token  (he  claim'd,  either  ribbon  or  toy, 

And  fwore  that  fhe'd  not  be  deny'd  : 
A  top-knot  he  bought  her,  and  garters  of  green,' 

Pert  Sufan  was  cruelly  (lung; 
I  hate  her  fo  much,  that,  to  kill  her  with  fpleen, 

I'd  wed — if  I  were  not  too  young. 

He  whifper'd  fuch  foft  pretty  things  in  mine  car ! 

He  flatter'd,  he  proniis'd,  and  fwore  ! 
Such  trinkets  he  gave  me,  fuch  laces  and  geer, 

That  truft.me, — my  pockets  ran  o'er  : 
Some  ballads  he  bought  me,  the  beft  he  cou'dfind, 

And  fweetly  their  burthen  he  fung ; 
Good  faith  he's  fo  handforhe,  fo  witty,  and  kind, 

I'd  wed—if  I  were  not  too  young. 

The  fun  was  juft  fetting,  'twas  time  to  retire, 

(Our  cottage  was  dittant  a  mile) 
I  rofe  to  be  gone — Roger  bow'd  like  a  fquire, 

And  handed  me  over  the  ftile  :  [ey^i 

His  arms  he  threw  round  me — love  laugh'd  in  his 

He  led  me  the  meadows  among, 
There  preft  me  fo  clofe,  I  agreed,  with  a  figh, 

To  wed — for  I  was  not  too  young. 

DAPHNE : 

A   SONG. 

No  longer  ,Daphne,  I  admire 

The  graces  in  thine  eyes  ; 
Continu'd  coynefs  kills  defire, 

And  famifh'd  paffion  dies. 
Three  tedious  years  I've  figh'd  in  vain, 

Nor  could  my  vows  prevail ; 
With  all  the  rigours  of  difdain, 

You  fcorn'd  my  amorous  tale. 

When  Celia  cry'd,  how  fenfelefs  fhe, 

That  has  fuch  vows  refus'd  ; 
Had  Damon  giv'n  his  heart  to  me, 

It  had  been  kinder  us'd. 
The  man's  a  fool  that  pines  and  dies ;' 

B'jcauie  a  woman's  coy  ; 
The  gentle  blifs  that  one  denies, 

A  thoufand  will  enjoy. 

Such  charming  words,  fo  void  of  aft, 
Surprifmg  rapture  gave; 
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And  though  the  maid  fubdu'd  my  heart, 

It  ceas'd  to  be  a  flave  : 
A  wretch  comlemn'd,  fhall  Daphne  prove  ; 

While  bieft  without  reftraint, 
In  the  fweet  calendar  of  love 

My  Celia  {lands — a  faint. 

CORYDON : 

A    PASTORAL. 
To  the  Memory  of  William  Shenjlone,  Efy. 

COME,  fheph'erds,  we'll  follow  the  hearfe, 

We'll  fee  our  lov'd  Corydon  laid  : 
Though  forrow  may  blemiih  the  verfe, 

Yet  let  a  fad  tribute  be  paid. 
They  calPd  him  the  pride  of  the  plain  ; 

In  footh  he  was  gentle  ard  kind! 
He  mark'd  on  his  elegant  ftrain 

The  graces  that  glow'd  in  his  mind. 

On  purpoie  he  planted  yon  trees, 

That  birds  in  the  covert  might  dwell ; 
He  cultur'd  his  thyme  for  the  bees, 

But  never  wou'd  rifle  their  cell. 
Ye  lambkins  that  play'd  at  his  feet, 

Gi>  bleat — and  your  m after  bemoan; 
His  mufic  was  artlefs  and  fweet, 

His  manners  as  mild  as  your  own. 

No  verdure  fhall  cover  the  vale, 

No  bloom  on  the  bloifoms  appear  ; 
The  fweets  of  the  foreft  fhall  fail, 

And  winter  difcolour  the  year. 
No  birds  in  our  hedges  fhall  fing, 

(Our  hedges  fo  vocal  before) 
Since  he  that  fhould  welcome  the  fpring, 

Salutes  the  gay  feafon  no  more. 

His  Phillis  was  fond  of  his  praife, 

And  poets  came  round  in  a  throng; 
They  liften'd they  envy'd  his  lays, 

But  which  of  them  equall'd  his  fong  ? 
Ye  fhepherds,  henceforward  be  mute, 

for  loft  i«  the  paftoral  ftrain ; 
So  give  me  my  Corydon's  flute, 

And  thus let  me  break  it  in  twain. 

DAMON  AND  PHOEBE. 

WHEN  the  fweet  rofy  morning  firft  peep'd  from 

the  flcies, 

A  loud  fmging  lark  bade  the  villagers  rife; 
The  cowflipswere  lively— the  primrofes  gay, 
And  fhed  their  Left  perfumes  to  welcome  the 

May  :  [green, 

The  fwains  and  their  fweethearts  all  rang'd  on  the 
Did  homage  to  Phoebe— and  hail'dher  their  queen. 

Young  Damon  ftep'd  forward  :  he  fung  in  her 

praife, 

And  Phcebe  beftowM  him  a  garland  of  bays : 
May  this  wreathe,  faid  the  fair  one,  dear  lord  of 

my  vows, 

A  crown  for  true  merit,  bloom  long  on  thy  brows  : 
The  fwains  and  their  fweethearts  that  danc'd  on 

the  green, 
Approv'd  the  fond  prefent  of  Phcebe  their  queen. 


'Mongft  lords  and  fine  ladies,  we  fhepherds  are 

told, 

The  deareft  affections  are  barter'd  for  gold; 
That  difcord  in  wedlock  is  often  their  lot, 
While  Cupid  and  Hymen  fhake  hands  in  a  cot : 
At  the  church  with  fair  Phcebe  fince  Damon  has 

been, 
He's  rich  as  a  monarch — fhe*s  bleft  as  a  queen. 

A  PASTORAL  HYMN  TO  JANUS. 

ON   THE   BIRTH  OF  THE  QJUEEN. 

<l  Te  primum  pia  thura  rogent— te  vota  falutent, 

"  —  te  colat  omnis  honos." 

MART,  ad  Janum. 

To  Janus,  gentle  fhepherds !  raife  a  fhrine  : 

His  honours  be  divine  1 
And  as  to  mighty  Pan  with  homage  bow  : 

To  him,  the  virgin  troop  (hall  tribute  bring  ; 

Let  him  be  hail'd  like  the  green-liveried  fpring 
Spite  of  the  wint'ry  ftorms  that  ftain  his  brow. 

The  pride,  the  glowing  pageantry  of  May, 
Glides  wantonly  away : 

But  January,  in  his  rough-fpun  veft, 

Buafts  the  full  biefllngs  that  can  never  fade, 
He  that  gave  birth  to  the  illuftrious  maid, 

Whofe  beauties  make  the  Britifh  monarch  bleft! 

Could  the  foft  fpring  with  all  her  funny  fhowers, 
The  frolic  nurfe  of  flowers  ! 

Or  flaunting  fummer,  flufh'd  in  ripen'd  pride, 
Couid  they  produce  a  finifh'd  fweet  fo  rare: 
Or  from  his  golden  ftores,  a  gift  fo  fair, 

Say,  has  the  fertile  autumn  e'er  fupply'd  ? 

Henceforward  let  the  hoary  month  be  gay 
As  the  white-hawthorn'd  May  ! 

The  laughing  goddefs  of  the  fpring  difown'd, 
Her  rofy  wreath  fhall  on  his  brows  appear, 
Old  Janus  as  he  leads,  fhall  fill  the  year, 

And  the  lefs  fruitful  autumn  be  dtehron'd. 

Above  the  other  months  fuprcmely  bleft, 
Glad  Janus  ftands  coufeft  ! 

He  can  behold  with  retrofpedive  face 

The  mighty  bleflings  of  the  year  gone  by  : 
Where,  to  conne$  a  monarch's  nuptial  tic, 

Aflembled  ev'ry  glory,  ev'ry  grace  ! 

When  he  looks  forward  on  the  flatt'ring  year, 

The  golden  hours  appear  : 
As  in  the  facred  reign  of  Saturn,  fair  : 

Britain  fhall  prove  from  this  propitious  date, 
Her  honours  perfect,  victories  complete, 
And  boaft  the  brighteib  hopes,  a  Britifh  heir  *. 
1 1 

AN  INSCRIPTION 

On  the  Houfe  at  Mavis-Bank,  near  Edinburgh, fituatei 
in  a  Grove. 

PARVA  domus  !  nemerofa  quies! 

Sis  tu,  quoque  noftris 
Hofpitium,  laribus,  fubfidiumque  diu  ! 

*  The  above  little  poem  ivas  'written  on  fupbo* 
Jttlon  thai  her  Majtjly  &  birth-day  -was  really  in  th* 
month  cf  'January, 
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Flora  tuas  ornct  pr.ftes,  Pomona  que  menfas ! 
Confcrat  uf  varias  fertilis  hortus  opes  ! 
Et  volucres  jn&ae  cingentes  voce  canora, 
Retia  fola  canent  quas  fibi  tendit  amor ! 
Floriferi  colles,  dulces  mihi  faspe  receffus 
Dent,  atque  hofpitibus  gaudia  plena  meis ! 
Concedatque  Deus  nunquam,  vel  fero  fenefcas, 
Seroque  terrenas  experiare  vices ! 
Integra  rcddantur  qure  plurima  frjecula  rodant 
Detur,  et  ut  fenio  pukhrior  euiteas. 

THE  INSCRIPTION  IMITATED. 

PEACE  has  explor'd  this  fylvan  fcene, 

She  courts  your  calm  retreat, 
Ye  groves  of  variegated  green, 

That  grace  my  genial  feat ! 

Here,  in  the  lap  of  lenient  eafe, 

(Remote  from  mad'ning  noife) 
Let  me  delude  a  length  of  days, 

In  dear  domeftic  joys! 

Long  may  the  parent  queen  of  flow'rs 

Her  fragrance  here  difplay  ! 
.Long  may  fhe  paint  my  mantling  bow'rs, 

And  make  my  portals  gay  ! 

Nor  you — my  yellow  gardens,  fail 

To  fwell  Pomona's  hoard  ! 
So  fhall  the  plenteous,  rich  regale— 

Replenifh,  long,  my  board  ! 

Pour  through  the  groves  your  carols  clear, 

Ye  birds,  nor  bondage  dread  : 
If  any  toils  entangle  here, 

'Tis  thofe  which  love  hath  fpread. 

Where  the  green  hill  fo  gradual  flants, 

Or  flowery  glade  extends, 
Long  may  thefe  fair,  thefe  fav'rite  haunts 

Prove  facial  to  my  friends  ! 

May  you  preferve  perpetual  bloom, 

My  happy  halcyon  feat ! 
Or  if  fell,  time  denounce  thy  doom, 

Far  diftant  be  its  date ! 

And  when  he  makes,  with  iron  rage, 

Thy  youthful  pride  his  prey, 
Lortg  may  the  honours  of  thy  age 

Be  reverenc'd  in  decay  ! 

ANOTHER  INSCRIPTION 

ON   THE  SAME  HOUSE. 

Hanc  in  jjremio  refonantis  fylvae 

Aquis,  hortis,  aviumque  garritu, 
Catterifque  ruris  honoribus, 
Undique  renidentem  villam, 

Non  magnificam non  fuperbam  ; 

At  qualen  vidcs, 

Commodam,  mundam,  genialem 
Nature  parem,  fuciaus  artein, 

Sibi,  fuifque 
Ad  vitam  placide, 

Et  tranquille  agendum 
Delignavit,  inftruxitque. 

D.     I.    C., 


IMITATED. 

IN  the  deep  bofom  of  my  grove 

A  fweet  reccfs  furvey  ! 
Where  birds,  with  elegies  of  love, 

Make  vocal  every  fpray. 

A  fylvan  fpot,  with  woods — with  waters  cro^vn'd. 
With  all  the  rural  honours  blooming  round  ! 

This  little,  but  commodious  feat 

(Where  nature  weds  with  art) 
A'ht  to  the  eye  fuperbly  great, 
Its  beauties  charm  the  heart. 
Here,  may  the  happy  founder  and  his  race 
Pafs  their  full  days  ai  harmony  and  peace  '. 

CONTENT  : 

A   PASTORAL. 

O'ER  moorlands   and  mountains,  rude,  barren, 

a'r.d  bare, 

As  wilder'd  and  weary'd  I  roam, 
A  gentle  young  fhepherdef-.  fees  my  defpair, 
And  leads  aie — o'er  lawn? — to  her  home  : 
Yellow  (heaves  from  rich  Ceres  her  cottage  had 

crown'd, 

Green  ruffies  were  ftrew'd  on  her  floor, 
Her  cafement,  fweet  woodbines  crept  wantonly 

round, 
And  deck'd  the  fod  feats  at  her  door. 

We  fate  ourfelves  down  to  a  cooling  repaft, 

Frefh  fruits  !  and  fhe  cull'd  me  the  bed;  [caft, 
While  thrown  from  my  guard  by  fome  glances  fiis 

Love  fii!y  dole  into  my  breaftl 
I  told  my  foft  wifhes  ;  fhe  fweetly  reply 'd, 

(Ye  virgins,  her  voice  was  divine)  ! 
I've  rich  ones  rejected,  and  great  ones  deny'd, 

But  take  me,  fond  fhepherd — I'm  thine. 

Her  air  was  fo  modeft,  her  afpecSt  fo  meek  ! 

Si>  fimple,  yet  fweet,  were  her  charn:s : 
I  kifs'd  the  ripe  rofes  that  glow'd  on  her  check, 

And  lock'd  the  dear  maid  in  my  arms. 
Now  jocund  together  we  tend  a  few  fhe^p, 

And  if,  by  yon  prattle,  the  ftream, 
Reclin'd  on  her  bofom,  I  fink  into  fleep, 

Her  image  ftill  fofter.s  my  dream. 

Together  we  range  o'er  the  flow  rifing  hill?, 

Delighted  v^irh  paftorai  views, 
Or  reft  on  the  rock  whence  the  ftreamlet  diftils, 

And  point  out  new  themes  for  my  rr.ufe. 
To  pomp  or  proud  titles  flie  ne'er  did  afpire, 

The  damfel's  of  humble  defcent  : 
The  cottager,  peace,  is  well  known  for  her  fire, 

And  fhepherds  have  nam'd  her  content. 

CORYDON  AND  PHILLIS. 

A  PASTORAL. 

HER  fheep  had  in  cluflers  crept  clofe  by  the  grove, 

To  hide  from  the  rigours  of  day  ; 
And  Phillis  herfelf,  in  a  woodbine  alcove, 

Among  the  frefh  violets  lay  : 
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A  youngling,  it  feems,  had  been  dole  from  its  dam 
('Twixt  Cupid  and  Hymen  a  plot). 

That  Corydon  might,  as  he  fearch'd  for  his  lamb> 
Arrive  at  this  critical  fpot. 

As  through  the  gay  hedge  for  his  lambkin  he 
peeps, 

He  faw  the  fweet  maid  with  furprife ; 
"  Ye  gods,  if  fo  killing,"  he  cry'd,  "  when  flic 
"  fleeps, 

"  I'm  loft  when  fhe  opens  her  eyes ! 
"  To  tarry  much  longer  would  hazard  my  heart, 

"  I'll  onwards,  my  lambkin  to  trace  :" 
In  vain  honeft  Corydon  ftrove  to  depart, 

For  love  had  him  nail'd  to  the  place. 

«  Halh,  hufh'd  be  thefe  birds,  what  a  bawling 
"  they  keep  I" 

He  cry'd,  "  you're  too  loud  on  the  fpray, 
"  Don't  you  fee,  foolifh  lark,  that  the  charmer's 
"  afleep ; 

"  You'll  wake  her  as  fure  as  'tis  day  :    [maid  ! 
11  How  dare  tlwit  fond  butterfly  touch  the  fweet 

"  Her  cheek  he  miftakes  for  the  rofe  ; 
"  I'd  pat  him  to  death,  if  I  was  not  afraid 

"  My  boldnefs  would  break  her  repofe." 

Young  Phillis  look'd  up  with  a  languifhing  fmile, 

"  Kind,  fhepherd,"  fhe  faid,  "  you  miftake ; 
"  I  laid  myfelf  down  juft  to  reft  me  a  while, 

"  But  truft  me,  have  ftill  been  awake  :" 
The  fhephcrd  took  courage,  advanc'd  with  a  bow, 

He  plac'd  himfelf  clofe  by  her  fide, 
And  manag'd  the  matter,  I  cannot  tell  how, 

But  yefterday  made  her  his  bride. 

AN  ELEGY  ON  A  PILE  OF  RUINS. 

"  Afpice  murorum  moles,  prasruptaque  faxa  !" 
JANUS  VITALIS. 

"  Omnia,  tempus  edax  depafcitur,  omnia  car- 
"  pit."  SENECA. 

IN  the  full  profpe<5l  yonder  hill  command*, 
O'er  barren  heaths,  and  cultivated  plains ; 

The  veftige  of  an  ancient  abbey  {lands, 
Clofe  by  a  ruin'd  caftle's  rude  remains. 

Half  buried,  there,  lie  many  a  broken  buft, 
And  obelifk,  and  urn,  o'erthrown  by  time; 

And  many  a  cherub,  there,  defcends  in  duft 
From  the  rent  r/of,  and  portico  fublime. 

The  rivulets,  oft  frighted  at  the  found        [high, 
Of  fragments,  tunib'ling  from  the  tow'rs  on 

Plunge  to  their  fource  in  fecret  caves  profound, 
Leaving  their  banks  and  pebbly  bottoms  dry. 

Where  rev'rend  fhrines  in  Gothic  grandeur  flood, 
The  nettle,  or  the  noxious  nightfhade  fpreads  ; 

And  afhlings,  wafted  from  the  neighb'ring  wood, 
Through  the  worn  turrets  wave  their  trem 
bling  heads. 

There  contemplation,  to  the  crowd  unknown,, 
Her  attitude  compos'd,  and  afpe&  fweet! 

Sits  mufing  on  a  monumental  Hone, 
And  points  to  the  memento  at  her  feet. 
Voj..  X. 


Soon  as  fage  ev'ning  check'd  day's  funny  pride, 
I  left  the  mantling  {hade  in  moral  mood ; 

And  feated  by  the  maid's  fequefter'd  fide, 

Sigh'd,  as  the  mould'ring  monuments  I  view'd. 

Inexorably  calm,  with  filent  pace 

Here  time  has  pafs'd — what  ruin  marks  his  way ! 
This  pile,  now  crumbling  o'er  its  hallow'd  bafe, 

Turn'd  not  his  ftep,  nor  could  his  courfe  delay. 

Religion  rais'd  her  fupplicating  eyes 
In  vain ;  and  melody  her  fong  fublime  : 

In  vain  philofophy,  with  maxims  wife, 

Would  touch  the  cold  unfeeling  heart  of  time. 

Yet  the  hoar  tyrant,  though  not  mov'd  to  fpare, 
Relented  when  he  ftruck  its  finifh'd  pride  ; 

And  partly  the  rude  ravage  to  repair. 

The  tott'ring  tow'rs  with  twifted  ivy  ty'd. 

How  folemn  is  the  cell  o'ergrown  with  mofs, 
That  terminates  the  view,  yon  cloifter'd  way  ! 

In  the  crufh'd  wall,  a  time-corroded  crofs, 
Religion  like,  ftands  mould'ring  in  decay  ! 

Where  the  mild  fun,   through  faint-encypher'd 
glafs. 

Illum'd  with  mellow  light  yon  dufky  ifle, 
Many  rapt  hours  might  meditation  pafs, 

Slow  moving  'twixt  the  pillars  of  the  pile  '. 

And  piety,  with  myftic  meaning  beads,^ 
Bowing  to  faints  on  every  fide  inurn'd, 

Trod  oft  the  folitary  path  that  leads 

Where  now  the  facred  altar  lies  o'erturn'd  ! 

Through  the  gray  grove,  between  thofe  withering 
trees, 

'Mongft  a  rude  group  of  monuments,  appears 
A  marble-imag'd  matron  on  her  knees, 

Half  wafted,  like  a  Niobe  in  tears : 

Low  levell'd  in  the  duft  her  darling's  laid  ! 

Death  pitied  not  the  pride  of  youthful  bloom; 
Nor  could  maternal  piety  diffuade, 

Or  foften  the  fell  tyrant  of  the  tomb. 

The  relics  of  a  mitred  faint  may  reft,  ' 

Where,  mould'ring  in    the  niche,  his  ftatuc 
ftands; 

Now  namelefs  as  the  crowd  that  kifs'd  his  vcft, 
And  crav'd  the  benedidion  of  his  hands. 

Near  the  brown  arch,  redoubling  yonder  gloom, 
The  bones  of  an  illuftrious  chieftan  lie  ; 

As  trac'd  among  the  fragments  of  his  tomb, 
The  trophies  of  a  broken  fume  imply. 

Ah  !  what  avails,  that  o'er  the  vaffal  plain, 
His  rights  ami  rich  demefnes  extended  wide  ! 

That  honour  and  her  knights  compos'd  his  train». 
And  chivalry  flood  marfhali'd  by  his  iide  1 

Though  to  the  clouds  hiscafile  feem'd  to  climb, 
Arid  frown'd  defiance  on  the  defperate  foe; 

Though  deem'd  invincible,  the  conqueror  time 
Levell'd  the  fabric,  as  the  founder,  low. 

Where  the  light  lyre  gave  many  a  foft'ning  found, 
Ravens  and  rooks,  the  birds  of  difcord,  dwelli 

And  where  fociety  fat  fweetly  crewn'd, 
Eternal  fglkude  has  fix'd  her  cell. 


THE  W  O  R  K  S  O  f    CUNNINGHAM. 


The  lizard,  and  the  lazy  lurking  bat, 

Inhabit  now.  perhaps,  the  painted  room, 

^Vhure  the  fage  matron,  and  her  maidens  fat, 
Sweet  finging  at  the  ill  ver-wor  king  loom. 

The  traveller's  bewilder'd  on  a  wafte; 

And  the  rude  winds  inccffant  feem  to  roar, 
Where,  in  his  groves  with  arching  arbours  grac'd, 

Young  lovers  often  figh'd  in  days  of  yore. 

His  aqueducts,  that  led  the  limpid  tide 
To  pure  canals,  a  cryHal  cool  fupply  ! 

Jn  the  deep  duft  their  barren  beauties  hide  :  [dry  ! 
Time's  third,  unquenchable,  has  drain'd  them 

Though  his  rich  hours  in  revelry  were  fpent, 

With  Comu's,  and  the  laughter-loving  crew  ; 
And  the  fweet  brow  of  beauty  flill  unbent. 
'    Brighten'd  his  fleecy  moments  as  they  flew  : 

Fleet  are  the  fleecy  moments  \  fly  they  muft.  ; 

Not  to  be  ftay'd  by  mafk  or  midnight  roar  ! 
Nor  {hall  a  pulfe  among  that  mould'ring  dud 

Beat  wanton  at  the  fmile*  of  beauty  mo.e  1 

Can  the  deep  ftatefman,  Ikill'cl  in  great  defign, 
Protract,  but  for  a  day,  precarious  breach  ? 

Or  the  tun'd  follower  of  the  facred  nine 
Sooth,  with  his  melody,  infatiate  death  ! 

No  —  though  the  palace  bar  her  golden  gate, 

Or  monarchs  plant  ten  thoufand  guards  around  ; 
pnerring,  and  unfeen,  the  (haft  of  fate 
v    Strikes  the  devoted  victim  to  the  ground  ! 

What  then  avails  ambition's  wide  dretch'd  wing, 
The  fchooiman's   page,  or  pride   of  beauty's 
bloom, 

The  crape-clad  hermit,  and  the  rich  -rob'd  king  ? 
Levell'd,  He  mix'd  promifcueus  in  the  tomb. 

The  Macedonian  monarch,  wife  and  good, 
Bade,  when  the  morning's  rofy  reign  began, 

Courtiers  fhould  call,  as  round  his  couch  they  flood, 
"  Philip  1  remember,  thou'rt  no  more  than  man. 

"  Though  glory  fpread  thy  name  from  pole  to 
"  pofc  :  [juft; 

"  Though  thou  art  merciful,  and  brave,  and 
^  Philip,  reflect,  thou'rt  pofting  to  the  goal, 

"  Where  mortals  mix  in  undiflinguilh'd  dull  !" 

So  Saladin,  for  arts  and  arms  renown'd 
(Egypt  and  Syria's  wide  domains  iubdu'd) 

Retunrrg  with  imperial  triumphs  crown'd, 
Sigh'd,  when  the  periftiable  pomp  he  view'd  : 

And  as  he  rode,  high  in  his  regal  car, 
In  all  the  purple  pride  of  cor  quo  ft  dreft  ; 

Confpicuous,  o'er  the  trophies  gain'd  in  war, 
Plac'd,  pendent  on  a  fpear,  his  burial  veil  : 


thus  the  herald  cry'd  —  {i  This  fon  of  now'r, 
"  This  Saladin,  to  whom  the  nations  bow'd, 
tl  May,  in  the  fpace  of  one  revolving  hour, 
"  Boait  of  no  other  fpoil  but  yonder  fhroud  !" 

Search  where  ambition  rag'd,  with  rigour  fleel'd, 
Where  ilaughter,  like  the  rapid  lightning,  ran; 

And  fay,  while  memory  weeps  the  blood-ilam'd 

field,  [man? 

\VL  ere  lies  the  chief,  and  where  the  common 


V;iin  then  are  pyramids,  and  motto'd  (tones, 
And  monumental  trophies  rai-M  on  hijrh  ! 
For  time  confounds  diem  wiui  tne  crumbling 


That  mix'd  in  hafty  graves  unnotic'd  lie. 

Reds  not  beneath  the  turf  the  peafant's  head, 
Soft  as  the  lord's,  beneath  the  labour  'd  tomb  ? 

Or  fleeps  one  colder,  in  his  clofe  clay-bed, 

Than  t'other  in  the  wide  vault's  dreary  womb? 

Hither  let  luxury  lead  her  loofe  -rob'd  train  ; 

Here  flutter  pride,  on  purple-painted  wings  j 
And  from  the  moral  profpect  learn  —  how  vain 

The  wifli,  that  fighs  for  fublunary  things! 

A  SONG. 

HE  that  love  hath  never  try'd, 
Nor  had  Cupid  for  his  guide, 
Cannot  hit  the  paffage  right 
To  the  palace  of  delight. 

What  are  honours,  regal  wealth, 
Florid  youth,  and  rofy  health  ? 
Without  love  his  tribute  brings, 
Impotent,  unmeaning  things  i 

Gentle  (hepherds.  perfevere, 
Still  be  tender,  ftill  fmcere  ; 
Love  and  time,  united,  do 
Wonders,  if  the  heart  be  true. 

SAPPHO'S  HYMN  TO  VENUS. 

IMITATED. 

HAIL  !   (with  eternal  beauty  bleft! 

O'er  heav'n  and  earth  ador'd  !) 
Hail,  Venus  !  'Tis  thy  flavc's  requeft, 

Her  peace  may  be  reftor'd  ; 
Break  the  fond  bonds,  remove  the~rankling  fmart, 
And  bid  thy  tyrant  fon  from  Sappho's  foul  depart. 

Once  you  defcended,  queen  of  love, 

At  Sappho's  bold  defire, 
From  the  high  roofs  of  facred  Jovr, 

Thy  ever  glorious  fire  ! 
I  faw  thy  dufky  pinion'd  fparrows  bear 
Thy  chariot,  rolling,  light,  through  the  rejoicing 


No  tranfient  vifit  you  defign'd, 

Your  wanton  birds  depart ; 
And  with  a  look,  divinely  kind, 

That  footh'd  my  fiutt'ring  heart :  [reft  ? 
Sappho,"  fay  you,  "  What  forrsw  breaks  thy 
How  can  I  give  relief  to  thy  conflicting  bread-! 

"  Is  there  a  youth  feverely  coy, 
"   My  fav'rite  would  fubdue  ? 
ce  Or  has  (he  loft  fonie  wand'ring  boy, 

"  To  pHghrcd  vows  untrue  ? 
Spread  thy  folt  nets,  the  rambler  (hall  return, 
And  with  new  lighted  flames,  more  fond, more 
"  fiercely  burn. 

"  Thy  proffer'd  gifts  though  he  deride, 
"  And  fccrn  thy  glowing  charms., 

"  Scon  fhall  his  every  art  be  try'd 
•*  To  win  thee  to  his  urms ; 


POEMS. 


w  Though  he  be  now  as  cold  as  virgin  fnow, 
**  The  viiflim,  in  his  turn,  lhall  like  rous'd  ./Etna 
"  g!ow." 

Thee,  goddefs,  T  again  invoke, 
Thei'e  mad  defines  remove  ! 
Again  I've  ft- It  the  furious  ftroke 

Ofirreiiftlefs  love  : 

Bid  gentle  peace  to  Sappho's  -bread  return, 
Or  make  the  youth  fnc  loves  with  mutual  ardour 
burn. 

ANACRKON. 

ODE   LV1II.       IMITATED. 

As  I  wove  wirh  wanton  care, 
Fillets  for  a  virgin's  hair, 
Culling  for  my  fond  defigTl, 
What  the  fields  had  frcfh  and  fine  : 
Cupid,— and  I  mark'd  him  well, 
Hid  him  in  a  cowflip  Kl!  ; 
While  he  plumb'd  a  pointed  dart, 
Fated  to  inflame  the  heart. 

Gbwme:  with  malicious  joy, 
Sudden  I  fecu:'d  the  boy  ; 
And,  regardlef*  of  his  cries, 
Bor,r  the  little  frighted  prize 
Where  the  mighty  goblet  flood, 
Teeming  with  a  rofy  fi-od. 

Urchin,  in  my  rage  T  cry'd, 
What  avails  thy  fancy  pride  ? 
From  thy  bu('y  vengeance  free, 
Triumph  now  belongs  to  me  '. 
Thus — I  drown  thee  in  my  cup; 
Thus — in  wine  \  drink  thee  up. 

Fatal  was  the  nedtar'd  draught 
That  to  murder  love  I  qnaff 'd, 
O'er  my  bofom's  fond  domains, 
Now  the  cruel  tyrant  reigns  : 
On  my  heart's  moft  tender  firings, 
Striking  with  his  wanton  wings 
I'm  for  evf r  doom'd  to  prove 
All  theinfolence  of  love. 

ANACREON. 

ODE  IX.       IMITAf E». 

Tie  Dow. 

TELL  me,  faid  I,  my  beauteous  dove, 
(It  an  ambaffadref,  from  love) 
Tell  me,  on  what  foft  errand  fent, 
Thy  gentle  flight  is  this  way  bent  ? 

,  Ambrofial  fxveets  thy  pinions  fhed 
As  in  the  quivering  breeze  they  fpread  I 

A  meffage,  lays  the  bird,  I  bear 
From  fond  Anacreon  to  the  fair; 
A  virgin  of  celeftial  grace  ! 
The  Venus  of  the  human  race  ! 
JVle,  for  an  hymn,  or  amorous  ode, 
The  Paphian  Venus  once  beftow'd 
To  the  iVeet  bard ;  for  whom  I'd  fly 
Unwearied  to  the  farthell  fky. 

Through  the  foft  air  he  bade  me  glide, 
(Sec;,  to  my  wing  his  billet's  ty'd), 
And  told  me,  'twas  his  kind  decree, 
\Vhen  I  return'd,  to  let  me  free. 


T  would  prove  me  but  a  Hmplc  bird 
To  take  Anacreon  at  his  word  : 
Why  fhould  I  hide  me  in  the  wood, 
Or  fearch  for  my  precarious  food 
When  I've  my  matter's  leave  to  (land 
Cooing  upon  his  friendly  hand  ; 
,Vhcn  I  can  be  pmfufeiy  fed 
With  crumbs  of  his  amhrofial  bread, 
And  welcom'd  to  his  neSar  bowl, 
Sip  the  rich  dr-.ps  that  fire  the  foul ; 
Fill  in  fantaftic  nmads  I  fpread 
MEy  fluttering  pinions  o'er  his  head  : 

Or  if  he  ftnke  the  trembling  wire, 
I  perch  upon  my  fav'rite  lyre  ; 
Till  lull'ci  into  luxuriant  reft, 
Sleep  deals  upon  my  rapfur'd  breafl. 

Go,  it  ranger — to  your  bufi:  efs — go, 
I've  told  you  all  you  wifh'd  to  know  : 
Go,  ft;  anger,  -  and  I  think  you'll  fay, 
This  prattling  dove's  an  arrant  jay. 

THE  DANCE. 

ANACREONTIC. 

HARK  !  the  fpeaking  firings  invite, 
Mufic  call*  UN  to  delight : 
See  the  maids  in  meafurcs  move, 
Winding  tike  the  maze  of  love. 
\s  they  mingle,  madly  gay, 
Sporting  He'>e  leads  the  way. 

On  each  glowing  cheek  is  fpread, 
Roiy  Cupid's  native  red  ; 
And  from  ev'ry  fparkling  eye, 
Pointed  darf  at  random  fly. 
Love,  and  active  youth,  advance 
Foremofl  in  the  fprightly  dance. 

As  the  magic  numbers  rife, 
Through  my  veins  the  poifon  flics ; 
Raptures,  not  to  be  expreft, 
Revel  in  my  throbbing  breafl. 
T'  cund  as  we  beat  the  ground, 
Love  and  harmony  go  round. 

Every  maid  (to  crown  his  blifs) 
Gives  her  youth  a  rofy  kifc; 
Such  a  kifs  as  might  infoire 
Vhrilling  raptures — foft  defire  : 
Such  Adonis  might  receive, 
Such  the  queen  of  beauty  gave, 
When  the  conqucr'd  goddefs  drove 
(In  the  confcious  myrtle  grove) 
To  inflame  the  boy  with  love. 

Let  not  pride  our  (ports  reftrain, 
Banifh  hence  the  prude,  difciain  ! 
Think — ye  virgins,  if  you're  coy,  • 
Think — ye  rob  yourfelves  of  joy  ; 
Every  moment  you  refufe, 
So  much  ecflafy  you  lofe  : 
Think — how  faft  thefe  moments  fly  : 
If  you  fhould  too  long  deny, 
Love  and  beauty  both  will  die. 

ANACREON. 

ODE  XIV.       IMITATED. 

WHY  did  I  with  love  engage  ! 
Why  provoke  his  mighty  rage  I 
Z  z  5] 


THE  WORKS    OF   CUNNINGHAM. 


True  it  r$  the  wann"ring  child, 
Met  me  with  an  afpect  mild. 
And  befought  me  like  a  friend. 
At  his  gentle  fhrine  to  bend. 
True,  fmm  n  y  miftaken  pride, 
Due  devotion  was  deny'd, 
Till  (becaufc  I  would  not  yield) 
Cupid  dar'd  me  to  the  field. 

Now  I'm  in  my  armour  clafp'd, 
Kow  the  miehty  hnce  is  grafp'd, 
But  an  Achileianfpear 
Would  be  ineffectual  here, 
While  the  poilbn'd  arrow's  fly 
Hot  as  lightning  from  the  iky. 

Wounaed,  through  the  woods  I  run, 
Follow'd  ftill  by  beauty's  ion, 
Arrows  in  malignant  fhowers, 
Still  the  angry  urchin  pours; 
'Till  exhaufting  alihisftore, 
(When  the  quiver  yields  no  more) 
See  the  god — a  living  dart, 
Shoot?  hlmfelf  into  my  heart. 

Fri-e-iom  I  muit  now  refigu, 
Viftoiy.  oh  love,  is  thine  ! 
What  can  outward  a<5tions  win 
When  the  battle  burns  withinl 

IMITATION  FROM  ANACREON. 

. 

FILL  me  that  capacious  cup, 
Fill  it  t."  the  margin  ip  ; 
FroT  my  veil..-  the  thirty  day 
Quaffs  the  vital  itreugth  away. 

Let  a  wreath  rny  temples  fhield, 
Frefh  from  the  enameled  field  ;  • 
TK-le  declining  rofes  bow, 
Blafleci-by  my  fultry  bow. 

Flowrets,  by  their  .friendly  aid, 
From  the  funbeams  f.»rm  a  {hade : 
let  me  from  my  heart  require, 
(Glowing  with  intenfe  define). 

Is  there,  in  the  deepeft  grove, 
Shelter  from  the  beams  of  love  ? 

ANACREON. 

ODE    XXXIII.    IMITATED. 

To  the  Sivalio-M 

SOON  as  fummer  glads  the  fky, 
Hither,  gentle  bird,  you  fly  ; 
And  with  golden  funfhine  b'eft, 
Build' your  pretty  plafter'd  neir. 

When  the  feafons  ceafe  to  fmile, 
(Wing'd  for  Memphis  or  the  Nile) 
Charming  bird,  you  difappcar 
*Till  the  kind  fuccecding  year. 

Like  the  fwaliovt,  love,  depart! 
Refpite  i';-r  a  while  my  heart. 

N'-;  he'll  never  leave  his  neft, 
Tyrant  tenant  of  my  brcaft  ! 
There  a  thcufand  \vifhes  try 
On  their  callow  wings  to  fly  ; 
There  you  may  a  thoufand  tell. 
Pertly  peeping  through  a  fhell  i 


In  a  ftate  unfinifh'd,  rife 
Thoufands  of  a  fmaller  fize. 

'Till  their  noify  chirpings  ceafe, 
Never  fhall  my  heart  have  peace. 

Feather'd  ones  the  younglings  feed, 
'Till  mature  they're  fit  to  breed; 
Then,  to  fwell  the  crowded  ftore, 
They  produce  their  thoufands  more 
Nor  can  mighty  numbeis  count 
In  my  breall  their  vaft  amount. 

THE  PICTURE  : 

A   TALE. 

A  PORTRAIT,  at  my  lord's  command, 
Completed  by  a  curious  hand  : 
For  dabblers  in  the  nice  Vertu 
His  lordfhip  fet  the  piece  to  view, 
Bidding  their  conroiflc'irfhips  tell, 
Whether  the  work  was  finiuYd  well, 
Why — faystht  loudcft,  on  my  word, 
'Tisnot  a  likn-cft,  good  my  lord; 
Nor,  to  be  plain   for  fpcak  1  muft, 
Can  I  pronounce  one  feature  juft, 
Another  effort  flrait  was  made, 
Another  portraiture  effay'd ; 
The  judges  were  again  befoughf, 
Each  to  deliver  what  he  thought. 
Worfe  than  the  firft — the  critics  bawl ; 
O  what  a  month  !  how  monftrous  fmallj 
Look  at  the  cheeks — how  lank  and  thin  1 
See,  what  a  moft  prepoft'rous  chin  ! 
After  remonrtrance  made  in  vain, 
I'll,  fays  the  painter,  once  again, 
(If  my  good  lord  vouchfafes  to  fit) 
Try  for  a  more  fuccefsful  hit : 
If  you'll  to-n,orrow  deign  to  call, 
We'll  have  a  piece  to  pieafe  you  all. 
To-morrow  comes — a  picture's  piac'd 
Before  thoie  fpurious  fons  of  tafte— — * 
In  their  opinions  all  agree, 
This  is  the  vileft  of  the  three. 
"  Know— to  confute  your  envious  pride,, 
(His  lordfhip  from  rhe  canvas  cry'd) 
"  Ktiovv— that  it  is  my  real  face, 
"  Where  you  could  no  refemblance  trace: 
"  I've  try'd  you  by  a  lucky  truk, 
"  And  prov'd  your  genius  to  the  quick. 
"  Void  of  all  judgment — juftice — ienfe, 
"  Out — ye  pretending  varlets — hence." 
The  connoiffeurs  depart  in  hafte, 
Defpis'd — detected — and  difgrac'd, 

THE  WTTCH. 


A  WITCH,  that  from  her  ebon  chair, 

Could  hurl  (Juftru&'on  through  the  air, 

Or,  at  ner  all  commanding  will, 

Make  the  tumultuous  ocean  ftill  : 

Once,  by  ar.  incantation  fell, 

(As  the  recording  druids  tell) 

P.uck'd  the  roui;u  nn  on,  whofe  radiant  light 

Silvej  'd'  the  fober  noon  of  night, 

From  the  domain  Ihe  held  abovej 

Down  co  a  dark,  internal  grove. 


POEMS. 


•.  Give  me*,  the  goddefs  cry'd,  a  caufe, 
Why  you  difturb  my  facred  laws  ? 
Look  at  my  train, — yon  wand'ring  hoft  ! 
See  how  the  trembling  ftars  are  loft  ! 
Through  the  ccleftial  regions  wide, 
Why  do  they  range  without  a  guide  ! 
Chaos,  from  our  cunfufion,  may 
Hope  for  his  old  detefted  fway. 

I'm,  fays  the  witch,  feverely  croft, 
Know  that  my  fa v' rite  fquirrcl's  loft, 

Search for  I'll  have  creation  torn, 

If  he's  not  found  before  the  morn. 

Soon  as  the  impious  charge  was  giv'n— 
From  the  tremendous  {lores  of  heav'n, 

Jove  wifh  a  bolt revengeful  ! red  ! 

Struck  the  detefted  monfter  dead. 

If  there  are  flaves  to  pity  blind, 
With  power  er\ough  to  plague  mankind, 
That  for  their  <;wn  nefarious  ends, 
Tread  upon  freedom  and  her  friends, 
Let  'ejw.  beware  the  witch's  fate  I 
When  their  preemption's  at  the  height, 
Jove  will  his  angry  powers  affume, 
And  the  curs'd  mifcreants  meet  their  doom. 

REPUTATION. 

AN  ALLEGORY. 

To  travel  far  as  the  wide  world  extends, 
Seeking  for  objc-vils  that  deferv'd  their  care, 

Virtue  let  forth,  with  two  feleded  friends, 
Talent  refin'd,  and  Reputation  fair. 

As  they  went  on  in  their  intended  round, 

Talent  fpokc  firft,  "  My  gentle  comrades,  fay 
"  Where  each  of  you  may  probably  be  found, 

*'  Should  accident  divide  us  on  the  way. 
"  If  torn  ((he  added)  from  my  lov'd  allies, 

"  A  friendly  patronage  I  hope  to  find, 
**  Where  the  fine  arts  from  cultivation  rife, 

"  And  the  fweet  mufe  hath  harmonized  man- 

"  kind  " 
Says  Virtue,  "  Did  fmcerity  appear, 

"   Or  meek-ey'd  charity  among  the  great ; 
"  Could  I  find  courtiers  from  corruption  clear, 

"  'Tis  among  theie  I'd  feek  for  my  retreat. 
"  Could  I  find  patriots,  fr-r  the  public  weal 

"   Afliduous,  and  without  their  lelfifh  views  ; 
"  Cou.-.l  I  find  priefts  of  undiffembled  zeal, 

"  '  J'is  among  thofe  my  rcfidence  I'd  .choofe. 
"  In  ^iht'rmg  domes  let  luxury  rtficle; 

"   I  muft  be  found  in  lonie  iequefbr'd  cell, 
"  Far  fr<  m  ti^e  paths  of  avarice  or  pride,     [dwell." 

"    Where     home  bred     happinefs    delights    to 
"  Ye  may  be  t  -ac'd,  my  gentle  friends,  'tis  true, 

"   But  who  (fays  Reputation)  can  explore 

"  My  flippVy  itcps  ? Keep,   keep  me  in  your 

"  view, 

"  If  I'm  once  loft,  you'll  never  find  me  more ." 

THE  ROSE  AND  BUTTERFLY. 


AT  day's  early  dawn  a  gay  butterfly  fpied 
A  budding  young  rofe,   and  he  wifti'd  her  his 
bride  : 

5 


She  bluih'd  when  (he  heard  him  hispaflion  declare* 
And  tenderly  told  him — he  need  not  defparr. 
Their  faith  was  loon  .plighted,  as  lovers  will  do, 
He  fwore  to  be  conftant,  me  vow'd  to  be  true. 
It  had  not  been  prudent  to  deal  with  delay, 
The  bloom  of  a  rofe  paftea  quickly  away, 
And  the  pride  of  a  butterfly  dies  in  a  day. 
When  wedded,  away  the  win^'d  gentleman  hies, 
From  fiow'ret  to  flow'ret  he  wantonly  flies  ; 
Nor  did  he  reviflt  his  bride,  'nil  the  fun 
Had  lefs  than  one  fourth  <;f  his  journey  to  run. 
Thcj  rofe  thusreproach'd  him—'  Already  fo  cofdi 
'  How  feign'd,  O  you  falfe  one,  the  paffion  you 

*  told  !  [hours  ; 

*  'Tis  an  age  fince  you  left  me  :'  (he  meant  a  few 
But  fuch  we'll  fuppofe  the  fond  language  oi  flowers: 

*  I  faw  when  you  gave  the  bafe  violet  a  kifs  : 

*  How — how  could  you-  (loop  to  a  meannefs  like 

'  this? 

*  Shall  a  low,  little  wretch,  whom  we  rofes  defpifea 
'  Find  favour,  O  love  '.  in  my  butterfly's  eyes  ? 

*  On  a  tulip,  quite  tawdry,  F  faw  your  fond  rape, 
'  Nor  yet  could  the  pitiful  primroie  efcape  : 

*  Dull  daffodils  too,  were  with  ardour  addrefs'd, 

*  And  poppies  ill-lcented,  you  kindly  carefs'd.' 
The  coxcomb  was  piqu'd,  and  reply'd  with  a  fneer, 
'  That  you're  firft  to  complain,  I  commend  you, 

*  my  dear  ! 

*  But  know, from  your  conduct  my  maxims  I  drew, 
'   And  if  I'm  ipconftant,  I  copy  from  y">u. 

*  I  faw  the  boy  zephyrus  rifle  your  charms, 

1   I  faw  how  you  fimper'd  and  fmil'd  in  his  arms; 

*  The  hc.ney-bee  kifsM  you,  you  cannot  difown, 

'  You  favour'd  befides  ~.O  difhonour' — a  drone; 

*  Yet  worfe — 'tis  a  crime  that  you  muft  not  deny, 

*  Your  iwects  were  made  common,  falfe  rofe,  to 

'a  fly.' 

MORAL. 

This  law,  long  age,  did  love's  providence  make, 
That  ev'ry  coquette  fhould  be  cur&'d  with  a  rake. 

THE  SHEEP  AND  THE  BRAMBLE-BUSH. 

A  FABLE. 

A  THICK-TWISTED  brake,  in  the  time  of  a  ftorms 

Seein'd  kindly  to  cover  a  fheep  : 
So  fnug.  for  a  while,  he  lay  (hclter'd  and  warm, 

It  quietly  footh'd  him  afleep. 

The  clouds  are  now  fcatter'd — the  winds  are  at 
peace ; 

The  iheep  to  his  pafture  inclin'd  : 
But  ah!   the,  fell  thicket  lays  hold  of  his  fleece, 

His  coat  is  left  forfeit  behind. 

My  friend,  who  the  thicket  of  law  never  try'd, 
Confider  before  you  gtt  in;  [fides 

Though  judgment  arid  ftntence  are  pafs'd  on  your 
By  Jove  you'll  be  fieec'd  to  the  fkin. 

THE  FOX  AND  THE  CAT. 

A  FABLE. 

THE  fox  and  the  cat,  as  they  travell'd  one  daya 
With  moral  'dilcoucies  cat  Ihorter  the  war ; 
Z  z  ii} 


THE    WORKS    OF    CUNNINGHAM. 


*  'Tis  great   (fays'  the  fox}-  to  make  juftice  our 


'  How  godl  ke  is  mercy  '.'  Grimalkin  reply'd. 
WhiJfr  thus  they  proceeded,—  a  wolf  from  the 

.W'.'Oil 

Imprt:Vnt  (if  hunger,  ;aml  thirftipg  for  blood, 
Kuih'd  forth  ..  as  he  law  the  du'l  'fhepherd  afleep, 
Ana  ffiz'd  f'T  hiv  flipper  an  innocent  fhcep. 

*  In  va;n,  wretched  victim,  .for  mercy  yu  bleat, 

«   When  mutt  n's  at  hand  (lays  the  wolf),  I  n:uffc 

eat.' 

Grimalkin's  aftoni-fh'd,  —  the  f*>x  ftood  aghaft, 
*To  fee  the  fell  bcaft  at  his  bloody  repaft. 

*  What  a  wretch  (.fays  the  cat)  —  'tis  the  vileft  of 

*  brutes: 

Does  he  feed  upon  flefh,  when  there's  herbage, 

*  -  androi.ts?'  !"£ood. 
Cries  the  fox-    '  While  our  oaks  give  us  acorn  *  fo 

*  What  a  tyrant  is  this,  to  fpili  innocent  blood  ?' 
Well,  onward  they  march'd,-  and  thty  moraliz'd 

ftill,  [a  mi  II; 

Til!  they  came  where  fome  poultry  pick'd  cl  affby 
Sh  Reynard  furvey'd  them  with  glutto:  ovs  ryes. 
And  made  (fpire  r.f  morals'*  a  pullet  his  prize. 

A  moufe  too,  that  chanc'd  from  her  coverr  to 
The  greedy  Grimalkin  fecur'd  as  her  prey.   [11  ray, 

A  fpider  that  fat  in  htr  web  on  the  wail," 
Perceiv'd  the  roor  victims,  and  'p-ity'd  their  fall  ; 
She  cry'd  —  *  Of  fuch  murders  ho»v  guiltlefs  am  I  !' 
bo  ran  to  if  gale  on  a  new  taken  fly. 

MORAL. 
The  faults  of  our  neighbours  with   freedom  we 

blame, 
But  tax  not  ourfelves,  though  we  pradhfe  the  fame. 

HYMEN. 

WHEN  Chloe,  with  a  blufh  comply'd, 
To  be  the  fond  Nicander's  bride, 
His  wild  imagination  ran 
On  raptures  never  known  by  man'. 
How  hi^'h  the  tides  of  fancy  fwell, 
Exprcfiion  muft  dffpair  to  tell. 

A  painter  call'd,  -  Nicandcr  cries, 
"  Difcending  from  the  radiant"  ikies, 
14  Draw  me  a  bright,  a  beauteous  boy, 
"  The  herald  of  connubial-  joy  ! 
"  Draw  him  with  all  peculiar  care, 
"   Make  him  beyond  Adonis  fair  ; 
"  Give  to  his  cheeks  a  rclcate  hue, 
"  Let  him  have  eyes  of  heav'nly  blue, 
**   Lips  foft'ning  in  ne&arious  dew; 
"  A  luftre  o'er  his  charms  diiplay, 
"  More  glorious  rhan  the  beams  of  day. 
"  Expedl,  Sir,  if  you  can  fucceed, 
"  A  premium  for  a  prince  indeed." 

His  talents  Ptreight  the  painter  try'd, 
And  ere  the  nuptial  knot  was  ty'd, 
A  picture  in  the  nobleft  tafle 
Before  the  fond  Nicander  plac'd. 

The  lover  thus  arraign'd  his  fkill, 
"  Your  execution's  mouftrous  511! 
'*  A  different  form  n;y  fancy  made; 
"  Yc-u're  quite  a  bungler  at  the  trade. 
"  Where  is  the  robe's  luxuriant  flow  ? 
i'  Where  is  the  cheek's  celeftial  -low  > 


Where  are  the  looks  fo  fond  and  free  ? 

"Tis  not  an  Hymen,  Sir,  forme." 

The  painter  bfivv'd — with  this  reply, 
u  My  colours  ao't,  vour  honour,  dry  ; 
*'   When  time  has  meliow'd  ev'ry  tint, 
'  '  Twill  pleafe  you- — or  thedtuce  is  in't  : 
k  I'll  watch  the  happy  change,  and  then 
"   Attend  you  wi'h  my  piece  ugain." 

In  a  few  months  the  painter  came 
With  a  performance — (ftill  thefc'.me)  : 

"  Take  it  away,"— the  hulband  cry 'cl, 
«'  I  have  repeated  caufe  to  chide  : 
«(  Sir,  you  fhnuld  all  c-xct-ffes  fhun  ; 
*'  This  is  a  picture  overdone  ! 
''  There's  too  much  ardour  in  that  eye,  • 
•'  The  tinclure  on  the  cheeks  too  high  ! 
'*  The  robes  have  a  lafcivinus  play, 
u  The  attitude's  to>»  loofely  gay.     . 
"   Friend,  on  the  whole,  this  pece,  for  mf , 
"   Is  too  luxuriant — far  too  free." 

The  painter  thus — "  The  faults  you  find 
"   Are  f.  rnfd  in  your  capricious  mind  ; 
"  To  paflLn  a  Devoted  Have, 
"  The  firft  dire<5li(5ns.  Sir,  you  gave ; 
"  Poffcflion  has  repell'd  the  flame, 
"   Ncr  left  a  fentiment  the  fame. 

"  My  picture  is  defign'd  to  prove 
"   The  changes  of  precarious  love. 

"  On  the  next  flair-cafe  rais'd  on  hight 
"  Regard  it  with  a  curious  eye  ; 
<c   As  to  the  firfl  fteps  you  proceed, 
"   '  Tis  an  accomplifh'd  piece  indeed  ! 
"  But  as  you  mount  fonie  paces  higher j 
"  Is  there  a  grace  that  d^n't  expire  ?'* 

So  various  i"  the  human  mind, 
Such  are  the  frailties  of  mankind, 
What  at  a  diflance  charm'd  our  eyes, 
After  attainment — droops — and  dies. 

FORTUNE. 

AN   APOLOGUE. 
FaLula  Narratnr. 

JOVE  and  his  fcnators,  in  fage  debate 
For  man'?  felicity,  wete  kttling  laws, 

Whet;  a  rude  roi.r  that  fhouk  the  facred  gate, 
Turn'd  their  attention  to  inquire  the  caufe. 

A  long  ear'd  wretch,  the  loudeft  of  his  race, 
In  the  rough  garnituie  of  grief  array 'il, 

Came  brawling  to  the  high  imperial  place, 
"  Let  me  have  juftice,  Jupiter  1"—  -he  bray'd. 

"  I  am  an  afs,  of  innocence  allow'd 

"  The  type,  yet  fortune  perfecutes  Eie  ftill  r 

"  While  foxes,    wolves,   and   all   the   murd'ring 

"  crowd, 
"  Beneath  her  patronage  can  rob  and  kill, 

"  The  pamper'd  horfe  (he  never  toil'd  fo  hard!) 
*'  Favour  arid  friendihip  from  his  owner  finds; 

"  For  endlefs  diligence — (a  rough  reward  !) 
"  I'm  cudgel'd  by  a  race  of  paltry  hinds. 

"  On  wretched  provender  compell'd  to  feed ! 

"  The  rugged  pavement  ev'ry  night  my  bed! 
"  For  me,  dame  fortune  never  yet  decreed 

"  The  gracious  comforts  of  a  well-thatch'd  fhed. 


POEM    S. 


*'  Rough  and  unfeemly's  my  irreverent  hide ! 

"  Where  can  I  vifit,  thus  uncouthly  dreft  ? 
"  That  omfide  elegance  the  dame  deny'd, 

"  For  which  her  fav'rites  arc  too  oft  carefs'd. 

"  To  fuff' ring  virtue,  facred  Jove,  be  kind  ! 

"  From  fortune's  tyranny  pronounce  me  free! 
**  She's  a  deceiver  if  fhe  fays  file's  blind, 

"  She  fees,  propitioufly  fees  all — but  me." 

The  plaintiff  could  articulate  no  more  : 

His  bofom  heav'd  a  moft  tremendous  groan  ! 

The  race  of  long  ear'd  wretches  join'd  the  roar, 
Till  Jove  feem'd  tctt'ring  on  his  high-builc 
throne. 

The  monarch,  with  an  all-commanding  found, 
(Deepen'd  like  thunder  through  the  rounds  of 
i'pace) 

Gave  order, —  Chat  dame  fortune  fhouM  be  found, 
To  anfwer,  as  (lie  might,  the  plaintiff's  cafe. 

Soldiers  and  citizens,  a  f<-enily  train  ! 

And  lawyers  and  phyficians,  fought  her  cell  : 
With  many  a  fchoultnan — But  their  iearch  was 
vain  : 

Few  can  the  refidenoe  of  fortune  tell. 

Where  the  wretch  avarice  was  wont  to  hide 
His  gold,  his  emeralds,  and  rubie s  rare  ; 

Twas  rumur'd  that  dame  fortune  did  refide, 
And  Jc-vc's  ambaffadors  were  polled  there. 

IVTeagre  and  wan,  in  tatrer'd  garments  dreft, 
A  feeble  porter  at  the  gate  they  found  : 

Doubled  with  wretchedneiV  -with  a^e  diftreft, 
And  on  his  wrinkled  fnr.  head  fumint  frown'd. 

"  Mortal?  avaunt  (the  trembling  fpf  clre  cries), 
"  Ere  you  invade  thofe  IHcrtd  haunts,  beware  ! 

"  To  guard  lord  avarice  fr-.m  rude  furprife, 
"  I  am  the  ccr.tinel--niy  name  is  care. 

"  Doubts,  difappointmenf,  anarchy  of  mind, 
"  1'hefe  are  the  ibldiers  that  furrouud  "his  hall : 

"  And  ev'ry  fury  that  can  lafh  mankind, 

"  Rage,  rancour,  and  revenge  attend  his  call. 

"  Fortune'?  gone  forth, you  fcek  a  wand'ring  dame, 
u  A  fettled  rcfkience  the  lurict.icyrns  : 

"  Curfe  on  fuch  vifitants,  fhe  never  came, 

"  BUL  with  a  cruel  hami  fhe  fcatter'd  thorns  ! 

*'  To  .the   green   vale,    yon    fhtk'ring    hills    fur- 

"  round, 

"  Go  forward,  you'll  arrive  a*  wifdcm's  cell  r 
**  Would  you  he  taught  where  fortune   may  bi 

"  found, 
"  None  can  direct  your  anxious  fearch  fo  well.1' 

Forward  they  went,  o'er  many  a  dreary  foot  : 
(Rough  was  the  road,  as  if  uiurod  before) 

'Till  from  the  cakment  of  a  low-roof  d  c  t 

Wifdoin  perceiv'd  them,  and  unbarr'd  her  door. 

Wifjom,  (fhe  knew  of  fortune  but  the  name) 
Gave  to  their  queftions  a  ferene  reply  : 

"  Hither  ({he  laid),  if  e'er  that  gojdei's  came, 
"  1  law  her  not-- -fhe  pafs'd  unuotic'd  by, 

"  Abroad  with  contemplation  oft  I  roam, 
"  And  lenve  to  poverty  my  humble  cell ; 


t[  She's  my  domefl'c,  never  ftirs  from  home, 
"  If  fortune  has  been  here,  'tis  fhe  can  tell. 

"  The  matron  eyes  us  from  yon  mantling  fhade, 
"  And  fee  her  fober  footfteps  this  way  bent ! 

"  Mark  by  her  fide  a  little  rofe-lipp'd  maid, 

"  '  Tis  my  you^g  daughter,    and  her  name's 
"  content." 

As  poverty  advanc'd  with  lenient  grace, 

<k  Fortune  (f!ie  cry'd)  hath  never  yet  been  here; 

"  But  hope,  a  gentle  neighbour  cf  this  place, 
"  Tells  me,  her  highncfs  may,  in  time,  appear. 

"  Felicity,  no  doubt,  adorns  *heir  lot, 

"  On  whom  her  golden  bounty  beams  divinel 

'*  Yet  though  file  never  reach  our  ru.'iic  cot, 
"  Patience  will  vifit  us— we  fha'n't  repine.1' 

After  a  vaft  (but  unavailing)  round, 
The  meffcngcrs  retuining  in  defpair, 

On  up  high  hill  a  fairy  marfion  found, 

And  hop'd  the  goddc-fs,  fortune,  might  be  there*. 

The  dome,  fo  ghtt'rhig    it  amaz'd  the  fight, 
('  Twas  adamant,  with  gems  eucrnfted  o'er) 

Had  not  a  cafement  to  admit  the  light, 
Nor  could  Jove's  deputies  defcry  the  door. 

Buf  eager  to  conclude  a  tedious  chafe, 

And  anxious  to  return  from  whence  they  came. 

Thrice  they  invok'd  the  genius  of  the  place, 
Thrice  utter'd,  awfully,  Jive's  facred  name, 

As  echo  from  the  hill  annor.nc'd  high  Jove, 
Illufitm  and  her  fairy  dome  withdrew  : 

(Like  the  light  mifts  by  early  funbeams  drove) 
And  fortune  flood  reveal'd  to  public  view. 

Oft  for  that  happinefs  high  courts  deny'd, 
To  this  receptacle  damt  fortune  ran  : 

When  haraiVd,  it  was  here  fhe  us'd  to  hide, 
From  the  wild  fuits  of  difcor.temed  man. 

Frciflrate,  the  delegates  their  charge  declare, 
.^llanpy  the  cou;  tier  that  falutes  her  feet)  ! 
fortune  receiv'd  them  with  a  fla't'ring  air, 

And  join'd  tht'm  'till  they  reach'd  Jove's  judg« 
ment  feat. 

Man  of  all  ranks  at  that  illuftrious  p'ace 

Were  gather'd.  though  cliff 'rent  motives  keen  ,- 

M:m  —  to  feje  dame  fortune's  radiant  face, 
Matiy— by  radiant  fortune  to  be  feen. 

Jov.  fmii'd,  ^s  on  a  fav'rite  he  efteerns, 

Ffe  gave  her,  near  his  own,  a  golden  feat  :          \ 

Fair  forrune'-'  an  adventurer,  it  fcems, 
Che  deities  themselves  are  glad  to  greet. 

"  DaU;rhter  (fay=  Ja'-.iter  j,  you'ne  fore  accus'd  1 
"  Clamour  ii.ceffantly  reviles  your  name  1 

"  If  t.y  ihe  rancour  of  that  wretch  abus'd, 
"  B^  confident,  and  vindicate  your  fame. 

"  Though  pefter'd  daily  with  complaints  from  man/ 
"  I'nrough  this  conviction  I  record  them  not— ^ 

"  Let  my  kind  Providence  do  all  it  can, 
"  None  of  that  fpecies  ever  lik'd  his  lot. 

"  But  the  poor  quadruped  that  now  appeal^ 
"  Can  wanton  cruelty  the  weak  purjfue  i 
Z  z  iii/ 
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*  Large  Is  the  catalogue  of  woes  he  feels, 

"  And  all  his  wretchednefs  he  lays  to  you." 

"  Aik  him,  high  Jupiter — (reply'd  the  dame) 
"  In  what  he  has  excell'd  his  long-ear'd  clafs? 

"  Is  fortune  (a  divinity)  to  blame 

"  That  (he  defcends  not  to  regard an  afs  ?" 

Fame  enter'd  in  her  rolls  the  fage  reply ; 

The  dame, defendant,  was  difcharg'd  with  grace ! 
«  Go — (to  the  plaintiff,  faid  the  fire)  and  try 

"  By  merit  to  furmount  your  low-born  race. 

"  Learn  from  the  lion  to  be  juft  and  brave, 
"  Take  from  the  elephant  inftru&ion  wife ; 

*  With  gracious  breeding  like  the  horfe  behave, 
**  Nor  the  fagacity  of  hounds  defpife. 

"  Thefe  ufeful  qualities  with  care  imbibe, 

"  For  which  fome  quadrupeds  are  juftly  priz'd: 

"  Attain  thefe  talents  that  adorn  each  tribe, 
"  And  you'll  no  longer  be  a  wretch  defpis'd." 

A  MAN  TO  MY  MIND. 
(WROTE  AT  THE  REQUEST  or  A  LADT.) 

SINCE  wedlock's  in  vogue,  and  ftale  virgins  de 
fpis'd,  [mis'd ; 
To  all  bachelors  greeting,  thefe  lines  are  pre- 
1'm  a  maid  that  would  marry,  but  where  (hall  I  find 
(I  wifh  not  for  fortune)  a  man  to  my  mind  ? 

Not  the  fair-weather  fop,  fond  of  fafhion  and  lace ; 
Not  the  'fquire,  that  can  wake  to  no  joys  hut  the 

chafe ;  [bind  : 

Not  the  free-thinking  rake,  whom  no  morals  can 
Neither  this-. -that — nor  t'other's  the  man  to  my 

mind. 

Not  the  ruby-fac'd  fot,  that  topes  world  without 
end;  [friend; 

Not   the  drone,  who  can't  relifh  his  bottle  and 

^Not  the  fool,  that's  too  fond  ;  nor  the  churl  that's 
unkind :  [mind. 

Neither  this— that— nor  t'other's  the  man  to  my 

Not  the  wretch  with  full  bags,  without  breeding 

or  merit ; 

Not  the  fialh,  that's  all  fury,  without  any  fpirit  ;* 
Not  the  fine  mafter  fribble,  the  fcorn  of  mankind  : 
^Neither  this — that-— nor  t'other's  the  man  to  my 

mind. 

But  the  youth  in  whom  merit  and  fenfe  may  con- 
fpire,  [admire: 

Whom  the  brave  muft  efteem,  and  the  fair  fhould 

In  whofe  heart  love  and  truth  are  with  honour 
combin'd  : 

This— this — and  no  other's  the  man  to  my  mind. 

WITH  A  PRESENT. 

LET  not  the  hand  of  Amity  be  nice .'.     - 

Nor  the  poor  tribute  from  the  heart  difclaim ; 

A  trifle  rial!  become  a  pledge  of  price, 

If  friendfnip  fiamps  it  with  her  facred  name. 

The  .little  rofe  that  laughs  upon  its  flem, 

One  of  the  fvveets  with  which  the  gardens  teem. 


In  value  foars  above  an  eaftern  gem, 
If  tender'd  as  the  token  of  efteem. 

Had  I  vaft  hoards  of  maffy  wealth  to  fend, 

Such  as  your  merits  might  demand — their  due  '• 

Then  fhould  the  golden  tribute  of  your  friend 
Rival  the  treafures  of  the  rich  Peru. 

FANCY. 

A  Song  in  a  Pantomime  Entertainment* 

FANCY  leads  the  fetter'd  fenfes 

Captives  to  her  fond  controul ; 
Merit  may  have  rich  pretences, 

But  'tis  fancy  fires  the  foul. 

Far  beyond  the  bounds  of  meaning 

Fancy  flies,  a  fairy  queen  ? 
Fancy,  wit  and  worth  difdainingt 

Gives  the  prize  to  harlequin. 

If  the  virgin's  falfe,  forgive  her, 

Fancy  was  your  only  foe  : 
Cupid  claims  the  dart  and  quiver, 

But  'tis  fancy  twangs  the  bow. 

LOVE  AND  CHASTITY: 

A  CANTATA. 
RECITATIVE. 

FROM,  the  high  mount  *,  whence  facred  grove* 

depend, 

Diana  and  her  virgin  troop  defcend ; 
And  while  the  bufkin'd  maids  with  adlive  care, 
The  bufmefsof  the  daily  chafe  prepare, 
A  favourite  nymph  fteps  forward  from  the  throng^ 
And  thus,  exulting,  fwells  the  jovial  fong. 

AIR. 
Jolly  health   fprings  aloft  at  the  loud  founding 

horn, 

Unlock'd  from  foft  Cumber's  embrace ; 
And  joy  fings  an  hymn  to  falute  the  fweet  morn, 

Thar  frniles  on  the  nymphs  of  the  chafe  : 
The  rage  of  fell  Cupid  no  bofom  profanes, 

No  rancour  difturbs  our  delight, 
All  the  day  with  frefh  vigour  we  fweep  o'er  the 

plains, 
And  fleep  with  contentment  all  night. 

RECITATIVE. 

Their  clamour  rous'd  the  flighted  god  of  love  : 
He.  flies,  indignant,  to  the  facred  grove  : 
Immortal  myrtles  wreath  his  golden  hair,. 
His  rofy  wings  perfume  the  wanton  air  ; 
Two  quivers  fill'd  with  darts  his  fell  defigns 

clare. 

A  crimfou  blufh  o'erfpread  Diana's  face, 
A  frown  fucceeds — She  ftops  the  fpringing  chafe,  > 
And  thus,  forbids  the  b?-y  the  confecrated  place,  j 

AIR. 

Fond  difturber  of  the  heartj 
From  thefe  facred  fhades  depart : 
Here's  a  blooming  troop  difdains 
Love,  and  his  fantaflic  chains. 
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Sifters  of  the  filver  bow, 
Pure  and  chafte  as  virgin  fnow, 
Melt  not  at  thy  feeble  fires, 
Wanton  god  of  wild  defires  ! 

RECITATIVE. 

Rage  and  revenge  divide  love's  little  breaft, 
Whilft  thus  the  angry  goddefs  he  addreft  : 

AIR. 

Virgin  fnow  does  oft  remain 
Long  unmelted  on  the  plain, 
Till  the  glorious  god  of  day 
Smiles,  and  waftes  its  pride  away. 
What  is  Sol's  meridian  fire 
To  the  darts  of  ftrong  deCre  ! 
Love  can  light  a  raging  flame 
Hotter  than  his  noontide  beam. 

RECITATIVE. 
Now,  through  the  foreft's  brown  embower'd 

ways, 

With  carelefs  fteps  the  young  Endymion  ftrays  : 
His  form  eredt  ! — loofe  flows  his  lovely  hair, 
His  glowing  cheeks  like  youthful  Hebe's  fair  ! 
His  graceful  limbs  with  eafe  and  vigour  move, 
His  eyes — his  ev'ry  feature  form'd  for  love  : 
Around  the  lift'ning  woods  attenrive  hung, 
Whilft  thus,  invoking  fleep,  the  ihepherd  lung : 

AIR. 
Where  the  pebbled  ftreamlet  glides 

Near  the  wo»d  nymph's  ruftic  grot, 
If  the  god  of  fleep  refides, 

Or  in  Pan's  fequefter'd  cot : 
Hither  if  he'll  .lightly  tread, 

Follow'd  by  a  gentle  dream, 
We'll  enjoy  this  grafly  bed, 
On  the  bank  befide  the  ftream. 

RECITATIVE. 

As  on  the  painted  turf  the  ihepherd  lies, 
Sleep's  downy  curtain  fhades  his  lovely  eyes  ; 
And  now  a  fporting  breeze  his  bofom  fhows, 
As  marble  fmooth,  and  white  as  Alpine  mows: 
The  goddefs  gaz'd,  in  magic  foftnefs  bound ; 
Her  filver  bow  falls  ufelefs  to  the  ground  ! 
Love  laugh'd,  and,  fure  of  conqueft,  wing'd  a  dart 
Unerring,  to  her  undefended  heart. 
She  feels  in  ev'ry  vein  the  fatal  fire, 
And  thus  perfuades  her  virgins  to  retire  : 

AIR. 
Ye  tender  maids  be  timely  wife  ! 

Love's  wanton  fury  fhun  !' 
In  flight  alone  your  fafcty  lies, 
The  daring  are  undone  ! 

Do  blue-ey'd  doves,  ferenely  mild, 

With  vultures,  fell,  engage  ! 
Do  lambs  provoke  the  lion  wild, 

Or  tempt  the  tyger's  rage  ! 

No,  no,  like  fawns,  ye  virgins  fly, 

To  fecret  cells  remove ; 
Nor  dare  the  doubtful  combat  try 

'Twixt  chaftity  and  love. 

AMPHITRION. 

RECITATIVE. 

AMPHITRION  and  his  bride,  a  godlike  pair  ! 
He  brave  as  Mars,  and  flic  as  Venus  fair; 


On  thrones  of  gold  in  purple  triumph  plac'd, 
With  matchlefs  fplendour  held  the  nuptial  feaft  : 
Whilft  the  high  roof  with  loud  applanfes  rung, 
Enraptur'd,  thus,  the  happy  hero  lung  : 

AIK. 
Was  mighty  Jove  descending, 

In  all  his  wrath  divine, 
Enrag'd  ar  my  pretending 

To  call  this  charmer  mine  : 
His  (hafts  of  bolted  thunder 
With  boldnefs  I'd  ciende ; 
Not  heav'n  itfeif  can  lunder 
The  heaits  that  love  has  ty'd. 

RECITATIVE. 

The  thunderer   heard, — he  look'd  with  ven 
geance  down 

Till  beauty's  glance  difarm'd  his  awful  frown. 
The  magic  impnlfe  of  Alcmena's  eyes 
Comprll  d  the  couqucr'd  god  to  quit  his  ikies; 
He    feign'd    the   hufband's   form,    pofiefs'd  her 

charms, 
And  puniih'd  his  preemption  in  her  arms. 

AIR. 
He  deferves  fublimeft  pleafure, 

Who  reveal-  it  not.  when  won  : 
Beauty's  like  the  mifer's  treafure  ; 
Boaft  it — and  the  fool's  undone  ! 

Learn  by  this,  unguarded  lover, 
When  your  fecret  fighs  prevail, 

Not  to  let  your  tongue  dikover 
Raptures  that  you  ihould  conceal. 

ANACREON. 

ODE    XIX.       IMITATED. 

OLD  earth,  when  in  a  tipling  vein, 
Drinks  torrents  of  ambrofial  rain, 
Which  the  tall  trees,  by  ht  at  oppreft, 
Drink  from  her  kind  maternal  breaft  : 

Left  angry  ocean  ihould  be  dry, 
The  river  gods  their  ftores  fupply  : 
The  monarch  of  the  glowing  day 
Drinks  large  potations  from  the  fea  : 

And  the  pale  emprefs  of  the  night 
Drinks  from  his  orb  propitious  light : 
All-  -all  things  drink — abftemious  fage! 
Why  ihould  not  we  our  third  afluage  ? 

NEWCASTLE  BEER. 

WHEN  fame  brought  the  news  of  Great- Britain's 

fuccefs, 

And  told  at  Olympus  each  Gallic  defeat; 
Glad  Mars  fent  by  Mercury  orders  exprefs, 
To  fummon  the  deities  all  to  a  treat : 
B  rhc  Comus  was  plac'd 
To  guide  the  gay  feaft. 

And  freely  decW'd  there  was  choice  of  good  cheer; 
Yet  vow'd  to  his  thinking, 
For  extjuiiite  drinking, 
Their  nectar  was  nothing  to  Newcaftle  beer. 

The  great  god  of  war,  to  encourage  the  fun, 
And  humour  the  tafte  of  his  whimfical  gueft. 
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Sent  a  meffage  that  moment  to  Mr or's  '  for  a  tun 
Of  ftingo,  the  iioutefr,  the  brighteft,  and  boil; 

No  gods— they  all  fwore, 

Rc-gal'd  fo  before, 
With  liquor  lo  lively,  fo  pr.tent,  and  clear  : 

And  each  deified  fellow 

Gut  jovially  mellow, 

In  honour,  brave  boys,  of  our  Ni.wcaftle  beer. 
Apollo  perceiving  his  talents  rtfine, 

Repents  he  drank  Helicon  water  fo  long  : 
He  bow'd,  being  afk'd  by  the  mufical  ninr, 
And  gave  the  gay  board  an  extempore  fong  : 

But  ere  he  began, 

He  toi's  d  off  his  can  : 
There's  nought  like  good  liquor  the  fancy  to  clear  : 

Then  Tang  with  great  merit, 

The  flavour  and  fpirit 

His  godfhip  had  found  in  our  Newcaftle  beer. 
'Twas  fHnoo  like  this  made  Alck'es  fo  bold, 

It  brac'd  up  his  nerves,  and  enliven'd  his  pow'rs ; 
And  his  myftinl  club,  that  did  wonders  <"-t  old, 
Was  nothing,  my  lads,  but  fiich  liquid  as  ours. 

The  horrible  Crew 

That  Hercules  flew, 
Were  poverty,  calumny,  trouble, and  fear: 

Such  a  club  \YottM  you  borrow, 

T;>  drive  away  fbrrow, 
Apply  for  a  jorum  of  Newcaftle  beer. 

Ye  youngfrers,  fo  diffident,  languid,  ard  pal*, 

Whom  love,  like  the  cholic,  Co  rtidely  infefls; 
Take  a  cordial  of  this,  'twill  probatum  prevail, 
And   drive    the   cur  Cupid    away    from  your 
breafb: 

Dull  whining  defpifc, 
Grow  rely  and  wife, 

Nor  longer  the  jeft  of  good  fellows  appear ; 
Bid' adieu  to  your  folly, 
Git  drur:?,  and  be  jolly, 

And  fmoke  o'er  a  tankard  of  NewcafHe  berr. 
Ye  fanciful  folk,  for  whomphyfic  preicribes, 

Who  bolus  and  potion  have  harai-.'d  to  death  ! 
Ye  wretches,  whom  law  and  her  ill-locking  tribes 
Have  hunted   about  till  you're   quite  out  of 
breath  ! 

Here's  fheTter  and  eafe, 
No  craving  for  fees, 

No  danger,  no  doctor,  no  bailiff  is  near! 
Your  fpirits  this  raiics, 
It  cures  your  difeafes, 
There's  freedom  and  health  in  cur  Newcaflle  beer. 

THE  TOAST. 

A  CATCH. 

GIVE  the  toaft — my  good  fellow,  be  jovial  and  gay, 
And  let  the  brifk  moments  pafs  jocund  away  ! 
Here's  the  king — take  your  bumpers,  my  brave 

Britifh  fouls, 
Who  guards  your  fair  freedom  fhculd  crown  your 

lull  bowls,  (down, 

Let  him  live — long  and  happy,  fee  Lewis  brought 
Ard  tafte  all  the  comforts,  no  cares  of  a  crown. 

*  Afoor's,  at  tleftgn  sf  the  Sxnt  Ne-u'cajlte. 


A  f  HREE-PART  CATCrt 
'Tis  in  view  —  (the  rich  blrffing  kind  nature  be- 

fiov.  'd, 

To  conq-i  ;r  our  forrows,  or  lighten  the  load) 

A  full  frafk''—  rh"  rich  nedlar  this  bo-tie  contains 

In  a  flood  of  frcfh  rapture  fhali  roll  through  our 

veins.  ' 

Let  it  bl^ed  —  and  cr.ro-jfin?  this  liquor  dlvire, 
6ing  an   hymn  to   the  god  that  fir  ft  cultur'd  the 


ON  SIR  W  -  B  -  T'S  BIRTH-DAY. 

DOES  true  fel-idty  on  grandeur  wait  ? 

iJtiights  (he  in  rhe  pageantry  of  (how? 
Say,  can  the  'glitt'ring  gf-wgaws  of  the  great 

An  hour  of  inborn 


He  that  is  juft,  benevolent,  humane, 
In  confciotis  rectitude  fupremeiy  bleft, 

O'er  the  gjjid  hearrs  of  mulritudes  (ha!!  reign, 
Though  the  gay  ftar  ne'er  blaz'd  upon  his  breast 

Ye  happy  children  of  the  hoary  north, 

Haii  the  glad  day  that  faw  your  patron  born  ; 

Whofe  private  virtues,  and  whofc  public  worth, 
Might  the  rich  feats  of  royalty  atloin. 

STANZA  S 

Spclisn  at  a  PIa\  at  tk*  TLeaire  in  Su>:J?r!and,for  tlf 
benefit  of  tie  Cor/^\:,:s. 

WHO  can  behold  with  an  unpitying  eye 
The  glorious  few  (with  patriotic  titc) 

Diftreft,  invaded,  and  rcfoiv'u  to  die, 

Or  keep  their  indcpendanr  rights  entire  ? 

Shackltd  thernfelvcs,  the  il-rvik-  Gui:ls  would  bincl^ 

In  their  ignoble  fetters,  half  mankind. 

The  gentle  homage  that,  to-night,  ytfu've  paid 
T,>  freed'  -m,  and  her  ever  fucred  laws, 

The  humble  off'riug  at  her  altar  made, 

Prove  that  your  hearts  beat  nobly  in  her  caufe. 

All-gracious  freedom,  O  vt.uchfafe  to  fmile, 

Through  future  ages,  on  this  favourite  ifie  ! 

Far  may  the  houghs  of  liberty  expand, 
For  ever  cultur'd  by  the  brave  and  free  1 

For  ever  blafttd  be  that  impious  hand, 

That  lops  one  branch  from  this  illuflrious  tree! 

Britons'  —  'tis  yours  to  make  her  verdure  thrive, 

And  keep  the  roots  el  liberty  alive. 

O  may  her  rich,  her  ripening  fuits  of  gold, 
Britannia,  bloom  perpetually  for  thee  ! 

May  you  ne'er  want  a  dragon,  as-  we're  told 
Defended  once  the  fam'cl  Hefperian  tree  I 

Adi  agon  fbc'd,  for  your  impeiial  fake, 

With  anxious  eyes,  eternally  awake. 

THE  RESPITE  : 

A   PASTORAL. 

AH,  what  i/t  to  me  that  the  grafhopper  fmgs  ! 

Or  what,  that  the  meadows  are  fair  ! 
That  (like  little  flow  'rets,  i'f  mounted  on  wings) 

The  butterflies  flaunt  it  in  air  1 
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Ye  birds,  I'll  no  longer  attend  to  a  lay  ; 

Your  haunts  in  the  fored  refign  ! 
Shall  you,  with-your  true  love?,  he  happy  all  day, 

Whilft  I  am  divided  frnm  mine  ? 

Where  woodbines  and  willows  inclin'd  to  unite, 

We  twided  a  blooming  alcove ; 
And  oft  has  my  Damon,  with  fmiles  of  delight, 

Declar'd  it  the  mantie  of  love. 
The  rofes  that  crept  to  our  mutual  recefs, 

And  reded  among  the  fweet  boughs. 
Are  faded — they  droop — and  they  cannot  do  lefs, 

For  Damon  is  falfe  to  his  vows. 

This  oak  has  for  ages  the  temped  defy'd, 

We  call  it — the  king  of  the  gruve  ; 
He  fwore,  a  light  breeze  fhould  its  centre  divide, 

When  he  was  not  true  to  his  love : 
Come,  come,  gentle  zephyr,  in  judicc  defcend, 

His  falfehood  you're  b'-uad  to  difplay  ; 
This,  oak  and  its  ffbnours  you'll  eafiiy  rend, 

For  Damon  has  left  me — a  day. 

The  fhepherd  rufh'd  forth  from  behind  the  thick 
tree, 

Prepar'd  to  make  Philiida  bled, 
And  clafping  the  maid,  from  an  heart  full  of  glee, 

The  caufe  of  his  abfence  confed  : 
Hi»h  raptures,  'twas  told  him  by  maders  in  1'we. 

Too  often  repeated,  would  cloy  ;  [prove, 

And  refpites he  found  were  the  means  to  ini- 

And  lengthen  the  moments  of  joy. 

AN  IRREGULAR  ODE  ON  MUSIC. 

CEASE,  gentle  founds,  nor  kill  me  quite 

With  fuch  excels  of.fweet  delight : 

Each  trembling  note  invades  my  heart, 

And  thrills  through  ev'ry  vital  part ; 
A  foft.  a  pieafiug  pain 
Purfues  my  heated  blood  through  ev'ry  vein 
What,  what  does  the  enchantment  mean  ? 

Ah,  give  the  charming  magic  o'er, 

My  beating  heart  can  bear  no  more ! 

Now  wild  with  fierce  defire, 
My  bread  is  all  on  fire  ! 

In  foften'd  raptures  now  I  die  ! 
Can  empty  found  fuch  joys  impart ! 
Can  mufic  thus  tranfport  the  heart, 

With  melting  ecdafy  ! 
O  art  divine  !  exalted  bleffing  ! 
Each  celedial  charm  exprefling  ! 

Kinded  gift  the  gods  bedow  ! 

Sweeted  good  that  mortals  know  ! 
When  feated  in  a  verdant  fhade 
(Like  tuneful  Thyrfis)  Orpheus  play'd; 

The  didant  trees  forfake  the  wood, 

The  lid'ning  beads  neglec"l  their  food, 
To  hear  the  heav'nly  found  ; 

The  dryads  leave  the  mountains, 

The  naiades  quit  the  fountains, 
And  in  a  fprightly  chorus  dance  around. 
I  To  raife  the  ftately  walls  of  ancient  Troy, 
Sweet  Phoebus  did  his  tuneful  harp  employ  ; 

See  what  foft  harmony  can  do  ! 

The  moving  rocks  the  found  purfue, 

Till  in  a  large  coile&ed  mafs  they  grew  : 


Had  Thyrfis  liv'd  in  thefe  remoter  days, 
His  were  the  chaplet  of  immortal  bays  ! 

Apollo's  harp  unknown  ; 
The  fhcpherd  had  remain'd  of  fong 

The  deity  alone. 

FROM  A  TRUANT  TO  HIS  FRIENDS, 

Tis  net  in  cells,  or  a  fequeder'd  cot, 
The  mind  and  morals  properly  expand; 

Let  youth  de^-  forward  to  a  bufur  fpot 
Led  by  discretion's  cool,  concluding  hand. 

To  learn  for.ie  Irffons  from  the  fchoolsof  man, 
(Forgive  me)  !  I  foribok  my  darling  home; 

Not  from  a  light   an  undigefted  plan, 
Nor  from  a  youthful  appetite  to  roam. 

In  your  afTecliious  —  (let  refentment  fly)  ! 

Reftore  me  to  my  1  mg-accud  im'd  place; 
Receive  me  with  a  kind,  forgiving  eye. 

And  prcfs  me  in  the  parent's  fond  embrace* 

TO  THE  AUTHOR  OF  POEMS, 

W-RITTEN    BY     NOBODY  *. 

ADVANCE  to  fame  —  advance  reveal'd! 

Let  confcious  worth  be  bold  : 
Why  have  you  lain  Ib  long  conceal'd, 

And  hid  Peruvian  gold  ? 

Dan  Phoebus  did  with  joy  difcern 

Your  genrab  brought  to  light  : 
And  many  a  Somebody  fhould  learn, 

From  Nobody  to  write. 

A  BIRTH-DAY  ODE  : 

PERFORMED    AT    THE    CASTLE    OF 


RECITATIVE. 

HARK  !  how  the  foul  of  mufic  reigns, 

As  when  the  fird  great  birth  of  nature  fprung,. 
When  chaos  burd  his  n.alTy  chains, 

Twas  thus  the  cherubs  fung  : 

AIR. 
Hail,  hail,  from  this  aulpicious  morn 

Shall  Britith  glories  rile  ! 
Now  are  the  mighty  rreafurcs  horn, 
That  fhall  Britannia's  fame  adorn, 

And  lift  her  to  the  fkies. 

RECITATIVE. 

Let  George's  mighty  banners  fpread, 

His  lofty  clarions  roar  ; 
Till  warlike  echo  fills  with  dread 

The  hodile  Gallic  more. 

AIR. 

Mark,  how  hie  name  with  terror  fills  ! 
The  magic  found  rebellion  kills, 
And  brightei  e  all  rhe  northern  hills, 

Where  pallid  treafons  dwell; 
The  mondtr  fh:Ul  no  more  arife, 
Upon  the  ground  fhe  panting  lies  ! 
Benea'h  his  William's  foor  fhe  dies, 

And  now  fhe  finks  to  hell. 


*  -J.  Robertfont  an  aflor  belonging  to  tls  York  Cent* 
fanj. 
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RECITATIVE. 

Hafte — let  lerne's  harp  be  newly  ftrung, 
And  after  mighty  George  be  William  fung. 
AIR. 

Talk  no  more  of  Grecian  glory, 

"William  ftands  the  firft  in  ftory  : 
He,  with  Britiih  ardour  glows  ! 

See,  the  priae  of  Gallia  fading  !   ' 

See,  the  youthful  warrior  leading 
Britons,  vengeful,  to  their  foes ! 

RECITATIVE. 

Fair  is  the  olive  branch  Hibernia  bftafts, 
Nor  Dial!  the  din  of  wsr  difturb  her  coafts; 
While  Stanhope  fmiles,  her  fons  are  bleft, 
In  native  loyalty  confeft  ! 

AIR. 
See— O  fee,  thrice  happy  ifle  ! 

See  what  gracious  George  beftow'd  ; 
Twice  *'  have  you  feen  a  Stanhope  fmile, 

Thefe  are  gifts  become  a  God ! 

How  the  grateful  ifland  glows ! 

Stanhope's  name  fhall  be  rever'd  : 
Whilft  hy  mbjtvfts  and  by  foes, 

Sacred  George  is  lov'd  and  fear'd. 

CHORUS. 
Like  Perfians  to  the  rifing  fun, 

Refpe&ful  homage  pay ; 
At  George's  birth  our  joys  begun  : 

Salute  the  glorious  day  ! 

THE  BROKEN  CHINA. 

SOON  as  the  furi  began  to  peep, 

And  gild  the  morning  fkies, 
Young  Chloe  from  difordei  'd  fleep 

Unveil  d  her  radiant  eyes. 

A  guardian  fylph,  the  wanton  fpritc 

That  waited  on  her  ftill, 
Had  teaz'd  her  all  the  tedious  nightf 

With  vifionary  ill. 

Some  (hock  of  fate  is  furely  nigh, 

Exclaim'd  the  tim'rous  maid  : 
What  do  thefe  horrid  dreams  imply! 

My  Cupid  can't  be  dead  ! 

She  call'd  her  Cupid  by  his  name, 

In  dread  of  forr.e  mifhap  ; 
Wagging  his  tall,  her  Cupid  came, 

And  jump'd  into  her  lap. 

And  now  the  b'eft  of  brittle  ware, 

Her  fumptuous  table  grac'd  \ 
The  gentle  emblems  of  the  fair, 

In  beauteous  order  plac'd  ! 

The  kettle  boil'd,  and  all  prepared 

To  give  the  morning  treat, 
When  Dick,  the  country  be?.u  appear'd, 

And  bowing,  took  his  feat. 

Well — chatting  on,  of  that  and  this, 

The  maid  revcrs'U  her  cup  ; 
And  tempted  by  the  forfeit  kifs, 

The  bumpkin  turn'd  it  up. 

*  Earl  of  Cheftcrfield,    and    Earl  of   Harrington, 
uceefivtly  Lards  Lieutenants  cf  } refund. 


With  tranfport  he  demands  the  prize  5 

Plight  fairly  ir  was  won  '. 
With  many  a  frown  the  fair  denies : 

Fond  baits  to  draw  him  on  1 

A  man  muft  prove  himfeif  polite, 

In  fuch  a  cafe  as  this; 
So  Richard  ftrives  with  all  his  might 

To  force  the  forfeit  kifs. 

But  as  he  ftrove— O  dire  to  tell ! 

(And  yet  with  grief  1  muft) 
The  table  turn'd — the  china  fell, 

A  heap  of  painted  duft  ! 

O  fatal  purport  of  my  dream  1 

The  fair  afflicted,  cry'd, 
Occafioh'd  (I  confefs  my  fhame) 

By  childiihuefs  and  pride ! 

For  fn  a  kifs,  or  two,  or  three, 

No  mifchief  could  be  found  ! 
Then  had  I  been  more  frank  andTfree, 

My  china  had  been  found. 

TO  MR. . 

YES,  Colin,  'tis  granted,  you  flutter  in  lace, 

You  whifper  and  dance  with  the  fair; 
But  merit  advances,  'tis  yours  to  give  place ; 

Standoff,  and  at  diftance  revere  : 
Nor  teaze  the  fwect  maid  with  your  jargon  of  chat, 

By  her  fide  as  you  faunter  along ; 
Your   tafte — your   complexion — your    this — and 
your  tha:, 

Nor  lifp  out  the  end  of  your  fong. 
For  folly  and  fafhion  you  barter  good  fenfe, 

(If  fenfe  ever  tell  to  your  fliarc) 
'Tis  enough  you  could  pert  petit  maitre  commence, 

Laugh — loiter — and  lie  with  an  air. 
No  end  you  can  anfwer,  affections  you've  none, 

Made  only  fur  prattle  and  play  ; 
Like  a  but.crfly,  f  aik'd  for  a  while  in  the  fun, 

You'ii  die  uudiftinguifh'd  away. 

ON  THE  LATE  ABSENCE  OF  MAY, 
Written  in  tie  Tear  1 7  71. 

THE  rooks  in  the  neighbouring  grove- 

For  ihelt<jr  cry  all  the  long  day  ; 
Their  huts  in  the  branches  above 

Are  cover'U  no  longer  by  May  : 
The  birds,  that  f  >  cheerfully  'un^, 

Are  filent, or  plaintive  each  tone! 
And,  as  they  chirp,  low,  to  their  young, 

1  he  Want  of  their  goddefs  bemoan. 
No  daifies,  on  carpets  of  green, 

O'er  nature's  cold  hofom  are  fpread  ' 
Not  a  fweet-briar  fprig  can  be  feen, 

To  finifh  this  wreath  for  my  head  : 
Some  fiow'rets,  indeed  may  be  found, 

Bur  thefe  neither  blooi:;ing  n<-r  gay; 
The  foireft  {till  fleep  in  the  ground, 

And  wait  for  the  coming  of  May. 
December,' perhaps,  has  purloin'd 

Her  rich,  though  fantallical  geer  ; 
With  envy  the  months  may  have  join'd, 

And  jpftled  her  out  of  the  year  : 
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Some  (hcpherdj,  'tis  true,  may  repine, 

To  fee  their  lov'd  gardens  undreft, 
But  I — whilft  my  Phillida's  mine, 

Shall  always  have  May  in  my  breaft. 

AN  EULOGIUM  ON  MASONRY. 

SPOKE  BY  MR.  DIGGS/AT   EDINBRUGH. 

SAY,  can  the  garter,  or  the  ftar  of  ftate, 
That  on  the  vain,  or  on  the  vicious  wait, 
Such  emblems,  with  fuch  emphafis  impart, 
As  an  infignium  near  the  Mafon's  heart  ? 

Hail  facred  Mafonry,  of  fource  divine, 
Unerring  miftrefs  of  the  faultlefs  line, 
Whofe  plumb  of  truth,  with  never-failing  fway, 
Makes  the  join'd  parts  of  fymmetry  obey  ! 

Hail  to  the  craft   at  whofe  fcrene  command 
The  geutk  arts  in  glad  obedience  (land ; 
Whofe  magic  ftroke  bids  fell  confufion  ceafe, 
And  to  the  finifh'd  orders  yield  its  place ; 
"Who  calls  creation  from  the  womb  of  earth, 
And  gives  imperial  cities  glorious  birth. 

To  works  of  art  her  merit's  not  confin'd, 
She  regulates  the  morals,  fquares  the  mind ; 
Corrects  with  care  the  tempefl-working  foul, 
And  points  the  tide  of  paffions  where  to  roll; 
On  virtue's  tablets  marks  each  facred  rule, 
And  forms  her  lodge  an  univerfal  fchool ; 
"Where  nature's  myftic  laws  unfolded  ftand, 
And  fenfe  and  fcience,  join'd,  go  hand  in  hand. 

O  !  may  her  focial  rules  inftructive  fpread, 
Till  truth  erect  her  long-neglected  head  ; 
Till,  through  deceitful  night  me  dart  her  ray, 
And  beam,  full  glorious,  in  the  blaze  of  day  1 
Till  man  by  virtuous  maxims  learn  to  move ; 
Till  all  the  peopled  world  her  laws  approve. 
And  the  whole  human  race  be  bound  in  bro 
ther's  love. 

A  PROLOGUE, 

Sfole  at  tie  opening  of  the  Theatre  at  Torkt  after  it 
iv as  elegantly  enlarged. 

ONCE  on  a  time  his  earthly  rounds  patrolling, 
(Your  heathen  gods  were  always  fond  of  drolling) 
Jove  rambled  near  the  cot  of  kind  Philemon, 
When  night,  attended  by  a  tempeft,  came  on  ; 
And  as  the  rain  fell  pattering,  belter  Ikeltcr, 
The  deity  implor'd  the  hind  for  {helter. 

Philemon  plac'd  his  godlhip  clofe  befide  him, 
While  goody  Baucis  made  the  fire  that  dry'd  him; 
With  more  benevolence  than  one  that's  richer, 
He  fpread  the  board,  he  fill'd  the  friendly  pitcher  ; 
And,  fond  to  give  his  gueil  a  meal  of  pleafure, 
Sung  a  rough  long,  in  his  rude  country  meafure. 

Jove  was  fo  pieas'd  with  thefe  good-natur'd 

fallirs, 
Philemon's  cot  he  conjur'd  to  a  palace. 

Yule,  like  ^reat  Jupiter,  came  here  to  try  us, 
(Ofr  from  the  boxes  we  perceiv'd  her  fpy  us) 

i.-..r  flu-  lik'd  us  and  our  .warm  endeavours, 
Whether  flic  found  that  we  deierv'd  her  favours, 
I  Km  v.  not  :   But  'tis  certain  {he  commanded 
Out  humble  theatre  Ihould  be  expanded. 


?ro-f 


The  orders  (he  pronounc'd  were  fcarcely  ended, 
Jut,  like  Philemon's  houfe,  the  ftage  extended  : 
And  thus  the  friendly  goddefs  bids  me  greet  ye  ; 
Tis  in  that  circle  [  pointing  to  the  boxes]  ihe  defigns 

to  meet  ye  : 

Pedants  would  fix  her  refidencc  with  heathens, 
3ut  Ihe  prefers  old  York  to  Rome  or  Athens. 

A  PROLOGUE, 

Spoke  at  the opening  an  elegant  Little  theatre  at  IVL'itly. 

?ROM    Shakfpeare — Johnfon — Congreve — Rowc 

—  -and  others—- 
The  laurel'd  lift,  the  true  Parnafllan  brothers! 
Hither  we're  fent,  by  their  fupreme  direction, 
To  court  your  favour,  and  to  claim  protection. 
Our  hopes  are  fiatter'd  with  the  lair's  com 
pliance; 

Beauty  and  wit  were  always  in  alliance ! 
Their  mutual  fway  reforms  the  rude  creation, 
And  tafte's  determin'd  by  their  approbation. 
The  tragic  mule  prefents  a  ftately  mirror, 
Where  vice  furveys  her  ugly  form  with  terror  : 
And  as  the  fiend  departs — abafa'd — difcarded— 
Imperial  virtue's  with  the  palm  rewarded. 
The  comic  glafs,  from  modern  groupes  collected, 
Shows  fops  and  fools  of  every  clafs — diflected  : 
It  maiks  the  fair  coquette's  unfaithful  dealings, 
And  proves  that  haughty  prudes  may  have  their 

failings. 

For  faults  that  flow  from  habit  more  than  nature, 
We'll  blend,  with  honeft  mirth,  fome  wholcfomc 

fatire. 

Now  for  our  bark — the  veflel's  tight  and  able ! 
New  buiit ' — new  rigg'd  !— -  [Pointing  to  tbefcenet\ 

with  canvas— maft—  and  cable  ! 
Let  her  not  fink,— -or  be  unkindly  ftranded, 
Before  the  moral  freight  be  fairly  landed  ! 
For  though  with  heart  and  hand  we  heave  toge 
ther,  [ther  : 
'Tis  your  kind  plaudit  muft  command  the  wca- 
Nor  halcyon  feas,— nor  gentle  gales  attend  us, 
Till  this  fair  circle  with  their  imiles  befriend  us. 

A  PROLOGUE, 

On  opening  the  Tbeatte  at  fVhitby  the  enfuing  Seafcn. 

O'ER  the  wild  waves,  unwilling  more  to  roam, 
And  by  his  kind  affections  call'd  for  home ; 
When  the  bold  youth  that  ev'ry  climate  tries . 
Twixc  the  blue  bofoms — Twixt  the  feas  and 

Ikies— 

When  he  beholds  his  native  Albion  near, 
And  the  glad  gale  gives  wings  to  his  career, 
What  glowing  ecftafies,  by  fancy  dreft, 
What  filial  fentiments  expand  his  bread  ! 
In  the  full  happinefs  he  forms  on  fhore, 
Doubts — dangers— and  fatigues  are  felt  no  more. 

Such  are  the  joys  that  in  ourbofoms  burn  ! 
Such  the  glad  hopes  that  glow  at  our  return  ! 
With  fuch  warm  ardours  you  behold  us  meet, 
To  lay,  once  more,  our  labours  at  your  feet. 

(Not  without  hopes  your  patronage  wil 
We  bend  with  gratitude  for  iavcurs  paft. 
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That  our  light  bark  defy'd  the  rage  of  winter, 
Rode  ev'ry  gale-  -nor  ftartt.d  ev'n  a  fplinter; 
We  bow  to  beauty — ('twas  thofe  fmiles  fecur'd 

her) 

And  thank  our  patrons  who  fo  kindly  moor'd  her. 
Still- —ftill-— extend  your  gentle  cares  to  fave  her, 
That  flic  may  anchor  long  in  VVhitby's — favour. 

A  PROLOGUE, 

Spoke  in  the  clarafter  of  a  Sailor,  on  opening  the  New 
Theatre  at  North/lidds- 

[Without. 

HOLLO  !  my  matters,  where  d'ye  mean  to  (low  us? 
We're  come  to  fee  what  paftirne  ye  can  fhow  us; 
Sal,  (lep  aloft — you  (han't  be  long  without  me, 
I'll  walk  their  quarter  deck  and  look  about  me. 

[Eaters. 

Tom  andDidk  Topfail  are  above — I  hear  'em, 
Tell  'em  to  keep  a  birth,  and  Sal — (it  near  'em : 
Sal's  a  fmart  laf? — I'd  hold  a  but  of  ftingo 
In  three  weeks'  time  Ihe'd  learn  the   playhoufe 

lingo  :  [ing, 

She  loves  your  plays,  (lie  underftands  their  mean- 
She  calls  'em — moral  rules  made  entertaining  : 
Your  Shakfpcare  books,  (he  knows  'em  to  a  tittle  ; 
And  I,  myfelf  (at  fca)  have  read— -a  little. 

At  London,  Sirs,  when  Sal  and  I  were  courting, 
I  tow'd  her  ev'ry  night  a  playhoufe  fporting: 
Mafs !  I  could  like  'em  and  their  whole  'paratus, 
But  for  their  fidlersand  their  damn'd  fonatas ; 
Oive  me  the  merry  ions  of  guts  and  rofin, 
That  play God  fave  the  King,  and  Nancy 

Dawfon. 

[Lading  about. 
Well though  the  frigate's  not  (o  much  be 

doyzen'd, 

"Tis  fnug  enough ! — 'Tis  clever  for  the  fize  on't : 
And  they  can  treat  with  all  that's  worth  regard 
ing 
On  board  the  Drury-Lane  or  Common- Garden. 

[Sell  rings. 

Avaft  '. — A  fignal  for  the  launch,  I  fancy  : 
*  What  fay  y^u  Sam,  and  Dick,  and  Doll,  and 

Nancy, 
Since  they  have  trimm'd  the  pleafure-barge  fo 

tightly,  .[Iv  ! 

Shan't  you,  and  I.  and  Sal,  come  fee  them  night- 
The  jolly  crew  will  do  their  beft  endeavours, 
They'll  gruogc.  no  labour  todeferve  your  favours. 
A  luckier  tate  they  fwear  can  ne'er  behap  'em 
Than  to  behold  you  pleas'd,  and  hear  you — clap 

'em. 

AN  EPILOGUE, 

Spoke  at  Norwich,  in  tie  charaSler  of  Mrs.   Delorab 
Woodcock,  in  J^ove  in  a  Village. 

AFTER  the  danger^  rf  a  long  probation, 
When  Sybil  like,  Ac's  fkill'd  in  penetration  ;  - 
When  fiie  has  cnnqucrM.each  unruly  paffioa, 
And  rides  above  therock^  that  rthers  dafti  on; 
When  deeply  mellow  d  wirh  referve  and  rigour; 
"Wficn  decent  gravity  adorns  her  figure, 

*    ^9  tie  gallery. 


Why  an  old  maid,  I  wifh  the  wife  would"  tell  ir*V 
Should  be  the  (landing  jeft  of  flirts  and  fellow*  1 

In  maxims  fagt;  !  in  eloquence  how  clever  ! 
Without  a  fuhjtcl  (he  can  talk—for  ever  ! 
Rich  in  old  favvs  can  bring  a  fet.tence  pat  in, 
Ann  quote  upon  occafion,  lawyer'*  Latin. 

Set  up  that  toaft,  that  culprit,  nobus  corum, 
'  Pis  done— and  (lie's  demoh(h*d  in  turrarum. 

If  an  old  maid's  a  dragonefs  on  duty, 
To  guard  the  golden  fruit  <<f  rip'-nin^  beauty; 
'Tis  right,  f-jr  tear  the  giddy  fex  fhould  wander, 
To  keep  them  in  reftraint  by  decent  (lander. 
When  flips  are  made,  'tis  eafy  fure  to  find  'em  ; 
We  can  detect  before  the  fairdefign'd  them. 

As  for  rhe  men,  whofe  fatire  oft  hath  (lung  us, 
Many  there  are  that  may  be  rank'd  among  us. 
Law,  with  long  iaits  and  bufy  mifchiefs  laden, 
In  rancour  far  exceeds  thf  Ancient  maiden. 
'Tis  undeny'd,and  the  affertion's  common, 
That  modern  phyfic  is  a  mere  old  w>man. 
The  puny  fop  that  fimpers  o'c-r  his  tea  difli, 
And   cries-  indeed — Mifs  Deb'rah's — quite  old 

mai  !ifh  ! 

Of  doubtful  lex,  of  undetermin'd  nature, 
In  all  refpects  is  but  a  virgin  cretur. 

Jefting  apart,  and  moral  truths  adjufting  ; 
There's  nothing  in  the  (late  itfelf  difgufting; 
Old  maids,  as  well  as  matrons  bound  in  marriage, 
Arc  valu'd  fr  >m  propriety  of  carriage 
If  gentle  fenfe,  if  fweet  difcretion  guide  'em, 
If  matters  not  though  coxcombs  may  deride  'em  ; 
And  virtue's  virtue,  be  (he  maid  or  wedded, 
A  certain  truth  !  fay—- Deb'rah  Woodcock faid  it» 

A  PROLOGUE, 

TO  THE  MUSE  OF  OSSIAN. 

A  little  piece  adapted  to  the    Stage,  by  D.  E.  Baler, 
from  the  celebrated  Poem  of  OJJiany  the  Son  ofFingaU 

To  form  a  little  work  of  nervous  merit, 
To  give  the  fleepy  ftage  a  nobler  fpirit ; 
To  touch  a  facred  mule,  and  not  defile  her, 
This  was  the  plan  propos'd  by  our  compiler. 

Though  caution  told  him— the  preemption's 

glaring  ! 

Dauntlefs,  he  cry'd, <%  It  is  but  nobly  daring  ! 
Can  we  perufe  a  pathos  more  than  Attic, 
Nor  wifh  the  golden  meafure  (lamp'd  dramatic! 
Here  are  no  lines — in  meafur'd  pace  rhat  trip  it, 
No  modern  fcene- — fo  lifelefs !  fo  infipid  ! 
Wrought  by  amufe — (no  facred  fire  debarr'd  her) 
'  Fis  nervous  1  noble!   'tis  true  northern  ardour  1 

"  Methinks  I  hear  the  Grecian  bards  exclaim 
ing, 

(The  Grecian  bards  no  longer  worth  the  naming) 
In  fonjr,  the  northern  tribes  fo  far  furpafc  u>, 
One  of  their  Highland  hills  they'll  call  Parnaffus; 
And  from  the  facred  mount  decrees  fhould  follow, 
That  Uffian  washt-vfclf   -the  true  Apollo." 

Spite  of  tm\  fhfh— this  high  poetic  fury, 
He  trembles  for  the  vcrcudt  of  hi*  jury  , 
As  from  his  text  he  ne'er  prefumV  to  wander, 
But  gives  r.he  native  Ouian  to  y<-ur  -,i:\inur, 
To  an  in-.partial  judgment  We  lubmir  him, 
Condemn— cr  rather  (if  you  can)  acquit  hing 
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AN  EPILOGUE. 

TO  THE   MUSE  OF  OaSIAN. 

IN  fond  romance  let  fancy  reigr.  creative  ! 
Valour  among  the  northern  hills  is  native; 
The  northern"  hills,  'tis  prov'd  by  Ofiian's  {lory, 
Gave  early  birth  to  Caledonian  glory  ; 
Nor  could  the  ftormy  clime,  with  ail  it?  rigour 
Kept  1,  in  love  or  war,  the  hero's  vigour. 

When   honour  call'J,  the  youth  difdain'd   to 

ponder, 

And  as  he  fought,  the  fav'rite  maid  grew  fonder. 
The  brave,  by  beauty  were  rejected  never, 
por  girls  are  gracious  when  the  lads  are  clever. 

If  theb;>ld  you'h  \vas  in  the  field  vincidivc, 
The  hard,  at  home,  had  ev'ry  power  dcicnptive  : 
He  fwell'd  the  facred  fong,  enhnnc'd  the  ftory, 
And  raii'd  the  warrior  to  the  ikies  of  glory. 

That  northern  lads  ar^  ftill  unconquet'd  fellows, 
The  foes  of  Britain  to  their  coft  can  tell  us  ; 
The  fway  of  northern  beauty,  if  difputed, 
Look  round,  ye  infidels,  and  ftand  confuted  : 
And  for  your  bards,  the  lettcr'd  world  have  known 

'em. 
They're  inch—The  facred  Oman  can't  difown  'em. 

To  prove  a  partial  judgment  does  not  wrong 

you, 

And  that  your  ufual  candour  reigns  among  you, 
Look  with  indulgence  on  tins  crude  endcav(  tir, 
And  ftamp  it  with  the  fandion  ->f  your  favour. 

AN  EPILOGUE. 

Spoke  in  the  Character  cf  Lady  Tovvnlev,  in  the  Pro- 
volteJ  Hi/jland. 

AT  lady — let  me  recoiled — whole  night  is't  ? 
No  matter — at  a  circle  the  politefl; 
Taffre  fummons  all  the  fatir<>  {he  is  able, 
And  canvaiTt.s  my  condud  -o  the  table. 

"  A  wife  reclaim'd,  and  by  an  hufband's  ri 

gour  ! 

A  wife  with  all  her 
Lard!  fhe  niuft  make  a  lamentable  n^ure 

u  Where  was  her   pride  !    of  ev'ry   fpark  di 

vefted  1 

To  mend  becaufe  a  prudifh  hufband  prefs'd  it  ! 
"What !  to  prefer  his  d;ill  oomeftic  quiet, 
To  the  dear  fcenes  of  hurricane  and  riot ! 
Parties  difciaim'd.  the  happy  lout  rejeded  ! 
Becaufe  at  ten  file's  by  her  ipoufe  expcded  ! 
Oh  hideous  !   how  immenfrly  out  of  nature  ! 
Don't  you,  my  dears,  defpife  the  fervik  creature  ? 

"  Prudence,  alrhough  the  company  be  good, 
Is  often  heard,  and  fometimes  untierftood. 
Suppofe,  to  juftify  my  reformation, 
She'd  give  the  circle  this  concife  oration. 

"  Ye  giddy  groupe  of  fafhionable  wives, 
That  in  continued  riot  wade  your  lives; 
Did  ye  but  fee  the  demons  that  dcfcend, 
The  cares  convulfive  that  on  cards  attend; 
The  midnight  fpedlrcs  thar  iurround  your  chair?, 
(Rage  reddens  here — there  avarice  dtfpairs) 
You'd  rufh  for  fheher  where  contentment  lies, 
To  the  domeflic  blefiings  yo 


onuuct  ro  ine  table. 

a'd,  and  by  an  hufband's  ri-~\ 

appetites  in  vigour  !  •  C 

ke  a  lamentable  figure  !  •      3 


Or  if  you've  no  regard  to  moral  dnty, 
s    trite    but    true)—  Quadrille   will    murder 


TaOe  i-  uhr.fn'd,  (the  culprir)  I'm  acquitted, 
They  rrai'.e  the  cha-adcr  tht-y  lately  pity'd; 
1'hey  iiromife  to  reform—  reiinquiih  play, 
So  break  the  tables  up  at  —  break  of  day. 

AN  EPILOGUE. 

Sfot?  at  Edinburgh^  in  tie  Charaftsr  of  Lady  Fan 
ciful. 

FANCY,  we're  told,  of  parentage  Italic, 

And  lolly,  whofe  original  is  Gallic, 

Set  up  t,   fale  their  vait  mifhapen  daughter, 

Ami  Britain,  by  a  large  fuhfcription,  bough:  her. 

1  "he  fertile  foil  grew  fond  of  this  exotic. 
And  nurs'd  hrr,  till  her  pow'r  bt-came  defpotic  ; 
1'ill  ev'ry  wculd-bt,  beauty  in  the  natien 
Did  homage  at  the  fhrine  of  cffedation. 
But  common  fenle  will  certainly  dethrone  her, 
And  ;  like  the  fair  dies  of  this  place)  difown  her* 
It  me  attempts  the  dimpled  fmile  delightful  . 
the  uimpku  fmile  of  affc'ciaf  ion's  frightful  : 
Mark  but  her  bagatelles,—  her  whine~-her  wkta»- 

per— 

Hrr  loi'---herlifp—  her  faunter,  flare—  -her  fimper; 
-All  outres,  all--  no  :;ative  ch-rm  about  her, 
And  ridicule  would  loon  expire  without  her. 

Look  for  a  grace,  and  afte&ation  hides  it; 
If  beauty  aims  an  airow,  fhe  mifguides  it  : 
So  a\vkvvardly  fhe  mends  unmeaning  faces, 
To  iniipK'iiy  flie  gives  ----  grimaces. 

Without  her  dear  toquettifh.  arts  to  aid  'em, 
hinc  ladies  would  be  juti  as  nature  made  'em, 
Sucli  fc'i)ii1)ie---liii.ccre—  -di'meftic  creatures, 
1'hc  ji'lV  of  modern  belies,  andy.'t//'/  maitres. 

Sale  with  goo  \  f^.ie,  this  circle's  not  in  danger 
But  as  the  forcigi.  phamom's—  here  a  ftranger, 
(  gave  htrp:  r^rait,  that  tht  fair  may  know  her, 
And  if  tin.  y  n-.ecr,  be  ready  to  forego  her; 
For  truli  me,  iariies,  fhe'd  deform  your  faces, 
Aud  with  a  tingle  glance  ckilroy  the  graces. 


AN  EULOGIUM  ON  CHARITY. 

at  Alhivhk,  in  Northumberland,  at  a  CbaritaLfe 
Benefit  Play,   1765. 


To  loid  the  rancour  of  ill  -fortune  ceafe, 
To  tell  anxiety  —  I  give  thee  peace, 
To  qi.ell  adverfity---or  turn  her  darts, 
To  Itamp  fraternity  on  gen'rcus  hearts  : 
For  thele  high  motives—  theft:  illuftrious  ends, 
Celeftial  charity  to-night  defcends. 

Soft  are  the  graces  that  adorn  the  maid, 
Softer  than  dew-drops  to  the  fun-burnt  glade! 
She's  gracious  as  an  unpolluted  ftream, 
And  tender  as  a  fond  young  lover's  dream  I 
Pity  ar.d  peace  precede  her  as  fhe  flies, 
And  mercy  beams  benignant  in  her  eyes  r 
From  her  high  refidence,  from  realms,  above, 
She  comes,  f\vccc  harbinger  of  heavenly  love-1 
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*  Her  fitter's  charms  are  more  than  doublj 

bright, 

From  the  kind  caufe  that  call'd  her  here  to-night 
An  artlefs  grace  the  confcious  heart  beftows  "1 
And  on  the  generous  cheek  a  tincture  glows,  I 
More  lovely  thaa  the  bloom  that  paints  theT 

vernal  rofe.  3 

The  lofty  pyramid  (hall  ceafe  to  live  ! 
Fleering  rhe  praife  fuch  monuments  can  give! 
But  charity,  by  tyrant  time  rever'd, 
Sweet  chari'y,  amidft  his  ruins  fpar'd, 
Secures  her  votaries  unblafted  fame, 
And  in  celeftial  annals  laves  their  name. 

AN  EPILOGUE, 

Dtfigtted  to  lefpoke  at  t-*lirwick,  on  rejigning  the  Play- 
boufe  to  a  party  detached  from  the  Edinburgh 
flbeatre. 

To  Alnwick's  lofty  feat,  a  fylvan  fcene ! 
To  rifmg  hills  from  diflance  doubly  green, 
Go — fays  the  god  '>f  wit,  my  ftandard  bear,        ~\ 
Thefe  are  the  manfions  of  the  great  f-  and  fair,/ 
Tis  my  Olympus  now,  go  fpread  my  banners  f 
there.  J 

Led  by  fond  hope,  the  pointed  path  we  trace, 
And  thank'd  our  patron  for  the  flowery  place ; 
Here — we  behold  a  gentle  waving  wood  ! 
There — we  can  gaze  upon  a  wand'ring  flood ! 
The  lanfcape  fmiles  ! — the  fields  gay  fragrance"} 
wear !  / 

Soft  fcenes  are  all  around — refrefhful  air  !  T 

Slender  repaft  indeed,  and  but  cameleon  fare  !    j 

A  troop,  at  certain  times  compell'd  to  fliift, 
And  from  their  northern  mountains  turn'd  adrift ; 
By  tyrant  managers  a  while  a-rfign'd, 
To  fatten  on  what  forage  they  can  find; 
With  lawlefs  force  our  liberty  invades, 
And  fain  would  thruft  us  from  thcfe  tav'rite  (hades; 
But  we  (fince  prejudice  ereds  her  fcalc, 
And  puffs  and  petty  artifice  prevail) 
To  ftronger  holds  with  cool  difcre'ion  run, 
And  leave  the  conquerors  to  be—undone.* 

With  gratitude,  ftill  we'll  acknowledge  the  fa 
vours 

So  kindly  indulg'd  to  our  fimple  endeavours; 
To   the   great   and  the  fair  we  reft  thankfully 
debtors,  [betters. 

And  wiih  we  could  fay,  we  gave  place  to  our 

A  PROLOGUE, 

TO   LOVE   AND   FAME. 
Spoke  at  Scarborough. 

Entering. 

WHERE  Is  this  author  ?— Bid  the  wretch  appear, 
Let  him  come  in,  and  wait  for  judgment — here. 
This  awful  jury,  all  impatient,  wait ; 
Let  him  come  in,  I  fay,  and  meet  his  fate  ! 

*  The  Count  efs  of  Northumberland^  who  honoured 
the  charity  tuitb  her  prefence. 

f  The  Earl  and  'Counttfs  of  Northumberland^  Lird 
and  Lady  War^wortb^  &c. 


Strange,  very  ftrange,  if  fuch  a  piece  fucceeda  ? 
(Punifh  the  culprit  for  his  vile  mifdeeds) 
Know  ye  to-night,  that  his  prefumptuous  works, 
Have    turn'd    good    Chriftians    into — Heathea 

Turks  ? 

And  if  the  genius  an't  corrected  foon, 
In  his  next  trip,  he'll  mount  us  to  the  moon. 

Methinks  I  hear  him  fay — "  For  mercy's  fake 
Hold  your  rafh  tongue — my  love  and  fame's  at 

ftake; 

When  you  behold  me — diffident — diftreft ! 
'  Fis  cruelty  to  make  my  woes  a  jeft : 
Well— if  you  will- -but  why  fhould  I  diftruft? 
My  judges  are  as  merciful  as  juft  ; 
I  know  them  well,  have  oft  their  friendfliip  try'd, 
And  their  protection  is  my  boafl — my  pride." 

Hoping  to  pleafe,  he  form'd  this  buftling  plan ; 
Hoping  to  pleafe  '   'tis  all  the  moderns  can  : 
Faith  !  let  him  'fcape,  let  love  and  fame  furvive, 
With  your  kind  fandion  keep  his  fcenes  alive  ; 
Try  to  approve  (applaud  we  will  exempt) 
Nor  cruih  the  bardling  in  this  hard  attempt. 
Could  he  write  up  to  an  illuftrious  theme, 
There's  mark'd  upon  the  regifter  of  fame 
A  fubje& — but  beyond  the  warmeft  lays  ! 
Wonder  muft  paint,  when  'tis  a  G — nby's  praife. 

A  PROLOGUE  TO  RULE  A  WIFE. 

SPfcKEN  AT   EDINBURGH. 

'Tis  an  odd  portrait  that  the  poet  drew  I 
A  ftrange  irregular  he  fets  in  view  ! 
'Mongft  us — thank  heaven— the  character's  un 
known, 

(Bards  have  creative  faculties  we  own) 
And  this  appears  a  picture  from  his  brain, 
'Till  we  reflect  the  lady  liv'd  in  Spain. 

Should  we  the  portrait  with  the  fex  compare, 
'Twoiild  add  new  honours  to  the-modern  fair; 
Their  merit,  by  the  foil,  confpicuous  made, 
And  they~feem'd  brighter  from  contrafting  fhade. 

RuHe  were  the  rules  our  fathers  form'd  of  old, 
Nor  fhould  fuch  antiquated  maxims  hold; 
Shall  fubjecl  man  affert  fuperior  fway, 
And  dare  to  bid  the  angel  fex  obey  ! 
Or  if  permitted  to  partake  the  throne, 
Oeipotic,  call  the  reins  of  power  his  own  ! 
Forbid  it,  all  that's  gracious-- -that's  polite  ! 
'The  fair  to  liberty  hav£  equal  right) 
STor  urge  the  tenet,  though  from  Fletcher'sfchoot, 
That  every  hufband  has  a  right  to  rule. 

A  matrimonial  medium  may  be  hit, 
Where  neither  governs,  but  where  both  fubmit. 

The  nuptial  torch  with  decent  brightnefs  burns, 
Where  male  and  female  condefcend  by  turns; 
Change  then  the  phrafe,  the  horrid  text  amend, 
And  let  the  word  obey, —  be  condefcend. 

A  PROLOGUE, 

reviving  the  Merchant  of  Penice,  at  the  time  the 
Bill  bad  pajjfed  for  naturalizing  the  Jeivi. 

'TvvixT  the  fons  of  the  ftage,  without  penfions  or 

places, 
And  the  vagabond  Jews,  ar&fomc  firnUar  cafes$ 
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•Since  time  out  of  mind,  or  they're  wrong'd  much  ; 

by  llander, 

Both  lawlefr,  alike,  have  been  fentenc'd  to  wander;  j 
Then  faith  'tis  full  time  we  appeal  to  the  nation,  j 
To  be  join'd  in  this  bill  for  na-tu-ra-li-za-ti-on  ;  j 
Lard,  that  word's  fo  uncouth  !— -  'tis  fo  irklome  to  I 

fpeak  it !  [take  it.  j 

But  'tis  Hebrew,  I  believe,  and  that's  tafte,  as  I 
Well— now  to  the  point— I'm  fenc  here  with 

commifilon, 

To  prefent  this  fair  circle  our  humble  petitiori  : 
But  confciou?  what  hopes  we  fiiould  have  of  iuc- 

ceedirig, 

Without  (as  they  phrafe  it)  fufficiently  bleeding; 
And  convinc'd  we've  no  funds,  nor  "old  gold  we 

can  rake  up, 

Like  our  good  fathers— -Abraham,  Ifaac,  and  Jacob; 
We  muft  frankly  confels  we  have  nought  to  pre 
fent  ye,  [ye. 
But  Shakfpeare's  old  fterling— pray  let  it  cement 
This  Shylock,  the  Jew,  whom  we  mean  to  re- 

ftore  ye, 

Was  naturaliz'd  oft  by  your  fathers  before  ye ; 
Then  take  him  to-night  to  your  kindeft  compaf- 

fion, 
For  to  countenance  Jews  is  the  pink  of  the  fafhion. 

A  PROLOGUE, 

for  fame   Country  Lads,  performing  tLe   Devil  of  & 
Wifet  in  the  Cbrtflmas  Holidays, 

IN  days  of  yore,  when  round  the  jovial  board, 
With  harmle.Cs  mirth,  ^nd  focial  plenty  ftor'd, 
Our  parent  Britons  quaff'd  their  nut-brown  ale, 
And  carols  fung,  or  told  their  Chriftmas  tale; 
In  ftruts  St.  George,  old  England's  champion'} 

knight,  ( 

With  hafty  fteps,  impatient  to  recite  ^ 

"  How  he  had  kill'd  the  dragon,  once  in  fight."  j 
From    ev'ry   fide — from    Troy — from    ancient 

Greece, 

Princes  pour  in  to  fwell  the  motley  piece  ; 
And  while  their  deeds  of  prowefs  they  rehearfe, 
.The  flowing  bowl  rewards  their  hobbling  verfe. 

Intent  to  raife  this  evening's  cordial  mirth, 
Like  theirs,  our  fimple  ftage  play  comes  to  birth. 
Our  want  of  art  we  candidly  cynfefs, 
But  <.nye  you  nature  in  her  nomeipun  drefs ; 
3Slo  heroes  here — no  martial  men  of  might! 
£L  cobler  is  the  champion  of  rp-night ; 
His  (trap,  more  fain'd  than  George's  lance  of  old, 
For  it  can  tame  that  dragonefs,  a  fcold  : 
Indulgent,  then,  fupport  the  collet's  caufc, 
And  though  he  may'nt  deferve  it,  fmile  applaufe. 

A    PROLOGUE, 

ON  OPENING  THE  NEW  THEATRE  IN  NEWCASTLE, 
I/6D. 

IF  to  cnrre<5l  the  follies  of  mankind,    . 
To  mend  the  morals — to  enlarge  the  mind, 
To  ftrip  the  felf-deceiving  pailions  bare, 
With  honeft  mirth  to  kill  an  evening's  care  ; 
If  thefe  kind  motives  can  command  applaufe, 
For  thefe  the  motley  ft  age  her  cuctain  draws.  ' 
Voi..  X, 


Does  not  the  poet,  that  exiftsby  praife, 
Like  to  be  told  that  he  hasreach'd  the  bays? 
I*  not  the  wretch  (ftill  trembling  for  his  (lore) 
Pleas'd  when  he  grafpsa  glitt'ringthoufand  more? 
Cheers  not  the  mariner  propitious  feas  ? 
Likes  not  the  lawver  to  be  handling  fees? 
Lives  not  the  lover  but  in  hopes  of  biifs  ? 
To  ev'ry  queftion  we'll  reply  with— yes. 

Suppofe  them  gratified— their  full  delight 
Fulls  fliort  of  ours  on  this  aufpicious  night; 
When  rich  in  happine^— in  hopes  elate, 
I'afte  has  received  us  to  our  fav'rite  feat. 

O  that  the  foul  of  action  were  but  ours, 
And  the  yaft  energy  of  vocal  powers  ! 
That  we  might  make  a  grateful  off'ring,  fit 
For  thefe  kind  judges  that  in  candour  fit 

Be  fore  fuch  judges,  we  confc-fs,  with  dread, 
Thefe  new  dominions  we  prefume  to  tread; 
Yet  if  you  fmile,  we'll  boldly  do  our  beft, 
And  leave  your  favours  to  fupply  the  reft. 

AN  INTRODUCTION, 

Spoke  at  the  Theatre  in  Sunderland,  to  a  Play  perform 
ed  there  for  the  Benefit  of  the  H^idoivs  and  Orphans 
of  that  place. 

ON  widows — orphans — left,  alas!   forlorn, 
(From  the  rack'd  heart  its  every  comfort  torn) 
Humanity,. to-night,  confers  relief, 
And  foftens^  though  fhe  can't  remove  their  grief  I 
Blafted  her  hopeiCher  expectations  kill'd, 
The  fons  of  fyrapathy  (with  forrow  chill'd) 
Behold  the  wretched  matron — madly  weep, 
And  hear  her  cry — "  My  joys  are  in  the  deep  !" 
To  the  tremendous  Power  that  rules  mankind,^ 
Lord  of  the  feas — the  calm  and  boift'rous  wind,  > 
We  bow,  obedient,  and  with  awe  refign'd.         Jf 
His  ways,  infcrutable,  we  can't  explore, 
No — we  may  wonder,  but  we  muft  adore. 
Happy,  for  ever,  he  the  generous  breaft, 
That  feels  compaflion  for  the  poor  diftreft ;, 
Happ£  the  hand  that  ftops  the  fufferer's  tear! 
Such  hands  there  are,  and  fuch  we  find,  are  here, 

AN  ELEGIAC  ODE 

ON  THE  DEATH  OF   GIS  LATE  MAJESTY. 

"  Pallida  mos  aequo  pulfat  pede  pauperum  ts- 

"  btrnas, 
"  Regumque  turre's."  HOR. 

ENGLAND  !  thy  genius  vefted  like  dcfpair, 
With  loud  diftrefs  alarms  the  chalky  fhore  : 

Britons  '.   he  cries,  and  rends  his  hoary  hair, 
Britons !  your  much-iov'd  monarch  is  no  more  1 

The  fea-godsfrom  their  pearl-embroider'd  beds, 
Who   to   great   George  the    green    dominion 

gave, 

No  longer  lift  their  coral-crowned  heads, 
-But  diva  diftrefs'd  beneath  the  trembling  wave, 
Hark,  how  the  winds,  erft  bounteous  to  his  will, 

That  bore  his  thund'ring  fleets  to  Gallia's  fhore, 
Paufe,— for  a  while,  pathetically  ftill,  « 

Then  let  their  forrows  burft  in  pealy  roar, 
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The  nymphs  that  In  the  facred  groves  prefide, 
Where  Britain's  conqu'ring  oaks  eternal  fpring, 

In  their  embrown'd  retreats  their  forrows  hide, 
And  filent  mourn  the  venerable  king. 

Tenants  of  liberty,  on  Britain's  plain, 

With  flocks  enrich'd,  a  vaft  nnnumber'd  ftore  ! 

*7'is  gone,  the  mighty  George's  golden  reign  ; 
Your  Pan,  your  great  protect  or  is  no  more  ! 

The  Britifh  fwains,  e'er  whiles  a  blithefome  throng, 
No  more  in  laughter's  band,  to  revel  feen ! 

No  more  the  (htpherd  tunes  hi*  cheerful  fong, 
Or  dances  fportful  on  the  dev»-dreis'd  green. 

Beauty,  no  more  the  toy  of  fafhion  wears, 
(So  late  by  love's  defignful  labour  drell)  ; 

But  from  her  brow  the  lufter'd  diamond  tears, 
And  with  the  iabie  cyprefs  veils  her  breaft. 

Religion,  lodg  d  high  on  her  pious  pile, 
Laments  the  fading  ftate  of  crowns  below; 

"While  melancholy  fills  the  vaulted  ifle, 

With  the  flow  mufic  of  heart- wounding  woe. 

See  the  dcteftful  owl,  ill-omen'd,  rife  ! 

Dragg'd,  by  defyair,  from  her  fequefter'd  cell; 
And,  by  the  difcord  of  fhrill  fhrieking  cries, 

Doubling  the  horrors  of  the  deep-ton'd  bell. 

The  choral  mufes  droop!  their  harps  unftrung, 
The  lutes  and  laurel  wreaths  negle#ed  fall! 

Commerce — beftiil'd  her  many  nation'd  tongue, 
Whilom  fo  bufy  in  her  battling  hall  *  ! 

Behold  the  virtues  rang-'d,  a  forrowing  band  1 
They  mourn  their  king  with  grief  deje&ed  eyes, 

See  art  and  fitter  fcience,  weeping:  ftand  ! 
For  ah  !  their  patron,  their  defender  dies; 

On  conqueft's  cheek,  fee  how  the  rofes  fail ! 

Grief  makes,  alas !  the  faireft  bloflbms  bow  ! 
And  honour's  fire  ethereal  burns  but  pale, 

The  erft  beam'd  glorious  on  our  George's  brow. 

The  dreary  paths  of  unrelenting  fate,  [try ! 

Mufl  monarchs,  mix'd  with  common  mortals, 
Is  there  no  refuge  for  the  good  and  great  ? 

And  muft  the  gracious  and  the  godlike  die  ? 

3VIufl  gilded  courts  be  chang'd  for  horror's  cave  ! 

And  fcepter'd  kings,  who  keep  the  world  in  awe, 
Conquer'd  by  time,  and  the  unpitying  grave, 

Scarce  fav'd  their  laurels  from  its  rig'rous  law ! 

Search  where  fell  carnage  rag'd  with  rigour  fteel'd, 
Where  daughter,  like  the  rapid  lightning,  ran ; 

And  fay,  when  you've  bewept  the  blood  fhin'd 

fkld,  [man  ? 

Which  is  the  monarch  !   which  the  common 

The  Macedonian  monarch  f,  wife  and  good, 
Bade  (when  the  morning's  rofy  reign  began) 

Courtiers  fhould  call,  as  round  his  couch  they  ftood, 
"  Philip,  remember  thour't  no  more  than  man. 


*    'The  ball  of  Commerce^  the  Royal  Exchange* 
•\   Philip,  Ling  of  Macedon,  the  father  of  Alexander 
the  Great,  appointed  tie  pages  of  his  chamber,  to  remind 
kirn  every  morning^  that  notivilbjlanding  bis  glory  and 
$<rwert  be  was  no  mars  than  a  Kiers  mortal  man* 


"  Though  glory  fpread  thy  name  from  pole  to  pole1 
"   rhough\thou  art  merciful,  and  brave,  and  juft: 

'*  Philip,  refle.fl  trmur't  pitting  to  the  goal, 
"  Where  mortals  mix  in  undiftinguiih'd  duft." 

What  then  avails  amibirion's  wide-llretch'd  wing! 

The  fchoc  Iman's  page,    or   pride  of  beauty'i 

bloom  ! 
The  crape-clad  hermit,  and  the  rich-rob'd  king, 

Mingle  promifcuous  in  the  levelling  tomb. 
So  Sal  ad  in  *,for  arts  and  arms  renown'd, 

The  Syrians  and  Egyptians  both  fubdu'd  ; 
Returning,  with  imperial  triumphs  crown'd, 

Sigh'd,  when  the  periftiable  pomp  he  view'd. 
And  as  he  rode,  high  on  his  regal  car, 

In  all  the  purple  p-  ide  of  conqueft.  dreft, 
Confpicuous  o'er  the  trophies  gam'd  in  war, 

Plac'd  on  a  pendant  fpear  his  burial  veft. 

While  thus  the  herald  cry'd,  "  This  fon  of  pow'r 

"  This  Saladin,  fo  whom  the  nations  bow'd, 
"  May,  in  the  fpice  of  a  revolving  hour, 

"  Boaft  of  no  other  fpoil  but  yonder  fliroud." 
Can  the  deep  flatefmen,  Ikill'd  in  great  defign, 

Save,  for  the  fmalleft  fpace,  precarious  breath \ 
Or  the  tun'd  follower  of  the  facred  nine, 

Sooth,  with  his  melody,  the  tyrant  death  ? 
No !  though  the  palace  bar  her  golden  gate, 

Or  monarchs  plant  ten  thoufand  guards  around 
Unerring,  and  unfeen,  the  (haft  of  fate, 

Strikes  the  devoted  victim  to  the  ground. 
If  in  the  tent  retir'd,  or  battle's  rage, 

Britannia's  fighs  (hall  reach  great   Fred'nc'sj 

ear; 
He'll  drop  the  fword,  or  fhut  the  fophic  page, 

And  penfive  pay  the  tributary  tear. 

Then  fhall  the  monarch  weigh  the  moral  thought 
(As  he  laments  the  parent,  friend,  ally), 

The  folemn  truth,  by  fage  reflection  taught, 
That  fpite  of  glory,  Fred'ric's  (elf  muft  die. 

Crowns,  like  the  glow-worm'sfcarce  diftinguifh'< 
light, 

For  a  fhort  moment  glance  their  twinkling  fires 
But  there's  a  deathlefs  wreath,  divinely  bright, 

Whofe  more  than  diamond  luflre,  ne'er  expires 
Such  is  the  ftarry  meed  that  virtue  ty'd 

With  her  own  hands  on  George's  gracious  brow 
Eternal  fhall  its  golden  beams  abide, 

Though  the  bright  fun  (hould  from  its  orbi 
bow. 

Nor  is  the  facred  gift  to  kings  confin'd, 

The  wretch,  to  fortune,  friends,  and  fame  ur 
known, 

Shall,  if  fweet  piety  adorn  his  mind, 

Mount  to  the  higheft  ftep  of  glory's  throne. 

*  Saladin,  a  famous  eajiern  Emperor,  in  bis  triuw 
phant  return  from  the  woft  remarkable  cotiyuc/ts,  bad  i 
foroud  carried  before  bim,  while  proclamation  ivas  mad.  \ 
that  tie  vitfor,  after  all 'his glory ;  could  lay  real  claim  i  < 
nothing  but  that  "wretched  linen  to  tt£a£  his  bady  in  Jf  • 
the  tomb. 

f  FredsriC)  King  of  Prujjla* 
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The  parent's  face  Apelles  *  prudent  hides, 

While  death  devours  the  darling  of  his  age  : 
"  Nature  the  pencil'd  llroke  of  art  derides, 
When  grief  diftracls  with  agonizing  rage. 

Then  let  the  mufe  her  fableft  curtain  fpread, 
By  furrow  taught  her  nervelels  pow'r  to  know : 

When  nations  cry,  their  king,  their  parent's  dead, 
The  reft  is  dumb,  unutterable  woe. 

Mercy,  copartner  of  great  George's  throne, 
Through  the  embriphted  air  nfoendant  flies, 

Duteous,  the  peace  bellowing  maid  is  flowo 
To  fhiooth  his  halcyon  progrcfs  to  the  ikies. 

But  fee  a  facred  radiance  beams  around  ! 

That  with  returning  hope  a  people  cheers ! 
Behold  yon  youth,  with  grace  imperial  crown'd, 

How  awful !   yet  how  lovely  in  his  tears  1 

Mark  how  his  bofom  heaves  the  filial  figh  ! 

He   drof  ps  diftrefs'd   like  a    fair   froft-chill'd 

flower, 
Till  glory  from  her  radiant  fphere  on  high, 

Hails  him  to  hold  the  reins  of  regal  power. 

The  fainted  fire  to  realms  of  blifs  remov'd, 

Like  the  fam'd  phoenix  from  his  pyre  ihall  fpring, 

Another  George  as  gracious,  as  belov'd, 
As  good,  and  glorious,  as  the  parent  king. 

HORACE, 

ODE  X.    BOOK  IV.    IMITATED. 

CHLOE,  my  moft  tender  care, 
Always  coy,  and  always  fair, 
Should  unwifh'd-for  languor  fpread 
fcQ'er  that  beauteous  white  and  red  ; 
Should  thefe  locks  that  fweetly  play 
Down  thefe  (boulders,  fall  away, 
And  that  lovely  bloom  that  glows, 
Fairer  than  the  faireft  role  ; 
Should  it  fade,  and  leave  thy  face 
SpciTd  of  every  killing  grace  ; 
Should  your  glafs  the  charge  betray, 
Thus,  my  fair,  you'd  weeping  fay, 
*  Cruel  gods  !  does  beauty  fade  ? 
'  Now  warm  defire-  my  bread  invade ; 
'  And  why>  while  blooming  youth  did  glow, 
'  Was  this  heart  as  cold  as  fnow  ?' 

SENT  TO  MISS  BELL  H , 

WITH  A   PAIR  OF   BUCKLES. 

HAPPY  trifles,  can  ye  bear 
Sighs  of  fondnefs  to  the  fair ; 
If  your  pointed  tongues  can  tell, 
How  I  love  my  charming  Bell : 
Fondly  take  a  lover's  part, 
Plead  the  anguiih  of  my  heart. 

Go— ye  trifles— gladly  fly, 
(Gracious  in  my  fair  one's  eye) 


*  Afellet  Jinding  it  inp^Jjible   to   exprefs   ivitb  bis 
pencil,  tic  dijlrefi  of  Agamemnon,  while  h'u   daugbte 

ivas  offer ul  as  a  jacrifice..  fainted  him  with  a 
read  over  k:s  face. 


Fly— your  cnvy'd  bllfs  to  meet  5 
Fly,  and  kifs  the  charmer's  feet. 

Happy  there,  with  waggifli  plays 
Though  you  revel  day  by  day, 
Like  the  donor,  ev'ry  night, 
(Robb'd  of  his  fupreme  delight) 
To  fubdue  your  wanton  pride, 
Ufelefs,  you'll  be  thrown  afide. 

TO  CHLOE, 

ON  A  CHARGE  OP  INCONSTANCY 

flow  can  Chloe  think  it  ftrange, 
Ti;ne  fhould  make  a  lover  change  ? 

Time  brings  all  things  to  an  end, 
Courage  can't  the  blow  defend. 
See,  the  proud  afpiring  oak 
Falls  beneath  the  fatal  flrcke  : 
If  on  beauty's  cheek  he  preys, 
Streight  the  rofy  bloom  decays  : 
Joy  puts  out  his  lambent  fires, 
And  at  time's  approach—expires. 

How  can  Chine  think  it  ftrange. 
Time  fhould  make  a  lover  change  r 

INCANTATION. 

Performed  at  tie    Theatre  in.  S>;nderlandt  in  a 
Pantomime, 

RCITAT1VE. 

Hecate. 

FROM  the  dark,  tremendous  cell, 
Where  the  fiends  of  magic  dwell, 
Now  the  fun  hath  left  the  ikies, 
Daughters  of  inchantment,  rife. 
AIR. 

[The  Witches  afpttf. 
Welcome  from  the  (hades  beneath  ! 
Welcome  to  the  blafted  heath  ! 
Where  the  fpectre  and  the  fprite 
Glide  along  the  glooms  of  night. 
Beldams  ?---with  attention  keen, 
Wait  the  wifti  of  Harlequin  : 
Many  a  wonder  muft  b«  done 
For  my  firft,  my  fav'rite  fon 

CHORUS  OF  WITCHES. 

Many  a  wonder  Ihall  be  done, 
Hecate,  for  your  fav'rite  fon. 

FORTUNE  TO  HARLEQUIN, 
IN  A  PANTOMIM*. 

FROM  my  favour,  fenfe  rejected, 
Foo.s  by  fortune  are  protected  : 
Fortune,  Harlequin,  hath  found  you, 
Happ'nefs  will  hence  furround  you, 

Should  a  thoufand  ills  enclofe  you, 
Q^ick  contrivance  this  '  bedews  you  1 
Valour  makes  the  fair  adore  you  ; 
This  f  (hall  drive  your  foes  before  yOi£ 

V.  /        » 
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Gold's  the  mighty  fnurce  of  pleafure  '. 
Take  this  purfe  of  magic  treafurc  ; 
Go — for  while  my  gifts  befriend  you, 
Joy  and  jollity  attend  you. 

ACROSTIC. 

P-RAY  tell  me,  fays  Venus,  ore  day  to  tnegrace?,*} 
(O-n  a  vifit  they  came,  and  had  juit  ta'en  their/ 
places)  [faces  :  C 

JL-et  me  know  why  of  late  I  can  ne'er  fee  your  J 
JL-adies,  nothing,  1  hope,  happen'd  here  to  af 
fright  ye  :  [ye. 
Y-ou've  had  compliment  cards  ev'ry  day  to  invite 
S-ays  Cupid,  who  guefs'd  their  rebellious-  pro 
ceeding,                                      [breeding  : 
U-nderhand,  dear  mamma,  there's  fume  miichiet  a- 
T-here's  a  fair  one  at  Lincoln,  fo  finifh'd  a  beauty, 
T-hat  your  loves  and  your  graces  all  iwerve  from 
their  duty  .                                                [on. 
O-n  my  life,  fays  dame  Venus,  I'll  not  thus  be  put 
N-ow  1  think  on't,  iaft  night,  ibme  one  culi'd.  me 
Mifb  Sutton. 

4 

ON  THE  DEATH  OF  MRS.  SLEIGH, 

OF   STOCKTON. 


lov'd,    much  honour'd,   mucK 

Sleigh ! 

The  kindred  virtues  had  expir'd  wirh  thee, 
Were  it  ordain'd  the  daughters  of  the  Iky, 
Like  the  frail  offspring  of  the  earth,  could  die; 
Trembling  they  (land  "at  thy  too  early  doom, 
And  mingling  tears  to  confccrate  thy  tomb1. 

ACROSTIC. 

W-HERE  no  ripen'd  fummer  ^Jcws, 
1-n  the  Isp  of  northern  frows>; 
D-efcrts  gloomy,  cold   and  drear, 
(O-nly  let  the  nymph  be  there) 
W-teaths  of  budding  fweets  would 

M-ay  would  every  fragrance  bring, 
A-ll  the  vernal  b,>oom  of  lp 
D-ryads,  deck'd  with  myrK's  •  -rc>cn, 
D  ancing,  would  attend  their  qnc^n  : 
E-very  flower  that  nature  iprtvds 
R-ifing  where  the  chaimer  treads! 

ON  THE  DEATH  OF  LORD  GUANBY. 


FOR  privar&4ofs  the  lenient  tt'ar  n-,ay'fl:»w. 

And  give  a  (hort  (perhapO,  a  quick  relief; 
While  the  full  heart,  o  tvcharg'd  with  public  woe, 

Muft  labour  through  a  long,  prt-rrac'led  .-, 

This  fudden    ftrcke  ('twas  like  the   lightning's 


The  funs  of  Albion  can't  enough  deplore  ; 
Think,  Britons  think  on  all  h<.>>  triumphs  paft, 
And   weep  —  —  your    warrior   ia  --  alas  !    no 
more. 

Blight,  we  are  told,  refpecls  the  cori'q-i'ror's  tree, 
And  through  the  laurel  grovu   with  caution 


Vague— and  hnw  vain  muft  that  aflertion  bV, 
Cover'd  with  laurels  when  a  Granby  tliei  ! 

ON  THE  DEATH  OF  MR. , 

OF   StfNDERLAND. 

Go,  breath  of  forrow,-— po  attending  ficrh5;, 
Acquaint  the  native*  of  the  northern  fh»re, 

The  man  they  lov'd,  the  man  they  honour'd,  die?,. 
And  charity's  firft  fleward  —is  no  more. 

Where  fhall  the  poor  a  friendly  patron  find  ? 

Who  fh-ill  relieve  them  from  their  loads  of  pain? 
Say,  has  he  left  a  feeling  heart  behind, 

So  gracious— -good---fo  tenderly  humane  ? 

Yes— there  furvives  his  darling  off^prin^— young, 
Yet  in  the  paths  of  virtue,  fteady-~fure  ! 

'Twas  the  luft  leflbn  from  his  parenr's  tongue, 
'  Think  (O  remember),  think  upon  my  poor.' 

A  PETITION 

To  tJje    Worjb'pful   Free-mafons.    d?li<vered  from   the, 
Stu^e,  by  a  Lady,  at  a  Comedy  countenanced  /^ 
Fraternity. 

BROT-HERS  !— 'tis  bold  to  interrupt  your  meeting. 
But  from  the  female  world  1  wait  you — greeting. 

[  Gurtfies* 

The  ladies  can  advance  a  thoufand  reafonx, 
That  make  them  hope  to  be  received  as  n-aions  : 
To  keep  a  fecret,— -not  one  hint  exprcffing,  [fing  ! 

To  rein  the  tongue, O  hufbands,  there N  a  blef- 

As  virtue  fe'ems  the  mafon's  fo!e  foundation, 
Why  fhould  the  fair  be  barr'd  from-    Installation? 
If  you  fuppofe\is  vv-ak,  indeed  you  wrong  us; 
Hiftorians,  Sapphos  too,  you'll  find  among  us; 
Think  •  -brr-tht- rs-  -think,  end  gracioufly  admit  us> 
Doubt  it  notj  Sir-,  we'll  glorioufly  acquit  us: 
How  to  be  wii.-T,  rr  d  more  cautious,  treach  us, 
Indeed  'tis  time  that  ymr  inftruclions  reach  us : 
The  faults  of  iare.  and  every  foul  mifcarriage, 
Committed  in  the  fpiiere  of  modern  marriage,        . 
Were  caus'd  (if  I've  a  grain  of  penetration) 

lady's  not  being  made  a  mafon, 
Accapf  us  th-n,  to  brotherhood  receive  us, 
And  virtue,  we're  convinced,  will  never  leave  us. 

AN  ODE 

FOR  THE  BIRTH   OF   THE   KING  OF  PRUSSIA,      < 

"  Arma}  Virumque,  cano."  VIRG. 

RECI'^ATrVE. 

MORE  glorious  tha1!  tlie  comet's  blaze, 
T'"ar  throii'.:h  rbe  ftarry  region  ftrays: 
From  ZvmbJa  to  the  torrid  z^ne, 
I 'he  mighty  nume  of  Pruflia's  known. 

AIR. 

Be  baniuYd  from  the  book?,  of  fame, 

Ye  deeds  in  diftant  ages  done; 
Loft  and  inglorious  is  the  rame 
Of  Hannibal,  or  Philip's  fon  : 
Could  Greece,  or  conquering  Carthage  fine* 
A  hero  grcac  as  Pruflia's  king  1 


G    E     M    S. 


Where  reflkfs  envy  can't  explore, 
Or  flatter  *d  hope  prefume  co  fly; 

Fate  bade  victorious  Fred'rick  foar, 

For  laurels  that  can  never  die. 
Could  Greece,  &c. 

His  rapid  boles  tremendous  break. 

Through  nations  arm'd  in  dread  array, 
Swift  as  the  furious  blafts  that  {hake 

The  bofom  of  the  frighted  lea. 
Could  Greece,  &c. 

In  vain,  to  (hake  the  throne  of  Jove, 
With  impious  rape,  the  giants -iry'd ; 

'Gainft  Fred'rick's  force  the  nations  ft  rove 

In  vain — their  haughty  legions  dy'd. 
Could  Greece,  £c. 

While  prudence  guides  his  chariot  wheels, 
Through  virtue's  facred  paths  they  roll; 
Immortal  truth  his  bofom  ftecls, 
And  guards  him  glorious  to  the  goal. 
Could  Greece,  &c. 

The  vengeful  lance  Britannia  wields, 

In  corfort  with  her  bravr  ally, 
Saves  her  fair  rofes  in  the  fields, 

Where  Gaul's  detefted  lilies  die. 
Breaths  of  eternal  friendfhip  Iprir.i;, 
Twixt  mighty  George  and  Pruflla's  king. 

The  jocund  bowl  let  Britons  raife, 

And  crown  the  jovial  board  with  mirth ; 
Fill — to  great  Frederick's  length  of  days, 

And  hail  the  hero's  gluriou,-.  birth — 
Could  Greece,  or  corquering  Carthage  fnig 
A  chiefcan  fam'd  like  Piuflia's  king  ! 

AN   ODE, 

Cotnfofeil for  the  Birth  day  of  tit  lot:  General  iord 
JBlaieiiey. 

THE  mufes  harps,  by  concord  flrung  ! 

Loud  let  them  ftrike  the  feftal  lay> 
Wak'd  by  Britannia's  grateful  tongue, 

To  hail  her  hero's  natal  day. 
Arife  paternal  glory  rife,  * 

And  lift  your  Blakeney  to  the  ikies  ! 

Behold  his  warlike  banners  wave  ! 

Like  Britain's  oak  the  hero  ftands  : 
The  fhield — the  fhelter  of  the  brave  ! 

The  guardian  o'er  the  Britifh  bands'. 
Arii'e,  paternal,'  £c. 

He  wrefts  the  wreath  from  Richlieu's  *  brows, 
Which  fraud  or  fiction  planted  there  ; 

Prance  to  the  gallant  hero  bows. 

And  Europe's  chiefs  his  name  revere. 

Arife,  paternal,  Sec. 

With  partial  conqueft  on  their  fide  ! 

The  fons  of  Gaul---a  pageant  crew  ! 
Rank,  but  inglorious  in  their  pride, 

To  Blakeney,  and  his  vanquifli'd  few. 

Arife,  paternal,  £c. 

*  jRicilieu,  commander  of  tie  expedition  agalnfi  Pori- 


Hibernia  f »  with  maternal  care, 
His  labour'd  ftatue  lifts  on  high  : 

Be  partial,  time  '.—the  trophy  fpare, 
That  B'.akeney's  name  may  never  die  ' 

Arife,  paternal  glory,  rif~  ! 

And  lift  your  Blakeney  to  the  fkies. 

ON  A  VERY  YOUNG  LADY. 

SEE  how  the  buds  and  hloffum*  fhort  : 

How  fweet  will  be  the  fummer  fruit ! 

Let  us  hehoid  the  infant  rofe ; 

How  fragrant  when  its  beauty  blows  ! 

The  morning  fmiles,  ferenely  ,guy  ; 

How  bright  will  be  the  prcmit-'d  day ! 

Corntemplate  nex:  the  charming  maid, 

In  early  innocence  array'd! 

If,  in  the  morning  of  her  years, 

A  luftre  fo  intenfo  appears, 

When  time,  fhall  point  her  noon-tide  rsys, 

When  her  meridian  charms  fhall  blaze, 

Noae  but  the  ea^le-ey'd  muft  gaze. 

A  SONNET: 

ADDRESSED    TO    MISS    S . 

WHEN  Flora  decks  the  mantling  bowers, 

In  elegant  array, 
And  fcatters  all  her  opening  flowers, 

A  compliment  to  May  ! 

With  glowing  joy  my  bofom  beats; 

I  gaze  delighted  round, 
And  vvifii  to  fee  the  various  fwects 

In  one  rich  nofegay  bound. 

'Tis  granted — and  their  bloom  difplay'd, 

To  blefs  my  wond'ring  view; 
I  fee  them  all — my  beauteous  maid, 

1  fee  th-em  all  itf — you. 

ANACREON. 

ODE  V.    IMITATES. 

THE  ROSE. 


rofes  in  tl\c  fprightly  juice, 
Prcpar'd  for  ev'ry  focia!  ufe  ! 
So  fhall  the  earthly  nedar  prove 
A  draught  foY  all-imperial  Jove. 

Ourfdves,  with  rofy  chapkts  "bound, 
Shall  fing,  an^  fet  the  goblet  round. 

Thee,  ever  gentle  rofe,  we  greet, 

e  worfhip  thee,  drliciou*  fweet  ! 
?or  though  by  mighty  gods  carefs'd, 
fou  deign  to  make  us  mortals  bled. 

The  Cupids,  and  the  graces  fair, 
With  myrtle  fp'ig!5  adorn  their  hair  ; 
And  nimbly  ilrike  ceieftial  ground, 
Vernal  rofes  blooming  rnu  :d. 

Bring  us  more  fwects,  ere  thefe  expire, 
And  reach  me  that  harmonious  lyre : 
Gay  Bacchus,  Jove's  convivial  fon, 
hall  lead  us  to  his  fav'rite  ton  : 

f  A  flat ue  ivas  erctledln  Dublin  to  the  memory  of  G^--* 
era!  Blarney ,  ivho  ivas  a  native  of  Ireland. 
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Among  the  fportinjr  youths  and  maids, 
Beneath  the  vine's  aulpicious  (hades, 
For  ever  young — for  ever  gay, 
"We'll  dance  the  jovial  hours  away, 

MOSCHUS, 

1DYL1.IUM  VII*. 

(As  lr  anfiated  by  Dr.  Broomed) 

TO  THE  EVENING  STAR. 

HAIL,  golden  ftar,  of  ray  ferene  ! 
Thou  fav'rite  of  the  Cyprian  queen  ! 
O  Hefper !  glory  of  the  night, 
Diffufing  through  the  gloom,  delight ! 
Whofe  beams  all  other  ftars  outfhine, 
As  much  as  filver  Cynthia  thine  : 

0  guide  me,  fpeeding  o'er  the  plain, 
To  him  I  love,  my  fhephtrd  fwain  '. 
He  keeps  the  mirthful  feaft,  and  f<>on 
Dark  fhades  will  cloud  the  fplendid  moon. 
Of  lambs  I  never  robb'd  the  fold, 

Kor  the  lone  traveller  of  gold  : 
Love  is  my  crfme  :  O  lend  thy  ray 
To  guide  a  lover  on  her  way  . 
May  the  bright  ftar  of  Venus  prove 
The  gentle  harbinger  of  love  1 

A  PASTORAL. 

WHERE  the  fond  zephyr  through  the  woodbine 
plays,  •  [bow'r, 

And  wakes  fweet  fragrance   in  the  mantling 
}Near  to  that  grove  my  lovely  bridegoom  ftays 
:    Impatient — for  'tis  paft — the  promis'd  hour  1 
Lend  me  thy  light,  O  ever-fparkkng  ftar  ! 

Bright  Hefper  !  in  thy  glowing  pomp  array'd, 
Look  down,  look  down,  from  thy  all-glorious  car, 

And  beam  protection  on  a  wand 'ring  maid. 
*Tis  to  efcape  the  penetrating  fpy, 

And  pafs,  unnotic'd,  from  malignant  fight, 
This  dreary  wafle,  full  rcfolute,  1  try, 

And  truft  my  footfteps  to  the  fhades  of  night. 
The  moon  hasflipp'd  behind  an  envious  cloud, 

Her  fmiles,  fo  gracious,  I  no  longer  view; 
Let  her  remain  behind  that  envious  fhroud, 

My  hopes,  bright  Hefperus,  depend  on  you. 
No  rancour  ever  reach'd  my  harmlef*  breaft ; 

I  hurt  no  birds,  nor  rob  the  bufUing  bee  : 
Hear,  then,  what  love  and  innocence  requeft, 

And  fhed  your  kindeft  influence  on  me. 
Thee — Venus  loves— firft  twinkler  of  the  fky, 

Thou  art  her  ftar— in  golden  radiance  gay ! 
On  my  diftrefTes  caft  a  pitying  eye, 
1    Aflift  me — for,  alas  !  I've  loft  my  way. 

1  fee  the  darling  of  my  foul— my  love  ! 

Expreffions  can't  the  mighty  rapture  tell : 
He  leads  me  to  the  bofom  of  the  grove  : 

Thanks,  gentle  ftar — kind  Hefperus,  farewell ! 

TO  CHLOE,  IN  AN  ILL  HUMOUR. 
CONSIDER,  fweet  maid,  and  endeavour 
;   To  conquer  that  pride  in  thy  breaft; 

*  To  ibis  Idyllium  (tranjlatedby  Dr.  Brocme}  the  au- 
r  otvm  bimfelf  indebted  for  «  #/!/,  from  ivblch  tbe 


It  is  not  a  haughty  behaviour 

Will  let  off  thy  charms  to  the  beft. 

The  ocean,  when  calm,  may  delight  you. 

But  fhould  a  bold  tempeft  arife, 
The  billow  j  emag'd  would  affright  you  : 

Loud  objects  of  awful  iurprife  ! 
'Ti1-  thus,  when  good  humour  diffufes 

Its  beams  o'er  the  face  of  a  fair; 
With  rapture  his  heart  a  man  lofes, 

While  frowns  turn  love  to  defpair. 

EPIGRAMS,    tfc. 
AN  EPIGRAM. 

A  MEMBER  of  the  modern  great 

Pcifs'd  Sawney  with  his  budget, 
The  peer  was  in  a  car  of  ftate, 

The  tinker  forc'd  to  trudge  it. 

But  Sawney  (hall  receive  the  praife 

His  lordlhip  would  parade  for  ; 
One's  debtor  tor  his  dapple  greys, 

And  t'other's  fhoes  are  paid  for. 

ANOTHER. 

To  Wafteall,  whofe  eyes  were  juft  clofmg  m 
death, 

Doll  counted  the  chalks  on  the  door  ;  [breath, 
In  p^ace,  cry'd  the  wretch,  let  me  give  up  my 

And  fate  will  foon  rub  out  my  fcore. 

Come,  bailiffs,  cries  Doll,  (how  I'll  hamper  thii 
cheat) ! 

Let  the  law  be  no  longer  delay'd, 
I  never  once  heard  of  that  fellow  call'd  fate» 

And  by  G — d  he  fhan't  die  till  Pm  paid. 

ON  MR.  CHURCHILL'S  DEATH. 

SAYS  Tom  to  Richard,  Churchill's  dead; 

Says  Richard,  Tom,  you  lie, 
Old  Rancour  the  report  hath  fpread, 

But  genius  cannot  die. 

A  POSTSCRIPT. 

WOULD  honeft  Tom  G         d  *  get  rid  of  a  fcold» 

The  torture,  the  plague  of  his  life  ! 
Pray  tell  him  to  take  down  his  lion  of  gold, 

And  hang  up  his  brazen-fac'd  wife. 

EPIGRAPH  FOR  DEAN  SWIFT'S  MONU 
MENT. 
Executed  by  Mr.  P.  Cunningham,  Statuary  in  Dublin* 

SAY,  to  the  Drapier's  vaft  unbounded  fame, 
What  added  honours  can  the  fculptor  give  ? 

None—'tis  the  fan<5lion  from  the  Drapier's  name 
Muft  bid  the  fculptor  and  his  marble  live. 

EPIGRAM. 

COULD  Kate  for  Dick'compofe  the  Gordian  firing, 
The  Tyburn  knot  how  near  the  nuptial  ring  ! 

*  Landlord  nf  the  Gcldcn  Lion^  an  inn  in  Tor^Jkirs, 
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A  loving  wife,  oocdient  to  her  vows, 
Is  bound  in  duty  to  exalt  her  fpoufe. 


APOLLO  TO  MR.  C F , 

On  bis  being  fatirized  by  an  ignorant  Perfon. 

WHETHER  he's  worth  your  fpleen  or  not, 

You've  afk'd  me  to  determine  : 
1  wiih  my  friend  a  nobler  lot 

Than  that  of  trampling  vermin. 
A  blockhead  can't  be  worth  our  care, 

Unlefs  that  we'd  befriend  him  : 
As  you've  Come  common  fenfe  to  fpare, 

I'll  pay  what  you  may  lend  him. 

ON  SEEING  J.  C FT,  ESQ^  ABUSED  IN" 

A  NEWSPAPER. 

WHEN  a  Wretch  to  public  notice, 

Would  a  man  of  wotth  defame  ; 
Wit,  as  threadbare  as  his  coat  is, 

Only  fhows  his  want  of  ihame. 

Bufy,  pert,  unmeaning  parrot ! 

Vileft  of  the  venal  crews  ! 
Go— and  in  your  Grub-ftreet  garret, 

Hang  yourfelf  and  paltry  mufe. 

Pity  too  the  meddling  (Inner 

Should  for  hunger  hang  or  drawn  : 

F x,  (he  muft  not  want  a  dinner) 

Send  the  fcribblcr  half  a  crown. 

VERSES  BY  THE  AUTHOR, 

Written  about  three  Weeks  before  bit  Death. 

DEAR  lad,  as  you  run  o'er  my  rhyme, 
And  fee  my  long  name  at  the  end, 

You'll  cry — "  And  has  Cunningham  time 
"  To  give  fo  much  verfe  to  his  friend  f " 

'Tis  true,  the  reproof  (though  fevere) 

Is  juft  from  the  letters  I  owe  ; 
But  blamelefs  I  ftill  may  appear, 

For  nonfenfe  is  all  I  bellow. 

However,  for  better  for  worfe, 

As  Damons  their  Chloes  receive, 
Ev'n  take  the  dull  lines  I  rehearfe — 

They're  all  a  poor  friend  has  to  give. 

The  drama  and  I  have  fhook  hands, 
We've  parted,  no  more  to  engage  ; 

Submifiive  I  met  her  commands — 
For  nothing  can  cure  me  of  age. 

3Vly  funfhine  of  youth  is  no  more  ! 

My  mornings  of  pleafure  are  fled  ! 
'Tis  painful  my  fate  to  endure — 

A  penfion  fupplies  me  with  bread ! 

Dependant  at  length  on  the  man 

Whofe  fortunes  I  firuggled  to  raife  \ 

1  conquer  my  pride  as  I  can— 
His  charity  merits  my  praife  ! 

His  bounty  proceeds  from  his  heart ; 
7 Tig  principle  prompts  the 


iis  kindnefs  exceeds  my  defejt, 
And  often  fuppreffes  a  figh. 

it  like  the  old  horfe  in  the  fong, 
I'm  turn'd  on  the  common  to  graze- 
To  fortune  thefe  changes  belong, 
And  contented  I  yield  to  her  ways  ! 

She  ne'er  was  my  friend  ;  through  the  day 
Her  fmiles  were  the  fmilcs  of  deceit — 

At  noon  (he'd  her  favours  difplay, 
And  at  night  let  me  pine  at  her  feet. 

No  longer  her  prefence  I  court, 
No  longer  1  (brink  at  her  frowns  ! 

Her  whimfies  fupply  me  with  fpcrt — 
And  her  mules  I  refign  to  the  clowns! 

Thus  loft  to  each  worldly  defire, 
And  fcorning  all  riches— all  fame, 

I  quietly  hope  to  retire 

When  time  fhall  the  fummons  proclaim* 

I've  nothing  to  weep  for  behind  ! 

To  part  with  my  friends  is  the  worfl  I 
Their  numbers,  I  grant,  are  confin'd; 

But  you  are,  iliJJ,  one  of  the  firft. 

A  POEM 

To  the  Memory  of 
JOHN  CUNNINGHAM. 

BY  ROBERT   FERGUS3ON. 

YE  mournful  meanders  and  groves, 
Delight  of  the  mufe  and  her  fong; 

Ye  grottos  and  dripping  alcoves, 
No  ftrarjgers  to  CORYDON'S  tongue. 

Let  each  fylvan  and  dryad  declare  ; 

His  themes  and  his  mufic  how  dear, 
Their  plaints  and  their  dirges  prepare, 

Attendant  on  CORYDON'S  bier. 

The  echo  that  join'd  in  the  lay, 
So  amorous,  fprightly,  and  free, 

Shall  fend  forth  the  founds  of  difmay, 
And  (igh  with  fad  pity  for  thee. 

Wild  wander  his  flocks  with  the  breeze ; 

His  reed  can  no  longer  controul ; 
His  numbers  no  longer  can  pleafa, 

Or  fend  kind  relief  to  the  foul. 

But  long  may  they  wander  and  bleat, 
To  hills  tell  the  tale  of  their  woe  ; 

The  woodlands  the  talc  fnall  repeat, 
And  the  waters  fhall  mournfully  flow. 

For  thcfe  were  the  haunts  of  his  love, 
The  (acred  retreats  of  his  eafe, 

Where  favourite  fancy  would  rove, 
As  wanton,  as  light  as  the  breeze. 

Her  zone  will  difcolour'd  appear, 
With  fanciful  ringlets  unbound, 

A  face  pale  and  languid  (he'll  wear, 
A  heart  fraught  with  forrow  profounc^ 
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The  reed  of  each  fhepherd  will  mourn  ; 

The  fhades  of  Patnaffus  decay  : 
The  mufes  will  dry  their  fad  urn, 

Since  'reft  of  young  CORVDON'S  lay. 

To  him  every  pafllon  was  known 

That  throbb'd  in  the  breaft  with  defire; 

Each  gentle  affe&ion  was  {hewn 
In  the  foft  fighing  fongs  of  his  lyre. 

Like  the  carolling  thrufh  on  the  fpray 
In  mufic  foft  warbling  and  wild, 

To  love  was  devoted  each  lay, 
In  accents  pathetic  and  mild. 

Let  beauty  and  virtue  revere, 

And  the  fongs  of  the  ihepherd  approve, 
Who  felt,  who  lamented  the  fnare, 

When  repining  at  pitylefs  love. 

The  fummer  but  languidly  gleams, 
Pomona-  no  comfort  can  bring, 

Nor  vailies,  nor  grottos,  nor  Breams, 
Nor  the  May-born  flowrets  of  fpring. 

They  have  fled  all  with  CORYDON'S  mufe," 
For  hi*  brows  to  f  rm  ch  aglets  of  woe, 

Whole  reed  off  'awaken'd  their  boughs 
As  the  whifpering  breezes  that  blow. 

To  many  a  fanciful  ipring 

His  lyre  was  meiodioufly  fining; 

While  fairies  and  fawti*  in  a  ring  ' 

Have  applauded  the  fvvain  as  he  fung. 

To  the  cheerful  he  ulher'd  his  fmiles, 
;  To  the  woeful  his  figh  and  his  tear; 


A  condoler  with  want  and  her  toils, 
When  the  voice  of  oppreflion  was  near* 

Though  titles  and  wealth  were  his  due, 
Though  fortune  denied  the  reward; 

Yet  truth  and  fincerity  knew 

What  the  goddefs  would  never  regard. 

A. vails  ^ught  the  generous  heart, 
Which  nature  to  goodnefs  defign'd, 

If  fortune  denies  to  impart 

Her  kindly  relief  to  the  mind  ? 

'Twas  but  faint  the  relief  to  difmay, 
The  cells  of  the  wretched  among; 

Though  fympathyfung  in  the  lay, 
Though  melody  fell  from  his  tongue. 

Let  the  favour'd  of  fortune  attend 

T  >  the  ails  of  the  wretched  and  poor  : 

Though  CuRYDon's  lays  could  befriendj 
'Tis  riches  alone  that  can  cure. 

But  they  to  compaflion  are  dumb, 

To  pity  their  voices  unknown  ; 
Near  forrow  they  never  can  come, 

'Till  misfortune  has  mark'd  them  her  own. 

Now  the  (hades  of  the  evening  depend  ; 

Each  warbler  is  iuird  on  the  fpray  ; 
The  cyprefs  doth  ruefully  bend 

Where  the  corpfe  of  cold  CORYDON  ftay, 

Adieu  then  the  fongs  of  the  fwain, 
Let  peace  ftill  attend  on  his  made  ; 

And  his  pipe  that  is  dumb  to  his  ftrain, 
In  the  grave  be  with  QORYDON  laid, 
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Containing 

THE  SPLEEN,  II  ON  BARCLAY'S  APOLOQT| 

THE   GROTTO,  SPARROW  AND  DOVE, 

THE  SEEKER,  JOVE  AND  SEMKLE,      • 

&c.  We.  We. 


To  which  is  prefixed, 

THE    LIFE    OF    THE    AUTHOR, 


"l*he  want  of  method  pray  excufe, 
Allowing  for  a  vapour'd  mufe. 
The  child  is  genuine ;  you  may  trace 
Throughout  the  fire's  tranfmitted  face 
Nothing  is  ftol'n  :  My  mufe,  though  mean. 
Draws  from  the  fpring  (he  finds  within  j 
Nor  vainly  buys  what  Gildon  fells, 
Poetic  buckets  for  dry  wells, 
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THE  LIFE  OF  GREEN. 


OF  the  perfonal  hiftory  of  GREEN,  very  few  particulars  are  known  ;  and  for  thofe  few,  the  world 
is  chiefly  obliged  to  the  editor  of  "  Dodfley's  Collection,  1783,  and  an  anonymous  writer  in  the 
"  European  Magazine,"  1785. 

Mathew  Green  was  born  in  1696.  He  was  of  a  family  of  good  repute  among  the  Diffenters,  and 
had  his  education  in  that  feel.  He  was  a  man  of  approved  probity,  and  fweetnefs  of  temper  and 
manners.  His  wit  abounded  in  converfation,  and  was  never  known  to  give  the  leaft  offence.  He 
had  a  poft  in  the  Cuftom-houfe,  and  difcharged  the  duty  there  with  the  utmoft  diligence  and  abi 
lity.  He  died  in  1737,  at  the  age  of  forty-one  years,  at  lodgings  in  Nag's-head  Court,  Grace- 
church  Street. 

To  the  above  account,  in  "  Dodfley's  Collection,"  which  was  furniihed  by  his  friend  Glover,  the 
celebrated  author  of  "  Leonidas,"  it  may  be  added,  that  he  was  nephew  to  Mr.  Tanner,  clerk  of 
Filhmonger's-hall.  He  had  not  much  learning ;  but  knew  a  little  Latin. 

He  was  very  fubject  to  the  hyp  ;  had  fome  free  notions  in  religious  fubjects ;  and  though  bred 
among  the  Quakers,  grew  difgufted  at  the  precifenefs  and  formality  of  the  feet. 

The  following  anecdotes  are  related  in  the  "  European  Magazine,"  1785,  upon  the  authority  of 
Glover. 

Mr.  Sylvanus  Bevan,  a  Quaker,  and  a  friend  of  Green,  was  mentioning  at  Button's  CofFee-houfe, 
that  while  he  was  bathing  in  the  river,  a  waterman  faluted  him  with  the  ufual  compliment  of  the 
lower  clafs  of  people,  by  calling  "  a  Quaker,  a  Quaker,  quirl."  He  at  the  fame  time  expreffed  his 
wonder,  how  his  profeflion  could  be  known  while  he  was  without  his  clothes.  Green  immediately 
replied,  that  the  waterman  might  difcover  him  by  his  fwimming  againft  the  ftream. 

The  department  in  the  Cuftom-houfe  to  which  Green  belonged,  was  under  the  controul  of  the 
Duke  of  Manchefter,  who  ufed  to  treat  thofe  immediately  under  him  once  a-year.  After  one  of 
thofe  entertainments,  Green  feeing  a  range  of  fervanta  in  the  hall,  faid  to  the  firft  of  them,  "  Pray, 
Sir,  do  you  give  tickets  at  your  turnpike  ?" 

In  a  reform  which  took  place  in  the  Cuftom-houfe,  among  other  articles,  a  few  pence  paid  week 
ly,  for  providing  the  cats  with  milk,  were  ordered  to  be  ftruck  off.  On  this  occafion,  Green  wrote 
a  humorous  petition,  as  from  the  cats,  which  prevented  the  regulation,  in  that  particular  form,  from 
taking  place. 

Green's  converfation  was  as  novel  as  his  writings ;  which  occafioned  one  of  the  Commiffioners  of 
the  Cuftoms,  a  very  dull  man,  to  obferve,  that  he  did  not  know  how  it  was,  but  Green  always  ex- 
preffed  himfelf  in  a  different  manner  from  other  people. 

This  very  original  poet  publilhed  nothing  in  his  lifetime.  In  173*,  he  printed,  and  gave  away, 
a  few  copies  of  Tie  Grotto,  written  in  the  character  of  a  Fijberman,  fince  inferted  in  "  Dodfley's  Col 
lection  ;"  but  for  reafons  which  cannot  readily  be  guefled  at,  the  following  introductory  lifles  arc 
omitted. 

t  We  had  a  water-poet  once, 

Nor  was  he  regifter'd  a  dunce  : 
I'll  lay  awhile  my  writing  by, 
And  hang  abroad  my  nets  to  dry. 
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And  flow  my  apoftolic  boat, 
And  try  to  i  aife  a  fwan-like  note  ; 
For  fifhing  oft  in  Twick'nam  reach, 
I've  heard  fine  ftrams  along  the  beach, 
That  tempt  to  fing  a  cave's  renown, 
And  fetch  from  thence  an  ivy  crown. 
Again,  after  the  line, 

That  tells)  unajyd,  th*  injurious  talet 

Of  treaty  of  intriguing  kind, 
With  fecret  article  here  fign'd ; 
And  beds  conceal'd  with  bufny  tree*, 
Planted  with  Juno's  lettuces. 
After  tfee  line 

We  bejl  ivbat  is  true  nature  Jind^ 

thefe  two  lines  fhould  follow : 

Chemifts  and  laws  their  procefs  felt, 
They  metals,  thefe  the  mind  tranfmute. 

His  poem,  intituled  The  Spleen,  An  Eplftle  to  Mr.  C.  Jackfon,  was  written  piecemeal,  and  would 
never  have  been  completed,  had  he  not  been  preffed  to  it  by  his  friend  Giover  ;  who  committed  it  t'e 
theprefs  foon  after  his  death,  in  1737.  It  was  afterwards  reprinted  -with  the  Grotto,  in  "  Dodfley's 
Collection ;"  and  received,  with  The  Seeler,  verfes  on  Barclay  s  Apology  for  the  ^uaiers,  and  three 
lighter  pieces,  into  the  edition  of  the  "  Englilh  Poets,"  1790 

Many  of  his  unpublilhed  manufcripts  were  in  the  poffdlion  of  Gloyer  at  the  time  of  hisdea'h,  in 
,1785  ;  which,  it  is  hoped,  have  been  preferved  by  his  family,  and  will  be  publifhcd,  with  the  dra. 
matic  pieces  he  left  behind  him. 

Confidered  as  a  poet,  Green  ranks  with  Butler  and  Prior ;  neither  of  whom,  however,  he  pro- 
fefiedly  imitates.  He  has  originality  in  many  parts. 

His  thoughts  are  unborrowed  and  unexpected,  and  the  flrain  of  his  diction  original  and  peculiar. 
He  has  Butler's  exuberance  of  matter,  and  variety  of  illuflration ;  and  Prior's  polifhed  wit,  and  eafy 
verification. 

The  Grotto  is  written  with  great  elegance  and  great  fprightlinefs ;  the  language  is  neat  and  eafy, 
and  the  numbers  fmooth,  without  the  appearance  of  care. 

Gray  has  not  difdained  to  borrow  hints  from  this  performance ;  as  every  reader  of  his  beautiful 
'**  Ode  to  Spring,"  and  the  following  exquifite  lines,  will  readily  perceive. 

Four  chiefs  adorn  the  modeft  ftone, 
For  virtue,  as  for  learning  known  : 
The  thinking  fculprure  helps  to  raife 
Deep  thought?,  the  genii  of  the  place ; 
To  the  mind's  ear,  and  inward  fight, 
Their  filence  fpeaks,  and  fhade  gives  light; 
While  infects  from  the  threshold  preach,, 
And  minds,  difpos'd  to  mufing,  teach; 
Proud  of  ftrnng  limbs,  and  painted  hues, 
-They  perifh  by  the  flighteft  bruifc; 
Or  maladies  begun  within, 
Deflroy  more  flow  life's  frail  machine; 
From  maggot  youth,  through  change  of  flate, 
They  feel  like  us  the  turns  of  fate  ; 
Some  born  to  creep,  have  liv'd  to  fly, 
And  change  earth's  cells  for  dwellings  high ; 
And  fame  that  did  their  fix  wings  keep, 
Before  they  died,  been  forc'd  to  creep ; 
They  politics  like  oursprofefs, 
The  greater  prey  upon  the  lefs ; 
Some  flrain  on  foot,  huge  loads  to  bring, 
Some  tire  mediant  on  the  wing  ; 
And  in  their  different  ways  explore, 
'With  fenfe  of  want,  by  fur-ire  fcore  ; 
'  Nor  from  their  vig'rous  fchemes  deftft, 

Till  death,  and  then  are  never  mifs'dj 
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Some  frolic,  toil,  marry,  increafe, 
Are  fick  and  well,  have  war  and  peace  ; 
And,  broke  with  age,  in  half  a  day 
Yield  to  fucceffors,  and  away. 

The  lines,  beginning,  0  Delia  !  when  I  touch  this  firing,  are  written  with  equal  vigour  and  ele 
gance. 

We  Spleen,  his  greateft  work,  has  many  admirers.  It  is  written  in  that  beautiful  energetic  flyle, 
•which  chara&erifes  this  poet ;  and  pleafes  by  the  juftnefs  of  the  fentiments,  and  the  novelty  and  va 
riety  of  the  illuihations.  The  diction  is  concife,  nervous,  and  fimple,  and  pJeafes  by  its  perfpicuity 
and  freedom  from  ambitious  ornament*  The  original  idea  feems  to  have  been  taken  from  Burton's 
"  Anatomy  of  Melancholy ;"  a  book  to  which  a  mind  of  the  greateft  powers  may  be  indebted  wkSfe 
•ut  difgrace.  His  defign,  as  he  tells  his  friend  Mr.  Jackfon,  is  not 

To  write  a  treatife  on  the  fpleen  ; 

Nor  to  prefcribe  when  nerves  convulfe  ; 

Nor  mend  th'  alarum  warch,  your  pulfe. 

If  I  am  right,  your  queftion  lay, 

What  ceurfe  1  take  to  drive  away 

The  day-mare  fpleen,  by  whqfe  falfe  pleas 

Men  prove  mere  faicides  in  cafe  ; 

And  how  1  do  myfelf  demean, 

In  ftormy  world  to  live  ferene, 

Tri  defcribing  his  peculiar  habits,  opinions,  and  amufements,  he  appears  to  have  propofed  to  hiffi^ 
felf  no  particular  method;  but  to  have  written  the  cafual  dictates  of  the  prefent  moment.  The  de- 
fcriptions  are  unconnected,  and  the  reflections  independent  on  one  another}  but  whatever  topic  em 
ploys  his  mind,  he  fhows  himfelf  qualified  to  expand  and  illuftratc  it  with  all  the  acceflaries  that  wit, 
learning,  and  obfervation,  can  furnifh.  His  verfes  are  nor  tiffues  of  common  thoughts,  or  light  ima 
ges,  that  may  be  traced  in  books.  He  difplays,  on  every  fubject,  a  wonderful  compafs  of  compre- 
henfion,  and  activity  of  fancy. 

No  poet,  except  Butler,  has  ever  brought  fo  many  remote  images  fo  happily  together.  It  ia 
fcarc.--Iy  poffible  to  perufd'a  fingle  couplet,  without  finding  fome  affociation  of  images  that  was  never 
found  before. 

His  verfes  On  Barclay's  Apology  ^  are  character  fed  by  the  fame  originality  of  thought,  fimplicity  o£ 
language,  and  facility  of  exprclfi  >n.  The  Sp-irroiu  and  the  Dove,  difplay*  confiderable  invention, 
and  no  fmail  portion  of  call-,  vivacity,  and  humour.  The  mythological  ftory  of  Jove  and  Semele^ 
though  not  over  decem,  is  written  with'great  familiarity,  and  great  fprightlinefs. 

"  Of  Mr   Mufhtw  G  een,  of  the  Cuftom-houfe,"  lays  Mr.  Buncombe,  "  Gentleman's  Maga 
zine,"  vol  L.  n.  iza, ''  I  krow  no  more  than  that  Pope,  on  reading  this  excellent  poem  The  Splta, , 
faid,  **  there  was  a  great  deal  of  originality  in  it." 

"  In  this  potrm,"  lays  Mr.  Melmoth,  "  F;tzofborne's  Letters,"  p.  114,  "  there  are  more  ori 
ginal  thoughts  thrown  together,  than  I  have  ever  read  in  the  fame  compafs  of  lines." 
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THE  SPLEEN. 

An  Epi/lle  to  Mr.  Cutbbert  Jackfon. 

THIS  motley  piece  to  you  I  fend, 
Who  always  were  a  faithful  friend; 
Who,  if  difputes  Ihould  happen  hence, 
Can  bed  explain  the  author's  fenfe  j 
And,  anxious  for  the  public  weal, 
Do,  what  I  fing,  fo  often  feel. 

The  want  of  method  pray  excufe, 
Allowing  for  a  vapour'd  mufe; 
Nor  to  a  narrow  path  confi::'d, 
Hedge  in  by  rules  a  roving  mind.  10 

The  child  is  genuine  ;  you  may  trace 
Throughout  the  fire's  tranfmittcd  face, 
Nothing  is  ftol'n  :  my  mufe,  though  mean, 
Draws  from  the  fpring  fhe  finds  within  ; 
Nor  vainly  buys  what  *  Gildon  fells, 
Poetic  buckets  for  dry  wells 

School-helps  I  want.  t'>  climb  on  high, 
"Where  all  the  ancient  treafures  lie, 
And  there  unfeen  commit  a  theft 
On  wealth  in  Greek  exchequers  left,  lo 
Then  where  ?  from  whom  ?  what  can  I  fteal, 
Who  only  with  the  moderns  deal  ? 
This  were  attempting  to  put  on 
Raiment  from  naked  bodies  won  f  : 
They  fafely  fing  before  a  thief, 
They  cannot  give  who  want  relief; 
Some  few  excepted,  names  well  known, 
And  juftly  laurell'd  with  renown, 
Whole  ftamp  of  genius  marks  their  ware, 
And  theft  detects  of  theft  beware ;  Jo 
From  More  \  fo  lafh'd,  example  fit, 
Shun  petty  larceny  in  wit. 

Firft  know,  my  friend,  I  do  not  mean 
To  write  a  treatife  on  the  fpleen  ; 
Nor  to  prefcribe  when  nerves  convulfe ; 
Nor  mend  the  alarum  watch,  your  pulfe. 
If  I  am  right,  your  queftion  lay. 
What  courfe  I  take  to  drive  away 

*    Gildon  *  Art  of  Poetry. 
j-  "  A  painted  veft  Prince  Vortiger  had  on, 
"  Which  from  a  naked  Pidt  his  grandfire 
"  won." 

Hotvarfs  Britijo  Princes. 

\  James  Mere  Smith.  Efq.  See  Dunciad,  B  ii  I. 
50.  and  the  notesy  *wbere  the  circumfiances  ofibe  tranf- 
i^iitnbtre  alluded  to  are  very  fully  explained. 


The  day-mare  fpleen,  by  whofe  falfc  pleas 

Men  prove  mere  fuicides  in  eaie ;     4-0 

And  how  I  do  myfelf  demean 

In  ftormy  world  to  live  ferene. 
When  by  its  magic  lantern  fpleen 

With  frightful  figures  fpreads  life's  fcene. 

And  threat'oing  profpedb  urg'd  my  fears, 

A  ftranger  to  the  luck  of  heirs; 

Reafon,  fome  quiet  to  reftore, 

Show'd  part  was  fubftance,  fhadovr  more ; 

With  fpleen's  dead  weight  though  heavy  grfcWO, 

In  life's  rough  tide  I  funk  not  down,     fo 

But  fwam,  till  fortune  threw  a  rope, 

Buoyant  on  bladders  fiil'd  with  hope. 
I  always  choofe  the  plaineft  food 

To  mend  vifcidity  of  blood. 

Hail !  water-gruel,  healing  power, 

Of  eafy  accefs  to  the  poor  ; 

Thy  help  love's  confeffors  implore, 

And  doctors  fecretly  adore  ; 

To  thee,  I  fly,  by  dice  dilute — 

Through  veins  my  blood  doth  quicker  fhoot,  bfi 

And  by  fwift  current  throws  off  clean 

Prolific  particles  of  fpleen. 

I  never  fick  by  drinking  grow, 
Nor  keep  myfelf  a  cup  too  low, 
And  feldom  Cloe's  lodgings  haunt, 
Thrifty  of  fpirits,  which  I  want. 
Hunting  I  reckon  very  good 

To  brace  the  nerves,  and  ftir  the  blood  : 
But  after  no  field-honours  itch, 
Atchi^v'd  by  leaping  hedge  and  ditch.  "JO 
While  fpleen  lies  foft  relax'd  in  bed, 
Or  o'er  coal  fires  inclines  the  head, 
Hygeia's  fons  with  hound  and  horn, 
And  jovial  cry  awake  the  morn. 
Thefe  fee  her  from  the  dufky  plight, 
Smear'd  by  th'  embraces  of  the  night. 
With  roral  wafh  redeem  her  face, 
And  prove  herfelf  of  Titan's  race, 
f  nd,  mounting  in  loofe  rcbes  the  ikies, 
Siied  light  and  fragrance  as  fhe  flies.       $0 
Then  horfe  and  hound  fierce  joy  difplay, 
Exulting  at  the  hark-away, 
And  in  purfuit  o'er  tainted  ground 
From  lungs  mbuft  field-notes  refound. 
Then,  as  St.  George  the  dragon  flew, 
Spleen  pierc'd,  trod  down,  and  dying  vieYPj 
While  all  their  fpirits  are  on  wing, 
And  woods,  and  hills,  and  vallies  ring. 

To  cure  the  mind's  wrong  bias,  fpleen  ; 
Swner  iccoir.ms,cd  the  bowling  green  j,    &$ 
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Some,  hilly  walks ;  all,  exercife ; 
Fling  but  a  ftone,  the  giant  dies ; 
Laugh  and  be  well.     Monkeys  have  been 
Extreme  good  doctors  for  the  fpleen  ; 
And  kitten,  if  the  humour  hit, 
Has  harlequin'd  away  the  fit. 

Since  mirth  is  good  in  this  behalf; 
Atfpme  partic'lerslet  us  laugh 
Witlings,  brifk  fools,  curs'd  with  half  fenfe, 
Thar  ftimulates  their  impotence ;      (Oo 
Who  buz  in  rhyme,  and,  like  blind  flies, 
Err  with  their  wings  for  want  of  eyes. 
Poor  authors  worfhippir.g  a  calf, 
Deep  tragedies  that  make  us  laugh, 
A  ftrict  diffenter  faying  grace, 
A  lecTrer  preaching  for  a  place, 
Folks,  things  prophetic  to  difpenfe, 
Making  the  paft  the  future  tenfe, 
The  popifh  dubbing  of  a  prieft, 
Fine  epitaphs  on  knaves  deceas'd,  llO 
Green-apron'd  Pythohiffa's  rage, 
Great  ./Efculapius  on  his  ftage, 
A  mifer  ftarving  to  be  rich, 
The  prior  of  Newgate's  dying  fpeech, 
A  jeintur'd  widow's  ritual  ftate, 
Two  Jews  difputirrgtcte-a-t£te, 
New  almanacks  compos'd  by  leers, 
•Experiments  on  felons  ears, 
Difdainful  prudes,  who  ceafelefs  ply 
The  fuperb  mufcle  of  the  eye,       120 
A  coquette's  April- weather  face, 
A  Queenb'rough  mayor  behind  his  mace. 
And  fops  in  military  fhow, 
Are  fov'reign  for  the  cafe  in  view. 
If  fpleen- fogs  rife  at  clofe  of  day, 
I  clear  my  ev'ning  with  a  play,  . 
Or  to  fome  concert  take  my  way. 
The  company,  the  {nine  of  lights, 
The  fcenes  of  humour,  muiic's  flights, 
Adjuft  and  fet  the  foul  to  rights.       1 30 

Life's  moving  pictures,  well-wrought  plays, 
To  others'  grief  attention  raife  : 
Here,  while  the  tragic  fictions  glow, 
We  borrow  joy  by  pitying  woe ; 
There  gaily  comic  fcenes  delight, 
And  hold  true  mirrois  to  our  fight. 
Virtue,  in  charming  drefs  array'd, 
Calling  the  paflions  to  her  aid, 
When  moral  fcenes  juft  actions  join, 
Takes  fhape,'and  fhows  her. face  divine.  1*4-0 

Mufic  has-  charms,  we  all  may  find, 
Ingratiate  deeply  with  the  mind. 
When  art  doesfeund's  high  pow'r  advance, 
To  mulic's  pipe  rhe  £afn\irfi  dance  ; 
Motions  unwill'd  its  pow'rs  have  fhown, 
TaramuUtcd  by  a  tune. 
Many  have  held  the  foul  to  be 
Nearly  ally'd  to  harmony, 
Her  have  I  known  indulging  prief, 
And  fhunning  company's  relief,     (5"0 
Unveil  her  face,  and  look'ng  round, 
Own,  by  neglecting  forrow's  wound, 
The  confanguinity  of  found. 

In  tainy  days  keep  double  guard, 
Or  fpleen  will  furely  be  too  hard  ; 
3 


Which,  like  thofe  fifh  by  failo 

Fly  higheft,  while  their  wings  are  wet* 
In  fuch  dull  weather,  fo  unfit 

To  cnterprife  a  work  of  wit, 

When^clouds  one  yard  of  azure  iky,   l£0 

1  hr.t:'«  fit  for  fimile.  deny, 
I  drefs  my  face  with  ftudious  looks, 

And  fhorten  tedious  hours  with  books. 

But  if  dull  fogs'invade  the  head, 

That  mem'ry  minds  not  what  is  read, 

I  fit  in  window  dry  as  ark, 

And  on  the  drowning  world  remark : 

Or  to  fome  coffr:ehoufe  I  ftray 

For  news,  the  manna  of  a  day, 

And  from  the  hipp'd  difconrfes  gather,  1^0 

That  politics  go  by  the  weather  : 

Then  feek  good-humour'd  tavern  chums, 

And  play  at  cards  but  for  fmall  fums ; 

Or  with  the  merry  fellows  quaff, 

And  laugh  aloud  with  them  that  laugh; 

Or  drink  a  jocn-ferious  cup 

With  fouls  who've  took  their  freedom  up. 

And  let  my  mind,  beguil'd  by  talk, 

In  Epicurus'  garden  walk, 

Who  thought  it  heav'n  to  be  ferene  ;  IflD 

Pain,  hell,  and  purgatory,  fpleen. 

Sometimes  I  drefs,  with  women  fit, 
And  chat  away  the  gloomy  fit ; 
Qj_:it-the  ftiff  garb  of  ferious  fenfe, 
And  wear  a  gay  impertinence, 
Nor  think  nor  fpeak  with  any  pains, 
But  lay  on  fancy's  neck  the  reins; 
Taik  of  unufual  fweil  of  wuift 
In  maid  of  honour  loofely  lac'd, 
And  beauty  borr'wing  Spaniih  red,  \^ 
And  loving  pair  with  fep'ratc  bed, 
And  jewels  pawn'd  for  lofs  of  game, 
And  then  redeem'd  by  lofs  of  fame ; 
Of  Kitty  (aunt  left  in  the  lurch 
By  grave  pretence  to  go  to  church) 
Perceiv'd  in  hack  with  lover  fine, 
Like  Will  and  Mary  on  the  coin  : 
And  thus  in  modifh  manner  we, 
In  aid  of  fugar,  fweeten  tea. 

Permit,  jc.  fair,  your  idol  form,   LOO 
Which  e'en  the  coldefh  heart  can  warm3 
May  with  its  beauties  grace  my  line, 
While;  I  bow  down  before  its  fliririe, 
And  your  throug'd  altars  with  my  lays 
Perfume,  and  get  by  giving  praife. 
With  fpeech  fo  fwtet,  fo'  fweet  a  mien 
You  excommunicate  the  fpleen, 
Which,  fiend-like,  flics  the  magic  ring 
You  form  with  found,  when  pfeas'd  toiing;' 
Whate'er  you  fay,  howe'er  you  move,    3LfO 
We  look,  we  liften,  and  approve. 
Your  touch,  which  gives  to  feeling  blifs, 
Our  nerves  officious  throng  to  kifs  ; 
By  Celia'3  pat,  on  their  report, 
The  grave-air V]  foul,  inclin'd  to  fport, 
^.enounces  wifdom's  fullen  pomp, 
And  loves  the  floral-game,  to  romp. 
But  who  can  view  the  pointed  rsys, 
That  from  black  eyes  fcintillant   blaze  ? 
Love  on, his  throne  of  glory  feeuis    2.2.0 
Encompais'd  with  fatellite  beams, 
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But  when  blue  eyes,  more  foftly  bright, 
DifTufc  benignly  humid  light, 
Wt  gaze,  and  fee  the  fmiling  loves, 
A:;d  Cytherea's  gentle  doves, 
And  raptur'd  fix  in  fuch  a  face, 
Love's  mercy-feat,  and  throne  of  grace. 
Shine  bur  on  age,  you  melt  itsfuow; 
Again  fires  long-extinguifli'd  glow, 
And,  charm'd  by  witchery  of  eyes,  1JO 
Blood  long  congealed  liquefies  ! 
True  miracle,  and  fairly  done 
By  heads  which  are  ador'd  while  on. 

But  oh,  what  pity  'tis  to  find 
Such  beauties  both  of  form  and  mind, 
By  modern  breeding  much  debased, 
In  half  the  female  world  at  leaft  ! 
Hence  I  with  care  fuch  lott'ries  (bun, 
Where,  a  prize  mifs'd,  I'm  quite  undone  ; 
And  han't,  by  vent'ring  on  a  wife,  ^.ty 
Yet  run  the  greateft  rifle  in  life. 

Mothers,  and  guardian  aunts,  forbear 
Your  impious  pains  to  form  the  fair, 
Nor  lay  out  fo  much  coft  and  art, 
But  to  dcflow'r  the  virgin  heart ; 
Of  every  folly  foft'ring  bed 
By  quick'ning  heat  of  cuftom  bred. 
Rather  than  by  your  culture  fpoil'd, 
Defift,  and  give  us  nature  wild, 
Delighted  with  a  hoyden  foul,        liT0 
Which  truth  and  innocence  controul. 
Coquettes,  leave  off  affe&ed  arts, 
Gay  fowlers  at  a  flock  of  hearts  ; 
Woodcocks  to  fhun  your  fnares  have  (kill, 
You  Ihow  fo  plain,  you  ftrive  to  kill. 
In  love  the  artlefs  catch  the  game, 
And'they  fcarce  mifs  who  never  aim. 

The  world's  great  Author  did  create 
The  fex  to  fit  the  nuptial  ftate, 
And  meant  a  bleffing  in  a  wife   2-6  0 
To  folace  the  fatigues  of  life  ; 
And  old  infpired  times  difplay, 
How  wives  could  love,  and  yet  obey. 
Then  truth,  and  patience  of  controul, 
And  houfe-wife  arts  adorn'd  the  foul ; 
And  charms,  the  gift  of  nature,  (hone  ; 
Andjealoufy,  a  thing  unknown  : 
Veils  were  the  only  maflcs  they  wore; 
Novels  (receipts  to  make  a  whore) 
Nor  ombre,  nor  quadrille  they  knew,  2*?0 
Nor  Pam's  puiffance  felt  at  loo. 
Wife  men  did  not  to  be  thought  gay, 
Then  compliment  their  pow'r  away  : 
But  lea,  by  frail  defires  mifled, 
The  girls  forbidden  paths  fbould  tread, 
Of  ign 'ranee  rais'd  the  fafe  high  wall ; 
We  fink  haw-haws,  that  {how  them  all. 
Thus  we  at  once  folicit  fenfe, 
And  charge  them  not  to  break  the  fence. 
Now,  if  untir'd,  confider  friend,    Igo 
What  I  avoid  to  gain  my  end. 
I  never  am  at  meeting  feen, 
Meeting,  that  region  of  the  fpleen ; 
The  broken  heart,  the  bufy  fiend, 
The  inward  call  on  fpleen  depend. 

Law,  licens'd  breaking  of  the  peace. 
To  which  vacation  is  diltafe ; 
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A  gipfy  di&ion  fcarce  known  well 
By  th'  magi,  who  law  fortunes  tell, 
I  ihuu  ;  nor  let  it  breed  within       2,^ 
Anxiety,  and  that  the  foieen  • 
Law,  grown  a  forfft,  where  perplex 
The  maze*,  and  the  brumbies  vex; 
Where  its  twelve  vtrd'rers  everv  day 
Are  changing  ftill  the  public  way  : 
Yet  if  we  mifs  our  path  and  err, 
We  grievous  penalties  incur  ; 
And  wand'rers  tire,  and  tear  their  {kin, 
And  then  get  out  where  they  went  in. 

I  never  game,  and  rarely  bet,      300 
Am  loth  to  lend,  or  run  in  debt. 
No  compter-writs  me  agitate  ; 
Who  moralizing  pafs  the  gate, 
And  there  mine  eyes  on  fpendthrifts  turn, 
Who  vainly  o'er  their  bondage  mourn. 
Wifdom,  before  beneath  their  care, 
Pays  her  upbraiding  vifits  there, 
And  forces  folly  through  the  grate, 
Her  panegyric  to  repeat. 
This  view,  profufely  when  inclin'd,  3/0 
Enters  a  caveat  in  the  mind : 
Experience  join'd  with  common  fenfe, 
To  mortals  is  a  providence, 

Paffion,  as  frequently  is  feen, 
Subfiding  fettles  into  fpleen. 
Hence,  as  the  plague  of  happy  life, 
1  run  away  from  party  ftrife. 
A  prince's  caufe,  a  church's  claim, 
I've  known  to  raife  a  mighty  flame, 
And  prieft,  as  ftoker,  very  free        32.0 
To  throw  in  peace  and  charity. 

That  tribe,  whofe  praclicals  decree 
Small  beer  the  deadlieft  herefy; 
Who,  fond  of  pedigree,  derive 
From  the  molt  noted  whore  alive  ; 
Who  own  wina's  old  prophetic  aid, 
And  love  the  mitre  Bacchus  made, 
Forbid  the  faithful  to  depend 
On  half-pint  drinkers  for  a.  friend, 
And  in  whofe  gay  red-letter'd  face    330 
We  read  good  living  more  than  grace  : 
Nor  they  fo  pure,  and  fo  precife, 
Immac'iate  as  their  white  of  eyes, 
Who  for  the  fpirit  hug  the  fpleen, 
Phyla&er'd  throughout  all  their  mien, 
Who  their  ill-tafted  home-brew'd  pray'r 
To  the  date's  mellow  forms  prefer  i 
Who  dodhines,  as  infectious,  tear, 
Which  are  not  fteep'd  in  vinegar, 
And  famples  of  heart-cheiled  grace 
Expole  in  fhow-glafs  of  the  face, 
Did  never  me  as  yet  provoke 
Either  to  honour  band  and  cloak, 
Or  deck  my  hat  with  leaves  of  oak. 

I  rail  not  with  mock-patriot  grace 
At  folks,  becaufe  they  are  in  place  ; 
Nor,  hir'd  to  praife  with  ftallion  penj 
Serve  the  ear-lechery  of  men ; 
But  to  avoid  religious  jars, 
The  laws  are  my  expositors,          3fQ 
Which  in  my  doubting  mind  cre<i|p 
Conformity  to  church  and  ftate. 

3? 
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I  go,  purfuant  to  my  plan, 
To  Mecca  with  the  caravan. 
And  think  it  right  in  common  fenfe 
Both  for  diverfion  and  defence. 

Reforming  fchemes  are  none  of  mine ; 
To  mend  the  world's  a  vaft  defign  : 
Like  theirs,  who  tug  in  little  boat, 
To  pull  to  them  the  {hip  afloat,       j£o 
While  to  defeat  their  lahour'd  end, 
At  once  both  wind  and  ftream  contend : 
Succefs  herein  is  feldom  (ten, 
And  zeal,  when  baffled,  turns  to  fpleen. 

Happy  the  man,  who  innocent, 
Grieve?  not  at  ills  he  can't  prevent ; 
His  Ikiff  does  with  the  current  glide, 
iNot  puffing  pull'd  againft  the  tide. 
He,  paddling  by  the  fcuffling  crowd, 
Sees  uncwncern'd  life's  wager  row'd,    370 
And  when  he  cau't  prevent  foul  play, 
linjoys  the  folly  of  the  fray. 

By  thefe  reflections  I  repeal 
Each  hafty  promife  made  in  zeal. 
When  gofpel  propagators  fay, 
We're  bound  our  great  light  to  difplay, 
And  Indian  darknefs drive  away, 
Yet  none  but  drunken  watchmen  fend, 
And  fcoundrcl  link  boys  for  that  end; 
When  they  cry  up  this  holy  war,        3^(j 
Which  every  Chriftian  ihould  be  for, 
Yet  fuch  as  owe  the  law  their  ears, 
We  find  employed  as  engineers  : 
This  view  my  forward  zeal  fo  {hocks, 
In  vain  they  hold  the  money-box. 
At  fuch  a  conduct,  which  intends 
By  vicion«  means  fuch  virtuous  ends, 
I  laugh  off  fpleen,  and  keep  my  penes 
From  fpoiling  Indian  innocence. 

Yer  philofophic  love  of  eafe       3*jO 
1  fuffer  not  to  prove  difeafe, 
But  rife  up  in  the  virtuous  caufe 
Of  a  free  prefs,  and  equal  laws. 
The  preft  reftrain'd  !  nefandous  thought  • 
In  vain  our  fires  have  nobly  fought  : 
While  free  from  force  the  prefs  remains, 
Virtue  and  freedom  cheer  our  plains, 
And  learning  largeffes  beftows, 
And  keeps  uncenfur'd  open  houfe. 
We  to  the  nation's  public  mart        L+QO 
Our  works  of  wit,  and  fchemes  of  art, 
And  philofophic  good?  this  way, 
Like  water-carriage,  cheap  convey. 
This  tree,  which  knowledge  fo  affords,, 
Inquifitors  with  flaming  fwords 
From  lay  approach  with  zeal  defend, 
Left  their  own  paradife  (hould  end. 
The  prefs  from  her  fecund*. us  womb 
•Brought  forth  the  arts  of  Greece  and  Rome  ; 
Her  offspring,  fkill'd  in  logic  war,     1^(0 
Truth's  banner  wav'd  in  open  air; 
The  monfter  fuperftition  fled, 
And  hid  in  ihades  its  Gorgon  head  ; 
And  lawlefs  pow'r,  the  long-kept  field, 
By  reafon  quell'd,  was  fcrc'd  to  yield. 
This  nurfe  of  arts,  and  freedom's  fence 
T/o  chain,  is  treafon  again 


And,  liberty,  thy  thoufand  tongues 
4one  filence,  who  defign  no  wrongs; 
'or  thofe,  who  ufe  the  gag's  reftraint,   ^U> 
^ir ft  rob,  before  they  flop  complaint. 

Since  difappointment  gauls  within, 
And  fubjugates  the  foul  to  fpleen, 
Vloft  fchemes,  as  money-fnares,  I  hate, 
And  bite  not  at  projector's  bait. 

ufficient  wrecks  appear  each  day, 
And  yet  frefli  fools  are  caft  away. 
Sre  well  the  bubbled  can  turn  round, 
Their  painted  veffel  runs  aground  ; 
Or  in  deep  feas  it  overfcts  q-30 

By  a  fierce  hurricane  cf  debts ; 
Or  helm  directors  in  one  trip, 
Freight  firft  embezzled,  fink  the  fliip, 
Such  was  of  late  a  corporation  *, 
The  brazen  ferpent  of  the  nation, 
Which,  when  hard  accidents  dillrefs'd, 
The  poor  muftlook  at  to  be  bleft, 
And  thence  expect,  with  paper  feal'd 
By  fraud  and  us'ry,  to  be  heal'd. 

I  in  no  foul-confumption  wait  440 
Whole  years  at  levees  of  the  great, 
And  hungry  hopes  regale  the  while 
On  the  fpare  diet  of  a  fmile. 
There  you  may  fee  the  idol  ftand 
With  mirror  in  his  wanton  hand  ; 
Above,  below,  now  here,  now  there, 
He  throws  about  the  funny  glare. 
Crowds  pant,  and  prefs  to  feize  the  prize, 
The  gay  delufion  of  their  eyes. 

When  fancy  tries  her  limning  (kill  ^$"0 
To  do-aw  and  colour  at  her  will, 
And  raife  and  round  the  figure  well, 
And  fhow  her  talent  to  excel, 
I  guard  my  heart,  left  it  fhould  woo     , 
Unreal  beauties  fancy  drew, 
And  difappointed,  feel  defpair 
At  lofs  of  things,  that  never  were. 
When  I  lean  politicians  mark 

Grating  on  ether  in  the  park; 

Whoe'er  on  wing  with  open  throats 

Fly  at  debates,  exprefles,  votes, 

Juft  in  the  manner  fwallows  ufe, 

Catching  their  airy  food  of  news ; 

Whofe  latrant  ftomachs  oft  moleft 

The  deep-laid  plans  their  dreams  fuggeft  ; 

Or  fee  fome  poet  penfive  fit, 

Fondly  miftaking  fpleen  for  wit : 

Who,  though  fhort-winded,  ftill  will  aim 

To  found  the  epic  trump  of  fame  ; 

Who  ftill  on  Phoebus'  fmiles  will  doat, 

Nor  learn  conviction  from  his  coat ; 

*  'Tie  Charitable  Corporation,  injlitnted for  tie  re 
lief  of  the  induftrious  /cor,  by  aj/i/ling  them  withfrnall 
fitms  upr,n  pledges  at  legal  inierejl.  By  the  villany  of 
tbofe  -who  bad  the  management  of  this  fcheme^  the  pro 
prietors  ivere  defrauded  of  very  confiderable  fums  oj 
money.  In  1732,  tie  conduft  of  the  directors  of  this 
body,  became  thejubjeft  of  a  parliamentary  inquiry,  and 
fome  of  them  ivho  were  members  of  the  Houfe  of  Coat' 
mans,  ivere  expelled  for  their  concern  in  this 
tranfaflion. 
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I  Wefs  my  ftars,  I  never  knew 

Whimfies,  which  clofe  purfu'd,  undo, 

And  have  from  old  experience  been 

Both  parent  and  the  child  of  fpleen. 

Thefe  fubjecls  of  Apollo's  ftate, 

Who  from  falfe  fire  derive  their  fate, 

With  airy  purchafes  undone 

Of  lands,  which  none  lend  money  on, 

Born  dull,  had  follow'd  'hriving  ways,  tf$0 

Nor  loft  one  hour  to  gather  bays. 

Their  fancies  firft  delirious  grew, 

And  fctnes  ideal  took  for  true. 

Fine  to  the  fight  Parnaffus  lies, 

And  with  falfe  profpecls  cheats  their  eyes; 

The  fabled  gods  the  poets  Cng, 

A  feafon  of  perpetual  fpring. 

Brooks,  flow'ry  fields,  and  groves  of  trees, 

Affording  fweets  a:;d  fimilies, 

Gay  dreams  infpir'd  in  myrtle  bow'rs,  if40 

And  wreaths  of  undecaying  flow'rs, 

Apollo's  harp  wirh  airs  divine, 

The  facred  mufic  of  the  nine, 

Views  of  the  temple  rais'd  to  fame, 

And  for  a  vacant  niche  proud  aim, 

Ravifh  their  fouls,  and  plainly  fhow 

What  fancy's  flcetching  power  can  do. 

They  will  attempt  the  mountain  deep, 

Where  on  the  top,  like  dreams  in  fleep, 

The  mufe's  revelations  {how,       5"<>0 

That  find  men  crack'd,  or  make  them  fo. 

You,  friend,  like  me,  the  trade  of  rhyme. 
Avoid,  elab'rate  wafte  of  time, 
Nor  are  content  to  be  und  ne, 
To  pafs  for  Phoebus'  crazy  fon. 
Poems,  the  hop. grounds  of  the  brain, 
Afford  the  moft  uncertain  gain  ; 
And  lotteries  never  tempt  the  wife 
With  blanks  fo  many  to  a  prize. 
I  only  tranfient  vifits  pay,       5ft  6 
Meeting  the  mufes  in  my  way. 
Scarce  known  to  the  faftidiou?  dames, 
Nor  fkill'd  to  call  them  by  their  names. 
Nor  can  their  paffports  in  thefe  days, 
Your  profit  warrant,  or  your  praife. 
On  poems  by  their  dictates  writ 
Critics,  as  fworn  appraisers,  fit, 
And  mere  upholft'rers  in  a  trice 
On  gems  and  paintings  fet  a  price. 
Thefe  tail'ring  artifls  for  our  lays 
Invent  cramp'd  rules,  and  with  ftrait  ftays 
Striving  free  nature's  fhape  to  hit, 
Emaciate  fenfe,  before  they  fit. 

A  common  place,  and  many  friends, 
Can  ferve  the  plagiary's  ends, 
Whofe  eafy  vamping  talent  lies, 
Firft  wit  to  pilfer,  then  difguife. 
Thus  fome  devoid  of  art  and  (kill 
To  fearch  the  mine  on  Pindus'  hill, 
Proud  to  afpire  and  workmen  grow,  $*30 
By  genius  doom'd  to  flay  below, 
For  their  own  digging  ihow  the  town 
Wit's  treafure  brought  by  others  down. 
Some  wanting,  if  they  find  a  mine, 
An  artift's  judgment  to  refine, 
On  fame  precipitately  fix'd, 
The.  ore  with  baler  metals  mk'd 


Melt  down,  impatient  of  delay, 

And  call  the  vicious  mafs  a  play. 

All  thefe  engage  to  ferve  their  ends,    jfyo 

A  band  felecl  of  trufty  friends, 

Who,  leffon'd  right,  extol  the  thing, 

As  Piapho  *  taught  his  birds  to  fing ;  » 

Then  to  the  ladies  they  fubmit, 

Returning  officers  on  wit : 

A  crowded  houfe  their  prefence  draws, 

And  on  the  beaux  impofes  laws, 

A  judgment  in  its  favour  ends, 

When  all  the  pannel  are  its  friends: 

Their  natures  merciful  and  mild 

Have  from  mere-  pity  fav'd  the  child; 

In  bulruih  ark  the  bantling  found 

Helplels,  and  ready  to  be  c'rown'd, 

They  have  prcfei  v'd  by  kind  fupport, 

And  brought  the  baby-mufe  to  court. 

But  there's  a  youthf  that  you  can  name, 

Who  needs  no  leading-firings  to  fame, 

Whofe  quick  maturity  of  brain 

The  birth  of  Paihs  may  explain  ; 

Dreaming  of  whofe  depending  fate, 

I  heard  Melpomene  debate, 

This,  this  is  he,  that  was  foretold 

Should  emulate  our  Greeks  of  old. 

Infpir'd  by  me  with  facred  art, 

He  fings,  and  rules  the  varied  heart; 

If  Jove's  dread  anger  he  rehearfe, 

We  hear  the  thunder  in  his  verfe  ; 

If  he  defcribes  love,  turn'd  to  rage, 

The  furies  riot  in  his  page. 

If  he  fair  liberty  and  law 

By  ruffian  pow'r  expiring  draw, 

The  keener  paffions  then  engage 

Aright,  and  fancftify  their  rage  ; 

If  he  artempt  difaftrous  love, 

We  hear  thofe  plaints  that  wound  the  grove. 

Within  the  kinder  paflions  glow, 

And  tears  diftillM  from -pity  flow. 

From  the  bright  vifion  I  defcend, 
And  my  deferted  theme  attend. 

Me  never  did  ambition  feizc, 
Strange  fever  moft  inflam'd  by  eafe  1 
The  active  lunacy  of  pri<le, 
That  courts  jilt  fortune  for  a  bride, 
This  par'dife-tree,  fo  fair  and  high, 
I  view  with  no  afpirirg  eye  : 
Like  afpen  (hake  die  reftlefs  leaves, 
And  Sodom-fruit  our  pains  deceives, 
Whence  frequent  fall*  give  no  furpriic, 
But  fits  of  fpleen,  call'd  growing  wife. 
Greatnefs  in  glitt'ring  forms  ciifplay'd 
Affects  weak  eyes  much  us'd  to  fhade, 
And  by  its  falfely-envy'd  fcene 
Gives  felf-debafing  fits  of  fpleen, 

*  Pfapho  -was  a  Libyan,  ^v'^a  during  to  Is  accrinfeff 
a  god^  ejfei-h'd  it  by  this  means  :  Hi  toot:  \o:a:v  hirds  and 
taught  them  tojing.  Pfapho  is  a  ^reai  god.  When  they 
iv ere  perfcfi  in  their  leffin^  Le  lit  them  Jly  ;  and  other 
'birds  teaming  the  fame  ditty,  repeated  it  in  the  ivocJs; 
on  ivhich  his  countrymen  ojferectfacriftce  to  Liat,  andean- 
Jidered  hi-*'  as  a  df:t~i> 

f   Mr.    Glvier,    tot    ex~\-lftni   autior  of 
'ledea,  l^fc. 
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"We  fhould  be  pleas'd  that  things  are  fo, 
Who  do  for  nothing  fee  the  fliow, 
And,  middle  fiz'd,  can  pafs  between 
Life1'-  hubbub  fafe,  becaufe  unfeen, 
And  'midft  the  glare  of  greatnefa  trace 
A  wat'ry  fun  fhine  in  the  face, 
And  pleafures  fled  to,  to  redrefs 
The  fad  fatigue  of  idlenefs 

Contentment,  parent  of  delight, 
So  much  a  (Iranger  to  our  light, 
Say,  goddefs,  in  what  happy  place 
Mortals  behold  thy  blooming  face  j 
Thy  gracious  a.ufpkes  impart, 
And  for  thy  temple  choo&  my  heart. 
They,  whom  thou  deigned  to  infpire^ 

'Thy  fcience  learn,  to  bound  defire  ; 
By  happy  alchymy  of  mind 
They  turn  to  pleafure  all  they  find  ; 
They  both  di£d.ain  iii  outward  mien 
The  grave  and  folemn  garb  of  fpieen, 
And  meretricious  arts  of,  drefs, 
To  feign  a  joy%  and  hide  diftrefs ; 
Unmov'd  when  the  rude  tempeil  blows, 
Without  an  opiate  they  repofe  ^ 
And  cover'd  by  your  fliield,  defy 
The  whizzing  {hafts,  that  round  them  fly; 
Nor  meddling'  with'  the  god's  affairs, 
Concern  tht'mfelves  with  diftant  cares ; 
Bur  place  their  blifs  in  mental  reft, 
And  feaft  upon  the  good  poflJefs'd- 

T'orc'd  by  foft  violence  of  pray'r, 
The  blithiiome  goddefs  fooths  my  care, 
1  feel  the  deity  infpite, 
And  thus  (he  models  my  defire. 
Two  hundred  pounds  half-yearly  paid, 
Annuity  fecurely  made, 
A  farnj  fomc  twenty  miles  from  town, 
Small,  tight,  faiubrit.us,  and  my  own ; 

Two  maids,  that  never  law  the  town, 

A  ierving-man,  not  q-uite  a  clown, 

A  b"y  to  help  to  tread  the  mow, 

Ajjd  drive,  while  t'other  holds  the  plough.} 

A  chief,  of  temper  form'd  to  pleafe, 

Pit  to  converfe,  and  keep  the  keys ; 

And  better  to  preferve  the  peace, 

Commifiion'd  by  the  name  of  m'ece; 

With  underftandings  of  a  fize 

To  think  their  mafter  very  wife. 

May  Heav'n  (it's  all  I  wifli  for)  fend; 

One  genial  room  t<.>  treat  a  friend, 

Where  decent  cup  boar,d,  little  plate, 

Difplay  benevolence,  not  ftate. 

And  may  my  humble  dwelling  ftand 

Up->n  lome  chofen  fpot  of  laud: 

A  porwl  before  full  to  the  brim, 

Where  cows  may  cool,  and  geefe  may  fwirn  ; 

B^wd,  a  gp^en  like  velvet  neat, 

Soft  to  the  eye,  and  to  the  feet ; 

Where  o-iV  us  plants  in  evening  fair- 

Breatne  all  ar.-unii  auihrofial  air; 

From  £urus,  foe  to  kitchen  ground, 

Feuc'd  !>y  a  {L>pe  with  bufhe-  crown'd, 

Fit  dwelling  for  the  feather'd  throng, 

Who  pay  their  quit  rents  with  a 

With  op'ning  vi^ws  of  hill  and  da 

Which  fenfe  and  fancy  too  regale, 


Where  the  half -cirque,  which  vifion  bounds, 
Like  amphitheatre  furrounds; 
And  woods  impervious  to  the  breeze, 
Thick  phalanx  of  embodied  trees, 
From  hills  through  plains  in  dufk  array 
Extended  far,  repel  the  day. 
Here  flillnefs,  height,  and  folemn  {hade 
Invire,  and  c<Nntemplarion  aid  : 
Here  nymphs  fr«>m  hollow  oaks  relate 
f  he  dark  decrees  and  will  of  fate, 
And  dreams  beneath  the  fpreading  beech 
Infpire,  and  docile  fancy  teach, 
While  foft  as  breezy  breath  of  wind, 
Impulfes  ruftle  through  the  mind, 
Here  Dryads,  fcorning  Phoebus'  ray, 
While  Pan  melodious  pipes  away, 
In  meafur'd  motions  frifk  about, 
'  Fill  old  Silenus  puts  them  out. 
There  fee  the  clover,  pea,  and  bean, 
Vie  in  variety  of  green  ; 
Freih  pailures  fpeckled  o'er  with  fheep, 
Brown  fields  their  fallow  Sabbaths  keep, 
Plump  Ceres  golden  treffos  wear,  ^ 
And  poppy  top-knots  deck  her  hair. 
And  filver  ftrcarm  through  meadows  ftray, 
Naiads  on  the  margin  play, 
And  lefler  nymphs  on  fide  of  hills 
From  play-thing  urns  pour  down  the  rills. 
Thus  fhelter'd,  free  from  care  an,d  ftiifc, 
May  I  enjoy  a  calm  through  life  j 
See  faAion,  fafe  in  low  degree, 
As  men  at  land  fee  ftorms  at  fea, 
And  laugh  at  miferable  elves 
Not  kind,  fo  much  as  to  themfelves, 
Curs'd  with  fuch  fouls  of  bafe  alloy, 
As  can  poflefs,  b,ut  not  enjoy; 
Debarr'd  the  pieafure  to  impart 
By  av'rice,  fphin&er  of  the  heart, 
Who  wealth,  hard  earn'd  by  guilty  caresft 
Bequeath  untpuch'd  to  thanklefs  heirs. 
May  f,  with  look  ungloom'd  by  guile, 
And  wearing  virtue's  liv'ry  fmile, 
Prone  the  diftreffed  to  relieve, 
And  little  trefpafies  forgive, 
With  income  not  in  fortune's  pow'f, 
And  fkill  to  make  a  buly  hour, 
With  trips  to  town  life  to  amufe, 
To  purchafe  books  and  hear  the  news, 
To  fee  o\d  friends,  brufh  off  the  clown, 
And  quicken  tafte  at  coming  down, 
Unhurt  by  ficknefs'  blafting  rage, 
And  flowly  mellowing  in  age. 
When  fate  extends  its  gathering  gripe, 
Fall  off  like  fruit  grown  fully  ripe, 
Quit  a  worn  being  without  pain, 
Perhaps  to  bloffoni  foon  again. 

But  now  more  ferious  fee  me  grow, 
And  what  1  think,  my  Memmius,  know, 

'I  h' enthufiaft's  hope,  and  raptures  wild.,' 
Have  never  yet  my  reafon  foil'd. 
His  fpringy  foul  dilates,  like  air, 
When  free  from  weight  of  ambient  care, 
And,  huih'd  in  meditation  deep, 
Slides  into  dreams,  as  when  afleep  ; 
Then,  fond  of  new  difcoveries 
Proves  a  Columbus  of  tier  own4 
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Bifdains  the  narrow  bounds  of  place, 

And  through  the  wilds  of  endlefs  fpace, 

Bi»rne  up  on  metaphyfic  wings, 

Chafes  light  forms  and  ftiadowy  things, 

And  in  the  vague  excurfion  caught, 

Bf  ings  home  fome  rare  exotic  thought. 

The  melancholy  man  fuch  dreams, 

As  brighteft  evidence,  efteems  ; 

Fain  would  he  fee  fome  diftant  fcene 

Suggefted  by  his  reftlefs  fpleen, 

And  fancy's  telefcope  fupplies 
With  tindtur'd  glafs  to  cheat  his  eyes. 
Such  thoughts,  as  love  the  gloom  of  night, 
I  clofe  examine  by  the  light ; 

For  who,  though  brib'd  by  gain  to  lie, 
Dare  fun  beam -written  truths  deny, 
And  execute  plain  common  fenfe 
On  fairh's  mere  herefay  evidence  ? 
That  fuperftition  mayn't  create, 
And  clubs  its  ills  with  thofe  of  fate, 
I  many  a  notion  take  to  tafk, 
Made  dreadful  by  its  vifor  mafic. 
Thus  fcruple,  fpafm  of  the  mind, 
Is  cur'd,  and  certainty  I  find, 
Sir.ce  optic  reafon  {hows  me  plain, 
I  dreaded  fpectres  of  the  brain, 
And  legendary  fears  are  gone, 
Though  in  tenacious  childhood  fown. 
Thus  in  opinions  I  commence 
Freeholder  in  the  proper  fenfe, 
And  neither  fuit  nor  fervice  do, 
Nor  homage  to  pretenders  (how, 
Who  boaft  themfelves  by  fpurious  roll 
Lords  of  the  manor  of  the  foul ; 
Preferring  fenfe,  from  chin  that's  bare, 
To  nonfenfc  thron'd  in  whifker'd  hair. 
To  thec,  Creator  uncreate, 

0  Entium  Ens!  divinely  great  '  •    •— • 
Hold,  mute,  nor  melting  pinions  try, 
Nor  near  the  blazing  glory  fly, 
Nor  {training  break  thy  feeble  bow, 
Unfeather'd  arrows  far  to  throw  : 
Through  fields  unknown  nor  madly  ftray, 
Where  no  ideas  mark  the  way. 

With  tender  eyes  and  colours  faint, 

And  trembling  hands  forbear  to  paint,     • 

Who  features  veil'd  by  light  can  hit  ? 

Where  can,  what  has  no  outline  fit  ? 

My  foul,  the  vain  attempt  forego, 

Thyfelf,  the  fitter  fubje<ft.  know. 

He  wifely  fliuns  the  bold  extreme, 

Who  foon  lays  by  th'  unequal  theme, 

Nor  runs,  with  wifdom's  fyrens  caught, 

On  quickfands  fwaU'wing  fhepwreck'd  thought; 

BI  t,  confcious  of  his  diftance  gives 

Mute  praife,  and  humble  negatives. 

In  one,  no  object  of  our  fight, 

Immutable  and  infinite, 

Who  can't  be  cruel  or  unjuft, 

Calm  and  refign'd.  I  fix  my  trufl  j 

To  him  my  paft  and  prcfcnt  ftate 

1  owe,  and  muft  my  future  fate. 
A  ftranger  into  life  I'm  come, 
Dying  may  be  our  going  home, 
Transported  here  by  angry  fate, 
The  convicts  of  a  jmor  ftate* 


Hence  I  no  anxious  thoughts  beftow 

On  matters  I  can  never  know ; 

Through  life's  foul  way,  like  vagrant  pafa'd, 

He'll  grant  afettlement  at  laft, 

And  with  fweet  eafe  the  wearied  crown, 

By  leave  to  lay  .his  being  down. 

If  doom'd  to  dance  th'  eternal  round 

Of  life  no  fooner  loft  but  found, 

And  diflbluticn  foon  to  come, 

Like  fpunge,  wipes  out  life's  prefent  fum9 

But  can't  our  ftate  of  pow'r  bereave 

An  endlef*  feries  to  receive  ; 

Then,  if  hard  dealt  with  here  by  fate, 

We  balance  in  another  ftate, 

And  confcioufnefs  muft  go  along, 

And  fign  th'  acquittance  for  the  wrong, 

He  for  his  creatures  muft  decree 

More  happinefs  than  miiery, 

Or  be  fuppofed  to  create, 

Curious  to  try,  what  'ti£"to  hate; 

And  do  an  a<5t,  which  rage  infers, 

'Caufe  lamenels  halts,  or  blindnefs  em. 

Thus,  thus  I  Iceermy  bark,  and  fail 
On  even  keel  with  gentle  gale  ; 
At  helm  I  make  my  reafon  fit, 
My  crew  of  paflions  all  fubmit. 
If  dark  and  bluft'ring  prove  fome  night*, 
Phil  iophy  puts  forth  her  lights; 
Experience  holds  the  cautious  glafs, 
To  fhun  the  breakers,  as  I  pafs, 
And  frequent  throws  the  wary  lead, 
Vo  fee  what  dangers  may  be  hid  ; 
And  once  in  feven  years  I'm  feen 
At  Bath  or  Tunbridge  to  careen. 
Though  pleas'd  to  fee  the  dolphins  play, 
I  mind  my  convpafs  and  my  way, 
With  ftore  fufficient  for  relief, 
And  wifely  ftill  prepar'd  to  reHf, 
Nor  wanting  the  difperlive  bowl 
Of  cloudy  weather  in  the  foul, 
[  make  (may  Heav'n  propitious  feiul 
Such  wind  and  weather  to  the  end) 
Neither  becalm'd,  nor  overblown, 
Life's  voyage  to  the  world  unknown. 

AN  EPIGRAM, 

On  tie  Reverend  Mr.  Lawrence  Eclarfs  and  Btjlof 
Gilbert  Burners  Hijlories. 

G^L'S  hiftory  appears  to  me 
Political  anatomy, 
A  cafe  of  Ikeletons  well  done, 
And  malefactors  every  one. 
His  {harp  and  ftrong  incifion  pen 
Hiftorically  cuts  up  men, 
And  does  with  lucid  {kill  impart 
Their  inward  ails  of  head  and  heart. 
Laurence  proceeds  another  way, 
And  well-drefVd  figures  doth  difplay  j 
His  characters  are  all  inSflefti, 
Their  hands  are  fair,  their  faces  frefh ; 
And  from  his  fweet'ring  art  derive 
A  better  fcent  than  when  alive. 
He  wax- work  made  to  pleafe  the  fons,  . 

Whofe  fathers  were  Gil's  fkeleton's. 
3  B  iij 
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THE  SPARROW  AND  DIAMOND. 

A  SONG. 

I  LATELY  faw,  what  now  I  fing, 

Fair  Lucia's  hand  difplay'd ; 
This  finger  grac'd  a  diamond  ring, 

On  that  a  fparrow  play'd. 

The  feattar'd  plaything  fhe  carefs'd, 

She  frroak'd  its  head  and  wings ; 
And  while  it  neftled  oi>  her  breaft, 

She  lifp'd  the  deareft  things. 

With  chizzled  bill  a  fparkilUfet 

He  locfen'd  from  the  reft, 
And  fwallow'd  down  to  grind  his  meat, 

The  eafier  to  digeft. 

Shefeiz'd  his  bill  with  wild  affright, 

Her  diamond  to  defcry  : 
'Twas  gone  !  Ihq  ficken'd  at  the  light, 

Moaning  her  bird  would  die. 

The  tongu<?-ty'd  knocker  none  might  ufe, 

The  curtains  none  undraw, 
The  footmen  went  without  their  (hoes, 

The  ftreet  was  laid  with  ftraw. 

The  doctor  us'd  his  oily  art 

Of  ftrong  emetic  kind, 
Th'  apothecary  play'd  his  part, 

And  engineer  d  behind. 

When  phyfic  ceas'd  to  fpend  its  {lore, 

To  bring  sway  the  ftone, 
Dicky,  like  people  given  o'er, 

Pick^  up,  when  let  alone. 

His  eyes  difpell'd  their  fickly  dews, 

He  ptck'd  behind,  his  wiug; 
Lucia,  recovering  at  the  news, 

Relapfes  for  the  ring. 

Meanwhile  writhin  her  beauteous  breaft 

Two  different  pafiions  ftrove  ; 
When  av'rict  ended  the  conteft, 

And  triumph'd  over  love. 

Poor  little,  pretty,  fluttering  thing, 

Thy  pain;,  the  iex  difplay, 

Who,  only  to  repai--  a  ring, 

.  Could  t^ke  thy  life  away. 

Drive  av'rice  from  your  brea'fts,  ye  fair, 

Manlier  of  fouled  mien  : 
Ye  would  not  let  it  harbour  there, 

Could  but  its  form  be  fecn. 

It  made  a  virgin  put  on  guile, 

Truth's  image  1-reak  her  word, 
A  Lucia's  face  forbear  to  imile, 

A  Venus  kill  her  bird. 

JOVE  AND  SEMELE. 

Qccajtoncd  by  a  Lady's  fay ///a,  That  none  of  tie  ancient 
poetical  fi  or  ies  rejleRed  fo  much  on  the  ••>anity  vf '  ivo- 
men,  as  that  of  Phaeton  does  on  the  ambition  of  tneri. 

JOVE  for  anntfement  quitted  oft  his  flcies, 
To  vifit  earth  j  contracted  to  our  fize ; 


And  lov'd  (however  things  in  heav'n  might  go} 
Exceedingly  a  game  of  romps  below. 
Mifs  Semele  he  pick'd  up,  as  l-e  went, 
And  thought  he  pleas'd  her  to  her1  heart's  con 
tent. 

But  minds  afpiring  ne'er  can  be  at  eafe ; 
Once  known  a  god,  as  man  he  ceas'd  to  pleafe. 
Tn  tertderefl  time,  which  women  know,  'tis  faid, 
Thus  (he  befpake  the  loving  god  in  bed. 

Thou,  who  gav'ft  Daedalus  his  mazy  art, 
And  knoweft  all  things  but  a  woman's  heart, 
Hear  my  requeft  for  fomething  yet  untry'd, 
And  fuear  by  Sr.yx,  I  fhall  not  be  deny'd. 

Fond  Jove,  like  men,  the  better  to  fucceed, 
Took  any  oath  ;   then  bade  the  girl  proceed. 
In  human  guife,  great  Jove,  leave  off  to  rove, 
Deceiving  womankind,  and  pilf 'ring  love  : 
What  are  thofe  joys,  which  a-  a  man  you  give, 
To  what  a  god  of  thunder  can  atchieve  ? 
Such  weight  of  love   and  might  of  limbs  employ, 
As  give  immortal  madams  heav'nly  j'jy. 

Jove  came  array'd,  as  bound  by  cruel  fate, 
And  Semele  enjoy'd  the  god  in  ftate  : 
When  flaming  fplendours  found  his  beamy  head 
Divinely  (hone,  and  ftruck  the  mortal  dead. 

Faint  from  the  co.urfe  though  we  a  while  retreat^ 
To  cool  and  breathe  before  another  heat ; 
The  god*  can't  know,  frelh  with  eternal  prime, 
Love's  Hinted  paufe,  nor  wanr  recruits  from  time; 
Bu-  muft  wi  h  unabating  ardours kifs, 
And  bear  down  nature  with  excefs  of  blifs. 

Learn  hence,  each  fair  one,  whom  like  beau 

ties  grace, 

Poflefs'd  of  lawkfs  empire  by  your  face, 
Not  to  do  ;wliat  you  lift,  becaufe  you  may, 
Let  cool  difcretion  waim  dtfires  allay; 
And  itching  cut  iofity  believe, 
A  lurking  taint  dtriv'd  from  mother  Eve. 
Spare  then  the  men,  ye  fair,  and  frankly  own, 
Your  fex,  like  ours,  has  had  its  Phaeton. 

THE  SEEKER. 

WHEN  I  firft  came  to  London,  I  rambled  about 
Fivm   fermcn  to  letmon,  took  a  flice  and  went 

out., 

['hen  on  me,  in  divinity  batchelor,  tryM 
M'.my  p'ielh  to  ^btrude.  'A  l.t  vitical  bride; 
And,  ur^'iKg  thtir  various  opinions,  intended 
To   maker  me   wed  fydems,  which   they  recom- 

mtndtd 
Said  a  lech'rous  old  fn'r,  Ikulking  near  Lin- 

coln's-Inn,  tin ; 

(Whole  trade's  to  abtblve,  hut  whole  paftime's  to 
Who,  i'pidrr-iike,  feize-  weak  ProteHant  flies, 
Which  hung  in  hi*.  fcphiAry  conweb  he  fpies) ; 
Ah,  pity  your  foul '  for  without  our  church  pale, 
If  you  happen  to  die,  to  be  damn'd  yi.u  can't  fail; 
The  Bible,  ym  b'»aft   is  a  wild  revelation  ; 
Hear  a  church  that  can't  err,  jf  you  hope  for  fal- 

vaiion. 

Said  a  formal  non-con  (whofe  rich  ftock  of  grace 
Lies  forward  expend  in  <hop  window  efface), 
Ah   pity  your  foul .  come,  be  of  our  feel; 
For  then  you  arc  fafe,  and  may  plead  you're 
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As  it  ftands  in  the  Ads,  we  can  prove  ourfelves 

faints.  [againft 

Being  Chrift's    litde   flock   every    where    fpoke 

Said  a  jolly  church  parfon  (devoted  to  eafe, 
While  penal  law  dragons  guard  his  golden  fleece), 
If  you  pity  your  foul,  I  pray  liften  to  neither; 
The  firft  i«  in  error,  the  laft  a  deceiver  : 
That  ours'  is  the  true  church,  the  fenfe  of  our 

tribe  is, 

And  furely  in  media  tutiffimus  ibis.  [band 

Said  a  yea  and  a  nay  friend,  with  a  ftiff  hat  and 

(Who,  while  he  talk'd  gravely,  would  held  forth 

his  hand), 

Dominion  and  wealth  are  the  aim  of  all  three, 
Though  about  ways  and  means  they  may  all  dif- 

agree ; 

Then  pr'ythee  he  wife,  go  the  Quaker's  by-way, 
>Tis  plain,  without  turnpikes,  fo  nothing  to  pay. 

ON  BARCLAY'S  APOLOGY  FOR  THE 
QUAKERS    . 

THESE  (beets  primeval  docTrines  yield, 
Where  revelation  is  reveal'd  ; 
Soul-phlegm  from  literal  feeding  bred, 
Syftems  lethargic  to  the  head 
They  purge,  and  yield  a  diet  thin, 
That  turns  to  gofpel-chyle  within. 
Truth  fub'.imate  may  here  be  feen, 
Extracted  from  the  parts  terrene. 
In  thefe  is  fhown,  how  men  obtain 
What  of  Promerheus  poets  feign  : 
To  Scripture  plainnefs  drefs  is  brought, 
And  fpeech,  apparel  to  the  thought. 
They  hifs,  from  inflin6l,  at  red  coats, 
And  war,  whofe  work  is  cutting  throats, 
Forbid,  and  prefs  the  law  of  love  : 
Breathing  the  fpirit  of  the  dove. 
Lucrative  doctrines  they  deleft, 
Asmanufaclur'd  by  the  pried ; 
And  throw  down  turnpikes,  where  we  pay 
For  (luff,  which  never  mends  the  way ; 
And  tythes,  a  Jewifh  tax,  reduce, 
And  frank  the  gofpel  for  our  ufe. 
They  fable  {landing  armies  break  ;  ' 
But  the  militia  ufeful  make  : 
Since  all  unhir'd  may  preach  and  pray, 
Taught  by  thefe  rules  as  well  as  they  ; 
Rules  which,  when  truths  themfelves  reveal, 
•Bid  us  to  follow  what  \ve  feel. 
The  world  can't  hear  the  imall  {till  voice, 
-Such  is  its  buftle  and  its  noife  ; 


*  Tills  celebrated  book  ivas  -written  by  its  author, 
lith  in  Latin  and  Jlngtifet  and  was  afterivardi  tranf~ 
latcd  into  High  Diitcb,  Lonu  Dutch,  French,  and  Spa- 
rtijb,  ami  probably  into  other  languages.  It  has  alivays 
It'en *ejleemed  a  very  ingenious  defence  of  tic  principles'  of 
Quaquerijm )  even  byJthofe  tub  o  deny  the  do&rines  ivhich 
it  endeavours  to  efiabl'Jb.  The  author  Tvas  born  at  Edin- 
burnh,  in  1648,  and  received  part  of  his  education  at 
the  Scot;  Co.'ltge  in  Par  if,  <u>here  Lit  uncle  iva:  princi 
pal.  His  father  became  one  of  the  earlieft  converts  io  the 
neiv  fcff  ;  and,  from  his  example,  the  fon  feems  to  have 
been  induced  to  t>  ead  in  his  fitps,  He  died  on  the  $d  of 
l6oQ}  in  t/je  ^d  year  of  his  age, 
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Reafon  the  proclamation  reads, 
But  not  one  riot  paffion  heeds. 
Wealth,  honour,  power,  the  graces  are, 
Which  here  below  our  homage  {hare  : 
They,  if  one  votary  they  find 
To  miftrefs  more  divine  inclin'd, 
In  truth's  purfuit,  to  caufe  delay, 
Throw  golden  apples  in  his  way. 

Place  me,  O  Heav'n!  in  fome  retreat; 
There  let  the  ferious  death-  watch  beat, 
There  let  me  felf  in  {Hence  Hum, 
To  feel  thy  will,  which  fliould  be  done. 

Then  comes  the  Spirit  to  our  hut, 
When  faft  the  fenfes'  doors  are  {hut ; 
For  fo  divine  and  pure  a  gueft 
The  emptied  rooms  are  furnifiVd  beft. 

O  contemplation  !  air  ferene  ! 
From  damps  of  fenfe,  and  fogs  of  fpleen  ! 
Pure  mount  of  thought !  thrice  holy  ground, 
Where  grace,  when  waited  for,  is  found. 

Here  'tis  the  foul  feels  fudden  youth, 
And  meets,  exulting,  virgin  truth; 
Here,  like  a  breeze  of  gentled  kind, 
(mpulfes  ruftle  through  the  miqd  ; 
Here  fliines  that  light  with  glowing  face, 
The  fufe  divine,  that  kindles  grace  ; 
Which,  if  we  trim  our  lamps,  will  laft, 
Till  darknefs  be  by  dying  paft. 
And  then  goes  out  at  end  of  night, 
Extinguijh'd  by  fuperior  light. 

Ah  me  !  the  heats  and  colds  of  life, 
Pleafure's  and  pain's  eternal  (Irife, 
Breed  {lormy  pafiions,  which  confin'd, 
Shake,  like  th'  ^Eolian  cave,  the  mind, 
And  raife  defpair ;  my  lamp  can  laft,     - 
Plac'd  where  they  drive  the  furious  blafl. 

Falfe  eloquence  !  big  empty  found  ! 
Like  fliowers  that  r.ufli  upon  the  ground  I 
Little  beneath  the  furface  goes, 
All  ftreams  along,  and  muddy  flows. 
This  finks,  and  fwells  the  buried  grain, 
And  fructifies  like  fouthern  rain. 

His  art,  well  hid  in  mild  difcourfe, 
Exerts  pcrfuauon's  winning  force, 
And  nervates  fo  the  good  defign, 
That  King  Agrippa's  cafe  is  mine. 

Well-natur'd,  happy  ihade,  for^-ve 
Like  you  i  think,  but  cannot  live. 
Thy  fckeme  requires  the  world's  contempt, 
That  from  dependence  life  exempt ; 
And  conftitution  fram'd  fo  flrong, 
This  world's  word  climate  cannot  wrong5 
Not  iuch  my  lot,  not  fortune's  brat, 
.  I  live  by  pulling  off  the  hat ; 
Compell'd  by  ftation  every  Lour 
To  bow  to  images  of  power; 
And  in  life's  bufy  fcenes  immers'di 
See  better  things,  and  do  the  worft. 

Eloquent  want,  whofe  reafons  fway, 
And  make  ten  thoufand  truths  give  way, 
While  I  your  fcheme  with  pleafure  trace, 
Draws  near,  and  flares  me  in  the,  face. 
Confider  well  your  ftate,  (he  cries, 
Lik^  orhers kneel,  that  you  may  rife; 
Hold  disdlrines,  by  no  fcruples  vcx'd, 
To  which  preferment  is  anaex'd ; 
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Nor  madly  prove,  where  all  depends, 

Idolatry  upon  your  friei   Is. 

See,  how  you  like  my  rueful  face, 

Such  you  mcft  wear,  if  out  of  place. 

Cr<u  ;v'J  is  your  brain  to  turn  reclufe, 

Without  one  farthing  out  at  ufe. 

They,  who  have  tands,  and  fafe  bank  flock, 

With  faith  lo  fouiidcd  on  a  rock, 

Mav  give  a  rich  invention  eafe, 

And  conflrue  Scripture  how  they  pleafe. 

i  he  honour'd  prophet,  that  of  old 
U«V  Heav'n  s  high  cour  fel*   o  unfold, 
Did,  more  than  courier  angels,  greet 
The  crows,  that  brought  him  bread  and  meat. 

THE  GROTTO  *. 

Written  under  the  Name  of  Peter  Drake,  a  Yijler- 
man  cf  Brentford* 

Printed  in  tie  Year  1732,  but  not  publijbed. 

cc  Scilicit  hie  poflis  curvo  dignofcere  re&um, 
"  Atque  inter  filvas  Academi  quserere  verum." 

HOR. 

Our  wits  Apollo's  influence  beg, 
The  Grotto  makes  them  all  with  egg  : 
Finding  this  chalk-ftone  in  my  neft, 
I  drain,  and  lay  among  the  reft. 

ADIEU  a  while,  forfaken  flood, 
To  ramble  in  the  Delian  wood, 
And  pray  the  god  my  well-meant  fong 
May  not  my  fubjecYs  merit  wrong 

Say,  father  Thames,  whofe  gentle  pace 
Gives  leave  to  view  what  beauties  grace 
Your  flow'ry  banks,  if  you  have  lecn 
The  much-fung  grott^  of  the  queen. 
Contemplative,,  forget  a  while 
Ox-  tiian  towers,  and  Windfor's  pile, 
And  Wolfey's  f  pride  (his  greateft  guilt) 
And  what  great  William  fince  has  built ; 
And  flowing  faft  by  Richmond  fcenes, 
4:  (Honour'd  retreat  of  two  great  queens) 
From  ||  Sion-Houfe,  whofe  proud  furvey 
Browbeats  your  flood,  look  crofs  the  way, 
And  view,  from  higheft  fwell  of  tide, 
The  milder  fcenes  cf  Surry-fide. 

Though  yet  nn  palace  grace  the  fhore, 
To  lod^e  that  pair  you  fhouid  adore  ; 
Nor  abbies,  great  in  ruin,  rife, 
Royal  equivalents  for  vice  ; 
Behold  a  grott,  in  Delphic  grove, 
The  graces'  and  the  muffs'  love. 
(O,  might  our  laureat  ftudy  here, 
How  would  he  hail  his  new-born  year)  ! 

*  A  building  in  Richmond -Gardens,  erefled  by  ^usen 
Caroline,  and  committed  to  the  cujloiiy  of  Stephen  Isuck. 
At  the  time  tb's  poemtvas  -written,  many  other  iierjes 
appealed  in  the  fame  fubjeti 

f  Hampton -Court,  bfgun  by  Cardinal  Wolfey^  and 
improved  by  King  William  III 

\    Qureh    Anne,  confcrt  of  King  Richard  II.    and 
^ueen  Elizabeth  i  both  died  at  Richmond. 
*~  ||  Sron-Hcuft  is  noiv  a  feat  belonging  to  the  Bit's  of 
Ac.  rib  umber  land » 


A  temple  from  vain  glories  free, 
Whofe  goddels  is  phi!ofophy, 
Whofe  fides  fuch  licens'd  idols  crown 
As  fuperftitiori  would  pull  down  ; 
The  only  pilgrimage  I  know, 
That  men  of  lenfe  would  choofe  to  go  : 
Which  fweet  abode,  her  wifeft  choice, 
Urania  cheers  with  heavenly  voice, 
While  all  'he  virtues  gather  round, 
To  fee  her  confecrate  the  ground. 
If  thou,  the  god  with  winged  feet, 
In  council  talk  of  this  retreat, 
A;  d  jealcu-  gods  refentment  fhow 
At  alrars  rais'd  to  men  below  ; 
Ttll  thofe  proud  lords  of  heaven,  'tis  fit 
Their  houfe  our  heroes  fhouid  admit ; 
While  each  exifts,  as  poets  fmg, 
A  lazy  lewd  immortal  thing, 
1  hey  muft  (or  grow  in  difrepute) 
With  earth's  firft  commoners  recruit. 

Needlefs  it  is  in  terms  unfkill'd 
To  praife  whatever  Boyle  *  fhall  build  ; 
Needlefs  it  is  the  bufts  to  name 
Of  men,  monopolifts  of  fame  ; 
Four  chiefs  adorn  the  modeft  ftone  f , 
For  virtue  a^>  for  learning  known  ; 
The  thinking  fculpture  helps  to  raife 
Deep  thoughts,  the  genii  of  the  place: 
To  the  mind's  ear,  and  inward  fight, 
Their  filence  fpeaks,  and  fhade  gives  light : 
While  infects  from  the  threfhold  prt-ach, 
And  minds  difpos'd  to  mufing  teach  : 
Proud  of  ftrong  limbs  and  painted  hues, 
They  perifh  by  the  flighted  bruife ; 
Or  maladies,  begun  within, 
Deftroy  more  flow  life's  frail  machine ; 
From  maggot-youth  through  change  of  ftatcs 
They  feel  like  us  the  turns  of  fate ; 
Some  born  to  creep  have  liv'd  to  fly, 
And  change  earth-cells  for  dwellings  high; 
And  fome  that  did  their  fix  wings  keep, 
Before  they  dy'd  been  forc'd  to  creep, 
They  politics  like  ours  pmfefs, 
The  greater  prey  upon  the  lei's  : 
Some  ftraiti  on  foot  huge  loads  to  bring; 
Some  toil  inceflant  on  the  wing  ; 
And  in  their  different  ways  explore 
Wife  fenfe  of  want  by  future  ftore ; 
Nor  from'  their  vigorous  fchemes  defift 
'  Till  death   and  then  are  never  miis'd. 
Some  fn  Lc,  toil,  marry,  increafe, 
Ar-  irick  and  well,  have  war  and  peace, 
And,  broke  with  age,  in  half  a  day 
Yield  to  fucceffors,  and  away, 

Let  not  profane  this  facred  place, 
Hypocrify  with  Janus'  face  ; 

*  Richard  Bcyle^  Ear!  of  Burlington,  a  nobleman 
remarkable  for  his  fine  tajle  in  architecture  '*  Never 
"  ivat  protection  and  great  wealth  more generoujly  <.ind 
"  judicially  d  iff u fed  than  t/y  ihis  p  e  it  perfon,  ivho  Ixid 
"  evi-ry  quality  f  a  gtnijus  and  artijly  except  envy." 
Hedi-d  December  4.  1753. 

-  •}•    ''the  author  jbould  have  faid fivs ,   tbtrt  being  the 
b^  s  of  Ne-wtont  Locke,  Woilajion^  Clarke tand  Boyle* 
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Or  pomp,  mixt  (late  of  pride  and  care  t 

Court  kindnefs,  falsehood's  polifh'd  ware; 

Scandal  difguis'd  in  friendfhip's  veil, 

Th'at  tells,  unafk'd,  th'  injurious  tale; 

Or  art  politic,  which  allows 

The  Jefuit-remedy  for  vows: 

Or  prieft.  perfuming  crowned  head, 

Till  in  a  fwoon  truth  lies  for  dead; 

Or  tawdry  critic,  who  perceives 

No  grace,  which  plain  proportion  gives, 

And  more  than  lineaments  divine 

Admires  the  gilding  of  the  fhrine ; 

Or  that  felf-haunting  fpectrc  fpleen, 

In  thickeft  fog  the  cleareft  feen  ; 

Or  prophecy,  which  dreams  a  lie, 

That  fools  believe  and  knaves  apply; 

Or  frolic  mirth,  profanely  loud, 

And  happy  only  in  a  crowd  ; 

Or  melancholy's  penfive  gloom, 

Proxy  in  contemplation's  room. 

O  Delia !  when  I  touch  this  firing, 
To  thee  my  mufe  direcls  her  wing. 
Unfpotted  fair  !  with  downcaft  1  »ok 
Mind  not  fo  much  the  murm'ring  brook  ; 
Nor  fixt  in  thought,  with  footfteps  flow 
Through  cyprefs  alleys  chtrifh  woe  : 
I  fee  the  foul  in  penfive  fit, 
And  moping  like  fick  linnet  fit. 
With  dewy  eye,  and  moulting  wing, 
Unperch'd,  averfe  to  fly  or  fing; 
I  fee  the  favourite  curls  begin 
(Difus'd  to  toilet  difciphne) 
To  quit  their  poft,  lofe  their  {mart  air, 
And  grow  again  like  common  hair  ; 
And  tears,  which  frequent  kerchiefs  dry, 
Raife  a  red  circle  round  the  eye ; 
And  by  this  bur  about  the  moon, 
Conjecture  more  ill  weather  foon. 
JLove  not  fo  much  the  doleful  knell : 
And  news  the  boding  night-birds  tell ; 
Nor  watch  the  wainfcot's  hollow  blow ; 
And  hens  portentous  when  they  crow  ; 
Nor  fleeplefs  mind  the  death-watch  beat ; 
In  taper  find  no  winding-fheet : 
Nor  in  burnt  coal  a  coffin  fee, 
Though  thrown  at  others,  meant  for  thee  : 
Or  when  the  corrufcanon  gleams, 
Find  out  not  firft  the  bloody  dreams; 
Nor  in  impreft  remembrance  keep 
Grim  tap'ftry  figures  wrought  in  fleep ; 
Nor  rife  to  fee  in  antique  hail 
The  moon-light  monffcers  on  the  wall, 
And  fhadowy  fpe&res  darkly  pafs 
Trailing  their  fables  o'er  the  grafs. 
Let  vice  and  guilt  act  how  they  pleafc 
In  fouls,  their  conquer'd  provinces ; 
By  Heaven's  juft  charter  it  appears, 
Virtue's  exempt  from  quartering  fears, 
Shall  then  arm'd  fancies  fiercely  dreft, 
Live  at  difcretion  in  your  breaft  ? 
JBe  wife,  and  panie  fright  dildain, 
As  notions,  meteors  of  the^b/ain ; 
And  fights  perform'd,  illufive  fcene  ! 
By  magic  lanthorn  of  the  fpleen. 
Come  here,  from  baleful  cares  releas'd, 
With  virtue's  Ucket?  to  a  feaft, 


Where  decent  mirth  and  wifdom  join'd 
In  ftewardfhip,  regale  the  mind. 
Calls  back  the  Cupids  to  your  eyes, 
I  fee  the  godlings  with  furprife. 
Not  knowing  home  in  fuch  a  plight, 
Fly  to  and  fro,  afraid  to  light.— - 

Far  from  my  theme,  from  method  far, 
Convey'd  in  Venus'  flying  car, 
I  go  compell'd  by  feather'd  fteeds, 
That  fcorn  the  rein  when  Delia  leads. 

No  daub  of  elegiac  ftrain 
Thefe  holy  ware  fhall  ever  {lain; 
As  fpiders  Irifh  wainfcot  flee, 
Falfehood  with  them  fhall  difagree  : 
This  floor  let  not  the  vulgar  tread, 
Who  worfhip  only  what  they  riread  : 
Nor  bigots  who  but  one  way  fee 
Through  blinkers  of  authority; 
Nor  they  who  its  four  faints  defame 
By  making  virtue  but  a  name  ; 
Nor  abftradl  wit  (painful  regale 
To  hunt  the  pig  with  flinpery  tail)  ! 
Artifts,  who  richly  chafe  their  thought, 
Gaudy  without,  but  hollow  w/ ought; 
And  beat  too  thin,  and  tool'd  too  much 
To  bear  the  proof  and  ftandard  touch : 
Nor  fops  to  guard  this  fylvan  ark 
With  necklace  bells  in  treble  bark: 
Nor  cynics  growl  and  fiercely  paw, 
J  he  maftiffs  of  the  moral  law. 
Come,  nymph,  with  rural  honours  dreft, 
Virtue's  exterior  form  confeft, 
With  charms  untarnifh'd,  innocence 
Difplay,  and  Eden  fhall  commence ; 
When  thus  you  come  in  fober  fit, 
And  wifdom  ispreferr'd  to  wit; 
And  looks  diviner  graces  tell, 
Which  don't  with  giggling  mufcles  dwell; 
And  beauty  like  the  ray-clipt  fun, 
With  bolder  eye  we  look  upon  ; 
Learning  fhall  with  obfequious  mien 
Tell  all  the  wonders  fhe  has  feen ; 
Reafon  her  logic  armour  quit, 
And  proof  to  milct  perfuafion  fit; 
Religion  with  free  thought  difpenfe, 
And  ceafe  crufading  againft  fenfe  ; 
Philofophy  and  fhe  embrace, 
And  their  firft  league  again  take  place; 
And  morals  pure,  in  duty  bound, 
Nymph-like  the  fifters  chief  furround; 
Nature  fhall  fmile,  and  round  this  cell 
The  turf  to  your  light  preffure  fwell, 
And  knowing  beauty  by  herfhoe, 
Well  air  its  carpet  from  the  dew. 
The  oak,  while  you  his  umbrage  deck, 
Lets  fall  his  acorns  in  your  neck; 
Zephyr  his  civil  kiffes  gives, 
And  plays  with  curls  inftead  of  leaves : 
Birds,  feeing  you,  believe  it  fpring, 
And  during  their  vacation  fing  , 
And  flow 'is  lean  forward  from  their  feats 
To  traffic  in  exchange  of  fweets , 
And  angels  bearing  wreaths  dcfcend, 
Preferred  as  vergers  to  attend 
This  fane,  whofe  dpity  entreats 
The  fair  lo  grace  its  upper  feats*  j 
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O  kindly  view  our  letter'd  flrife, 
And  guard  us  through  polemic  life  ; 
From  poifon  vehicled  in  praife, 
For  fatire's  (hots  but  flightly  graze  ; 
We  claim  your  zeal,  and  find  within, 
Philofophy  and  you  are  kin. 

What  virtue  is  we  judge  by  you  ; 
For  actions  right  are  beauteous  too  ; 
By  tracing;  the  ib'e  female  mind, 
We  bed  what  is  true  nature  find  : 
Your  vapours  bred  from  fumes  declare, 
How  fleams  create  ten-pefluous  air, 
Till  gufhing  tears  and  hafty  rain 
Make  heaven  :and  you'ferene  again  : 
Our  travels  through  the  ftarry  Ikies 
Were  firft  fuggeiled  by  your  eyes; 
We,  by  the  interpofing  fan, 
Learn  how  ecltpfes  firtl  began  ; 
The  vail  eilipie  from  iScarbro's  home, 
Defcribes  how  blazing  comets  roam  : 


The  glowing  colours  of  the  cheek 
Their  origin  from  Phcebus  fpeak ; 
Our  watch  how  Luna  flrays  above 
Feels  like  the  care  of  jealous  love  -, 
And  all  things  we  in  fcience  know 
From  your  known  love  for  riddles  flow. 

Father  !  forgive,  thus  far  I  ftray, 
Drawn  by  attraction  from  my  way. 
Mark  next  with  awe,  the  foundress  well 
Who  on  thefe  banks  delights  to  dwell; 
You  on  the  terrace  fee  her  plain, 
Move  like  Diana  with  her  train. 
If  you  then  fairly  fpeak  your  mind, 
In  wedlock  fince  with  Ifis  join'd, 
You'll  own,  you  never  yet  did  fee, 
At  leaft  in  fuch  a  high  degree, 
Greatnefs  delighted  to  undrefs; 
Science  a  fcepter'd  hand  carefs  ; 
A  queen  the  friends  of  freedom  prize; 
A  woman  wife  men  canonize. 
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I  fpend  alternately  my  hours, 
Twist  EplcuruS  myrtle  bowers, 
And  Academus*  palmy  grove ; 
Happy  from  Seine's  meand'ring  fliores, 
Where  poliih'd  pleafures  ever  rove, 
Thtfrjl  to  bring  the  Thefpian  maids, 
To  play  to  fcience  and  to  love 
On  Cyprian  pipes  in  Britifh  (hades. 
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JOHN  GILBERT  COOPER,  "  the  Englifli  Anacreon,"  was  the  fon  of Gilbert  Cooper,  Efq. 

of  Thurgarton  Priory  in  Nottinghamfhire,  and  was  born  in  1 723.  The  family  eftate  which  he  inherit 
ed  was  granted  at  the  diflolution  of  the  religious  houfe*  by  King  Henry  VIII.  to  William  Cooper, 
One  of  his  anceftors.  His  father  ferved  the  office  of  High  Sheriff  of  the  county,  in  1739. 

He  received  his  education  at  Wettminfter  School,  under  Dr.  Nicholls ;  and  had  for  his  fchool- 
fellows  Lord  Albemarle,  Lord  Buckinghamfhire,  Major  Johnfon,  Mr.  George  Afliby,  and  other 
eminent  and  ingenious  men. 

In  1743,  he  became  a  Fellow  Commoner  of  Trinity  College,  Cambridge,  and  redded  there  two 
or  three  years ;  but  quitted  the  Univerfity  on  his  marriage  with  Sufanna,  the  daughter  of  William 
Wright,  Efq.  fon  to  Lord  Keeper  Wright,  and  Recorder  of  Leiccfter,  1729-1763,  and  fettled  at  his 
family  feat 

In  1745,  he  publifhed,  without  his  name,  The  Poiver  of  Harmony,  a  poem  in  two  books,  410; 
and  in  1746  and  1747,  he  produced  feveral  effays  and  poems  under  the  fignature  of  PbilaletLes,  ia 
a  periodical  work,  called  "  The  Mufeum,"  publifhed  by  Dodfley.  On  his  eldeft  fon,  who  was  born 
July  25.  1749,  and  died  the  next  day,  he  wrote  a  Lacin  Epitaph,  which  is  placed  in  the  chancel  of 
St.  Margaret's  Church,  Leicefler,  and  of  which  a  burlefque  poetical  tranflation  is  printed  in  "  Gen 
tleman's  Magazine,"  Vol.  XLVIII.  p.  487. 

The  fame  year,  he  publiflied  the  work  by  which  he  is  chiefly  known,  intituled,  The  Life  of  So- 
crates,  collected  from  the  Memorabilia  of  Xenofljon  and  the  Dialogues  of  Platot  and  illujlrated  jartber  By 
Ar'ijlotley  Diodorus  Siculus,  Cicero,  Proclus,  Apuleius,  Maxlmus  Tyrius,  Beethiut,  Diogenes  Lag) tiu s,  Auiuf 
Gellius,  and  other sy  8vo.  with  a  head  of  Socrates  and  emblematical  vignettes,  by  Boitard. 

In  this  work,  which  received  much  afliftance  from  his  friend,  the  Rev  John  Jackfon  of  Leicefter, 
who  communicated  feveral  learned  notes,  he  gave  evident  marks  of  fuperior  genius,  warm,  impe 
tuous,  and  impatient  of  reftraint.  In  the  text,  but  particularly  in  the  notes,  he  fometimes  difplayed 
the  inordinate  vanity  and  felf-fufficiency  of  a  young  author,  in  fpcaking  without  due  deference  of 
preceding  writers  ;  whom,  not  content  with  confuting,  he  treats  like  a  mercilefs  exulting  conquer 
or,  thoughtlefs  of  the  viciffitudes  of  war,  and  regardlefs  how  foon  it  might  be  his  fortune  to  fall 
under  the  lafli  of  critics  as  fevere  as  himfelf. 

Speaking  of  his  own  ftyle,  he  fays,  "  It  is  fuch  in  every  place  as  the  fubje<St  feems  to  require; 
concife,  though  circumftantial ;  in  the  hiftorical  parts  diffufed  and  declamatory  in  the  recapitulation, 
and  clofe  and  unaffected  in  the  occafional  reflections." 

As  to  his  freedom  with  other  authors,  "  fome  expreffions,"  fays  he,  "  may  appear  too  harfh.  and 
others  too  lufory ;  but  all  weapons  are  not  to  be  ufed  alike ;  for,  as  the  ancient  warlike  Scythians 
found,  in  the  fervile  war,  that  whips  more  intimidated  the  army  of  flaves  that  marched  amongft 
them  than  the  fword,  which  had  fo  often  corrected  the  pride  of  nations ;  fo,  contumely  and  ridicule 
will  avail  againft  thofe  who  are  loft  to  good  manners,  candour,  and  good  fenfe,  when  the  nobler 
methods  of  humanity,  reafon,  and  learning,  would  prove  ineffectual.  The  fentiments  of  others  who 
write  like  men,  are  examined  in  the  fame  fpirit ;  and,  where  the  author  is  obliged  to  oppofe  their 
opinions,  he  does  it  with  a  proper  refpect  due  to  their  character,  always  diftinguifliing  between  the 
defigning  deceits  of  the  heart,  and  the  involuntary  errors  of  a  milled  underftandiug." 

"  He  entered  on   the  work,"  he  adds,  "  with  nb  fmall  application,  for  his  own  inftruction  and 
t  i  and,  after  being  carefully  revifed,  it  is  now  communicated  with  the  honeft  defign  of 
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making  others  partake  in  the  fame  fatisfaclion  this  inquiry  has  afforded  him.  If  this  defirable  end 
cannot  be  obtained,  he  thinks  it  is  paying  a  greater  refpecT:  to  mankind  to  confefs  that  the  failure 
proceeds  from  deficiency  of  abilities,  and  not  from  the  want  of  laudable  endeavours.  Whatever 
failings  the  learned  may  obferve,  the  author  has  reafon  to  expect,  fince  fell  he  advances  is  intended 
for  the  promotion  of  good  manners,  morality,  and  true  religion,  that  they  would,  with  the  good 
nature  becoming  fuch,  candidly  impute  them  to  error,  infifting  ftrongly  on  the  merit  of  his  defign, 
however  little  he  may  have  in  the  execution  of  it." 

The  moft  formidable  antagonift  which  he  provoked  was  Warburton,  who  then  figured  high  in 
the  firft  ranks  of  learning ;  "  a  man  of  vigorous  faculties,  a  mind  fervid  and  vehement,  fupplied  by 
incefiant  and  unlimited  inquiry,  with  wonderful  extent  and  variety  of  knowledge,  which  had  not 
opprefled  his  imagination,  nor  clouded  his  perfpicacity." 

In  a  note  on  Pope's  "  Efiay  on  Criticifm,"  he  thus  takes  occafion  to  introduce  Cooper.  "  As 
ignorance,  when  joined  with  humility,  produces  ftupid  admiration,  on  which  account  it  is  fo  common 
ly  obferved  to  be  the  mother  of  devotion  and  blind  homage :  fo,  when  joined  with  vanity  (as  it  al 
ways  is  in  bad  critics),  it  gives  birth  to  every  iniquity  of  impudent  abufe  and  flander.  See  an  ex 
ample  (for  want  of  a  better)  in  a  late  worthless  and  now  forgotten  thing,  called  The  Life  of  So 
crates  ;  where  the  head  of  the  author  (as  a  man  of  wit  obferved  on  reading  the  book)  has  juft  made 
a  fhift  to  do  the  office  of  a  camera  obfcura,  and  reprefent  things  in  an  inverted  order,  himfelf  above, 
and  Sprat,  Rollin,  Voltaire,  and  every  other  author  of  reputation,  below." 

This  fevere  attack  produced  Curfory  Remarks  on  Mr.  Warburton's  new  edition  of  Mr,  Popes  Works, 
In  a  Letter  to  a  Friend,  1751 ;  in  which  he  appeals  to  the  impartial  reader,  "  whether  there  is  the 
leaft  reflection  through  the  whole  Life  of  Socrates,  or  the  notes  upon  Mr.  W's  mirals,  and  whether 
he  has  not  confined  his  criticifoi  to  Mr.  W's  praftice  as  an  author,"  and  declares  the  epithet  be- 
ilowed  upon  him  by  Mr.  W.  to  be  "  a  downright  flander." 

"  I  have  undergone,"  fays  he,  "  young  as  I  am,  too  many  difappointments  in  life  to  wonder 
much  at  many  things  which  the  mob  of  mankind  call  extraordinary,  otherwife  I  might  be  furprifed 
that  almoft  a  total  retirement  from  the  world  would  not  flicker  me  from  the  injuries  of  it,  efpe- 
cially  teo  at  an  age  when  few  have  had  any  concerns  with  it.     I  thought  I  might  have  enjoyed  an 
unenvied  obfcurity  in  the  moft  undifturbed  peace  and  tranquillity,  and  thar  calumny  was  too  buff 
about  the  names  of  thofe  who  were  candidates  for  fame,  to  find  time  to  vifit  the  recefs  of  one 
yhofe  contempt  of  every  advantage  of  life  but  what  conduced  to  quiet,  fhould,  it  was  hoped,  pro 
tect  him  from  the  poifonous  breath  of  that  daughter  of  envy.     But  I  was  greatly  miftaken,  it  feems, 
in  my  humble  expectations ;  for  I  had  fcarcely  begun  to  feel  the  calm  comforts  which  the  abfence 
of  contention  yields  to  a  thinking  creature,  before  I  was  informed,  by  letters  from  fome  of  my 
friends  in  town,  that  Mr.  Warburton  had,  with  his  ufual  humanity  and  good-nature,  very  com- 
pendioufly  anfwered  the  Life  of  Socrates  in  the  tail  of  one  note,  by  the  free  ufe  of  thofe  appellations 
he  has  indifcriminately  thrown  out  upon  not  only  all  thofe  who  have  ever  had  any  controverfy 
with  him,  bat  upon  all  others  too  whom  he  ever  fufpected  to  have  the  rafhnefs  to  contradict  any 
of  his  opinions,     Howfoever  this  would  have  alarmed  me  heretofore  as  an  author,  from  the  pen  of 
any  other  perfon,  it  had  no  effedt  upon  me  from  die  writer  it  came  from ;  and  I  fa-  down  con- 
temptuoufly  contented,  without  fo  much  as  being  felicitous  to  know  what  abufe  he  had  conferred 
upon  my  writings.     I  fay  abufe,  for  he  never  fpoke  of  an  opponent  without  it.     But  as  indifferent 
as  I  was  about  my  character  as  a  writer,  I  can't  fay  1  was  quite  fo  eafy  when  I  was  afterwards  told 
that  he  had  attacked  it  as  a  man.     Upon  this,  I  wrote  to  him  that  I  thought  he  hau  ufed  me  very 
all,  and  fhould  take  proper  notice  of  him  for  it  in  public.     In  anfwer  to  which,  he  tells  a  friend  of 
mine  "  that  he  was  furprifed  I  fhould  think  myfelf  ill  ufed,  for  that  he  had  never  mentioned  my 
name  or  writings  in  public  or  in  converfation  but  with  honour,  till  I  had  wrote  a  book  wherein  I 
had  treated  him  through  the  whole  with  a  fcurrility  worfe  than  Billinvfgate,  and  that  he  had  now 
taken  no  other  revenge  than  the  cafual  mention  of  the  Life  of  Socrates  (without  the  mention  of  my 
name  ;  with  a  flight  j'.'ke."     I  will  aik  any  impartial  reader  if  there  is  the  leaft  reflexion  througl 
the  whole  -Life  of  Socrates,  or  the  notes  upon  Mr.  W's  morals?  whether  I  have  not  confined  m> 
to  his  pradice  as  an  author  ?  and  whether  every  thing  therein  advanced  cannot  be  provec 
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over  and  over  again  by  citations  from  the  "  Divine  Legation"  and  his  other  tracts  ?  At  the  fame 
time,  I  defire  one  part  of  the  difpute  betwixt  us  may  be  finifhed  by  an  anfwer  to  thefe  queft ions : 
Is  not  calling  a  guiltlefs  man  an  impudent  flanderer,  calumny,  and  quite  a  different  revenge  than 
a  flight  joke  ?  and  has  not  Mr.  W.  done  that  in  the  note  in  queftion." 

According  to  this  account  of  the  quarrel,  it  appears  that  Cooper  was  the  aggreflbr,  in  confe- 
quence,  it  would  feem,  cf  Warburton's  attack  on  the  firft  Academics,  and  many  of  the  more  hu 
mane  Stoia,  among  the  ancients;  Lord  Shaftefbury,  Mr.  Geddes,  Hutchefon,  and  Akenfide,  among 
the  moderns,  of  whom  he  was  a  moft  zealous  admirer  and  imitator. 

"  I  have  great  reafon,"  fays  he,  "  to  believe,  from  his  treatment  of  others,  that,  confidering  the 
favourable  though  undeferved  reception  the  Life  of  Socrates  met  with  from  the  public,  I  mould  not 
have  efcaped  his  good-natured  notice,  even  if  I  had  never  in  the  courfe  of  my  argument  called  his 
opinions  profejfedly  in  queilion  ;  for  how  could  a  living  advocate  for  benevolence,  and  the  dignity  of 
human  nature,  hope  to  efcape  the  rage  of  one  who  had  fo  far  declared  a  Quixotic  war  with  both, 
as  impioufly  to  rufh  into  the  tombs  of  the  dead,  and  to  deliver  up  the  afhes  of  thofe  to  defamation 
who  had  been  moft  glorious  ornaments  of  our  fpecies." 

In  1754,  he  publifhed  his  Letters  on  Tajle,  8vo,  an  elegant  little  volume,  on  which  no  fmall  fhare 
of  his  reputation  is  founded;  and  in  1755,  The  Tomb  of  Skat/fears,  a  Vij1on,  4to,  a  performance  in 
which  there  is  more  of  wit  and  application  than  of  nature  or  genius. 

In  1756,  he  affifted  Moore,  by  writing  fome  numbers  of  The  World ;  and  attempted  to  roufe  the 
indignation  of  his  countrymen  againft  the  Hcffians,  at  that  time  brought  over  to  defend  the  nation, 
in  an  iambic  ode,  intituled,  The  Genius  of  Great  Britain,  with  a  poetical  dedication  to  Mr.  Pitt. 

In  1758,  he  publifhed  Epijlles  to  the  Great,  from  Arijltppus  in  Retirement,  4to  ;  and  The  Call  of  Ari^ 
'  Jlippus,  Efijlle  IV.  to  Mark  Akenfide,  M.  D  4to,  written  in  imitation  of  fome  fafhionable  French  writers, 
Chapelle,  Chaulieu,  la  Fare,  Madame  Deihoulieres,  and  particularly  of  GrefTet. 

The  fame  year,  he  publifhed  A  Father's  Advice  to  bis  Son,  4to  ;  and  in  the  "  Annual  Regifter1* 
for  that  year  is  his  tranflation  of  An  Epijllefrom  the  King  of  PruJJia  to  M.  Voltaire. 

In  1759,  he  publifhed  Vir-Vcrt,6r  the  Nunnery  Parrot,  an  Heroic  Poem,  in  tiuo  Cantos,  infcribed  to  the 
Abbefs  of  D  *  *  *,  tratijlated  from  the  French  of  M.  Grejfct,  reprinted  in  the  firft  volume  of  Dilly'i 
"  Repofitory,"  1777,  and  in  1783. 

In  1763,  he  ferved  the  office  of  High  Sheriff  of  the  county  of  Nottingham,  was  in  the  Commif- 
fion  of  the  Peace,  and  about  this  time  a  conftant  attendant  and  a  frequent  fpeaker  at  the  fociety 
for  the  encouragement  of  Arts,  Manufactures,  and  Commerce,  and  was  for  a  little  while  one  of  the 
chairmen  of  the  Committee  of  Polite  Arts.  It  was  an  objedt  of  ambition  with  him  to  be  chofeu 
a  Vice-Prefident  of  that  moft  refpeclable  and  ufeful  fociety ;  but  not  being  elected,  his  diffatisfadlioa 
was  fo  great,  that  he  difcontinued  his  attendance. 

In  1764,  he  publifhed  an  ingenious  Prcjett  for  raifing  an  Hofpital  for  Decayed  Authors,  8vo,  re-, 
printed  in  the  fecond  volume  of  Dodfley's  "  Fugitive  Pieces." 

The  fame  year,  he  publifhed  Poems  on  Several  Sulycfls,  by  the  Author  of  the  Life  of  Socrates,  iamof 
including  all  the  pieces  he  had  publifhed  feparately  except  Ver-Vert,  with  a  prefatory  advertifement 
by  Docfley  ;  in  which  his  declaration  to  him  that  "  he  was  very  little  folicitous  what  would  be  the 
fate  of  them,"  was  probably  the  refult  of  affectation  or  difguft. 

"  The  following  poems  having  been  very  favourably  received  by  the  public  when  they  firft  ap 
peared  in  detached  pieces,  the  author  has  been  prevailed  upon  to  permit  me  to  collect  them  into 
this  fmall  volume.  When  I  requefted  him  to  give  me  a  preface,  he  replied,  "  That  to  thofe  to 
whom  fuch  trifles  afforded  pleafure,  a  formal  introduction  would  be  unneceffary ;  that  he  wrote 
moft  of  them  when  he  was  very  young,  for  his  own  amufement,  and  publifhed  them  afterwards  for 
my  profit ;  and  as  they  had  once  anfwcred  both  thefe  ends,  he  was  very  little  folicitous  what  would 
be  the  fate  of  them  for  the  future." 

He  died  at  his  father's  houfe  in  May- Fair,  after  a  long  and  excruciating  illnefs,  arifing  from  the 
ftone,  April  14.  I  769,  in  the  46th  year  of  his  age. 

Cooper  was  a  man  of  an  agreeable  appearance,  of  polite  addrefs,  and  accomplifhed  manners.  He 
tpras  an  a&ive  and  ufeful  magiftrate ;  and  his  abilities  were  confiderable  enough  to  entitle  him.  t» 
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the  diftinc*Hon  of  a  polite  and  ingenious,  though' not  a  firft  rate  writer.  He  belonged  to  a  particular 
fchool  of  literature,  that  of  his  namefake  Anthony  Afliley  Cooper,  third  Earl  of  Shaitfbury,  as  is  appa 
rent  from  his  w::rks  in  general,  and  is  acknowledged  in  feveral  particular  paffages,  He  was  like- 
wife  devoted  to  other  writers  who  embraced  the  fentimental  philofophy,  and  efpecially  to  Hutche- 
ibn  and  Akenfide. 

Tfce  Life  c/Sjcratfs,  his  firft  produ&ion,  by  which  he  acquired  a  temporary  celebrity,  is  not  now- 
held  in  much  eilunanon.  His  Letters  on  Tajle,  the  mod  popular  of  his  prole  works,  have  gone 
through  four  editions'.  In  the  firft  edition,  he  carried  his  applaufe  of  Akenfide  to  a  ridiculous 
height  of  extravagance.  To  the  two  laft  editions  are  added  nine  E/ays  on  various  fubjects,  Per 
haps  he  is  not  very  accurate  in  his  definition  of  Tajle ;  a.id  the  juftnefb  of  his  criticifms  may  fome- 
times  be  difputed ;  but  the  work  is  an  agreeable  one  upon  the  whole,  and  will  b£  read  with  plea- 
Cure  by  the  Jovers  of  polite  literature. 

On  the  firft  appearance  of  the  Letters  on  Tafte,  it  was  acutely  obferved  by  Dr.  Johnfon,  "  Literary 
Magazine"  1757,  "  that  Cooper's  genius  Teemed  to  mine  more  in  defcription  than  in  definition; 
that  he  had  more  of  imagery  than  of  fpeculation  ;  that  his  imagination  was  the  ftrongeft  talent  of 
his  mind  ;  and  that  if  he  had  not  attempted  to  offer  any  thing  new  on  the  fubjecl  of  T^fe,  he  was 
always  fo  entertaining,  fpirittd,  and  fplendid,  in  his  didlion,  that  the  reader  who  is  not  inftrudxd 
by  him  cannot  fail  of  being  pleafed  and  diverted." 

No  edition  of  his  Poems  on  Several  SubjtSls  has  been  called  for  fince  his  death;  but  rrioft  of  "his 
pieces  publiflied  feparately  have  been  reprinted  in  the  Mifccllanies.  They  are  now,  with  Ver-Vert 
and  the  Song  to  Winifreda,  received,  for  the  firft  time,  into  a  collection  of^claffical.Englifh  poetry. 

As  a  poet,  the  compositions  of  Cooper  are  chara&erifed  by  eafe,  elegance,  and  Ipritclinefc.  'Her 
is  not  deftitute  of  enthufiafm  and  of  fancy ;  but  his  fancy  is  not  always  under  proper  regulation ; 
and  he  fometimes  fails  in  the  precifion  of  his  ideas.  His  fentiments,  though  feldom  hew,  are  gene-  j 
rally  liberal  and  juft ;  his  diction,  with  fome  exceptions,  proper  and  eafy;  and  his  verfification 
fweetly  modulated  and  harmonious.  His  chief  defed;  is  a  fuperabundaiicc  of  profopo^eiats,  which  is 
one  of  the  tricks  of  modern  poetry. 

His  Epijlles  to  bis  Friends  in  Tow«,  from  Ariflippus  in  Retirement,  are  the  moft  pleafing  of  his  poe 
tical  compofitioas.  To  the  original  edition  is  prefixed  a  frontifpiece,  which  may  be  confidere'd  as 
the  argument  and  fcope  of  the  Epijlles.  Ariflippus,  that  tafteful  ancient,  who,  a^o^ding  to  Horace, 
became  every  fituation,  and  adapted  himfelf  properly  to  all  circumftances,  ma^cRS'the  principal  fi 
gure  in  the  piece.  He  is  feated  confpicuoufly,  crowned  with  rofes  by  the  groves  of  Epicurus  or 
Academus,  with  the  JLoves  hovering  above  him,  and  appears  difmiffing  his'attendant  fatyr  atnong 
the  high-born  and  high-ftationed  group  of  mortals  in  different  profeffions,  who  are  figuring  it 
much  beneath  him  in  attitudes  fufficiently  poignant  and  ludicrous.  The  Epijlles .  exhibit  the  firft 
example  in  our  language  of  a  fuccefsful  imitation  of  Greflet,  and  other  French  writers,  in  the 
arbitrary  difpofition  of  the  rhyme,  and  the  eafy  lightnefs  and  variety  of  the  numbers^ '  In  the  firft 
epiftle,  intituled,  Tie  Retreat  of  Ariflippus ,  he  expatiates  oa  the  exquifire  tafte  and  mental  ele 
gance  in  which  he  lives  and  converges,  furrounded  with  wit  and  fcience,  the  pleafures,  graces,  &c. 
His  particular  purpofe  is  to  convince  the  name'lefs  Peer,  to  whom  it  is  addrefled.of  his.philofophical 
fuperiority  to  courts  and  courtiers,  and  even  the  ribboned  and  gartered  peerage  j  to,  whom,  with 
their  levees,  at  the  conclusion,  he  contrafts  himfelf  and  his  own.  His  fecond  epiftle,  intituled,  The 
'temper  of  Arijl'tppus,  addreff<;d  to  a  lady,  by  the  poetical  name  of  Mclffa,  has  many  beauties. 
In  the  following  pafiage,  in  which  he  defcribes  his  own  temper  of  mind,  the  principal  image  of 
fLHomela,  and  thofe  which  accompany  it,  are  agreeably  expreffed,  and  in  numbers  very  pleafingly 

modulated. 

When,  in  the  filent  midnight  grove, 
Swett  Pbilcm:la  fwells  her  throat    * 
With  tremulous  and  plaintive  note, 
Exprcfiive  of  difaft'rous  love, 
I  with  f he  psnfwe pleafures  dwell, 

f  And,  in  their  calm  fcqucfter'd  cell, 

l>iften  with  rapturous  d^li^ht 
To  the  ibft  fongtter  of  the  night, 
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Here  EcLo,  in  her  mo  fly  cave, 

Synphonious  to  tho;  love  lorn  fong, 

Warbles  the  vocal  rocks  among. 

Wmlft  gently-trickling  warrrs  lave 

The  oak-fring'd  mountain's  hoary  brow, 

Whofe  'ftreams,  united  in  the  vale, 

O'er  pebbled  beds  loquacious  flow, 

Tun'd  to  the  fad  melodious  tale  ' 

In  numbers  queruloufiy  flow.  / 

His  third  epiftle,  intituled,  Tie  Apology  of  Arijlippus,  is  addrefied  to  a  friend,  to  whom  he  apolo- 
gifes  for  his  writing  verfes,  when  the  ftiperciiious  cenfors  may  object  fuch  an  employment  to  hini  at 
the  decline  of  his  youth.  He  chara&erifes  his  own  poetry  in  the  following  beautiful  lines. 

But  fliould  you  afk  me  why  I  choofe 
Of  all  the  laurel'd  fifterhood 
Th'  inhabitants  of  Prndus'  wood, 
The  leaft  configurable  mufe. 
The  violets  round  the  mountain's  feet^, 
Whole  humble  gems  unhtcdrfd  blow,     «- 
Are  to  the  fhepherd's  fmell  more  fweet. 
Than  lofty  cedars  on  its  brow.     1 
J,et  the  loud  Epic  found  th'  alarms 
Of  dreadful  war,  and  heroes  fprung     - 
From  fome  immoTtal.  anceilry, 
Cla<]  in  impenetrable  arms 
By  Vulcan  forg'd,  my  lyre  is  ftriing 
With  fofter  chords,  my  mufe  more  free 
Wanders  through  P'mdus"  humbler  ways 
In  amiable  fimplicity  :  .    * 

Unftudy'd  are  her^artlefs  lays ; 
She  aflcs  no  laurel  for  her  brows; 
Carelefs  of  ccnfure  or  of  praife,      * 
She  haunts  where  tender  myrtle  grows; 
Fonder  of  happinef?  than  fame, 
To  the  proud  bay  prefers  the  r<'£e, 
Nor  barters  pleafufe  f«r  a  name. 
On  nature's  lapreclin'd  at  eafe, 
!  liften  to  her  heav'nly  tongue, 
From  her  derive  the  pow'r  to  pleafe, 
From  her  receive  th'  harmonious  time, 
And  what  the  goddefs  makes  my  fong 
In  unpremeditated  rhyme 
Mellifluous  flows,  whiifl  young  Dfftre, 
Cull'd  from  th'  Elyfian  bloom  of  1'pring, 
F>trews  flow'rs  immortal  round  niy  lyre, 
And  fancy's  fportive  children  bring,  ..  ' 

From  hloffom'd  grove  and  liiied  mead, 
Frcfh  fragrant  chaplets  for  my  head. 
The  mufl,  though  fofteft  of  the  nine, 
Euterpet  mufe  of  gaiety, 
.  C^ucen  of  heart-loft'ning  melody,  - 
Ailures  my  ear  with  notes  divine. 
In  my  retreat  Euterpe  plays, 
Where  fcience,  garlanded  with  flow'rs, 
Enraptur'd  liftens  to  her  lays 
Beneath  the  fhade  of  myrtle  bow'rs. 

His  fourth  epiflle,  intituled,  The  Call  of  Arljllppus,  is  addrefied  to  Akenfide,  in  a  ftr?in  of  exalted 
panegyric;  and  contains  fome  beautiful  paffages  pregnant  with  the  genuine  fpirit  of  poetical  en- 
thufiafm.  In  defcribing  his  poetical  inauguration,  in  imitation  of  Horace,  the  lyric  mufe  warbA^wjth 
all  her  native  wildnefs  and  freedom.  The  doves  covered  Horace,  as  he  tells  us,  witfl-frHh  leaves, 
•when  he  was  a  child,  and  had  fported  himfelf  afleep  near  a  wood.  The  Call  of  Arifiipfrus  i?  n,,t  fo 
fimple.  The  elves  and  fairies  danced  about  him  as  he  flumbered  under  a  blooming  h^^hcrn  "the 
nightingale  negle#ed  her  finging  to  make  him  a  flowery  couch  ;  the  red-bretft  rc&c  at  day-break 
-  Vot.X.  3C 
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to  furnifh  him  with  a  pillow  of  wild  rofes;  while  the  bees,  without  difturbing  him,  filled  his  Uttlo 
lips  with  May  honey. 

In  thcfe  Efijlle;,  Cooper  is  continually  varying  his  numbers,  and  combining  them  in  the  manner 
that  is  moft  agreeable  to  the  ear.  But  this  airy  melody  is  only  calculated  for  light  fubjects,  and 
\vouid  be  ridiculous  it"  employed  to  exprefs  the  grave  or  the  fublime. 

The  Poiver  of  Harmony,  his  next  principal  poetical  v.ork,  is  evidently  compofed  in  imitation  of 
"  Akeufide's  Pleafures  of  Imagination,"  without  rifing  to  the  fame  degree  of  merit.  It  abounds 
with  the  fentiinents  of  Shafdbury,  not  very  perfpicuoufly  expreffcd.  His  Vifion  of  Sbakfpeare  is  a 
performance  o/  confiderable  excellence.  The  fcene  of  the  vifion  is  fuppofed  on  the  banks  of  the 
Jlvon,  where  Shakfpeare  is  interred.  Fancy,  who  is  employed  in  decking  his  grave  with  flowers, 
while  ihe  laments  his  death,  raifes  up  the  imaginary  beings  introduced  by  Shakfpeare  in  his  dramas  ; 
as  Ariel,  Profpero,  Caliban,  the  fairies,  ivitches,  and  ghojls  ;  after  which,  the  fun  baniftiing  Morpheus 
and  his  dreams,  he  concludes  the  poem  with  an  addrefs  apparently  improper,  to  tbe  "  dear  en- 
[  chantrcfs  of  the  brain,"  to  give  wealth,  honour,  and  renown,  to  others,  but  to  give  him  content 
•with  fuch  innocence  as  is  attainable  by  man,  and  to  teach  him  felf  knowledge.  It  is  written  in  al 
ternate  rhyme,  like  the  "  Elegy  in  a  Country  Church-yard,"  which  probably  excited  his  emulation, 
and  tirged  his  fancy  a  little,  though  the  particular  quality  of  the  fubjed;  has  prevented  any  remark 
able  imitation  of  it.  The  introductory  ilanzas,  among  many  o'hers,  are  beautifully  defcriptive  ; 
the  expreffion  is  apt  and  elegant,  and  the  verfificadon  throughout  flows  with  an  agreeable  lulling 
melody. 

The  admirers  of  fimple  and  elegant  poetry  are  obliged  to  Cooper  for  bringing  them  acquainted 
with  the  Song  to  Wmifredq,  infei'ted  in  his  Letters  on  Tajte,  The  Father's  Advice  to  his  Son  is  a  fine 
imitation  of  it,  and  is  perhaps  the  moft  popular  of  his  performances.  His  Genius  of  Great  Britain 
breathes  the  genuine  fpirit  of  liberty  and  poetry.  His  Songs  are  fprightly  and  elegant. 

His  verfion  of  the  Ver-Vert  of  his  favourite  Greffet  has  the  elegance,  delicate  raillery,  p-ayfulnefs, 
and  grace,  of  the  original  in  a  high  degree.  This  poem  has  been  long  admired  amongft  the  moft 
elegant  of  the  mock  heroics.  It  has  not  the  dignity  and  ftrong  fatire  of  the  "  JLutrin,"  nor  the 
rich  invention  of  the  "  Rape  of  the  Lock,"  but  is  diftinguiflicd  by  its  lightnefs,  gaiety,  and  eafe. 
Greffet  was  bred  a  Jefuit ;  but  his  wit  procured  his  difrnifiion  from  the  fociety.  His  yer-Vert  could 
expe&  no  pardon  from  the  convent,  being  a  fatire  againft  nunneries.  The  ftory  of  the  poem  is 
briefly  this :  Ver-Vcrt^-a^  a  parrot  belonging  to  the  nun?  of  the  vifitation  at  Nevers,  and  a  great 
favourite  with  the  whole  fifterhcod.  The  young  novices  treated  him  with  fugar  plumbs  and  bon 
bons  ,-  the  mothers  taught  him  Ave  Marias  and  Pater  Nofters ;  from  which  he  profited  fo  well, 
that  his  fame  fpread  to  a  fifterSiood  at  Nantes,  the  nuns  of  which  fent  an  earneft  requeft  that 
this  edifying  bird  might  be  permitted  to  pay  them  a  vifit.  He  is.  accordingly  fent  to  them 
by  the  Loire ;  but  during  the  voyage,,  having  for  his  fellow  paffengers  two  or  three  dragoons 
and  other  company  of  that  (lamp,  he  unfortunately  forgets  all  the  pious  afpirarions  of  the 
convent,  and  learns  the  reprobate  language  of  his  new  companions;  in  which,  to  their  infi 
nite  furprife  and  difappointment,  he  accofts  the  nuns  of  Nantes,  who  are  ftruck  with  horror 
at  his  gractlefs  converfation,  fo  different  from' what  they  were  taught  to  expect,  and  fend  him 
back  in  difgrace  to,  Nevers,  where  the  change  in  hi»  manners  excites  equal  aitonifhment.  Poor 
Fer-Fert  is  condemned  to  a  penetemiary  cell  and  bread  and  water,  till  his.  fault  is  fuppofed  to  be 
expiated;  but,  on  the  day  appointed  for  his  nftoration  to  favour,  the  joy  and  affcdion  of  the 
younger  nuns  lead  them  to  feaft  him  fo  profufely  with  fweetmeats  and  other  good  things,  that  he 
M  ii:erully Jailed  with  ki.idnefs. 

Such  is  the  outline  of  the  tale,  to  which  Greffet  has  given  infinite  fpirit.  by  having  thrown  fo 
xnuchpf  character  into  the  portrait  of  his  hero,  who  appears  in  the  firlt  part  a  novice,  innocent,  and 
demure,  and,  after  his  transformation,  a  lively  rake,  and  petite  n;aitre.  Perhaps  he  would  have  told 
his  ftory  more  neatly,  had  he  concluded  it  with  the  arrival  of  his  hero  at  Na  .tes. 

Another  verfion  of  Ver  Vert,  in  heroic  yerle,  was  printed  in  1793,  4'o,  the  production  of  the 
learned  and  ingenious  Dr.  Geddts,  who  knew  not  that  it  had  been  previoufly  trariflated  by 
Cooper,  in  the  agreeable  and  eafy  manner  of  the  original.  The  features  of  the  poem  are  faiihtuHy; 
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rendered  by  Dr.  Geddes ;  but  the  verfe   is   not  finifhed  with  fufficknt  care,  and  we  tnifs  in  it  the 
charm  which  engaged  us  in  reading  Greffet  and  Cooper. 

"  I  am  glad,"  lays  Gray,  "  in  one  of  his  letters  to  Dr.  Wharton,  "  you  have  had  any  pleafure  in 
Greflet ;  he  feems  to  me  a  truly  elegant  and  charming  writer.  The  "  Mechant?>  is  the  beft  co 
medy  I  ever  read ;  his  "  Edward"  I  could  fcarce  get  through  ;  it  is  puerile,  though  there  are  good 
lines.  However,  you  are  to  confider  this  b  a  collection  made  up  by  the  Dutch  bookfellers ;  many 
things  unflaiihed  or  written  in  his  youth,  or  defigned  not  for  the  world,  but  to  make  his  friends 
laugh,  as  the"  Lutrin  Vivant,"  &c  ;  but  then  there  are  the  Ver^Vertt  the  "  EpilHe  to  P.  Bougeant, 
the  Chartreufe,"  that  to  his  fifter,  an  '*  Ode  on  his  Country,"  another  on  "  Mediocrity,"  and  the 
"  Sidnei,"  another  comedy,  all  which  have  great  beauties." 

In  eflimating  the  peculiar  merit  of  Cooper  as  an  imitator  of  Greffet,  &c  it  may  be  reafonably  doubt 
ed  whether  it  be  eligible  to  imitate  the  French  in  an  arbitrajy  difpofition  of  rhyme,  to  which  the 
inifitnefs  of  their  language  for  better  poetry  feem  s  to  have  reduced  them,  when  that  is  not  the  cafe 
in  ours.     Imitation  feems  fcarcely  to  merit  attention  for  its  own  fake,  but  for  the  contingency  of 
fome  improvement  that  may  refult  from  it.     And  if  thofe  modes  of  rhyme  adapted  to  fportive  and 
familiar  fubjects,  and  long  eflablifhed  by  the  ufe  of  good  writers  in  our  own  language,  {hall  be  at 
leaft  full  as  applicable  to  every  purpofe  for  which  this  freedom  of  rhyme  and  didion  is  defignec], 
the  introduction  of  it  will  be  uielefs  at  the  beft,  though  it  fhould  not  ftridly  fubjed  the  introducer 
to  Quintilian's  imputation  of  the  frivola  in  far-vis  jaciantia.     Butler,  Prior,  and  Green,  have  abun 
dantly  demonftrated  our  fhort  meafures  of  eight  fyllables  in  Cugle,  and  of  nine  in  double  rhymes, 
(befides  the  Englifh  Anacreontic  of  Seven)  to  be  well  adapted  to  fubjeds  of  humour  and  plea- 
fantry,  and  to  be  capable  of  comprifing  much  wit,  and  many  beauties,  in  diction  of  equal  eafe 
and  vivacity.     Indeed,  as  Cuoper  has  infufed  an  equal  proportion  of  wit  and  of  original  concep 
tions,  in  equally  happy  expreffion,  into  his  Efijlles^  &c.  it  may  ferve  in  fome  meafure  to  reconcile 
us  to  The  arbitrary  return  and  frequent  famenels  of  many  of  his  rhymes,  which  read  too  profaically 
and  rather  like  parenthefes.     But  where  fuch  fpecies  of  novelty  is  predicated,  as  the  principal  re 
commendation  of  a  work,  it's  applaufe  will  probably  be  limited  to  the  admirers  of  that  eafy  French* 
poetry,  which  has  been  thought  by  fome  of  our  beft  critics  too  frothy  and  fpiritjels. 
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EPISTLES  TO  HIS  FRIENDS  IN  TOWN, 

FROM' ARIS  nppus  IN  RETIREMENT. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


THE  fpecies -of  poetry,  in  which  the  following  epiftles  are  written,  has  been  ufed  with  great  i'uccefa 
among  the  French,  by  Chapelle,  Chaulieu,  La  Fare,  Greffet,  Madame  Deflioulieres,  and  others ; 
but  I  do  not  remember  to  have  feen  it  before  in  the  Englifh  language.  The  unconfined  return  of 
the  rhymes,  and  eafmefs  of  the  didion,  feem  peculiarly  adapted  to  epiftolary  compofitions.  The 
author  profeffedly  imirates  the  general  manner  of  the  aboverhentioned  writers,  but  he  is  more  par"- 
ticularly  obliged  to  Greffet,  for  two  or  three  hints  in  his  performance,  which  he  has  acknowledged 
in  the  marginal  notes.  The  reader  will  not  forget,  that  thefe  four  epiftles  were  written  originally 
under  a  fi&itious  charader. 


EPISTLE  I. 

THE  RETREAT  OF  ARISTIPPUS. 

To  his  Grace  the  Duke  0^*  ******* 


Je  vous  livre  mes  reveries 
Que  quciques  verites  hardies, 
Viennet  librement  melanger.  CRESSET 

SEIZ'D  with  the  rage  of  being  great 
In  courts,  my  lord,  let  others  lead 
(Exchanging  happinefs  for  ftate), 
The  crowd  of  tinfel'd  flaves,  who  tread^ 
The  miry  minifterial  road 
To  modern  honour's  dark  abode, 
Where  dwell  th'  high  vulgar  «f  the  town, 
"Which  England's  common  courtefy, 
To  make  bad  fellowfhip  go  down, 
Politely  calls  good  company. 
Remote  from  politics  and  ftrife, 
From  the  dull  fons  of  bus'nefs  free, 
Unfetter'd  by  domeftic  life, 
To  letter'd  cafe  a  votary, 
1  fpend  alternately  my  hours 
'Twixt  Epicurus'  myrtle  bow'rs 
And  Academus'  palmy  grove, 
Happy,  from  Seine's  meandring  fhores, 
Where  polifh'd  pleafures  ever  rove, 
The  firft  to  bring  the  Thefpian  maids, 
To  play  to  feience  and  to  love 
On  Cyprian  pipes  in  Britifh  fhades. 
No  levees  here  attend  his  grace, 
JMy  lording  ev'ry  morn  an  afs, 


Nor  office-clerks  with  bufy  face, 

To  make  fools  wonder  as  they  pafe, 

Whifper  dull  nothings  in  his  ear, 

'Bout  fome  rogue  borough-monger  the 

The  well-bred  infipidity 

Of  town  affemblies  ne'er  is  heard, 

And  candidates  for  prelacy, 

That  fable,  fupple,  bowing  herd, 

This  filent  territory  fly ; 

For  biihoprics  are  feldom  fotfnd 

In  realms  of  fcientific  ground. 

No  doctor's  medicinal  wig, 

No  titled  beggar's  fuppliant  knee, 

Ne  alderman  with  knighthood  big 

And  newly  purchas'd  pedigree, 

No  vultures  of  the  human  race 

From  Temple  or  from  Liricoln's-Inn,' 

No  pfeudo-patriot  out  of  place, 

Nor  venal  fenator  that's  in, 

Difturb  this  amiable  retreat ; 

Only  a  mufe,  a  love,  or  grace, 

In  this  calm  fenate  have  a  feat. 

Such  reprefentatives  are  free. 

No  mufe  has  lately  been  at  court, 

Nor  are  the  graces  better  for't ; 

Nor  have  the  love's  feptennially, 

A  borough-int'reft  to  fupport, 

Mortgag'd  their  healths  or  property. 

Led  by  unerring  nature's  voice, 
I  haunt  retirement's  filent  fhade, 
Contentment's  humble  lot  and  choice^ 
Where  on  the  moffy  fopha  laid, 
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I  fee,  through  contemplation's  eye, 
The  white-wing'd  cherub  innocence, 
Each  bleffing  of  her  native  fky 
To  fympathetic  hearts  difpenfe. 
Here,  undebauch'd  by  fprriousart, 
Great  nature  reigns  in  ev'ry  part, 
Both  when  refulgent  Trail'*  beam 
In  high  meridian  fplendour  glr.\vs, 
Ai\d  when  pale  Cynthia's  maiden  gleam 
O'er  night  a  filvcr  mantle  throws. 
The  Natives  of  the  neighb'ring  grove 
Their  nuptials  chaunt  on  vernal  fprays  ; 
Untaught  by  Ovid  how  to  love, 
True  pafiion  modulates  their  lay?. 
From  no  Propertius'  polifh'd  ftrain, 
The  linnet  forms  her  temp'rate  note ; 
From  no  Fibullus  learns  to  plain 
The  widow'd  turtle's  faithful  throat. 
Each  fVafher'd  libertine  of  air, 
Gay  as  Catullus,  loves  arid  fings ; 
Free  as  the   I  eian  lage  from  care, 
The  goldfinch  claps  his  gilded  wings, 
And  woos  his  female  to.  repair 
To  fhady  groves  an>4.  cryflal  fprings. 
Here  blefs'd  with  freedom  and  content, 
Untaught  by  deviou^  thought-  to  ftray 
Through  fancy'>  vifionary  way, 
Thefe  iylvan  bards  of  fuitiment 
Warble  the  dictates  of  the  heart 
Uninterrupted  as  they  flow, 
Unmeafur'd  by  the  ru!cs  of  art, 
Now  fir'  ngly  high  now  fweetJy  low. 

Such  fcenes  the  good  have  ever  lovM, 
The  great  have  fought,  the  wife  a^prov'di 
Here  legifla'.  rs  plann'd-of  r.\<\  • 
The  paivJcdls  of  immortal  law*; 
And  mighty  chiefs  and  heroes  hold, 
Withdrawn  from  popnl^ifpphiifej 
Fir II  having  \t.h  their  ;>eft 

From  favage  and  froni  human  pert s, 
Gain'd  a  more  glorious  victory 
O'er  the  fierce  tyrant*  of  their  breads. 

Mcthr.ks,  I  hear  foiiie  courtier  fay, 
*'  Such  charms  id^al  ill  agree 
<f  V^ith  modern. zM  i;=ntiiity; 
*c  For  n  w  tht-  wi'ty   great,  and  gay, 
*c    i  hink  what  fo  i  b  >.?-:v>  \(  ur  rural  fenfe^ 
"  Only  a  clown's  fit  relidence. 
ct  In  former  days  a  country  life, 
•'  For  fo  time-honour'd  poet-  fing, 
"  Free  from  anxiety  and  ftrife, 
t(  Was  blandifli'd  by  perpetual  fpring. 
*'  There  tht  fwtrt  graces  ktpt  thei»  court, 
«*  The  nyr;-iph«,  thf  f'aurs   an^1  dryads  play' 
**  Thither  the  mafes  would  refort, 
««  Apollo  lov'd  the  fylvan  (hade. 
M  Ths  gods  an-J  he  f;es  ownM  a  piffion 
11  For  wives  and  daughrerR  of  fhe  f  vains, 
*'  And  her -:nes,  wrnlft  'tvvao  tlie  'sfhion, 
«   Ridotto'd  en  ihc  rur?.)  plains. 
ct  The  'fquires  were  th^n  of  heav'nly  race, 
"  The  parfons  fafhionabk  too, 
«'  Youi!g  tLjrnes  had  at  court  a  place, 
•'  Yenua  and  Mars  were  fo^ks  one  knew. 
c<  But  long  Iot:g  fiuce  thofe  t'mes  are  o'er3 
'5  No  goddtis  trips  it  to'er  the  lea, 


"  The  gods  and  heroer  are  no  more, 

"  Who  danc'd  to  rural  minflrelfy, 

"  Detefted  are  thefc*  fad  abodes 

"  By  modern  darqes  of  mortal  make, 

"  And  peers,  who  rank  not  with  fuch  gods, 

"  Their  folitary  feats  forfake. 

"  For  now  'tis  quite  another  cafe, 

"  The  country  wea  s  a  diff'rent  face. 

14  When  fometimes,  (oh  '  the  cruel  Lent)  ! 

"  TFiither  her  ladyfhip  is  fent, 

"  As  Sol  through  Taurus  mounts  the  Iky, 

"  Or  George  prorogues  his  parliament, 

"  H^rr  beauteou    bofom  heaven  a  figh, 

"  Five  months  in  rufHc  banifliment. 

"  Thither,  alas !  no  Vifcounts  rove, 

"  Nor  heart-bewitching  col'nels  come, 

"  Dull  is  fhe  mufic  cf  the  grove, 

"   Unheeded  fades  the  meadow's  bloom. 

"  The  verdant  copfe  may  take  the  birds, 

"  The  breath  of  morn  and  evening's  dew 

*'  To  bleating  fl^ck^  and  lowing  herds 

"   Be  pleafant  and  be  v/iiolcfome  too; 

,"   But  how  can  thefe  ('tis  out  of  nature) 

"  Have  charms  for  any  human  creature  1" 

Such  are  the  fentiments,  I  own, 
Of  all  that  la^y  loitering  race, 
From  daily  ufhers  to  his  grace, 
Who  never  leave  the  guiky  town; 
But  in  the  purlieus  of  the  court, 
By  knaves  are  fpaniel'd  up  and  down^ 
To  fetch  and  carry  each  report. 

Far  other  images  arife 
To  thofe  who  inward  turn  their  eyes 
Tt>  view  th'  inhabitants  of  mind; 
Where  folitude's  calm  vot'ries  find 
Of  knowledge  th'  inexhaufted  prize} 
And  truth,  immortal  truth  beflows, 
Clad  in  etherial  robes  of  light, 
Pure  as  the  flikes  of  falling  fnows, 
Unenvit-d  unreprov'd  delight. 

On  me,  my  lord,  on  humble  me 
The  intrllc&ual  train  attends; 
Science  oft  fc,ek*  my  company, 
And  fancy's  children  are  my  friends. 
Here  blefs'd  with  independent  eafe, 
I  look  with  pity  on  the  great, 
For  who,  that  with  enjoyment  fees 
The  laughs  and"  graces  at  his  gate, 
And  little  loves  attending  nigh, 
Or  fondly  hov'ring  o'er  his  head, 
To  wing  his  orders  through  the  fky, 
Whilft  warbling  mufcs  round  him  fhect 
Sweet  flow'rs,  which  on  Parnaflus  blow, 
Would  wifh  rhefe  thorny  paths  to  tread, 
Which  flave-  and  courtiers  only  know. 

Thanks  to  my  anceftors  and  Heav'rij 
To  me  the  happier  lot  is  giv'n, 
In  calm  retreat  my  time  to  fpend 
With  far  far  better  company, 
Than  thole  who  on  the  court  attend 
In  honourable  drudgery. 
Warriors  an$  ftatefmen  of  old  Rome 
Daly  obicrve  my  levee  day, 
And  wits  from  polifh'd  Athens  comej 
Occafional  devoirs  to  pay. 
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With  me  great  Plato  often  holds 
Pifc<,urfe. upon  immortal  pow'rs, 
And  Attic  Xenophon  unfohls 
Rich  honey  from  Lyceum's  flow'rs; 
Crefar  and  Tully  often  dine, 
Anacreon  rambles  in  my  grove, 
Sweet  Horace  drinks  Faiernian  wine, 
Catullus  make*  on  haycocks  love. 
With  thefe,  and  fome  akin  to  thefe, 
The  living  few  who  grace  our  days, 
I  live  in  literary  cafe, 
My  chief  delight  their  tafle  to  pleafe 
With  foft  and  unaffected  lays. 
Thus,  to  each  vot'ry's  wifh,  kind  fate 
Divides  the  world  with  equal  line, 
She  bids  ambition,  care,  and  ftate, 
Be  the  hi^h  portion  of  the  great, 
Peace,  friendship,  love,  and  bills  be  mine. 

EPISTLE  H. 

THE   TEMPER.  OF   ARISTIPPUS. 
TO    LADY    *******. 

Quo  me  cunque  rapit  Tempeftas  deferor  hofpes, 

Ho  HAT, 

I'VE  oft,  MclifTa,  heard  you  fay, 

"  The  world  obferves  I  never  wear 

ct  An  afpecT:  gloomy  or  fevere, 

"  That,  conftitutionally  gay, 

"  Whether  dark  clouds  obfcure  the  fky, 

*'  Or  Phoebus  gilds  the  face  of  day, 

"  In  pleafure's  true  philofophy 

"  I  pafs  the  winged  years  away." 

In  moft,  'tis  true,  the  human  fenfe 
Is  fubjccted  to  fmile.i,  or  tears, 
To  fwelling  pride,  or  trembling  fears, 
"   By  ev'ry  ikyey  influence." 
Cameleon-like  their  f-mls  agree 
With  all  they  hear  and  all  they  fee, 
Or,  as  one  inftrument  refouuds, 
Another's  unifon  of  founds, 
Their  mutable  complexions  carry 
The  looks  of  anger,  hope,  and  joy  ; 
Juft  as  the  fcenes  around  'em  vary, 
P^eafures  delight,  or  pains  annoy. 
But  I,  by  philofophic  mood, 
Let  the  wife  call  it  happy  folly, 
.Educe  from  ev'ry  evil  good, 
And  rapture  e'en  from  melancholy. 
When  in  the  filent  midnight  grove, 
Sweet  Philomela  fwells  her  throat 
With  tremulous  and  plaintive  note, 
Exprefiive  of  diiad'rous  love, 
I  with  the  penfive  pleafures  dwell. 
And  in  their  calm  fequefler'd  cell, 
Liftcn  with  rapturous  delight 
To  the  foi't  fongfter  of  the  night. 
Here  Echo,  in  her  moffy  cave, 
Symphonious  to  the  love-lorn  fong, 
Warbles  the  vocal  rocks  among, 
Whilft  gently-trickling  waters  lave 
The  ouk  fring'd  mountain's  hoary  brow, 
Whofe  Urcnms,  united  in  the  vale, 


O'er  pebbled  beds  loquacious  flow*, 

Tun'd  to  the  fad  melodious  tale 

In  murmurs  queruloufly  flow. 

And,  whilil  immers'd  in  thought  I  lie, 

From  ages  pad  and  realms  unleen, 

There  moves  before  the  mental  eye 

The  pleating  melancholy  fcene 

Of  nymphs  and  youths  unfortunate, 

Whofe  fame  (hall  fpread  from  fhore  to  fhore, 

Preferv'd  by  bards  from  death  and  fate, 

Till  time  itlelf  mail  be  no  more. 

Thus,  not  by  black  mifanthropy 
Impell'd,  to  caves  or  rocks  I  fly  ; 
But  when,  by  chance  or  humour  led, 
My  wand'ring  feet  thofe  regions  tread, 
Taught  by  philofophy  fo  fweet 
To  fhun  the  fullowfhip  of  ore, 

Far  from  the  world  I  go  to  meet 

Such  pleafures  as  inhabit  there. 
With  rebel-will  I  ne'er  oppofe; 

The  current  of  my  dediny, 

But,  pliant  as  the  torrent  flows, 

Receive  my  courfe  implicitly. 

As,  from  fome  fhaded  river's  fide 

If  chance  a  tender  *  oiler's  blown, 

Subject  to  the  controuling  tide, 

Th'  obedient  fhrub  is  carried  down. 

Awhile  it  floats  upon  the  ftreams, 

By  whirlpools  now  is  forc'd  below, 

Then  mounts  again  where  Titan's  beams 

Upon  the  mining  waters  glow. 

Sweet  flow'ry  vales  it  paffes  by, 

Citie?,  and  folitudes  by  turns. 

Or  where  a  dreary  defart  burns 

In  forrowful  obfcurity. 

For  many  a  league  the  wand'rer's  borne, 

By  foreft,  wood,  mead,  mountain,  plain, 

'rill,  carried  never  to  return, 

'  Tis  buried  in  the  boundleis  main:. 

Thus  Ariftippus  forms  his  plan  ; 

To  ev'ry  change  of  times  and  fates 

His  temper  he  accommodates  ; 

Not  where  he  will,  but  where  he  can, 

A  daily  blifs  he  celebrates. 

An  ofier  on  the  ftream  of  time, 

This  philofophic  wanderer 

Floating  through  ev'ry  place  and  clime4 

Finds  fome  peculiar  blefling  there. 

Where  e'er  the  winding  current  ftrays 

By  profp'rous  mount  or  adverfe  plain, 

He'll  fport,  till  all  his  jocund  days 

Arc  loft  in  life's  eternal  main. 

Let  worldlings  hunt  for  happinef* 

With  pain,  anxiety  and  ft  rife, 

Through  ev'ry  thorny  path  of  life, 
And  ne'er  th*  ideal  fair  poiftfs ! 
Fur  who,  alas!  their  pafflons  fend 
The  fleeting  image  to  }v 
Themfelves  their  own  defies  undo, 
And  in  the  means  deftroy  the  end  I 

*  Set  the  Chartrcufe  of  Greft  fro?*  wienie  tils 
pajfage  is  imitated,  but  the  fulfetjuenl  particular  appli* 
cation  to  Slrijlippus  is  tins  author's* 

* 


THE    WORKS    OF   COOPER. 


But  I  a  furer  clue  have  found, 
To  guide  me  o'er  the  mazy  ground ; 
For  knowing  that  this  deity 
Muft  ever  rove  at  liberty 
Through  fancy's  vifionary  road, 
I  never  wifdom's  fchemes  employ 
To  find  her  in  one  fix'd  abode, 
But  where  I  meet  her  I  enjoy  ; 
And  being  free  from  ftrife  and  care, 
Am  fure  to  meet  her  ev'ry  where. 

EPISTLE  III. 

THE  APOLOGY  OF  ARISTIPFUS. 

70  *********  £fym 

D'autres  font  des  vers  par  etude 

J'en  fais  pour  me  defennuyer.        CRESSET. 

SHOULD  fupercilious  cenfors  fay 

"  His  youth  is  waining,  'tis  not  time 

"  For  Ariftippus  now  with  rhyme 

"  To  while  the  ufclefs  hours  away," 

I  might  reply,  I  do  no  more 

Than  what  my  betters  did  before ; 

That  what  at  firft  my  fancy  led 

This  idle  bufmefs  to  purfue, 

Still  makes  me  profecute  the  trade, 

Secaufc  I've  nothing  elfe  to  do ; 

But  to  the  candid,  Tom,  and  you, 

A  better  realon  I  could  give, 

To  whom  a  better  reafon's  due, 

That  in  thefe  meafures  I  convey 

My  gentle  precepts,  how  to  live, 

Cltarer  than  any  other  way. 

For  in  the  pow'rs  of  poetry, 

"Wit,  truth,  and  pleafure  blended  lie. 

As,  in  Italia's  fertile  vales, 

On  the  fame  tree,  whilft  bloflbms  blow, 

The  ripen'd  fruits  ne<5breous  grow, 

Fed  by  warm  funs  and  frefh'ning  gales. 

Divineft  art  to  mortals  giv'n  ! 

By  thee,  the  brave,  the  good,  the  wife, 

TIic  fair,  the  learn'd,  and  witty,  rife 

From  earth's  dull  fod,  and  people  heav'n. 

Nor  be't  to  thee  imputed  blame, 
That  ever-barking  calumny, 

Arid  filthy-mouth'd  obfcenity, 
Have  oft  ufurp'd  thy  injur'd  name  ! 
Alas !  the  drops  which  morning  flieds 
With  dewy  ringers  on  the  mead*, 
The  pink's  and  vi'let's  tubes  to  fill, 
Alike  the  noxious  juices  feed 
Of  deadly  hemlock's  pois'nous  weed, 
And  give  'em  fatal  pow'r  to  kill! 

Imagination  loves  to  trace 
Reafon's  immortal  lineaments 
In  fiction's  necromantic  face, 
When  probability  afTents. 
The  faireft  features  fiction  wears, 
When  mod  like  truth  th'  inchantrefs  looks, 
As  fweet  Narciffa's  {hade  appears, 
In.filent  lakes  and  cryftal  brooks, 
So  like  the  life,  we  fcarcely  know 
Where  laft  to  fix  our  wav'ring  love, 
Whether  upon  the  form  below, 
Or  on  the  real  nymph  above,  . 


In  each  we  fee  an  angel's  face, 

Though  for  the  fubftance  breathe  our  fighs, 

Whilft  we  the  fhadowy  image  trace 

In  the  clear  wave  with  longing  eyes. 

But  fhould  you  afk  me,  why  I  choofe, 
Of  all  the  laurel'd  fifterhood 
Th'  inhabitants  of  Pindus'  wood, 
The  leaft  coniiderable  mufe. 
Thr;  vi'lets  round  the  mountain's  feet, 
Whofe  humble  gems  unheeded  blow, 
Are  to  the  fhepherd's  fmell  more  fweet 
Than  lofty  cedars  on  its  brow. 
Let  the  loud  epic  found  th'  alarms 
Of  dreadful  war,  and  heroes  fprung 
From  Come  immortal  anceftry, 
Clad  in  impenetrable  arms 
By  Vulcan  forg'd,  my  lyre  is  ftrung 
With  fofter  chords,  my  mufe  more  free 
Wanders  through  Pindus'  humbler  ways 
In  i>  mi  able  fimplicity  : 
Unftudy'd  are  her  artlefs  lays, 
She  aflcs  no  laurel  for  her  brows ; 
Carelefs  of  cenfure  or  of  praife, 
She  haunts  where  tender  myrtle  grows; 
Fonder  of  happinefs  than  fame 
To  the  proud  bay  prefer*  the  rofe, 
Nor  barters  pleafure  for  a  name. 
On  nature's  lap  reclin'd  at  eafe, 
1  liften  to  her  heav'nly  tongue, 
From  her  derive  the  pow'r  to  pleafe, 
Fr  m  her  receive  th'  harmonious  time, 
And  what  the  goddefs  makes  my  long 
In  unpremeditated  rhyme 
Mellifluous  flows,  whilft  young  defire, 
Cull'd  from  th'  Elyfian  bloom  of  fpring, 
Strews  flow'rs  immortal  round  my  lyre, 
And  fancy's  fportive  children  bring,. 
From  bloflbm'd  grove  and  lilied  mead, 
Frcfli  fragrant  chaplets  for  my  head. 
The  moft,  though  fofteft  of  the  nine, 
Euterpe,  mule  of  gaiety, 
Queen  of  heart-foft'ning  melody, 
Allures  my  ear  with  notes  divine. 
In  my  retreat  Euterpe  plays, 
Where  fcience,  garlanded  with  flow'rs, 
Enraptur'd  liftens  to  her  lays 
Beneath  the  (hade  of  myrtle  bow'rs. 

This  pleafing  territory  lies 
Unvifited  by  common  eyes, 
Far  from  the  prude's  affedted  fpleen, 
Or  bigot's  furly  godlinefs, 
Where  no  coquettes,  no  jilts  are  feen, 
Nor  folly- fetter' d  fops  of  drefs ; 
Far'from  the  vulgar,  high,  and  low, 
The  penfion'd  great  man's  littlenefs; 
Or  thole  who,  prone  to  flav'ry,  grow 
Fit  tools  of  others  tyranny, 
And,  with  a  blind  devotion,  bow 
To  wooden  blocks  of  quality ; 
Far  from  the  land  of  argument, 
Where,  deep  within  their  murky  cells, 
*  Figures  and  blotted  tropes  are  pent, 
Aud  three-legg'd  fylogifm  dwells ; 

*  Set Lts  Ombres  of  Gr*ff<*< 
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Far  from  the  bubble-blowing  race, 
The  fchoolmen  fubtle  and  rerin'd, 
Who  fill  the  thick  ikull's  brainlcfs  fpace 
With  puffs  of  theologic  wind ; 
And  all  the  grave  pedantic  train, 
Which  fairy  genius  longs  to  bind 
Hard  with  a  comment's  iron  chain. 
But,  whilft  fuch  drones  are  driv'n  away, 
In  my  belov'd  retreat  remain 
The  fair,  rhe  witty,  and  the  gay. 

Here  the  foft  patriarch  of  the  loves, 
Honey'd  Anacreon,  with  the  doves 
Of  Venus  flutt'ringo'er  his  head 
(Whilft  ivy-crowned  hours  around 
The  laughter-loving  graces  lead 
In  fp:>rrive  ringlets  to  the  found 
Of  Paphian  flutes),  the  mnfe  invites 
To  feftive  days  and  am'rous  nighrs. 
Her:1,  •-.r'nder  Molchus  loves  to  rove 
Along  rhe  meadow's  daify  d  fide, 
Under  a  cool  and  filent  grove, 
Where  brooks  of  dimpling  waters  glide. 
Rapt  in  celeltial  ecftafy 
Sappho,  whom  all  the  nine  infpire, 
Varies  her  am'rous  melody, 
The  chords  of  whofc  Idalian  lyre, 
As  changeful  paflion*  ebb  or  flow, 
Struck  with  bold  hand,  now  vibrate  high, 
Now,  modulated  to  a  figh, 
Tremble  mo(t  languifhingly  low. 

Horace,  mild  fage,  refin'd  with  eafe, 
Whofe  precepts,  whilft  they  counfel,  pleafe, 
Without  the  jargon  of  th^  fchools, 
And  fur-gown'd  pedant's  bookifti  rules, 
Here  keeps  his  lov'd  academy ; 
His  art  ib  nicely  he  conceals, 
That  wifdom  on  the  bofom  fteals, 
And  men  grow  good  infenfibly. 
From  cool  Valclufa's  lilied  meads 
Soft  Petrarch,  and  his  Laura  come, 
And  e'en  great  Taffo  fometimes  treads 
Thefe  flow'ry  walk*,  and  culls  the  bloom 
Of  rural  groves,  where  heretofore 
Each  mufe,  each  grace,  beneath  the  fhade 
Of  aiyrtle  bow'r&,  in  fecret  play'd 
With  an  Idalian  paramour. 
.From  filver  Seine's  tranf parent  dreams, 
With  rofes  and  with  hues  crown'd, 
Breathing  the  fame  heart-eafmg  themes, 
And  tun'd  in  amicable  found, 
Sweet  bards,  of  kindred  fpirit  blow 
Soft  Lydian  notes  on  Gallic  reeds, 
Whofe  fongs  inftrudl  us  how  to  know 
Truth's  flow'rs  from  affectation's  weeds. 
Chapelle  leads  up  the  feftive  band  ; 
La  Farre  and  Chaulie-u,  hand  in  hand, 
Clofe  follow  their  poetic  fire, 
Hot  with  the  Teian  grape  and  fire. 
Bur  hark  !  as  fweet  as  weftern  wind 
Breathes  from  the  vi'let's  fragrant  beds, 
When  balmy  dews  Aurora  fheds, 
Gr'.:ffet's  cii-ar  pipe,  diftincl:  behind, 
Syaiphonioufly  combines  in  one, 
Each  former  bard's  mellifluent  tone. 
GrdTet  J  ia  whofe  harmonious  verfc 


The  Indian  bird  fliall  never  die, 

Though  death  may  perch  on  Ver-  Vert's  hearfe, 

Fame's  tongue  immortal  fhall  rehearfc 

His  variable  loquacity. 

Nor  wanting  are  there  bards  of  Thames, 

On  rural  reed  young  Surry  plays, 

And  Waller  woos  the  courtly  dames 

With  gay  and  unaffe&ed  lays, 

His  carelefs  limbs  lupinely  laid 

Beneath  the  plantain's  leafy  fhade. 

Prior  his  eafy  pipe  applies 

To  footh  his  jealous  Cloe's  breaft, 

And  even  Sachariffa's  eyes 

To  brighter  Cloe's  yield  the  prize 

Of  Venus  foul-bewitching  ceft. 

Than  thefe'  much  greater  bards,  I  ween, 

Whenever  they  will  condefcend 

Th/  inferior  mufes  to  attend, 

Immortalize  this  humble  fcene: 

Shakfpeare's  and  Dray  ton's  fairy  crews 

In  midnight  revels  gambol  round, 

And  Pope's  light  fylphids  fprinkle  dew* 

Refrefhing  on  the  magic  ground. 

Nor  Tdains  the  dryad  train  of  yore, 

And  green-hair'd  naiads  of  the  flood, 

To  join  with  fancy's  younger  brood, 

Which  brood  the  fweet  cnchantrefs  bore 

To  Britifh  bards  in  after  times, 

Whofe  fame  fhall  bloom  in  deathlefs  rhymes^ 

When  Greece  and  Britain  are  no  more. 
Whilft  fuch  the  feafts  of  fancy  give, 

Carelefs  of  what  dull  fages  know, 

Amidft  their  banquets  I  will  live, 
And,  pitying,  look  on  pow'r  below. 

If  ftill  the  Cynic  cenior  fays, 

That  Ariftippus'  ufeleis  days 

Pafs  in  melodious  foolery, 

This  is  my  laft  apology  : 

"  Whatever  has  the  pow'r  to  blefs, 

"  By  living  having  learnt  to  prize, 

"  Sincg  wiidom  will  afford  me  lefs 

"  Than  what  from  harmlcfs  follies  rife, 

"  I  cannot  fpare  from  happinefs 

"  A  fingle  moment  to  be  wife." 

EPISTLE  IV. 

THE  CALL  OF  AR1STIPPUS. 

To  Mark  Akenftde,  M.  D. 

AXAPI2   AE   TI 


Ode  Henr.  S 

O  THOU,  for  whom  the  Britifh  bays 
Bloom  in  thtfe  unpoetic  days, 
Wh<ife  early  genius  glow'd  to  follow 

I'he  arts  through  nature's  ancient  ways, 

J'wofold  difciple  of  Apollo  I 
ah  all  Ariftippus'  cafy  lays, 
Trifles  of  philofophic  pleafure 
Compos'd  in  literary  Jeifure, 
Afpire  to  gain  thy  deathlefs  praife  ? 
If  thy  nice  ear  attends  the  drains, 

'efs  bjrd  of  nature  breathes 
On  Cyprian  flute  in  Albion's  plains; 
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By  future  poets  myrtle  wreaths 

Shall  long  he  fcatter'd  o'er  his  urn 

In  annual  folemnity, 

And  marhle  Cupids,  as  they  mourn, 

Point  where  his  kindred  afhes  lie. 

,     Whilft  through  the  track  of  endlefs  day 

Thy  nuife  fhall,  like  the  bird  of  Jove, 

Wing  to  the  Iburce  of  light  her  way, 

And  bring  from  cloud lefs  realms  above, 

Where  truth's  ftraphic  daughters  glow, 

Another  Promethean  ray 

To  this  benighted  globe  below, 

Mine,  like  loft  Cytherea's  dove, 

Conrented  with  her  native  grove, 

Shall  fondly  footh  th'  attentive  ears 

Of  life  s  way- wearied  travellers, 

And,  from  the  paths  of  fancied  woes, 

Lead  'em  to  the  ferene  abode, 

Where  real  blifs  and  real  good 

In  fweet  fecurity  repofe  ; 

Or,  as  the  lark  with  matin  notes, 

To  yoihh's  new  voyagers,  in  fpring, 

As  over  head  in  air  {he  floats, 

Attendant  on  unruffled  wing, 

Warbles  inartificial  joy, 

My  mafe  in  tender  {trains  fhall  fmg 

The  feats  of  Venus'  winged  boy, 

Or  how  the  nimble- footed  hours, 

With  the  three  graces  knit  in  dance, 

Follow  the  goddefs  Elegance 

To  Hebe's  court  in  Paphian  bow'rs. 

Nor  let  the  fupercilious  wife, 
And  gloomy  fons  of  melancholy, 
Thefe  unaffected  lays  defpife, 
As  day-dreams  of  melodious  folly. 
Reafon  a  lovelier  afpect  wears 
The  fmiles  and  mufes  when  between, 
Than  in  the  Stoic's  rigid  mien 
With  beard  philoforhiz'd  by  years; 
And  virtue  moaps  not  in  the  cell 
Where  cloifter"d  pride  and  penance  dvvel^ 
J3ut,  in  the  chariot  of  the  loves, 
She  triumphs  innocently  gay, 
Drawn  by  the  yok'd  Idalian  doves, 
Whilft  young  affections  lead  the  way 
To  the  warm  regions  of  the  heart, 
Whence  felfifh  fiends  of  vice  depart, 
Like  fpectres  at  th*  approach  of  day. 

Should  any  infidel  demand, 
Who  fneers  at  our  poetic  heav'n, 
Whether  from  oTdination  given 
By  prelates  of  the  Thefpian  land, 
Or  infpiration  from  above 
(As  modern  Methodift*  derive 
Their  light  from  no  divine  alive), 
I  hold  the  great  prerogative 
T*  interpret  fage  Anacreon's  writ, 
Or  glof?  upon  Catullus'  wit, 
Prophets  tliat  heretofore  were  fent, 
And  finally  require  to  iVe 
Credentials  of  my  embaffy, 
Before  his  faith  could  yield  confent, 
Convincing  reafor.sl  would  give 
From  a  fhort  tale  fcsrce  credible, 
But  yet  as  true  and  plaufible 


As  fome  which  Catholics  bellev#, 
That  I  was  call'd  by  Jove's  beheft 
A  Paphian  and  a  Delphian  prieft. 

Once,  when  by  Trent's  pellucid  ftreamsa 
In  days  of  prattling  infancy, 
Led  by  young  wond'ring  ecftafy, 
To  view  the  fun's  refulgent  beams, 
As  on  the  fportive  waves  they  play'd, 
Too  far  I  negligently  ftray'd, 
The  god  of  day  his  lamp  withdrew, 
Evening  her  duilcy  mantle  fpread, 
And  from  her  moid'ned  treffes  fhed 
Refrefliing  drops  of  pearly  dew. 
Clofe  by  the  borders  of  a  wood, 
Where  an  old  ruin'd  abbey  flood, 
Far  from  a  fondling  mother's  fight, 
With  toil  of  chiidifh  fport  opprefs'd,  . 
My  tender  limbs  funk  down  to  red 
'Miclft  the  dark  horrors  of  the  night. 
As  Horace  erft  by  fabled  doves 
With  fpring's  firft  leaves  was  mantled  o'ef 
A  wand'rer  from  his  native  groves, 
A  like  regard  the  Britifh  loves 
To  me  their  future  poet  bore, 
Nor  left  me  guardianlefs  alone, 
For  though  no  nymph  or  faun  appear'd, 
Nor  piping  fatyr  was  there  heard, 
And  here  the  dryads  are  unknown  ; 
Yet,  natives  true  of  Englifti  ground, 
Sweet  elves  and  fays  in  mantles  green, 
By  fnepherds  oft  in  moonlight  feen, 
And  dapper  fairies  danc'd  around. 
The  nightingale,  her  love-lorn  lay 
Neglecting  on  the  neighb'ring  fpray, 
Strew'd  with  frefh  flow'rs  my  turfy  bed. 
And,  at  the  firft  approach  of  morn, 
The  red-brea!t  ftript  the  fragrant  thorn 
On  rofes  wild  to  lay  my  head. 
Thus,  as  the  wond'ring  ruftics  /lay, 
In  fmiling  fleep  they  found  me  laid 
Beneath  a  bloffom'd  hawthorn's  {hade, 
Whilft  fportive  bees,  in  myftic  play, 
With  honey  fill'd  my  little  lips 
Blent  with  each  fv/eet  that  zephyr  Cps 
From  flow'ry  cups  in  balmy  May. 

From  that  blefs'd  hour  my  bofom  glow'd 
Ere  vanity  or  fame  infpir'd, 
With  unaffected  tranfports  fir'd, 
And  from  my  tongue  untutor'd  flow'd, 
In  childhood's  inattentive  days, 
The  lifping  notes  of  artlefs  lays. 
Nor  have  thefe  dear  enchantments  ceas'd, 
For  what  in  innocence  began 
Still  with  increafmg  years  increas'd, 
And  youth's  warm  joys  now  charm  thfe  man* 
Perhaps  thisfondly-fofter'd  flame, 
E'en  when  in  dud  my  body's  laid, 
Vv  ill  o'er  the  tomb  prcferve  its  fame, 
And  glow  within  my  future  made, 
If  thus,  as  poeis  have  agreed. 
The  foul,  when  from  the  body  freed, 
In  t'  other  world  confines  her  Wifs 
To  the  fame  joys  ihe  lov'd  in  this. 
Thine,  when  {he's  pafs'd  the  ftygian  floodj, 
Shall,  'midil  the  patriot  chiefs  of  olu, 


The  wife,  the  valiant,  and  the  good, 

(Great  names  in  deathlefs  archives  rolled)  ! 

Strike  with  a  matter's  mighty  hand 

Thy  golden  lyre's  profoundeft  chord?, 

And  fafcinate  the  kindred  band 

With  magic  of  poetic  words. 

Ravifh'd  with  thy  mellifluent  lay 

Plato  and  Virgil  fhall  entwine 

Of  olive  and  the  Mantuan  bay 

A  never-fading  crown  for  thee, 

And  learn'd  Lucretius  fnall  refign, 

Among  the  f-  ll'wers  of  the  nine, 

His  philofophic  dignity. 

For  though  his  faithful  pencil  drew 

Nature's  external  fymmetry, 

Yet  to  the  mind's  capacious  view, 

That  unconfin'd  expatiates 

O'er  mighty  Nature's  wond'rous  whole, 

Thy  nicer  ftroke  delineates 

The  finer  features  of  the  foul. 

And,  whilft  the  Theban  hard  to  thee 

Shall  yield  the  heart-elating  lyre, 

Horace  fhall  hear  attentively 

Thy  finger  touch 'his  fofter  wire 

To  more  familiar  harmony. 

Mean  while  >'hy  Ariftippus'  (hade 

Shall  feek  where  Tweet  Anacrton  plays, 

Wh<^re  Chapelle  fpends  his  feftive  diys, 

Where  lies  the  vine-impurplcd  glade 

By  tuneful  Chalieu   vocal  made, 

Or  where  our  Shenftone's  moffy  cell, 

Or  where  the  fair1  TJefhoulierts  ftrays, 

Or  Hammond  and  Pavilion  dwell, 

And  Greffet's  gentle  ipirit  roves 

Surrounded  by  a  group  of  loves 

With  rofes  crown'd  and  afphodel. 

Let  the  furr'd  pedants  of  the.fchools, 
In  learning's  formidable  fhow, 
Rill  of  wife  ifaws  and  bookilh  rules, 
The  meagre  dupes  of  mifery  grow, 
A  lovelier  dodlrine  I  profefs 
Than  their  dull  icience  can  avow; 
All  that  belongs  to  happinefs 
Their  heads  are  welcome  ftill  to  know, 
My  heart's  contented  to  poffefs. 
For  in  foft  elegance  and  cafe, 
Secure  of  living  whilft  I  live, 
Each  momentary  blifs  I  feize, 
Ere  thefe  warm  faculties  decay, 
The  fleeting  moments  to  deceive 
Of  human  life's  allotted  day. 
And  when  th'  invidious  hand  of  time 
By  Health  fhall  filver  o'er  my  head, 
Still  pleafure'fc  rofy  walks  I'll  tread, 
Still  with  the  jocund  mules  rhyme, 
And  haunt  the  green  Idalian  bi-w'rs, 
Whilft  wanton  boys  of  Paphos'  court 
In  myrtles  hide  my  ftaff  for  fport, 
And  coif  me,  where  I'm  bald,  with  flow'rs. 

Thus  to  each  happy  habii  true, 
Preferring  happine£>  to  pow'r, 
Will  Ariftippus  e'en  purfue 
Life's  comforts  to  the  latefl  hour, 
Till  age  (the  only  malady 
Which  thou  and  med'cine  cannot  cure, 
Yet  what  all  covet  to  endure) 
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I  This  innocent  voluptu'ry 
Shall,  from  the  laughs  and  graces  here, 
With  laf-e  and  lenient  change  remove, 
To  regions  nf  Elyfian  air, 
Where  (hades  of  mortal  pleasures  rove,     . 
Deftin'd,  without  alloy,  to  (hare 
Eternal  joys  of  mutual  love, 
Which  tranfitory  were  above. 

A  SONG. 

DEAR  Chloe  what  means  this  difdain, 
Which  blafts  each  endeavour  to  plcafe  ? 

Though  forty,  I'm  free  from  all  pain, 
Save  love,  I'm  free  from  difeafe. 

No  graces  my  manfion  have  fled, 

No  mufes  have  broken  my  lyre ; 
The  loves  frolic  ftill  round  my  bed, 

And  laughter  is  cheer'd  at  my  fire. 

To  none  have  I  ever  been  cold, 
All  beauties  in  vogue  I'm  among; 

I've  appetite  e'en  for  the  old, 

And  fpirit  enough  for  the  young1. 

Believe  me,  fweet  girl,  I  fpeak  true, 

Or  elfe  put  my  love  to  the  teft ; 
Some  others  have  doubted  like  you, 

Like  them  do  you  blefs  and  be  bleft. 

AN  EPISTLE 

FROM    THE    KING    OF    PRUSSIA    TO    MONSIEUR 
VOLTAIRE.       1757. 

Tranjlatedfrom  the  French. 

VOLTAIRE,  believe  me,  were  I  now 

In  private  life's  calm  ftation  plac'd, 

Let  heav'n  for  nature's  want*  allow, 

With  cold  indiff'rence  would  I  view 

Departing  fortune's  winged  hafte, 

And  laugh  at  her  caprice  like  you. 

Th'  infipid  farce  of  tedious  ftate, 

Imperial  duty's  real  weight, 

The  fkithlefs  courtier's  fupple  bow, 

The  fickle  multitude's  carefs, 

And  the  great  vulgar's  littlencfs, 

By  long  experience  well  I  know ; 

And,  though  a  prince  and  poet  born: 

Vain  blahdifhments  of  glory  fcorn. 

For  when  the  ruthlefs  fhears  of  fate 

Have  cut  my  life's  precarious  thread, 

And  rank'd  me  with  th'  unconfcious  dead. 

What  wil't  avail  that  I  was  great, 

Or  that  th'  uncertain  tongue  of  fame 

In  meni'ry's  temple  chaunts  my  name  ? 

One  blifsful  moment  whilft  we  live 

Weighs  more  than  ages  of  renown  ; 

What  then  do  potentates  receive 

Of  good,  peculiar  to  their  own  ? 

Sweet  eaie  and  unaffected  joy, 

Domeftic  peace,  and  fportive  pleafurs, 

The  regal  throne  and  palace  fly, 

And,  born  for  liberty,  prefer 

Soft  filentfcenes  of  lovely  leifure, 

To  what  we  monarchs  buy  fo  dear, 

The  thorny  pomp  of  fcepter'd  care. 


,THE    WORKS   OF  COOPER. 


My  pain  or  blifs  (hall  ne'er  depend 

On  fickle  fortune's  cafual  flight, 

For,  whether  foe's  my  foe  or  friend, 

In  calm  repofe  I'll  pafs  the  night ; 

And  ne'er  by  watchful  homage  own 

1  court  her  fmile,  or  fear  her  frown. 

But  from  our  ftations  we  derive 

Unerring  precepts  how  to  live, 

And  certain  deeds  each  rank  calls  forth, 

By  which  is  meafur'd  human  worth. 

Voltaire,  within  his  private  cell, 

In  realms  where  ancient  honefty 

Is  patrimonial  property, 

And  facred  freedom  loves  to  dwell, 

May  give  up  all  his  peaceful  mind, 

Guided  by  Plato's  deathlefs  page, 

In  filent  folitude  refign'd 

To  the  mild  virtues  of  a  fage  ; 

But  T,  'gainft  whom  wild  whirlwinds  wage 

Fierce  war  with  wreck-denouncing  wing, 

Muft  be,  to  face  the  tempeft's  rage, 

In  thought,  in  life,  in  death,  a  king. 

A  HYMN  TO  HEALTH. 

WRITTEN  IN   SICKNESS. 

SWEET  as  the  fragrant  breath  of  genial  May, 
Come,  fair  Hygeia,  goddefs  heav'nly  born, 

More  lovely  than  the  lun's  returning  ray, 
To  northern  regions,  at  the  half  year's  morn. 

Where  (hall  I  feek  thee?  in  the  whnlefome  grot, 
Where  temperance  her  fcanty  meal  enjoys  ? 

Or  peace  contented  with  her  humble  lot. 

Beneath  her  thatch  th'  inclement  blaft  defies  ? 

Swept  from  each  flow'r  that  fips  the  morning 
dew, 

Thy  wing  befprinkles  all  the  fcenes  around  ; 
Where'er  thou  fly'tt  the  bloffoms  blufh  anew, 

And  purple  vi'lets  paint  the  hallow'd  ground. 

Thy  prefence  renovated  nature  (hows, 

By  thee  each  {hrub  with  varied  hue  is  dy'd, 

Each  tulip  with  redoubled  luftre  glows, 
And  all  creation  fmiles  with  flow'ry  pride. 

But  in  thy  abfence  joy  is  felt  no  more, 

The  landfcape  wither'd  e'en  in  fpring  appears, 

The  morn  low'rsom'nous  o'er  the  duiky  fhore, 
And  evening  funs  fet  half  extinct  in  tears. 

Ruthlefs  difeafe  afcends,  when  thou  art  gone 
From  the  dark  regions  of  th'  abyfs  below, 

With  peftilence,  the  guardian  of  her  throne, 
Breathing  contagion  from  the  realms  of  woe. 

In  vain  her  citron  groves  Italia  boafts, 
Or  Po  the  balfam  of  his  weeping  trees; 

In  vain, Arabia's  aromatic  coafts   . 

Tincture  the  opinions  of  the  paffing  breeze. 

No  wholefome  fcents  impregn  the  weftern  gale, 
But  noxious  ftench  exhal'd  by  fcorching  heat, 

Where  gaining  fwains  the  pois'nous  air  inhale 
That  once.  diSus'd  a  medicinal  f'weet. 


Me,  abjedfc  me,  with  pale  difeafe  opprefs'd, 
Heal  with  the  balm  of  thy  prolific  breath, 

Rekindle  life  within  my  clay-cold  breaft, 

And  fhiejd  my  youth  from  canker-worms  of 
death. 

Then  on  the  verdant  turf,  thy  fav'rite  fhrine, 
Reftor'd  to  thee  a  votary  I'll  come, 

Grateful  to  offer  to  thy  pow'r  divine, 

Each  herb  that  grows  round  JEfculapius'  tomb. 

A  SONG. 

THE  nymph  that  I  lov'd  was  as  cheerful  as  day, 
And  asfweet  as  the  bloflbming hawthorn  in  May, 
Her  temper  was  fmooth  as  the  down  on  the  dove, 
And  her  face  was  as  fair  as  the  mother's  of  love. 

Though  mild  as  the  pleafanteft  zephyr  that  {beds, 
And  receives  gentle  odours  from  violet  beds, 
Yet  warm  in  affection  as  Phoebus  at  noon, 
And  as  chafte  as  the  filver-white  beams  of  the 
moon. 

Her  mind  was  unfullied  as  new  fallen-fnow, 
Yet  as  lively  as  tints  of  young  Iris's  bow, 
As  tirm  as  the  rock,  and  as  calm  as  the  flood, 
Where   the    peace-loving  halcyon  depofits    her 
brood. 

The  fweets  that  each  virtue  or  grace  had  in  ftore, 
She  cull'd  as  the   bee  would  the  bloom  of  each 

flow'r; 

Which  treafur'd  for  me,  O  !  how  happy  was  I, 
For  though  her's  to  collect,  it  was  mine  to  enjoy0 

THE  GENIUS  OF  BRITAIN. 

AN    IAMBIC    ODE. 

Written  in  tie  Tear  1756. 
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Liodor,  Sicul.  Hiflor.  Lib.  I. 
TO   THE  RIGHT   HONOURABLE. 

WILLIAM  PITT, 


0  THOU  ordain'd  at  length  by  pitying  fate 
To  fave  from  ruin  a  declining  ftate  ; 
Adorn'd  with  all  the  fcientific  ftore 

Which  bloom'd  on  Roman  or  Athenian  more  ; 
At  whofe  command  our  paffions  fall  or  rife, 
keathe  anger's  menaces,  or  pity's  fighs, 
Vhofe  breaft  (O  never  let  the  flame  expire)  ! 
Glows  ardent  with  the  patriot's  facred  fire; 
Attend  the  bard,  who  fcorns  the  venal  lays, 
Vhich  fervile  flatt'ry  fpnrious  greatnefs  pays  : 
Vhofe  Britifti  fpirit  emulating  thine, 
Could  ne'er  burn  incenfe  at  corruption's  {brine; 
Who  far  from  courts  maintains  fuperior  ftate, 
And  thinks  that  to  be  free  is  to  be  great  ; 
^areleis  of,pride;s  imperial  fmile  or  frown, 

1  friend  to  all  mankind,  but  flave  to  none : 


POEMS. 


Abofe  temptation,  and  unaw'd  by  pow'r, 
Pleas'd  with  his  prefcnt  lot,  nor  wifhes  more, 
Save  that  kind  heaven  would  one  blefs'd  boon  be- 
ftow,  [know, 

Which    monarchs    cannot    grant,    or    courtiers 
From  each  low  view  of  felfifti  factions  free, 
To  think,  to  fpeak,  to  live,  O  Pitt,  like  thee. 

As  late  o'er  Britain's  chalky  coafts 

The  genius  of  the  ifland  flew, 
The  venal  fwarm  of  foreign  hofts  * 

Inglorious  balking  in  his  view, 
Deep  in  his  bread  he  felt  the  new  difgrace, 
And  honefl  blufhes  warm'd  his  godlike  face. 

Quick  flafh'd  the  light'ning  of  his  fpear 

Which  blafted  France  on  Creffy'  field, 
He  wheel'd  the  blazing  fword  in  air, 

And  on  his  fhoulders  fpread  the  fhield, 
As  when  o'er  Agincourt's  blood-purpled  lands, 
Pale  terror  ftalk  d  through  all  the  Gallic  bands. 

Soon  as  he  caft  his  eyes  below, 

Deep  heav'd  the  fympathetic  figh, 
Sudden  the  tears  of  anguifh  flow, 
For  fore  he  felt  th1  indignity  ; 
T)ifcordant  pafllons  fhook  his  heav'nly  frame, 
Now  horror's  damp,  now  indignation's  flame. 

Ah  !  what  avails,  he  cry'd  the  blood 

Shed  by  each  patriot  band  of  yore, 

When  freedom's  unpaid  legions  ftood 

Protectors  of  this  fea-girt  fhore, 
When  anciei-t  wifdom  deem'd  each  BritiJh  fword 
From  hoftile  pow'r  could  guard  its  valiant  lord. 

What  though  the  Danifh  raven  fpread 

Awhile  his  wings  o'er  Englifh  ground, 
The  bird  of  prey  funereal  fled 

When  Alfred  call'd  hi»  peers  around, 
Whofe  fleets  triumphant  riding  on  the  flood, 
Deep  flain'd  each  chalky  ciiff  with  Denmark's 
blood. 

Alfred  on  natives  could  depend, 

And  fcorn'd  a  foreign  force  t'  employ, 
He  thought,  who  dar'd  not  to  defend 

Were  never  worthy  to  enjoy  ;  [one. 

The  realm's  and  monarch's  int'reft  deem'd   but 
And  arm'd  his  fubjedhs  to  maintain  their  own. 

What  though  weak  John's  divided  reign 

The  Gallic  legions  tempted  o'er, 
When  Henry's  barons  join'd  again, 

Thofe  feaiher'd  warriors  left  the  fhore; 
I  .earn,  Britors,  hence,  you  want  no  foreign  friends, 
The  lion's  fafety  on  himfelf  depends 

Reflect  on  Edward's  glorious  name; 

On  my  fifth  Henry's  n.artial  deeds; 
Think  on  thofe  peers  of  deathlds  fame 

Who  met  their  king  on  Thames's  meads, 
When  fov'reign  might  acknowledg'd  reafon's  plea, 
That  Heav'n  creared  man  for  liberty. 

Six  tloufand  Heflians   imported  to  proteft  tbis 
/ /.'.' 


Though  Rome's  fell  flar  malignant  flione, 

When  great  Eliza  rul'd  this  ftate, 
On  Englifh  hearts  flie  plac'd  her  throne, 

And  in  their  happinefs  her  fate, 
While  blacker  than  the  tempefts  of  the  north, 
The  Papal  tyrant  fent  his  curfes  forth. 

Lo !  where  my  Thames's  waters  glide 

At  great  Augufta's  regd  feet, 
Bearing  on  each  returning  tide 

From  diftant  realms  a  golden  fleet, 
Which  homeward  wafts  the  fruits  of  ev'ry  zone, 
And  makes  the  wealth  of  all  the  world  your  own. 

Shall  on  his  filver  waves  be  borne 
Of  armed  flaves  a  venal  crew  ? 

Lo  !   the  old  god  denotes  his  fcorn, 

And  fhudders  at  th'  unufual  view, 
Down  to  his  deepeft  cave  retires  to  mourn., 
And  tears  indignant  bathe  his  cryftal  urn. 

O  !  how  can  vaflais  born  to  hear 

The  galling  weight  of  flav'ry's  chain, 
A  patriot's  noble  ardour  fhaie, 

Or  freedom's  facred  cauie  maintain  ? 
Britons  exert  your  own  unconquer'd  might, 
A  freeman  belt  defends  a  freeman's  right. 

Look  back  on  every  deathlef?  deed 

For  which  your  fires  recorded  fland ; 
To  battle  let  your  nobles  lead 

The  fons  of  toil,  a  hardy  band ; 
The  fword  on  each  rough  peafant's  thigh  be  worn, 
And  war's  green  wreaths  the  fhepherd's  front  adorn. 

But  fee,  upon  his  utmoft  fhores 

America's  fad  genius  lies. 
Each  wafted  province  he  deplores, 

And  cafts  on  me  his  languid  eyes, 
Blefs'd  with  Heav'n'*  fav'rite  ordinance  I  fly, 
To  raife  th'  opprelVd,  and  humble  tyranny. 

This  faid,  the  vifion  weftward  fled, 

His  wrinkled  brow  denouncing  war; 
The  «-ay  fire-mantled  vengeance  led, 

And  juftice  drove  his  airy  car; 
Behind  firm-footed  peace  her  olive  bore, 
And  plenty's  horn  pour'd  bleflings  on  the  fhore. 

THEAGENES  TO  SYLVIA. 

THE  ARGUMENT. 

Theagenes,  fon  of  Hieron,  the  prieft  of  Pan,  having 
fallti  in  love,  at  an  annual  feftival  in  the  tem 
ple  of  that  god,  with  Sylvia,  a  votrefs  to  Diana, 
finds  means  to  feduce  her.  After fome  time,  the 
nymph  being  flruck  with  horror  at  her  guilt, 
in  the  utmoft  defpair  and  contrition,  makes  a 
vow  that  fhe  would  endeavour  to  expiate  her 
offence  by  a  life  of  religious  folitude  :  Upon 
which  occafion  Theagenes  writes  the  following 
epiftle. 

N.  B.  Several  hints  in  the  following  epiftle  were 
taken  from  the  celebrated  Lord  Gray's  Love 
Letters. 

SAT,  deareft  objedl  of  my  broken  heart, 
Muft  we,  for  e'er,  like  foul  and  body  part  \ 
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Muft  I  be  doom'd  whole  ages  to  deplore, 
And  think  of  tranfports  I  muft  tafte  no  more  ? 
O  dreadful  thought !  whole  endlefs  view  contains 
Grief  foil' wing  grief,  and  pains  fucceeding  pains  ! 
Each  joy  is  blafted,  and  each  comfort  fled  ! 
Ye  dreary  fitters,  cut  the  fatal  thread! 

Ah  !  whither  fly'ft  thou  ?  to  fome  dreary  plain, 
Where  frozen  chaftity  and  horror  reign; 
And  melancholy,  daughter  of  defpair, 
With  pale  contrition,  and  with  gloomy  care; 
To  fpend  thy  youth  in  fuperftitious  fears, 
In  needlels  penance,  penitence,  and  tears  ! 
Let  thofe  dwell  there  whofe  hofoms  guilt  reprove, 
But  thou  haft  none,  if  'tis  no  fin  to  love. 
For  what  is  deem'd  a  half  extorted  vow, 
Too  dull  for  lovers,  and  forgotten  now  ? 
Religious  cheat !  impos'd  by  fear  or  man, 
And  prietts  continue  what  the  fool  began. 

O  ftay,  for  abfence  never  can  deftroy, 
No  diftauce  quell  my  vifionary  joy  ; 
la  vain  you  dill  endeavour  to  remove 
The  beauteous  caufe  of  my  unhappy  love  : 
Imagination  foll'wing  clofe  behind, 
Prefems  afrefh  pad  pleafures  to  my  mind  ; 
The  rebel  mind  forbidden  pafiion  knows, 
With  welcome  flames  the  guilty  bofom  glows, 
Again  th*  ecftatic  foul  diffolves  away, 
In  brighteft  vifions  of  eternal  day ; 
There  fees  thy  fatal  form,  or  feems  to  ice, 
.For  Heav'n  it  lofes  when  it  lofes  thee. 

Worn  by  my  forrows,  fee  this  wretched  frame, 
Innocent  objed  of  thy  fatal  flame  ! 
See  !  round  my  lips  a  deadly  palenefs  fpread ; 
Where  rofes  bloom'd,  the  canker  grief  has  fed; 
From  my  cold  cheeks  the  with 'ring  lily  flies, 
And  light  extinguifti'd  leaves  my  weeping  eyes. 

0  count  again  the  pleafures  we  have  prov'd, 
Promoting  mutual  what  the  other  lov'd; 
Recall  in  thought  each  am'rous  m&ment  gone, 
Think  each  foft  circumftance,  and  ftili  think  on ; 
But  chief  that  day  deftruvSUve  to  my  rcfc, 

For  ever  fatal,  yet  for  ever  bleft, 

When  I,  afilfted  at  the  facred  {brine, 

My  aged  father  in  the  rites  divine, 

Beheld  thee  firft,  celeftial  as  thou  art, 

And  felt  thy  image  fink  into  my  heart ; 

Ere  I  could  think  I  found  myfclf  undone, 

For  but  to  fee  thee  and  to  love  are  one. 

No  more  the  p.>mp  and  folemn  fplendour  pleas'd, 

Devotion's  flames  within  my  bofom  ceas'd  ; 

Thy  fairer  form  expell'd  the  deity, 

And  all  the  mighty  fpace  was  fili'd  with  thee. 

1  fear'd  'twas  error,  and  to  wifdom  Hed 
To  call  her  rigid  do&rine  to  my  aid  . 

But  fuck  thepaffion,  v»iffi<>m  mult  approve, 
She  faw  rhe  objc&,  and  fh"  bade  me  U-.ve. 

The  pleafing  path-  pf  Venus  1  retrod, 
No  more  a  mortal,  but  an  am'roub  god. 
O  pow'rful  weaknefs  of  th'  ecftatic  mind  ! 
Celeftial  gleams  to  human  failings  join'd  ! 
JLove  wafts  our  thoughts  when  fancy  fpreads  her 

fails 

To  lands  i>f  paradife  with  gentle  gales, 
JLove  makes  the  filler  fuul  for  ever  even; 
J4oVv  can  do  al),  for  love  iticlf  is  heav'n. 


The  tedious  bus'nefs  of  the  day  was  done ; 
Our  off 'rings  ended  with  the  parting  iun  ; 
The  night  advanc'd,  the  fhepherds  homeward  fpei 
To  the  fweet  comforts  of  the  nuptial  bedj 
But  me,  alas  !  far  other  cares  employ, 
To  reap  the  harveft  of  unlawful  joy ; 
Per.five  I  wander'd  on  the  lonely  (hore, 
Where  breaking  billows  at  a  dittance  roar  ; 
The  fighs  that  ifTued  from  my  lab'ring  breaft, 
Woke  £ch.-)  from  her  inmoft  cave  of  reft, 
On  thte  1  thought,  on  thee  I  calPd  alone,  ' 
The  foften'd  mcks  re-echo'd  to  my  moan, 
The  fynipathifing  ft  reams  ran  mournful  by, 
And  tun  d  their  plaintive  hubblings  to  my  cry. 

Thrice  had  the  moon  her  fi'.ve'  n-.antle  fpread, 
As  oft  I  wander'd  from  my  flecplefs  bed ; 
As  oft  I  travers'd  o'er  the  neighb'ring  plain, 
As  oft  I  fought  tJiee,  but  I  fought  in  vain  ; 
At  laft  arriv'd  the  Ipng-expeclxd  hour, 
1  found  thee  mufing  in  a  lonely  bow'r ; 
The  time  and  place  invited  to  impart 
The  faithful  language  of  my  love-fick  heart. 
With  agonizing  fi^hs  I  gain'd  belief, 
And  each  pathetic  circumftance  of  grief; 
A  war  unequal  in  thy  breaft  enfu'd, 
Stern  duty  fail'd,  and  j»,ent;e  pity  woo'd, 
Pity  admitted  all  difclain  remov'd, 
And  foon  what  mercy  ipar'd  the  woman  lov'd. 
A  crimlbn  bluib  o'er  ali  thy  lace  was  fpread, 
I Vn  lilies  pale,  and  all  the  rc-fes  fled  ; 
Each  look  more  faithful,  to  thy1  heart  reveal'd 
The  fatal  fecret  that  thy  tongue  conceal'd. 
The  happy  omen  of  fucccfs  1  view'd, 
Embrac'd  th'  advantage,  and  th'  a'tack  purfu'd. 
Honour's  firft  guard  of  wakeful  fcruples  o'er, 
JLove  found  a  breach,  and  fears  contend  no  more  j 
Each  others  arms  each  others  body  preft, 
We  fpoke  much  pleafure,  and  we  felt  the  reft  ; 
The  rcfl,  which  only  can  the  faithful  feel, 
The  reft,  which  none  had  ever  pow'r  to  tell ; 
The  reft,  which  feels  unutterably  fweet, 
In  the  firft  intercourfe  when  lovers  meet. 
The  modeft  diffidence,  and  bold  defires, 
Soft  thrilling  cold,  and  quick-returning  fires, 
The  glowing  bluft>.e»  and  the  joyful  tears, 
The  flatt'ring  wifhes,  and  th'  alarming  fears, 
The  gentle  breathings  and  the  mutual  fighs, 
And  all  the  filent  eloquence  pf  eyes. 

Pleas'd  with   the   firft  delight,    my   raptures 

rove 

To  feize  at  once  the  laft  recefs  of  love  ; 
Till  flying  fwiftly  on  from  joy  to  joy, 
I  funk  at  laft  in  heav'nly  ecitafy. 

The  fecret  progrefs  thus  we  firft  began, 
Then  foon  round  plealuie'sfl  .w'ry  circle  ran; 
How  oft  we  met,  dull  realbn  frown'd  in' vain, 
How  oft  we  parted  but  to  meet  again  : 
O  blefled  moments,  a.id  divineft  dreams! 
Enchanting  tianipojts.  and  celcllial  gleams  ! 
Fiy  quick,  my  fainy,  bring  'em  back  to  vi«w4 
In  retrdpe&i-'i'  U-t  me  love  anew 
And  once  in  thcught  enj^y  the  blifs  again, 
liven  chcavlv  purchas'd  by  an  age  of  p^in. 

O  lacred  q:.\een  of  fi'ent  n'iijht,  advance, 
And  call  thj-  fable  mantle  o'er  th' 
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Come,  gentle  fleep,  and  dofe  my  wearied  eyes, 
Give  to  my  arms  what  hateful  day  denies, 
For  vain,  alas  !  thofe  dulcet  wilhes  roll, 
When  fov'reign  reafon  awes  the  wakeful  foul ; 
Sleep  fets  it  free  to  ail  its  native  fires, 
And  gives  a  grateful  loofe  to  foft  defires.. 
At  that,  calm  hour,  when  peace  her  requiem  fings, 
And  pleafing  (lumbers  fpre.ad  their  airy  wings ; 
Thy  beauteous  image  comes  before  my  fight : 
(My  theme  by  day,  my  confiant  dream  by  night)  ; 
Fancy  net  fairer  paints  thofe   Heav'n-born  maids, 
In  fair  Elyfiuni  under  myrtle  (hades, 
Who  ever  blooming,  ever  young  appear, 
To  drive  from  happy  fhades  intruding  fear. 
My  ravifivd  thoughts  on  plume?  angelic  foar, 
And  feel  within  a  heav'n,  or  fomewhat  more. 
Straight  on  thy  oft-repeated  name  I  call, 
Then  wake,  and  figh,  and  find  it  vanifli  all. 
.  Thus  erft  when  Orpheus  from  the  Stygian  ihore 
Had  won  his  youthful  bride  by  mufic'spow'r, 
Impatient  to  behold  her,  ere  he  paft 
The  pool  of  Cocytus,  and  th'  infernal  wade, 
Heedltfs  he  caft  forbidden  looks  behind  ; 
The  fleeting  fliadow  var.ifiVd  like  the  wind, 
A.id  all  hisjoys  wing'd  their  eternal  flight 
With  her,  like  frighted  doves,  to  realms  of  night. 

Again  I  c'ofe  my  fleep-deluded  eyes, 
Around  my  fcnl  '.slack  fwarms  of  demons  rife, 
Pale  fpe&res  grin,  and  angry  furies  howl, 
Quick  lightnings  flam,  and  horrid  thunders  roll; 
Again  the  frighted  wand'rer  haftesa»vay 
Back  to  the  living  horrors  of  the  day, 
There  counts  the  vifionary  mifery  o'er, 
And  realizes  what  was  dreamt  before. 

Ye  dreary  pow'rs  that  hover  o'er  the  plains 
Where  furrows  reign,  and  everlafting  pains, 
Bear  me  to  places  luited  to  my  woe, 
Where  noxious  herbs  and  deadly  poifonsgrow, 
Whilft   wint'ry   winds  howl  fiercely  round    my 

head, 

The  flint  my  pillow,  marpen'd  rocks  my  bed  ; 
And  ghofts  of  wretches  once  who  dy'd  for  love, 
Round  their  unbyricd  bodies  nightly  rove, 
Which    hang    half  moulder'd  on   fome   blafted 

tree, 
And  by  their  fad  example  counfel  me. 

What  now  avail  the  joyous  moments  paft, 
Or  what  will  all  the  wretched  few  tha:  lail  2 
In  them  I  dying  will  our  loves  proclaim, 
With  fault'ring  accents  call  upon  thy  name, 
And  whiHt  I  blefs  thee  with  my  parting  breath, 
Enjoy  the  captures  of  my  life  in  death. 
Then  fpare  thy  curfes,  and  forget  th'  offence 
Of  him  who  robb'd  thee  of  thy  innocence  j 
Or  if  not  quite  forget,  forgive  at  leaft, 
And  foothe  the  dying  penitent  to  reft. 

Oh  !  may  to  thee  the  pity  ing  gods  beftow 
Eternal  ptace  and  happinefs  below ; 
Yet  vi  hen  thy  mortal  frame,  as  once  it  muft, 
Jletu.-ns  and  mn.gles  with  its  native  dull ; 
jV'ay  the  fame  urn  our  mingled  afhes  have, 
And  find  a  lading  union  in  the  grave! 

li"  you  ere  lor.g  my  bleeding  corl'e  fhould  fee 
'i  tho  covert  of  yon  ccnfcious  tree, 
rcquefl  [  make,  fur  all  my 


For  all  my  fleeplefs  minutes  fpent  rn  tfars, 

For  all  thofe  ftruggles  of  my  parting  breath, 

And  all  the  agonies  in  one,  my  death  ; 

Think  on  the  raptures  which  we  ravifh'd  there, 

Then  breathe  a  figh,  and  drop  th'  indebted  tear. 

This  empry  tribute's  to  the  mem'ry  due, 

Of  one  who  liv'd  and  dy'd  in  love  of  you. 

My   ghoft,  thus  footh'd,   fhall  feek  the  Stygian 

fliore, 

Mix  with  the  happy  crowd,  and  grieve  no  more, 
But  eager  wait  till  thou  at  laft  art  giv'n, 
To  raife  each  b!eflingtof  th'  Elyfiau  heav'n, 
Where  uncontroul'd  in  amorous  fports  we'll  play, 
And  love  a  whole  eternity  away. 

THE  POWER.  OF  HARMONY. 

IN    TWO    BOOKS. 
THE    DESIGN. 

IT  is  obferveable.  that  whatever  is  true,  juft,  and 
harmonious,  whether  in  nature  or  morals,  gives  an 
inflantaneous  pleafure  to  the  mind,  exclufive  of  re 
flection.  For  thegreat  Creator  of  all  things,  infinite 
ly  wife  and  good,  ordained  a  perpetual  agreement 
between  the  faculties  of  moral  perfection,  the 
powers  of  fancy,  and  the  organs  of  bodily  fenfa- 
tion,  when  they  are  free  and  undiftemper.d.  From 
hence  is  deducible  the  moll  comfortable,  as  welf 
as  the  moft  true  philofophy  that  ever  adorned  the 
world  ;  namely  a  conftant  admiration  of  the  beau 
ty  of  the  creation,  terminating  in  the  adoration 
of  the  Firft  C'aufe,  which  naturally  leads  mankind 
cheerfully  to  co-operate  with  his  grand  defign  tor 
the  promotion  of  univerfal  happinefs. 

From  hence  our  author  was  led  to  draw  that 
analogy  between  natural  and  moral  beauty;  fincc 
the  fame  faculties,  which  render  us  fufceptible  of 
pleafure  from  the  perfection  of  the  creation,  and 
the  excellence  of  the  arts,  afford  us  delight  in  the 
contemplation  of  dignity  and  juftice  in  characters 
and  manners.  For  what  is  virtue,  but  a  juft  re 
gulation  of  our  affections  and  appetites,  to>make 
them  correfpond  to  the  peace  and  welfare  of  fo- 
ciety  ?  fo  that  good  and  beauty  are  infeparable. 

From  this  true  relifh  of  the  foul,  this  harmo 
nious  alfociation  of  ideas,  the  ancient  philofophers, 
and  their  difciples  among  the  moderns,  have  en 
livened  their  imaginations  and  writings  in  this 
amicable  intercourfe  of  adding  moral  epithet*  to 
natural  objects,  and  illuftrating  their  observations 
upon  the  conduct  of  life,  by  metaphors  drawn 
from  the  external  fcenes  rf  the  world.  So  we 
know,  that  by  a  beautiful  action,  or  confonant  be 
haviour,  is  meant  the  generous  refignation  of  pri 
vate  advantage  by  fome  individual,  to  fubmit  and 
adapt  his  finglc  being  to  the  whole  community, 
or  fome  part  of  it.  And  in  like  manner,  when 
we  read  of  a  folemn  grove,  where  horror  and  me 
lancholy  reign,  we  entertafn  an  idea  of  a  place 
that  create  luch  thoughts  in  the  mind,  by  reafon 
of  i's  folitary  fituation,  want  of  light,  .or  any 
other  circumftances  analogous  to  thofs  Uifpofi- 
ticns,  f'j  termed,  in  human  nature., 
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This,  then,  is  the  defign  of  the  poem,  to  (how 
that  a  conftant  attention  to  what  is  perfect  and 
beautiful  in  nature,  will  by  degrees  harmonize 
the  foul  to  a  refponfive  regularity  and  fympathetic 
order. 

From  what  has  been  premifed,  it  would  be 
needlefs  to  explain  the  comprehenfive  meaning  of 
the  word  Harmony.  For  an  explanation  or  a 
proof  of  the  relation  of  the  imitative  arts  to  moral 
philoiophy,  the  reader  is  referred  to  the  dialogues 
of  Plato,  and  the  other  philofophers  of  the  acade 
mic  fchool;  to  Lord  Shaftfbury  and  Hutchefon, 
their  great  difciples  among  the  moderns. 

THE  ARGUMENT. 

The  fubject  propofcd.  Invocation  to  Venus  alle 
gorical^.  Invocation  to  quit  fuperftition,  and 
adore  the  Creator  of  all  things.  Chaos  origin 
ally  reduced  to  harmony.  A  fictitious  account 
of  the  mufic  of  the  fpheres.  The  notes  of  mufic 
taken  from  the  numbtr  of  planets.  Its  effect 
on  the  mind  in  defpair — in  forrow — in  rage — 
on  diftempered  bodies — on  brutes  and  irrational 
beings  The  feat  of  art  described,  and  her  at 
tendants  :  to  what  end  are  her  labours  :  either 
to  excite  voluptuoufnefs,  or  the  contrary,  juft  as 
made  ufe  of.  Commendation  of  the  ufe  of  art  to 
raife  in  us  fentimentsof  juftice  and  temperance. 
The  excellence  of  art  as  great  in  repreienting 
monftrous  objects  as  the  moft  regular,  as  far  as 
relates  to  imitation.  Why  a  juft  refemhlance 
gives  us  pleafure.  Paffions  may  be  reprefent- 
ed  by  outward  forms,  but  moral  beauty  can 
never  be  full  enough  expreffed  by  them  :  that 
province  belongs  to  the  mufe.  The  concluilon 
of  the  firft  book. 

THE   HARMONY  OF   MUSIC,    POETR7,    AND    THE 
IMITATIVE   ARTS. 

OF  Harmony,  and  her  celeftial  pow'r 
O'er  the  refponfive  foul,  and  whence  arife 
Thofe  fweet  fenfations,  whether  from  the  lays 
Of  melting  mufic,  and  impaillon'd  verfe, 
From  mimic  fcenes  of  emulative  art, 
Or  nature's  beauteous  objects,  which  affect 
The  moral  povv'rs  with  fympathetic  charms, 
The  mufe  congenial  lings. — Defcend,  yc  nine, 
Who  guard  th'  Aonian  mount,  whillt  I  unfold 
The  deep  receffes  of  your  tuneful  haunts, 
And  from  your  inmoft  bow'rs  felect  a  bay 
To  deck  the  fav'rite  theme.     Do  thou  attend, 
Thou,  whom  Lucretius  to  his  great  defign 
Invok'd  ;  and  with  thee  bring  thy  darling  fon, 
Who  tun'd  Anacreon's  lyre,  to  guide  my  hand, 
Advent'rous  rais'd  to  fweep  harmonious  chords. 

Come  all  ye  fons  of  liberty,  who  wake 
From  dreams  of  fuperftition,  where  the  foul 
Through  mifts  of  forc'd  belief,  but  dimly  views 
Its  own  great  Maker ;  come,  and  I  will  guide, 
Uninterrupted  by  the  jargon  fhrill 
Of  peevifli  priefts,  your  footfteps  to  the  throne 
Where  pleafure  reigns  with  reafon,  to  behold 
His  Majefty  celeftial,  and  adore 
Him  through  each  object  of  proportion  fair, 
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The  fource  of  virtue,  harmony,  and  blifs  f 
Ere  this  delightful  face  of  things  adorn'd 
The  great  expanfe  of  day,  dark  chaos  reign'd, 
And  elemental  difcord ;  in  the  womb 
Of  ancient  night,  the  \var  of  atoms  rag'd 
Inceffant ;  anarchy,  confufion  wild, 
Harfli  diflbnance,  and  uproar  fill'd  the  whole ; 
Till  that  Eternal  One,  who  from  the  firft 
Exifted,  fent  his  plaftic  word  abroad 
Throughout  the  vaft  abyfs :  created  worlds 
Felt  the  fweet  impulfe,  and  obedient  fled 
To  Rations  afcertain'd  ;  there  to  perform 
Their  various  motions,  correfponding  all 
To  one  harmonious  plan,  which  fablers  feign 
The  myftic  mufic  of  the  diftant  fpheres. 

*  All  this  the  Samian  fage  had  feen  at  large, 
From  Ida's  cloud-topt  fummit,  or  the  cave 
With  Epimenides,  where  he  furvey'd, 
Higher  on  wings  of  contemplation  borne, 

The  mighty  maze  of  nature ;  where  he  learnt, 
f  From  that  celeftial  number,  how  to  form 
The  lyre  heart-melting,  and  the  vocal  Ihell. 

Thus  all  the  pow'r  of  mufic  from  the  fpheres 
Defcends  to  wake  the  tardy  foul  of  man 
From  dreams  terreftrial ;  ever  to  its  charms 
Obfequious,  ever  by  its  dulcet  ftrains 
Smooth'd  from  the  paffions  of  tempeftuous  life, 
And  taught  to  pre-enjoy  its  native  heav'n. 

Whilft  through  this  vale  of  error  we  purfue 
Ideal  joys,  where  fancy  leads  us  on 
Through  fcenes  of  paradife  in  fairy  forms 
Of  eafe,  of  pleafure,  or  extenfive  pow'r  ; 
And  when  we  think  full  fairly  we  poffcfs 
The  promis'd  heav'n,  difeafe,  or  wrinkled  care, 
Fill  with  their  loth'd  embrace  our  eager  grafp, 
And  leave  us  in  a  wildernefs  of  woe 
To  weep  at  large;  where  fhall  we  feek  relief, 
Where  eafe  th'  oppreffive  anguifh  of  the  mind, 
When  retrofpection  glovswith  confcious  {name 
By  gray  experience  in  the  wholefome  fchool 
Of  forrow  tutor  d  ?   Whither  fhall  we  fly  ? 
To  wilds  and  woods,  and  leave  the  bufy  world 
For  folittrde  ?  Ah  !  thither  ftill  purfue 
Th'  intruding  fiends,  attend  our  evening  walk, 
Breathe  in  each  breeze,  and  murmur  in  each  rill  5 
Where  peace,  protected  by  the  turtle  wing 
Of  innocence,  expands  the  lovely  bloom 
Of  gay  content,  no  more  to  be  cnjoy'd, 

*  It  is  very  evident  tLat  Pythagoras,  ivlo  is  juflly, 
efleemed  in  one  refpeft  the  inventor  of  mujic*  bad  a  clear 
notion  of  the  prefent  agronomical  fyftem    though  the  ho 
nour  of  the  difcovery   -was    referred  for   Copernicus  Jo 
many  ages  after.      Ner   -was  this  fentiment  of  bis  un 
known  to  the  refl  of  tie  philofophe>  s  :  for  the  Stagy  rite, 
in  the  l$tb  chapter  of  the  id  book  tftfi  Ovpavx,  ffeats  of 
it  in  thefe  terms  :   "    Thofe  philofophers,  ivho  are  cal- 
"   led  Pythagoreans,  affirm ,  that  the  fun  is  in  the  mid- 
"   die      and  that   the  earth    like  the  refl  of  the  planets* 
"   rolls  round  it  upon  its  own  axis,  and  fo forms  the  day 
"  and  night" 

j-       he  number  of  the  planets. 

Ilavr  j  ^'  -{r/aTovflifl  >.vpys  $$oy[c>iffi  ftivtaoov 

ffpoffl,    vfft  ^ixfits  a\X0s   enr'  aXXtf. 
Alex.  £pbef.  afud  HeracL  de  Hem, 
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But  loft  for  ever !  Yet  benignant  Heav'n, 
Correcting  with  parental  pity,  fent 
This  friendly  fyren  from  the  groves  of  joy, 
To  temper  with  mellifluent  drains  the  voice 
Of  mental  anguifh,  and  attune  the  groans 
Of  young  impatience,  to  the  frifter  found 
Of  grateful  Paeans  to  its  Maker's  praife. 
Alike,  if  iila  external,  made  our  own, 
3VTix  in  the  cup  of  life  the  bitter  drop 
Of  forrow  ;  when  the  childlefs  father  fighs 
From  the  remembrace  of  his  dying  fon ; 
When  death  has  fever'd,  with  a  long  farewell, 
The  lover  from  the  objr  &  of  defire, 
•In  the  full  bloom  of  youth,  and  leaves  the  wretch 
To  footh  affliction  in  the  well-known  fcenes 
Of  blamelef*  rapture  once  ;  uncouth  advice 
In  vain  intrudes  with  facerdotal  frown, 
And  fuperftition's  jargon,  to  expel 
The  fweet  diftrefs ;  the  gen'rous  foul  difdains, 
Deaf  to  fuch  monkifh  precepts,  all  conftraint, 
And  gives  a  loofe  to  grief;   but  flrait  apply 
The  lenient  force  of  numbers,  they'll  affuage 
By  calm  degrees  the  fympathetic  pain, 
Till  lull'd  at  length,  the  intellectual  pow'rs 
Sink  to  divine  repofe,  and  rage  no  more. 
So  when  defcended  rains  from  Alpine  rocks 
Burft  forth  in  diff'rent  torrents,  down  the  rufh 
Precipitate,  and  o'er  the  craggy  fteep 
Hoarfe  roaring  bear  the  parted  foil  away ; 
Anon,  collected  on  the  fmoother  plains, 
Glide  to  the  channel  of  fome  ancient  flood, 
And  flow  one  filent  ftream.     This  oft  I  felt, 
When,  wand'ring  through  the  unfrequented  woods, 
Mourning  for  poor  Ardelia's  hap'els  fate, 
Thee,  my  belov'd  Melodius,  I  have  heard 
In  filent  rapture  all  the  live-long  day. 
Though   black    defpair  fate    brooding  o'er    my 

thoughts 

Pregnant  with  horror,  thy  Platonic  lay 
Dilpeli'd  th'  unmanly  forrows,  and  again 
Led  iorth  my  vagrant  fancy  through  the  plan 
Of  nature,  dudious  to  explore  with  thee 
Each  beauteous  fcene  of  mufical  delight, 
Which  bears  fraternal  likenefs  to  the  foul. 

*  Is  there  a  pafiion,  whofe  impetuous  force 
Diflurbs  the  human  bread,  and  breaking  forth 
With  fad  eruption?,  deals  definition  round, 
Like  flames  convulfive  from  th'  ^Etnean  mole, 
But  by  the  magic  drains  of  fome  foft  air 

Is  harmoniz'd  to  peace  ?  As  tempefts  ceafe 
Their  elemental  fury,  when  the  queen 
Of  heav'n,  descending  on  a  zephyr's  plume, 
Smiles  on  th'enamell'd  landfcape  of  the  fpririg. 
Say,  at  that  folemn  hour,  the  noon  of  night7 
When  nought  but  plaintive  Philomela  wakes, 
Say,  whilft  fhe  warbles  forth  her  tragic  tale, 
Whilft  grief  melodious  charms  the  Sylvan  pow'rs, 
And  echo  from  her  inmoft  cave  of  reft 
Joins  in  her  wailing,  doft  thou  not  partake 
A  melancholy  pieafure  ?  And  though  rage 
Did  lead  the*  forth  beneath  the  filent  gloom 

*  "  Spirito  ha'  ben  diffonante,  anima  forde, 
"  Che  dal  concerto  univerfal  difcorda." 

JL'  Adane  del  Mar  inf.  Cant.fdt. 


To  meditate  on  horror  and  revenge, 
Thy  foften'd  foul  is  gently  footh'd  within, 
And,  humaniz'd  again  by  pity's  voice, 
Becomes  as  tender  as  the  gall-lefs  dove 

N^r  is  the  tuneful  blefling  here  confin'd 
To  cure  diftemper'd  paffions,  and  allay 
By  its  perfuafive  notes  convulfive  throbs 
Of  foul  alone;  but  (drange)     with  fubtle  pow'r 
A dls  on  the  grofler  matter  of  the  frame 
By  riot  fhatter'd,  or  the  cafual  lot 
Of  fickntfs  wither'd.   When  th'  harmonious  plan 
Of  inward  beauty  ceafes,  oft  the  lute, 
By  foft  vibrations  on  refponfive  nerves, 
Has  reconcil'd,  by  medicinal  founds, 
Corporeal  Chaos  to  its  priftine  form. 
Such  is  the  fabled  charm  Italians  boaft 
To  cure  that  infecVs  venom,  which  benumbs 
By  fatal  touch  the  frozen  veins,  and  lulls 
The  fenfes  in  oblivion  :  when  the  harp, 
Sonorous,  through  the  patient's  bofom  pours 
Its  antidotal  notes,  the  flood  of  life, 
Loos'd  at  its  fource  by  tepefying  drains, 
Flows  like  fome  frozen  filver  ftream  unthaw'd 
At  a  warm  zephyr  of  the  genial  fpring. 

Doubt  you  thofe  charms  of  mufic  o'er  the  foul 
Of  man  ?  Behold !  e'en  brute  creation  feels  * 
Its  pow'r  divine  !  For  when  the  liquid  flute 
Breathes  am'rous  airs,  touch'd  by  the  love-lick 

fwain, 

Mute  is  each  hill  and  dale  ;  the  lift'ning  herds  f 
Exprefc  their  joy  irrational  (aserft 
When  fauns  and  dryads  follow'd  ancient  Pan 
fn  feftive  dance).    Aflc  you,  from  whence  arife 
Thefe  grateful  figns  of  pieafure  in  the  gaze 
Of  lift  ning  flocks  at  mufic's  dulcet  lore  ? 
From  whence,  but  from  refponfive  notes  withim 
Of  harmony  celeftial,  which  infpires 
lach  animal,  through  all  the  fpacious  tra&s 
Of  earth,  and  air,  and  water,  from  the  large 
Jnwieldy  elephant,  to  th'  unfeen  mote, 
That  flutters  in  the  fun's  meridian  beam,      [fume 
jee !  round  that  fragrant  rofe,  whofe  fweets  per- 
Fhe  tindur'd  pinions  of  the  pafling  breeze, 
iow  bee*  laborious  gather     from  each  hive 
he  dufky  myriads  (warm,  to  tafte  the  dew, 
uft  fprinkled  from  Aurora's  golden  plume?, 
fimbrofiaJiz'd  within  its  dulcet  leaves, 
And  fweets  didilling  like  Arabian  gums 

'rom  medicinal  groves homeward  they  bear 

"he  liquid  fpoil,  exulting,  all  intent 
"  enrich  the  waxen  empire  ;  till  anon 
-usurious  plenty  fows  the  fatal  feed 
3f  dire  diffention  ;  fudden  rage  enfues, 
And  fight  domeftic  ;  to  the  fields  of  air 
lie  winged  hods  refort ;  the  fignals  found, 
nd  civil  Ilaughter  ftrews  the  plains  below 
ith  many  a  little  corpfe.     But  e'en  amidft 
he  thickeft  war,  let  but  the  tuneful  rod 

*  See  thefurprifng  cffefts  oftnujic  related  by  Plato^ 
rijlttle^    YbeopbraJlttS)    Pelybius,  and  other  ancient 
utbors. 

"  For  do  but  note  a  wild  and  wanton  herd, 
"  Or  race  of  youthful  and  unhandled  colts,"  &c. 
bbukfp.  Mtrcbant  of  Fenics., 
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On  brazen  cymbal  flrike,  the  lenient  ftrains, 
Quick  undulating  through  the  filent  air, 
Recal  harmonious  love  and  gentle  peace 
Back  to  their  ancient,  feats  ;  the  friendly  fwarms 
Sudden  in  reunited  clufters  join, 
Pendent  on  neighb'ring  fallows ;  nought  is  heard 
But  notes  reciprocal  of  blils  fmcere, 
Soft-breathing  through  each  amicable  hive. 

Now  to  the  mule  lu'oiimer  objects  turn, 
For  mind  alone  can  feel  th'  effedt  divine 
Of  emulative  art,  where  hurmn  {kill 
Steals  with  a  Promothean  hand  the  fire 
Of  h^av'n.  to  imitate  celeftial  pow'r. 

J)  .tp  in  the  vale  of  foliiudc,  where  peace 
Br<-athes  o'er  the  foul  diviner  airs  than  thofe 
By  Grecian  fablers  fung,  which  from  the  banks 
Of  fam'u  Elyfium  waft  on  happy  fhades 
Thei.  grateful  influence,  in  fequefter'd  bow'rs 
Ti  e  iTv.v'r  of  art  refide.s  :   Reflection  firm, 
And  vagf  ant  fancy  at  her  fov'rcign  nod 
Attendant  wair;   behind  th'  ideal  train 
Of  memory,  "with  retrofpedtive  eye 
Supports  her  throne.,  whiltt  contemplation  guides 
Hf  trophicd  car.  Through  nature's  variou^  paths, 
Ar.ke,  where  gloxvs  the  blofiom'd  pride  of  May, 
Or  where  bleak  winter  from  the  widow'd  fhrubs 
Strips  the  gay  verdure,  and  inverts  the  boughs 

-.riowy  horror;  where  delicious  dreams 
'TNrou-.h    fiow'ry  meadows    feek    their  wanton 

courfc; 

Or  where  on  Afric's  unfrequented  coafts 
The  dreary  dcfart. burns ;  where'er  the  ray 
Of  beauty  jriitl-  the  fcejie,  or  where  the  cloud 
Or  .'-orr^r  cafts  its  fhade  ;  fhe  unreftrain'd 
Explores,  and  in  her  faithful  mirror  bears 
The  'W  :et  rtlembJance,  to  revive  the  foul, 
Win  i,  al  fence  from  the  fight  for  ever  tears 
The  iburce  of  rapture      Hence  the  tablet  glows 
With  charms  ex'-tic:  hence  the  fculptur'd  buft, 
As  o'er  the  rock  the  plaftic  chiffcl  moves, 
Breathes  by  decrees,  till  Oreight  returns  afrelh 
The  lov  d  idea  to  the  ravjfh'd  eye, 
A''.d  calls  up  ev'ry  pailion  fiom  its  fource. 

Is-  love  rhc  obj.  &  of  thy  glowing  thoughts? 
Or  dream  i\  rhou  of  a  blifs  exceeding  far 
Elyfian  pleafures?   Would 'ft  thou  tafte  again 
Th'-  iieuj  -.  enfeebling  uanfports,  when  the  foul, 
33if-,  .lia!  triumph,  through  the  vales 

Of  .  1'portive  hours 

To  fof    .dalian  airs,\v'  i!(^  wanton  loves 
Strew  "d  round  thtv  roils  of  ordinal  bloom, 
And  fann  d  the  fultry  breeze  with  golden  plumes 
See  !  whfre,  beneath  a  n\jr  le  bow'r  reclin'd, 
Which  V,n-tht  canvals  calls  .it*  cooling  lliade,  . 
Encircled  in  each  other  sarn-s,  yon  beauteous  pal 
In  dulcet  dalliance  he  ;  , :'..•  r*n 

Of  care  ne'er  li.wVs,  bur  ever  cheerful  fmiies 
EfFuii-j  like  vernal  funs,  their  genial  beam*  [f'ghs 
To  warm  their  mutual  hearts;   v, hilft   rapt'rou 
Sweater  than  aromatic  winds  which  blow 
O'er  fpicy  groves  in  intermingled  gales, 
Are  wafted  to  th'  impending  queen  of  love. 

Bat  .urns  fir/  heart  with  more  reiin'd  delight 

And  would 'it  thou  through  the  faithful  colour 

view 


aim  chaflity  and  juftice  blend  their  charms 
-ike  gleams  of  opening   heav  n  ?    Yon  radiant 

throne 

5refents  great  Cyrus,  as  the  Magi  feign'd 
"he  fnowy-veired  Mithres,  from  the  eaft 
}efcen<iing  in  effulgent  rays  of  light, 
'o  guide  the  virtuous  to  th'  etherial  plains,. 
Where  joy  for  ever  dwells.     Before  him  {lands 

trembling  captive,  with  dejected  looks, 
A.9  confcious  of  her  form  :  upon  her  cheeks 
The  rofe  of  beauty  fades,  with  paler  hue 
The  lily  ficken.s.  and  each  flow'r  declines 
ts  drooping  head.     But  fee  !  how  he  revives 
Witl>  uj.expcdled  hopes  her  tortur'd  breall, 
And  joy's  foftblufh  appears !  So  the  blefs'd  wings 

weftern  zephyr's,  o'er  .'.rabian  coafts 
Sprinkle  their  heav'nlydew  ;  the  wither'd  plants 
Incline  their  fun-parch'd  bofoms  to  imbibe 
The  renovating  moifture,  till  anon 
The  priftine  bloom  through  vegetative  pores 
Returning,  fmiies  in  ev'ry  flow'ry  vale,      [pride. 
And   decks  the   neighboring   hills  with   verdant, 
Such  groups  as  theie  inflrud  th'  unbiafs'd  mind 
With  real  wifdmn,  when  with  beauty's  garb 
Virtue  invelled,  and  ne'er  fading  charms, 
Fills  with  ciefire  the  foul ;  here  art  employs 
To  worthy  ends  her  pencil  as  of  old, 
And  calls  the  hero  to  receive  the  wreath 
Of  public  honour,  whilft  his  facred  buft 
Is  ftill  preferv'd  for  nations  yet  unborn 
To  vitw  with  adoration  ;  ev'ry  bread 
Feels  emulative  fpirits  burn  within, 
And  longs  to  join  the  hoimur'd  lift  of  fame. 
Yet  ftili  her  influence  is  not  lets  confefs'd 
In  other  forms,  to  raiie  abhoirence  fierce, 
To  paint  in  hideous  fhapes  the  crew  of  vice, 
And  all  her  train  of  fure- attending  woes. 
Thefe  obje6b  have  their  diff 'rent  graces  too, 
And  glow,  if  faithful,  through  the  mimic  fcenes 
With  charms  peculiar.     For  perfection  fits  *, 
As  the  known  imitation  (hall  iucceed, 
With  equal  luflrc  on  a  tyrant's  frown, 
As  on  the  dimple  of  Pancafte's  cheek, 
Or  Delia's  iv'ry  neck.      The  melting  tear 
Drop*  from  th'  a'ffiicied  parent's  joylefs  eye, 
Nut  lefs  delightful  to  th' attentive  gaze 
Of  fix'd  examination,  thaii  the  fmiies 
Of  infant  Cupids  {porting  through  the  groves, 
Where  Vci.u-  fkeping  lies.    From  nature  form'd. 
The  jutt  rciembrance  from  confenting  thought 
Applaufe  demands;  and  fancy's  ravifh'd  eye 
Sports  o'er  the  painted  furge.  whofe  billows  roll 
Temptfluous  to  the  fky,  with  equr.l  blifs, 
As  o'er  the  marble  fu.face  of  the -deep, 
Whom  mild  Favoniusfrom  the  weftern  ifles, 
With  youthful  fpring  flies  gladfome  o'er  the  maia 
To  fcek  hisgentir  May;  while  Proteus  refts 
I),    p  m  his  oozy  bed,  and  halcyons  call, 
Secure  of  peace,  their  r.ew-fledg'd  young  abroad. 

*  See  the  renfon  in  Anjlotle  tijjigneil^vhy  tie  mine 
is  as  much  delight eJ  ivitb  tiftn-fi  tf  defer ifiion  to  ex 
cite  the  image,  as  iviih  the  image  in  defcrfytion.  Arijl, 
de  Poet  cap.  4.  So  Plutarcb  da  dud.  Post.  Ses  bh 
Syvij).  fill.  J. 
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External  matter  thus  by  art  is  wrought, 
Or  with  the  pencil  or  the  chiffel's  touch, 
To  give  us  back  the  image  of  the  mind, 
Which  fmiles  to  find  its  own  conceptions  there. 
But  can  flie  draw  the  tendernefs  of  thought  ? 
Can  fhe  depict  the  beauty  of  the  foul, 
And  all  th'  internal  train  of  fweet  iliftrefs, 
When  friendfhip  o'er  the  recent  grave  declines 
Its  fick'ning  head,  as  ev'ry  action  dear, 
And  ev'ry  circumftance  of  mutual  love 
Returns  afrefh  ;  while  from  the  dreaming  eyes 
Burfts  forth  a  flood  of  unavailing  tears, 
Of  parting  tears,  ere  yet  they  clofe  the  tomb  ? 
Or,  can  fhe  from  the  colours  that  adorn 
The  wat'ry  bow;  from  all  the  fplendid  flore, 
That  Flora  lavifhes  in  vernal  hours 
On  wanton  zephyr;  from  the  blazing  mine 
"Where  Plutus  reigns  ;   can  (he  felect  a  bloom 
To  emulate  the  patriot's  bofont,  when  the  wealth 
Of  nations,  all  imperial  pomp  is  fcorn'd, 
And  tyrants  frown  in  vain,  yet  to  the  laft 
He  breathes  the  focial  figh,  and  even  in  death 
With  bkffing  on  his  native  country  calls !     •  - 
That  only  to  the  mufe  belongs,  to  (how 
How  charms  each  moral  beauty,  how  the  fcene 
Of  goodnefs  pleafes  the  refponfive  foul, 
And  foothes  within  the  intellectual  pow'rs 
With  fympathetic  order.     For  at  firft, 
This  emanation  of  the  fource  of  life 
Unfullicd  glows,  till  o'er  th'  etherial  rays 
Opinion  cafts  a  tincture,  and  infects 
The  mental  optics  with  a  jaundice  hue; 
Then,  like  the  domes  beneath  a  wizard's  wand, 
Each  object,  as  the  hellifh  artift  wills, 
A  fhape  fallacious  wears. — O  throng,  ye  youth, 
Around  the  poet's  long,  whofe  facred  lays, 
Breathe  no  infectious  vapours  from  the  coafts, 
Where  indolence  fupinely  nods  at  cafe, 
And  offers  to  the  paffing  crowd  her  couch 
Of  down,  whilft  infant  vices  lull  the  mind 
To  fatal  flumbers  ;  other  themes  invite 
My  faithful  hand  to  ftrike  the  votive  lyre. 
•Lo  !  virtue  comes  in  more  effulgent  pomp, 
Than  what  the  great  impoftor  promis'd  oft 
To  cheated  crowds  of  Muffulmen,  bcfide 
The  winy  rivers  and  refrefhing  fhades 
Of  Paradife  ;  and  lo  !  the  daAard  train 
Of  pleafure  difappears.     So  fleet  the  fhades, 
That  wander  in  the  dreary  gloom  of  night, 
When  from  the  eaftern  hills  Aurora  pours 
Her  flood  of  glory,  and  relumes  the  world. 
Be  fhe  my  great  protectrefs,  fhe  my  guide 
Through  lofty  Pindus,  and  the  laurel  grove, 
Whilft  I  through  unfrequented  paths  purfue 
The  fteps  of  Grecian  fage?,  and  difplay 
The  juft  fimilitncle  of  moral  charms, 
Of  harmony  and  joy,  with  this  fair  frame 
Of  outward  things,  which  through  un tainted  fenfe 
With  a  fraternal  goodnefs  fires  the  foul. 

BOOK  II. 

ARGUMENT. 

Invocation  to  the  moral  train  of  harmony  :  Ex 
ternal  obje&s  analogous  to  them.     The  feats  of 


rural  beauty.  Every  kind  of  beauty  charms, 
exclufive  of  any  ftcondary  motive.  The  annual 
renovation  of  nature.  The  complicated  charms 
of  various  objects.  The  great,  the  wonderful, 
the  fair  :  The  contraft  to  the  fame  harmonious, 
when  united  to  the  univerfal  plan  of  nature. 
Abftracted  objects,  how  they  work  upon  the 

mind  : with  gaiety  : with  horror  •  with 

forrow,  admiration,  &c.  Moral  beauty  fupc- 
rior  to  natural,  a  view  of  the  univerfe  :  The 
harmony  of  the  whole  :  What  to  be  deduced 
from  it.  Contemplation  on  beauty  and  pro 
portion  in  external  objects,  harmonizes  the  foul 
to  a  fympathetic  order.  The  conclufion. 

THE   HARMONY   OF   NATURE. 

COME  all  ye  moral  genii,  who  attend 
The  train  of  rural  beauty,  bring  your  gifts, 
Your  fragrant  chaplets,  and  your  purple  wreaths, 
To  crown  your  poet's  brow;  come  all  ye  pow'rs, 
Who  haunt  the  fylvan  fhades,  where  folitude 
Nurfes  fweet  contemplation  ;  come  ye  band 
Of  graces,  gentle  peace,  contentment  fair, 
Sweet  innocence,  and  fnowy-winged  hope, 
Who  fport  with  young  fimplicity  beneath 
Her  moffy  roof ;   around  my  faithful  lays 
Lead  forth  in  feftive  pomp  your  paramours 
Of  nature  *,  deck'd  in  fpring's  Elyfian  bloom, 
Or  autumn's  purple  robes;  whilft  I  relate 
In  founds  congenial  your  untainted  blifs, 
Aad  their  unfading  luftre.     Nor  be  thou 
Far  from  my  lyre,  O  liberty  !  fweet  nymph, 
Who    roam'ft   at    large    through    unfrequented 

groves, 
Swift  as  the  mountain  hind  ;  or  eaftern  winds 

O'er  Afia's  kingdoms. To  each  nat'ral  fcene 

A  moral  pow'r  belongs  ;  as  erft  the  woods, 
Infpir'd  by  dryads,  wav'd  their  awful  heads 
With  facred  horror,  and  the  cryftal  fcreams 
Flow'd  unpolluted  by  revering  fwains 
From  urns  celeftial,  whilft  the  myftic  founds 
Of  fportive   nymphs    were    heard    in    bubbling 

fprings. 

Ye  fields  and  woods,  and  filver  winding  ftreams, 
Ye  lilicd  vallies,  and  refounding  rocks, 
Where  faithful  echo  dwells;   ye  manfions  bleft 
Where  nature  reigns  throughout  the   wide*  ex» 

panfe, 

In  majefty  ferene  of  opening  heav'n; 
Or,  humbler  feated,in  the  blufhingrofe, 
The  virgin  vi'let,  cr,the  creeping  mofs, 
Or  winding  round  the  mould'ring  ruin's  top, 
With  no  unpleafjng  horror  fit  array 'd 
In  venerable  ivy  :   Hail,  thrice  hail, 
Ye  folitary  feafts,  where  wifdom  feeks 
Beauty  and  good,  th'  infeparable  pair, 
Sweet  offspring  of  the  fky,  thofe  emMemsfair 
Of  the  celeftial  caufe,  whofe  tuneful  word 
From  dilcord  and  from  Chaos  rais'd  this  globe,    f 
And  all  the  wide  effulgence  of  the  day. 

From  him  begins  this  beam  of  gay  delight, 
When    aught  harmonious    ftrikes    th'  attentive 
mind  ; 

*  Natural  rijefis,  -*vbicb  frodtfce  in  the  miwtfueb 
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In  him  fhall  end  ;  for  he  attun'd  the  frame 

Of  paffive  organs  with  internal  lenfe, 

To  feel  an  inftantaneous  glow  of  joy  *, 

When  beauty  from  her  native  feat  of  heav'n, 

Cloth'd  in  etherial  miidnefs,  on  our  plains 

Defcends,  ere  reafon  with  her  tardy  eye 

Can  view  the  form  divine;  and  through  the  world 

The  heav'nly  boon  to  ev'ry  being  flows. 

Why,    when   the    genial   fpring    with    chaplets 

crown'd 

Of  daifies,  pinks,  and  vi'lets,  wakes  the  morn 
With  placid  whifpers,  do  the  turtles  coo, 
Aud  call  their   contorts   from    the    neighb'ring 

groves 

With  fofter  mufic?  why  exalts  the  lark 
His  matin  warbling  with  redoubled  lays? 
Why  ftand  th'  admiring  herds  with  joyful  gaze 
Facing  the  dawn  of  day,  or  frifking  bound 
O'er  the  foft  furface  of  the  verdant  meads 
With  unaccuftom'd  tranfport  ?  'Tis  the  ray 
0f  beauty,  beaming  its  benignant  warmth 
Through  all  the  brute  creation  :  hence  arife 
Spontaneous  off 'rings  of  unfeigned  love 
In  fiient  praiies.     And  fliall  man  alone, 
Shall  man  with  blind  ingratitude  negledfc 
His  Maker's  bounty  ?  Shall  the  lap  of  floth, 
With  foft  infenfibility  compofe 
|iis  ufelefs  foul,  whilft  unregarded  blooms 
The  renovated  luftre  of  the  world  ? 

See  !'  how  eternal  Hebe  onward  leads 
The  blufhing  morn,  and  o'er  the  fmiling  globe, 
With  Flora  join'd,  flies  gladfome  to  the  bow'r, 
Where,  with  the  graces,  and  Idalian  loves, 
Her  fitter  beauty  dwells.     The  glades  expand 
The  bloffom'd  fragrance  of  their  new-blown  pride, 

With  gay  profufion  ;  and  the  flow'ry  lawns 

Breathe  forth  ambrofial  odours ;  whiift  behind, 

The  mufe  in  never-dying  hymns  of  pralfe 

Puffues  the  triumph,  and  refponfive  airs 

Symphoriious  warble  through  the  vocal  groves, 

Till  playful  echo,  in  each  hill  and  dale, 

Joins  the  glad  chorus,  and  improves  the  lay. 
Firft  o'er  yon  complicated  laudfcape  caft 

Th'  enraptur'd  eye,  where,  through  the  fubjeil 
plains, 

Slow  with  majeflic  pride  a  fpacious  flood 

Bevolves  his  lordly  ftream ;  with  many  a  turn 

Seeking  along  his  ferpemizing  way, 

And  in  the  grateful  intricacies  feeds 

With  fruitful  waves  thofe  ever  fmiling  (bores, 

Which  in  the  floa'ing  mirror  view  their  charms 

With  confcious  glory  ;  from  the  neighb'ring  urn 

Th'  inferior  rivers  fwell  his  regal  pomp- 

With  tributary  off 'rings.      Some  afar 

Through  fiient  ofiers,  and  the  fulien  green 

Of  mournful  willows,  melancholy  fluvy  : 

*  Whatever  is  truc^jujl,  and  harmonious,  ivhttler 
t/t  nature  or  morals  gives  an  immediate  pleafure,  cxclu- 
Jive  of  njldftion  :  nor,  as  beauty  is  not  vague  and  un- 
Jeitled.,  butjlxt  to  a  proper  criterion,  are  ive  left  indif 
ferent  ,  but  Isd  naturally  to  embrace  it.  by  that  prof  eii- 
Jity  the  divine  Author  of  all  things  implanted  in  us.  See 
the  Charaflerijlics,  and  +in  Inguiry  into  the  Origin  >f 
£tuuty  and  Virtue*  ' 

...        t.<r 


ome  o'er  the  rattling  pebbles,  to  the  fun 
Obvious,  with  colour'd  rays  refracted,  fhine 

ike  gems  which  fparkle  on  ch'  exalted  crowns 
Of  kings  barbaric    .  Othei  s  headlong  fall 

a  high  precipice,  whofe  awful  brow, 
Fring'd  with  a  fable  wood,  nods  dreadful  o'er 
The  deep  below,  which  fpreads  its  wat'ry  lap 
To  catch  the  gufhing  homage,  then  proceed* 
With  richer  waves  than  thofe  PacStolus  erft 
'our'd  o'er  his  golden  fands:  or  yelli.w  Po, 
fing'd  with  the  tears  of  aromatic  trees. 
Then  at  a  diftance,  through  the  parted  cliffs 
n  unconfin'd  perfpecStive  ftnd  thy  gaze, 
Difdaining  limit,  o'er  the  green  expanfe 
3f  ocean,  fwelling  his  cerulean  tide, 
Whilft  on  th*  unruffled  bofom  of  the  deep 
A  halcyon  ftillnefs  reigns  ;  the  boift'rou*  winds, 
Hufli'd  in  ^Eolian  caves,  are  lull'd  to  reft, 
And  leave  the  placid  main  without  a  wave. 
E'en  weftern  zephyrs,  like  unfrighted  doves, 
Skim  gently  o'er  with  reverential  awe, 
Nor  move  their  fiient  plumes      At  fuch  a  time 
Sweet  Amphitrite,  with  her  azure  train 
Of  marine  nymphs,  emerging  from  the  flood, 
Whilft  ev'ry  Triton  tun'd  his  vocal  fhell 
To  Hymeneal  founds,  from  Nereus*  court 
Came  to  efpoufe  the  monarch  of  the  main, 
In  nuptial  pomp  attir'd;— Now  change  the  fcene, 
Nor  lefs  admire  thofe  things,  which  view'dapartj 
Uncouth  appear,  or  horrid;  ridges  black 
Of  iliag'ged  rocks,  which  hang  tremendous  o'er 
Some  barren  heath  ;  the  congregated  clouds 
Which  fpread  their  fable  fkirts,  and  wait  the  wind 
To  burft  th'  embofom'd  ftorm  ;,  a  leaflefs  wood, 
A  mould'ring  ruin,  light'ning-blafted  fields, 
Nay  e'en  the  feat  where  defolation  reigns 
In  browned  horror,  by  familiar  thought 
Connected  to  this  univcrlal  frame, 
With  equa!  beauty  charms  the  tafkful  foul,    \ 
As  the  gold  landfcapes  of  the  happy  ifles 
Crown'd  with  Hefperian  fruit :  for  nature  form'd 
One  plan  entire,  and  made  each  lep'rate  fcene 
Co-op'rate  with  the  gen'ral  force  of  all 
In  tha   harmonious  contrail.     Hence  the  fair, 
The  wonderful,  the  great,  from  diff'rent  forms 
Owe  their  fuperior  excellence.     The  light, 
Not  intermingled  with  oppofing  fhades, 
Had  fhone  unworfhipp'd  by  the  Perfian  prieft 

With 'undiftinguifh'd  ra>s Yet  ftiil  the  hue 

Of  feparated  objeAs  tinge  the  fight 
With  their  own  likenefs ;  the  refporfive  foul> 
Cameleon  like,  a  juft  refemblance  bears, 
And  faithful,  as  the  fiient  mirror,  fhows 
In  its' true  bofom,  whether  from  without 
A  blooming  paradife  fmiles  round  the  land, 
Or  Stygian  darknefs  blots  the  realms  of  day. 
Say,  when  the  fmiling  face  of  youthful  May 
Invites  foft  zephyr  to  her  fragrant  lap, 
And  Phoebus  wantons  on  the  gliit'riug  ftreams* 
Glows  not  thy  blood'with  unaccuftom'd  joy, 
And  love  unfelt  before  ?  Methiuks  the  train 
Of  fair  Euphrofync,  heart-eafing  fmiles, 
Hope,  andher  brother  love,  and  young  delight^ 
Come  to  invite  me  to  ambroful  feafts, 
Where  youth  adminilters  the  fprightlv  towi 
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•f  care-beguiling  mirth  ;  and  hark  !  the  found 
Of  fportive  laughter,  to  the  native  home 
Of  fiient  night,  with  all  her  meagre  crew 
Chafes  abhorred  grief.     Prepare  the  forgs 
Of  mental  triumph  ;  let  the  jocund  harp 
In  cofrefyondent  notes  deceive  the  hours, 
Arm  merriment  with  love  {hall  fport  around. 

But  what  perceive  we  in  thofe  duiky  groves, 
Where  cyprefs  with  funereal  horror  fhades 
Some  ruin  d  tomb  ;  where  deadly  hemlock  chills 
Th'  unfruitful  glebe,  and  fweating  yews  diftill 
Immedicable  poilon  ?  In  thofe  plains, 
Black  melancholy  dwells  with  fiient  fear, 
And  fu perdition  fierce,  the  fouled  fiend 
That  ever  fuiJ":d  light.s    Here  frantic  woe  * 
Tears  her  difnrveU'd  hair;  her  pale  difeafe 
Hangs  down  her  fickly  head;  and  death  behind, 
With  fabie  curtains  of  eternal  night, 
Cl^fes  the  ghaftly  pro(pe«il. —  From  the  good 
Far  be  this  horrid  group  !   the  fqpt  of  peace 
And  innocence  fliould  tread  the  blef>  d  retreat 
Of  pleafant  IVmpe,  or  the  flow'fy  field 
Of  Knna,  glowing-  with  unfading  bh.om, 
Refponlivc  to  the  tn.>ral  charms  within. 
Thofe  horrid  realms  let  guilry  villains  haunt, 
Who  rob  the  orphan,  or  rhe  facred  trutt 
X)f  friendfhip  break;  the  wietch  who  never  felt 
Stream  from  his  eye  the  comfortable  balm, 
Which  focial  forrow  mixes  with  her  tears; 
Such  fuit  their  minds.    There  let  che  tyrant  howl, 
And  hierarchy,  miniUrels  abhorr'd 
Of  pow'r  illicit,  bound  with  iron  chains 
She  made  for  liberty  and  jufticc,  gnufh 
Her  foaming  teeth,  and  bite  the  fcourge  in  Vain. 
———Or  when  the  ftilint-fs  of  the  gray-ey'd  eve, 
Brok'n  only  by  the  beetle's  drowfy  hum, 
Invites  us  forth  to  folitary  vales, 
Where  awful  ruins  on  their  moffy  roofs 
Denote  the  flight  of  time  ,  the  paufing  eye 
Slow  round  the  gloomy  regions  caits  its  glance, 
Whilit  from  within  the  intelle&ual  pow'rs, 
With  melancholy  pleafure  on  the  brow 
Of  thoughtful  admiration  fix  the  fign 
Of  guiltlefs  tranfport ;  not  with  frantic  noife, 
Nor  the  rude  laughter  of  an  idiot's  joy; 
Bu'  with  the  fmiles  that  wifdom,  temp'ring  oft 
Wuh  fweet  content,  cffufes.   Here  the  mind, 
Lull  d  by  the  facred  filence  of  the  place, 
Dreams  with  enchanted  rapture  of  the  groves 

*  T&e  ancients,  'who  had  alway*  thit  analogy  be- 
tiufen  natural  and  moral  objefls  in  cvierw ,  imagined  every 
gloomy  place  like  this  to  bs  inhabited  by  uch  pcrfonages. 
Creon.  in  the  OEd'rpus  of  Seneca,  after  be  has  del  ribed 
"  proeul  at  urbe  lucns  ilicibus  niger  ''  goes  on  to  re- 

fate  ivbat  be  faiv  there  by  the  power  of  necromancy. 
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Hrrrorque,  et  una  quidquid  aeternae  '>reant 
Celantque  tent-bras ;  lu&us  eveHenscomarri, 
./Egreque  laffum  iuflinens  morbus  caput,  , 
Gravis  fenedus  fibimet.  &  pendens  metus. 

And  to  oljeSis  of  a  different  nature,  -we  give  the  moral 
epithets  of' gay t  lively t  cbterfut,  &c.  betaufe  tlfmindis 


Of  Academus,  and  the  folemn  walks,   , 
As  erft  frequented  by  the  godlike  band 
Of  Grecian  fages;  to  the  lift'ningear 
Socratic  founus  are  heard,  and  Plato's  felf 
Seems  half  emerging  from  his  olive  bow'r 
To  gather  round  him  all  th'  Athenian  fons 
Of  wifdom. — Hither  throng,  ye  ftudious  youth; 
Here  through  the  menral  eye  enamoxir'd  view 
The  charms  of  moral  beauty,  to  the  foul 
More  grateful,  than  when  Titan's  golden  bean* 
Firft  dawns  upon  the  new-recover'd  fight 
Of  one  long  fated  to  the  dreary  gloom 
Of  darknefs.  How,  to  undiftemper'd  thougfatj 
Do.^s  virtue  in  mild  modefty  appear 
Delightful,  when  the  fyrrpathetic  heart 
Feels  for  another's  woe  !  Was  any  fcene 
So  beauteous,  in  the  wide-extended  pomp 
And  golden  fplendour  of  the  Perfian  camp, 
When  all  the  riches  of  the  eaft  were  fpread 
Beneath  the  tyrant's  feet ;   *  did  aught  appeal 
So  lovely  and  fo  great,  as  when  the  call 
Of  curs'd  ambition  ceas'd  in  Xerxes'  breaft, 
And  from  the  focial  eye  compafiion  pour'd 
The  tender  flood  of  heart  ennobling  tears  ? 

Thus  the  chief  fcenes  of  .nature  view'd  apart, 
Which  with  a  juft  fimilitude  afFecft 
Th'  attentive   mind,  now   through  the   tunefaJ 

whole 

Let  the  fwift  wing  of  fancy  bear  us  on 
Beyond  the  ken  of  knowledge,  where,  unfeen 
To  us  inhabitants  of  this  i'mall  fpot, 
Ten  thoufand  worlds  in  regions  unconfin'd, 
Prngrcffive  and  obedient  to  the  fource 
Of  light  etofnal,  gi!d  the  Va'ft  expanfe  : 
Or,  fhould  we  tlop  th'  afpiring  flight  to  view," 
Led  by  the  hand  of  fcience  and  of  truth, 
Where  in  the  midft  the  glorious  fun  expands 
His  flame,  and  with  perennial  beam?  ft:pplie8 
The  diftant  planets  as  they  roll  around ; 
What  harmony  divine  for  ever  reigns ! 
f  How  thefe  in  tuneful  order  through  the  void 
Their  different  ftatiens  keep,  their  pow'rs  diilimSt 
Obierve,  and  in  each  others  friendly  fphere 
Their  krndefl  influence  biend,  till  all  unite 
To  form  the  plan  of  the  all-ruling  Mind, 
And,  through  the  whole  celefHal  blifs  diffufe! 

Hence  let  the  worfe  than  atheift.  the  tond  fool 
Wh<;  fafely  doars  in  fuperftition's  gloont, 
And  blindfold  led  by  eafy  faith,  denies 
The  guide  of  feafon,  obftinately  bent 
To  feek  the  caufe  of  univerfal  good, 
And  fource  of  beauty  in  the  demon's  cave, 
And,  fhudd'ring  fancies  he  at  diftance  heara 
The  howls  of  ghofts,  created  to  endure 
Eternal  torments.  Let  this  impious  wretch 
Look  round  this  fair  creation,  where,  impell'd 
By  that  great  Author,  every  atom  tends     „ 

*  T'-e  [uperiority  of  mitral  beauty  to  nateral,  bat 
been  univerfally  alloived  by  all  authors  both  ancient  artJ 
modern.  .  nd  that  fentcnce  of  Seneca's  may  be  under* 
Jlood  Jiguratively  :  "  Nullum  ornaimntum  principfa, 
fajligio  dignius  pulcbriufque  eft,  quam  ilia  corona  t$ 
civesffrvatos.''  SEN  EC  de  Clem.  lib.  I. 
f  Vidt  Sir  Ifaac  Newton,  book  iii.  p.  $f$i 
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To  univerfal  harmony ;  where  joy, 

As  with  a  parent's  fondncfs,  to  behold 

Her  own  foft  image  in  her  child  imprefs'd, 

Smiles  on  the  beauteous  offspring,  and  illumes       x 

Refponfive  figns  of  pleafure  ;  like  the  beams 

Of  I'itan  fporting  on  the  lucid  waves 

Whence  Venus  rofe  of  old  :   let  him  then  fay, 

If  nature  meant  this  goodly  frame  to  cheat 

Deluded  mortals?  Did  an  idiot's  fcheme 

Upraife  this  wondrous  fabric  ?  Say,  was  man 

Forth  from  the  dark  abyfs  of  chaos  cali'd 

In  vain  to  breathe  celelhal  air,  in  vain 

To  vie\y  the  bloom  of  beauty,  not  to  feel 

Th1  effect  divine  fo£t-thrilling  through  hi?  foul, 

And  wak'ning  ev'ry  pow'r  which  fleep?  within 

To  gaze  amazement  ?  Did  the  Lord  of  all 

Attune  our  finer  organs  to  the  charms  . 

Of  things  external,  only  to  enfnare 

This  image  of  himfelf  ?  To  the  tuneful  breaft 

Of  virtuous  wifdom,  fuch  difcordant  thoughts 

Are  far  excluded;   other  themes  employ 

The  ftudious  fage's  hours ;  his  kindred  foul 

Triumphs  on  contemplation's  eagle  wings 

Through  yon  ethtrial  plains,  where  diftant  worlds 

Roll  through  the  vaft  abyfs ;  there  unconfin'd 

Purfues  the  fiery  tradl  where  comets  glow; 

Or  in  the  fable  boibm  of  the  night, 

Sweeps  headlong  to  o'ertake  the  rapid  flight 

Of  exhalations  from  ideal  ftars 

Shot  wildly  down  -,  nor  Vdains  he  to  behold 

In  nature's  humbler  walks  the  fweet  recefs, 

Where  beauty  on  the  fplendid  roie  exults 

As  confcious  of  her  form,  or  mildly  veils 

Her  maiden  blulhes  in,  the  chaftcft  pink, 

Or  on  the  margin  of  the  cryftal  brook, 

In  foft  Narciffu*  blows.  For  him  the  choir 

Of  feather'd  fongfters  breathe  their  vernal  airs ; 

For  him  the  ftillnefs  of  th'  autumnal  grove 

in  pleafirg  fadnefs  reigns;  frr  him  the  fheaf 

Of  Ceres  fpreads  its  yellow  pride ;  the  horn 

Of  ripe  Pomona  pours  its  off'rings  forth  ; 

Winter  prefects  his  free  domeftic  bowl 

Of  focial  joy;  and  fpring's  Elyfian  bloom, 

Whilft  Flora  wantons  in  her  zephyr's  arms 

Invites  the  graces  forth  to  join  the  hours 

In  feliive  dance.  His  tafteful  mind  enjoys 

Alike  the  complicated  charms,  which  glow 

Through  the  wide  landfcape,  where   enarnelPd 

meads,  [flream 

Unfruitful  rocks,  brown    woods,  and   glitt'ring 
The  daify -laughing  lawns,  the  verdant  plains, 
And  hanging  mountains,  ftrike  at  once  the  fight 
With  varied  pleafure;  as  th'  abftra&ed  ray, 
Which  foft  effufes  from  Eudoeia's  eye 
The  opening  dawn  of  love.   He  looks  through  al 
The  plan  of  nature  with  congenial  love, 
Where  the  great  focial  link  of  .mutual  aid 
Through  every  being  twines^  where  all  confpir 
To  form  one  fyftem  of  eternal  good, 
Of  harmony  arjd  blifs,  in  forms  diftinft, 
Of  natures  various  as  th'  effulgent  fun, 
Which  pours  abroad  the  mighty  flood  of  day, 
To  the  pale  glowworm  in  the  midnight  {hade. 
From  theie  fweet  meditations  on  the  charms 
Of  things  external ;  on  the  genuine  forms 


Which  bloffom  in  creation  ;  on  the  fcenc 
Where  mimic  art,  with  emulative  hue, 
Jfurps  the  throne  of  nature  unreprov'd; 
Or  the  juft  concord  of  mellifluent  founds; 
The  foul,  and  all  the  inrelledlual  train 
Of  fond  defires,  gay  hopes,  or  threat'ning  fears, 
Through  this  habitual  intercourfe  of  fenfe 
s  harmoniz'd  within,  till  all  is  fair 
And  perfedl ;  till  each  moral  pow'r  perceives 
ts  own  refembiance,  with  fraternal  joy, 
in  ev'ry  form  complete,  and  fmiling  feels 
*  Beauty  and  good  the  fame.   Thus  the  firft  man 
Frefh  from  creation  riSng,  in  the  flood 
A  godlike  image  faw  ;  with  fixt  amaze 
He  gaz'd  ;  th'  attentive  figure  from  below 
az'd  with  refponfive  wonder  :  did  he  fmile  £ 
he  fhad'wy  features  dimpled  in  the  waves 
Not  lefs  delighted ;  till  at  length  he  found 
From  his  own  form  th'  external  object  flow'd, 
And  mov'd  to  his  its  correfpoadent  charms. 

EPITAPH, 

In  St.  Margareft  Church,  Leicejier. 

Hie  jacet 

Quod  mori  potuit, 

HENRICI  GILBERTI  COOPER, 

Infantis  defideratiflimi, 

Fihi  natu  maximi 

JOHANNIS  GILBERTI  COOPER, 

De  Thurgarton,  in  agro  NottinghamienfJj 

EC  SUSANNA  uxoris  ejus; 

Natus  25  Julii,  denatus  26,  1749. 

Atavis  effrt  editus  antiquis 

Nulla  alia  in  re  claruit, 

Nee  potuit : 
Flofculus  enim  in  ipfa  quoque  dulcis  aetatul«ij. 

Prima  gemma  pullulaturus, 

Parcatuai  hen  par  cere  nefciarum, 

Fatali  aHlatu  contadlus 

Exaruit. 

Mceftus  itaque  et  mocrens  pater, 

Chariflimi  infantuli  fui  memorix, 

Hoc  etfi  inane  munus, 

Amoris  monumentum 

Collocavit. 

SONG  TO  WINIFREDS.     • 

AWAY,  let  nought  to  love  difpleafing, 

My  Winifreda  move  thy  fear, 
Let  nought  delay  the  heavenly  bleffing, 

Nor  fqueamifh  pride,  nor  gloomy  care* 

What  though  no  grants  of  royal  donors 
With  pompous  titles,  grace  our  blood, 

We'll  fliine  in  moreJubftantial  honours, 
And  to  be  noble,  we'll  be  good. 

*  See  Plato's  Dialogues,  Xenofton's  MemtrallUa, 
\3c.  ivhom  tie  ingenious  author  of  the  ".  Traits  du 
Beau"  follotv*.  "  Si  la  f elicits  des  hommes  eft  necef- 
faire?nent  liee  avtc  la  pratique  de  la  v^rtu,  ilfaut  recon 
noitre  que  la  vcrtu  eft  ejfentiellement  belle,  puts  que  la 
beau  confifis  dans  le  raftrt  des  sbofes  avec  noire  dejiina- 
tim*' 
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What  though  from  fortune's  lavifh  bounty, 

No  mighty  treafures  we  poffcfs, 
We'll  find  within  our  pittance  plenty, 

And  be  content  without  cxcefs. 

Still  fhall  each  kind  returning  feafon, 

Sufficient  for  our  wifhes  give  ; 
For  we  will  live  a  life  of  reafon, 

And  that's  the  only  life  to  live. 

Our  name  while  virtue  thus  we  tender. 
Shall  fweetly  found  where'er  'tis  fpoke; 

And  all  the  great  ones  much  (hall  wonder, 
How  they  admire  fuch  little  folk. 

Through  youth  and  age  in  love  excelling, 
We'll  hand  in  hand  together  tread, 

Sweet  fmiling  peace  fhall  crown  pur  dwelling, 
And  babes,  fweet  fmiling  babes,  our  bed. 

How  fhould  I  love  the  pretty  creatures, 
Whilft  round  my  knees  they  fondly  clung, 

To  fee  them  look  their  mother's  features, 
To  hear  them  lifp  their  mother's  tongue. 

And  when  with  envy  time  transported, 

Shall  think  to  rob  us  of  our  joys, 
You'll  in  your  girls  again  be  courted, 

And  I  go  wooing  in  my  boys. 

A  FATHER'S  ADVICE  TO  HIS  SON. 

AN   ELEGY. 

In  Imitation  of  the  old  Song  to  Winifreds. 
Written  in  the  year  1758. 

.  "  afpice  vultus 

fc  Eccc  meos:  utinamque  oculosin  pedlore  pofles 
M  Inferere,  et  patrias  intus  dependere  curas," 

OVID.  MET. 

DEEP  in  a  grove  by  cyprefs  (haded,' 
Where  mid-day  fun  had  feldom  fhone, 

Or  noife  the  folemn  fcene  invaded, 
Save  feme  afflicted  mufe's  moan. 

A  fwain  t' wards  full-ag'd  manhood  wending 

Sate  forrowing  at  the  clofe  of  day, 
At  whole  fond  fide  a  boy  attending 

Lifp'd  half  his  father's  cares  away. 
The  father's  eyes  no  object  wrefted, 

But  on  the  fmiling  prattler  hung, 
Till,  what  his  throbbing  heart  fu^gefted, 

Thefe  accents  trembled  from  his  tongue, 

u  My  youth's  firft  hope,  my  manhood's  treafure, 

'*  My  prattling  innocent  attend, 
"  Nor  fear  rebuke  or  four  difplcafure, . 

"  A  father's  lovclieft  name  is  friend. 

"  Some  truths,  from  long  experience  flowing, 
"  Worrh  more  than  royal  grant?  receive, 

"  For  truths  are  wealth  of  HcavV'  bellowing, 
"  Which  kings  have  feldom  power  to  give. 

"  Since  from  an  ancient  race  defcended 
"  You  boaft  an  unattaioted  blood, 

**  By  yours  be  their  fair  fame  attended, 
"  And  claim  by  birth-right  to  be  good, 


In  love  for  ev'ry  fellow- creature 
"  Superior  rife  above  vhe  crowd. 
"  What  moft  ennobles  human  nature 
"  Was  ne'er  .the  portion  of  the  proud. 

Be  thine  the  gen'rous  henrr  that  borrows 
"  From  others'  joys  a  friendly  glow, 
"  And  for  each  hapK-fs  neighbour's  forrows 
"  Throbs  with  a  fympathetic  woe. 

This  is  the  temper  mofb  endearing ; 
•*  Though  wide  proud  pomp  her  banners  fpreads, 
"  An  heav'iuier  pow'r  good-nature  bearing 
*'  Each  heart  in  willing  thraldom  leads. 

"  Tafte  not  from  fame's  uncertain  fountain 
"  The  peacc-deftroyir.g  ilreams  that  flow, 

"  Nor  from  ambition's  ciaug'rous  mountain 
"  .Look  down  upon  the  world  below. 

*'  The  princely  pine  on  hills  exalted, 
"  Whofe  lofty  branches  cleave  the  fky, 

"  By  winds,  long  brav'd,  at  lafl  afTiujted, 
"  Is  headlong  whirl'd  in  duft  to  he  ; 

"  Whilft  the  mild  rofe  more  fafely  growing 

"  Low  in  its  unafpiring  vale, 
"  Amidft  retirement's  fhc-iier  blowing 

"  Exchanges  fweets  with  ev'ry  gale. 

«'  Wifh  not  for  beauty's  darling  features 
*'  Moulded  by  nature's  fondling  pewY; 

c<  For  faireft  forms  'mong  human  creatures 
"  Shine  but  the  pageants  of  an  hour. 

"  I  faw,  the  pride  of  all  the  meadow, 

"  At  noon,  a  gay  Narciffus  blow 
"  Upon  a  river's  bank,  whofe  fhadow 

"  Bloom'd  in  the  filver  waves  below; 

"  By  noon-tide's  heat  its  youth  was  wafted, 
•*  The  waters,  as  they  pafs'd,  complain'd3 

"  At  eve  its  glories  all  were  biafted, 
"  And  not  one  former  tint  remain'd. 

"  Nor  let  vain  wit's  deceitful  sriory 

"  L.ead  you  from  wifdom's  path  aftray; 

"  What  genius  lives  renowti'd  in  ft'  ry 
"  To  happinefs  who  found  the  way  I 

"  In  yonder  mead  behold  that  vapour 
"  Whofe  vivid  beams  illufm.  p^ay, 
**  Far  off  it  ft  cms  a  friendly  taper 
. "  To  guide  the  traveller  on  his  way; 

"  But  ihouVJ  fome  haplefs  wretch  purfuiwg 
"  Tread  where  th*.  trcach'r.  u*>  meteors  glow, 

"  He'd  find,  too  lace-^is    ;tfhrrf*  rut-ng;, 
"  That  fatal  qiiickfands  lurk  oelow. 

In  life  fuch  bubbles  nmight  ad  -  i;ing 
"  Gil    with  falie  light  and  fillV  with  airs 
DC  you,  from  pageant  crouds  retiring, 
"  To  peace  in  virtue's  cor  repair; 

Thert-  leek  the i  never- wifted  treaftire,' 

"  Wiiich  mutual  love  and  fricndfhip  giVe: 

DomeOic  COM  foit,  fpot'cfspl-aiure, 

**  And  blcfs'd  and  blciling  you  will  live, 
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"  If  Heav'n  with  children  crowns  your  dwelling, 
"  As  mine  its  bounty  does  with  you, 

"  In  fondnefs  fatherly  excelling 

"  Th'  example  you  have  felt  purfue." 

He  paus'd — for  tenderly  carefiing 
The  darling  of  his  wounded  heart, 

Looks  had  means  only  of  exprefling 

Thoughts  language  never  could  impart. 

Now  night  her  mournful  mantle  fpreading 
Had  rob'd  with  black  th*  horizon  round, 

And  dank  dews  from  her  treffes  fhedding 
With  genial  moifture  bath'd  the  ground  j 

When  back  to  city  follies  flying 

'Viidft  cuftom's  flaves  he  liv'd  refign'd, 

His  face,  array'd  in  fmiles,  denying 
The  true  completion  of  his  mind ; 

For  lerioufly  around  furveying 

Each  character,  in  youth  and  age, 
Of  fools  betray'd,  and  knaves  betraying. 

That  play'd  upon  this  human  ffcage. 

(Peaceful  himfelf  and  undefigning) 

He  loarh'd  the  fcenes  of  guile  and  flrife, 

And  felt  each  fecret  wifh  inclining 
To  leave  this  fretful  farce  of  life. 

Yet  to  what'e'er  above  was  fated 

Obediently  he  bow'd  his  foul, 
por,  what  all-bounteous  Heav'n  created, 

He  thought  Heav'n  only  mould  controuL. 


THE  TOMB  OF  SHAKSPEARE. 

A  VISION. 

WHAT  time  the  jocund  rofy-bofom'd  hours 
.Led  forth  the  train  of  Phcebus  and  the  fpring, 

And  zephyr  mild  profufely  fcatter'd  flowers 
On  earth's  green  mantle  from  his  muiky  wing 

The  morn  iinbarr'd  th'  ambrcfial  gates  of  light, 
Weftward  the  raven-pinion'd  darknefs.  flew, 

The  landfcape  fmil'd  in  vernal  beauty  bright, 
And  to  their  graves  th'e  fallen  ghofts  withdrew. 

The  nightingale  no  longer  fwell'd  her  throat 
With  love-lorn  plainings  tremulous  and  flow, 

And  on  the  wings  of  filence  ceas'd  to  float 
The  gurgling  notes  of  her  melodious  woe  : 

The  god  of  fleep  myfterious  vifions  led 
In  gay  proctffion  'fore  the  mental  eye, 

And  my  free'd  foul  awhile  her  manfion  fled, 
To  try  her  plumes  for  immortality. 

Through  fields  of  air,  methought  I  took  my  flight, 
Through  ev'ry  clime  o'er  ev'ry  region  pafs'd, 

NO  paradife  or  ruin  'fcap*d  my  fight, 
Hefperian  garden,  or  Cimmerian  wafte. 

On  Avon's  banks  I  lit,  whofe  frreams  appear 
To  wind  with  eddies  fond  round  Shakfpearc's 
tomb, 

The  year's  firft  feath'ry  fongfters  warble  near, 
And  vi'lcta  breathe,  and  earlieft  rofcs  bloom. 


Here  fancy  fat  (her  dewy  fingers  cold 

Decking  with  flow'rets  frefh  th'  unfullied  fodj, 

And  bath'd  with  tears  the  fad  ftpulchral  mold, 
Her  fav'rite  offspring's  long  and  laft  abode. 

Ah  !  what  avails,  ihe  cry'd,  a  poet's  name  ? 

Ah  !   what  avails  th'  immortalizing  breath 
To  fnatch  from  dumb  oblivion  others'  fame  ? 

My  darling  child  here  lies  a  prey  to  death ! 

Let  gentle  Otway,  white-rob'd  pity's  prieft, 
From  grief  domeflic  teach  the  tears  to  flow, 

Or  Southern  captivate  th'  impaflion'd  breaft 
With  heart-felt  fighs  and  fympathy  of  woe. 

For  not  to  thefe  his  genius  was  confin'd, 
Nature  and  I  each  tuneful  pow'r  had  given, 

Poetic  tranfports  of  the  madding  mind, 

And  the  wing'd  words  that  waft  the  foul  t* 
heaven. 

The  fiery  glance  of  th'  intellectual  eye, 
Piercing  all  objects  of  creation's  ftore, 

Which  on  this  world's  extended  furfaee  He, 
And  plaftic  thought  that  ftill  created  more. 

O  grant,  wkh  eager  rapture  I  reply'd, 

Grant  me  great  goddefs  of  the  changeful  eye, 

To  view  each  being  in  poetic  pride, 
To  whom  thy  fon  gave  immortality. 

Sweet  fancy  fmil'd,  and  wav'd  her  myflic  rod, 
When  ftrait  thefe  vifions  felt  her  pow'rful  arm, 

And  one  by  one  fucceeded  at  her  nod, 

As  vaffal  fprites  obey  the  wizard's  charm. 

Firft  a  celeftial  form  *  (of  azure^iue 

Whofe  mantle,  bound  with  brede  etherial,  flow'd 
To  each  foft  breeze  its  balmy  breath  that  drew) 
Swift  dewn  the  fun-beams  of  the  neon-tide 
rode. 

Obedient  to  the  necromantic  fway 

Of  ah  old  fage  to  folitude  refign'd, 
With  fenny  vapours  he  obfcur'd  the  day, 

Launch'd  the  long  lightning,  and  let  loofe  the 
wind. 

[e  wbirl'd  the  tempeft  through  the  howling  air, 
Rattled  the  dreadful  thunderclap  on  high, 
And  rais'd  a  roaring  elemental  war 

Betwixt  the  fea  green  waves  and  azure  iky. 

hen  like  Heav'n's  mild  ambaflador  of  love 
To  man  repentant,  bade  the  tumult  ceafe, 
mooth'd  the  blue  bofom  of  the  realms  above, 
And  hufo'd  the  rebel  elements  to  peace. 

nlike  to  this  in  fpirit  or  in  mien 
Another  form  f  fucceeded  to  my  view; 
.  two-legg'd  brute,  which  nature  made  in  fpleen, 
Or  from  the  loathing  womb  unfiniuYd  drew. 

arce  could  he  fyllable  the  curfe  he  thought, 
Prone  were  his  eyes  to  earth,  his  mind  to  cvl^ 
carnal  fiend  to  imperfection  wrought, 
The  mongrel  offspring  of  a  witch  and  devil. 

*  And  in  tic  Temfe/}.      f  Caliban  in  the  Tern <ftjt* 
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bloom'd,  upon  an  ancient  foreft's  bound, 
The  flow'ry  margin  *  of  a  filent  dream, 
O'er-arch'd  by  oaks  with  ivy  mantled  round, 
And  gilt  by  lilver  Cynthia's  maiden  beam. 

On  the  green  carpet  of  th'  unbended  grafs, 
A  dapper  train  of  female  fairies  play'd, 

And  ey'd  their  gambols  in  the  wat'ry  glafs, 
That  fmoothly  ftole  along  the  fhad'wy  glade. 

Through  thefe  the  queen  Titania  pafs'd  ador'd, 
Mounted  aloft  in  her  imperial  car, 

Journeying  to  fee  great  Oberon  her  lord 
Wage  the  mock  battles  of  a  fportive  war. 

Arm'd  cap-a-pee  forth  march 'd  the  fairy  king, 
A  ftouter  warrior  never  took  the  field, 

His  threat'ning  lance  a  hornet's  horrid  fting, 
The  fharded  beetle's  fcale  his  fable  fhield. 

Around  their  chief  the  elfin  hoft  appear 'd, 
Each  little  helmet  fparkling  like  a  liar, 

And  their  lharp  fpears  a  piercelefs  phalanx  rear'd, 
A  grove  of  thiftles  glittering  in  the  air. 

The  fcene  then  chang'd  from  this  romantic  land 
To  a  bleak  wafte  by  bound'ry  unconfin'd, 

Where  three  fwart  fillers  f  of  the  weird  band 
Were  mutt'ring  curfes  to  the  troublous  wind. 

Pale  want  had  wither 'd  every  furrow'd  face, 
Bow'd  was  each  carcafe  with  the  weight  of 
years, 

And  each  funk  eye-ball  from  its  hollow  cafe 
Diliill'd  cold  rheum's  involu^ary  tears. 

Hors'd  on  three  ftaves  they  pofted  to  the  bourn 
Of  a  drear  ifland,  where  the  pendent  brow  ' 

Of  a  rough  rock,  (hagg'd  horribly  with  thorn, 
Frown'd  on  the  boift'rous  waves  which  rag'd 
below. 

Deep  in  a  gloomy  grot,  remote  from  day, 

Where  fmiling  comfort  never  fhow'd  her  face, 

Where  light  ne'er  enter'd,  fave  one  rueful  ray 
Difcov'ring  all  the  terrors  of  the  place, 

They  held  damn'd  myft'ries  with  infernal  ftate, 
Whilft  ghaftly  goblings  glided  flowly  by, 

The  fcreech-owl  fcream'd  the  dying  call  of  fate, 
And  ravens  croak'd  their  horrid  augury. 

No  human  footftep  cheer'd  the  dread  abode, 
Nor  fign  of  living  creature  could  be  feen, 

Save  where  the  reptile  fnake,  or  fullen  toad, 
The  murky  floor  had  foil'd  with  venom  green. 

Sudden  I  heard  the  whirlwind's  hollow  found, 
Each  weird  fitter  vaniuYd  into  fmoke, 

Now  a  dire  yell  of  fpirits  \  under  ground 

Through  troubled  earth's  wide  yawning  fur- 
face  broke ; 

When,  lo !  each  injur'd  apparition  rofe  ; 
Aghaft  the  murd'rer  ftarted  from  his  bed ; 


*  Fairy-land,  from  the  Midfummer-Nigbft  Dream. 

f  The  Witches  in  Macbeth. 

j  Gbefc  in  Maibctbt  Richard  III.  t3V, 


Guilt's  trembling  breath  his  heart's  red  current 

froze, 
And  horror's  dew-drops  bath'd  his  frantic  head, 

More  had  I  feen — but  now  the  god  of  day 

O'er  earth's  broad  breaft  his  flood  of  light  had 
fpread, 

When  Morpheus  call'd  his  fickle  train  away, 
And  on  their  wings  each  bright  illufion  fled* 

Yet  ftill  the  dear  enchantrefs  of  the  brain 

My  wakeful   eyes  with  wifhful  wand'rings 
fought, 

Whofe  magic  will  controuls  th'  ideal  train, 
The  ever-reftlefs  progeny  of  thought. 

Sweet  pow'r,  faid  I,  for  others  gild  the  ray 

Of  wealth,  or  honour's  folly-feather'd  crown,  ' 

Or  lead  the  madding  multitude  aftray 
To  grafp  at  air-blown  bubbles  of  renown. 

Me  (humbler  lot!)  let  blamelefs  blifs engage, 
Free  from  tlje  noble  mob's  ambitious  flrife, 

Free  from  the  muck- worm  mifer's  lucrous  rage, 
In  calm  contentment's  cottag'd  vale  of  life. 

If  frailties  there  (for  who  from  them  is  free  ?) 
Through  error's   maze   my  devious  footftep* 
lead, 

Let  them  be  frailties  of  humanity, 

And  my  heart  plead  the  pardon  of  my  head. 

Let  not  my  reafon  impioufly  require, 

What  Heav'n  has  plac'd   beyond  its  narrow 
fpan, 

But  teach  me  to  fubdue  each  fierce  defire 
Which  wars  within  this  little  empire,  man. 

Teach  me,  what  all  believe,  but  few  poffefs, 
That  life's  heft  fcience  is  ourfeivesto  know, 

The  firft  of  human  bleffings  is  to  blefs, 
And  happieft  he  who  feeh  another's  woe. 

Thus  cheaply  wife,  and  innocently  great, 

While  time's  fmooth  fand  fhall  regularly  pafif 

Each  dtftin'd  atom's  quiet  courfe  I'll  wait, 
Nor  rafhly  break,  nor  wifh  to  flop  the  glafs. 

And  when  in  death  my  peaceful  aflies  lie, 

If  e'er  fome  tongue  congenial  fpeaks  my  name, 

Friendftup  fhall  never  blufh  to  breathe  a  figh, 
And  great  ones  envy  fuch  an  honeft  fame. 


VER-VERT :  OR  THE  NUNNERY  PARROT. 

AN   HEROIC  P8EM  IN  FOUR  CANTOS. 
infcribed  to  the  Abbefs  of  D*****. 

TRANSLATED    FROM    THE  FRENCH  OF  MONSIEUR 
G     ESSET. 

CANTO  I. 

YOU,  round  whom,  at  virtue's  fhrine, 
The  folitary  graces  mine, 
With  native  charms  all  hearts  engage, 
And  reign  without  religious  rage ; 
You,  whofe  congenial  foul  by  heaven, 
A  pleating  guide  to  truth  was  given. 
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Uniting1,  with  the  family 

Of  rigid  duties,  harmlefs  mirth, 

Daughter  of  focial  liberty, 

Twin-born  with  humour  at  a  birth. 

And  every  other  power  to  pleafc, 

Tafte,  fancy,  elegance,  and  eafe; 

O !  fince  you  bid  your  bard  relate 

A  noble  bird's  difaflrous  fate, 

In  notes  of  fympathetk  woe, 

Be  you  my  mufe,  my  foul  infpire, 

And  teach  my  numbers  how  to  flow 

.Like  thofe  which  trembled  from  your  lyre 

In  foft  and  forrow-foothing  found, 

Whilfr  liftening  Cupids  wept  around, 

When  dear  *  Sultana's  fpirit  fled, 

In  youthful  vigour's  vernal  bloom, 

To  the  dark  manfions  of  the  dead  : 

Then  for  my  hero's  haplefs  doom 

Such  tears  might  once  again  be  filed. 

One  might,  upon  his  virtues  crofs'd 
By  adverfe  fortune's  envious  rage. 
And  wanderings  over  many  a  coafl, 
Swell  out  the  foponfic  page, 
And  other  odyffeys  compofe 
To  lull  the  reader  to  repofe  . 
One  might  the  gods  and  devils  raifc 
Of  fuperannuated  lies, 
Spin  out  the  deeds  of  forty  days 
To  volumes  of  dull  hiftories, 
And  with  a  pompous  tedioufnefi 
Sublimely  heavy  moralize 
Upon  a  bird,  in  epic  drefs, 
Who  as  ./Eneas'  feif  was  great, 
As  famous  too  for  godlinef* 
And  each  way  more  unfortunate ; 
But  folios  are,  in  verfe,  excefs, 
Which  the  fweet  mufes  muft  abhor, 
For  they  are  fportive  bees  of  fpring, 
Who  dwell  not  long  on  any  bower, 
But,  lightly  Wandering  on  the  wing, 
CollecT:  the  bloom  from  flower  tr  fl«wer5 
And,  when- one  fragrant  bloffom's  dry, 
To  other  fweets  unrifled  fly. 
This  truth  my  obfervation  drew 
J^rcm  faultlefs  nature  and  from  you  ; 
And  may  thefe  lines,  I  copy,  prove 
I'm  govern'd  by  the  laws  I  love  I 
Should  I,  too  faithfully  portraying 
Some  cloyfter'd  characters,  reveal 
The  convent  arts  themielves,  arraying 
In  pomp,  with  hieroglyphic  ikill, 
Each  weighty  bus'nefs  of  the  grate, 
Each  ferious  nothing's  myftic  face, 
Each  trifle  fwell'd  with  holy  (rate; 
Your  native  humour,  whilft  I  trace 
The  comic  femblance,  will  forbear 
To  blame  the  ftrokcs  you  cannot  fear; 
You  may  defpife,  from  folly  free, 
What  dullnefs  is  obliged  to  wear, 
The  formal  maflc  of  gravity, 
llhjfion's  meteors  never  fhine 
To  lead  aftray  fuch  fouls  as  thine. 
AH  holy  arts  heaven  values  lefs 
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Than  amiable  cheerfulnefs. 

Should  virtue  her  own  image  fhew 

To  ravifh'd  mortals  here  below, 

With  features  fierce  fhe'd  hot  appear 

Nor  fuperftition's  holy  leer, 

But,  like  tbe  graces,  or  like  you, 

She'd  come  to  claim  her  altar's  due.. 

In  many  an  author  of  renown 

I've  read  this  curious  obfervation, 

Thar,  by  much  wandering  up  and  down, 

Men  catch  the  faults  of  every  nation 

And  lofe  the  virtues  of  their  own. 

'Tis  better,  e'vn  where  fcanty  fare  is, 

Our  homely  hearths  and  honours  watching, 

Under  protection  of  our  lares, 

A  calm  domeftic  life  to  wed, 

Than  run  about  infection  catching 

Where-ever  chance  and  error  tread  : 

The  yonth  too  foon  who  goes  abroad 

Will  halt  a  foreigner  become, 

And  bring  his  wondering  friends  a  load 

Of  ftrange  exotic  vices  home. 

This  truth  the  hero  of  my  tale 
Exemplifies  in  tarnifh'd  glory  • 
Should  Iceptic  wits  the  truth  afiail, 
I  call  for  witnefs  to  my  ftory 
Each  cloitler'd  echo  now  that  dwells 
In  Nevers'  confecrated  cells. 

At  Nevers,  but  few  years  ago, 
Among  the  nuns  o*  th'  vifitation, 
There  dwelt  a  parrot,  though  a  beau, 
For  fcnfe-of  wond'rous  reputation  ; 
Whofe  virtues,  and  genteel  addrefs, 
Whofe  figure,  and  whofe  noble  foul, 
Would  have  fecur'd  him  from  liiftrefs 
Could  wit  and  beauty  fate  controul. 
Ver  Vert  (for  fo  the  nuns  agreed 
To  call  this  nob'e  ptrfonage) 
The  hopes  of  an  il'uftrious  breed, 
To  India  ow'd  his  parentage, 
By  an  old  miffionary  fert 
To  this  faid  convent  for  his  good, 
He  yet  was  yeung  and  innocent, 
And  nothing  worldly  underflood. 
Beauteous  he  was,  and  debonnair, 
,  Lighf ,  fpruce,  inconstant,  £ay,  and  frC£, 
Ai;d  unreferv  d,  as  you''gfl.ers  are, 
'Ere  age  bri  igs  on  hyp.-icriiy 
In  fhorc,  a  bird,  from  prattling  merit, 
Worthy  a  c.-uvenr  to  inherit 

Th<>  tender  carts  I  nrt(;  not  tell 
Of  all  the  fifterrK  od  devout, 
Nt'thir.-ff,  'tis  fai'd.  each  Jvv'd  fo  well, 
.Leave  but  her  ghefHy  father  out, 
Nay  in  fome  hearts,  not  void  of  grace, 
Onf  plain  hiftorian  makes  r,o  doubt 
The  parrot  of  the  pri-,11  touk  -lace. 
He  fhar'd  in  this  f;  fene  abooe 
Whate'cr  wss  i;w  d  by  the  prufeffiottj 
On  him  fuch  dainties  were  heftow'd 
As  nun:  prepare  againft  confeflion, 
And  for  rhe  facred  entraib  hoard 
Of  holy  fathers  in  the  Lord. 
Sole  iicens'd  male  to  be  belov'd, 
Ver- Vert  was  blefs'd  without  controul, 
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Ca'refllng  and  carefs'd  he  rov'd 
Of  all  the  monaftry  the  foul, 
Except  fome  antiquated  dames, 
Whofe  hearts  to  pleafure  callous  grown 
Remark'd  with  jealous  eyes  the  flames 
Of  bofoms  younger  than  their  own. 
At  years  of  reafon  not  arriv'd 
A  life  of  privilege  he  liv'd, 
He  faid  and  did  whate'er  he  would, 
And  what  he  laid  or  did  was  good. 
He'd  peck  the  nuns  in  wanton  play 
To  wile  their  plain-work  hours  away  ; 
No  party  ever  was  approv'd 
Without  his  favourite  company  ; 
In  him  they  found  what  females  lov'd, 
That  life  of  blifs  variety  : 
He'd  ftrut  a  beau  in  fportive  rings 
Uttering  pert  fentences  by  rote, 
Mimic  the  butterfly's  light  wings 
Or  nightingale's  complaining  note; 
He'd  laugh,  fing,  whittle,  joke,  and  leer, 
And  frolic,  but  difcreetly  fo, 
"With  a  prudential  cautious  fear, 
As  nuns  probationary  do. 
Queftion'd  at  once  by  many  a  tongue 
Inceffantly  inquifitive, 
He  could,  difcordant  founds  among, 
To  each  a  proper  anfwer  give ; 
This  power  from  Cxfar  s  nothing  varies, 
Who  did  at  once  great  plans  conceive 
And  dictate  to  four  fecretaries. 
If  chronicles  may  be  believ'd, 
So  lov'd  the  pamper'd  gallant  liv'd, 
That  with  the  nuns  he  always  din'd 
On  rarities  of  every  kind ; 
Then  hoards,  occafionally  varied, 
Of  bifcuits,  fweet  meats,  nuts,  and  fruit, 
Each  fifter  in  her  pocket  carried, 
Subordinately  to  recruit, 
At  leifure  times,  when  not  at  table, 
His  ftomach  indefatigable. 
The  little  cares  with  tender  faces 
And  fond  attentions,  as  they  fay, 
Are  natives  of  thefe  holy  places, 
As  Ver-Vert  witnefs'd  every  day. 
No  human  parrot  of  the  court 
Was  fondled  half  fo  much  as  he  ; 
In  indolence  genteel,  and  fport, 
His  hours  rolPd  on  delightfully  : 
Each  chamber  that  he  fancied  beft 
Was  his  the  dormitory  round, 
And,  where  at  eve  he  chofe  to  reft, 
Honour'd,  thrice  honour'd,  was  the  ground, 
And  much  the  lucky  nun  was  blefs'd ! 
But  night?  he  very  feldom  paf«'d 
With  thofe  whom  years  and  prudence  blefs'd, 
The  plain  neat  room  was  more  hi--  tafte 
Of  fome  young  damfel  not  profefs'd; 
This  nicety  at  board  and  bed 
Show'd  he  was  nobly  born  and  bred. 
When  the  young  female  anchorjfe, 
Whom  all  the  left  wit!   envy  vew'd, 
Had  fix'd  him  tor  the  coming  night, 
Perch'd  on  her  Agnu«  box  ue  itood, 
Silent  in  undifturb'd  repofe 
Till  Venus'  warning  Itar  arofe  I 


And  when  at  morn  the  pious  maid 
iier  toilette's  nvyfteries  difplay'd 
H[e  freely  faw  whate'er  was  done  ; 
fey  the  toilette,  for  I've  read, 
5ut  fpeak  it  in  a  lower  tone, 
That  virgins,  in  a  cloifter  bred, 
Their  looks  and  languifhings  review 
[n  mirrors  to  their  eyes  as  true 
As  thofe,  that  ferve  to  fhow  the  faces 
Of  dames  who  flaunt  in  gems  and  laces. 
For,  as  in  city  or  at  court 
Some  certain  tafte  or  mode  prevails, 
There  is  among  the  godly  fort 
A  tafte  in  putting  on  thtir  vails ; 
There  is  an  art  to  fold  with  grace, 
Round  a  young  veftal's  blooming  face, 
Plain  crape,  or  other  fimple  ftuff, 
With  happy  negligence  enough. 
Often  the  fportive  loves  in  fwarms, 
Which  to  the  monafteries  repair, 
Spread  o'er  the  holy  fillets  charms 
And  tie  them  with  a  killing  air ; 
In  fhort,  the  nuns  are  never  feen 
In  parlour  or  at  grate  below, 
'Ere  at  the  looking-glafs  they've  been, 
To  fteal  a  decent  glance  or  fo. 
This  foftly  whifper'd  friends  between, 
Farther  digreflion  we  adjourn, 
And  to  our  hero  now  return. 
Safe  in  this  unmolefted  fcene 
Ver-Vert,  amidft  a  life  of  blifs, 
Unrivall'd  reign 'd  on  every  part; 
Her  flighted  fparrows  took  amifs 
This  change  in  lifter  Thecla's  heart; 
Four  fii.' flies  through  mere  rage  expir'd 
At  his  advancement  mortified, 
And  two  grimalkins  late  admir'd, 
With  envy  languifli'd,  droop'd,  and  died. 

In  days  like  thele  cf  joy  and  love, 
Who  would  have  thought  luch  tender  cares 
To  form  his  youthful  mind,  fhoul.1  prove, 
Through  fortune's  fpite,  deftrudUve  iaaies? 
Or  that  an  adverfe  time  fhould  come 
When  this  fame  idol  of  their  hearts 
Should  ftund  the  mark,  by  auel  doom, 
Of  horror's  moft  envenom'd  darts? 
But  flop,  my  m life,  forbid  tu  flow 
The  tears  arifing  from  the  fight 
Of  fuch  an  unexpected  woe, 
Too  hitter  fruit,  alas  !   to  grow 
From  the  foft  root  of  dear  delight ! 


CANTO  II. 

IN  fuch  a  fchool,  a  bird  of  fenfc 
Would  foon  acquire,  it  is  confcfs'd, 
The  gift  of  copious  eloquence  ; 
For,  fave  his  meals  and  hours  of  reft* 
His  tongue  was  always  occupied  : 
And  no  good  rreatife  could  excel, 
In  phrafes  ready  cut  and  dried, 
His  fiodtriiies  aboxit  living  well. 
He  was  not  like  thofe  parrots  rude 
.Wh.-'.n  dangling  in  a  public  cage 
The  common  manners  of  the  age 
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Have  render'd  converfably  lewd ; 
Who,  do&or'd  by  the  worldly  tribe, 
With  frail  concupifcence  endued, 
Each  human  vanity  defcribe. 
Our  Ver-Vert  was  a  faint  in  grain, 
A  foul  with  innocency  fraught, 
Who  never  utter 'd  word  profane, 
Who  never  had  immodeft  thought. 
But  in  the  room  of  ribbald  wit 
Each  myftic  colloquy  he  knew, 
And  many  a  text  in  holy  writ 
With  prayers  and  collects  not  a  few ; 
Could  pfalms  and  cancicks  repeat 
And  benedlcite  complete ; 
He  could  petition  heaven  for  grace 
With  fandiimonious  voice  and  eyes, 
And  at  a  proper  time  and  place 
Religioufly  foliloquize. 
Each  help  he  had  in  this  learn'd  college 
That  could  conduce  to  facred  knowledge. 
For  many  virgins  had  retreated 
Through  grace  to  this  religious  fold, 
Who,  word  for  word,  by  rote  repeated 
Each  Chriftmas  carol,  new  and  old. 
From  frequent  leflbns  every  day 
The  fcholar  grew  as  learn'd  as  they ; 
Their  very  tone  of  fpeaking  too 
In  pious  drawlings  he  exprefs'd, 
The  fame  religious  fighs  he  drew 
Deep  heaving  from  the  godly  breafl, 
And  languid  notes  in  which  thefe  doves 
Mournfully  chaunt  their  myftic  loves. 
In  fhort,  the  bird  perform'd  his  part 
In  all  the  pfalmodizing  art. 

Such  merit  could  not  be  confin'd 
Within  a  cloifter's  narrow  bound, 
But  flew,  for  fame  is  fwift  as  wind, 
The  neighbouring  territories  round  ; 
Through  Nevers'  town  from  morn  to  night, 
Scarce  any  other  talk  was  heard, 
But  of  difcourfes  exquifite 
Betwixt  the  nuns  and  Indian  bird  : 
And  ev'n  from  Moulins  numbers  came 
To  witnefs  to  the  truth  of  fame. 
Ver-Vert,  the  parlour's  boafted  glory, 
Whilft  all  that  came  were  told  his  ftory, 
Pcrch'd  proud  upon  his  favourite  (land 
Sifter  Melania's  ivory  hand, 
Who  pointed  out  each  excellence 
Of  mind  or  body  he  pofiefs'd, 
His  fweet  mild  temper,  poliih'd  fenfet 
And  various  colours  on  his  breaft, 
When  his  engaging  afpedt  won 
Each  vifiter  he  look'd  upon  ; 
But  beauty  the  moft  exquifite 
Was,  in  our  tender  profelyte, 
The  leaft  his  qualities  among, 
For  all  forgot  his  feathery  pride 
And  every  outward  charm  befide 
The  moment  that  they  heard  his  tongue. 
With  various  righteous  graces  fill'd, 
By  the  good  fifterhood  inftiil'd, 
Th'  illuftrious  bird  his  fpeech  began, 
At  every  turn  allufions  new, 
Conceptions  fine,  and  doctrines  true, 


i  In  ftreams  of  honey'd  language  ran/ 
But  what  was  fingularly  new, 
In  this  uncommon  gift  of  fpeech, 
And  fcarce  will  be  reputed  true, 
Not  any  whilft  they  heard  him  preach, 
Did  ever  feel  (his  powers  were  fuch) 
Ecclefiaftic  lethargy, 
From  foporific  fan&ity ; 
What  orator  can  boaft  as  much  ? 
Much  was  he  prais'd  and  much  carrefs'd, 
Whilft  he,  familianz'd  to  fame, 
Convinc'd  'twas  only  a  mere  name, 
His  head  on  his  proje&ed  breaft 
With  prieftly  gentlenefs  reclin'd, 
And  always  modeftly  exprefs'd 
The  inward  triumph  of  his  mind. 
When  he  had  utter'd  to  the  crowd 
His  treafurd  fcientific  ftore, 
He  mutter'd  fomething  not  aloud, 
And  funk  in  cadence  more  and  more, 
Till,  with  an  afpedl  fandtified, 
At  laft  in  filence  down  he  fat, 
And  left  his  audience  edified    * 
On  what  had  pafs'd  to  ruminate. 
Thefe  eloquent  harangues  would  flow 
With  choice  of  fweeteft  phrafes  fraught 
Except  a  trifling  word  or  fo, 
Which  accidentally  he  caught, 
Of  fcandal,  at  the  grate  below, 
Or  fome  fmall  fyllable  of  hafte, 
Which  gentle  nuns  will,  by  the  bye, 
At  one  another  fometimes  caft, 
When  none  but  holy  ears  are  nigh. 

Thus  liv'd  in  this  delightful  cage, 
As  faint,  as  mafter,  or  as  fage, 
Good  father  Ver-Vert,  dear  to  more 
Than  of  vail'd  riebes  half  a  fcore, 
As  any  cloifter'd  monk  as  fat, 
As  reverend  too  in  holy  ftate, 
Learn'd  as  an  abbe  town  approv'd, 
And  fair  as  youths  by  brides  carrefs'd, 
For  lovely  he  was  always  lov'd, 
Pcrfutn'd,  well-bred,  in  fafhion  drefs'd  ; 
In  fhort,  had  he  not  hapleis  rov'd 
To  fee  the  world  completely  blefs'd. 

But  foon  the  fatal  moments  cauie 
Of  ever-mournful  memory, 
Dcftruclive  to  our  hero's  fame.     . 
Voyage  of  crimes  and  mifery, 
Of  fad  remorfe  and  endlefs  fhame  ! 
Would  forefight  in  a  former  age 
Had  torn  it  from  th'  hiftoric  page  ! 
Ah  !  what  a  dangerous  good  at  beft 
Is  the  poffeffion  of  renown ! 
Obfcunty  is  fooner  bleft, 
From  his  fad  fate  it  will  be  fhown ; 
Too  much  fuccefs  aud  brillant  parts 
Have  often  ruin'd  virtuous  hearts. 

Thy  talents,  Ver-Vert,  and  thy  name,- 
To  thefe  lone  walls  were  not  confin'd ; 
As  far  as  Nants  the  voice  of  fame 
Proclaim'd  th'  endowments  of  thy  mind- 
At  Nants,  'ti»  known,  the  vifitation 
Of  reverend  fifters  has  a  fold, 
Who  there,  as  elfe where  through  the  nation, 
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Know  firft  whate'er  by  fame  is  told. 
With  other  ncw«,  each  holy  dame, 
This  parrot's  merit  having  heard, 
Had  longings  to  behold  the  bird. 
A  lay-maid's  wifh  is  like  a  flame ; 
But,  when  a  nun  has  fuch  defire, 
'Tis  fifty  times  a  fiercer  fire. 
Their  curious  hearts  already  burn'd, 
Their  thoughts  to  diftant  Nevers  flew, 
And  many  a  holy  head  was  turn'd, 
The  feather'd  prodigy  to  view. 
Immediately  upon  the  fpot 
To  the  good  abbefs  of  the  place 
A  female  fecretary  wrote, 
Eefeeching  her  to  have  the  grace 
To  Natits,  by  water  down  the  Loire, 
To  fend  the  bird  fo  fam'd  for  fenfe, 
That  all  the  female  Nantine  choir 
Might  hear  and  fee  his  excellence. 

The  letter  goes :  all  queftien,  when 
The  bearer  will  return  again  ? 
'Twill  be  eleven  days  at  leaft, 
An  age  to  any  female  bread  '. 
They  fend  each  day  frefh  invitation, 
Depriv'd  of  fleep  through  expectation.          * 

Howe'er  at  length  to  Nevers  came 
This  letter  of  importance  great. 
At  once  the  convent's  in  a  flame 
And  tht-  whole  chapter's  fummon'd  ftraif. 
*'  Lofe  Ver-Vert !  heaven !  lend  rather  death  ! 
"  What  comfort  will  with  us  be  left, 
**  Thefe  iolitary  towers  beneath, 
"  When  of  the  darling  bird  bereft?" 
Thus  fpoke  the  nuns  of  blooming  years, 
\Vhofe  hearts,  fatigued  with  holy  leifure, 
Preferr'd  to  penance  and  to  tears 
Soft  fentiments  of  harmlefs  pleafure. 
In  truth,  a  holy  flock,  at  leaft, 
So  clofe  confin'd,  might  fairly  claim 
To  be  by  one  poor  bird  cartfs  d, 
Since  there  no  other  [  arrot  came 
Fledg'd  or  unfledg'd  to  cheer  their  neft. 
Yet  'twas  the  opinion  of  the  dames 
Who,  by  their  age  Superior,  fat 
Rulers  in  fenatorial  ftate, 
Whofe  hearts  refifted  paffion's  flames, 
That,  for  a  fortnight's  fpace  or  fo, 
Their  dear  difciple  ftrair  fliould  go ; 
For,  prudence  overwtighing  love, 
Th'  infatuated  ftate  decreed 
A  ftubborn  negative  might  prove 
The  caufe  of  mutual  hate,  and  breed 
For  ever  after  much  bad  blood 
Twist  theirs  and  Nants's  fifterhood. 

Soon  as  the  ladies,  in  conclufion, 
O'  th'  upper  houfe  the  bill  had  pafs'd, 
The  commons  were  in  great  confulion ; 
Young  Seraphina  cry'd  in  hafte, 
*'  -Ah  i  what  a  facrifice  they  make  ! 
"  And  is  it  true  confent  they  give  ? 
"  Fate  from  us  nothing  more  can  take  ! 
•'  How,  Ver-Vert  leave  us,  and  we  live  !'* 
Another,  though  reputed  fage, 
Grew  pale  at  what  fhe  heard  them  fayj 
iNo  council  could  her  grief  affwage, 
"3 


She  trembled,  wept,  and  fwoon'd  away. 

All  mourn'd  departing  Ver- Vert's  fate, 

Prefaging,  from  I  know  not  what, 

This  tour  would  prove  unfortunate. 

in  horrid  dreams  the  night  they  fpent, 

The  morn  redoubled  horrors  fent. 

Too  vain  regret !  the  mournful  hour 

Already's  come,  within  their  view 

The  boat  is  waiting  at  the  fhore, 

The  fates  command  to  bid  adieu, 

And  to  his  abfence,  for  a  while, 

Their  throbbing  bofoms  reconcile* 

Already  every  fifter  pin'd 

Like  the  fcft  turtle  of  the  grove, 

To  grief  before-hand  felf-refign'd 

For  the  lone  hours  of  widow'd  love. 

What  tender  kiffes  were  beftow'd 

On  Ver-Vert  leaving  this  abode  ! 

What  briny  ftreams  of  forrow  flow'd  5 

The  nearer  his  departure  drew 

They  doated  on  him  more  and  more, 

And  found  each  moment  genius  new 

And  beauties  never  feen  before. 

At  length  he  leaves  their  wifhful  eyes, 

Love  with  him  from  the  convent  flies. 

"  Ah  !  go,  my  child;  my  deareft,  hafte, 

"  Where  honour  calls  thee  from  my  arms£ 

"  But,  O  !  return,  thy  exile  pail, 

"  For  ever  true,  and  full  of  charms! 

"  May  zephyrs  with  their  airy  plumes 

"   Waft  thee  fecurely  on  thy  way  ! 

"   Whilft  I,  amidll  thefe  dreary  tomba 

"  In  anguilh  waftc  the  tardy  day. 

"  And  ladly  folitary  mourn 

"   Uncomforted  till  thy  return. 

"  O  Ver-Vert,  dearelt  foul !  adieu  ; 

4t    And,  whilft  thy  journey  happy  prove*, 

"   May  all,  thy  beauteous  form  who  view, 

**  Think  thee  the  eldeft  of  the  loves !" 

Such  were  the  words  and  parting  fcene 

Of  one  young  lately  vailed  fair, 

Who  oft,  fo  difiipate  chagrin, 

In  bed  made  many  a  fervent  prayer, 

Learnt  from  the  manual  of  Racine ; 

And  who  with  all  her  heart,  no  doubt, 

Would,  for  fweet  Ver- Vert's  company, 

Have  left  the  holy  monaftery, 

A  follow'd  him  the  world  throughout. 

But  now  the  droll  is  put  on  board, 
At  prefent  virtuous  and  fincere, 
And  modeft  too  in  deed  and  word  : 
O  !  may  his  bofom  every  where, 
By  prudence  guarded,  ftill  retain 
That  worth,  and  bring  it  home  again] 
Be  that  however  as  it  may, 
The  boat's  already  on  its  way ; 
The  noife  of  waves  beneath  the  prow 
Re-echoes  in  the  air  above'; 
The  zephyrs  favourably  blow, 
And  Nevers  backwards  feems  to  move 

CANTO  III. 

IN  the  fame  paffage-boat,  that  bore 
This  bird  of  hclinefg  from  fhore. 
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There  happened  the  fame  time  to  fail 

Two  nymphs  of  conftittuion  frail, 

A  nurfe  loquacious,  two  Gaicoons, 

A  vagrant  monk,  and  three  dragoons, 

Which .  for  a  yourh  of  piety, 

Was  worftiipful  fociety ! 

Ver-Vert,  unpra&is'd  in  their  ways, 

As  folks  in  foreign  countries  do, 

Stood  filcntly  in  fix'd  amaze  ; 

Their  thoughts  and  language  both  were  new. 

The  ftyle  he  did  not  underftand ; 

It  was  not,  like  the  fcriptures,  phras'd 

Iu  dialedt  ot  holy  land, 

With  facred  eaftern  figures  rais'd"; 

Nor  that,  in  which  the  veftal  band 

Of  nuns  their  Maker  pray'd  and  prais'd ; 

But  full  i  f,  what  the  bird  furpris'd, 

Big  v/nrds  net  over  Chriftianiz'd  ; 

For  the  drag<  ons,  a  wordy  race 

Not  burden'd  with  religious  grace, 

Spoke  fluently  the  imler's  tongue, 

Saint  Bacchns  only  they  acior'd, 

To  whom  libations  oft  they  pour'd 

For  paftime  as  they  faii'd  along; 

The  G  .1'coorw  and  the  female  three 

ConverVd  in  idioms  which  belong 

To  Ve.nus's  jrreac  myitcry; 

On  t'other  hand  the  faiiors  fwore, 

Cur«'d,  and  bhfphem'd  each  heavenly  power, 

Whofe  voices,  not  in  flowers  of  fpeech, 

But  words  fcworous  us'd  to  deal, 

Roundly  articui-iteti  each. 

Nor  loft  the  ihaiJlrft,  fyllable. 

In  this  variety  o*'  found 

And  unintelligible  prate, 

Ver-Vtrt,  iururis'd  ar  ail  around, 

Sad,  fiient,  ar-.vi  env>arrafs'd  fat ; 

He  fear'd  his  ignorance  to  betray, 

And  knew  not  what  to  think  or  fay. 

The  monk,  to  farisfy  the  crowd 
Who  long'd  to  hear  his  thoughts  aloud, 
To  talk  the  penfive  ftranger  prefs'd; 
The  girls  in  words  too  debonnair, 
Unus'd  at  penance,  or  in  prayer, 
The  melancholy  bird  curefs'd  : 
Here  by  the  fex  he  Ir.v'd  odd-efs'd 
,  The  parrot  (whilft  .his  look  benign 
With  ufual  light  reiigiousglifters) 
In  facred  fighs  and  nunnery  *hine 
Anfwers,  God  fave  you,  holy  fitter* ! 
At  thi=  God  fave  you,  we'll  fuppofe, 
An  univerfal  laugh  arofe  : 
In  ridicule  the  words  aloud 
Were  echo'd  through  the  noify  crowd. 
Thus  mock'd,  abalh'd  the  novice  ftood, 
And  inly  chew'd,  the  mental  cud. 
He  found  what  he  had  (aid  was  wrong, 
And  law  'twas  needful  to  endeavour 
To  fpeak  the  language  of  the  throng, 
If  e'er  he  hop'd  to  gain  their  favour  I 
His  h^art,  by  nature  fond  of  praife, 
Which  had  been  nourifh'd  all  his  days, 
Till  then,  with  flattery's  incenfe  full, 
Now  could,  alas !  fuftain  no  more 
Of  conftancy  the  modeft  power 


Againft  th'  affaults  of  ridicule ; 
Here  firft,  by  four  impatience  crofsM 
Ver-Vert  hi?  innocency  loft 
From  thence  he  pour'd  ungrateful  curfe* 
Againft  the  nuns  hir;  former  nurfes, 
Who  never  had  adorn'd  his  mind, 
Carelefs  of  literary  merit, 
With  language  copious  and  refin'd, 
Replere  with  elegance  and  fpirit. 
T'  acquire  this  great  accomplifhment 
Each  earned  faculty  he  bent, 
And  though  his  prudent  tongue  lay  ftill, 
His  foul  of  thinking  had  its  fill. 
But  firft  the  bird  refolv'd,  in  pet, 
All  the  old  gew-gaws  to  forget 
Which  hitherto  compos'd  his  creed, 
That  new  ideas  might  fncceed. 
In  two  days,  by  ftri6l  computation, 
All  former  knowledge  he  expell'd ; 
So  much  the  prefent  conversation 
The  convent  dialed:  excell'd. 
This  firft  ftep  made,  within  a  trice, 
The  truly  doqile  animal 
(Young  minds  too  foon  are  fkill'd  in  vice)  ! 
In  ribaldry  was  clerical, 
And  quickly  learnt  to  curfe  and  fwear, 
As  faft  as  an  old  devil  would  chatter, 
Bound  down  by  chains  of  myftic  prayer. 
Beneath  a  pot  of  holy  water. 
His  practice  contradicted  plain 
A  maxim  which  old  books  maintain, 
That  none  to  heinous  crimes  can  leap 
At  firft,  but  progrefs  ftep  by  ftep  ; 
For  he  at  once  without  degree 
Was  tlo&or  in  iniquity. 
He  learnt  by  heart  the  alphabet 
Of  watermen,  the  Loire  along, 
And  when,  in  any  ftormy  fit, 
And  oath  elcap'd  a  failor's  tongue; 
Ver-Vert,  emphatically  plain, 
Re-echo'd  damn  you  back  again. 
On  this,  applauded  by  the  crew, 
Proudly  content  -with  what  had  paft, 
Solicitous  he  daily  g'-'w, 
The  ibameful  honour  to  purfue 
Of  pleafiug  their  corrupted  tafte'; 
And,  fooij  degrading  to  rheir  bent 
His  generous  organ  of  difcoarfe, 
Became  profanely  eluquent. 
Ah  !   why  fhould  bad  examples  force 
A  youthful  heart,  born  free  from  evils, 
From  heaven's  allegiance  to  the  devil's, 
Ye  nymphs  of  Nevers'  o-nvent  chafte, 
What  did  you  in  your  cloifter'd  cells, 
Where  penfive  melancholy  dwells, 
Whilft  thefe  unlucky  moments  pafs'd  i 
In  that  fad  interval,  no  doubt, 
Nine  days  you  fpent  in  prayers  devout, 
Petitioning  kind  Heaven  to  give 
A  happy  juurmy  home  &gain 
To  the  moft  thanklefs  foul  alive, 
Who,  quite  regardlefs  of  your  pain, 
Abroad  engag'd  in  plcafures  new, 
Spent  not  a  fingle  thought  on  you. 
The  yawning  band  of  tedioufncfa, 
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The  convent  round  befieg'd  each  gatej 
And  fpleen,  in  fanciful  diftrefs, 
Sat  fullen  ar  the  gloomy  grate; 
Nay,  what  the  fex  fhuns  every  where, 
Silence  herfelf  came  almoft  there. 
Ah  !  ceafe  your  vows,  for  Ver- Vert's  grown 
Unworthy  of  your  lavifh  loves ; 
Ver-Vcrt  no  longer  will  be  known 
By  heart  as  fpotlels  as  the  dove's, 
By  temper  foftcr  than  the  down, 
By  fervency  of  foul  in  prayer ; 
Oh  !  muft  the  mufe  the  truth  declare  ? 
A  very  wretched  profligate , 
A  fcoffer  of  his  ancient  home, 
Blafphemer  of  your  holy  (late, 
And  l'iofe  apoftate  he's  become; 
What  you  fuch  care  and  labour  coft, 
Among  the  winds  and  waves  is  loft. 
The:;,  fair  ones,  fondly  boaft  no  more 
His  fcience  and  his  docile  foul, 
Genius  is  vain,  and  learning's  (tore, 
If  virtue  governs  not  the  whole. 
Forget  him  quite  ,  the  (hamcfui  wretch 
His  heart  has  tainted  with  pollution, 
And  given  up  all  thofe  powers  of  fpeech 
And  mighty  parts  to  proftitution. 

But  now  to  Nants,  the  boat's  laft  ftation, 
Our  hero  and  his  friend^  draw  nigh, 
Where  through  impatient  expectation 
The  holy  fitters  almoft  die  : 
For  their  defines  the  rifing  fun 
Begins  his  daily  coijrfe  too  late; 
Too  flow  his  fiery  courfers  run, 
To  gain  at  eve  the  weftern  gate. 
The  flatterer  hope,  in  this  fufpenfe, 
For  ever  artful  to  deceive, 
PrormYd  a  prodigy  to  .give 
Of  genius,  dignity,  and  fenfe; 
A  parrot  highly-born  and  bred, 
Poffefs'd  of  noble  fentiments, 
Perfuafive  tongue,  difcern ing  head; 
In  fr.ort,  with  all  accomplifhments ; 
But  O  !  I  memion  it  with  pain, 
Thefe  expectations  all  were  vain  ! 

At  length  the  veflel  reaches  land, 
Where  au  old  folemn  fitter  fat, 
Con^miffion'd  by  the  facred  band 
Th'  arrival  of  the  bird  to  wait; 
Who,  on  that  errand  daily  fent, 
E'er  fince  the  firft  v-piftle  went, 
At  firft  approach  of  rifing  day 
Her  wandering  eyes  iaipatLnt  caft, 
Which  ftem'd,  along  the  watery  watte, 
To  waft  our  hero  on  his  way. 
The  fly  bird  had  no  fooner  feen 
The  nun.  near  whom  lie  difembark'd, 
But  ftrait  he  knew  her  by  the  mien 
And  eyes  with  holy  prudery  mark'd, 
By  the  white  gloves  and  languid  tone, 
The  vail,  and  linfey-wovufey  veft, 
And,  what  would  have  fuffic'd  alone, 
The  little  crofs  upor:  her  breaft. 
He  (budder'd  at  th'  approaching  evil, 
And  (oidier-)ike,  we  may  conclude, 
Siocerely  wilh'd  her  at  the  devil  j 


Preferring  much  the  brotherhood 

Of  the  dragoons,  who  fpoke  out  plain, 

Whofe  dialed  he  imderftood, 

Than  to  return  to  learn  again 

Prayers  ftuff'd  with  many  a  holy  notion, 

And  ceremonials  of  devotion  : 

But  the  vex'd  droll,  by  force,  was  fated 

To  be  conduced  where  he  hated. 

The  careful  carrier  held  her  prize 

In  fpite  of  all  his  rueful  cries; 

Though  much  he  bit  her,  by  the  way, 

Upon  her  arms,  her  neck,  and  face, 

And  in  his  anger,  as  they  fay, 

Would  not  have  fcrupled  any  place. 

At  laft,  howe'er,  with  much  ado, 

She  brought  him  fate  to  facred  ground; 

Ver-Vert's  announc'd  ;  the  rumour  flew 

Swift  as  the  wind  the  convent  round. 

The  bell  proclaims  the  welcome  morn  : 

Strait  from  the  choir  each  fifttr  fprings, 

And  to  the  common  parlour's  borne 

On  expectation's  eager  wings. 

All  crowd  this  wonder  to  behold 

With  longings  truly  female  fir'd ; 

Nay  ev'n  the  feeble  and  the  old 

With  youth's  warm  thoughts  are  reiafpirM  ; 

Whilft  each,  regard lefs  of  her  years, 

For  fpeed  forgets  the  load  fhe  bears ; 

And  mother  Agnes,  near  fourfcore, 

Now  runs,  who  never  ran  before 

CANTO  IV. 

AT  length  expos' d  to  public  view, 

His  figure  was  by  all  admir'd ; 

Charm'd  with  a  fight  fo  fair  and  new, 

Their  eager  eyes  were  never  tir'd : 

Their  tafte  beyond  difpute  was  true  ; 

For  though  the  rogue  had  fwerv'd  from  duty, 

He  had  not  loft  one  jot  of  beauty, 

And  the  camp  mien  and  rakifh  ftare 

Iniprov'd  it  with  an  eafy  air. 

Why,  heaven,  fhould  charms.attra&ive  glow, 

Brilliant  around  afonof  fin^ 

Rather  deformity  fhould  (how 

The  badnefs  of  the  heart  within. 

To  praife  his  looks  and  lovely  feather 

Our  fitters  babbled  fo  together, 

Unheard,  it  would  have  been  no  wonder, 

If  Heaven  had  roll'd  its  loudeft  thunder  : 

Meanwhile  unmov'd  th'  apoftate  bird 

Deign'd  not  to  (peak  one  pious  word, 

But  like  a  lufty  Carmelite, 

Roii'd  his  lafcivious  eyes  about. 

This  gave  offence  .  fo  lewd  a  fight 

Was  (hocking  to  the  band  devout. 

Next,  when  the  mother  abbefs  came, 

With  an  authoritative  look, 

The  feather'd  libertine  io  blame, 

Contemptuoufly  his  tail  he  (hook ; 

And,  not  maturely  having  weigh'd 

The  horror  of  the  words  he  laid, 

Replied,  in  military  phrafe, 

"   What  damn'd  fools  nuns  are  now-a-days  !'' 

Our  hiftory  notes,  that  on  the  way, 

Thefe  words  he'd  heard  the  failors  fay. 


•ft* 
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At  this,  with  looks  demure,  another 
The  holy  fifterhood  among, 
(Willing  to  make  him  hold  his  tongue) 
Cry'd,  "  Fie  !  for  fhanie  my  deareft  brother ! 
For  thanks  this  dearefl  brother  fwore, 
And  us'd  fagacioufly  enough, 
One  fyllable  that  rhymes  to  more, 
'Gainft  which  few  female  ears  are  proof. 
"  Jefu  .'  good  mother,  Ihe  exclaim'd, 
"  This  is  fome  wicked  witch,  'tis  clear ; 
"  And  not  the  bird  of  Nevers  fam'd, 
w  To  friends  of  our  religion  dear!" 
Here,  futler-like,  he  cry'd  aloud 
"  The  devil  feize  this  noify  crowd ! 
By  turns  each  fitter  did  effay 
To  curb  the  feather'd  grenadier; 
And  each  as  faft  was  fent  away 
With  fomething  buzzing  in  her  ear ; 
For,  laughing  at  the  younger  tribe, 
He  mimick'd  their  loquacious  rage  ; 
And,  dill  more  freely  to  defcribe 
The  dull  grimace  of  fcolding  age, 
He  ridicul'd  the  dying  clofes 
Of  precepts  fnuffled  through  their  nofes. 
But,  what  was  worfe  than  all  the  reft, 
By  thefe  dull  fermons  much  opprefs'd, 
And  with  unvented  choJer  fwelling, 
He  thunder'd  out  each  horrid  word, 
The  very  tara  in  rioife  excelling, 
Which  on  the  river  he  had  heard ; 
Curling  and  fwearing  all  along, 
Invoking  every  pow'r  of  hell, 
Whilft  B's  redundant  from  his  tongue, 
And  F's  emphatically  fell. 
The  fenfe  6f  what  they  heard  him  fpeak 
The  younger  fitters  could  not  tell ; 
For  they  believ'd  his  language  Greek. 
Next  he  came  out  with,  blood  !  and  zounds  ! 
Damnation, — brimftone, — fire, — and  thunder  ! 
The  grate,  at  thefe  terrific  founds 
_    Trembling,  is  almoft  fplit  afunder ; 
And  the  good  nuns  in  fpeechlefs  fright, 
Croffing  their  throbbing  bofoms,  fly 
Each  to  her  cell  remote  from  light, 
Thinking  the  day  of  judgment  nigh. 
Wide  opening  her  fepulchral  jaws, 
One  ancient  fitter  whines,  "  What  evil 
"  Have  we  defign'd,  good  Heaven,  that  draws 
"  Upon  us  this  incarnate  devil  ? 
"  By  what  incentive  is  he  mov'd 
"  So  like  the  damn'd  below  to  fvvear  ? 
"  Is  this  that  Ver-Vert  fo  approv'd  ? 
<{  Are  thefe  his  faculties  fo  rare  ? 
*'  But  let  us  without  farther  pain 
"  Send  back  the  profligate  again." 
"  Mother  of  God  !'*  another  cries, 
cc  What  horrors  are  before  our' eyes  ! 
*'  In  Never's  confecrated  dome 
"  Is  this  the  language  veftals  fpeak  ? 
"  Is  all  their  youth  taught  thus  at  home  ? 
"  Home  with  the  hateful  heretic  ! 
*'   For,  if  he  enters,  we  fhall  dwell 
f{  In  league  with  ail  the  fiends  of  hell.'* 

In  fine,  his  freedom  Ver-Vert  loft ; 
And  'twas  ttjiolv'd,  without  delay,. 
*To  fend  the  wretch  cag'd-up  away, 


This  end  our  pilgrim  wifli'd  the  moft  : 

Howe'er,  in  form,  he's  cited  firft, 

Arraign'd,  deteftable  declar'd, 

Convicted  by  the  court,  accurft, 

And  from  each  charity  debarr'd, 

For  having  wickedly  afiail'd 

The  virtue  of  the  fitters  veil'd. 

All  fign  the  fentence,  yet  bemoan 

The  objedl  it's  inflicted  on ; 

For  pity  'tis,  ere  full  age  blooms, 

To  find  depravity  fo  foul, 

Or  that,  beneath  fuch  beauteous  plumes, 

A  debauchee's  corrupted  foul, 

The  Pagan  manners  of  a  Turk, 

And  tongue  of  Infidel,  fhould  lurk. 

In  fhort,  his  old  condu&refs  bore 

The  banifh'd  culprit  to  the  port ; 

But  in  returning,  as  before, 

He  never  bit  our  fitter  for't ; 

For  joyfully  he  left  the  fliore, 

And  in  a  tilt-boat  home  returned, 

Where  Nevers'  nuns  his  abfence  mourn 'cL 

Such  was  the  Iliad  of  his  woes  ! 
But  ah  !  what  unexpected  mourning, 
What  clamour  and  defpair  arofe, 
When,  to  his  former  friends  returning, 
He  fhock'd  them  with  a  repetition 
Of  his  late  verbal  acquifition  ! 
What  could  tb/  affliaed  fitters  do  ? 
With  eyes  in  tears,  and  hearts  in  trouble, 
Nine  venerable  nuns,  for  woe 
Each  in  a  vail  funereal  double, 
Into  the  feat  of  judgment  go, 
Who,  in  their  wrinkled  fronts,  refembled 
Nine  ages  in  a  court  afiembled. 
There,  without  hopes  of  happy  ending, 
Depriv'd  of  all  to  plead  his.caufe 
On  whom  there  was  the  leaft  spending, 
Poor  Ver-Vert  fat,  unfkill'd  in' laws, 
Chain'd  to  his  cage,  in  open  court, 
And  ftript  of  g'ory  and  fupport. 
To  condemnation  they  proceed  ; 
Two  Sibyls  fentence  him  to  bleed; 
Twas  voted  by  two  fitters  more; 
Not  fo  religioufly  inhuman, 
To  fend  him  to  that  Indian  fhore, 
Unknown  to  any  Chriftian  woman, 
That  confcience  might  his  bolom  gore, 
And  yield  him  up  a  prey  to  death, 
Where  firft,  with  Brachmen,  he  drew  breath 
But  the  five  others  all  according 
In  leffer  punifhments  awarding, 
For  penance,  two  long  months  conclude 
That  he  fhould  pafs  in  abftinence, 
Three  more  in  difmal  folitude, 
And  four  in  fpeechlefs  penitence ; 
During  which  fealbn  they  preclude 
Bifcuits  and  fruits,  the  toilette's  treafnres : 
Alcoves  and  walks,  thofe  convent  pleaiures. 
Nor  was  this  all ;  for,  to  complete 
His  miferable  fituation, 
They  gave  him,  in  his  fad  retreat, 
For  jailer,  guard,  and  converfktion, 
A  ttale  lay-fitter,  or  much  rather 
An  old  vail'd  ape,  all  {kin  and  bone, 
Or,  cover'd  o'er  with  wrinkled  leathe^ 
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A  vralking  female  flceleton; 

An  object  proper,  ro  fall'n  glory, 

To  cry  aloud,  memento  mart. 

Spite  of  thi>  dragon's  watchful  foul, 

The  younger  nuns-  would  often  go, 

With  looks  of  piry  to  condole ; 

Which  ev'n  in  exile  foften'd  woe. 

Nay  fome,  from  morning  prayers  returning, 

With  nuts  and  candied  a  monds  came; 

But  ro  a  v/retch  in  prifon  mourning 

Weeds  and  ambrofia  were  the  fame. 

Taught  by  misfortune's  found  tuition, 

Cloth'd  with  difgrace,  and  (lung  with  pain, 

Or  fick  of  that  old  fcare-crow  vifion, 

The  bird  became  in  pure  contrition 

Acquainted  with  himfelf  again  : 

Forgetting  his  belov'd  dragoon*, 

And  quite  according  with  the  nuns 

In  one  continued  unifon 

Of  air,  of  manners,  and  of  tone ; 

N"  fleck  prebendal  prieft  could  be 

More  thoroughly  devout  than  he. 

When  this  converfion  was  related, 

Thr  gray  divan  at  once  awarded 

His  banifliment  mould  be  abated, 

And  farther  vengeance  quite  ctifcardcd'. 

There  the  bled  day  of  his  recal 

Is  annually  a  fedival, 

Whofe  filken  moments  white  and  even, 

Spun  by  the  hands  of  fmiling  love, 

Whiltt  all  th'  attendant  fates  approve, 

To  foft  delights  are  ever  given. 

How  foort's  the  date  of  human  pleafure  ! 
How  falfe  of  happineis  the  me«fure  ! 
The  dormitory,  ftrew'd  with  flowers, 
Short  prayer,  rejoicing,  fong,  and  feaft, 
Sweet  tumult,  freedom,  thoughtlefs  hours, 
Their  amiable  zeal  exprefs'd, 
And  not  a  fingle  fign  of  forrow 
The  woes  predicted  of  to-morrow. 
But,  O  !  what  favours  mifappiied 
Our  holy  Gderhood  beftow'd  ! 
From  abftinence's  fhallow  tide 
Into  a  dream  that  overflow*d 
With  fweets,  fo  long  debarr'd  from  tailing, 
Poor  Ver-Vert  too  abruptly  hading, 
(His  fkin  with  fugar  being  waded, 
With  liquid  fires  his  entrails  burn'd) 
Beheld  at  once  his  rofes  faded 
And  to  funereal  cyprefs  turn'd. 
The  nuns  endeavour'd,  but  in  vain, 
His  fleeting  ipirit  to  detain  ; 
But  fweet  excefs  had  haften'd  fate ; 
And,  whiift  around  the  fair- ones  cry'd, 
Of  love  a  victim  fortunate 
In  pleafurc's  downy  bread  he  died. 
His  dyinjr  words  their  bofoms  fir'd, 
And  will  for  ever  be  admir'd. 

VOL.  X. 


Venus  herfelf  his  eye-lids  clos'd, 

Ana  in  Elyfium  piac'd  his  fhade, 

Where  hero-parrots  fafe  rcpos'd 

In  almond  groves  that  nevt  r  fade, 

Near  him,  whofe  fate  and  fluent  tongue* 

Corinna's  lover  wept  and  fung. 

What  tongue  fufficicntly  can  t- 11 
How  much  bemoan'd  our  hero  fell ! 
The  nun,  whole  office  'twas,  invited 
The  bearers  to  th'  illudtiou>  dead; 
And  letters  circular  indited, 
lu  which  this  mournful  tale  I  read. 
Bur,  to  tianfmir  his  image  down 
To  generations  yet  unknown, 
A  painter,  who  each  beauty  knew, 
His  portraiture  from  nature  drew  ; 
And  many  a  hand,  guided  by  L  vc, 
O'er  the  dretch'd  fampler's  canvas  plain, 
In  broidery's  various  colours  drove 
To  raife  his  form  to  life  again  ; 
Whild  grief,  t'  affift  each  artift,  came 
An-1  painted  tears  around  the  frame. 
4.11  rites  funereal  t'icy  bedow'd, 
Which  erd  to  birds  of  high  renown 
The  band  of  Helicon  allow'd, 
When  from  the  body  life  wa>  flown. 
Beneath  a  verdant  myrtle's  made, 
Which  o'er  the  maufoieum  fpread, 
A  fmall  farcophatu-  was  laid, 
i'o  ke.p  the  adits  of  the  dead. 
On  por  hyry  grav'd  in  characters 
Of  gold,  with  fculptur'd  garlands  grac'd, 
Thefe  lines,  exciting  pity's  tears, 
Our  convent  Artemifus  plac'd. 

"  Ye  novice  nuns,  who  to  this  grove  repair, 

"  To  chat  by  dealch,  unaw'd  by  age's*  frown; 
"  Your  tongues  one  moment,  if  you  can,  for- 

"  bear, 

"  Till  the  fad  tale  of  our  afHi&ion's  known. 
"  If  'tis  too  much  that  organ  to  redrain, 

"  Ufe  it  to  fpeak  vyhat  anguifh  death  im-. 

"  parts : 

"  One  line  this  caufe  for  forrow  will  explain; 
"  Here  VER-VERT  lies  ;  and  here  lie  all  oup 
"  hearts." 

'Tis  faid  however  (to  purfae 

My  dory  but  a  word  or  two) 

The  foul  of  Ver-Vert  is  not  pent 

Within  th'  aforefaid  monument, 

But,  by  perrmffion  of  the  fates, 

borne  holy  fider  animates; 

And  will,  in  tranfmigration,  run 

From  time  to  time,  fr..m  nun  to  nuR3 

Tranfmittir.g  to  all  ages  hence 

In  them  his  deachlefs  eloquence* 
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Adieu,  fweet  bard!  to  each  fine  feelings  true, 

Thy  virtues  many,  and  thy  foibles  few ; 

Thofe  form'd  to  charm  cv'n  vicious  minds — and  thefc 

With  harmlefs  mirth  the  focial  foul  to  pleafe. 
Another's  woe  thy  heart  could  always  melt ; 
None  gave  more  free — for  none  more  deeply  felt* 
Sweet  bard,  adieu  !  thy  own  harmonious  lays 
Have  fculptur'd  out  thy  monument  of  praife  : 
Yes,  thefe  futvive  to  time's  remoteft  day ; 
While  drops  the  bufl,  and  boaftful  tombs  decay. 
Reader,  if  number'd  in  the  mufe's  train, 
Go,  tune  the  lyre,  and  imitate  his  ftrain  : 
But,  if  no  poet  thou,  reverfe  the  plan; 
Depart  in  peace,  and  imitate  the  man. 

IVotys  Ferfei  on  the  Death  of  Gddfmitb. 
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OLIVER  GOLDSMITH  was  the  third  fon  of  the  Rev.  Charles  Goldfmith,  and  was  born  at  Elphin,  in 
the  county  of  Rofcommon,  (according  to  his  epitaph  in  Weftminfter-Abbey,  at  Pallas,  in  the 
county  of  Longford)  in  Ireland,  in  1729.  He  was  inftrucled  in  claffical  learning  at  the  fchool 
of  Mr.  Hughes,  from  whence  he  was  removed  to  Trinity-College,  Dublin,  where  he  was  admit 
ted  an  ufher  the  nth  of  June  1744.  At  the  Univerfity,  he  exhibited  no  fpecimen  of  that  genius 
which  diilinguifhed  him  in  his  maturer  years.  On  the  ayth  of  February  1749,  O.  S.  two  years 
after  the  regular  time,  he  obtained  the  degree  of  Bachelor  of  Arts.  Intending  to  devete  himfelf 
to  the  ftudy  of  phyfic,  he  left  Dublin,  and  proceeded  to  Edinburgh,  in  1751,  where  he  continued 
till  the  beginning  of  the  1754,  when,  having  imprudently  engaged  to  pay  a  confidcrable  fum  of  mo- 
fiey  for  a  fellow- ftudent,  he  was  obliged  precipitately  to  quit  the  place.  He  made  his  efcape  as  far 
as  Sunderlandi  but  there  was  overtaken  by  the  emiffaries  of  the  law,  and  arrefted.  From  this  fitua- 
tion,  he  was  releafed  by  the  friendlhip  of  Mr.  Laughlin  Maclane  and  Dr.  Sleigh,  who  were  then  in 
the  College.  On  his  being  fet  at  liberty,  he  took  his  paffage  on  board  a  Dutch  {hip  for  Rotterdam ; 
from  whence,  after  a  ihort  ftay,  he  proceeded  to  Bruffels.  He  then  vifited  great  part  of  Flanders ; 
and,  after  paffing  fome  time  at  Strafbourg  and  Louvain,  where  he  obtained  the  degeee  of  Bachelor 
in  Phyfic,  he  accompanied  an  Engliih  gentleman  to  Geneva. 

This  tour  was  made  for  the  moft  part  on  foot.  He  had  left  England  with  little  money,  and  be 
ing  of  a  thoughtlels  difpofition,  and  at  that  time  poffefling  a  body  capable  of  fuftaining  any  fa 
tigue,  he  proceeded  refolutely  in  gratifying  his  curiofity,  by  the  fight  of  different  coantries. 

He  had  fome  knowledge  of  the  French  language  and  of  mufic ;  he  played  tolerably  well  on  the 
German  flute,  which  now  at  times  became  the  means  of  his  fubfiftence.  His  learning  procured 
him  an  hofpitable  reception  at  moft  of  the  religous  houfes  that  he  vifited,  and  his  mufic  made  him 
welcome  to  the  pealants  of  Flanders  and  Germany. 

"  Whenever  I  approached  a  peafant's  houfe  towards  night-fall,"  he  ufed  to  fay,  "  I  played  one 
of  my  merrieft  tunes,  and  that  generally  procured  me  not  only  a  lodging,  but  fubfiftence  for  the 
next  day  ;  but  in  truth  (his  conftant  expreffion),  I  muft  own,  whenever  I  attempted  to  entertain, 
perfons  of  a  higher  rank,  they  always  thought  my  performance  odious,  and  never  made  me  any 
return  for  my  endeavours  to  pleafe  them." 

On  his  arrival  at  Geneva,  he  was  recommended  as  a  proper  perfon  for  a  travelling  tutor  to  a 
young  gentleman,  who  had  been  unexpectedly  left  a  confiderable  fortune  by  the  death  of  hit 
tincle. 

This  connection  lafted  but  a  fhort  time ;  they  difagreed  in  the  fouth  of  France,  and  parted. 
Friendlefs  and  deftitute,  he  was  again  left  expofed  to  all  the  miferies  of  indigence  in  a  foreign  coun 
try.  He,  however,  bore  them  with  great  fortitude  ;  and  having  by  this  time  fatisfied  his  curiofity 
abroad,  he  bent  his  courfe  towards  England,  and  arrived  at  Dover,  the  beginning  of  the  year 
I758- 

On  his  return  he  found  himfelf  fo  poor,  that  it  was  with  difficulty  he  was  enabled  to  reach  London 
with  a  few  halfpence  only  in  his  pocket.  He  was  an  entire  ftranger,  and  without  any  recommen 
dation.  He  offered  .himfelf  to  feveral  apothecaries,  in  the  character  of  a  journeyman,  but  had  the 
mortification  to  find  every  application  without  iuccefs, 
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At  length  he  was  admitted  into  the  houfe  of  a  chemift  near  Fifli-Street-Hill,  and  was  employed 
in  his  laboratory,  until  he  difcovered  the  refidence  of  his  friend  Dr.  Sleigh,  who  patronifed  and 
fupported  him. 

"  It  was  Sunday,"  faid  Goldfmith,  cl  whea  I  paid  him  a  vifit,  and  it  is  to  be  fuppofed,  in  my 
J>eft  clothes.  Sleigh  fcarccly  knew  me. — Such  is  the  tan  tbe  unfortunate  fay  to  povtrty.  However, 
when  he  did  recollect  me,  I  found  his  heart  as  warm  as  ever ;  and  he  fhared  hi«  purfe  and  his  friend- 
fliip  with  me  during  his  continuance  in  London." 

Dr.  Sleigh  afterwards  fefled  as  a  phyllcian  at  Cork,  his  native  city,  and  was  rifing  rapidly  intf 
eminence,  when  he  wa^  cut  otf,  in  the  flower  of  his  age,  by  an  inflammatory  fever,  which  at  once 
deprived  the  world  of  a  fine  fcholar,  a  fkilful  phyfician,  tnd  an  honeft  man. 

By  the  recommendation  of  the  chemift,  who  faw  in  Goldfmith  talents  above  his  condition,  he 
foon  after  became  an  affiftant  to  Dr.  Milner,  who  kept  an  academy  at  Peckham.  He  remained  not 
long  in  this  fituation ;  but  being  introduced  to  fome  bookfellers,  he  returned  to  London,  took  a 
lodging  in  Green  -Arbour-Court,  near  the  Old  Bailey,  and  commenced  author. 

Mr.  Griffiths,  the  proprietor  of  the  "  Monthly  Review,"  gave  him  a  department  in  his  Journal, 
and  Mr.  Newbery,  the  philanthropic  bookfeller  in  St.  Paul's  Church- Yard,  gave  him  a  department 
in  the  "  Public  Ledger,"  where  he  wrote- thofe  periodical  papers,  called  Chinefe  Letters  >  which  now 
appear  in  his  works,  under  the  title  of  the  Citizen  of  tbe  World. 

His  firft  works  were  Tbe  Bee,  a  weekly  pamphlet,  and  An  Inquiry  into  tbe  Prefent  Statt  of  Polite 
Learning  fa  Europe,  published  before  the  clofe  of  the  year  1759. 

Soon  after  his  acquaintance  with  Mr.  Newbery,  for  whom  he  held  the  "  pen  of  a  ready  writer,'* 
he  removed  to  lodgings  in  Wine-Office-Court,  Fteetftreet,  where  he  finiflied  the  Vicar  cfWakefeld, 
•which  by  the  friendly  interference  of  Dr.  Johnfon,  was  fold  for  fixty  pounds,  to  difcharge  his  rent. 
"  A  fufficient  price  when  it  was  fold,"  as  he  informed  Mr.  Bofwell;  for  then  the  fame  of  Gold 
fmith  had  not  been  elevated,  as  it  afterwards  was  by  his  Traveller;  and  the  bookfeller  had  fo  faint 
hopes  of  profit  by  his  bargain,  that  he  kept  the  manufcript  by  him  a  long  time,  and  did  not  pub- 
Jifti  it  till  after  Tbe  Traveller  had  appeared.  Then  to  be  fure,  it  was  accidentally  worth  more  \ 
money." 

In  1765,  he  publifhed  The  Traveller ;  or,  a  Proffefi  of  Society,  4to,  of  which  Dr.  Johnfon  faid, 
"  There  has  not  been  fo  fine  a  poem  fince  Pope's  time."  Part  of  his  poem,  as  he  fays  in  his  dedi 
cation  to  hie  brother,  the  Rev.  Henry  Goldfmith,  was  formerly  written  to  him  from  Switzerland, 
and  contained  about  two  hundred  lines.  The  manufcript  lay  by  him  fome  years  without  any  de 
termined  idea  of  publifhing,  till  perfuaded  to  it  by  Dr.  Johnfon,  who  gave  him  fome  general' hintsr 
towards  enlarging  it;  and  ,in  particular,  as  Mr.  Bofwell  informs  us,  furnifhed  line  240, 

To  ftop  too  fearful,  and  too  faint  to  go. 
and  the  concluding  ten  lines,  except  the  laft  couplet  but  one. 

The  lifted  ax,  the  agonizing  wjieel,- 

Luke's  iron  crown,  and  Damien*»  bed  of  (leel. 

Luke,  in  the  laft  line,  ie  mentioned  by  miftake  for  George.  In  the  Refpullica  Hungarica,  there  ban 
account  of  a  defperare  rebellion  in  1514,  headed  by  two  brothers  of  the  name  of  Zeck,  George  and 
Luke.  When  it  was  quelled,  George,  not  Luke  was  punifhed,  by  his  head  being  encircled  with  a  red 
hot  iron,  corona  candefcente  firrea.  coronatur. 

This  poem  eftablifiied  his  reputation  among  the  bookfcllers,  and  introduced  him  to  the  acquaint 
ance  of  feveral  men  of  rank  and  abilities,  Lord  Nugent,  Mr.  Burke,  Sir  Joihua  Reynolds,  Dr. 
Nugent,  Topham  Beauclerc,  Mr.  Dyer,  &c.  who  took  pleafure  in  his  converfation,  and  by  turns 
laughed  at  his  blunders,  and  admired  the  {implicit?  of  the  man,  and  the  elegance  of  his  poetical 
talents. 

The  fame  year  he  pnblifhed  a  collection  of-  E/ays,  which  had  been  printed  in  the  newfpapersj 
magazines,  and  other  periodical  publications. 

lie  now  made  his  appearance  in  a  profeftienal  manner,  in  a  fcarlct  great  coat,  buttoned  cleft 
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\inder  the  chin,  a  phyfical  wig  and  cane,  as  was  the  falhion  of  the  times,  and  declined  vifiting  ma 
ny  of  thofe  public  places,  which  formerly  were  fo  convenient  to  him  in  point  of  expence,  and 
which  contributed  fo  much  to  his  amufement.  "  In  truth,"  laid  he,  "  one  facrifices  fomething  for 
the  fake  of  good  company ;  for  here  I  am  fhut  out  of  fcveral  places  where  I  ufed  to  play  the  fool 
Very  agreeably." 

In  1766,  the  Vicarof  Wakefield  appeared,  and  completely  eftablifhed  his  literary  reputation. 
Soon  after  the.publication  of  The  Traveller,  he  removed  from  Wine  Office-Court  to  the  Library 
Staircafe,  Inner- Temple,  and  at  the  fame  time  took  a  country  houfe,  in  conjunction  with  Mr. 
Bot,  an  intimate  literary  friend,  on  the  Edgware  Road,  at  the  back  of  Cannons  This  place  he  jo 
cularly  called  the  Shoemaker's  Paradife,  being  originally  built,  in  a  fantaftic  tafte,  by  one  of  the 
craft. 

Here  he  wrote  his  IJiftory  of  England,  In  aferles  of  letters  from  a  nobleman  to  bis  fan,  1  Vols.  lamo, 
a  work  generally  attributed  to  Lyttleton,  and,  wh'ich  is  rather  fingular,  never  contradicted  either 
directly  or  indirectly  by  that  nobleman  or  any  pf  his  friends.  This  book  had  a  very  rapid  fale,  and 
continues  to  be  efteemed  one  of  the  moft  ufeful  introductions  of  that  fort  to  the  ftudy  of  our  hiflory. 
His  manner  of  compiling  this  hiftory  is  thus  defcribed  by  an  intelligent  writer,  who  lived  in  the 
clofeft  habits  of  intimacy  with  him  for  the  laft  ten  years  of  his  life,  in  the  "  European  Magazine 
for  1793." 

"  He  firft  read  in  a  morning  from  Hume,  Rapin,  and  fometimes  Kennet,  as  much  as  he  deign 
ed  for  one  letter,  marking  down  the  paffages  referred  to  on  a  meet  of  paper,  with  remarks.  He 
then  rode  or  walked  out  with  a  friend  or  two,  who  he  had  conftantly  with  him,  returned  to  din 
ner,  fpent  the  day -generally  convivially,  without  much  drinking  (which  he  never  was  in  the  ha 
bit  of)  ;  and  when  he  went  up  to  bed,  took  up  his  books  and  papers  with  him,  where  he  generally 
\vrote  the  chapter,  or  the  beft  part\>f  it,  before  he  went  to  reft.  This  latter  exercife  coft  him  very  little 
trouble,  he  faid  ;  for,  haviag  all  his  materials  ready  for  him,  he  wrote  it  with  as  much  facility  as  a 
common  letter." 

«*  Of  all  his  compilation  s,"  he  ufed  to  fay,  his  tl  Sehftlon  of  Englifi  Poetry"  mowed  more  *  the 
art  of  profeffion.'  Here  he  did  nothing  but  mark  the  particular  paffages  with  a  red  lead  pencil, 
and  for  this  he  got  two  hundred  pounds;  but  then  he  ufed  to  add,  "  a  man  (hows  his  judgment  in 
thefr  Selections,  and  he  may  be  often  twenty  years  of  his  life  in  cultivating  that  judgment." 

In  1768,  he  brought  on  the  ftage  at  Covent  Garden  hi«  Good-naturtd  Man,  a  comedy  ;  which, 
though  evidently  written  by  a  fcholar  and  a  man  «f  obfervation,  did  not  pleafe  equal  to  its 
merits.  Many  parts  of  it  exhibit  the  ftrongeft  indications  of  his  comic  talents.  There 
j9,  perhaps,  no  character  on  the  ftage  more  happily  imagined  and  more  highly  finlfhed  than 
GroakeSs.  His  reading  of  the  incendiary  letter  in  the  fourth  act,  was  received  with  a  roar  of  approba 
tion.  Goldfmith  himfelf  was  fo  charmed  with  the  performance  of  Shuter  in  that  character,  that 
he  thanked  him  before  all  the  performers,  telling  him,  "  he  had  exceeded  hii  own  idea  of  the  cha 
racter,  and  that  the  fine  comic  richnefs  of  his  colouring  made  it  alrucft  appear  as  new  to  him  as  to 
any  other  perfon  m  the  houfe."  The  prologue  was  furnifhed  by  Dr.  Johnfon. 

The  injufHfiable  feverity  with  which  this  play  was  treated  by  the  town,  irritated  his  feelings 
much,  and  what  added  to  the  irritation,  was  the  very  great  fucceii  of  Kelly's  "  Falfe  Delicacy," 
which  appeared,  at  the  other  houfe,  juft  at  the  fame  time. 

Such  was  the  tafle  of  the  town  for  fentirnentai  Writing,  in  which  this  comedy  abounds,  that  it 
wa?  played  every  night  to  crowded  audiences;  ten  thoufand  copies  of  the  play  were  fold  that  fea- 
fon,  and  the  bookfellers  concerned  in  the  profits  of  it,  not  only  prcfented  Kelly  with  a  pi^ce  of 
plate,  value  20  1.,  but  gave  bim  a  public  breakfaft  at  the  Chapter  coffeehoufe. 

The  fuccefs  of  "  Falfc  Delicacy"  diffolved  the  intimacy  between  Kelly  and  Goldfinith  ;  who, 
though  the  type  of  his  own  Good-natured  Man,  in  every  other  refpcct,  yet  in  point  of  authorihip, 
and  particularly  in  poetry, 

Could  bear  no  rival  near  his  throne* 

J  E  iiij 
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Had  Kelly  bsen  content  to  keep  in  the  back  ground,  Goldfmith  would  have  ftared  his  laft  guinea 
with  him,  a/id  in  doing  it  would  have  felt  all  the  fine  influences  of  his  good-nature;  but  to  con 
tend  for  the  b<-w  ot  Uiyffes,  *  this  was  a  fault;  that  way  envy  lay." 

Goldfmith  cannot  be  acquitted  of  all  manner  of  blame  in  his  enmity  to  Kelly,  who  was  a  very 
defervirg  man,  and,  i»y  the  publication  of  his  "  Thefpis,"  '  Babbler,"  fomc  novels,  and  "  Falfe 
Delicacy,"  h ad  raifed  himfelf  much  into  public  notice ;  and  what  juftly  incrtafed  it,  was  the  con- 
fideration  of  his  doing  all  this  from  an  humble  beginning,  and  a  very  narrow  education.  He  had 
a  growing  family  too,  which  he  fupported  with  decency  and  reputation. 

Though  the  fa.-v.e  of  his  Good-natured  Man  did  not  bear  him  triumphantly  through;  yet,  by  the 
profits  of  his  nine  nights,  and  the  fale  of  the  c.»py,  he  cleared  five  hundred  pounds.  With  this, 
and  the  favings  made  by  his  compilations  of  a  Roman  Hi/lory,  in  2  vols.  8vo,  and  a  Hifory  of  Eng 
land,  in  4  vols.  8vo.  which  he  ufed  to  call  "  building  a  book  "  he  defcended  from  his  attic  ftory  in 
the  Sraircafe,  Inner- Temple,  and  purchafed  chambers  in  Brooke-Court,  Middle-Temple,  for  which 
he  gave  four  hundred  pounds.  Fhefe  he  furnifhed  rather  in  an  elegant  manner,  fluted  up  and  en 
larged  his  library,  and  commenced  quite  a  man  of  "  lettered  eafc"  and  confcquence 

About  this  time  he  was  concerned  in  a  fortnightly  publication,  called  The  Gentleman  t  yournaf, 
in  conjunction  with  Dr  Kenrick,  BickerftafF,  &c.  which  was  foon  discontinued.  When  a  friend 
was  obferving  what  an  extraordinary  fudden  death  it  had,  "  Not  at  all,  Sir,"  fays  Goldfmith,  •*  a 
very  common  cafe,  it  died  of  too  many  do&nrs." 

His  next  original  publication  was  Tht  Deferted  Pillage,  which  came  out  in  the  fpring  of  1770,  and 
had  a  very  rapid  fale.  He  received  a  hundred  pounds  for  the  copy  from  Mr.  Griffin  hi?  bookfcl- 
ler,  which  he  returned,  under  an  idea  of  its  being  too  much ;  and  his  way  of  computation  was 
this  :  "  That  it  was  near  five  {hillings  a  couplet,  which  was  more  than  any  bookfeller  could  af 
ford,  or  indeed  more  than  any  modern  poetry  was  worth."  He,  however,  loft  nothing  by  his  ge- 
nemfity,  as  the  bookfeller  paid  him  the  hundred  pounds,  which  the  rapid  fale  of  the  poem  foon  ena 
bled  him  to  do.  He  was,  by  his  own  confeffion,  four  or  five  years  collecting  materials  in  all  his 
country  excurfions  for  this  poem,  and  was  actually  engaged  in  the  conftrudtion  of  it  above  two 
years.  Dr.  Johnfon  furnifbed  the  four  laft  lines. 

The  year  following,  he  prefixed  a  Life  of  Parnell,  to  a  new  edition  of  his  "  Poems  on  Several 
Gccafions,"  by  T.  Davies,  8vo. ;  a  performance  worthy  of  Pamelas  genius  and  amiable  difp  fition. 

His  next  original  work  was  his  comedy  of  She  Stotps  to  Conquer  ,  or  the  Mijlates  of  a  Night,  which 
was  aded  at  Covent  Garden,  in  i?7»;  and,  notwithftanding  the  opinion  of  Mr.  Colman  and  fome 
ethers,  that  there  were  parts  in  it  too  farcical,  it  met  with  great  fuccefs,  and  reftored  the  public 
tafle  to  his  good  opinion.  One  of  the  meft  ludicrous  circumftances  it  contains,  that  of  the  rob 
bery,  is  borrowed  from  "  Albumazar."  The  firft  night  of  its  performance,  inftead  of  being  at 
the  theatre,  he  was  found  fauntering  between  feven  and  eight  o'clock  in  St  James's  Park ;  and  it 
was  on  the  remonftrance  of  a  friend  who  told  him  how  "  ufeful  his  prefence  might  be  in  making 
fome  fudden  alterations  which  might  be  found  neceflary  in  the  piece,"  that  he  was  prevailed  upon 
to  go  to  the  theatre.  He  entered  the  ft?ge-door,  juft  in  the  middle  of  the  5th  a&  when  there  was  a 
hifs  at  the  improbability  of  Mrs.  Hardcajlle  fuppofmg  herfelf  fifty  miles  off,  though  in  her  own 
ground,  and  near  her  own  hnufe.  «•  What's  that :"  fays  he,  terrified  at  the  found  "  Pfhaw,  Doc- 
tor,"  fays  Colman,  who  was  (landing  by  the  fide  of  the  fcene,  "  don't  be  fearful  of  fqnibs.  when 
\ve  have  been  fitting  almoft  thefe  two  hours  upon  a  barrel  of  gunpowder."  He  never  forgave 
Colman  this  reply  to  the  laft  hour  of  his  life. 

He  cleared  eight  hundred  pounds  by  this  comedy ;  but  though  this  year  was  very  fuccefsful  to 
him,  by  the  Hi/lory  of  Greece,  1  vols,  the  Life  of  btlingbroke,  prefixed  to  a  new  edition  of  the  "  Pa 
triot  King,"  and  other  publications ;  what  with  his  liberality  to  poor  authors,  Purdon,  Jack  Pil- 
kington  Dr.  Hiflfernan,  &c.  and  a  ridiculous  habit  of  gaming,  he  found  himfelf,  at  the  end  of  it, 
confiderably  in  debt.  This  he  lamented  in  fecret,  but  took  no  effectual  means  for  the  cure  of 
It. 

This  period  is  farther  remarkable  for  his  difmiffing  the  title  of  DoSlor  from  his  addrefs,  aud  cal 
ling  himfelf  Mr-  Goldlmith,.  Whether  he  had  only  then  decided  never  to  pra&ife  the  proieifio* 
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rie  was  bred  to,  or  that  he  thought  Mr.  a  more  familiar  manner  of  launching  himfelf  into  the  fa- 
fhionable  world,  which  he  was  then  vain  enough  to  affed  to  be  fond  of,  is  not  afcertained ;  this, 
however,  was  the  fad,  that  the  world  would  not  let  him  hfe  bis  degree,  but  called  him  Dofior  (though 
he  was  only  Bachelor  of  Phyfic)  to  the  end  of  his  life. 

Btfides  his  Hijiories  of  England,  of  Greece,  and  of  Rome,  he  fubmitted  to  the  drudgery  of  com 
piling  An  Hi/lory  of  tbt  Earth  and  Animated  Nature,  8  vols,  8vo,  1774,  which  procured  for  him. 
more  money  than  fame.  Juft  before  his  death,  he  had  formed  a  defign  for  executing  An  Univerfal 
Dictionary  tf  Arts  and  Sciences ;  a  plan  which  met  with  no  encouragement. 

The  poem  ot  Retaliation  was  his  laft  performance,  which  he  did  not  live  to  finifh.  It  was  writ 
ten  in  anfwer  to  certain  illiberal  attacks,  which  had  been  made  on  his  perfon,  writings,  and  dialed:, 
in  a  club  of  literary  friendb,  where  wit  is  faid  to  have  fometimes  fparkled  at  the  expence  of  good 
nature.  When  he  had  g->no  as  far  as  the  charader  of  bir  Jofhua  Reynolds,  he  read  it  in  full 
club,  where,  though  fomt  praifed  it,  and  others  feemed  highly  delighted  with  it,  they  dill  thought 
the  publication  of  it  not  altogether  fo  proper.  He  now  found  that  a  little  fparkling  of  fear  was 
not  altogether  an  unneceffary  ingredient  in  the  friendfhip  of  the  world,  and  though  he  meant  not 
immediately,  at  leaft,  to  publifh  Retaliation,  he  kept  it,  as  he  expreffed  himfelf  to  a  friend,  "  as  a 
rod  in  pickle  upon  any  future  occafion ;"  but  this  occafion  never  prefented  itfelf :  A  more  awful 
period  was  now  approaching,  "  when  kings  as  well  as  poets  ceafe  from  their  labours." 

He  had  been  for  feme  years  afflicted  with  a  ftrangury,  which,  with  the  derangement  of  his  worldly 
affairs,  br  night  on  a  kind  of  habitual  defpondency,  in  which  he  ufed  to  exprefs  "  his  great  indif 
ference  about  life-"  At  length,  in  March  1774,  being  fcized  with  a  nervous  fever,  he,  againft  the 
advic*  of  his  phyfician,  took  fo  large  a  portion  of  James's  powder,  that  it  was  fuppofed  to  have  con 
tributed  to  his  diffolution,  on  the  4th  of  April  1774,  after  an  illnefs  of  ten  days,  in  the  4jth  year 
of  his  age.  He  was  buried  in  the  Temple  Church-yard,  the  pth  of  the  fame  month.  A  pom 
pous  funeral  was  intended  ;  but  mod  of  his  friends  fent  excufes,  and  a  few  coffeehoufe  acquaint* 
ances,  rather  fuddenly  collected  together,  attended  his  remains  to  the  grave.  A  monument  has 
fince  been  ereded  to  his  memory,  in  Weilminfter  Abbey,  at  the  expence  of  the  literary  club  t» 
which  he  belonged,  with  the  following  epitaph,  written  by  Dr.  Johnfon  : 

OLIVARII  GOLDSMITH, 

Poetje,  Phyfici,  Hiftorici, 

Qui  multum  fere  feribendi  genus 

Non  tetegit, 

Nullum  quod  tetegit  non  ornavit : 
Sive  rifus  effent  movendi 

Sive  lacrymse 

Affeduum  potens  et  lenis  dominator: 

Ingenio  fublimis,  vividus,  verlatilis  ; 

Oratione  grandis,  nitidus,  venuftus  : 

Hoc  monumento  memoriam  coluit 

Sodalium  amor, 

Amico  urn  fides, 

Ledorum  veneratio. 

Natus  in  Hibernia  Formiae  Longfordienfis 
In  loco  cui  nomen  Pallas, 
Nov.  xxix.  MDCCXXXI; 
Eblanae  hteris  infiitutus ; 

Obiit  Londini 
April  iv   MDCCLXXIV. 

«  Of  poor  dear  Dr.  Goldfmith,"  Dr.  Johnfon  writes  Mr.  Eofwell,  July  4,  1774,  «  there  is  lit* 
tie  to  be  told,  more  than  the  papers  have  made  public.  He  died  of  a  fever,  made,  I  am  afraid, 
more  violent  by  uneafmefs  of  mind.  His  debts  began  to  be  heavy,  and  all  his  refources  were  cx- 
haufted.  Sir  Jofhua  [Reynolds]  is  of  opinion,  that  he  owed  no  lefs  than  two  thoufand  pounds. 
Was  ever  poet  fo  trufted  before  ?" 

His  Mifcellaneoui  E/ays  in  profe  and  verfe  were  collected  into  one  volume,  8vo,  1775.  His  Poe 
tical  and  Dramatic  Works  were  colleded,  and  printed  in  3  vols.  8vo,  1 780.  An  edition  of  his  Mifcel- 
was  printed  at  Perth,  3  vols,  8vo,  1703,  His  Tr^sllc r  and  Deferted  Village  have 
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been  frequently  reprinted,  and  with  his  Retaliation  and  other  pieces,  were  received  into  the  edition 
of  the  "  Engliih  Poets,"  1790. 

With  fome  awkward  impediments  and  peculiarities  in  his  addrefs,  perfon,  and  temper,  Gold- 
fmith  attained  a  {hare  of  literary  eminence  and  emolument,  which,  with  common  prudence,  might 
have  protected  the  remainder  of  his  life  from  the  irritating  uncertainties  of  want.  In  the  courfe 
of  fourteen  years,  the  produce  of  his  pen  is  faid  to  have  amounted  to  more  than  eight  thoufand 
pounds.  But  all  this  was  rendered  ufelefs  by  an  improvident  liberality,  which  prevented  him  from 
diftinguifhing  properly  the  objects  of  hisgenerofity,  and  an  unhappy  attachment  to  gaming,  with  the  arts 
of  which  he  was  very  little  acquainted.  He  was  fo  humane  in  his  difpofition,  that  his  laft  guinea  was 
the  general  boundary  of  his  munificence.  He  had  two  or  three  poor  authors  always  as  penfioners, 
befides  feveral  widows  and  poor  houfeheepers ;  and  when  he  had  no  money  to  give  the  latter,  he 
always  fcnt  them  away  with  ihirts  or  old  clothes,  and  fometimes  with  the  whole  contents  of  his 
breakfaft-table,  faying,  with  a  fmile  of  fatisfactlon,  after  they  were  gone,  "  Now  let  me  fuppofe,  I 
have  ate  a  heartier  breakfaft  than  ufual,  and  am  nething  out  of  pocket."  He  was  always  very 
ready  to  do  fervice  to  his  friends  and  acquaintance,  by  recommendations,  &c. ;  and  as  he  lived  lat 
terly  much  with  the  great  world,  and  was  much  refpected,  he  very  often  fucceeded,  and  felt  his 
beft  reward,  in  the  gratification  of  doing  good.  Dr.  Johnfon  knew  him  early,  and  always  fpoke 
as  refpe&fully  of  his  heart  as  of  his  talents.  Goldfmith,  in  fome  refpect,  conciliated  his  good  opi 
nion,  by  almoft  never  contradicting  him ;  and  Dr  Johnfon,  in  return,  laughed  at  his  oddities, 
which  only  ferved  as  little  foils  to  his  talents  and  moral  charailer. 

««  His  perfon,"  fays  Mr.  Bofwell,  in  his  "  Life  of  Dr.  Johnfon,"  "  was  fliort,  his  countenance 
coarfe  and  vulgar,  his  deportment  that  of  a  fcholar,  awkwardly  affecting  the  complete  gentleman. 
No  man  had  the  art  of  difplaying  with  more  advantage  as  a  writer,  whatever  literary  acquifitions 
he  made.  His  mind  refembled  a  fertile  but  thin  foil;  there  was  a  quick,  but  not  a  flrong  vegetation 
of  whatever  chanced  to  be  thrown  upon  it.  No  deep  root  could  be  ftruck.  The  oak  of  the  foreft 
did  not  grow  there ;  but  the  elegant  Jhrubbery,  and  the  fragrant  parterre  appeared  in  gay  fuccef- 
fion.  It  has  been  generally  circulated  and  believed,  that  he  was  a  mere  fool  in  converfation.  In 
allufion  to  this,  Mr.  ^Horace  Walpole,  who  admired  his  writings,  faid,  he  was  "  an  rnfpired  idiut^' 
and  Garrick  dcfcribed  him  as  one 

for  fhortnefs  call'd  Noll, 
Who  wrote  like  an  angel,  and  taik'd  like  poor  Poll. 

But  in  truth  this  has  been  greatly  exaggerated.  He  had,  no  doubt,  a  more  than  common  (hare  of 
that  hurry  of  ideas,  which  we  often-find  in  his  countrymen,  and  which  fometimes  produces  a  laugh 
able  confuiion  in  expreffing  them.  He  was  very  much  what  the  French  call  un  etourdle ;  and  from 
vanity,  and  an  eager  defire,  of  being  confpieuous  wherever  he  was,  he  frequently  talked  carelefsly, 
without  any  knowledge  of  the  fubjcct,'  or  even  without  thought.  Thofe  who  were  in  any  way  dif- 
tinguifhed,  excited  envy  in  him  to  fo  ridiculous  an  excels,  that  the  inftances  of  it  are  hardly  credi 
ble.  He,  I  am  told,  had  no  fettled  fyflem  ef  any  fort,  fo  that  his  conduct  muft.  not  be  too  ftrictly 
critjcifcd;  but  his  affections  \y«re  focial  and  generous,  and  when  he  had  money,  he  gave  it  away 
liberally.  His  deOre  of  imaginary  confequence  predominated  over  his  attention  to  truth." 

As  a  profe  writer,  Gpldfmkh  mud  be  allowed  to  have  rivalled,  and  even  exceeded  Dr.  Johnfon, 
and  his  imitator,  Dr.  Hawkefworth,  the  moft  celebrated  pfoIeflSonal  profe  writer  of  his  time. 
His  profs  may  be  regarded  as  the  model  of  perfection,  and  the  ftandard  of  our  language  ;  to  equal 
which,  the  efforts  ofmoft,  woujd  be  vain,  and  to  exceed  it,  even'  expiation,  folly. 

"  Goldfmith,"  fays  Dr.  Johnfon,*'  was  a  man  of  fuch  variety  of  powers,  and  fuch  felicity  of 
performance,  that  he  always  feemed  to  do  beft  what  he  vv?.s  doing ;  a  man  who  had  the  art  of  be 
ing  minute  without  tedioufnefs,  and  general  without  confufion  ;  whofe  language  was  copious  with 
out  exuberance,  exact  vwthout  conftraiut,  and  eafy  without  weaknefd." 

Of  his  profe  writings,  his,  Vicar  of  Wakefeld^  f-JJ'jys,  Hi/lory  of  England,  Letters  from  a  Nobleman 

to  bis  Son>  Life  of  Parti ell ',  and  Natural  Hi/l^ry,  have  obtained  moil  diftincliorr.    His  Vicar  of  Wakefald 

ratksinthe  fir.fl  clafe  of  Englifh  novels.    The  language  which  "    angels  might  have  heard,  and 
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virgins  told,"  deferves  the  higheft  praife.  If  we  do  not  always  admire  his  knowledge  or  extcnfive 
philofophy,  we  feel  the  benevolence  of  his  heart,  and  arc  charmed  with  the  purity  of  its  principles. 
If  we  do  not  follow  with  awful  reverence  the  majelty  of  his  reafon,  or  the  dignity  of  the  long-ex 
tended  period,  we  at  leaft  catch  a  pleafing  fentiment,  in  a  natural  and  unaffected  ftyle. 

His  E/ays,  originally  written  for  newfpaperc,  cannot  be  read  without  lamenting  his  fate  (the 
fate  of  haplefs  genius !)  while  fome  venal  and  ignorant  Proa  uftes  of  the  houfe  of  literature,  flood 
over  him  to  extend  or  contract  his  elegance,  till  it  juft  filled  the  deftined  fpace. 

"  It  is  the  great  excellence  of  a  writer,"  fays  Dr.  Johnfon,  "  to  put  into  his  book  as  much  as  it 
will  hold.  Goldfmith  has  done  this  in  his  Hijlory.  Goldfmith  tells  you  fhortly  all  you  wifli  to 
know.  His  plain  narrative  will  pleafe  again  andagain.  He  has  the  art  of  compiling,  and  faying 
every  thing  he  has  to  fay  in  a  plain  manner.  He  is  now  writing  a  Natural  Hilary,  and  will  make 
it  as  entertaining  as  a  "  Perfian  tale." 

His  Natural  Hijlory  is  a  compilation  of  unequal  merit.  He  has  adopted  no  methodical  arrange 
ment  worthy  of  notice;  and  his  defcriptions,  negligent  of  thofe  diftinguifhing  pecularities  of  ftnwfture, 
whicji  enables  us  to  difcover  the  name  and  fpecies  of  each  individual,  are  almoft  wholly  employed 
upon  their  more  amufing  properties  and  relations.  The  fecond,  third,  and  fourth  volumes,  compre 
hending  the  natural  hiftoryof  wan^/W  and  offtuJrufeJs,  are  chiefly  borrowed  from  Buffon's  diffufive 
writings,  from  which  he  has  tranfcribed  many  errors.  The  four  lafl  volumes,  comprehending  the 
hiftory  of  birds,  ffles,  in/etfs,  3cc.  are  particularly  defective,  probably  becaufe  in  couipofing  them,  he 
no  longer  derived  any  affiftance  from  Buffon.  whofe  volumes  on  birds  he  does  not  appear  to  have 
feen.  The  manner  and  ftyle  in  which  it  is  written,  are  generally  pleafing,  and  the  entertainment 
which  it  affords,  is  occafionally  increafed  by  the  interpofition  of  pertinent  fpeculative  reflections. 

As  a  poet,  he  is  chara&erifed  by  elegance,  tei^dernefi,  and  fimplicity.  He  is  of  the  fchool  of 
Dryden  and  Pope,  rather  than  that  of  Spenfer  or  Milton.  In  fweetnefs  and  harmony,  he  rivals 
every  writer  of  verfe  fince  the  death  of  Pope.  It  is  to  be  regretted,  that  his  poetical  performances 
are  not  more  numerous.  Though  he  wrote  profe  with  great  facility,  he  was  rather  flow  in  his 
poetry,  not  from  the  tardinefs  of  fancy,  bur  the  time  he  took  in  pointing  the  fentiment,  and 
polifliing  the  verification.  His  manner  of  writing  poetry,  it  is  faid,  wae  this :  he  firft  Iketched  a 
part  of  his  defign  in  profe,  in  which  he  threw  out  his  ideas  as  they  occurred  to  him  ;  he  then  fat 
carefully  down  to  verlify  them,  correct  them,  and  add  fuch  other  ideas  as  he  thought  better  fitted 
to  the  fubjed.  He  fotnetimcs  would  exceed  his  profe  defign,  by  writing  feveral  verfcs  impromptu  ; 
but  thefe  he  would  take  uncommon  pains  afurwards  to  revile,  left  they  fhould  be  unconnected 
with  his  main  defign. 

.His  Traveller,  Deferted  Village,  Hermit,  and  Retaliation,  are  the  chief  foundation  of  his  fame,  fit 
Traveller  is  one  of  thofe  delightful  poems,  that  allure  by  the  beauty  of  their  fcenery,  a  refined  ele 
gance  of  fentiment,  and  a  correspondent  happinef*  of  ejpreflion.  In  the  addrefs  to  his  brother,  to 
whom  the  poem  is  infcribcd,  it  is  impoffible  not  to  be  pleated  with  the  vntravelled  heart,  and  the 
happy  image  of  the  lengthening  chain.  The  Cmile  of  the  rainbow,  w  equally  juft  and  magnificent ;  and' 
is  one  of  thofe  real  beauties  in  imagery,  which  have  the  power  of  plcafinguniverfally,  by  being  at 
once  obvious  to  the  mind,  and  at  the  fame  time  poffeffing  native  dignity  enough  to  fecure  them 
from  that  indifference,  with  which  'things  frequently  contemplated  are  beheld. 

The  Traveller  fits  him  dowp  (as  he  expnffes  it)  on  an  eminence  of  the  Alps,  and  from  thence 
takes  a  view  of  the  ieveral  kingdoms  that  lie  around  him,  not  with  the  contracted  eye  of  a  re- 
clufe,  but  with  fhe  liberal  fpirft  of  a  man  who  rightly  confiders  and  embraces  the  general  bleflings 
of  Providence. 

For  me  your  tributary  ftores  combine, 
Creation's  tenant,  all  the  world  is  mine. 

He  tlien  inquires,  whether  Aipencr  hi-ppineis  be  thr  lot  of  any  particular  country,  but  concludes, 
that,  though  every  man  thinks  moft  favourably  of  his  own,  nature  has,  in  general,  obferved  an. 
equality  in  the  diilribution  of  her  bounties.  The  defcnption  of  the  people  of  Italy  is  not  lefs  juft, 
than  thai  of  their  country  is  p'cfturefque  and  harmonious  :  but  the  moralift  may  objcd  to  the  con* 
cJufion,,  as  unfavourable  to  the  intsrefts  of  virtue. 
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Each  nobler  aim  repreft  by  long  controul, 
Now  finks  at  laft,  or  feebly  mans  the  foul ; 
While  low  delights  fucceeding  faft  behind, 
In  happier  meannefs  occupies  the  mind. 

The  beauties  of  the  defcription  of  the  Sivifs  are  fo  natural  and  obvious,  that  no  eye  can  overlook 
them.  Whether  the  feverity  of  a  Helvetian  winter  chills  the.  lap  of  May,  when  n»  zephyr footlr 
tie  bteajlofthe  mountain;  whether  the  hardy  Swifs^«  his  little  lot,  the  lot  of  all;  breajls  the  keen  air9 
and  carols  as  he  goes,  drives  his  plough/lares  to  tbejlcep,  or  drags  tie  Jlruggling  favage  into  day  ;  the  whole 
"is  beautiful.  Whether  heftts  down  the  monarch  'of  a  fled,  andfurvtys  Lis  children  t  looks,  that  brighten  at 
ilt  blaze,  or  entertains  the  pilgrim,  whofe  tale  repays  the  nightly  bed,  the  whole  is  ftill  beautiful ;  but 
the  fimile  of  the  babe  is  fomething  more  ;  there  is  a  grandeur  as  well  as  beauty  in  the  application 
of  it. 

But  having  found  that  the  rural  life  of  a  Swifs  has  its  evils  as  well  as  comforts,  he  turns  to 
jpraoce,  and  defcribes  a  people  almoft  of  a  different  fpecies.  He  next  makes  a  tranfition  to  Holland, 
and  from  thence  proceeds  to  Britain.  The  characterises  of  the  different  nations,  are  juft  and  ingeni 
ous  ;  but  the  defcriptions  arc  neither  full  nor  perfect.  He  has  contented  himfelf  with  exhibiting 
them  in  thole  points  of  view  in  which  they  are  generally  beheld ;  but  the  lights  are  much  ftrength- 
ened  by  the  powers  of  poetic  genius. 

The  Deferted  Pillage,  is  a  performance  of  diflinguifhed  merit.  The  general  idea  it  inculcates  is 
this,  that  commerce,  by  an  enormous  introduction  of  wealth,  has  augmented  the  number  of  the 
rich,  who,  by  exhaufting  the  provifion  of  the  poor,  reduce  them  to  the  neceffity  of  emigration.  The 
poem  opens  with  an  apoftrophe  to  its  fubject,  with  which  the  imagination  may  be  pleafed,  but 
which  will  not  fully  fatisfy  the  judgment.  The  village  diverfions  are  perhaps  infifted  on  with  too 
much  prolixity  and  amplification.  But  we  are  recompenfed  for  this  generality  and  redundance,  by 
the  claffical  and  beautiful  particularity  and  concifenefs  of  the  context,  the  dancing  fair,  tit  f-wain 
mifrujilefs  of  his  fmutted face ,  the  bajbful  virgin,  &c.  The  paragraph  in  general  has  much  inaccuracy, 
efpecially  a  difgufting  identity  of  diction  ;  the  word  bowers  occurs  twice,  the  word/w«?  thrice,  and 
clarms  and .$•>•#,  fingular  or  plural,  four  times.  We  have  alfo  toil  remitting,  and  toil  taught  topleafe, 
fucceeding  fptrts,  andfports  with  fiueet  fucceflon.  The  paragraph  beginning,  111  fares  tie  land,  &c.  has 
great  merit ;  the  fentiment  is  noble,  and  the  expreffion  little  inferior.  The  following  one  aflerts 
What  has  been  repeatedly  denied,  that  there  was  a  time  in  England,  -when  every  rood  of  ground  maintained 
its  man.  Wherever  there  is  property,  there  muft  of  neceffity  be  poverty  and  riches.  The  apo 
ftrophe  to  Retirement  is  beautiful,  but  fanciful  ;  for  him  who  retires  into  the  country  to  crown  aywtk 
•f  labour  with  an  age  of  cafe,  tie  mine  mufl  be  explored,  tie  deep  tempisd,  and 

The  pale  artift  ply  the  fickly  trade. 

The  paragraph  beginning,  Sweet  was  the  found,  tsV.  has  uncommon  merit.  The  circumftances  it  de 
fcribes  are  obvious  in  nature,  but  never  in  poetry ;  and  they  are  defcribed  with  great  force  and  ele 
gance.  The  particulars  are  mod  happily  felected ;  and  they  bear  one  uniform  confiftent  charader, 
that  of  a  fober  or  ferene  cheerfulnefs.  The  Matron  gathering  -water  cre/es,  is  a  fine  picture.  When 
Auburn  is  defcribed  as  flourifhing,  the  village  preacher  is  very  properly  introduced ,  and  characterifed 
in  a  manner  which  feems  almoft  unexceptionable,  both  for  fentiment  and  expreffion.  His  content 
ment,  hofpitality  and  piety,  are  pointed  out  with  fufficient  particularity,  yet  without  confufion  or 
redundance.  The  copfe,  the  torn  Jhrubs,  and  the  garden  flower  that  grows  -wild,  are  fine  natural 
flrokes.  The  good  man,  attended  by  his  venerating  parimioners,  and  with  a  kind  of  dignified  com 
placence,  even  permitting  the  familiarities  of  their  children,  is  ftrongly  and  diftinctly  reprefented. 
The  fimiles  of  a  bird  teaching  her  young  to  fly,  and  the  mountain  that  rifes  above  the  ftorm,  are 
not  eafily  to  be  paralleled.  The  laft  has  been  much  admired ;  and  is  indeed  a  happy  iiluftration,  fo 
far  as  immaterial  objects  can  be  illuftrated  by  material. 

The  fchoolmajler<  though  a  fecondary  character,  is  defcribed  with  great  force  and  precifion.  The 
defcription  of  the  village  ale-boufe,  is  drawn  with  admirable  propriety  and  force.  The  fine  poetical 
inventory  of  the  furniture,  is  fully  equalled  by  the  character  of  the  guefts,  and  the  details  of  the* 
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amufements.  It  is  not  poetical  fiction,  but  hiHorical  truth.  But  though  nothing  is  invented, 
fomething  is  fuppreffed.  The  ruftic's  hour  of  relaxation  is  too  rarely  fo  innocent ;  it  is  too  often 
contaminated  with  extravagance,  anger,  and  profanity ;  defcribing  vice  and  folly,  however,  will 
not  prevent  their  exifting ;  and,  it  is  agreeable  to  forget  for  a  moment,  the  reality  of  their  exiftence. 
The  reft  of  the  poem  c«nfifts  of  a  defcant  on  the  mifapplication  of  wealth,  luxury,  and  the  variety 
of  artificial  pleafures,  and  the  miferies  of  thofe,  who,  for  want  of  employment  at  home,  are  driven 
to  fettle  new  colonies  abroad.  Tumultuous  grandeur,  and  her  rattling  chariots^  glaring  torches,  &c.  arc 
finely  contrafted  with  the  diftrefsful  fituation  of  a  poor  proftitute.  There  is  beauty  in  the  fimila  of 
ihefrimrcfe,  and  pathos  in  the  mention  of  the  unhappy  girl  laying  her  head  at  the  door  of  her  betray 
er.  The  detail  of  the  emigration,  beginning,  Da  thine  fiveet  Auburn^  &c.  is  animated,  and  in  general 
correctly  drawn.  The  paragraph,  Good  Heaven  what  farrow ,  &c.  has  many  beauties.  The  heart  muft 
be  infenfible,  indeed,  which  does  not  feel  the  force  of  pathos,  in  the  circumftances  of  the  daughter  re- 
linquifhing  her  lever,  in  order  to  attend  her  father  ;  and  the  mother  clafping  her  thoughtlefs  babes 
with  additional  tendernefs.  Having  enumerated  the  domeftic  virtues  which  are  leaving  the  country, 
with  the  inhabitants  of  Auburn,  he  concludes  the  poem,  with  an  addrefs  to  Poetry,  in  a  ftrain  o£ 
noble  enthufiafm,  which  would  have  done  honour  to  any  poet  of  any  age. 

Of  the  Hermit,  which  firft  appeared  in  the  Vicar  of  Wakefield,  the  public  has  long  fince  judged. 
It  is  univerfally  alloxved  to  rank  with  the  moft  beautiful  ballads  in  eur  language.  A  remarkable 
inflance  of  his  imitation  of  Young  occurs  in  the  following  lines  : 

Man  wants  but  little  here  below, 
Nor  wants  that  little  long. 

,         Man  'wants  but  little,  n»r  tbat  little  long.  Niglt  IF". 

The  poem  of  Retaliation  abounds  with  wit,  free  from  even  the  flighted  tincture  of  ill-nature  ; 
and  the  characteriftics  of  all  the  parties  are  equally  pointed  and  juft.  His  epitaph  on  Mr.  Burke 
is  remarkable,  and  proves  him  intimately  acquainted  with  the  character  of  that  celebrated  orator  and 
flatefman.  The  defcription  of  Mr.  Burke's  brother  is  humorous,  and,  at  the  time  of  its  competition, 
was  truly  characteriftic  and  appropriate.  The  lines  on  Cumberland  convey  much  ufeful  fatire.  Af 
ter  an  epitaph  on  Dr.  Douglas,  the  prefent  Bifhop  of  Saiifbury,  whom  he  juftly  calls,  Tie  Scourge  of 
Jmfo/lcrs,  the  Terror  of  Quacks,  he  proceeds  to  Garrick,  who  had  been  particularly  fevere  on  Gold- 
fiuith ;  but  is  faid  never  to  have  forgiven  this  repique,  which  is  perhaps  the  moft  mafterly  part  of 
this  very  agreeable  fragment.  Garrick  retaliated  upon  him  in  a  fable,  intituled  Jupiter  and  Mercury  t 
which  is  preferved  in  this  collection.  His  fmall  pieces  require  no  diftinct  confideration  or  particu 
lar  criticifm. 

"  What  Goldfmith,"  fays  Dr.  Johnfon,  as  reported  by  Mr.  Bofwell,  «'  commonly  fays  of  himfelf 
is  very  true  ;  he  always  gets  the  better  when  he  argues  alone,  meaning  that  he  is  matter  of  a  fub- 
ject  in  his  ftudy,  and  can  write  well  upon  it,  but  when  he  comes  into  company  grows  confufed, 
and  unable  to  talk.  Take  him  as  a  poet,  his  Traveller  is  a  very  fine  performance  ;  and  fo  is  his 
Deferted  Village^  were  it  not  fometimes  too  much  the  echo  of  his  Traveller.  Whether  indeed  we 
take  him  as  a  poet,  as  a  comic  writer,  or  as  an  hiftorian,  he  ftands  in  the  firft  clafs." 

The  two  following  portraits  of  him  (one  in  verfe  and  the  other  in  profe)  were  written  by  an  in 
timate  friend  immediately  after  his  death,  and  were  both  efteemed  faithful  likenefles ; 

"  Here  refts,  from  the  cares  of  the  world,  and  his  pen, 

A  poet  whofe  like  we  fhall  fcarce  meet  again; 

Who,  though  form'd  in  an  age  when  corruptions  ran  high, 

And  folly  alone  feem'd  with  folly  to  vie, 

When  genius  with  traffic  too  commonly  train'd, 

Recounted  her  merits  by  what  fhe  hadgain'd, 

Yet  fpurn'd  at  thofe  walks  of  debafement  and  pelf, 

And  in  poverty's  fpite  dar'd  think  for  himfelf. 

Thus  free'd  from  thofe  fetters  the  mufes  oft  bind, 

He  wrote  from  the  heart  to  the  hearts  of  mankind ; 

And  fuch  was  the  prevalent  force  of  his  fong, 

Sex,  ages,  and  parties,  he  drew  in  a  throng. 

The  lovers— 'twas  their's  to  efteem  and  commend, 
For  his  Hermit  had  prov'd  him  their  tutor  and  friend. 
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The  ftatefman,  his  politic  paffions  on  fire, 

Acknowledg'd  repofe  from  the  charms  of  his  lyre. 

The  moralift  too  had  a  feel  for  his  rhymes, 

For  his  EJfays  were  curbs  on  the  rage  of  the  times, 

Nay,  the  critic,  all  fchool'd  in  grammatical  fenfe, 

Who  look'd  in  the  glow  of  description  tor  fenfe, 

Reform'd  as  he  read,  fell  a  dupe  to  his  art, 

And  contefs'd  by  his  eyes  what  he  .felt  at  his  heart, 

Yet  blefs'd  with  original  powers  like  thefe, 
His  principal  force  was  on  paper  to  pleafe ; 
Like  a  fleet-footed  hunter,  though  firft  in  the  chafe, 
On  the  road  of  plain  fenfe  he  oft  fiacken'd  his  pace, 
"Whilft  dullnefs  and  cunning^  by  whipping  and  goring, 
Their  hard-foofed  hackneys  paraded  before  him, 
Compounded  likewife  of  fuch  primitive  parts, 
That  his  manners  alone  would  have  gain'd  him  our  hearts* 
So  fimple  in  truth,  fo  ingenuoufly  kind, 
So  ready  to  feel  for  the  wants  of  mankind  ; 
Yet  praife  but  an  author  of  popular  quill, 
This  p  ?x  of  philanthropy  quickly  flood  ftill; 
Transformed  from  himfelf,  he  grew  meanly  feverc, 
And  uti'.'o  at  thofe  talents  he  ought  not  to  fear. 

Such  tn<-n  were  his  foibles    but  though  they  were  fuch, 
As  fhadow'd  rhe  picture  a  lirtle  too  much, 
The  ityle  was  ail  gracefuJ,  expreflive,  and  grand, 
And  the  whole  che  reiult  of  a  mafterly  hand." 

The  following  was  written  imfmr.tpiu  on  the  evening  ot  his  death  : 

"  In  an  age  when  genius  and  Ir-a/ning  ar,  too  generally  facnficed  to  the  purpofes  of  ambition  ani 
avarice,  it  is  the  confoiation  of  virtue,  as  well  as  of  its  friends,  that  they  can  commemorate  the  name 
•f  Goldfmith  as  a  ihiniog  example  to  the  contrary. 

ct  Early  compelled  (iitc  -.any  -f  uur  great-ft  men)  into  the  femce  of  the  mufes,  he  never  once 
permitted  his  neceffittes  to  bav  the  l"u(t  impi  oper  influence  oa  his  conduct,  bih  knowing  and  rc- 
fpe&ing  the  honourable  liae  of  h'*  pn.ttilion,  he  made  no  farther  ufe  of  Ji&ioK,  than  to  fet  off  the 
dignity  of  truth ;  and  in  this  he  fucceeclcd.fo  uappily,  that  his  writing^  ftamp  him,  no  lef»  the  man 
of  genius,  than  the  univerfal  friend  of  mankind. 

"  Such  is  the  fhort  outline  of  his  poetical  character,  which,  perhaps,  will  be  remembered  whilft 
the  firft-rate  poets  of  this  country  have  any  monuments  left  them.  But,  alas !  his  n^ble  and  immor 
tal  part,  the  good  man,  is  only  configned  to  the  fhort-iived  memory  of  thofe  who  are  left  to  lament 
his  death. 

"  Having  naturally  a  powerful  bias  on  his  mind  to  the  caufe  of  virtue,  he  was  cheerful  and  in 
defatigable  in  every  purfuit  of  it.  Warm  in  his  friendfhips,  gentle  in  his  manners,  and  in  every  act 
of  charity  and  benevolence,  "  the  very  milk  of  human  nature  "  Nay,  even  his  foibles  and  little 
weakneffes  ot  temper,  may  be  faid  rather  to  Cmplify  than  degrade  his  underftanding ;  for  though 
there  may  be  many  inftances  adduced  ro  prove  he  was  no  man  •ftbe  iu»rld,  moft  of  thofe  inftances 

would  atteft  th»  unadulterated  purity  of  his  heart One  wao  etteemed  the  kindnefs  and  friendfhip 

Of  fuch  a  man,  a»  fr.rmiug  a  principal  part  of  the  happinef.9  of  his  life,  pays  this  laft,  fincere,  and  ^ 
grateful  tribute  to  his  memory." 


THE  WORKS  OF  GOLDSMITH. 


COMMENDATORY  VERSES. 


EXTRACT  FROM  A  POEM  WRITTEN  BY  MR.  PRATT, 

ON    THE    DEATH    OF    EMINENT    ENGLISH    POETS. 


THE  TEARS  OF  GENIUS. 
THE  village  bell  tolls  out  the  tone  of  death, 
And  through  the  echoing  air,  the  lengthening 

found, 

With  dreadful  paufe,  reverberating  deep. 
Spreads  the  fad  ddings  o'er  fair  Auburn's  vale. 
There,  to  enjoy  the  icenesher  bard  had  prais'd 
In  all  the  fweet  fimplicity  of  fong, 
Genius,  in  pilgrim  garb,  fequefter'd  fat; 
And  herded  jocund  with  the  hannlefs  fwains  : 
But  when  fhe  heard  the  fare-forboding  knell, 
With  ftarted  (rep,  precipitate  and  fwift, 
And  look  pathetic,  full  of  dire  preiage,     [green, 
The  church-way  walk,  betide  the   neighb'ring 
Sorrowing  fhe  fought ;  and  there,  in  black  array, 
Borne  on  the  moulders  of  the  fwains  he  lov'd, 
She  faw  the  boaft  of  Auburn  mov'd  along. 
Touch'd  at  the  view,  her  peafive  breaft  fhe  ftruck, 
And  to  the  cyprefs,  which  incumbent  hangs 
With  leaning  Hope,  and  branch  irregular, 
O'er  the  mois'd  pillars  of  the  facred  fane,  [gloom, 
The  briar-bound  graves  fhadowing  with  funeral 
Forlurn  fhe  hied  ;  and  there  the  crowding  woe 
(Sweil'd  by  the  parent)  prefs'd  on  bleeding  thought, 
Big  ran  the  drops  from  her  maternal  eye, 
Faft  broke  the  bof<  m  ibrrow  from  her  heart, 
And  pale  diftrefs  fat  fickly  on  her  cheek, 
As  thus  her  plaintive  elegy  began. 

And  muil  my  children  all  expire  ? 
Shall  none  be  left  to  ftrike  the  Lyre  ? 
Courts  death  alone  a  learned  prize  ? 
Palls  his  fhafts  only  on  the  wife  ? 
Can  BO  fit  marks  on  earth  be  found, 
Prom  ufelefs  thouiands  fwarmlng  round  2 
What  crowding  cyphers  cram  the  land  ! 
What  hofl.s  of  viclims,  at  command  ! 
Yet;  fha)!  th'  ingenious  drop  alone  ? 
Shall  fcu-ncT  grace  the  tyrant's  throne  I 
Thou  murd'rer  of  the  tuneful  train  ! 
I  charge  thee,  with  my  children  flain  ! 

Scarce  has  the  fun  thrice  urg'd  his  annual  tour, 
Since  half  my  race  have  felt  thy  barbarous  pow'r  ; 

Sore  haft  thou  thinn'd  each  pleafmg  art, 
And  ftruck  a  mule  with  every  dart : 

Bard  after  bard  obey'd  thy  flaughtering  call, 
!£ill  fcarce  a  poet  lives  to  fing  a  brother'?  fall, 


Then  let  a  widow'd  mother  pay 
The  tribute  of  a  parting  lay. 

Tearful,  Jnfcribe  the  monumehtal  (train, 
And  fpeak  aloud  her  feelings  and  her  pain! 

And  firft,  farewell  to  thee,  my  fon,  fhe  cried, 
Thou  pride  of  Auburn's  dale — fweet  bard,  fare 
well. 

Long  for  thy  fake,  the  peafants  tear  fhall  flow, 
And  many  a  virgin-bofom  heave  with  woe, 
For  thee  mail  forrow  fadden  all  the  fcene, 
And  every  paftime  perifh  on  the  green  ; 
The  fturdy  farmer  fhall  fufpend  his  tale, 
The  woodman's  ballad  fhall  no  more  regale, 
No  more  fhall  mirth,  each  ruftic  fport  inipirc, 
But  every  frolic,  every  feat  fhall  tire. 
No  more  the  evening  gambol  mail  delight, 
l*ior  rn.oonlh.ine  revels  crown  the  vacant  night, 
But  groups  of  villagers  (each  joy  forgot) 
Shall  form  a  fad  affembly  round  the  cot. 
Sweet  b?.rd ,  farewell — and  farewell  Auburn's  blifs, 
The  bafhful  lover,  and  the  yielded  kifs; 
The  evening  warble  Philomela  made, 
The  echoing  foreft,  and  the  whifpering  (hade, 
The  winding  brook,  the  bleat  of  brute  content, 
And  the  blithe  voice  that  "  whiftled  as  it  went." 
Thefe  fhall  no  longer  charm  the  ploughman's  care, 
But  fighs  fh*ll  fill  the  paufes  of  defpair. 

Goldfmith  adieu  1  the  *'  book-learn'd  prieft"  foe 

thee 

Shall  now  in  vain  poflefs  his  feftive  glee, 
The  oft-heard  jeft  in  vain  he  fhall  reveal, 
For  now,  alas !  the  jeft  he  cannot  feel. 
But  ruddy  damfels  o'er  thy  tomb  fhall  bend. 
And  confcious  weep  for  their  and  virtue's  friend  : 
The  milk-maid  fhall  reject  the  fhepherd's  fong, 
And  ceafe  to  carol  as  fhe  toils  along ; 
All  Auburn  fhall  bewail  the  fatal  day,        [away  ; 
When  from  her  fields  their  pride  was  fnatch'd 
And  even  the  matron  of  the  creffy  lake, 
In  piteous  plight,  her  palfied  head  fhall  fhake, 
While  all  adown  the  furrows  of  her  face 
Slow  fhall  the  lingering  tears  each  other  trace. 

And  Oh,  my  child  !  feverer  woes  remain 
To  all  the  houfelefs  and  unihclter'd  train  : 
Thy  fate  fhall  fadden  many  an  humble  gueft, 
And  heap  frejh  anguifti  on  the  beggar's  breaft. 
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For  dear  wert  thou  to  all  the  fons  of  pain  ; 
To  all  that  wander,  forrow,  or  complain. 
Dear  to  the  learned,  to  the  fimple  dear, 
For  daily  bleflings  mark'd  thy  virtuous  year ; 
The  rich  receiv'd  a  moral  from  thy  head, 
And  from  thy  heart  the  ftranger  found  a  bed. 
Diftrefs  came  always  fmiling  from  thy  door  ; 
For  God  had  made  thce  agent  to  the  poor ; 
Had  form'd  thy  feelings  on  the  noblell  plan, 
To  grace  at  once  the  poet  and  the  man. 

EXTRACT  FROM  A  MONODY, 

ON    THE    DEATH    OF    DR.  OLIVER    GOLDSMITH. 

DARK  as  the  night,  which  now  in  dunncft  robe, 
Afcends  her  zenith  o'er  the  filent  globe ; 
Sad  melancholy  wakes,  a  while  to  tread, 
With  folemn  ftep,  the  manfions  of  the  dead  : 
Led  by  her  hand,  o'er  this  yet  recent  fhrine 
I  forrowing  bend  ;  and  here  effay  to  twine 
The  tributary  wreath  of  laureat  bloom, 
With  artlefs  hands  to  deck  a  poet's  tomb ; 
The  tomb  where  Goldfmith  fleeps.     Fond  hopes, 

adieu  ! 

No  more  your  airy  dreams  (hall  mock  my  view  : 
Here  will  I  learn  ambition  to  controul, 
And  each  afpiring  paffion  of  the  foul : 
E'en  now,  methir.ks,  his  well-known  voice  I  hear, 
When  late  he  meditated  flight  from  care, 
When  as  imagination  fondly  hied 
To  fcenes  of  fweet  retirement,  thus  he  cried. 
"  Ye  fplendid  fabrics,  palaces,  and  towers, 
"  Where  diffipation  leads  the  giddy  hourf, 
"  Where  pomp,  difeafe,  and  knavery,  refute, 
"  And  folly  bends  the  knee  to  wealthy  pride; 
"  Where  luxury's  purveyors  learn  to  rife, 
"  And  worth,  to  want  a  prey,  unfriended  dies; 
"  Where  warbling  eunuchs  glitter  in  brocade, 
*{  And  haplefs  poets  toil  for  fcanty  bread  : 
"  Farewell !  to  other  fcenes  I  turn  my  eyes, 
**  Embofom'd  in  the  vale  where  Auburn  lies, 
*'  Deferted  Auburn,  thofe  now  ruin'd  glades, 
"  Forlorn,  yet%ever  dear  and  honour 'd  (hades. 
"  There,  though  the  Hamlet  boafts  no  fmiling 

"  train, 

"  Nor  fportful  paflime  circling  on  the  plain ; 
"  No  needy  villains  prowl  around  for  prey, 
"  No  flanderers,  no  fycophants  betray  ; 
"  No  gaudy  foplings  fcornfully  deride 
"  The  fwain,  whofe  humble  pipe  is  all  his  pride. 
"  There  will  1  fly  to  feek  that  foft  repofe, 
"  Which  folitude  contemplative  beftows : 
"  Yet  oh,  fond  hope !  perchance  there  ftill  re- 

"  mains 

"  One  lingering  friend  behind,  to  blefs  the  plains : 
"  Some  hermit  of  the  dale,  enflirin'd  in  eafe, 
"  Long  loft  companion  of  my  youthful  days ; 
"  With  whofe  fweet  converfe  in  his  focial  bower 
tc  I  oft  may  chide  away  fome  vacant  hour ; 
"  To  whofe  pure  fympathy  I  may  impart 
**  Each  latent  grief  that  labours  at  my  heart, 
"  Whate'er  I  felt,  and  what  I  faw,  relate, 
"  The  (holes  of  luxury,  the  wrecks  of  (late  ; 
"  Thofe  bufy  fcenes,  where  fcience  wakes  in  vain 
*.'  In  which  I  ihar'd,  ah !  ne'er  to  fliare  again. 


But  whence  that  pang  ?  does  nature  now  rebell? 
Why  faulters  out  my  tongue  the  word  farewell  ? 

*  Yc  friends !  who  long  have  witnef 'el  to  my  toil, 
'  And  feen  me  ploughing  in  a  thanklefs  foil, 

Whofe  partial  tender  nefs  hufli'd  every  pain, 
Whofe  approbation  made  my  b->fom  vain  : 

*  'Tis  you,  to  whom  my  foul  divided,  hies 

'  With  fond  regret,  and  half  unwilling  flies ; 
'   Sighs  forth  her  parting  wifhes  to  the  wind, 
'  And  lingering  leaves  her  better  half  behind. 
'  O'in  I  forget  the  intercourle  I  (har'd, 
4  What  friendfhip   cheriuVd,  and  what  zeal  en- 

"  detr'd? 

'  Ala* '.  remembrance  dill  muft  turn  to  you, 
;<   And  to  my  lateft  hour  protract  the  long  adieu. 
'   Amid  the  woodlands,  whereloe'er  1  rove, 
"  The  plain,  or  fecret  covert  of  the  grove, 
"   Imagination  (hall  fupply  her  ftore 
'*  Of  painful  blifs,   and  what  (he  can  reftore  ; 
'*  Shall  ftrcw  each  lonely  path  with  flowrets  gay, 
"  And,  wide  as  is  her  boundled  empire,  ftray. 
4  On  eagle  pinions  traverfe  earth  and  fkies, 
•    And  bid  the  loft  and  diftant  abje&s  rife. 
'  Here,  where  encircled  o'er  the  fl->pmg  land 
"   Wood*  rife  on  woods,  (hall  Ariftotle  ftand ; 
"  Lyceum  roun^  the  godlike  man  rejoice, 
"  And  bow  with  reverence  to  wildom's  voice. 
"  There,  fpreading  oaks  (hall  arch  the  vaulted 

"  d.»me, 

"  The  champion,  there,  of  liberty  and  Rome, 
"  In  attic  eloquence  (hall  thunder  laws, 

*  And  uncorrupted  fenates  (hout  applaufe. 
M  N>t  more  ecftatic  vifmns  rapt  the  foul 

"  Of  Numa,  when  to  midnight  grots  he  ftole— 

"  And  learnr  his  lore,  from  virtue's  mouth  refin'd^ 

"  To  fetter  vice,  and  harmonize  mankind. 

"  Now  ftretch'd  at  eafe  befide  fome  fav'rite  ftream, 

"  Of  beauty  and  enchantment  will  I  dream ; 

"  Jblyfium,  feats  of  art,  and  laurels  won, 

"  The  graces  three,  and  *  Japhet's  fabled  fon  : 

"  Wnilft  Angelo  (hall  wave  the  myftic  rod, 

"   And  fee  a  new  creation  wait  his  nod  ;  [er, 

"  Prefcribe  his  bounds  to  time's  remorfelefs  pow- 

"   And,  to  my  arms,  my  abfent  frienda  reftore, 

"  Place  me  amidft  the  group,  each  well-know* 

"  face, 

"  The  fons  of  fcience,  lords  of  human  race ; 
"  And  as  oblivion  finks  at  his  command, 
"  Nature  (hall  rife  more  finiuVd  from  his  hand, 
"  Thu»  fome  magician  fraught  with  potent  (kill, 
"  Transforms,  and  moulds  each  varied  mafs  at 

"  will; 

"  Calls  animated  forms  of  wonderous  birth, 
"  Cadmean  offspring,  from  the  teeming  earth, 
"  Uncears  the  ponderous  tombs,   the  realms  of 

"  night, 

«*   And  call«  their  cold  inhabitants  to  light ; 
"  Or,  as  he  traverfes  a  dreary  fcene, 
"  Bids  every  fweet  of  nature  there  convene, 
"  Huge  mountains  ficirted  round  with  wavy  woods, 
"  The  (hrub-deckt  lawns,    and  filver    fprinklcd 

"  floods, 

"  Whilft  flowrets  fpring  around  the  fmiling 
"  And  fallow  on  the  traces  of  his  wand. 
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"  Such  profpe&s,  lovely  Auburn,  then  be  thine  I 
M  And  what  thou  canft  of  biifs  impart  be  mine  ; 
"   Amid  thy  humble  {hades,  in  tranquil  eafe, 
"   Grant  me  to  pafs  the  remnant  of  my  days. 
<f  Un fetter 'd  from  the  toil  of  wretched  gain, 
"   My  raptur'd  niufe  fhall  pour  her  nobleft  ftrain, 
"  Within  her  native  bowers  the  notes  prolong, 
*'   And,  grateful,  meditate  her  lateit  fong. 
"  Thus,  as  adown  the  flope  of  life  I  bend, 
"  And  move,  reiign'd,  to  meet  my  latter  end, 
"  Each  worldly  with,  each  worldly  care  rtpreft,"} 
"  A  felf-approving  heart  alone  poffcft,  / 

"  Content,  to  bounteous  Heaven  I'll  leave  the  f 

"  reft."  J 

Thus,  fpoke  the  bard  :  but  noc  one  friendly 

power, 

With  nod  affcntive  crown'd  the  parting  hour  ; 
No  eaftern  meteor  glar'd  beneath  the  fky, 
No  dextral  omen  ;  nature  heav'd  a  figh 
Prophetic  of  the  dire  impending  blow, 
The  prefage  of  her  lofs,  and  Britain's  woe. 
Already  p.irtion'd,  unrelenting  fate 
Had  made  a  paufe  upon  the  number'd  date; 
Behind,  flood  death,  too  horrible  for  fight, 
In  darknefs  clad,  expectant,  prun'd  for  flight ; 
Pleas'd  at  the  word,  the  fhapelefs  monfter  fped, 
On  eager  meffage  to  the  humble  ihed, 
Where  wrapt  by  foft  poetic  vifions  round, 
Sweet  flumbering,  fancy's  darling  fori  he  found, 
At  his  approach  the  filken  pinion'd  train 
Affrighted,  mount  aloft,  and  quit  the  brain ; 
Which  late  they  fanu'd  :  now  other  fcenes  than 

dales 

Of  woody  pride,  fucceed,  or  fiow'ry  vales  : 
As  when  a  fuddcn  temped  veils  the  fky, 
Before  ferene,  and  dreaming  lightnings  fly; 
The  profpecft  fhifts,  and  pitchy  volumes  roll, 
Along  the  drear  expanfe,  from  pole  to  pole ; 
Terrific  horrors  all  the  void  inveft, 
Whilft  the  archfpec"lre  iffues  forth  confeft. 
The  bard  beholds  him  beckon  to  the  tomb, 
Of  yawning  night,  eternity's  dread  womb ; 
In  vain  attempts  to  fly,  the  impaffive  air 
Retards  his  fteps,  and  yields  him  to  defpair ; 
He  feels  a  gripe  that  thrills  through  every  vein, 
And  panting  ftruggles  in  the  fatal  chain. 
Here  paus'd  the  feil-deftroyer  to  furvey 
The  pride,  the  boaft  of  man,  his  doftin'd  prey, 


Prepar'd  to  (hike,  he  pois'd  aJoft  the  dart, 
And  plung'd  the  fteel  in  virtue's  bleeding  heart; 
Abhorrent,  back  the  fprings  of  life  rebound, 
And  leave  on  nature's  face  a  grifly  wound, 
A  wound  enroll'd  among  Britannia's  woes, 
That  ages  yet  to  follow,  cannot  clofe. 

Oh,  Goidfmith  !  how  fhall  forrow  now  effay 
To  murmur  out  her  flow  incondite  lay  ? 
In  what  lad  accents  mourn  fhe  lucklels  hour, 
That  yielded  thec  to  unrelenting  power; 
Thee,  the  proud  boaft,  of  all  the  tuneful  train 
That  fweep  the  lyre,  or  fwell  the  poiifh'd  (train  ? 
Much  honour'd  bard  !   if  my  untutor'd  verfe 
Could  pay  a  tribute,  worthy  of  thy  herfe, 
With  fearlefs  hands  I'd  build  the  fane  of  praife, 
And  boldly  drew  the  nevar  fading  bays. 
But,  ah  !  with  thee  my  guardian  genius  fled. 
And  pillow'd  in  thy  tomb  his  filent  head: 
Pain'd  memory  alone  behind  remains, 
And  penfive  ftalks  the  folitary  plains, 
Rich  in  her  forrows,  honours  without  art, 
She  pays  in  tears,  redundant  from  the  heart. 
And  lay,  what  boots  it  oVr  thy  hallow'd  duft 
To  heap  the  graven  pile,  or  laurell'd  buft; 
Since  by  thy  hands  already  rais'c?  on  high, 
We  fee  a  fabric  tow'ring  to  the  {ky  ; 
Where  hand  and  hand  with  rime,  the  facred  lortf 
Shall  travel  on,  till  nature  is  no  more  ? 

ON  THE  DEATH  OF  DR.  GOLDSMITH. 

BY  W.  WOTV. 

ABIEU,  fweet  bard  '.  Co  each  fine  feeling  true, 

Thy  virtues  many,  and  thy  foibles  few; 

Thofe  form'd  to  charm  e'en  vicious  minds, — and 

thefe 

With  harmlefs  mirth  the  focial  foul  to  pleafe. 
Another's  woe  thy  heart  could  always  melt ; 
None  gave  more  free,- — for  none  more  deeply  felt* 
Sweet  bard,  adieu  !  thy  own  harmonious  lays 
Have  fculptur'd  out  thy  monument. of  praife: 
Yes,  thefe  furvive  to  time's  remoteft  day  ; 
While  drops  the  buft,  and  boaftful  tombs  decay. 
Reader,  if  number'd  in  the  mule's  train, 
Go,  tune  the  lyre,  and  imitate  his  ftrain ; 
But,  if  no  poet  thou,  reverie  the  plan, 
Depart  in  peace,  and  imitate  the  man. 


POEM    S. 


A  PROLOGUE, 

Written  and  fpoken  by  the  Poet  Laberius^  a    Roman 
Knight,  ivbom  Cafar  forced  upon  the  Stage. 

PRESERVED   BY   MACROB1US  *. 

WHAT  !  no  way  left  to  fhun  th'  inglorious  fiage, 
And  fave  from  infamy  my,  finking  age ! 

*  This  tranfl.itlon  was  fir/1  printed  in  one  of  Gold- 
fmitb's  earlieji  works,  «  The  Prffent  State  of  ^earn 
ing  in  Europe,"  12fflo, 

Vot,  X, 


Scarce  half  alive,  opprefs'd  wifTi  many  a  year, 
What  in  the  name  of  dotage  drives  me  here  ? 
A  time  there  was,  when  glory  was  my  guide, 
Nor  force  nor  fraud  could  turn  my  fteps  afide  j 
LInaw'd  by  power,  and  unapp£ll'd  by  fear, 
With  honeft  thrift  I  held  my  honour  dear  : 
But  this  vile  hour  difperfes  all  my  ftofe, 
And  all  my  hoard  of  honour  is  no  more  ; 
For  ah  !  too  partial  to  my  life's  decline, 
C*far  perfuades,  fubmiluon  muft  be  mine  j 
Him  I  obey,  whom  Heaven  itfelf  obeys, 
Hopeleft  cf  pleafing,  yet  indin'd  to  pleafc, 
f  » 
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Here  then  at  once  I  welcome  every  fliame, 
And  cancel  at  threefcore  a  life  of  fame  ; 
No  more  my  titles  fhall  my  children  tell, 
The  old  buffoon  will  fit  my  name  as  well ; 
This  day  beyond  its  term  my  fate  extends, 
For  life  is  ended  when  our  honour  ends. 


THE  DOUBLE  TkAN3  FORMATION. 

A  TALE. 

SECLUDED  from  domefticTftrife» 

Jack  Book-worm-  led  a  college  life  ; 

Afeliowfhip  at  twenty  five, 

>Iade  him  the  happieil  mar  alive; 

He  drank  his  glafs,  and  crack  d  his  joke, 

And  frcfhmen  wpndcr'd  as  IK-  fpoke. 
Such  pleafures,  unallay  <1  with  care, 

Couid  any  accident  impair  ? 

Could  Cupid's  (haft  at  length  transfix 

Our  fwain  arri'v  d  at  thirty-fix  ? 

O  had  the  archer  ne  er  corne  down 

To  ravage  in  a  country  town  ! 

Or  FJavia  been  content  to  flop 

At  triumph !-  in  a  Ficet-lheet  (hop. 

C)  had  her  eyes  forgot  to  blaze  ! 

Or  Jack  had  wanted  eyts-  to  gaze, 

O! But  let  exclamation  ceafe, 

Her  presence  baniflrd  all  his  peace. 

So  with  decorum  all  thit'gs  carry'd; 

Mifs  frown'd,  and  blufh 'd,  and  then  was—married. 

Need  we  expofe  to  vulgar  fight 
The, raptures  of  the  Bridal  night  ? 
Need  we  intrude  6u  hallow'd  ground, 
Or  draw  the  curtains  clos'd  around  ? 
Let  it  fuffice,  that  each  had  charnis ; 
He  clafp'd  a  goddels  in  his  arms ; 
And,  though  fn«  felt  his  ufage  rough, 
YeE  in  a  man  'twas  well  enough. 

The  honey-moon  like  lightning  flewj 
The  fecond  brought  its  tranfports  too, 
A  third,  a  fourth,  were  not  amifsy 
Tin:  fifth  wasfriendfhip  mix'd  with  blifs  ; 
Bat,  when  a  twelvemonth  pafs'd  away, 
Jack  found  his  goddefs  made  of  clay ; 
Found  half  the  charms  that  deck'd  her  face 
Arofe  from  powder,  ihreds,  or  lace  ; 
33ut  ftill  the  worft  remain'd  behind, 
That  very  fa,ee  had  robb'd  her  mind. 

Skill'd  in  no  other  arts  was  fhe, 
!But  drefiing,  patching,  repartee ; 
And,  juft  as  humour  rofe  or  fell, 
By  turns  a  flattern  cr  a  belle  ; 
"  ris  true  fhe  drefs'd  with  modern  grace, 
Half-  naked  at  a  ball  or  race  ; 
But  when  at  home,  at  beard  or  bed, 
1'ive  greafy  night-caps  wrapp'd  her  head. 
Could  fo  much  beauty  condefcend, 
To  be  a  dull  domeftic  friend  ? 
Could  any  curtain  lectures  bring 
To  decency  fo  fine  a  thing  ? 
In  fhnrt,  by  night,  'twas  fits  or  .retting; 
JBy  day,  'twas  gadding  or  coquetting. 
Fond  to  be  feen,  fhe  kept  a  b^-vy 
&f  powder'd  coxcombs  at  her  levy  5 


The  'f'quire  and  captain  took  their  {Eatxc&sy 

And  twenty  other  near  relations  ; 

Jack  fuck'd  his  pipe,  and  often  broke 

A  figh  in  fuffocating  fmoke  ; 

While  all  their  hours  were  pafs'd  between 

In  Ctrl  ting  rapartee  or  fpleen. 

Thus  as  her  faults  each  day  were  known, 

He  thinks  her  features  coarfer  grown ; 

He  fancies  every  vice  fhe  fkovrs, 

Or  dims  her  lip,  or  points  her  nofe  : 

Whenever  rage  or  envy  rife, 

How  wide  her  mouth,  how  wild  her  eyes? 

He  knows  not  how,  but  fo  it  is, 

Her  face  is  grown  a  knowing  phyz  ; 

And,  though  her  fops  are  wond'rous  civil, 

He  thinks  her  ugly  as  the  devil. 

Now,  to  perpkx  the  ra'vell'd  nooze, 

As  each  a  different  way  parfues, 

While  fulien  or  loquacious  ftrife 

Promifed  to  h^ld  them  on  for  life, 

That  dirj  difeafe,  whofe  ruthlefs  power 

Withers  the  beauty's  tranfient  flower  : 

Lo  '   the  fmall-pox,  whofe  horrid  glare 

Levell'd  its  terrors  at  the  fair  ; 

And,  rifling  every  youthful  grace, 

Left  but  the  remnant  of  a  face. 

The  gl'ifs,  grown  hateful  to  her  fight. 
Reflected  now  a  perfeil  fright  : 
Each  former  art  fhe  vainly  tries 
To  bring  back  iuftre  to  her  eyes. 
In  vain  fhe  tries  her  pafte  and  creams, 
To  fmooth  her  (kin,  or  hide  its  feams  ; 
Her  country  beaux  and  city  coufins, 
Lovers  no  more,  flew  off  by  dozens : 
The  'iquire  himfelf  was  feen  to  yield, 
And  ev'n  the  captain  quit  the  field. 

Poor  madam  now  condemn'd  to  hack 
|  The  reft  of  life  with  anxious  Jack, 
j  Perceiving  others  fairly  flown, 
Attempted  pleafing  him  alone. 
Jack  loon  was  dazzled  to  behold 
Her  prefent  face  furpafs  the  old;,    . 
With  modefty  her  cheeks  are  dy'd, 
Humility  difplaces  pride  ; 
For  taudry  finery  is  feen 
A  perfon  ever  neatly  clean  : 
No  more  prefuming  on  her  fway, 
She  learns  good-nature  every  day  j 
Serenely  gay,  and  flricl  in  duty, 
Jack  finds  his  wife  a  perfect  beauty. 

A  NEW  SIMILE, 

IN  THE  MANNER  OF   SW1BT. 

LONG  had  I  fought  in  vain  to  find 
A  likenefs  for  the  fcribbling  kind ; 
The  modern  fcribbling  kind,  who  write, 
In  wit,  and  fenfe,  and  nature's  fpite  : 
'Till  reading,  I  forget  what  day  on, 
A  chapter  out  of  Tooke's  Pantheon, 
I  think  I  met  with  fomething  there, 
To  fuit  my  purpofe  to  a  hair ; 
But  let  us  not  proceed  too  furious, 
Firft  pleafe  to  turn  to  God  Mercurius; 
You'll  find  him  pidur'd  at  full  length 
In  book  the  feCond,  page  the  tenth  ; 


O    E    M    S, 


The  ftrerscf  Jill  my  proofs  on  film  I  lay, 
And  now  proceed  we  to  our  fimiie. 

Imprimis,  pray  ohferve  his  hat, 
Wings  upon  either  fide — mark  that. 
Well '   what  is  it  from  'hence  we  gather  ? 
Why  thefe  denote  a  brain  of  feather. 
A  brain  of  feather  !   very  right, 
With  wit  that's  flighty,  learning  light; 
Such  as  to  modern  bards  decreed  ; 
A  juft  companion, — proceed. 

in  the  next  place,  his  feet  piTufe, 
Wings  grow  again  from  both  his  fhoes; 
Dc-ilgn'd,  no  doubt,  their  part  to  btar, 
And  waft  hi>  godflup  through  the  air ; 
And  here  my  fimile  unites, 
For  in  modern  poet's  fl  ghts, 
I'm  fur«  it  may  be  juftly  faid, 
His  feet  are  ufeful  as  his  head. 

Laftly,  vouchfafe  t'obferve  his  hand, 
Fili'd  with  a  fuake-encircled  wand  ; 
By  ciaflic  author-;,  term'd  caduceus, 
Ajid  highly  famM  for  fcveral  ules. 
To  wit — mod  wond'roufly  endu'd, 
No  poppy  -Abater  half  fo  good  ; 
For  let  folks  only  get  a  touch, 
Its  foporific  virue's  fuch, 
Though  ne'er  fo  much  awake  before, 
That  quickly  they  begin  to  fnore. 
Add  too,  what  certain  writers  tell, 
Wrh  this  he  drives  roens  fouls  to  hell. 

Now  to  apply,  begin  we  then  ; 
His  wand's  a  modern  author's  pen  ; 
The  ferpents  round  about  it  twin'd, 
Denote  him  of  the  reptile  kind ; 
Denote  the  rage  with  which  he  writes, 
His  frothy  flaver,  venom'u  bites ; 
An  equal  femblance  ftill  to  keep, 
Alike  too  both  conduce  to  fleep. 
This  difference  only  as  the  God 
Drove  fouls  to  Tart'rus  with  his  rod, 
With  his  goofequill  the  fcribbling  elf, 
Inftead  ol  others,  damns  himfelf. 

And  here  my  fimile  almoft  tript, 
Vet  grant  a  word  by  way  of  poftfcript. 
Moreover,  mercy  had  a  failing  : 
Well !  what  ot  that  ?  out  with  it— flealing ; 
In  which  all  modern  bards  agree, 
Being  each  as  great  a  thief  as  he: 
But  ev'n  this  deity's  exiftence 
Shall  lend  my  fimile  affiftance. 
Our  modern  bards  :  why  what  a  pox 
Are  they  but  icnfelefs  ftones  and  blocks  ? 

A  DESCRIPTION  OF  AN  AUTHOR'S 
,  BED-CHAMBER. 

WHERE  the  Red  Lion  (taring  o'er  the  way, 
Invites  each  puffing  Urarger  that  can  pay  ; 
Where  Caivert'*  butt,  and  Parion's  black  cham 
paign, 

Regale  the  drabs  and  bloods  of  Drury-lane  ; 
There  in  a  lonely  room,  irom  bailiffs  fnug, 
The  mufe  f  und  Scroggen  ftretch'd  beneath  a  rug; 
A  window  patch'cl  with  paper,  lent  a  ray, 
That  dimly  fhow'd  the  Hate  in  which  he  lay ; 


The  fanded  floor  that  grits  beneath  the  tread  ; 
The  humid  wall  with  paltry  pictures  fpread: 

The  T'.yal  game  of  goofe  was  there  in  viexv, 
And  the  twelve  rules  the  royal  martyr  dre\v; 

I  he  feafons,  fram'd  with  lifting,  found  a  place, 
And  brave  prince  William  fhow'd  hisla^.p  black 

face  : 

The  morn  was  cold,  he  views  with  keen  defire 
rhefilfty  grate  unconfcious  of  a  fire  : 
With  beer  ahd  milk  arrears,  the  frieze  was  fcor'd, 
And  five   crack'd  tea-cups  drefs'd    the  chimney 

board  ; 

A  night-cap  deck'd  his  brows  inftead  of  bay, 
A.  cap  by  night  -  a  flocking  all  the  day  ! 

THE  HERMIT. 

A  BALLAD.    1765. 

The  Following  letter,  addrefTed  to  the  printer  of 
the  Si.  JameSi  Chronicle,  appeared  in  that  pa 
per.  in  June  1767. 

SIR, 

As  there  is  nothing  t  diflike  fo  much  a«  newfpa- 
per  controverfy,  particularly  upon  trifles,  permit 
me  to  be  as  concife  as  poilible  in  informing  a  cor- 
refp^ndentof  yours,that  1  1  ecommended  Blainville  9 
Travels,  becaule  I  thought  the  book  was  t  good 
one  ;  and  I  think  fo  ftill.  I  faid,  I  was  told  by  the 
bnokfelier  that  it  was  then  firft  publimed  ;  but  in 
that,  it  feerns.,  I  was  mif-informed,  and  my  read 
ing  was  not  extenfive  enough  to  fet  me  right. 

Another  correfpondent  of  yours  accuses  me  o£ 
having  taken  a  ballad,  I  publifhed  fume  time  ago, 
from  one  *  by  the  ingenious  Mr.  Percy.  I  do  not 
think  there  is  any  great  refemblance  between  the 
two  pieces  in  queftion.  If  there  be  any,  his  ballad 
is  taken  from  mine.  I  read  it  to  Mr.  Percy  forne 
years  ago;  and  he  (as  we  both  confidered  thefa 
things  as  trifles  at  beft)  told  me  with  his  ufual 
good  humour,  the  next  time  I  faw  him,  that  he 
had  taken  my  plan  to  form  the  fragments  of  Shale* 
fpeare  into  a  ballad  of  his  own.  He  then  read  me 
his  little  CentOj  if  I  xnay  fo  call  it,  and  1  highly 
approved  it.  Such  petty  anecdotes  as  thrfe  are 
fcarce  worth  printing  •  and  were  it  not  for  tha 
bufy  dilpofition  of  iome  of  your  correipondents, 
the  public  ftiould  never  have  known  that  he  owes 
me  the  hint  of  his  ballad,  or  that  I  am  oMiged  to 
his  friendfhip  and  learning  for  communications  of 
a  much  more  important  nature. 

I  am,  Sir,  yours,  &c. 

OLIVER  GOLDSMITH* 

"  Turn,  gentle  hermit  of  the  dale, 

"   And  guide  my  lonely  way, 
"  To  where  yon  taper  cheers  the  vale 

"  With  hofpirable  ray. 

"  For  here  forlorn  and  loft  I  treaa, 

"  With  fainting  fteps  and  flow; 
"   Where  wilds,  immeafurahly  fpread, 

"  Seehi  length'ning  as  I  go." 


*  Tbt  Friar  of  Orders  Gray.  "  Rtllguis  of 
Poetry"    Vol.  It.  p.  343- 
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"  Forbear,  my  fon,"  the  hermit  cries, 
*'  To  tempt  the  dangerous  gloom; 

u  For  yonder  faithlefs  phantom  flies 
"  To  lure  thee  to  thy  doom. 

|{  Here  to  the  houfelefs  child  of  want 

*'  My  door  is  open  ftill ; 
**  And  though  my  portion  is  but  fcant, 

"  I  give  it  with  good  will. 

"  Then  turn  to-night,  and  freely  fiiare 

*'  Whate'er  my  cell  beftows; 
Sl  My  rufhy  couch  and  frugal  fare, 

"  My  bleffing  and  repole. 

"  No  flocks  that  range  the  valley  free, 

"  To  flanghter  I  coodemn  : 
u  Taught  by  that  power  pities  me, 

"  I  learn  to  pity  them : 

"  But  from  the  mountain's  grafTy  fide 

"  A  guiltlefs  feaft  I  bring  ; 
"  A  fcrip  with  herbs  and  fruits  fupply'd, 

"  And  water  from  the  fpring. 

ct  Then,  pilgrim,  turn,  thy  cares  forego ; 

"  All  earth-born  cares  are  wrong  : 
11  Man  wants  but  little  here  below, 

"  Nor  wants  that  little  long.'* 

Soft  as  the  dew  from  heaven  defcends, 

His  gentle  accents  fell ! 
The  modeil  ftranger  lowly  bends, 

And  follows  to  the  cell. 

Far  in  a  wildernefs  obfcure 

The  lonely  manfion  lay  ; 
A  refuge  to  the  neighb'ring  poor, 

And  flrangers  led  aftray. 

No  ftores  beneath  its  humble  thatch 

Requir'd  a  matter's  care ; 
The  wicket  op'ning  with  a  latch, 

Receiv'd  the  harmlefs  pair. 

And  now,  when  bufy  crow^  retire 

To  take  their  evening  reft, 
The  hermit  trimm'd  his  little  fire, 

And  cheer'd  his  penfive  gueft  1 

And  fpread  his  vegetable  ft  ore, 

And  gaily  preft.  and  fmil'd  ; 
And,  fkill'd  in  leg.endary  lore, 

The  lingering  hours  beguil'd. 

Around  in  fympathetic  mirth 

Its  tricks  the  kitten  tries; 
The  cricket  chirrups  in  the  hearth ; 

The  crackling  faggot  flies. 

But  nothing  could  a  charm  impart 

To  footh  a  Granger's  woe; 
For  grief  was  heavy  at  his  heart, 

And  tears  began  to  flow. 

His  rifing  cares  the  hermit  fpyM, 
With  anfwering  care  opprt  ft  : 

w  And  whence,  unhappy  youth,"  he  cry'd, 
"  The  forrows  of  thy  breaft  ?" 

**  From  better  habitations  fpurn'd, 
•*  Reludant  doil  thou  rove : 


*•  Or  grieve  for  friendfhip  unreturn'd, 
"  Or  unreguarded  love  ?• 

"  Alas !  the  joys  that  fortune  brings, 

*'   Are  trifling,  and  decay; 
"  And  thofe  who  prize  the  paltry  things, 

"  More  trifling  dill  than  they. 

"  And  what  is  friendfhip  but  a  name, 

"  A  charm  that  lulls  to  flecp  ; 
"  A  ihade  that  follows  wealth  or  fame, 

"  And  leaves  the  wretch  to  weep  ? 

"  And  love  is  ftill  an  emptier  found, 

"  The  modern  fair-one's  jeft  : 
"  On  earth  unfeen,  or  only  found 

"  To  warm  the  turtle's  neft. 

"  For  fhame,  fond  youth,  thy  forrows  hufh, 
*'    And  fpurn  the  fex,"  he  laid  : 

But  while  he  fpoke,  a  rifing  blufli 
His  love-lorn  gueft  betray'd. 

Surpris'd  he  fees  new  beauties  rife, 

Swift  mantling  to  the  view ; 
Like  colours  o'er  the  morning  Ikies, 

As  bright,  as  tranfient  too. 

The  bafhful  look,  the  rifing  breaft, 

Alternate  fpread  alarms  : 
The  lovely  ftranger  ftands  confeft 

A  maid  in  all  her  charms. 

"  And,  ah,  forgive  a  ftranger  rude, 
"  A  wretch  forlorn,"  (he  cry'd  ; 

"  Whole  feet  unhallow'd  thus  intrude 
"  Where  heaven  and  you  refide. 

"  But  let  a  maid  thy  pity  (hare, 
"  Whom  love  has  taught  to  ftray ; 

«  Who  feeks  for  reft,  but  finds  dcipair 
"  Companion  of  her  way. 

"  My  father  liv'd  befide  the  Tyne, 

"  A  wealthy  lord  was  he ; 
"  And  all  his  wealth  was  mark'd  as  mine, 

"  He  had  but  only  me. 

"  To  win  me  from  his  tender  arms, 

'*  ITnnumber'd  fuitors  came ; 
"  Who  prais'd  me  for  imputed  charms, 

"  And  felt,  or  feign'd  a  flame. 

"  Each  hour  a  mercenary  crowd 
"  With  richeft  proffers  ftrovc  : 

"  Among  the  reft  young  Edwin  bow'd, 
"  But  never  talk'd  of  love. 

"  In  humble,  fimpleft  habit  clad, 
"  No  wealth  or  power  had  he ; 

"  Wifdom  and  worth  were  all  he  had, 
"  But  thefe  were  all  to  me. 

"  The  bloffom  opening  to  the  day, 
"  The  dews  ot  heaven  refin'd, 

"  Could  nought  of  purity  difplay, 
"  To  emulate  his  mind. 

"  The  dew,  the  bloffoms  of  the  tree, 
"  With  charms  inconftant  fhine  ; 

"  Their  charms  were  his,  but  woe 
^  Their  conftancy  was  mine. 
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tc  For  ftill  I  try'd  each  fickle  art, 

"   Importunate  and  vain  : 
"  And  while  his  paflion  touch'd  my  heart, 

"  I  triumph'd  in  his  pain. 

"  Till  quite  dejedled  with  my  fcorn, 

"  He  left  me  to  my  pride ; 
"  And  fought  a  folitude  forlorn 

"  In  fecret,  where  he  dy'd. 

"  But  mine  the  forrow,  mine  the  fault, 
"  And  well  my  life  fhall  pay; 

*'  I'll  feek  the  folitude  he  fought, 
"  And  ftretch  me  where  he  lay. 

"  And  there,  forlorn,  defpairing  hid, 

"  I'll  lay  me  down  and  die  ; 
"  'Twas  fo  for  me  that  Edwin  did, 

"  And  fo  for  him  will  I." 

"  Forbid  it,  heaven  !"  the  hermit  cry'd, 
And  clafp'd  her  to  his  breaft  : 

The  wondering  fair-one  turn'd  to  chide, 
'Twas  Edwin's  felf  that  preft. 

"  Turn,  Angelina,  ever  dear, 

"  My  charmer,  turn  to  fee 
11  Thy  own,  thy  long-loft  Edwin  here, 

"  Reftor'd  to  love  and  thee.    , 

rt  Thus  let  me  hold  thee  to  ray  heart, 

"  And  ev'ry  care  refign  : 
"  And  {hall  we  never,  never  part, 

"  My  life — my  all  that's  mine. 

*  No,  never,  from  this  hour  to  part, 

"  We'll  live  and  love  fo  true, 
"The  ugh  that  rends  thy  cotiftant  heart, 

"  Shall  break  thy  Edwin's  too." 

AN  ELEGY. 

ON  THE  DEATH  OF  A  MAD  DOC. 

GOOD  people  all,  of  every  fort, 

Give  ear  unto  my  fong ; 
And  if  you  find  it  wonderous  fliort, 

It  cannot  hold  you  long. 

In  Iflington  there  was  a  man, 
Of  whom  the  world  might  fay, 

That  ftill  n  godly  race  he  ran, 
Whene'er  he  went  to  pray, 

A  kind  and  gentle  heart  he  had, 

To  comfort  friends  and  foes ; 
The  naked  every  day  he  clad, 

When  he  put  on  his  clothes. 

And  in  that  town  a  dog  was  found, 

As  many  dogs  there  be, 
Both  mongrel,  pu|>py,  whelp,  and  hound, 

And  curs  of  low  degree. 

This  dog  and  man  at  firft  were  friends  ; 

But  when  a  pique  began, 
The  dog,  to  gain  his  private  ends, 

Went  juad,  and  bit  the  man. 

Around  from  all  the  neighbouring  ftrects, 
The  wondering  neighbours  ran, 


And  fwore  the  dog  had  loft  his  wits, 
To  bite  fo  good  a  man. 

The  wound  it  feem'd  both  fore  and  fad 

To  every  Chriftian  eye ; 
And  while  they  fwore  the  dog  was  mad, 

They  fwore  the  man  would  die. 

But  foon  a  wonder  came  to  light, 

That  fhow'd  the  rogues  they  ly'd, 
The  man  recover'd  of  the  bite, 

The  dog  it  was  that  dy'd. 

STANZAS  ON  WOMAN. 

WHEN  lovely  woman  ftoops  to  folly, 
And  finds  too  late  that  men  betray, 

What  charms  can  footh  her  melancholy, 
What  art  can  wafh  her  guilt  away  I 

The  only  art  her  guilt  to  cover, 

To  hide  her  fhame  from  every  eye, 

To  give  repentance  to  her  lover, 
And  wiing  his  bolbm — is,  to  die. 

THE  TRAVELLER* ; 

OR,    A  PROSPECT  OF  SOCIETY.    1765. 
To  tic  Rev.  Henry  Goldfmitb. 

DEAR  SIR, 

I  AM  fenfible  that  the  friendfiiip  between  us  can 
acquire  no  new  force  from  the  ceremonies  of  a  de 
dication  ;  and,  perhaps,  it  demands  an  excufe  thus 
to  prefix  your  name  to  my  attempts,  which  you 
decline  giving  with  your  own.  But  as  a  part  of 
this  poem  was  formerly  written  to  you  from  Swit 
zerland,  the  whole  can  now,  with  propriety,  be 
only  infcribed  to  you.  It  will  alfo  throw  a  light 
upon  many  parts  of  it,  when  the  reader  under- 
ftands,  that  it  is  addrefied  to  a  man.  who,  de- 
fpifing  fame  and  fortune,  has  retired  early  to  hap- 
pinefs  and  obfcurity,  with  an  income  of  forty- 
pounds  a-ycar. 

I  now  perceive,  my  dear  brother,  the  wifdom 
of  your  humble  choice.  You  have  entered  upon 
a  lacred  office,  where  the  harveft  is  great,  and 
the  labourers  are  but  few  ;  while  you  have  left 
the  field  of  ambition,  where  the  labourers  are 
many,  and  the  harveft  not  worth  carrying  away. 
But  of  all  kinds  of  ambition,  what  from  the  re 
finement  of  the  times,  from  different  fyftems  of 
criticifm,  and  from  the  divifions  of  party,  that 
which  purfues  poetical  fame  is  the  wildeft. 

Poetry  makes  a  principal  amufement  among 
unpolifhcd  nations ;  but  in  a  country  verging  to 
the  extremes  of  refinement,  painting  and  mufic 
come  in  for  a  fhare.  As  thefe  offer  the  feeble 
mind  a  lefs  laborious  entertainment,  they  at  fifft 
rival  poetry,  and  at  length  fupplant  her ;  they  en- 

*  In  tils  poem  federal  alterations  "were  made,  and 
fame  rtetv  verfes  added^  as  it  pajfrd  through  different- 
editions.—  We  have  printed  from  the  nintb^  "which 
ivas  tie  loft  edition  fublijhsd  in  the  life-time  of  tks. 
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grofs  all  that  favour  once  fhown  to  her,  and, 
though  but  younger  lifters,  feize  upon  the  elder's 
birthright. 

Yet,  however  this  art  may  be  neglected  by  the 
powerful,  if  is  ftill  in  greater  danger  from  the 
inifraken  efforts  of  the  learned  to  improve  it. 
Wr;at  C'>ticifms  have  we  not  heard  of  iate  iw  fa 
vour  of  blank  verfe  and  Pindaric  odes,  choruffes, 
ampefts  and  iambics,  alliterative  care  and  happy 
negligence  !  Every  abfurdiry  has  now  a  champion 
to  d.-fend  it;  anvl  as  he  is  generally  much  in  the 
•wrong,  fo  he  has  always  much  to  fay;  for  error  is 
eve-  talkative. 

But  there  js  an  enemy  to  this  art  ftill  more 
dangerous,  I  mean  party.  Party  entirely  diftorrs 
the  judgment,  and  dcftroys  the  ta,fte.  When  the 
mind  is  once  infected  with  this  difeafe,  it  can 
only  find  pleafure  in  what  contributes  to  in  create 
the  diftemper.  Like  the  tyger,  that  feldom  de- 
filts  from  pqrfuing  man,  after  having  once  preyed 
upon  human  flefh,  the  reader,  who  has  once  gra 
tified  his  appetite  with  calumny,  makes,  ever  after, 
the  mofl  agreeable  feaft  upon  murdered  reputa 
tion.  Such  readers  generally  admire  fome  half 
witted  thing,  who  wanrs  to  be  thought  a  bold 
iiiati,  having  loft  the  character  of  a  wife  one. 
Him  they,  dignify  with  the  name  of  p  >et  :  his 
tawdry  lampoons  are  called  fatires  his  turbu 
lence  is  faid  to  be  force,  and  his  frenzy  fire. 

What  reception  a  poem  may  find,  which  has 
neither  abufc,  party  nor  blank  verfe  t^fupport  it, 
I  cannot  tell,  nor  am  I  folicitou*  to  know.  My 
aims  are  right.  Without  efp  >ufing  the  caufe  of 
any  party,  I  have  attempted  to  moderate  the  rage 
of  all  I  have  endeavoured  to  (how,  that  there 
pay  be  equal  happinefs  in  flates,  that  are  diffe 
rently  governed  from  our  own;  that  every  (late 
has  a  particular  principle  of  happinefs,  and  that 
this  principle  in  each  may  be  carried  to  a  mif- 
chievous  excefs.  There  are  few  can  judge,  better 
than  yourfelf,  how  far  thefe  pofmons  are  illu- 
ftrated  in  this  poem.  I  am, 

Dear  Sir, 
Your  mofl  affcdtionate  brother, 

OLIVLK  GOLDSMITH. 


,  unfriended,  melancholy,  flow, 
Or  by  the  lazy  Schtld,  or  wandering  Po; 
Or  onward,  "where  the  rude  Qcwinthian  boor 
Againft  the  houfelefs  ftranger  fhuts  tl-,e  door  ; 
Or  where  Campania's  plain  forfaken  lieSj 
A  weary  wafte  expanding  to  the  ikies ; 
Where'er  I  roam,  whatever  realms  to  fee, 
My  heart  untr  vell'd  fondly  turns  to  thee  : 
Still  to  my  brother  turns,  with  ceafelefs  pain, 
And  drags  at  each  remove  a  lengthening  chain. 

Eternal  bltffings  crown  my  earlieft  friead, 
Anc*  round  his  dwelling  guardian  faints  attend; 
Bk ft  be  that  fpot,  where  cheerful  guefl.s  retire 
To  paufe  frori,  toil,  and  trim  their  evening  fire; 
IJleft  that  ab  de,  where  want  and  pain  repair, 
And  every  ftrangei  finds  a  ready  chair  : 
Blefl  be  thofe  feafts  with  fimple  plenty  crowu'd, 
XYhere  all  the  ruddy  family  arouad 


Laugh  at  the  jefb  or  pranks  that  never  fail, 
Or  figh  with  pity  at  Ibme  mournful  tale  ; 
Or  prefs  the  bafhful  ftranger  to  his  food, 
And  learn  the  luxury  *>f  doing  good 

But  me,  not  deflin'd  luch  delights  to  (hare, 
My  prime  of  life  in  wandering  fpent  and  care  j 
Impell'd,  with  fteps  uric?;ifing,  to  puri'ue 
Some  fleeting  good,  that  ;v.ocks  me  with  the  view  ; 
That,  like  the  circle  bounding  earth  and  fkies, 
Allures  from  far,  yet,  as  I  follow,  flies; 
My  fortune  leads  to  traverfe  realms  alone, 
And  find  no  fp«t  of  all  the  world  my  own. 
Ev'n  now,  where  Alpuie  folitudes  afcend, 
I  fit  me  down  a  penfivr  hour  to  fpend  ; 
And,  plac'd  on  high  above  the  ftorm's  career. 
Look  downward  where  an  hundred  realms  ap 
pear  : 

Lake*,  forefts,  cities,  plains  extending  wide, 
The  porvp  of  kings,  the  ihepherd'a  humbler  pride. 
When  thus  creation's  charm-;  around  combine, 
Amidft  the  ftorc,  fhould  thanklefs  pride  repine  ? 
Say,  fhould  the  phiiofbi.  hie  mind  difdain 
ihat  good  which  makes   each    humbler  bofom 

vain  ? 

Let  fchool-taught  pride  diffemble  all  it  can, 
Thefe  little  things  are  great  to  little  man  ; 
And  wifer  he.  whofe  fympathetic  mind 
Exulrs  in  all  the  good  of  all  mankind. 
Ye  glittering  towns,  with  wealth  and  fplendour 

crown'd  j 

Ye  fields,  where  fummer  fpreadsprofufion  round; 
Ye  lakes,  whole  veffels  catch  the  bufy  gale; 
Ye  bending  fwains,  that  drefs  the  Howery  vale  ; 
For  me  your  tributary  ftores  combine  : 
Creation's  heir,  the  world,  the  world  is  mine. 

As  fome  lone  mifcr,  vifr.ing  his  ftore, 
Bends  at  his  treafare,  counts,  recounts  it  o'er ; 
Hoards  after  hoards  his  rifing  raptures  fill, 
Yet  ftill  he  fighs,  for  hoards  are  wanting  ftill  : 
Thus  to  my  breaft  alternate  pafii'^ns  rife, 
Pleas'd  with  each  good  that  Hcav'n  to  man  fujf>j 

plies : 

Yet  oft  a  figh  prevails,  and  forrows  fall, 
To  fee  the  hoard  "f  human  blils  fo  fmall ; 
And  oft  I  wifh,  amidft  the  fcene,  to  fiiij 
Some  fpot  to  real  happinefs  confign'd^ 
Where  my  worn  foul,  each  wandering  hope  a.t 

reft. 
May  gather  blifs  to  fee  my  fellows  bleft. 

But  where  to  find  that  happieft  fp  t  below, 
Who  can  direct,  when  all  pretend  to  know? 
The  fhudd'ring  tenant  of  the  frigid  zone 
Boldly  proclaims  that  happieft  fpot  his  own 
Extols  the  treafures  of  his  ftcrmy  feas, 
And  his  long  nights  of  revelry  and  eafe  ; 
The  naked  negro,  panting  at  the  line, 
B^-'fts  of  his  golden  fands  and  palmy  wine, 
B  fk*  in  the  glare,  or  ftems  the  tepid  wave, 
And  thaqks  his  gods  for  all  the  good  they  gave, 
Such  is  the  patriot's  bpall,  where'er  we  roam, 
His  firft    beU  coumry,  ever  is  at  home, 
And^yet.  perhaps,  if  countiies  we  compare, 
And  ellimare  the  bleffings  which  tht  y  (hare, 
Though  patriots  flatter,  ftill  fha'l  wifdom  fiai 
An  e^uaj  pcrticn  dealt  to  all  iwaukind  ^ 
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As  different  good,  by  art  or  nature  given, 
To  different  nations  makes  their  blefiings  even. 

Nature,  a  mother  kind  alike  to  all, 
Still  grants  her  blifs  at  labour's  earned  call; 
With  food  as  well  the  peafant  is  fupply'd 
On  f  dra's  cliffs  as  Arno's  ftielvy  fide  ; 
And  though  the  rocky  crefted  fummits  frown, 
Thefe  rocks,  by  caftom,  turn  to  beds  of  down. 
From  art  more  various  are  the  bleffings  fent ; 
'Wealth,  commerce,  honour,  liberty,  content. 
Yet  thefe  each  other's  power  fo  ftrong  contefl, 
That  either  fcems  deftru6Hve  of  the  reft. 
Where  wealth  and  freedom  reign,  contentment 

fails  ; 

And  honour  finks  where  commerce  long  prevails. 
Hence  every  ftate  to  one  loVd  blrfling  prone, 
Conforms  and  models  life  to  that  alone. 
Each  to  the  fav'rite-happinefs  attends, 
And  fpurns  the  plan  that  aims  at  other  ends ; 
Till  carried  to  excefe  in  each  domain, 
This  fav'ritc  good  beget*  peculiar  pain. 

But  kt  us  try  thefe  truths  with  ciofer  eyes, 
And  trace  them  through  the  profpecT:  as  it  lies  : 
Here  for  a  while  my  proper  cares  refign'd, 
Here  let  me  fit  in  forrow  for  mankind  ; 
Like  yon  neglected  fhrub  at  random  caft, 
That  (hades  the  fteep,  and  Cghs  at  every  blaft. 

Far  to  the  right  where  Appennine  afcends, 
Bright  as  the  fummer,  Italy  extends ; 
Its  uplands  floping  deck  the  mountain's  fide, 
Woods  over  woods  in  gay  theatric  pride; 
While  oft  fome  temple's  mould'ring  tops  between 
With  venerable  grandeur  mark  the  fcene. 

Could  nature's  bounty  fatisfy  the  breaft, 
The  fons  of  Italy  were  furely  bled. 
Whatever  fruits  in  different  climes  were  found, 
That  proudly  rife,  or  humbly  court  the  ground  ; 
Whatever  blooms  in  torrid  tracts  appear, 
Whofe  bright  fuccefiion  decks  the  varied  year; 
Whatever  fweets  fajute  the  northern  £cy 
With  vernal  lives,  that  bloffom  but  to  die  ; 
Thefe  here  difpcrting  own  the  kindred  foil, 
Nor  aflc  luxuriance  from  the  planter's  toil ; 
While  fea-born  gales  their  gelid  wings  expand 
To  winnow. fragrance  round  the  fmiling  land. 

But  fniall  the  blifs  that  fenfe  alone  bellows, 
And  fenfual  blifs  i*  all  the  nation  knows. 
In  florid  beauty  groves  and  fields  appear, 
Man  feems  the  only  growth  that  dwindles  here. 
Contrafted  faults  through  all  his  manners  reign  : 
Though    poor,    luxurious;     though    fubmiilive, 

vain  ; 

Though  giave,  yet  trifling;  zealous,  yet  untrue; 
And  even  in  penance  planning  fins  anew. 
All  evils  here  contaminate  the  miod, 
That  opulence  departed  leaves  behind  ; 
For  wealth  was  theirs,  not  far  remov'd  the  date. 
When  commerce  proudly  flourifh'd  through  the 

ftate; 

At  her  command  the  palace  learn'd  to  rife, 
Again  the  long-fall'n  column  fought  the  ikies } 
The  canvas  glow'd  beyond  ev'n  na?ure  warm, 
The  pregnant  quarry  teem'd  with  human  form. 
Till,  more  unlteady  than  the  fouthern  gale, 
Commerce  on  ether  lucres  difplay'd  her  fail ; 


While  nought  remain'd  of  all  that  riches  gave, 
But  towns  unnr.mn'd,  and  lords  without  a  flave  s 
And  late  the  nation  found  with  fruitlefs  fkiii 
It*  former  ftrength  was  but  plethoric  ill. 

Yet,  ftill  the  lot*  of  wealth  is  here  fupplied 
By  arts,  the  fplendid  wrecks  of  former  pride; 
Fr  /m  thefe  the  feeble  heart  and  long-fallen  min<) 
An  eafy  comp'enfation  feem  to  find. 
Here  may  be  feen,  in  bloodlefs  pomp  array'd, 
There  pafle-board  triumph  and  the  cavalcade; 
Proceflions  formM  for  piety  ^nd  love, 
A  miftrefs  or  a  faint  in  every  grove. 
By  fports  like  thefe  are  all  their  cares  beguil'd, 
The  fports  of  children  fatisfy  the  child  ; 
Each  nobler  aim,  repreft  by  long  controul, 
Now  finks  at  laft,  or  feebly  mans  the  foul; 
While  low  delights,  fucceeding  faft  behind, 
In  happier  meannefs  occupy  the  mind  : 
As  in  thofe  domes,  where  Crcfars  once  borefway, 
Defac'd  by  time  and  tott'ring  in  decay, 
There  in  the  ruin,  heedlefsof  the  dead, 
The  Ihelter-feeking  peafant  builds  his  fhed  ; 
And,  wondering  man  could  want  the  larg 
Exults,  and  owns  his  cottage  with  a  fmile. 

My  foul  turn  ft- om  them,  tum  w«  to  furvey 
Where  rougher  climes  a  nobler  race  difplay, 
Where   the  bleak  Swifs    their  ftormy    manfion 

tread, 

And  force  a  churlifh  foil  for  fcanty  bread  ; 
No  product  here  the  barren  hills  afford, 
But  man  and  fteel,  the  foldier  and  his  fword. 
No  vernal  blooms  their  torpid  rocks  array, 
But  winter  lingering  chills  the  lap  of  May  ; 
No  zephyr  fondly  fues  the  mountain's  brea(rf 
But  meteors  glare,  and  ftormy  glooms  inveft. 

Yet  ftili,  even  here,  content  can  fpread  a  charm, 
Redrefs  the  clime,  and  all  its  rage  difarm. 
Though  poor  the  peafant's  hut,  his  feafts  though. 

fmall. 

He  fees  his  little  lot  the  lot  of  all  * 
Sees  no  contiguous  palace  rear  its  head 
To  ibame  the  meannefs  of  his  humble  fhedj 
No  coftly  lord  the  fumptuous  banquet  deal 
To  make  him  loath  his  vegetable  meal; 
But  calm,  and  bred  in  ignorance  and  toil, 
Each  wifh  contracting,  fits  him  to  the  foil. 
Cheerful  at  morn,  he  wakes  from  fhort  repofe, 
Brearhes  the  keen  .air,  and  caiols  as  he  goes; 
With  patient  angle  trolls  the  finny  deep, 
Or  drives  his  vent'rous  ploughfnare  to  the  fteep; 
Or  fecks  the  den  wjiere  fnow-tracks  mark  th<t 

way, 

And  drajjs  the  ftruggling  favage  into  day. 
At  night  returning,  every  labour  fped, 
He  fits  him  down  the  mor/a'-ch  of  a  fhed  ; 
Smiles  by  his  cheerful  fire,  and  round  furveys 
His  children*'  looks,  that  brighten  at  the  blaze  ; 
Whale  his  lov'd  partner,  boaftful  of  her  hoard, 
Difplays  her  cleanly  platter  on  the  board  : 
Anil  haply  too  fonie  pilgrim,  thither  led, 
With  many  a  tale  repays  the  nightly  bed. 

Thus  every  good  his  native  wilds  impart, 
Imprints  the  patriot  paffion  on  his  heart: 
Ai»d  even  thofe  ills,  that  round  his  manfion  rife;. 
Enhance  the  blifs  his  icnpty  fund  fupplies. 
3  F  ii'j 
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Dear  is  that  {Tied  to  which  his  foul  conforms, 
And  dear  that  hill  which  lifts  him  to  the  ftorms  ; 
And  as  a  child,  when  fearing  founds  moleft, 
Clings  dole  and  clofer  to  the  mother's  bread, 
So  the  loud  torrent,  and  the  whirlwind's  roar, 
But  hind  him  to  his  native  mountains  more. 

Such  are  the  charms  to  barren  dates  afliarn'd  ; 
Their  wants  but  few,  their  wifhes  all  confin'd. 
Yet  let  them  only  fhare  the  praifes  due, 
Jf  few  their  wants,  their  plcafures  are  but  few  ; 
For  every  want  that  ftimulates  the  breaft, 
Becomes  a  fource  of  pieafure  when  redreft. 
"Whence  from  fuch  lands  each  pleating  fcience  flies, 
That  firft  excites  defire,  and  then  fuppliea; 
Unknown  to  them,  when  fenfual  pleafures  cloy, 
Tci  fill  the  languid  paufe  with  finer  joy  ; 
Unknown  thofe  powers  that  raife  the  foul  to  flame, 
Catch  every  nerve,  and  vibrate  through  the  frame. 
Their  level  life  is  but  a  mouldering  fire, 
Unquench'd  by  want,  unfaun'd  by  ftrong  defire  ; 
Unfit  for  raptures,  or,  if  raptures  cheer 
.On  fome  high  feftival  of  once  a  year, 
In  wild  exccfs  the  vulgar  breaft  takes  fire, 
Till,  buried  in  debauch,  the  blifs  expire. 

But  not  their  joys  alone  thus  coarfely  flow  : 
Their  morals,  like  their  pleafores,  are  but  low, 
For,  as  refinement  flops,  from  fire  to  fon 
Unalter'd,  unimprov'd  the  manners  run  ; 
And  Jove's  and  friendfhip's  finely  pointed  dart 
Fall  blunted  from  each  indurated  heart, 
Some  fterner  virtues  o'er  the  mountain's  breaft 
May  fit,  like  falcons  cowering  on  the  neft ; 
But  all  the  gentler  morals,  fuch  as  play 
Through  life's  more  cultur'd  walks,  and  charm 

the  way, 

Thefe  far  difpers'd,  on  timorous  pinions  fly, 
To  fport  and  flutter  in  a  kinder  Iky. 

To  kinder  fkies,  where  gentler  manners  reign, 
I  turn  ;  and  France  difplays  her  bright  domain. 
Gay  fprightly  land  of  mirth  and  focial  cafe, 
Pleas' d  with  thyfelf ,  whom  allvthe  world  can  pleafe, 
How  often  have  I  led  thy  fportive  choir, 
With  tunelefs  pipe,  befide  the  murmuring  Loire  ? 
Where  {hading  elms  along  the  margin  grew, 
And  frefhen'd  from  the  wave  the  zephyr  flew ; 
And  haply,  though  my  harih  touch  fauh'ring  ftill, 
But  mock'd  all  tune,  and  marr'd  the  dancer's  ikill; 
Yet  would  the  village  praife  my  wondr ous  power. 
And  dance, forgetful  of  the  noon-tide  Lour. 
Alike  all  ages.     Dames  of  ancient  days 
Have  led  their  children  through  the  mirthful  maze, 
And  the  gay  grandfire,  flcill'd  in  geftic  lore, 
Has  frifk'd  beneath  the  burden  of  threescore. 

So  bleft  a  life  thefe  thoughtlefs  realms  difplay, 
Thus  idly  bufy  rolls  their  world  away  : 
Theirs  are  thofe  arts  that  mind  to  mind  endear, 
For  honour  forms  the  focial  temper  here. 
Honour,  that  praife  which  real  merit  gains, 
Or  even  imaginary  worth  obtains, 
Here  pafies  current;  paid  from  hand  to  hand, 
It  fhifts  in  fplendid  traffic  round  the  land  : 
From  courts,  to  camps,  to  cottages  it  ftrays, 
And  all  are  taught  an  avarice  of  praife  ; 
They  pleafe,  art  pleis'd,  ihey  give  to  get  efteem, 
Till,  feeming  bleft,  they  grow  to  what  they  ftt  m. 


But  while  this  fofter  art  their  blifs  fupplies,' 
It  gives  their  follies  alfo  room  to  rife ; 
For  praife  too  dearly  lov'd,  or  warmly  fought, 
Enfeebles  all  internal  ftrength  of  thought. 
And  the  weak  fou!,  within  itfelf  unblcil, 
Leans  for  al!  pleafure  on  another's  breaft. 
Hence  oftentation  here,  with  tawdry  art, 
Pants  for  the  vulgar  praile  which  tools  impart; 
Here  vanity  affumes  her  pert  grimace, 
And  trims  her  robe  of  frize  with  copper  lace  ; 
Here  beggar  pride  defrauds  htr  daily  cheer, 
To  boaft  one  fplendid  banquet  once  a  year; 
The  mind  ftill  turns  where  fhifting  fafhion  draws, 
Nor  weighs  the  folid  worth  of  feif-applauie. 

To  men  of  other  minds  my  fancy  flies, 
Emhofom'd  in  the  deep  where  Holland  lies. 
Methinks  her  patient  ions  before  me  ft  and, 
Where  the  broad  ocean  leans  againft,  the  land, 
And,  fedulous  to  flop  the  coming  tide, 
Lift  the  tall  rampire's  artificial  pride. 
Onward  methrnks,  and  diligently  flow, 
The  firm  connected  bulwark  feems  to  grow  ; 
Spreads  its  long  armsamidft  the  watery  roar, 
Scoops  out  an  empire,  and  ufurps  the  fhore. 
While  the  pent  ocean  rifing  o'er  the  pile, 
Sees  an  amphibious  world  beneath  him  fmile; 
The  flow  canal,  the  yellow  bloflbm'd  vale, 
The  willow  tufted  bank,  the  gliding  fail, 
The  crowded  mart,  the  cultivated  plain, 
A  new  creation  refcu'd  from  his  reign. 

Thus,  while  around  the  wave-fubje£ed  foil 
Impels  the  native  to  repeated  toil, 
Induflrious  habits  in  each  bofom  reign, 
And  induftry  begets  a  love  of  gain. 
Hence  all  the  good  from  opulence  thatfprings, 
With  all  thofe  ills  fuperfluous  treafure  brings, 
Are  here   difplay'd.     Their  much-lov'd   wealth 

imparts 

Convenience,  plently,  elegance,  and  arts; 
But  view  them  clofer ,'craft  and  fraud  appear, 
Even  liberty  itfelf  is  barter'd  here. 
At  gold's  fuperior  charms  all  freedom  flies, 
The  needy  fell  it,  and  the  rich  man  buys; 
A  land  of  tyrants,  and  a  den  of  fiaves. 
Here  wretches  feek  difhonourable  Craves, 
And  calmly  bent,  to  fervitude  conform, 
Dull  as  their  lakes  that  flumber  in  the  ftorm, 

Heavens!  how  unlike  their  Belgic  fires  of  old  ! 
Rough,  poor,  content,  ungovernably  bold; 
War  in  each  breaft,  and  freedom  on  each  brow ; 
How  much  unlike  the  fons  of  Britain  row  ! 

Fir'd  at  the  found,  my  genius  fpreads  her  wing. 
And  flies  where  Britain  courts  the  weftern  fpring  ; 
Where  lawns  extend  that  fcorn  Arcadian  pride, 
And  brighter  ftreams  than  fam'd  Hydafpis  glide, 
There  all  around  the  gentleft  bretzes  ftray 
There  gentle  mufic  melts  on  every  fpray  ; 
Creation's  mildeft  charms  are  there  combin'd, 
Extremes  are  or.ly  in  the  matter's  mind  I 
Stern  o'er  each  bofom  reafon  holds  her  ftate, 
With  daring  aims  irregularly  great; 
Pride  in  their  port,  defiance  in  their  eye, 
I  fee  the  lords  of  human  kind  pafs  by  ; 
Intent  on  high  defigns,  a  thoughtful  band, 
By  forms  uniafhion'd  frefh  from  nature's  hand; 
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Fierce  in  their  native  hardinefs  of  foul, 

True  to  imagin'd  right  above  controul, 

While  even  the  peafant  boafts  thefe  rights  to  fcan, 

And  learns  to  venerate  himfelf  as  man. 

Thine,  freedom, thine  the  bleflings  pi&ur'd  here, 
Thine  are  th&fe  charms  that  dazzle  and  endear  ; 
Too  bletl  indeed,  were  fuch  without  alloy  ; 
But  fnfter'd  even  by  freedom  ills  annoy  ; 
That  independence  Britons  prize  too  high, 
Keeps  man  from  man,  and  breaks  the  focial  tie  ; 
The  fcif-dependent  lordling  fiand  alone, 
All  claims  that  bind  and  fweeten  life  unknown  ; 
Here  by  the  bonds  of  nature  feebly  held, 
Minds'  combat  minds,  repelling  and  repell'd. 
Ferments  arife,  imprifon'd  factions  roar, 
Repreft  ambition  flruggles  round  her  {hore, 
Till  over-wrought,  the  general  fyftem  feela 
Its  motion  flop,  or  frenzy  fire  the  wheels. 

Nor  this  the  worft.     As  nature's  ties  decay, 
As  duty,  love,  and  honour  fail  to  fway,  , 

Fi&itious  bonds,  the  bonds  of  wealth  and  law, 
Still  gather  ftrength,  and  force  unwilling  awe. 
Hence  all  obedience  bows  to  thefe  alone, 
And  talent  finks,  and  merit  weeps  unknown  ; 
Till  time  may   come,   when,    itript  of  all  her 

charms, 

The  land  of'fcholars,  and  the  nurfe  of  arms, 
Where  noble  ftems  tranfmit  the  patriot  flame, 
Where  kings  havetoil'd,  and  poets  wrote  for  fame, 
One  fink  of  level  avarice  (hall  lie, 
And  fcholars,  foldiers,  kings,  unhonour'd  die. 

Yet  think  not,  thus  when  freedom's  ills  1  ftate, 
I  mean  to  flatter  Icings,  or  court  the  great ; 
Ye  powers  of  truth,  that  bid  my  foul  afpire, 
Far  from  my  bofom  drive  the  low  defire  ; 
And  thou,  fair  freedom,  taught  alike  to  feel 
The  rabble's  rage,  and  tyrant's  angry  fteel ; 
Thou  tranfitory  flower,  alike  undone 
By  proud  contempt,  or  favour's  foftering  fun, 
Still  may  thy  blooms  the  changeful  ciime  endure, 
I  only  would  reprefs  them  to  fecure ; 
For  juft  experience  tells,  iii  every  foil, 
That  thofc  who  think  muft  govern  thofe  that  toil ; 
And  all  that  freedom's  higheft  aims  can  reach, 
Is  but  to  lay  proportion'd  loads  on  each. 
Hence,  fhould  one  order  difproportion'd  grow, 
Its  double  weight  mufl  ruin  ali  below, 

O  then  how  blind  to  all  that  truth  requires, 
Who  think  it  freedom  when  a  pert  afpires  ! 
Calm  is  my  foul,  nor  apt  to  rife  in  arms, 
Except  when  fa(t  approaching  danger  warms  : 
But  when  contending  chiefs  blockade  the  throne, 
Contracting  regal  power  to  ftretth  their  own, 
When  I  behold  a  factious  band  agree 
To  call  it  freedom  when  themfelves  are  free ; 
Each  wanton  judge  new  penal  ftatutes  draw, 
Laws  grind  the  poor,  and  rich  men  rule  the  law  ; 
The  wealth  of  climes,  where  favage  nations  roam, 
Pillag'd  from  Haves  to  purchafe  flaves  at  home  ; 
Fear,  pity,  juftice,  indignation  (tart, 
Tear  off  referve,  and  bare  my  fwelling  heart ; 
Till  half  a  patriot,  half  a  coward  grown, 
I  fly  from  petty  tyrants  to  the  throne. 

Yes,  brother,  curfe  with  me  that  haleful  hour, 
When  firft  ambition  ftruck  at  regal  power ; 


And  thus  polluting  honour  in  Its  fource, 

Gave  wealth  to  iway  the  mind  with  double  force, 

Have  we  not  feen,  round  Britain's  peopled  (bore, 

Her  uicful  fons  exchang'd  for  ufelels  ore  ? 

Seen  all  her  triumphs  but  deitructiou  hafte, 

Like  flaring  tapers  bright'ning  as  they  wafle ; 

Seen  opulence,  her  grandeur  to  maintain, 

Lead  flern  depopulation  in  her  train, 

And  over  fields  where  fcatter'd  hamlets  rofe, 

In  barren  folitary  pomp  repofe  ? 

Have  we  not  feen  at  pleafure's  lordly  call, 

The  fmiling  long-frequenred  village  fall? 

Beheld  the  duteous  fnn,  the  fire  decay 'd, 

The  modefl  matron,  and  the  blufhing  maid, 

Forc'd  from  their  homes,  a  melancholy  train, 

To  traverfe  climes  beyond  the  weftern  main ; 

Where  wild  Ofwego  fpreads  her  fwamps  around, 

And  Niagara  ftuns  with  thund'ang  fi.und  ? 

Even  now,  perhaps,  as  there  fome  pilgrim  ftrays 
Through  tangled  forefts,  and  through  dangerous 

ways ; 

Where  beafts  with  man  divided  empire  claim, 
And  the  brown  Indian  marks  with  murd'rous  aim  ; 
There,  while  above  the  giddy  tempeft  flies, 
And  all  around  diftrefsfull  yells  arife, 
The  penfive  exile,  bending  with  his  woe, 
To  flop  too  fearful,  and  too  faint  to  go, 
Cafts  a  long  look  where  England's  glories  fhine, 
And  bids  his  bofom  fympathize  with  mine. 

Vain,  very  vain,  my  weary  fearch  to  find 
That  blifs  which  only  centres  in  the  mind  : 
Why  have  I  fcray'd.  from  pleafure  and  repofe, 
To  feek  a  good  each  government  befiows? 
In  every  government,  though  terrors  reign, 
Though  tyrant  kings,  or  tyrant  laws  reflrain, 
How  finall  of  all  that  human  hearts  endure, 
That  part  which  laws  or  kings  can  caufc  or  cure. 
Still  to  ourfelves  in  every  place  confign'd, 
Our  own  felicity  we  make  or  find  : 
With  fecret  courfe,  which  no  loud  florms  annoy, 
Glides  the  fmooth  current  of  domeflic  joy. 
The  lifted  ax,  the  agonizing  wheel, 
Luke's  iron  crown,  and  Damien's  bed  of  fteel, 
To  men  remote  from  power  but  rarely  known, 
Leave  reafon,  faith,  and  conference,  all  our  own. 

THE  DESERTED  VILLAGE. 

FIRST  PRINTED   IN    1769. 

To  Sir  Jojhua.  Reynolds. 
DEAR   SIR, 

I  CAN  have  no  expectations  in  an  addrefs  of  thit 
kind,  either  to  add  to  your  reputation,  or  to  eila- 
blifh  my  own.  You  can  gain  nothing  from  my 
admiration,  as  I  am  ignorant  of  that  art  in  which 
you  are  faid  to  excel ;  and  I  may  lofe  much  by 
the  fe verity  of  your  judgment,  as  few  have  a  juft- 
er  tafte  in  poetry  than  you.  Setting  intereft  there 
fore  afide,  to  which  I  never  paid  much  attention^ 
I  mufl  be  indulged  at  prefent  in  following  my  af- 
fe&ions.  The  only  dedicalion  I  ever  made  was 
to  my  brother,  becaufe  I  loved  him  better  than 
moil  other  men.  He  is  fince  dead.  Permit  me 
to,  infcribe  this  poem  to  you. 
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How  far  you  may  be  pleafed  with  the  verfifi- 
eation  and  mere  mechanical  parts  of  this  attempt, 
I  do  not  pretend  to  inquire,  but  I  know  you  will  1 
object  (and  indeed  fevcral  of  our  beft  and  wifeft 
friends  concur  in  the  opinion)  that  the  depopula 
tion  it  deplores  is  nowhere  to  be  feen,  and  the 
diforders  it  laments  are  only  to  be  found  in  the 
poet's  own  imngination.  To  this  I  can  fcarce 
make  any  other  anfwer  than  that  I  fincerely  be 
lieve  what  I  have  written  ;  that  I  have  taken  all 
poffible  pains,  in  my  country  excursions,  for  thefe 
four  or  five  years  paft,  to  be  certain  of  what  I  al 
lege,  and  that  all  my  views  and  inquiries  have  led 
me  to  believe  thofe  miferies  real  which  I  here  at 
tempt  to  difpiay.  But  this  is  not  the  place  to  en 
ter  into  an  inquiry  whether  the  country  be  de 
populating  or  not ;  the  difcuilion  would  rake  up 
much  room,  and  I  fhould  prove  myfelf,  at  beft, 
an  indifferent  politician,  to  tire  the  reader  wirh 
a  long  preface,  when  I  want  his  unfatigued  atten 
tion  to  a  long  poem. 

In  regretting  the  depopulation  of  the  country, 
I  inveigh  againft  the  increafe  of  our  luxuries;  and 
here  alfo  I  expect  the  fanut  of  modern  politicians 
againft  me.  For  twenty  or  thirty  years  paft,  it 
has  been  the  fafliion  to  confider  luxury  as  one  of 
the  greateft  national  advantages,  and  all  the  wif- 
d««i  of  antiquity  in  that  particular  as  erroneous. 
Still,  however,  I  muft  remain  a  profcfied  ancient 
en  that  head,  and  continue  to  think  thofe  luxuries 
prejudicial  to  ftatts,  by  which  fo  many  vices  are 
introduced,  and  fo  many  kingdoms  have  been  un 
done.  Indeed,  fo  much  has  been  poured  out  of 
late  on  the  other  fide  of  the  queftion,  that,  mere 
ly  for  the  fake  of  novelty  and  variety,  one  would 
fometimes  wiih  to  be  in  the  right.  1  am, 

Dear  Sir, 
Your  fin  cere  friend, 

and  ardent  admirer, 

OLIVER  GOLDSMITH. 

SWEET  Auburn  !  lovelkft  village  of  the  plain, 
Where  health  and  plenty  cheer'd  the  labouring 

fwain, 

Where  fmiling  fpring  its  earlieft  vifit  paid, 
And  parting  fummer's  lingring  blooms  delay'd. 
Dear  lovely  bowers  of  innocence  and  eaie, 
Seats  of  my  youth,  when  every  fport  Could  pleafe, 
How  ( fteri  have  I  loiter'd  o'<r  thy  green, 
Where  humble  happinefs  endear'd  each  fcene  ! 
How  often  have  I  paus'd  on  every  charm, 
The  (helter'd  cot,  the  cultivated  farm, 
The  never- failing  brook,  the  bufy  mill, 
The  decent  church  that  topt  the  ncighb'ring  hill, 
The  hawthorn  bufh,  with  feats  beneath  the  lhade, 
For  talking  age  and  whifp'ring  lovers  made  1 
How  often  have  I  bled  the  coming  day, 
When  toil  remitting  lent  its  turn  to  play, 
And  all  the  village  train,  from  labour  free, 
JLed  up  their  fports  beneath  the  fpreading  tree, 
While  many  a  yaflime  circled  in  the  (hade, 
The  young  contending  as  the  old  furvey'd  ; 
And  ?nany  a  gambol  frolick'd  o'er  the  ground, 
Heights  of  art  and  feats  of  ftrength  went 
round. 


And  ftill  as  each  repeated  pleafure  tir'd, 
Succeeding  fports  the  miithful  band  infpir'd  ; 
The  dancing  pair  that  fimply  fought  renown,    "* 
By  holding  out,  to  tire  each  other  down; 
The  fvcain  miftruftlefs  of  his  fmutted  face, 
While  fecret  laughter  titter'd  round  the  place; 
The  balhful  virgin's  fide-long  looks  of  love, 
The  matron's  glance  that  would  thofe  looks  re 
prove,  [thefe, 
Thefe  were  thy  charms,  fweet  village  !  fports  like 
With  fweet  fucct  iuon,  taught  ev'n  toil  to  pleafe; 
Thefe  round  thy  bowers  their  cheerful  influence 
flied,  [fled. 
Thefe  ,were  thy  charms — But  all.  thefe  charms  are 

Sweet  fmiling  village,  lovelieft  of  the  lawn, 
Thy  fports  are  fled,  and  all  thy  charms  withdrawn ; 
A  ml  a  ft  thy  bowers  the  tyrant's  hand  is  feen, 
And  defolation  faddens  all  thy  green  : 
One  only  mafter  grafpsthe  whole  domain, 
And  half  a  tillage  ftints  thy  fmiling  plain  ; 
No  more  thy  glafTy  brook  rtflecls  the  day, 
But,  chok'd  with  fedges,  works  its  weedy  way; 
Along  thy  glades,  a  Iblitary  gueft, 
The  hollow  founding  bittern  guards  its  neft  ; 
Amidft  thy  deiert  walks  the  lapwing  flies, 
And  tires  their  echoes  with  unvary'd  cries. 
Sunk  are  thy  bowers  in  (hapelefs  ruin  all, 
And  the  long  grafs  o'ertops  the  mould'ring  wall, 
And,  trembling,  fhrinking  from  the  fpoiler's  hand, 
Far,  far  away  thy  children  leave  the  land. 

Ill  fares  the  land,  to  haft'ning  ills  a  prey, 
Where  wealth  accumulates  and  men  decay ; 
Princes  and  lords  may  flourifh,  or  may  fade  ; 
A  breath  can  make  them,  as  a  breath  has  made; 
But  a  bold  peafantry,  their  country's  pride, 
When  once  deftrcy'd,  can  never  be  fuppiy'd. 

A  rime  there  vras,  ere  England's  griefs  began, 
When  every  rood  of  ground  niaintaiu'd  its  man  ; 
For  him  light  labour  fprcad  her  wholefome  ftorc, 
Juft  gave  what  life  requir'd,  but  gave  no  more: 
His  beft  companions,  innocence  and  health, 
And  his  beft  riches,  ignorance  of  wealth. 

But  times  are  aiter'd  ;  trade's  unfeeling  train 
Ufurp  the  land,  and  difpofTefs  the  fwain  ; 
Along  the  lawn,  where  fcatter'd  hamlets  rofe, 
Unwieldy  wealth  and  cumb'rous  pomp  repofe; 
And  every  want  to  luxury  ally'd, 
And  every  pang  that  folly  pays  to  pride. 
Thofe  gentle  hours  that  plenty  bade  to  bloom, 
Thofe  calm  defires  thatafk'd  but  little  reom, 
Thofe   healthful  fports  that  grac'd  the  peaceful 

fcene, 

Liv'd  in  each  look,  and  brighten'd  all  the  green; 
Thefe,  far  departing,  feek  a  kinder  (here, 
And  rural  mirth  and  manners  are  no  more. 

Sweet  Auburn  !  parent  of  the  blifsful  hour, 
Thy  glades  forlorn  confefs  the  tyrant's  power. 
Here,  as  I  take  my  folitary  rounds,        e 
Amidft  thy  tangling  walks,  and  ruin'd  grounds, 
And,  many  a  year  elaps'd,  return  to  view 
Where  once  the  cottage  flood,  the  hawthorn  grew, 
Remembrance  wakes  with  all  her  bufy  train, 
Swells  at  my  breaft,  and  turns  the  paft  to  pain. 

In  all  my  xvand'rin^s  round  this  world  of  carCj 
In  all  my  grkfa — and  God  has  giv'n  my  fhare— ? 


POEMS. 


I  ftill  had  hopes  my  latefl  hours  to  crown, 
Am  id  ft  thefe  humble  bowers  to  lay  me  down  ; 
To  hufband  out  life's  taper  at  the  clofe, 
And  keep  the  flame  from  wafting  Hy  repofe  : 
I  ftill  had  hopes,  for  pride  attends  us  (till, 
Amidft  the  fwains  to  fhow  my  book-learn'd  flcill, 
Around  my  fire  an  evening  group  to  draw, 
And  tell  of  all  I  felt,  and  all  1  fuw; 
And,  as  an  hare  whom  hounds  and  horns  purfue, 
Pants  to  the  place  from  whence  at  firft  he  ilcw, 
I  ftill  had  hopes,  my  long  vexations  paft, 
Here  to  return — and  die  at  home  at  laft. 

O  bleft  retirement,  friend  to  life's  decline, 
Retreats  from  care  that  never  mud  be  mine, 
How  bleft  is  he  who  crowns  in  fhades  like  thefe, 
A  youth  of  labour  with  an  age  of  eafe  ; 
Who  quits  a  world  where  ftrong  temptations  try, 
And,  fince  'tis  hard  to  combat,  learns  to  fly ! 
For  him  no  wretches,  burn  to  work  and  weep, 
Explore  the  mine,  or  tempt  the  dang'rous  deep  ; 
N'->  furly  porrer  ftands  in  guilty  ftare, 
TO  Jpurn  imploring  famine  from  the  gate  ; 
But  en  he  moves  to  meet  his  latter  end, 
Angels  around  befriending  virtue's  friend  ; 
Sinks  to  the  grave  with  unperceiv'd  decay, 
While  refignation  gently  Hopes  the  way; 
And,  all  his  profpecls  bright'ning  to  the  laft, 
His  heaven  commences  ere  the  world  be  paft  ! 
Sweet  was  the  found,  when,  oft  at  ev'niug's 

clofe, 

Up  yonder  hill  the  village  murmur  rofe  ; 
There,  as  I  paft  with  carelefs  fteps  and  flow, 
The  mingling  notes  came  foften'd  from  below  ; 
The  fwain  refponfive  as  the  milk-maid  fung, 
The  fober  herd  that  low'd  to  meet  their  young, 
The  noify  geefe  that  gabbled  o'er  the  pool, 
The  playful  children  juft  let  loofe  from  fchool. 
The  watch- dog's  voice  that  bay'd  the  whifp'ring 

wind, 

And  the  loud  laugh  that  fpoke  the  vacant  mind; 
Theie  all  in  fweet  confufion  fought  the  fhade, 
And  fill'd  each  paufe  the  nightingale  had  made. 
But  now  the  founds  of  population  fail, 
No  cheerful  murmur-*  fluctuate  in  the  gale, 
NO  bufy  fteps  the  graft-grown  foot-way  tread, 
But  all  the  bloomy  flufh  of  life  is  fled. 
All  but  yon  widow'd,  folitary  thing, 
That  feebly  bends  hefide  fhe  plalhy  fpring; 
JShe,  wretched  matron,  fore  d,  in  age,  for  bread, 
To  ftrip  the  brook  with  mantling  creffes  fpread, 
To  pick  herwint'ry  faggot  from  the  thorn, 
To  leek  her  nightly  fhed,  and  weep  till  morn  ; 
She  only  left  of  all  the  harmlefs  train, 
The  fad  hiftorian  of  the  peniive  plain.         [fmil'd, 
Near  yonder   copfe,    where   once   the  garden 
And  ftill  where  many  a  garden  flower  grows  wild ; 
There,  where  a  few  torn  fhrubs  the  place  difclofe, 
The  village  preacher's  modeft  manfion  rofe. 
A  nian  he  was,  to  all  the  country  dear, 
And  parting  rich  with  forty  pounds  a-year; 
Remote  from  towns  he  ran  his  godly  race, 
Nor  e'tr  had  chang'd,  nor  wifh'd  to  change  his 

place; 

Unfkilful  he  to  fawn,  or  feek  for  power, 
By  dovftrines  fafhioa'd  to  the  varying  hour; 


Far  other  alms  his  heart  had  learn'd  to  prize, 
More  bent  to  raife  the  wretched  than  to  rife. 
His  houfe  was  known  to  all  the  vagrant  train, 
He  chid  their  wand'rings,  but  reliev'd  their  pain; 
The  long-remember* d  beggar  was  his  gueft, 
Whofe  beard  defccnding  fwept  his  aged  breaft; 
The  ruin'd  fpendthrift,  now  no  longer  proud, 
Claim'd  kindred  there,  and  had  his  claims  allow'd; 
The  broken  foldier,  kindly  bid  to  ftay, 
Sat  by  hi*  fire,  and  talk'd  the  night  away; 
Wept  «'er  his  wounds,  or,  tales  of  fornw  done, 
Shoulder'd  his  crutch,  and  fhow'd  how  fields  were 
won.  [gl°ws 

Pleas'd  with  his  guefts,  the  good  man  learn'd  to 
And  quite  forgot  their  vices  in  their  woe; 
Carelefs  their  merits  or  their  faults  to  fcdii, 
Hi«  pity  gave  ere  charity  began. 

Thus  to  relieve  the  wretched  was  his  pride, 
And  even  his  failings  lean'd  to  viitue's  fide; 
But  in  his  duty  prompt  at  every  call, 
He  watch'd  and  wept,  he  pray'd  and  felt  for  alL 
And,  as  a  bird  each  fend  endearment  tries, 
To  tempt  its  new-fledg'd  offspring  to  the  ikies. 
He  try'd  each  art,  reprov'd  each  dull  delay, 
Allur'd  to  brighter  worlds,  and  led  the  way, 
Befide  the  bed  where  parting  life  was  laid, 
And  forrow,  guilt,  and  pain,  by  turns  difmay'd, 
The  rev'rend  champion  ftood.     At  his  controui 
Defpair  and  anguifh  fled  the  ftruggling  foul; 
Comfort  came  down  the   trembling  wretch  t« 

raife, 

And  his  laft  fault'ring  accents  whifper'd  praife. 
At  church,  with  meek  and  unaffi-cled  grace, 
His  looks  adorn'dthe  venerable  place; 
Truth  from  his  lips  prevail'd  with  double  fway, 
And  fools,  who  came  to  feoff,  remain'd  to  pray. 
The  fervice  paft,  around  the  pious  man, 
With  ready  zeal,  each  honeft  ruftic  rah; 
Even  children  follow'd  with  endeaiing  wile, 
And  pluck'd  his  gown,  to  (hare  the  good  man's 

fmile. 

Hi«  ready  fmile  a  parent's  warmth  expreft, 
Their  welfare  pleas'd  him,  and  their  cares  diftreft ; 
To  them  his  heart,  his  love,  his  griefs  were  given, 
But  all  his  ferious  thoughts  had  reft  in  heaven. 
As  fome  tall  cliff  that  lifts  its  awful  form 
Swells  from  the  vale,  and  midway  leaves  the  ftorm, 
Though  round  its  breaft  the  rolling  clouds  are 
Eternal  funfhine  fettles  on  its  head.  [fpread, 

Befide  you  ftraggling  fence  that  fkirts  the  way, 
With  bloff  m'd  furze  unprofitably  gay, 
There,  in  his  noify  manfion,  fkill'd  to  rule, 
The  village  mafter  taught  his  little  fchool; 
A  man  fcvere  he  was,  and  ftern  to  view, 
I  knew  him  well,  and  every  truant  knew; 
Well  had  the  boding  tremblers  learn'd  to  trace 
The  day's  difafters  in  his  morning  face; 
Full  well  they  laugh'd  W1th  counterfeited  glee 
At  all  his  jokes,  for  many  a  joke  had  he  ; 
Full  well  rhe  bufy  whifper  circling  round, 
Convey 'd  the  dilmal  tidings  when  he  frown'd; 
Yet  he  was  kind,  or  if  levcre  in  aught, 
The  love  he  bore  to  learning  was  in  fault; 
The  village  all  declar'd  how  much  he  knew  ; 
Tyvas  certain  he  could  write,  and  cypher  too.; 
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Lands  he  could  meafure,  terms  and  tides  prefage, 
And  even  the  ftory  ran  that  he  could  guage  : 
In  arguing  too,  the  parfon  own'd  hi-;  fkiil, 
For  even  though  vanquifh'd,  he  could  argue  fr.il! ; 
While  words  of  learned  length,  and  thund'ung 

found, 

Amaz'd  the  gazing  ruflics  rang'd  around, 
And  {till  they  gaz'd,  and  (lill  the  wonder  grew, 
That  one  fmall  head  Qould  carry  all  he  knew. 

But  pad  is  all  his  fame.     The  very  foot 
Where  many  a  time  he  triumph'd.  is  forgot. 
J4ear  yonder  thorn,  that  lifts  its  head  on  high, 
Where  once  the  fign-poft  caught  the  paffing  eye, 
Low  lies  that  houic  where  imt-hrown  draughts 

infpir'd, 

Where  gray-beard  mirth,  and  fmiling  toil  retir'd, 
Where  village  ftatefmen  talk'd   with  looks  pro 
found, 

And  news  much  older  than  their  ale  went  round. 
Imagination  fondly  ftoops  to  trace 
The  parlour  fplendors  of  that  feflive  place  ; 
The  white-wafh'd  wall,  the  nicely  fanded  floor, 
The  var.nifty'd  clock  that  click'd  behind  the  door ; 
The  cheft  contriv'd  a  double  debt  to  pay, 
A  bed  by  night,  a  cheft  of  drawers  by  day  ; 
The  pictures  plac'd  for  ornament  and  ufe, 
The  twelve  good  rules,  the  royal  game  of  goofe  ; 
The  hearth,  except  when  winter  chill'd  the  day, 
With  afpen  boughs,  and  flowers  and  fennel  gay, 
While  broken  tea-cups,  wifely  kept  for  {how, 
Rang'd  o'er  the  chimney,  gliiten'd  in  a  row. 

Vain  tranfirory  fplendour  !  could  not  all 
Reprieve  the  tott'ring  manfion  from  it's  fall ! 
Obfcure  it  finks,  nor  (hall  it  more  impart 
An  hour's  importance  to  the  poor  man's  heart; 
Thither  no  more  the  peafant  fhall  repair, 
To  fweet  oblivion  of  hi*  daily  care ; 
No  more  the  farmer's  news,  the  barber's  tale. 
No  more  the  wood-man's  ballad  fhall  prevail ; 
No  more  the  fmith  his  dufky  brow  fhall  clear, 
Relax  his  pond'rous  frrength,  and  lean  to  hear  ; 
The  holl  himfelf  no  longer  fhall  be  found 
Careful  to  fee  the  mantling  blifs  go  round ; 
Nor  the  coy  maid,  half  willing  to  be  preft, 
Shall  kifs  the  cup  to  pafs  it  to  the  reft. 

Yes  !  let  the  rich  deride,  the  proud  difdain, 
Thefe  fimple  bleffings  of  the  lowly  train, 
Tome  more  dear,  congenial  to  my  heart, 
One  native  charm,  than  all  the  glofs  of  art ; 
Spontaneous  joys,  where  nature  has  its  play, 
The  foul  adopts,  and  owns  their  firft-born  fway  : 
Lightly  they  frolic  o'er  the  vacant  mind, 
Unenvy'd,  unmolefted,  unconfin'd. 
But  the  long  pomp,  the  midnight  mafqtierade. 
With  ail  the  freaks  of  wanton  wealth  array 'd, 
?n  thefe.  ere  triflers  halt  their  wifh  obtain, 
The  toiling  pieafure  fickens  into  pain; 
And,  even  while  faihion's  brightett  arts  decoy, 
The  heart  diilrufting  afes,  if  this  be  joy  ? 

Ye  friends  to  truth,  ye  ftatefmen  who  furvey 
The  rich -man's  joys  increafe,  the  poor's  decay, 
*  Pis  yours  to  judge,  how  wide  the  limits  ftend 
Between  a  fplendid  and  an  happy  land. 
Froud  fweils'the  tide  with  loads  pf  freighted  ore, 
And  fhouting  folly  hails  them  from  her  ihore  j 


Hoards,  even  beyond  the  mifer's  wifh  abound, 
And  rich  men  flock  from  all  the  world  around. 
Yet  count  our  gains.     This  wealth  is  but  a  name 
That  leaves  our  ufeful  produ<5l  ftill  the  fame. 
Not  fo  the  lofs.     The  man  of  wealth  and  pride, 
Takes  up  a  {pace  that  many  poor  fuppjy'd  ; 
Space  for  his  lake,  his  park's  extended  hounds, 
Space  for  hi*  horfes,  equipage  and  bounds ; 
The  robe  that  wrap?  hi?  limbs  in  filken  fioth, 
Has  mbb'd  the  neighbouring  fields  of  half  their 

growth  ; 

His  feat,  where  folitary  fports  are  feen, 
Indignant  fpurns  the  cottage  from  the  green ; 
Around  the  world  each  needful  producl  flies, 
For  all  the  luxuries  the  world  fupplies. 
While  thus  the  land  adorn'd  for  pieafure  all 
In  barren  fplendour  feebly  wai's  the  fall. 

As  fome  fair  female  unadorn'd  and  plain, 
Secure  to  pleafe  while  youth  confirms  her  reign, 
Slights  every  borrow'd  charm  that  drefs  fupplies, 
Nor  fhares  with  art  the  triumph  of  her  eyes  : 
But  when  thole  charms  are  paft,  for  charms  arc 

frail, 

When  time  advances,  and  when  lovers  fail, 
She  then  fhines  forth,  felicitous  to  blefs, 
,.In  all  the  glaring  impotence  of  drefs. 
Thus  fares  the  land,  by  luxury  betray'd, 
In  nature's  fimpleft  charms  at  firfl  array'd, 
But  verging  to  decline,  its  fplendours  rife, 
Its  viftas  ftrike,  its  palaces  furprife; 
While,  fcourg'd  by  famine  from  the  fmiling  land, 
The  mournful  peafant  leads  his  humble  band  ; 
And  while  he  finks,  without  one  arm  to  fave, 
The  country  blooms — a  garden,  and  a  grave. 

Where  then,  ah  !  where  (ball  poverty  refide, 
To  'fcape  the  preffure  of  contiguous  pride  ? 
If  to  fome  common's  fencelefs  limits  ftray'd, 
He  drives  his  flock  to  pick  the  fcanty  blade, 
Fhofe  fencelefs  fields  the  fans  of  wealth  divide. 
And  even  the  bare-worn  common  is  deny'd. 

If  to  the  city  fped — What  waits  him  there'? 
To  fee  profufion  that  he  muft  not  fliare ; 
To  fee  ten  thoufand  baneful  arts  combined 
To  pamper  luxury,  and  thin  mankind  ; 
To  fee  each  joy  the  fons  of  pleaiure  know, 
Extorted  from  his  fellow-creature's  woe. 
Here,  while  the  courtier  glitters  in  brocade, 
There  the  pale  artiil  plies  the  fickly  trade  ; 
liere,  while  the  proud   their  long-drawn  pomps 

difplay, 

There  the  bUck  gibbet  glooms  befide  the  way. 
The   dome    where  pieafure  holds  her  midnight 

reign, 

Here,  richly  deckt,  admits  the  grrgeous  train  ; 
1  umultuous  granxJeur  crowds  the  blazing  fquare, 
The  rattHng  chariots  clafh,  the  torches  glare. 
Sure  fcenes  like  thefe  no  troubles  ere  annoy  ! 
Sure  thefe  denote  one  univerfal  joy  ' 
Are  thefe  thy  ferious  thoughts — Ah,  turn  thine 

eyes      - 

Where  the  poor  houfelefs  fhiv'ring  female  lies. 
She  once,  perhaps,  in  village  plenty  bleft, 
Has  wept  at  tales  of  innocence  diftreft  ; 
Her  modeft  looks  the  cottage  mi^ht  adorn, 
Sweet  as  the  primrofe  peeps  beneath  the  there;      t 
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loft  to  &11 ;  her  friends,  her  virtue  fled, 
Near  her  betrayer's  door  (he  lays  her  head, 
And,  pinch'd  with  cold,  and  furinking  from  the 

fhower, 

With  heavy  heart  deplores  that  lucklefs  hour, 
When  idly  firft,  ambitious  of  the  town, 
She  left  her  wheel  and  robes  of  country  brown. 

Do  thine,  fweet   Auburn,  thine,  the  lovclieft 
Do  thy  fair  tribes  participate  her  pain  ?        [train, 
Even  now,  perhaps,  by  cold  and  hunger  led, 
At  proud  mens  doors  they  afk  a  little  bread  ! 

Ah.  no.     To  diftant  climes,  a  dreary  Icene, 
Where  half  the  convex  world  intrudes  between, 
Through  torrid  tracts  with  fainting  fteps  they  go, 
Where  wild  Altama  murmurs  to  their  woe. 
Far  different  therefrom  all  that  charm'd  before, 
The  various  terrors  of  that  horrid  fhore  , 
Thofc  blazing  funs  that  dart  a  downward  ray, 
And  fiercely  ihed  intolerable  day; 
Thofe  matted  woods  where  birds  forget  to  {ing, 
But  filent  bats  in  drowfy  clutter*  cling  ; 
Thofe    pois'neus    fields    with     rank    luxuriance 

crown'd, 

Where  the  dark  fcorpion  gathers  death  around  ; 
Where  at  each  ftep  the  ftranger  fears  to  wake 
The  rattling  terrors  of  th«  vengeful  fnake  ; 
"Where  crouching  tigers  wait  their  haplefs  prey, 
And  '.avage  men  more  murd'rous  ftill  than  they  ; 
While  oft  in  whirls  the  mad  tornado  flies, 
Mingling  the  ravag'd  landfcape  with  the  ikies. 
Far  .Afferent  thefe  from  every  former  fcene, 
The  cooling  brook,  the  graffy  vefted  green, 
The  breezy  covert  of  the  warbling  grove, 
That  only  fhelter'd  thefts  of  harmlefs  love. 

Good  Heaven!  what  forrowsgloom'd  that  part 
ing  day, 

That  call'd  them  from  their  native  walk?  away ; 
When  the  poor  exiles,  every  pieafure  part, 
Hung  round  the  bowers,  and  fondly  look  their  laft, 
And  took  a  long  farewell,  and  wiih'd  in  vain 
For  feats  like  thefe  beyond  tne  weftern  main ; 
And  (hudd'ring  ftill  to  face  the  diftant  deep, 
Return'd  and  wept,  and  ftill  return'd  te  weep. 
The  good  old  fire,  the  firft  prepar'd  to  go 
To  new-found  worlds,  and  wept  for  other's  woe  ; 
But  for  himfelf,  in  confcious  virtue  brave, 
He  only  wifli'd  for  worlds  beyond  the  grave. 
His  lovely  daughter,  lovelier  in  her  tears, 
TheUbnd  companion  of  his  helplefs  years, 
Silejit  went  next,  neglectful  of  her  charms, 
And  left  a  lover's  for  a  father's  arms. 
With  louder  plaints  the  mother  fpoke  her  woes, 
And  bleft  the  cot  where  every  pleasure  rofe  ; 
And  kift  her  thoughtlefs  babes  with  many  a  tear, 
And  clafpt  them  clofe,  in  forrow  doubly  dear  ; 
Whilft  her  fond  hufband  ftrove  to  lend  relief 
In  all  the  filent  manlinefs  of  grief. 

O,  luxury  !  thou  curll  by  Heaven's  decree, 
How  ill  exchang'd  are  things  like  thefe  for  thee ! 
How  do  thy  potions  with  infidious  joy, 
Diffufe  their  pleafures  only  to  deftroy  I 
Kingdoms  by  thce,  to  fickly  greatnefs  grown, 
Boaik  of  a  florid  vigour  not  their  own. 
At  every  draught  more  large  and  large  they  grow, 
A  bloated  mate  ef  rank  unwieldy  woe ; 


Till  fapp'd  their  ftrcngth,  and  every  part  unfound, 
Down,  down  they  fink,  and  fpread  a  ruin  round* 

Even  now  the  devaftation  is  begun, 
And  half  the  bufmefs  of  deftruction  done  ; 
Even  now,  methink*,  as  pond'ring  here  I  ftan,d, 
I  fee  the  rural  virtue*  leave  the  land. 
Down  where  yon  anchoring  veflel  fpreads  the  fail 
That  idly  waiting  flaps  with  every  gale, 
Downward  they  move,  a  melancholy  band, 
Pafs  from  the  fhore,  and  darker  all  the  (brand, 
Contented  toil,  and  hofpitable  care, 
And  kind  connubial  tendernefs,  are  there  ; 
And  piety  with  wishes  plac'd  above, 
And  fteady  loyalty,  and  faithful  love. 
And  thou,  fweet  poetry,  thou  lovelieft  maid, 
Still  firft  to  fly  where  fenfual  joys  invade  ; 
Unfit  in  thefe  degen'rate  times  of  fhame, 
To  catch  the  heart,  or  ftrike  for  honeft  fame  ; 
.Dear  charming  nymph,  neglected  and  decry'd, 
My  iharne  in  crowds  my  folitary  pride. 
Thou  fource  of  all  my  blifs,  and  all  my  w«e, 
That  found'ft  me  poor  at  firft,  and  keep'ft  mefoj 
Thou  guide,  by  which  the  nobler  arts  excel, 
Thou  nurfe  of  every  virtue,  fare  thee  well, 
Farewell,  and  O  !  where'er  thy  voice  be  try'd, 
On  Torno's  cliffs,  or  Pambamarca's  fide, 
Whether  where  equinoctial  fervours  glow, 
Or  winter  wraps  the  polar  world  in  fnow, 
Still  let  thy  voice,  prevailing  over  tinve, 
Redrefs  the  rigours  of  th'  inclement  clime  ; 
Aid  flighted  truth,  with  thy  perfuafive  flrain; 
Teach  erring  man  to  fpurn  the  rage  of  gain  ; 
Teach  him,  that  ftates  of  native  ftrength  pofleft, 
Though  very  poor,  may  ftill  be  very  bleft; 
That  trade's  proud  empire  haftes  to  fwift  decay, 
As  ocean  f  weeps  the  labour'd  mole  away  ; 
While  feif-  dependent  power  can  time  defy, 
As  rocks  refift  the  billows  and  the  iky. 

THE  GIFT  TO  IRIS  : 

IN  BOW-STREET,  COVENT-GARDEN. 

SAT,  cruel  Iris,  pretty  rake, 

Dear  mercenary  beauty, 
What  annual  off  'ring  fhall  I  make 

Expreffive  of  my  duty  ? 

My  heart,  a  victim  to  thine  eyes, 

Should  I  at  once  deliver, 
Say,  would  the  angry  fair-one  prize 

The  gift,  who  flights  the  giver  I 

A  bill,  a  jewel,  watch,  or  toy, 

My  rivals  give  —  and  let  'em. 
If  gems,  or  gold,  import  a  joy, 

I'll  give  them  —  when  I  get  'em. 

I'll  give  —  but  not  the  full-blown  rofe4 

Or  rofe-bud  more  in  fafhion  ; 
Such  (hort-liv'd  offerings  but  difclofe 

A  tranfitory  paflion. 

I'll  give  thee  fomething  yet  unpaid, 

Not  lefs,  fincere,  than  civil  : 
I'll  give  thee  —  ah  !  too  charming  maid, 

I'll  give  thee—  to  the  devii. 
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EPITAPH  ON  DR.  PARNELL. 

THIS  tomb  infcribed  to  gentle  Parnell's  name, 
May  fpeak  our  gratitude,  but  not  his  fame. 
What  heart  but  feels  his  fweetly-moral  lay, 
That  leads  to  truth  through  pleafure's  flowery 

way? 

Celeftial  themes  confefs'd  his  tuneful  aid  ; 
And  Heaven,  that  lent  him  genius,  was  repaid. 
Neediefs  to  him  the  tribute  we  beflow, 
The  tranfitory  breath  of  fame  below  : 
More  lading  rapture  from  his  wo.-ks  (hall  rife, 
While  converts  thank  their  poet  in  the  Ikies. 

EPILOGUE  TO  THE  COMEDY  OF  THE 
SISTERS. 

WHAT  ?  five  long  acts — and  all  to  make  us  wifer  ! 
Our  authorefs  fure  has  wanted  an  advifer. 
Had  (he  coniulted  me,  fhe  fhould  have  made 
Her  moral  play  a  fpeaking  mafquerade ; 
Warm'd  up  each  buttling  fcene,  and  in  her  rage 
Have  emptied  all  the  green-room  on  the  flage. 
My  life  on't,  this  had  kept  her  play  from  finking; 
Have  pleas'd  our  eyes,  and  lav'd  the  pain  of  think 
ing. 

Well,  fince  fhe  thus  has  fhown  her  want  of  fkill, 
What  if  I  give  a  mafquerade  £ — I  will. 
But  how  ?    ay,  there's-  the  rub  !  [fau/ing~\ — I've 

got  my  queue  : 

The  world's  a  mafquerade  !    the  mafquers,  you 
you,  you.  [  To  boxes,  pit,  and  gallery. 

Lud  I  what  a  group  the  motley  fctne  difclofes  ! 
Falfe  wits,   falfe  wives,   falfe   virgins,   and  falfe 

fpoufes  ? 

Statefmen  with  bridles  on ;   and,  clofe  befide  'em, 
Patriots  in  party-colour'd  fuits  that  ride  'em. 
There  Hebes,  turn'd  of  fifty,  try  once  more 
To  raife  a  flame  in  Cupids  of  threefcore. 
Thefe  in  their  turn,  with  appetites  as  keen, 
Deferting  fifty,  fatten  on  fifteen. 
Mifs,  not  yet  full  fifteen,  with  fire  uncommon, 
Flings  down  her  farnpler,  and  takes  up  the  woman : 
The  little  urchin  fmiles,  and  fpreads  her  lure, 
And  tries  to  kill,  ere  flic's  got  power  to  cure, 
Thus  'tis  with  all — their  chief  and  conftant  care 
Is  to  feem  every  thing — but  what  they  are. 
Yon  broad,  bold,  angry  fuark,  I  fix  my  eye  on, 
Who  feems  t'  have  robb'd  his  vizor  from  the  lion  j 
Who  frowns,  and  talks,  and  fwears,  with  round 

parade, 

Looking,    as  who   fhould   fay,  dam'me !   who's 
afraid  ?  {Mimicking. 

Strip  but  this  vizor  off,  and  fure  I  am 
You'll  find  his  lionfhip  a  very  lamb. 
Yon  politician,  famous  in  debate, 
Perhaps,  to  vulgar  eyes,  beftrides  the  (rate ; 
Yet,  when  he  deigns  his  real  fhape  t'  affume, 
He  turns  old  woman,  and  beftrides  a  broom. 
Yon  patriot,  too,  who  pr.ffes  on  your  fight, 
And  feems  to  every  gazer  all  in  white, 
If  with  a  bribe  his  candour  you  attack,       [black  ! 
He  bows,  turns  round,   and  whip — the  man  is 
Yon  critic,  too — but  whither  do  I  run  ? 
If  I  proceed,  our  bard  will  be  undone ! 


Well  then  a  truce,  fince  fhe  requefts  it  toe : 
Do  you  fpare  her,  and  I'll,  for  once,  fpare  yoti* 

THE  HAUNCH  OF  VENISON. 

A  POETICAL   EPISTLE  TO   LORD  CLARE.      1765. 

THANKS,  my  lord,  for  your  venifon,  for  finer  or 

fatter 

Never  rang'd  in  a  forefl,  or  fmok'd  in  a  platter; 
The  haunch  was  a  picture  for  winters  to  ftudy, 
The  fat  was  fo  white,  and  the  lean  was  fo  ruddy ; 
Though  my  ftomach  was  fharp,  I   could  fcarce 

help  regretting 

To  fpoil  fuch  a  delicate  picture  by  eating; 
I  had  thoughts,  in  my  chambers,  to  place  it  in  view, 
To  be  fhown  to  my  friends  as  a  piece  of  virtu; 
As  in  fome  Irifh  h"ufes,  where  things  are  fo  fo, 
One  gammon  of  bacon  hangs  up  for  a  (how  : 
But,  for  eating  a  rafher  of  what  they  take  pride  in, 
They'd  as  foon  think  of  eating  the  pan  it  is  fry'd 

in.  [nounce, 

But  hole! — let  me   paufe — -don't  I  hear  you  pro- 
This  tale  of  the  bacon's, a  d  mnable  bounce; 
Well,  fuppofe  it  a  bounce — fure  a  poet  may  try, 
By  a  bounce  now  and  then,  to  get  courage  to  fly. 
But,  my  lord,  it's  no  bounce  :  I  proteft  in  mjf 

turn, 

It's  a  truth — and  yourlordfhip  may  afk  Mr.  Burn*. 
To  go  on  with  my  tale — as  I  gaz'd  on  the  haunch, 
I  thought  of  a  friend  that  was  trufty  and  ftaunch, 
So  I  cut  it,  and  fent  it  to  Reynolds  undreft, 
To  paint  it,  or  eat  it,  juft  as  he  lik'd  beft. 
Of  the  neck  and  the  bread  I  had  next  to  difpofe } 
Twas  a  neck  and  a  breaft  that  might  rival  Mon 
roe's  : 

But  in  parting  with  thefe  I  was  puzzled  again, 
With  the  how,  and  the  who,  and  the  where,  and 

the  when. 

There's  H— d,and  C— y,  and  H— rth,and  H— ff, 
I  think  they  love  venifon — I  know  they  love  beef, 
There's  my  countryman  Higgins — Oh  1  let  him 

alone, 

For  mv-king  a  blunder,  or  picking  a  bone. 
But  hang  it — to  poets  who  leldom  can  eat, 
Your  very  good  mutton's  a  very  good  treat; 
Such  daintit-s  to  them  their  health  it  might  hurt, 
It's  like    lending  them  ruffles,  when  wanting  a 

fhirt. 

While  thus  I  debated,  in  reverie  center'd, 
An   acquaintance,  a  friend   as  he  call'd  himfelfj 

enter'd ; 

An  under-bred,  fine-fpoken  fellow  was  he, 
And  he  fmil'd  as  he  look'd  at  the  venifon  and  me. 
"  What  have  we  got  here  ? — why,  this  is  good 

eating ! 

Your  own  I  fuppofe — or  is  it  in  waiting  ?" 
"   Vhy,  whofe    fh  -uld    it   be?"  cried    I  with   a 

flounce, 

"  I  get  thefe  things  often  ;  but  that  was  a  bounce  : 
Some  lords,  my  acquaintance,  that  fettle  the  na-> 

tion, 
Are  pleas'd  to  be  kind ;  but  I  hate  oftentatiott." 

*  iotd  Claris 


IP    0    E    M    S. 


"  If  that  be  the  cafe  then,"  cried  he,  very  gay, 
I'm  glad  I  have  taken  this  houfe  in  my  way. 
To  morrow  you  take  a  poor  dinner  with  me  ; 
No  words— I  infift  on't — precifely  at  three  : 
We'll  have  Johnfon,  and  Burke  ;  all  the  wits  will 

be  there ; 
My  acquaintance  is  flight,  or  I'd  alk  my  Lord 

Clare. 

And,  now  that  I  think  on't,  as  T  am  a  finner, 
We  wanted  this  venifon  to  make  out  the  dinner  1 
What  fay  you — a  pafty,  it  (hall  and  it  mult, 
And  my  wife,  little  Kitty,  is  famous  for  cruft. 
Here,  porter — this  venifon  with  me  to  Mile-end  ; 
No   ftirring,   I   beg,  my   dear  friend,   my  dear 

friend  1"  [wind, 

Thus  fnatching  his  hat,  he  brufh'd   off  like  the 
And  the  porter  and  eatables  follow'd  behind. 

Left  alone  to  reflect,  having  emptied  my  fhelf, 
And  "  nobody  with  me  at  fea  but  myfelf  *;" 
Though  I  could  not  help  thinking  my  gentleman 

hafty, 

Yet  Johnfon,  and  Burke,  and  a  good  venifon  pafty, 
Were  things  that  I  never  diflik'd  in  my  life,  [wife. 
Though  ologg'd  with  a  coxcomb,  and  Kitty  his 
So  next  day  in  due  fplendour  to  make  my  approach, 
I  drove  tr>  his  dcor  in  my  own  hackney  coach. 
When  come  to  the  place  where  we  all  were  to 

dine 

(  A  chair-lumber'd  clofet  juft  twelve  feet  by  nine), 
My  friend  bade  me  welcome,  but  ftruck  me  quite 

dumb,  [come ; 

With  tidings  that  Johnfon  and  Burke  would  not 
"  For  I  knew  it,"  he  cried,  "  both  eternally  fail, 
The  one  with  his  fpeeches,  and  t'  other  with 

Thrale ;  [ty, 

But  no  matter,  I'll  warrant  we'll  make  up  the  par- 
With  two  full  as  clever,  and  ten  times  as  heany. 
The  one  is  a  Scotfman,  the  other  a  Jew, 
They  both  of  them  merry,  and  authors  like  you  ; 
The  one  writes  the  Snarler,  the  other  the  Scourge ; 
Some  thinks  he  writes  Cinna-— he  owns  to  Pa- 

nurge."  [name, 

While  thus  he  defcribed   them  by  trade  and  by 
They  enter'd,  and  dinner  was  ferv'd  as  they  came. 

At  the  top  a  fried  liver,  and  bacon  were  feen, 
At  the  bottom  was  tripe,  in  a  fwinging  tureen  ; 
At  the  fides  there  was  fpinnage  and  pudding  made 

hot ; 

Ih  the  middle  a  place  where  the  pafty — was  not. 
Now,  my  lord,  as  fur  tripe  it's  my  utter  averfion, 
And  your  bacon  I  hate  like  a  Turk  or  a  Perfian, 
So  there  I  fat  ftuck,  like  a  horfe  in  a  pound, 
While  the  bacon  and  liver  went  merrily  round  : 
But  what  vcx'd  me  moft,  was  that  d m'd  Scot- 

tifh  rogue,  [brogue, 

With  his  long-winded  fpeeches,  his  fmiles  and  his 
And,  **  madam,"  quoth  he,  "  may  this  bit  be  my 

poifon, 

A  prettier  dinner  I  never  fet  eyes  on  ; 
Pi  ay  a  flice  of  your  liver,  though  may  I  be  curft, 
But  I've  eat  of  your  tripe,  till  I'm  ready  toburft." 

*  See  the  letters  that  pajfed  between  bis  Royal  High  • 
nefs  Henry  Duke  of  Cumberland)  and  Lady  Groft/enor, 


"  The  tripe,'"  quoth  the  Jew,  "  with  his  choco 
late  check, 

I  could  dine  on  this  tripe  feven  days  in  the  week  : 
I  like  theie  here  dinners  fo  pretty  and  fmall ;  [all." 
But  your  friend  there,  the  doctor,  eats  nothing  at 
"  O — Oh  1"  quoth  my  friend,  "  he'll  come  on  in 

a  trice, 

He's  keeping  a  corner  for  fomething  that's  ntce  : 
There's  a  pafty" — "  A  pafty  1"  repeated  the  Jew  ; 
I  don't  care,  if  I  keep  a  corner  for't  too."    [Scot  ; 
"  What  the  de'il,  mon,  a  pafty  !"  re-echo'd  the 
Though  fplitting,  I'll  ftillkeep  a  corner  for  that." 
"   We'll  all  keep  a  corner,"  the  lady  cried  out; 
"  We'll  all  keep  a  corner,"  was  echo'd  about. 
While  thu*  we  refolv'd,  and  the  pafty  delay'd, 
With  lonks  that  quite  petrified,  enter'd  the  maid: 
A  vifage  fo  fad,  and  fo  pale  with  affright, 
Wak'd  Priam  in  drawing  his  curtains  by  night. 
But  we  quickly  found  out,  for  who  could  miftake 

her  ?  [baker : 

That  (he  came  with  fome  terrible*  news  from  the 
And  fo  it  fell  out,  for  that  negligent  floven 
Had  (hut  out  the  pafty  on  (hutting  his  oven. 
Sad  Philomel  thus — but  let  fimiles  drop — 
And  now  that  I  think  on't,  the  ftory  may  flop. 
To  be  plain,  my  good  lord,  it's  but  labour  mi£. 

plac'd, 

To  fend  fuch  good  verfes  to  one  of  your  tafte ; 
You've  got  an  odd  fomething— a  kind  of  di£« 

cerning — 

A  relifh — a  tafte — ficken'd  over  by  learning ; 
At  leaft,  it's  your  temper,  as  very  well  known, 
That  you  think  very  flightly  of  all  that's  your  own : 
So,  perhaps,  in  your  habits  of  thinking  arnifs. 
You  may  make  a  miftake,  and  think  flightly  of 

this. 

FROM  THE  ORATORIO  OF  THE  CAP- 
TIVJTY. 


THE  wretch  condemn'd  with  life  to  part, 

Still,  ftill  on  hope  relies ; 
And  ev'ry  pang  that  rends  the  heart, 

Bids  expectation  rife. 

Hope,  like  the  glimm'ring  taper's  light, 

Adorns  and  cheers  the  way  ; 
And  ftill,  as  darker  grows  the  night, 

Emits  a  brighter  ray. 

SONG. 

O  MEMORY!  thou fond  deceiver, 

Still  importunate  and  vain, 
To  former  joys  recurring  ever, 

And  turning  all  the  paft  to  pain  ; 

Thou,  like  the  world,  the  oppreft  oppreffing, 
Thy  faiiles  increafe  the  wretch's  woe ; 

And  he  who  wants  each  other  blefling, 
In  thee  mufl  ever  find  a  foe. 

THE  CLOWN'S  REPLY. 

JOHN  TOTT  was  defired  by  two  witty  peers, 
To  tell  them  the  reafon  why  afles  had  ears  ? 


THE    WORKS    OF 
I'm  not  given 


GOLDSMTTH. 


"  An't  pleafe  you,"  quoth  John, 

"  to  letters, 
"  Ner  dare  I  pretend  to  know  more  than  my  bet- 

"  ters,  [graces, 

"  Howe'er,  from  this  time,  I  (hall  ne'er  fee  your 
"  As  I  hope  to  be  fav'd  :  without  thinking  on 

«  affes." 
Edinburgh,  1753. 

EPITAPH  ON  EDWARD  PURDON  *. 

HERE  lies  poor  Ned  Purdon,  from  mifery  freed, 
Who  long  was  a  bookfeller's  hack  ; 
He  led  fueh  a  damnable  life  in  this  world^— 
I  don't  think  he'll  wifh  to  come  back. 

AN  ELEGY, 

ON  THE  GLORY  OF  HER  SEX,  MRS.  MARY  BLA1ZE 

GOOD  people  all,  with  one  accord, 
Lament  for  Madam  Blaize, 

Who  never  wanted  a  good  word • 

From  thofe  who  fpoke  her  praife. 
The  needy  feldom  pafs'd  her  door, 

And  always  found  her  kind; 
She  freely  lent  to  all  the  poor — 
Who  left  a  pledge  behind. 
She  flrove  the  neighbourhood  to  pleafe, 
With  manners  wond'rous  winning; 
And  never  follovv'd  wicked  ways, 
Unlefs  when  fhe  was  finning. 
At  church,  in  filks  and  fatins  new, 
With  hoop  of  monilrous  fize ; 
She  never  flumber'd  in  her  pew — 

But  when  ftie  fhut  her  eyes. 
Her  love  was  fought,  I  do  aver, 

By  twenty  beaux  and  more; 
The  king  himfelf  has  follow'd  her — 

When  fhe  has  waik'd  before. 
But  now  her  wealth  and  finery  fled, 

Her  hangers-on  cut  fhort  all; 
The  doctors  found,  when  fhe  was  dead-— 

Her  laft  diforder  mortal. 
Let  us  lament,  in  forrow  fore, 

For  Kent-ftreet  well  may  fay, 
That  had  fhe  Hv'd  a  twelvemonth  more- 
She  had  not  dy'd  to-day. 


RETALIATION!. 

OF  old,  when  Scarron  his  companions  invited, 
Each  gueft   brought  his  dilh,  and  the  feail  was 
united, 

*  'This  gentleman  "was  educated  at  Trinity-College, 
Dublin  ;  but  having  ivajled  bis  patrimony,  be  enlijled 
MS  a  faot-foldier.  Growing  tired  of  that  employment,  be 
obtained  his  difcbarge^  and  became  afcribbler  in  tie  neivf- 
papers.  He  tranjlated  Voltaire's  Henriade. 

f  fir/}  printed  in  1774,  after  the  author's  death. 
Dr.  Goldfmitb,  and  fame  of  his  friends,  occajionally  dined 
«t  the  St.  James's  Coffee -Houfe.  —  One  day  it  was  pro- 
fofed  to  •write  epitaphs  on  him.  His  country,  dialed,  and 
ferfon.furn'ijbedfubjecls  ofivitticiftn.  He  ivas  called  on 
for  Metal  tat  ion,  andi  at  the  next  meeting  produced  tht 


If  our  *  landlord  fu^plies  us  with  beef  and  with  fifli, 
Let  each  gueft  bring  himfelf,  and  he  brines  the 

beft  difh  : 

Our  f  dean  fhall  be  venifon,  juft  frefli  from  the 
Plains;  [brains; 

Our  J  Burke  {hall  be  tongue,  xvith  a  garnifh  of 
Our  |f  Will  (hall  be  wild  fowl,  of  excellent  flavour, 
Aud  §  Dick  with  his  pepper  fhall  heighten  their 

favour  : 

Our  **  Cumberland's  fweetbread  its  place  fhall  ob 
tain, 

And  ff  Douglas  is  pudding,fubftantial  and  plain  : 
Our  \ \  Garrick's  a  fallad ;   for  in  him  we  fee 
Oil,  vinegar,  fugar,  and  faltnefs  agree  : 
To  make  out  the  dinner,  full  certain  I  arn» 
That    Jin  Ridge  is  anchovy,   and   §j  Reynolds  is 

lamb; 

That  ^J  Hickey's  a  capon,  and,  by  the  fame  rule, 
Magnanimous  Goldfmith  a  goofberry  fool. 
At  a  dinner  fo  various,  at  fuch  a  repaft, 
Who'd  not  be  a  glutton,  and  flick  to  the  lafl  ? 
Here,  waiter,  more  wine,  let  me  fit  while  I'm 

able, 

Till  all  my  companions  fink  under  the  table  ; 
Than,  with  chaos  and  blunders  encircling  my  head, 
Let  me  ponder,  and  tell  what  I  think  of  the  dead. 

Here  lies  the  good  dean,  re-united  to  earth, 
Who  mixt  reafon  with  pleafure,  and  wifdoru  with 

mirth : 

If  he  had  any  faults,  he  has  left  us  in  doubt, 
At  leaft,  in  fix  weeks,  I  could  not  find  'em  out ; 
Yet  fome  have  declar'd,  and  it  can't  be  denied  'em, 
That  fly.boots  was  curfedly  cunning  to  hide  'em. 
Here  lies  our  good  Edmund,  whofe  genius  was 

fuch, 

We  fcarcely  can  praife  it,  or  blame  it  too  much  ; 
Who,  born  for  the  univerfe,  narrow'd  his  mind, 
And  to  party  gave  up  what  was  meant  for  mankind. 
Though  fraught  with  all  learning,  yet  ftraining 

his  throat, 

To  perfuade  ***  Tommy  Town&end  to  lend  him 
a  vote ; 


*  Tbe  majler  of  the  St.  James's  Cojfee-Houfe, -where 
the  Doflor,  and  the  friends  be  has  char&SieriJtd  in  tliis 
poem,  occajionally  dined. 

f  Doctor  Barnard,  Dean  of  Derry  in  Ireland. 
\  Mr.  Edmund  Burke. 

j|  Mr.  William  Burke,  late  fecretary  to  General 
L,onivay,  and  member  for  Bed'win. 

\  Mr.  Richard  Burke,  collector  for  Granada. 
'  *  Mr.  Richard  Cumberland,  author  of  the  Weft -In 
dian,  fajtionable  Lover,  the  Bt -other M,  and  other  drama- 
ic  pieces. 

•ff  DoSlor  Douglas,  canon  of  IVindfor,  an  ingenious 
•ots  gentleman,  -who  has  no  lefs  di/linguijbed  himfelf  at 
a  citizen  of  the  world,  than  a  found  critic,  in  detecting 
fevsrat   literary  mijlakcs  (or  rather  forgeries}  of  bis 
countrymen  ;  particularly  Louder  on  Milton,  and  Bow 
er's  Hi/lory  of  the  Popes. 
\\  David  Garrick,  Efy. 

jj  j|  Counfellor  John  Ridge,  a  gentleman  belonging  te 
toe  Irijb  bar. 

§  §  &'r  *30ft>ua  Reynolds. 

^  An  eminent  attorney. 

*_**  Mr.  r.  Tow»Jbendt  member  for 


f    0    E 

Who,  too  deep  for  his  hearers,  ftill  went  on  refin 
ing, 
And  thought  of  convincing,  while  they  thought 

of  dining; 

Though  equal  to  all  things,  for  all  things  unfit, 
Too  nice  for  a  ftatefman,  too  proud  for  a  wit : 
Fcr  a  patriot  too  cool;  for  a  driidge,  difobedient; 
And  too  fond  of  the  right  to  purfue  the  expedient. 
In  fhort,  'twas  his  fate,  unemploy'd,  or  in  place,  fir, 
To  eat  mut-  en  coid,  and  cut  blocks  with  a  razor. 
Here  lies   honefl   William,  whofe  heart  was  a 

mint, 
While  the  owner  ne'er  knew  half  the  grod  that 

was  in't ; 

The  pupil  of  impulfe,  it  forc'd  him  along, 
His  conduct  ftill  right,  with  his  argument  wrong; 
'Still  aiming  at  honour,  yet  fearing  to  roam, 
The  coachman  was  tipfy  the  chariot  drove  home; 
Would  you  afk  for  his  merits'  alas  !  he  had  none; 
"What  was  good  was  fpontaneous,  his  faults  were 

his  own. 
Here  lies  honeft  Richard,  whofe  fate   I  muft 

'  figh  at ; 

Alas,  that  fuch  frolic  fliould  now  be  fo  quiet ! 
What  .pirit^i  were  his!  what  wit  and  what  whim! 
*  Now  breaking  a  jeft,  and  now  breaking  a  limb  ! 
Now  wrangling  and  grumbling  to  keep  up  the 

ball! 

Kow  teazing  and  vexing,  yet  laughing  at  all !    ', 
In  fhort,  fo  provoking  a  devil  was  Dick,       [nick  : 
That  w.  wifh'd  him   full  ten  times  a  day  at  old 
But,  miffing  his  mirth  and  agreeable  vein, 
As  often  we  wifh'd  to  have  Dick  back  again- 

Here  Cumberland  lies,  having  acted  his  parts, 
The  Terence  of  England,  the  mender  of  hearts; 
A  flattering  painter,  who  made  it  his  care 
To  draw  men  as  they  ought  to  be,  not  as  they  are. 
His  gallants  are  all  faultlefs  his  women  divine, 
And  comedy  wonders  at  being  fo  fine  ; 
.Like  a  tragedy  queen  he  has  dizen'd  her  out, 
Or  rather  like  tragedy  giving  a  rout. 
His  fools  have  their  follies  fo  loft  in  a  crowd 
Of  virtues  and  feelings,  tbat  folly  grows  proud, 
An.l  coxcombs  alike  in  their  failing*  alone, 
Adopting  his  portraits  are  pleas'd  with  their  own. 
Say,  where  has  our  poet  this  malady  caught? 
Or,  wherefore  his  characters  thus  without  fault  ? 
Say,  was  it  that  vainly  direfling  his  view 
To  fi:  d  out  men's  virtues,  and  finding  them  few, 
Quite  tick  of  phrfuing  each  troublefome  elf,  • 
He  grew  lazy  at  laft,  and  drew  from  himfelf? 
Here  Douglas  retires  from  his  toils  to  relax, 
The  fcourge  of  impofcors,  the  terror  of  quacks  : 
Come,  s\\  ye  quack  bards,  and  ye  quacking  di 
vine*, 
Come,  and  dance  on  the  fpot  where  your  tyrant 

reclines : 

When  fatire  andcenfure  encircled  his  throne, 
I  fear'd  for  your  fafety,  I  fear'd  for  my  own ; 

*    Mr.   Richard   Burls.       *This  gentleman    Laving 

Jl'iaktly  fractured  one  of  bis  arms  and  legs     at  different 

times    the  doctor  bill  rallied  him  on  tbo/e  accidents,  us  a 

kind  of  retributive  juries  for  breaking  biijejls  ufon  «iber 


Tot. 


But  now  he  is  gone,  and  we  want  a  detedror, 
Our  *  Dodds  {hall  be  pious,  cur  r  K;nrick>  fliall 

lecture, 

^  Macpherfon  write  bombaft,  and  call  it  a  ftyle, 
Our  1'ovvnihend  make  fpeeches,  and  1  fliall  com 
pile  ;  [over, 
New  Landers  and  Bowers  the  Tweed  fhall  crofs 
No  cout.trymar  living  thci--  trick    to  difcover; 
Detection  her  taper  (ball  quench  to  a  fpark, 
And  8c<~tt'hman  meet  Scotchman  and  cheat  in  the 

dark. 

Here-  li--«  David  Garrick,  defcribe  me  who  can, 
An  abridgment  ;>f  ail  that  was  pkafanr  in  man  ; 
^san  a\5tor   confeft  without  rival  t  .  ihi-;e; 
As  a  wit,  if  n«t  firft  in  the  very  fir<>  line  : 
Yet,  with  talents  like  thefe.  and  an  excellent  heartj 
The  man  had  his  failings,  a  dupe  to  hu  urt. 
Like  an  ill-judging  beairy,  hi-- colours  he  fpread. 
And  beplafter'd  with  rouge,  his  own  :i?tural  red. 
On  the  ftage  he  was  ratvral,  fimple,  affecting; 
'Twas  only  that,  when  he  was  off,  he  was  acting. 
With  no  reafon  -m  earth  t»  go  out  r.f  his  way, 
He  curn'd  and  he  varied  full  ten  tiives  a  day  : 
Though  fecure  of  our  hearts,  yet  confoundedly  fick/ 
If  they  were  not  his  own  by  fincfling  and  trick : 
He  caft  off  his  friends,  as  a  huntfman  his  pack, 
For  he  knew  when  he  pleas'd  he  could  whifllo 

them  back. 

Of  praife  a  mere  glutton,  he  fwallow'd  what  came, 
And  the  puff  of  a  dunce,  he  millook  it  for  fame; 
I'ill  his  reiifh; grown  callous,  almoft  to  difeafe, 
Who  pepper'd  the  highcfl^was  fureft  to  pleafe. 
But  let  us  be  candid,  and  fpeak  out  our  r.aind, 
If  dunces  applauded,  he  paid  them  in  kind. 
Ye   Kenricks,  ye   ||   Kellys,  and  §  Wobdfalls  td 

grave,  [y°u  gave  ? 

Whac  a  commerce  was  yours,  while  you  got  and 
How  did  Grub-flreet  re-echo  the  fhouts  that  you 

raib'd,  [prais'd  ? 

While  he  was  be-Rofcius'd,  and  you  were  be- 
But  jie,ace  t'o  his  fpirit,  wherever  it  flies,. 
To  act  as  an  angel,  and  mix  with  the  Ikies  : 
Thofe  poets,  who  owe  their  beft  fame  to  his  (kill,' 
Shall  ftill  be  his  flatterers,  go  where  he  Will. 
Old  Shakfjieaie,  receive  him,  with,  praife  and  with 

love, 

And  Beaumonts  and  Bens  be  his  Kellys  above. 
Here   Hickey  reclir.es,  a  mou  blunt,  plealant 

creature, 

And  {lander  itielf  muft  allow  him  good-nature  : 
tte  cher;fh'd  his  friend,  and  he  relifh'd  a  bumper^ 
Yet  one  fault  he  had   and  that  one  was  a  thumpor. 
Perhaps  you  may  afk  if  the  man  was  a.  mifcr  : 
I  anfwer,  no,  no,  for  he  always  was  wiicr  : 

*    77*  Rev.  Dr.  DodJs. 

f  Dr.  Kenrick,  who  read  leffute  at  the  "Dtnilltavtrni 
under  tie  title  of  '•  The  Sefjwlof-Sbakfgearf  " 

t  "James  Macb^erj'on.  Efq  ,  ivbo  lately,  from  the, 
mere  force  ofbisjlyle,  wrote  doiun  the  fir ji  foet  of  all 
antiquity. 

]|  Mr  Hugh  Kelly ^  author  of  Rilfe  Delicacy,  Word 
to  the  Wife,  Clementina,  SJjocJfcr  Wives,  &c.  ^fc. 

§     .±r.  William  IVoudfall)  -printer  of  the  M*rtiin+ 
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Too  courteous,  perhap*,  or  obligingly  flat  ? 
His  very  worft  foe  can't  accufe  him  of  that  : 
Perhaps  he  confided  in  men  as  they  go, 
And  fo  was  too  foolifhly  honeft  ?  ah  no  ! 
Then  what  was  his  failing  ?   come  tell  it,  and 

burn  ye,-  — 
He  was,  could  be  help  it  ?  a  fpecial  attorney. 

Here  Reynolds  is  laid,  and,  to  tell  you  my  mind, 
He  has  not  left  a  wifer  or  better  behind  ; 
His  pencil  was  (Inking,  refiftlefs  and  grand  ; 
His  manners  were  gentle,  complying  and  bland  ; 
Still  born  to  improve  us  in  every  part, 
His  pencil  our  faces,  his  manners  our  heart  : 
To  coxcombs  averfe,  yet  mofl  civilly  fleering, 
When  they  judg'd  without  Ikill  he  was  ftill  hard 

of  hearing  :  [fluff, 

When  they  talk'd  of  their  Raphaels,  Corregios  and 
He  Ihifted  his  *  trumpet,  and  only  took  fnuff. 

POSTSCRIPT. 

After  the  fourth  edition  of  this  poem  was 
printed,  the  publifher  received  the  following  epi 
taph  on  }  Mr.  Whitefoord,  from  a  friend  of  Gold- 
Smith's. 

HERE  Whitefcord  reclines,  and  deny  it  who  can, 
Though  he  merrily  lived,  he  is  now  a  f  grave  man  : 
Rare  compound  of  oddity,  frolic  and  fun  ! 
Who  relifh'd  a  joke,  andrejoic'd  in  a  pun  ; 
Whofe  temper  was  generous,  open,  fincere  ; 
A  ftranger  to  flatt'ry,  a  ftranger  to  fear  ; 
Who  fcatter'd  around  wit  and  humour  at  will  ; 
Whofe  daily  bom  mots  half  a  column  might  fill  : 
A  Scotchman,  from  pride  and  from  prejudice  free  ; 
A  fcholar,  yet  fure'y  no  pedant  was  he. 

What  pity,  alas  !  that  fo  lib'ral  a  mind 
Should  fo  long  be  to  newfpaper  effays  confin'd  ! 
Who  perhaps  to  the  fumruit  of  fcience  could  foar, 
"Yet  content  "  if  the  table  he  fet  in  a  roar  ;" 
Whofe  talents  to  fill  any  ftation  was  fit, 
Yet  happy  if  Woodfall  [[  confefi'd  him  a  wit. 

Ye  newfpaper  witlings  !  ye  pert  fcribbling  folks'. 
Who  copied  his  fquibs,  and  re-echoed  his  jokes  ; 
Ye  tame  imitators,  ye  fervile  herd,  come, 
Still  follow  your  mailer,  and  vifit  his  tomb  : 
To  deck  it,  bring  with  you  fefloons  of  the  vine, 
And  copious  libations  beftow  on  his  (brine; 
Then  ftrew  all  around  it  (you  can  do  no  lefs) 
^    Crnfs-  readings,  flip-news  i  and  niijlakes  oftheprefs. 

Merry  Whitefoord,  farewell;    for  thy  fake   I 

admit  [wit  : 

That  a  Scot  may  have  humour,  I  had  almoil  faid 

*  Sir  "Jcjhita  Reynolds  isfo  remarkably  deaf  as  fo  be 
linger  the  necejjlty  of  t/Jing  an  ear-trumpet  in  company. 

f  Mr*  Caleb  WhiteJ'oftrd^  author  of  many  humorous 
ffays. 

i  Mr.  Tfr.  ir  as  fo  notorious  a  punjler^  that  Gold- 
fmith  ufed  to  fay  it  ivas  wipojjtble  to  keep  him  company  , 
ivtthoi.'t  being  itifcffitd  iviih  the  itch  of  punning. 

|j    Mr.  H.  S.  Wood/all,  printer  of  the  Public  Ad- 


§   Mr.  Wbitefoord  bus  frequently  indulged  tke  toivn 
with  humorous  pieces  under  thofc  titles  in  the  Public  Ad- 

, 


This  debt  to  thy  memory  I  cannot  refufe, 
"  Thou  beft  htimour'd  man  with  the  worft  hu< 
V  mour'd  mufe." 


SONG. 

Intended  to  have  been  Sung  in  the  Comedy  of  t(  Slit 
Stoops  to  Conquer" 

AH,  me  !  when  {ball  I  marry  me  ? 

Lovers  are  plenty  ;  but  fail  to  relieve  me. 

He.  fond  youth,  that  could  carry  me, 

Offers  to  love,  but  means  to  deceive  me. 

But  I  will  rally  and  combat  the  miner  : 

Not  a  look,  not  a  fmile  (ball  my  paffion  difcover, 

She  that  gives  all  to  the  falie  one  purfuing  her, 

Makes  but  a  penitent,  and  lofesa  lover. 

PROLOGUE  TO  ZOBEIDE  : 

A  TRAGEDY. 

WRITTEN    BY  JOSEPH  CRAHOCK,    ESC^ 

Acted  at  the  'Theatre-Royal,  Covent-Garden,  1773. 

SPOKEN  BY  MR.  QUICK. 

TN  thefe  bold  times,  when  learning's  fons  explore 
The  diftant  climates,  and  the  favage  fhore; 
When  wife  ajlronomert  to  India  fteer, 
And  quit  for  Venus  many  a  brighter  here  ; 
While  botanijls,  all  cold  to  fmiles  and  dimpling, 
Forfake  the  fair,  and  patiently — go  fimpling. 
Our  bard  into  the  general  fpirit  enters, 
And  fits  his  little  frigate  for  adventures. 
With  Scythian ^flores,  and  trinkets  deeply  laden, 
He  this  way  fleers  his  courfe,  in  hopes  of  trading- 
Yet  ere  he  lands  he  'as  order'd  me  before, 
To  make  an  obfcrvation  on  the  Ihore. 
Where  are  we  driven  ?  cur  reckoning  fure  is  loft! 
This  feems  a  rocky  and  a  dangerous  coaft. 
Lord,  what  a  fultry  climate  am  I  under  ! 
Yon  ill-foreboding  cloud  feems  big  with  thunder : 

(Upper  gallery.) 
There  mangroves  fpread,  and  larger  than  I've 

feen  'em —  (-^^-) 

Here  trees  of  {lately  fize — and  billing  turtles  in 

'em —  (Sakonies.) 

Here  ill  conditioned  oranges  abound —      (Stage.) 
And  apples,  bitter  apples  ftrew  the  ground  : 

[fTajling  them. 

The  inhabitants  are  cannibals  I  fear  : 
I  heard  a  hiffing — there  are  ferpents  here  ! 
O,  there  the  people  are — beft  keep  my  diftance ; 
Our  captain  (gentle  natives)  craves  afliftancc ; 
Our   fhip's  well  ftor'd — iii  yonder  creek  we've 

laid  her, 

His  honour  is  no  mercenary  trader. 
This  is  his  firft  adventure,  lend  him  aid, 
And  we  may  chance  to  drive  a  thriving  trade. 
His   goods,  he  hopes,  are  prime,  and  brought 

from  far, 

Equally  fit  for  gallantry  and  war. 
What,  no  reply  to  promifes  fo  ample? 
—•I'd  beft  ftep  back — and  order  up  a  fampls* 
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EPILOGUE, 

SPOKEN  BY  MR.  LEE  LEWES, 


In  the  Char  after  of  Harlequin,  at  Us  Benefit, 

HOLD!    Prompter,  hold!  a  word  before   your 
nonfenfe ; 

I'd  fpeak  a  word  or  two,  to  cafe  my  conference. 

My  pride  forbids  it  ever  (hould  be  faid, 

My  heels  eclips'd  the  honours  of  my  head; 

That  I  found  humour  in  a  pyeball  veft, 

Or  ever  thought  that  jumping  was  a  jcft. 

[Takes  off  his  majk. 

Whence,  and  what  art  thou,  vifionary  birth  ? 

Nature  difowns,  and  reafon  fcorns  thy  mirth, 

In  thy  black  alpeA  every  paffion  fleeps, 

The  joy  that  dimples  and  the  woe  that  weeps. 

How  haft  thou  fiil'd  the  fcene  with  all  thy  brood, 

Of  fools  purfuing,  and  of  fools  purfu'd  ! 

Whofe  inns  and  outs  no  ray  of  'ehfe  difclofes, 

Whofe  only  plot  it  is  to  break  our  nofts: 

Whilft  from  below  the  trap-door  demons  ri<e, 

And  from  above  the  dangling  deities; 

And  (hall  I  mix  in  this  unhallow'd  crew  ? 

May  rofirj'd  lightning  blaft  me.  if  I  do ! 

No-— I  will  a6t,  I'll  vindicate  the  ftage: 

Shakfpeare  fhall  feel  my  tragic  rage. 

Off!  off"!  \iletrappmgs!  a  new  paffion  reigns  I 
The  madd'ning  monarch  revels  in  my  veins. 

Oh !  for  a  Richard's  voice  to  catch  the  theme  : 
Give  me  another  horfe  !  bind  up  my  wounds  ! — 

foft ' — 'twas  but  a  dream.  [treating 

Aye,  'twas  but  a  dream,  for  now  there's  no  re- 
If  [  ceafe  Harlequin,  I  ceafe  from  eating. 
Twas  thu«  that  ./Efop's  ftag,  a  creature  blamelefs 
Yet  fomething  vain,  like  one  that  (hall  be  namelefs 
Oiice  on  the  margin  of  a  fountain  flood, 
And  cavill'd  at  his  image  in  the  flood. 
"  The  deuce  ctwfound,"  he  cries,  "  thefe  drum 

•'  ftick  (hanks, 

"  They  never  have  my  gratitude  nor  thanks; 
"  They're  pcrfe&ly  djfgraceful !  ftrike  me  dead 
"  But  for  a  head,  yes,  yes,  I  have  a  head. 
**   How  piercing  is  that  eye  .  how  fleck  that  brow 
"  My  horns    I'm  told  horns  are  the  fafhion  now 
Whilft  thus  he  fpoke,  aftonifh'd  '.  to  his  view, 
Near,  and  more  near,  the  hounds  and  hun'fmen 
drew.  [behind, 

Hoicks  I  hark    forward !  came  thundering   from 
He  bounds  aloft,  outft'ips  the  fleeting  wind  : 
He  quits  the  woods,  and  Ties  tue  beaten  ways  ; 
He  ftarts,  he  pants,  ht.  takes  the  circling  maze. 
At  length  his  filly  head,  fo  pnz'd  before, 
Is  taught  h:s  former  folly  to  deplore  ; 
Whilft  his  ftrong  limbs  confpire  to  fet  him  free, 
And  at  one  bound  he  fave    himlelf,  like  me. 

[Taking  a  jump  tbto.<gb  tbejlage  door 

THE    LOGICIANS   REFUTED. 

IN   IMITATION   OF    DEAN   SWIFT   *. 

.LOGICIANS  have  but  ill  defin'd 
As  rational  the  human  mind  .- 


Reafon.  they  fay.  belongs  to  mattj 
?ut  Itt  them  proVe  it  if  they  can. 
Wife  Ariftotle  and  Smiglefius, 
3y  Ratiocinations  fpecious, 
lave  ftrove  to  prove  with  great  precifion, 
With  defini  ion  and  divifion, 
Homo  ejl  rations  pred'itum  ; 
But  for  my  foul  I  cannot  credit  'em. 
And  muft  in  fpiteof  them  maintain, 
That  man  and  all  his  ways  are  vain  ; 
And  that  this  boafted  lord  of  nature, 

both  a  weak  and  erring  creature. 
That  inftindl  is-  a  furer  guide, 
Than  reafon-boafting  mortals  pride  ;^ 
And  that  brute  beafts  are  far  before  'em, 
De us  ejl  anima  Irutorum 
Whoever  knew  an  honeft  brute, 
At  law  his  neighbour  proJecute^ 
Bring  a&ion  for  aflault  and  battery, 
Or  friend  beguile  with  lies  and  flattery. 
O'er  plains  they  ramble  tmconfin'd, 
No  politics  difturb  their  mind ; 
Thty  eat  their  meals,  and  take  their  fport, 
Nor  know  who's  in  or  out  at  court; 
They  never  to  the  levee  go 
To  treat  as  deareft  friend  a  foe; 
They  never  importune  his  grace, 
Nor  ever  cringe  to  men  in  place ; 
Nor  undertake  a  dirty  job, 

Nor  draw  the  quill  to  write  for  Bob, 

Fraught  with  inve&ive  they  ne'er  go 

To  folks  at  Pater-nofter  Row  : 

No  judges,  fidlers,  dancing-matters, 

No  pick-pockets,  or  poetafters, 

Are  known  to  honeft  quadrupeds, 

N.   fingle  brute  his  fellows  leads. 

Brutes  never  meet  in  bloody  fray, 

Nor  cut  each  others  throat  for  pay. 

Of  beafts,  it  is  confefs'd,  the  ape 

Comes  neareft  us  in  human  fhape, 

Like  man  he  imitates  each  fafhions 

And  malice  is  his  ruling  paflion  : 

But  both  in  malice  arid  grimaces 

A  c  urtier  any  ape  fur  raff  & 

Behold  him  humbly  cringing  wait 

Upon  the  minifter  of  ftate  : 

View  him  foon  after  to  inferiors 

Aping  the  conduit  of  fupcriors  : 

He  promifes  with  equal  air, 
And  to  perform  takes  tqual  care. 

He  in  hi*  turn  finds  imitators, 

At  court   the  porter*,  lacquies,  waiters,    • 

Their  matter's  manners  ftill  contrac}, 

And  footmen  lords,  and  dukes,  car.  act. 
Thus  at  the  court  both  great  and  fjnall, 
Behave  alike,  for  all  ape  all. 

STANZAS 

ON  THE  TAKING  OF  QUEBEC. 

AMIDST  the  clamour  <;f  exulting  joys,  ^ 

Which  triumph  forces  from  the  patriot  heart, 


reprinted  in    every  fubfequent   edition    of  the    Deans 

rth  Imitation  having   orioinally  leen  adored  by  I  Poems  ;    and  «W  not  di/covered  till  it  w»  too  lot*  /< 
.  Faultncr,  at  a  genuine  focm  by  Swift  t  it  has  bten  \  take  it  out  of  the  frefent  edition. 
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Grief  dares  to  mingle  her  fouUpiefcing  voice, 
And  quells  the  raptures  which  from  pleafures 
ftart. 

O  Wolfe,  to  thee  a  ftreaming  flood  of  woe 

Sighing  we  pay,  and  think  e'en  conqueft  dear! 

Quebec  in  vain  fhall  teach  our  bread  to  glow, 
Whilft  thy  fad  fate  extorts  the  heart-wrung 
tear. 

Alive  the  foe  thy  dreadful  vigour  fled, 

And  faw  thee  fall  with  joy-pronouncing  eyes  : 

Yet  they  fhall  know  thou  conquered,  though  dead ! 
Since  from  thy  tomb  a  thoufand  heroes  rile. 

ON  A  BEAUTIFUL  YOUTH  STRUCK 
BLIND  BY  LIGHTNING. 

IMITATED  FROM  THE  SPANISH. 

SURE  'twas  by  Providence  defign'd, 

Rather  in  pity  than  in  hate, 
That  he  fnould  be  like  Cupid  blind, 

To  fave  him  from  Nareiffus'  fate» 

A  SONNET. 

WEEPING,  murmuring,  complaining, 

Loft  to  every  gay  delight ; 
Myra,  too  fincere  for  feigning, 

Fears  th*  approaching  bridal  night. 

Yet  why  impair  thy  bright  perfection? 
Or  dim  thy  beauty  with  a  tear  ? 
Myra  follow'd  my  direction, 
She  long  had  wanted  caufe  of  fear. 


JUPITER  AND  MERCURT, 

A  FABLE. 

(Written  fame  time  after  Gotdfmittfs  Poem  of  Re 
taliation. J 

BY  DAVID  GARRICK,  ESQ. 

HERE  Hermes,  fays  Jove,  who  with  nedlar  was 

mellow, 

Go  fetch  me  fome  clay,  I'll  make  an  odd  fellow. 
Right  and  wrong  {hall  be  jumbled,  much  gold  and 

fome  drofs,  [crofs. 

Without  caufe  be  he  pleas'd,  without  caufe  be  he 
Be  lure  as  I  work  to  throw  in  contradictions, 
A  great  love  of  truth,  with  a  mind  turn'd  to  fic- 

ti»ns;  [baking, 

Now  mix  thefe  ingredients,  which,  warm'd  in  the 
Turn  to  learning  and  gaming,  religion  and  raking. 
With  the  love  of  a  wench,  let  his  writings  be 

chafte,  [fine  tafte; 

Tip  his  tongue  with  ft  range  matter,  his  pen  with 
That  the  rake  and  the  poet  o'er  all  may  prevail, 
Set  fire  to  the  head,  and  fet  fire  to  the  tail. 
For  the  joy  of  each  fex  on  the  world  I'll  beftow  it, 
This  fcholar,  rake,  Chriftian,  dupe,  gamefler,  and 

poet.  [fame, 

Though  a  mixture  fo  odd,  he  fhall  merit  greac 
And  amongft  other  mortals  be  GOLDSMITH  his 

name.  [appear, 

When  on  earth  this  ftrange  meteor  no  more  fhall 
You,  Hermes,  fhall  fetch  him  to  make  us  fporfi 

here. 
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THE  LIFE  OF  P.  WBITEHEAD. 


PAUL  WHITEHEAD  was  the  youngefl  fon  of  Mr.  Edmund  Whitehead,  a  tradefirran,  faid  to  have 
been  a  tailor  in  Caftle-Yard,  Holborn;  and  was  born  in  1710,  on  St.  Paul's  day,  from  which 
circumflance  he  obtained  his  Chriftian  name. 

He  received  his  education  from  a  clergyman,  at  Hitchin,  in  Bedfordfhire.  Being  intended  for 
trade,  he  was  placed  an  apprentice  to  a  mercer  in  London  ;  but,  difliking  his  fituation,  he  foon 
quitted  it,  and  entered  himfelf  of  the  Temple,  in  order  to  ftudy  the  law. 

During  his  apprenticefhip,  he  contracted  an  intimacy  with  Mr.  Lowth,  his  fellow  apprentice,  the 
friend  and  executor  of  the  celebrated  tragedian  Quin,  through  whom  he  became  acquainted 
with  Mr.  Fleetwood,  the  manager  of  Drury-Lane  Theatre,  an  acquaintance  which  proved  fatal  to 
his  affairs  in  the  early  part  of  his  life. 

Mr.  Fleetwood,  it  feems,  had  influence  enough  over  him  to  prevail  upon  him  to  enter  into  a  joint 
fecurity  with  him*  for  the  payment  of  three  thoufand  pounds;  "  not,  fays  Fleetwood,  "  that  the 
obligation  will  be  binding  upon  you  at  all  ;  but  another  name  is  wanting  as  a  matter  of  courfe." 

Mr.  Fleetwood's  failure  to  difcharge  the  obligation,  fubjected  Whitehead  to  the  penalty  of  the 
bond  ;  and  he  was  accordingly  arrefted  and  confined  for  feveral  years  -within  the  walls  of  the  Fleet 
prifon. 

Some  years  before,  he  had  diflinguifhed  himfelf  in  the  career  of  politics  and  poetry,  by  his  conver- 
fation  and  writings.  It  was  principally  to  Whitehead,  in  conjunction  with  the  well-known  Mr. 
Carey,  the  town  was  indebted  for  the  amufement  of  the  Mock  ProceJJlon  of  the  Free  Mafons,  whofe 
juft  and  timely  ridicule  put  the  anniverfary  parade  fo  much  out  of  countenance,  that  it  has  ever 
fince  been  discontinued. 

His  firft  poetical  performance  was,  The  State  Dances,  infcribed  to  Pope,  in  1733  ;  and  in  1738,  he 
publifhed  Manners,  a  fatire,  in  which  fome  noblemen  having  been  treated  with  very  little  rcfpecl, 
a  complaint  was  made  to  the  Houfe  of  Lords,  and  on  the  I2th  February  1738-9,  it  was  voted  to  be 
fcandalous;  and  Dodfley,  the  publifher  of  it,  was  taken  into  cuftody  of  the  Black  Rod,  and  con 
fined  a  week.  On  this  occafion,  Whitehead  withdrew  till  the  ftorm  was  over. 

In  the  famous  contefted  ele&ion  between  Trentham  and  Vandeput,  for  Weflminfter,  Whitehead 
exerted  all  his  activity,  frequently  heading  numerous  bodies  of  the  electors  in  perfon,  and  iupplyingv 
the  prefs  with  daily  advertifements  and  electioneering  fquibs,  in  favour  of  Sir  George  Vandeput.  ' 

Hfe  next  performance  was  the  Gymnafad,  publifhed  in  1744;  and  that  was  fueceeded  by  Honour^ 
a  fatire,  in  1747. 

When  the  Prince  of  Wales  commenced  his  oppofition  to  the  Court,  Whitehead  connected  himfelf' 
with  that  party,  and  was  the  author  of  the  celebrated  pamphlet,  called,  The  C^fo  f  tie  Honourable 
Alexander  Murray,  Efq.  which  fell  under  the  cenfure  of  the  Houfe  of  Commons,  who  procured; 
Mr.  Owen,  the  publifher,  to  be  profccuted  for  vending  it.  In  1755,  he  publifhed  his  EpiJUe  to  Dr. 


He  had  in  1735,  married  Mifs  Dyer,  only  daughter  of  Sir  Swinnerton  Dyer,  of  Spainfhall,  in. 
Effex,  with  whom  he  is  faid  to  have  received  io,oool. 
She  died  young;  and  Whitehead,  after  hisreleafe  from  Fleetwood's  debt,  Hvqd  in  a  fort  of  indsj*' 

if  not  affluence* 

£  0  iiij 
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He  was  particularly  attached  to  Sir  Francis  Daihwood,  afterwards  Lord  ie  Defpenfer,  at  who£? 
houfe  he  almoft  conflantly  refided  and  by  whom  he  was  held  in  an  equal  degree  of  eftimation. 
"When  his  Lordfhip  came  into  office  with  Lord  Bute's  party,  he  procured  a  patent  place  of  8col. 
for  his  friend,  which  he  enjoyed  to  his  death. 

Thus  provided  againft  thereverfes  of  fortune,  he  retired  to  fpend  the  evening  of  his  days  in  aa 
agreeakle  and  convenient  retreat  on  Twickenham  Common,  where  he  frequently  entertained  his 
friends  with  thatfpecies  of  humour  which  was  peculiar  to  him,  and  a  conviviality  of  difpofition  for 
•which  his  company  was  ever  agreeable  to  his  acquaintance. 

The  eafe,  if  not  affluence,  of  his  cir  cum  fiances,  in  this  fituation,  is  thus  poetically  defcribed  by 
llimfelf  in  his  Ef-Jlle  to  Dr.  Tbompfon. 

E'er  wants  my  table  the  health-cheering  meal, 
With  Banftead  mutton  crown'd,  or  Effex  veal 
Smokes  not,  from  Lincoln  meads  the  ftately  loin, 
Or  rcfy  gammon  of  Hantonian  fwine. 
From  Dorking's  roods  the  feather'd  victims  bleed, 
And  Thames  ftili  wafts  me  ocean's  fcaly  breed; 
Though  Gallia's  vines  their  coftly  juice  deny, 
Still  Tajo's  banks  the  jocund  glafs  fupply ; 
Still  diftant  worlds  neclareous  trealure*.  roll, 
And  either  India  fparkles  in  my  bowl. 
Of  Devon's  boughs,  or  Dorfet's  bearded  fields, 
To  Bpitons  arms  a  Britifh  beverage  yields. 

Kor  do  the  pleafures  of  the  table,  and  the  exhilerating  conveniencies  of  good  cheer,  appear  to  have 
been  fuperior  to  the  complacency  and  tranquillity  of  mind,  with  which  he  fpent  the  latter  part  of 
his  days,  as  he  has  defcribed  it  at  the  clofe  of  the  fame. epiftle,  in  a  tranflation  of  King's  "  Apology^'* 
yrhidrhe  poetically  applies  to  himfelf, 

My  eafe  and  freedom,  if  for  aught  I  vend, 
Would  not  you  cry — to  Bedlam — Bedlam,  friend; 
But  to  fpeak  out — (hall  what  would  ne'er  engage 
My  frai'er  youth,  now  captivate  my  age. 
What  cares  can  vex,  what  terrors  frightful  be, 
T«-  him  whofe  fhield  is  hoary  fixty-three. 
When  life  itfelf  fo  little  worth  appears, 
The  minifters  can  give  no  hopes,  or  fears ! 
Although  grown  gray  within  my  humble  gate, 
I  ne'er  kifs'd  hands,  ne'er  trod  the  rooms  of  flate; 
Yet, .not  unhonour'd  have  I  liv'd,and  bleft 
With  rich  convenience,  carelefs  of  the  reft. 
What  boon  more  grateful  can  the  gods  beftow 
On  thole  avow'.d  their  fav'rite  foris  below  ? 

If  or  fome  time  before  his  death,  he  lingered  under  a  fevere  illnefs,  during  which  he  employed 
himfelf  in  burning  his  manufcripts.  Though  his  dilorder  was  fuch  as  no  medicine  could  reach,  he 
bore  the  excruciating  pains  which  he  fufffred  with  great  refignation,  and  died  December  30.  1774, 
in  the  64th 'year  of  his  age.  He  beftowed,  among  other  bequefts,  the  very  fingular  one,  of  his  heart, 
on  his  uoble  friend  and  patron  Lord  le  Defpenfer,  who  depofited  it  with  great  pomp  and  ceremony,, 
oji  the  13th  of  Auguft  $775,  in  a  maufoleum,  creeled  for  that  purpofe  in  his  garden,  at  High  Wy- 
combe,  in  Buckinghamfhire,  as  a  memorial  due  to  io  acceptable  a  prefent,as  that  of  the  heart  of  an 
honeft  man. 

His  Poems  and  Mifcelianeous  compoftilons ,  which  he  never  could  be  prevailed  on  to  collect  and  re- 
publiih  in  his  lifetime,  were  collected  and.  reprinted,  With  explanatory  notes,  and  hi*>  Life,  by  Cap 
tain  Edward  Thompfon,  with  the  approbation  and  communications  of  his  friends  and  relations.  The 
Poems  were  received  into  the  edition  of  the  "  EnghuS  Poets,"  1790. 

Whitehead  was  a  facetious  companion,  and  p  fLfled  the  qualities  of  ingenious  and  ingenuous  to 
their  utmoft  extent  He  belonged  for  fome  years  to  that  jovial  affociation  of  chuice  fpirits,  called 
Jlie  Beef  Steak  Club,  held  in  Co  vent-Garden  Theatre,  and  confuting  of  an  heterogeneous  mixture  of 
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»eers,  poets,  and  players.  As  to  his  political  principles,  if  we  my  judge  of  them  "by  his  writings, 
he  appears  to  have  been  animated  with  that  laudable  zeal  for  iberty,  which  ufually  difplays  its 
greateft  warmth  in  the  breads  of  men  of  genius.  His  apoftrophe-.o  the  Patriot,  on  this  fubjedt,  in 
his  Manneist  is  animated  and  beautiful. 

Thrice  happy  patriot !  whom  no  cours  dehafe, 
No  titles  leffen,  and  no  ftars  difgrace. 
Still  nod  the  plumage  o'er  the  brainlefs  hed ; 
Still  o'er  the  faithlefs  heart  the  ribband  fpr ad. 
Such  toys  may  ferve  to  fignalize  the  tool. 
To  gild  the  knave,  or  garnifli  out  the  fool 
While  you,  with  Roman  virtue  arm'd,  difdin 
The  tinfel  trappings  and  the  glitt'ring  chal : 
Fond  of  your  freedom,  fpurn  the  venal  fee, 
And  prove  he's  only  great — who  dares  be  fie. 

It  may  be  doubted,  however,  whether  in  his  attachment  to  partis  in  particular,  he  either  a&ed 
•r  wrote  from  any  other  principle  than  perfonal  views  or  attachmets  ;  motives  that  have  a&uated 
political  partizans  from  the  days  of  Salluft  to  the  prefent.  Bonum  pvbtumjic  certa!>at.  He  was,  indeed, 
generally  fuppofed  to  be  a  Tory,  with  a  ftrong  tindhire  of  the  Jacoite  ;  for  which  fuppofition,  he 
rave  no  little  reafon  by  his  frequent  fneers  at  the  Houfe  of  Hano>ier  But,  if  we  pay  any  regard  to 
warmth  which  he  breathes,  the  fpirit  of  independence,  the  en;hfiafm  with  which  he  fpeaks  of 

blic  virtue,  and  the  feverity  with  which  he  lafties  private  vice,  ^imay  juftly  call  in  queftion  his 

wing  any  attachment  to  a  race  of  tyrants  from  principle. 

The  paffage  in  his  Manners,  beginning,  /  cannot  truckle  to  ajlavs  »«/*?,  &V.  and  that  in  his  Honour, 

ginning,  Great  in  her  laureWdfages,  Athens,  Is'c.  are  inconfiftent  t^h  a  grounded  partiality  to  the 
ine  of  the  Stuarts.  The  truth,  perhaps,  is,  that  the  party  he  firft  en-aced,  and  to  which  he  after 
wards  adhered,  was  as  much  an  object  of  accident  as  choice.  His  duofition,  indeed,  appears  ta 

ive  had  an  original  turn  to  farcafm  and  fatire ;  but  ke  came  into  lif^j  a  time  when  the  rcputatioa 
and  fuccefs  of  Ptpe  had  raifed  the  character  of  a  fatirift  much  bey  on  its  true  ftandard.  Pope, 
therefore,  was  chofen  as  the  model,  ef  which  he  gloried  in  the  imita^n.  It  mufl  be  confeffed, 
however,  that  he  followed  him,  baud  faj/ibus  aquis,  at  leaft  in  his  poetijC  career,  and  the  fuccefo  at 
tending  it,  of  which  he  pathetically  complains  in  his  Manners. 

Pope  writes  unhurt — but  know,  'tis  diff'rent  qu> 
To  beard  the  lion,  and  to  crufh  the  mite. 
Safe  may  he  dafh  the  ftatefman  in  each  line ; 
Thofe  dread  his  fatire,  who  dare  punilh  mine. 

The  great  and  particular  courtiers  are  always  the  object  of  the  fpiritefatirift.  Hence,  as  the 
jerfons  then  in  power  were  Whigs,  he,  of  courfe,  took  the  fide  of  the  Tor,  Hence,  alfo,  his  terri 
ble  averfion.  at  thar  time,  to  courts  and  drawing-rooms.  And  yet,  whethe  patrons  to  whom  a 
congeniality  of  fentiment  had  recommended  him,  had,  by  a  fimilar  coieniality,  recommended 
themlelves  to  royal  patronage,  it  was  not  found  that  either  the  fccondary  pron,  or  the  poet,  enter 
tained  any  ftich  antipathy  to  courts  and  courtiers  any  longer. 

His  principal  poems,  are.  Manners,  a  fatire  ;  The  State  Dunces,  a  fatire  ;  Hur,  a  fatire  ;  The  Gym~ 
tiaftaJ,  a  mock  heroic  poem  ;  and  the  Epijlle  to  Dr.  Tbompfon  ;  which  fuffiotly  fhow,  that  he  pof- 
feflei  a  manly  flrength  of  expreffion,  and  a  flowing  vein  of  poetry.  HisiTer  pieces  have  their 
brighter  paflages ;  but  lequire  no  diftincT:  consideration. 
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THE  STATE  DUNCES  : 

A  SATIRE. 
Infcnbedio  Mr.  Pope,  1733. 

"  I  from  my  foul  fincerely  hate 
"  Bo$h  kings  and  minifters  of  Hate. 


SWIFT. 


WHILE  cringing  crowds  at  faithlefs  levees  wait, 
Fond  to  be  fools  of  fame,  or  flaves  of  ftate; 
And  others,  ftudious  to  increafe  their  ftore, 
Plough  the  rough  ocean  for  Peruvian  ore  ; 
How  bleft  thy  fate,  whom  calmer  hours  attend, 
Peace  thy  companion,  fame  thy  faithful  friend  ! 
While  in  thy  Twickenham  bow'rs,  devoid  of  care, 
You  feaft  the  fancy,  and  enchant  the  ear; 
Thames  gently  rolls  her  filver  tide  along, 
And  the  charm'd  Naiads  liften  to  thy  fong. 

Here  peaceful  pafs  the  gentle  hours  away, 
While  tuneful  fcience  meafures  out  the  day  ! 
Here,  happy  bard,  as  various  fancies  lead, 
You  paint  the  blooming  maid,  or  flow'ry  mead ! 
Sound  the  rough  clangor  of  tumultuous  war  *, 
Or  fing  the  ravifh'd  tendrils  of  the  fair  t ! 
Now  melting  move  the  tender  tear  to  flow, 
And  wake  our  fighs  with  Eloifa's  woe  f. 
But  chief,  to  dullnefs  ever  foe  decreed, 
The  apes  of  fcience  with  thy  fatire  bleed  §  ; 
Peers,  poets,  pandars,  mingle  in  the  throng, 
Smart  with  thy  touch,  and  tremble  at  thy  fong  fj . 

Yet  vain,  O  Pope  !  is  all  thy  fharpeft  rage, 
Still  ftarv'ling  dunces  perfecute  the  age  ; 
Faithful  to  folly,  or  enrag'd  with  fpite, 
Still  taftelefs  Timons  build,  and  Tibbalds  write ; 
Still  Welfted  ^  cunes  his  beer-infpired  lays, 
And  Ralph,  in  metre,  holds  forth  Stanhope's  praife. 
Ah  !  haplefs  victim  to  the  poet's  flame, 
While  his  eulogiums  crucify  thy  fame. 

-  Shall  embryo  wits  thy  ftudious  hours  engage, 
Live  in  thy  labours,  and  profane  thy  page ; 
While  virtue,  ever-lov'd,  demands  thy  lays, 
And  claims  the  tuneful  tribute  of  thy  praife? 
Can  Poj  e  be  filent,  and  not  gratefyl  lend 
One  ftrain  to  fing  the  patriot  and  the  friend, 

*  Homer.  f  Rape  of  the  Lock. 

J  Eloifa  to  Abelard.       §  Dunclad.        ||  Epiftles. 
^  Two  authors,  remarkable  for  nothing  fo  much  as 
frfgvrt  they  make  in  the  Duneiad. 


Who,  nobly  anxious  in  his  country's  caufe, 
Maintains  her  honours,  and  defends  her  laws  ? 
Could  I,  my  bard,  but  equal  numbers  raife, 
Then  would  I  fing  —  for,  oh  !  I  burft  to  praife— 
Sing  how  a  Pult'ney  *  charms  the  lift'ning  throng, 
While  fenates  hang  enraptur'd  on  his  tongue  ; 
With  Tully's  fire  how  each  oration  glows, 
In  Tully's  mufic  how  each  period  flows  ; 
Inftruct  each  babe  to  iifp  the  patriot's  name, 
Who  in  each  bofom  breathes  a  Roman  flame. 

So,  when  the  genius  of  the  Roman  rage 
Stemm'd  the  ftrong  torrent  of  tyrannic  age, 
In  freedom's  caufe  each  glowing  breaft  he  warm'dj 
And,  like  a  Pult'ney,  then  a  Brutus  charm'd, 

How  bleft,  while  we  a  Britifh  Brutus  fee, 
And  all  the  Roman  ftands  confeft  in  thee  ! 
Equal  thy  worth,  but  equal  were  thy  doom, 
To  fave  Britannia,  as  he  refcu'd  Rome  : 
He  from  a  Tarquin  fnatch'd  the  deftiu'd  preyj 
Britannia  ftill  laments  a  Walpole'sfway. 

Arife,  my  tuneful  bard,  nor  thus  in  vain 
Let  thy  Britannia,  whom  thou  lov'ft,  complain  : 
If  thou  in  moanful  lays  relate  her  woe, 
Each  heart  {hall  bleed,  each  eye  with  pity  flow  i 
If  to  revenge  you  fwell  the  founding  ftrain, 
Revenge  and  fury  fire  each  Britifh  fwain  : 
Obfequious  to  thy  verfc  each  brcaft  fhall  move, 
Or  burn  with  rage,  orfoften  into  love. 

O  let  Britannia  be  her  poet's  care  ! 
And  lafli  the  fpoiler,  while  you  fave  the  fair. 
Lo  !  where  he  ftands,  amidft  the  fervilc  crev?, 
Nor  blufhes  ftain  his  cheek  with  crimfon  hue  ; 
While  dire  corruption  all  around  he  fpreads, 
And  ev'ry  ductile  confcience  captive  leads  : 
Brib'd  by  his  boons,  behold  the  venal  band 
Worfhip  the  idol  they  could  once  command  ! 
So  Britain's  now,  as  Judah's  fons  before, 
Firft  raifc  a  golden  calf,  and  then  adore. 

Let  dull  Parnaflian  fons  of  rhyme  no  more 
Provoke  thy  fatire,  and  employ  thy  pow'r; 
New  objects  rife  to  fhare  an  equal  fate, 
The  big,  rich,  mighty,  dunces  of  the  ftate. 
Shall  Ralph,  Cooke,  Welfted,  then  engrofs  thy 

rage, 

While  courts  afford  a  Hervey,  York,  or  Gage  ? 
Dullnefs  no  more  roofts  only  near  the  fky, 
But  fenates,  drawing-rooms,  with  garrets  vie  ; 
Plump  peers,  and  breadlefs  bards,  alike  are  dull  j 
St.  James's  and  Rag-fair  club  fool  for  fool. 


*  After-war  di  Earl 
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Amidft  the  mighty  dull,  behold  how  great 
An  Appius  fwclis  the  Tibbald  of  the  ftate  ! 
Long  had  he  ftrove  to  fpread  his  lawlefs  fway 
O'er  Britain's  fons,  and  force  them  to  obey; 
But,  blafted  ail  his  blooming  hopes,  he  flies 
To  vent  his  woe,  and  mourn  his  loft  excife. 

Penfive  he  fat,  and  figh'd,  while  round  him  lay 
Loads  of  dull  lumber,  all  infpir'd  by  pay  : 
Here,  puny  pamphlets,  fpun  from  prelates'  brains; 
There,  the  frnooth  jingle  of  Cooke's  lighter  ftruin> ; 
Here,  Walfingham's  *  foft  lulling  opiates  fpread  ; 
There,  gloomy  Oiborn's  *  quinttifence  of  lead  : 
With  thefe  the  flatefman  ftrove  to  eafe  his  care, 
To  footh  his  forrows,  and  divert  defpair  : 
But  long  his  grief  fleep's  gentle  aid  denies ; 
At  length  a  flumb'rous  Briton  clos'd  his  eyes. 

Yet  vain  the  healing  balm  of  downy  reft, 
To  chafe  his  woe,  or  eafe  his  lab'ring  breaft : 
>7ow  frightful  forms  rife  hideous  to  his  view, 
More,  Stafford,  Laud,  and  all  the  headlefs  crew ; 
Daggers  and  Walters  boding  terror  breeds, 
And  here  a  Dudley  fwings,  there  Villiers  bleeds. 

Now  goddefs  dullnefs,  watchful  o'er  his  fate, 
And  ever  anxious  for  her  child  of  ftate, 
From  couch  of  down  flow  rais'd  her  drowfy  head 
JForfook  her  flutnbers,  and  to  Appius  fped. 

Awake,  my  fon,  awake,  the  goddefs  cries,      *} 
JJor  longer  mourn  thy  darling  loft  excife ;          / 
(Here  the  fad  found  unfeal'd  the  ftatefman'sf 
eyes)  J 

Why  flumbers  thus  my  fon,  oppreft  with  care  ? 
While  duilnefs  rules,  fay,  fhall  her  fons  defpair  ? 
O'er  all  1  fpread  my  univerfal  fway ; 
Kings,  prelates,  peers,  and  rulers,  all  obey  : 
Lo !  in  the  church  my  mighty  pow'r  I  fhew, 
In  pulpit  preach,  and  flumber  in  the  pew  : 
The  bench  and  bar  alike  my  influence  owns; 
Here  prate  my  magpies,  and  there  doze  my  drones. 
In  the  grave  dons,  how  foimal  is  my  mien> 
Who  rule  the  gallipots  of  Warwick-lane  1 
At  court  behold  me  ftrut  in  purple  pride, 
AtHockley  roar,  and  in  Crane- court  prefide. 
But  chief  in  thee  my  mighty  pow'r  is  feen  ; 
'Tis  I  infpire  thy  mind,  and  fill  thy  mien ; 
On  thee,  my  child,  my  duller  bleffings  fhed, 
And  pour  my  opium  o'er  thy  fav'rite  head  j 
Rais'd  thee  a  ruler  of  Britannia's  fate, 
And  led  thee  blund'ring  to  the  helm  of  ftate. 

Here  bow'd  the  ftatelman  low,  and  thu&addreft : 
O  goddefs,  fole  infpirer  of  my  breaft  1 
To  gall  the  Eritiih  neck  with  Gallic  chain, 
Long  have  I  ftrove,  but  icng  have  ilrnve  in  vain ; 
While  Caleb  f,  rebel  to  thy  facred  pow'r, 
Unveils  thofe  eyes  which  thou  haft  curtain'd  o'er ; 
Makes,  Britain's  fons  my  dark  defigns  forefee, 
Blaft  all  my  fchemes,  and  ftruggle  to  be  free. 
O,  had  my  projects  met  a  milder  fate, 
How  had  I  reign'd  a  baihaw  of  the  ftate ! 
How  o'er  Britannia  fpread  imperial  fway  ! 
How  taught  each  free-born  Briton  to  obey  1 
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No  fmiling  freedom  then  had  cheer'd  her  fwains* 
But  Afia's  deferts  vy'd  with  Albion's  plains  : 
Turks,  Vandals,  Britain  !  then  compared  with  thee, 
Had  hugg'd  their  chains,  and  joy'd  that  they  were 

free ; 

While  wond'ring  nations  all  around  had  feen 
Me  rife  a  great  Mogul,  or  Mazarin  : 
Then  had  I  taught  Britannia  to  adore, 
Then  led  her  captive  to  my  lawlefs  pow'r. 
Methinks  I  view  her  now  no  more  appear 
Firft  in  the  train,  and  faireft  'midtl  the  fair  : 
Joylefs  1  fee  the  lovely  mourner  lie, 
Nor  glow  her  cheek,  nor  fparkle  now  her  eye; 
Faded  each  grace,  no  fmiling  feature  warm ; 
Torn  all  her  treffes,  blighted  ev'ry  charm  : 
Nor  teeming  plenty  now  each  valley  crowns; 
Slaves  are  her  fons,  and  tradelefs  all  her  towns* 
For  this,  behold  yon  peaceful  army  fed ; 
For  this,  on  fenates  fee  my  bounty  ihed ; 
For  this,  what  wonders,  goddefs,  have  I  wrought  I 
How  bully'd,begg'd,  how  treated,  and  how  fought  § 
What  wand'ring  maxe  of  error  blunder'd  through,. 
And  hotar  repair'd  old  blunders  ftill  by  new  t 
Hence  the  long  train  pf  never-ending  jars, 
Of  vrarful  peaces,  and  of  peaceful  wars, 
Each  myftic  treaty  of  the  mighty  ftore, 
Which  to  explain  demands  ten  treaties  more : 
Hence  fcarecrow  navies,  floating  raree-fhows ; 
And  hence  Iberia's  pride,  and  Britain's  woes. 
Thefe  wond'rous  works,  O  goddefs  1  have  I  donej 
Works  ever  worthy  dullnefs'  fav'rite  fon. 

Lo  !  on  thy  fons  alone  my  favours  fhow'r ; 
None  fhare  my  bounty  that  difdain  thy  pow'r : 
Yon  feathers,  ribbons,  titles  light  as  air, 
Behold,  thy  choiceft  children  only  lhare  : 
Each  views  the  pageant  with  admiring  eyes, 
And  fondly  grafps  the  vifionary  prize  ; 
Now  proudly  fpreads  his  leading-firing  of  ftate, 
And  thinks — to  be  a  wretch,  is  to  be  great. 

But  turn,  O  goddefs !  turn  thine  eyes,  and  vievy 
The  darling  leaders  of  thy  gloomy  crew. 

Full  open-mouth'd  Newcaftle  there  behold, 
Aping  a  Tully,  fwell  into  a  fcold, 
Grievous  to  mortal  ear. — As  at  the  place 
Where  loud--tongu'd  virgins  vend  the  fcaly  race, 
Harfh  peals  of  vocal  thunder  fill  the  fkies, 
And  ftunning  founds  in  hideous  difcord  rife; 
So,  when  he  tries  the  wond'rous  power  of  noife, 
Each,  haplefs  ear's  a  victim  to  his  voice.       [men<$ 
How  bleft,  O  Chefelden  *  !  whofe  art  call 
Thofe  ears  Newcaftle  was  ordain'd  to  rend. 

See  Harrington  fecure  in  filence  fit; 
No  empty  words  betray  his  want  of  wit : 
Jf  fenfe  in  hiding  folly  is  exprefs'd, 
O  Harrington  !  thy  wifdom  ftands  confefs'd. 

To  dullnefs  facred  caufe  for  ever  true, 
rh •••  darling  Caledonian,  goddefs,  view; 
The  pride  and  glory  of  thy  Scotia's  plains, 
And  faithful  leader  of  her  venal  fwains  -. 
Loaded  he  moves  beneath  a  fervile  weight} 
The  dull  laborious  packhorfe  of  the  ftate  ; 
Drudges  through  tracks  of  infamy  for  pay, 
And  hackneys  out  his  confcience  by  the  days 

*  William  Gulden*  an  emineatjiirips,          ^ 
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Vender  Behold  the  bufy  peerlefs  peer, 
With  afpe£t  meagre  and  important  air; 
His  form  how  Gothic,  and  his  looks  how  fage  ! 
He  feem«  the  living  Plato  of  the  age. 

Bled  form  !  in  which  alone  thy  merit's  feen, 
Since  all  thy  wifdom  centers  in  thy  mien  ! 

Here  Egniont,  Albemarle  (for  fenates  fit), 

And  W by  the  wife,  in  council  fit  : 

Here  loohy  G n,  Gr m  ever  dull, 

By  birth  a  frnator,  by  fate  a  fool. 

While  thefe,  Brirannia,  watchful  o'er  thy  ftate, 
Maintain  thine  honours,  and  direct  thy  fate, 
How  fhall  admiring  nations  round  adore, 
Beh.  Id  thy  greatnefs,  tremble  at  thy  pow'r  ; 
New  Shebas  come,  invited  by  thy  fame, 
Revere  thy  wifdom,  and  extol  thy  name  ! 

JLo!  to  yon  bench  now.fcoddefs,  turn  thine  eyes, 
And  view  thy  fons  in  folemn  dullness  rife ; 
All  dotting,  wrinkled,  grave,  and  gloomy,  fee 
Each  form  confel-  thy  dull  divinity; 
True  to  thy  caufe  behoid  each  trencher'd  fage 
Increas'd  in  folly  as  advanced  in  age  : 

Here  Ch -r,  learn'd  in  myftic  prophecy, 

Confuting  Collins, makes  each  prophet  lie  : 
Poor  Woolfton  by  thy  Smallbrook  there  aflail'd  ; 
Gaols  fure  conVinc'.cl  him,  though  the  prelate  fail'd. 

But  chief  Paftorius,  ever  grave  and  dull, 
pevoid  of  fenfe,  of  zeal  divinely  full, 
Retails. his  fquibs  of  fcience  o'er  the  town, 
While  charges,  paft'rals,  through  each  ftrect  re- 

.  found  ; 

Thefe  teach  a  heav'nly  Jefusto  obey, 
Wliile  thole  maintain  a'>  earthly  Appius*  fway. 

Thy  gffpel  truth,  Pailorius,  croft  we  fee, 

While  God  and  Mammon's  ferv'd  at  once  by 
r.bee.  [pawn, 

Who  \vould  not  trim,  fpeak,  vote,  or  conlcience 
Tf>  lord  it  o'er  a  fee,  and  fweil  in  lawn  ? 
If  arts  like  thofe,  O  Sherlock,  honours  claim, 
Than  thee  none  merits  more  the  prelate's  name  : 
Wond'ring  behold  him  faithful  to  his  fee, 
Prove  parliaments  dependent  to  be  free  ; 
In  fe.iates  blunder,  flounder,  and  difpute, 
For  ever  reas'ning,  never  to  confute. 
Since  courts  for  this  their  fated  gifts  decree, 
Say,  what  is  reputation  to  a  fee  ? 

JLo  !  o'er  yoa  flood  Hare  calls  his  low'ringeyes, 
And  wifhful  fees  the  rev'rend  turrets  rife. 
While  Lambeth  opens  to  thy  longing  view, 
Haplefs !  the  mitre  ne'er  can  bind  thy  brow : 
Though  courts  fhould  deign  the  gift,  how  won- 

d'rous  hard 

By  thy  own  doclrines  ftill  to  be  debarr'd  ! 
For,  if  from  change  *  fuch  mighty  evil  fpring», 
Traaflations  fure,  O  Hare  !  are  finful  rhiugs 

Thefe  rulers  fee,  and  narnelefs  numbers  more, 
O  goddefs,  of  thy  train  the  choiceft  (lore, 
Who  ignorance  in  gravity  entrench,  i 
And  grace  alike  the  pulpit  and  the  bench. 

Full  plac'd  and  penfion'd,  fee  !   Horatio  ftands ; 
Uegrim'd  his  face,  unpurify'd  his  hands : 

*  A  noted fermon  preached  on  the  ^Qtb  of  January , 
•n  this  text,  "  Woe  be  unto  them   that  are  given  to 
" 


To  decency  he  fc orris  all  nice  pretence, 
And  reigns  firm  foe  to  cleanlinefs  and  fenfe. 
How  did  Horatio  Britain's  caufe  advance  ! 
How  fhine  the  fioven  and  buffoon  of  France  ! 
In  fenates  now,  how  fcold,  how  rave,  how  roar, 
Of  treaties  run  the  tedious  train-trow  o'er  ! 
How  blunder  out  whate'er  fhould  he  conceal'd, 
And  hew  keep  fecret  what  mould  he  reveal'd! 
True  child  of  dullnefs !  fee  him.  goddefs,  claim 
Pow'r  next  myfelf,  as  next  in  birth  and  fame. 

Silence  !  ye  fenates,  while  enribbon'd  Young 
Pours  forth  melodious  nothings  from  his  tongue  ! 
How  fweet  the  accents  play  around  the  ear, 
Form'd  of  fmooth  period*,  and  of  well-tun'd  air! 
Leave,  gentle  Young,  the  fenate's  dry  debate, 
Nor  labour   midft  the  labyrinths  of  ftate  ; 
Suit  thy  foft  genius  to  more  tender  themes, 
And  fin-g  of  cooling  {hades,  and  purling  ftr earns  ; 
With  modern  fing  fong  murder  ancient  plays  *, 
Or  warble  in  fweet  ode  a  Brunfwick'spraiie  : 
So  fhali  thy  drains  in  purer  dullnefs  flow, 
And  laurels  wither  on  a  Cibber's  brow. 
Say,  can  the  ftatefman  wield  the  poet's  quill, 
And  quit  the  fenate  for  Parnaffus'  hill  ? 
Since  there  no  venal  vote  a  penfion  fhares, 
Nor  wants  Apollo  lords  commiffioners. 

There  W .  and  P ,  goddefs,  view, 

Firm  in  thy  caufe,  and  to  thy  Appiustrue  ! 
Lo  !  from  their  labours  what  reward  betides! 
One  pays  my  army,  one  my  navy  guides. 

To  dance,  drefs,  fi  ig,  and  ierenade  the  fair, 
"   Conduct  a.  finger,  or  reclaim  a  hair," 
OVr  baleful  tea  with  female?  taught  to  blame, 
And  fprfad  a  fhnd?r  o'er  a  virgin's  fr.me  ; 
FoinA!  tor  rhefe  fofier  arts  fhall  Hervey  drain 
With  itubborn  politics  his  tender  brain  1 
For  mimfters  laborious  pamphlets  write, 
In  fenates  prattle,  and  with  patriots  fight ! 
Thy  fond  ambition,  pretty  youth,  give  o'er, 
Prefide  ctt  balls,  old  iafhions  loll  rcftore  ; 
So  fhali  each  toilette  in  thy  caufe  engage, 
And  H ey  (bine  a  P re  of  the  age. 

Behold  a  f!:-u-  emblazon  C u's  coat ! 

Not  that  the  knight  has  merit,  but  a  vote. 

And  here,  O  goddefs,  num'rous  wrongheads  trace, 

Lur'd  by  a  penfion,  ribband,  or  a  » 

To  murder  fcience,  and  my  caufe  defend, 
Now  fhoals  of  Gruh-ftrcet  garret teer?  rt^lcend; 
From  fchor.hand  deiks  the  writing  inlets  crawl, 
U:ilade  their  dullnefs,  and  for  Appiu?:  bawl. 

Lo  !  to  thy  darling  Ofborne  turn  thine  eyes, 
See  him  o'er  politics  iupcrior  rife  : 
While  Caleb  feels  the  venom  of  his  quill. 
And  wond'ring  minifters.  rev/ard  his  (kill  : 
Uniearn'd  in  logic,  yet  he  writes  by  rule, 
And  proves  himfeif  in  fyliogifm — a  fool ; 

*  This  gentleman,  iuttL  the  ajfijlance  of Room f,  Con- 
canen,  andffoeral  oibers.  committed  a  barbarous  murder 
on  the  body  of  an  old  cuviedy^  by  turning  it  into  a  modern 
ballad  Optra  ,•  tuhicb  ivas  fearce  exhibited  en  tbcjla%e% 
Lffore  it  tvas  thought  necejjary  to  be  contracted  into  one 
a£i.  At -this  is  the  only  living  in/lance  of  tbefurprifinv 
genius  and  abilities  of  thefe  ivitst  1  csuld  not  fori/ear 
mentioning  it. 


THE   WORKS   OF  P.    WHITEHEAB. 


Now  flies  obedient,  war  with  fenfe  to  wage, 
And  drags  th'  idea  through  the  painful  page  ; 
Unread,  unanfwer'd,  ftill  he  writes  a^ain, 
Still  fpins  the  endlefs  cobweb  of  his  brain  ; 
Charm'd  with  each  line,  reviewing  what  he  writ, 
Bleffes  his  ftars,  and  wonders  at  his  wit. 

Nor  lefs,  O  Walfingham,  thy  worth  appears  ! 
Alike  in  merit,  though  unlike  in  years : 
Ill-fated  youth  !  what  ftars  malignant  fhed         "^ 
Their  baneful  influence  o'er  thy  brainlefs  head,  > 
Doom'd  to  be  ever  writing,  never  read  !  j 

For  bread  to  libel  liberty  and  fenfe, 
And  damn  thy  patron  weekly  with  defence. 
Drench'd  in  the  fable  flood,  O  hadft  thou  ftill 
O'er  fkins  of  parchment  drove  thy  venal  quill, 
At  Temple  ale-houfe  told  an  idle  tale, 
And  pawn'd  thy  credit  for  a  mug  of  ale  ; 
Unknown  to  Appius  then  had  been  thy  name, 
Unlac'd  thy  coat,  unfacrific'd  his  fame  ; 
Nor  vaft  un vended  reams  would  Peele  deplore, 
As  victims  deftin'd  to  the  common  fhore. 

As  dunce  to  dunce  in  endlefs  numbers  breed, 
So  to  Concanen  fee  a  Ralph  fucceed ; 
A  tiny  witling  of  thefe  writing  days,  [plays. 

Full-fam'd  for   tunelefs  rhymes,  and   fhort-liv'd 
Write  on,  my  luckiefs  bard,  ftill  unafham'd, 
Though   burnt  thy   journals,   and    thy    dramas 

damn'd ; 

*Tis  bread  infpircs  thy  politics  and  lays, 
Not  thirft  of  immortality  or  praife. 

Thefe,  goddefs,  view,  the  choiceft  of  the  train, 
While  yet  unnumber'd  dunces  ftill  remain  ; 
Deans,  critics,  lawyers,  bards,  a  motley  crew, 
To  dtillnefs  faithful,  as  to  Appius  true. 

Enough,  the  goddefs  cries,  enough  I've  feen  ; 

While  thefe  lupport,  fecure  my  Ton  fhall  reign  ; 

Still  fhalt  thou  blund'ring  rule  Britannia's  fate, 

Still  Grub-ftreet  hail  thee  minifler  of  Hate. 

MANNERS  : 

A   SATIRE,  1738. 

"  Paulus  vel  Coffus  vel  Drufus  moribns  eflo." 

JUVENAL. 

"  WELL — ^f  all  plagues  which  make  mankind 
"  their  fport,  [ — a  court. 

"  Guard  me,  ye  Heav'ns !  from  that  worft  plague 
ft  Midil  the  mad  manfions  of  Moorfields,  I'd  be 
*'  A  flraw-crown'd  monarch,  in  mock  majefty, 
*'  Rather  than  fovereign  rule  Britannia's  fate, 
"  Curs'd  with  the  follies  and  the  farce  of  ftate. 
"  Rather  in  Newgate  walls,  O  !  let  me  dwell, 
"  A  doleful  tenant  of  the  darkling  cell, 
"  Than  fwell,  in  palaces,  the  mighty  ftore 
"  Of  fortune's  fools,  and  parafites  of  pow'r. 
*'  Than  crowns,  ye  gods  '   be  any  ftate  my  doom, 
"  Or  any  dungeon,  but — a 'drawing-room. 

"  Thrice  happy  patriot !  whom  no  courts  de- 

"  bale, 

"  No  titles  lefien,  and  no  ftars  difgrace. 
"  Still  nod  the  plumage  o'er  the  brainlefs  head  ; 
"  Still  o'er  the  faithlefs  heart  the  ribband  fpread. 
"  Such  toys  may  ferve  to  fignalize  the  tool, 
'  To  gild  the  knave,  or  garnifh  out  the  fool ; 


"  While,  you,  with  Roman  virtue  arm'd,  difda'tf 
"  The  tinfel  trappings  and  the  glitt'ring  chain : 
"  Fond  of  your  freedom  fpurn  the  venal  fee, 
"  And  prove  he's  only  great— who  dares  be  free." 

Thus  fung  Philemon  in  his  calm  retreat, 
Too  wife  for  pow'r,  too  virtuous  to  be  great. 

But  whence  this  rage  at  courts?  reply'd  his 

grace, 

Say,  is  the  mighty  crime,  to  be  in  place  ? 
Is  that  the  deadly  fin,  mark'd  out  by  Heav'n, 
For  which  no  mortal  e'er  can  be  forgiv'n  ? 
Muft  all,  all  fuffer,  who  in  courts  engage, 
Down  from  lord  fteward,  to  the  puny  page  ? 
Can  courts  and  places  be  fuch  finful  things, 
The  facred  gifts  and  palaces  of  kings  ? 

A  place  may  claim  our  rev'rence,  Sir,  I  own ; 
But  then  the  man  its  dignity  muft  crown  : 
'Tis  not  the  truncheon,  or  the  ermine's  pride, 
Can  fcreen  the  coward,  or  the  knave  can  hide. 
Let  Stair  and  ***  f  head  our  arms  and  law, 
The  judge  and   gen'ral  muft    be  view'd   with 

awe  : 

The  villain  then  would  fhudder  at  the  bar; 
And  Spain  grow  humble  at  the  found  of  war. 

What  courts  are  facred.  when  I  tell  your  grace, 
Manners  alone  muft  fanclify  the  place '? 
Hence  only  each  its  proper  name  receives ; 
Hay  wood's  a  brothel ;  White's  {  a  den  of  thieves: 
Bring  whores  and  thieves  to  court,  you  change 

the  fcene, 
St.  James's  turns  the  brothel,  and  the  den. 

Who  would  the  courtly  chapel  holy  call, 
Though  the  whole   bench  fhould  confecratc  the 

wall  ? 

While  the  trim  chaplain,  confcious  of  a  fee, 
Cries  out,  "  My  king,  I  have  no  God  but  thee  j" 
Lifts  to  the  royal  feat  the  aflcing  eye, 
And  pays  to  George  the  tribute  of  the  fky  • 
Proves  fin  alone  from  humble  roofs  muft  fpring^ 
Nor  can  one  earthly  failing  ftain  a  king. 

Bifhops  and  kings  may  confecrate,  'tis  true; 
Manners  alone  claim  homage  as  their  due. 
Without,  the  court  and  church  are  both  profane, 
Whatever  prelate  preach,  or  monarch  reign; 
Religion's  roftrum  virtue's  fcaffold  grows, 
And  crowns  and  mitres  are  mere  raree-fhovr?. 

In  vain,  behold  yon  rev'rend  turrets  rife, 
And  Sarum's  facred  fpire  falute  the  Ikies  ! 
If  the  lawn'd  Levite's  earthly  vote  be  fold, 
And  God's  free  gift  retail'd  for  Mammon  gold  J 
No  rev'rence  can  the  proud  cathedral  claim, 
But  Henley's  {hop,  and  Sherlock's,  are  the  fame. 

Whence  have  St.  Stephen's  walls  fo  hallow'^ 

been  ? 
Whence  ?  from  the  virtue  of  his  fons  within. 

f  If  is  to  Le  lamented  that  the  barrcnnefs  of  the  prs- 
fent  times  obligei  the  author  to  trvjl  to  pojltnty^for  tkf 
fupply  of  a  proper  cbara&cr  in  this  place. 

\  Dr.  SiL'fft  ,  a\'fy  "  That  th:  late  Earl  of  Oxford, 
"  in  the  time  of  his  minif.ry,  taver  pajfid  t>y  White's 
u  chocolate. hoitfe  (the  common  rendezvous  of  infamous 
"  fozrpcrs  and  nAle  cullies  J  without  btftvuring  a  curfe 
"  upon  that  famous  academy ,  as  the  bane  of  half  tkc 
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But  /hould  fome  guileful  ferpent  void  of  grace, 
Glide  in  its  bounds,  and  poifon  all  the  place; 
Should  e'er  the  facred  voice  be  fet  to  fale, 
And  o'er  the  heart  the  golden  fruit  prevail ; 
The  place  is  alter'd,  Sir;  nor  think  it  ftrange 
To  fee  the  fenate  fink  into  a  change. 

Or  court,  or  church,  or  fenate-houfe,  or  hall, 
Manners  alone  beam  dignity  on  all. 
Without  their  influence,  palaces  are  cells; 
Crane-court  *,  a  magazine  of  cockle-fhells; 
The  folcmn  bench  no  bofom  flrikes  with  awe, 
But  Weftminftpr's  a  warehoufe  of  the  law. 

Thefe  honeft  truths,  my  lord,  deny  you  can ; 
Since  all  allow  that  *  Manners  make  the  man.' 
Hence  only  glories  to  the  great  belong, 
Or  peers  muft  mingle  with  the  peafant  throng. 

Though  ftrung  with  ribbands,  yet  behold  his 

grace 

Shines  but  a  lacquey  in  a  higher  place  ! 
Strip  the  gay  liv'ry  from  the  courtier's  back. 
What  marks  the  difference  'twixtmy  lord  and  jack? 
The  fame  mean,  fupple,  mercenary  knave, 
The  tool  of  power,  and  of  ftate  the  flave  : 
Alike  the  vaffal  heart  in  each  prevails, 
.And  all  his  lordfbip  boafts  is  larger  vales. 

Wealth,  manors,  titles,  may  defcend,  'tis  true; 
But  ev'ry  heir  muft  merit's  claim  renew. 

Who  blafhes  not  to  fee  a  C-^ —  heir 
Turn  flave  to  found,  and  languifh  for  a  play'r  f  ? 
What  piping,  fidling,  fqueaking,  quav'rhig,  bawl 
ing  ! 
What  fing-fong  riot,  and  what  eunuch-fquawling ! 

C ,  thy  worth  all  Italy  fhall  own, 

A  ftatefman  fit,  where  Nero  $  fill'd  the  throne. 

See  poor  Lcevinus,  anxious  for  renown, 
Through  the  long  gallery  trace  his  lineage  down. 
And  claim  each  hero's  vifage  for  his  own. 
What  though  in  each  the  felf-fame  features  fhine, 
Unlefs  fome  lineal  virtue  marks  the  line, 
In  vain,  alas  !  he  boafts  his  grandfire's  name, 
Or  hopes  to  borrow  luftre  from  his  fame. 
Who  but  muft  fmile,  to  fee  the  tim'rous  peer 
Point  'mong  his  race  our  bulwark  in  the  war  ? 
Or  in  fad  Englifh  tell  how  fenates  hung 
On  the  fweet  mufic  of  his  father's  tongue? 
Unconfcious,  though  his  fires  were  wife  and  brave, 
Their  virtues  only  find  in  him  a  grave. 

Not  fo  with  Stanhope  j|  ;  fee  by  him  fuftain'd 
Each  hoary  honour  which  his  fires  had  gain'd. 
To  him  the  virtues  of  his  race  appear 
The  precious  portion  of  five  hundred  year; 
Defcended  down,  by  him  to  be  enjoy'd, 
Yet  holds  the  talent  loft,  if  unemploy'd. 
From  hence  behold  his  gen'rou*  ardour  rife, 
To  fwell  the  facred  ftreaoi  with  frefh  fupplies : 

*    The  Royal  Society. 

f  That  living  tuitnefs  of  tie  felly ,  extravffgance, 
mnd  depravity  of  tbt  Englfo  Farinello^  'who  is  now  at 
the  court  of  Spain,  triumphing  in  the  fpoils  of  our 
nobility,  as  thtir  pirates  are  in  thofe  of  our  injured 
merchants. 

f  A  Rowan  emperor  remarkable  for  hh  faffion  for 
mufic . 

\\    The  Earl  of  Cbejterfold, 
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Abroad,  the  guardian  of  his  country's  caufe ; 
At  home,  a  Tully  to  defend  her  laws. 
Senate;  with  awe  the  patriot  founds  imbibe, 
And  bold  corruption  almoft  drops  the  bribe. 
Thus  added  worth  to  worth,  and  grace  to  grace, 
He  beams  new  glories  back  upon  his  race. 

Afk  ye,  what's  honour  ?  I'll  the  truth  impart. 
Know,  honour,  then,  is  honefty  of  heart. 
To  the  fweet  fcenes  of  focial  Stow  *  repair, 
And  fearch  the  matter's  breaft, — You'll  find  it 

there. 

Too  preud  to  grace  the  fycophant  or  Have, 
It  only  harbours  with  the  wife  and  brave; 
Ungain'd  by  titles,  places,  wealth,  or  birth ; 
Learn  this,  and  learn  to  blufh,  ye  fons  of  earth! 
Blufti  to  behold  this  ray  of  nature  made  } 

The  victim  of  a  ribband,  or  cockade. 

Alk  the  proud  peer,  what's  honour  ?  hedifplayj 
A  purchas'd  patent,  or  the  herald's  blaze ; 
Or,  if  the  royal  fmile  his  hopes  has  bleft, 
Points  to  the  glitt'ring  glory  on  his  breail : 
Yet,  if  beneath  no  real  virtue  reign, 
On  the  gay  coat  the  ftar  is  but  a  ftain : 
For  I  could  whifper  in  his  lordfhip's  ear, 
Worth  only  beams  true  radiance  on  the  ftar. 

Hence  fee  the  garter'd  glory  dart  its  rays, 
And  fhine  round  £-        with  redoubled  blaze  : 
Afk  ye  from  whence  this  flood  of  luftre's  feen  ? 
Why  E whifpers,  votes,  and  faw  Turin. 

Long  Milo  reign *d  the  minion  of  renown  ; 
Loud  his  eulogiunas  echo'd  through  the  town  : 
Where'er  he   went,    ftill    crowds   around   him 

throng, 

And  hail'd  the  patriot  as  he  pafs'd  along. 
See  the  loft  peer,  unhonour'd  now  by  all, 
Steal  through  the  ftreet,  or  fkulk  along  the  mall ; 
Applauding  founds  no  more  falute  his  ear, 
But  the  loud  Paean's  funk  into  a  fneer. 
Whence,    you'll  inquire,  could  fpring  a  change 

fo  fad  ? 

Why,  the  poor  man  ran  military  mad; 
By  this  miftaken  maxim  ftill  mifled, 
That  men  of  honour  muft  be  cloth'd  in  red. 
My  grandfire  wore  it,  Milo  cries — 'tis  good : 
But  know,  the  grandfire  ftain'd  it  red  with  blood. 
Firftv'midft  the  deathful  dangers  of  the  field, 
He  (hone  his  country's  guardian,  and  its  fhield  ; 
Taught  Danube's  ftream    with    Gallic  gore    t» 

flow; 

Hence  bloom'd  the  laurel  on  the  grandfire's  brow- 
But  mail  the  fon  expecl  the  wreath  to  wear, 
For  the  mock  triumphs  of  an  Hyde-Park  war  ? 
Sooner  fhall  Bunhill,  Blenheim's  glories  claim, 
Or  Biller's  rival  brave  Eugene  in  fame ; 
Sooner  a  like  reward  their  labours  crown, 
Who  ftorm  a  dunghill,  and  who  fack  a  town. 

Mark  our  bright  youths,  how  gallant  and  hovf 

gay, 

Frefh  plum'd  and  powder'd  in  review  array. 

Unfpoil'd  each  feature  by  the  martial  fear, 

Lo  !  A          affumes  the  god  of  war  : 

Yet  vain,  while  prompt  to  arms  by  plume  and  pay, 

He  claims  the  foldier's  name  from  loldier's  play. 

*   Tie  feat  of  tie  Lord  F ([count  Ctttam, 
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This  truth,  my  warrior,  treafure  in  thy  bieaft, 
A  (landing  foldier  is  a  ftanding  jeft 
When  bloody  battles  dwindle  to  reviews, 
Armies  muft  then  defcend  to  puppet-fhows; 
Where  theiac'd  log  may  ftrut  :he  f  Idier's  part, 
Bedcck'd  with  feather, though  unarn:M  with  heart. 

There  are  who  fay,  "  You  lafh  the  fins  of  men  ! 
"  Leave, .leave  to  Pope  the  vojgnance  of  the  pen  ; 
"  Hope  not  the  bays  fhall  wreath  around  thy 

«  head; 

<e  Fannius  may  write,  but  Flaccus  will  be  read." 
Shall  only  one  have  privilege  to  blame  ! 
What  then,  are  vice  and  folly  royal  game  ? 
Muft  all  be  poacher*  who  attempt  to  kill  ? 
All,  but  the  mighty  fovereign  of  the  quill  ? 
Shall  Pope,  alone,  the  plenteous  harveft  have, 
And  I  not  glean  one  Itraggling  fool,  or  knave  ? 
Praiie,  'tis  allow'd,  is  free  to  all  mankind  ; 
Say,  why  {houUi  honeft  latire  be  confin'd  ? 
Though,  like  th'  immortal  bard's,  my  feeble  dart 
Stains  not  us  feather  in  the  culprit  heart; 
Yet  know,  the  fmallelt  infect  of  the  wing 
The  horfe  may  reaze,  or  elephant  can  iKng  ; 
Ev'n  I,  by  chance,  form-,  lucky  darts  miy  ihow'f, 
And  gall  forne  great  leviathans  of  pow'r. 

I  name  not  Walpole;  you  the  reafon  guefs; 
Mark  y>>n  fell  hurpy  hov'iing  o'er  the  prefs. 
Secure  the  mufe  may  fport  with  name?  of  kings ; 
But  minifters,  my  friend,  are  dang'rous  things. 
Who  would  have  Paxton  v  anfwer  what  he  writ ; 
Or-fpeciai  juries,  judges  of  his  wit  ? 
,  Pope  writes  unhurt — 'but  know,   'tis  diff'rent 

quite 

To  beard  the  Kdn,  and  to  crulh  the  mite. 
Safe  may  he  dafh  the  ftatefman  in  each  line; 
Thole  dread  his  fatire,  who  dare  punifh  mine. 

Turn  .turn  your  fatire  then,  you  cry,  to  praife, 
Why,  praiieis  fatire,  in  thefe  fmful  days. 
Say   lh«-uld  I  make  a  patriot  of  Sir  Bill, 

Or  fwear  that  G 's  Duke  has  wit  at  will ; 

From  the  gull'd  knight  could  I  expe&  a  place, 
Or  hope  to  lie  a  dinner  from  his  grace, 
Though  a  reward  be  gracioufly  beitow.'d 
On  the  foft  fatire  of  each  birth  day 

The  good  and  bad  alike  with  praifcare  bleft; 
Yet  thole  who  nv-rit  moli,  (Hi!  want  it  leaft  : 
Bnt  c-jnfcious  vice  ftill  courts  the  cheering  ray, 
While  Virtue  fhints,  nor  alks  the  glare  of  day. 
Need  I  to  any,  Puh'ney's  worth  declare  ? 
Or  tell  him  Carteret  charms,  who  has  ah  ear? 
Or,  Pitt,  can  thy  example  be  unknown, 
While  each  fond  father  marks  it  to  hia-fon  I 

I  cannot  truckle  to  a  flave  in  ftate.' 
And  praife  a  blockhead's  wit,  becaufc  he's  great: 
D>  wn,  down,  ye  hungry  garretteers,  defcend, 
C.  i   Walpcle  |  Burleigh,  call  hin  Britain's  friend; 
Behold  the  genial  ray  of  gold,  appear, 
And  roufe,  ye  fwarms  of  Grub-ftreet  and  Rag- 
fair. 

*    A  famous  f  elicit  or. 

f  See  theft  tivo  char  a  fieri  compared  in  the  Gazet 
teers  ;  but,  left  none  of  thofe  pato°rs  Jbould  haiie  efcaped 
their  common  fate.  f.e  ike  [wo  char  after  s  dijlinguifoid  in 
the  Graftfmtn. 


See  with  what  zeal  yon  tiny  InfeA  * 
And  follows  queens  from  palaces  to  urns  : 
Though  cruel  death  has  cloth'd  the  royal  ear, 
The  flattering  fly  flill  buzzes  round  the  bier  : 
But  what  avails,  dice  queens  no  longer  live  ? 
Why,  kings  can  read,  and  kings,  you  know,  may 

give. 

A  mitre  may  repay  his  heav'nly  crown, 
And,  wlu!e  he  df-ck^  her  brow,  adorn  his  own. 

Let  Laureat  Gibber  birth-day  fonnets  fingf, 
Or  Fanny  crawl,  an  ear-  wig  on  th.tr  king  : 
Wi  ile  one  is  void  of  wit,  and  one  of  grace, 
Why  fhould  I  envy  either  fong  or  place? 
I  could  not  flatter,  thf  rich  butt  to  gain  ; 
Nor  fink  a  flave,  to  rife  vice  chamberlain. 

Penih  my  verfe  !  whene'er  one  vr  nal  line 
Bedaubs  a  duke,  or  makes  a  king  divine. 
Firft  bid  me  fwear:  he's  found  who  has  the  plague, 
Or  Horace  rival*  Stanhope  at  the  Hague 
What,  fhall  I  turn  a  pandar  to  the  throne, 
And  lift  with  B  —  11  f-  to  roar  for  halt  a-crown  ? 
Sooner  T  —  r  —  1  fhall  wirh  Fully  vie, 
Or  W  —  n  —  n  in  fena'e  fcorn  a  he  ; 
Sooner  Un.ria  tremble  for  her  fate 
From  M-  -  h's  arm",  or  Ah  -  —  n's  debate. 

Though  fawning  flatt'ry  ne'er  fhall  taint  my  lays, 
Yet  know,  when  virtue  calls,  I  burl!  to  praife. 
Behold  yon  temple  \  rais'd  by  Cohham's  hand, 
JSacred  to  worthies  of  his  native  land  : 
Ages  were  ranfatk'd  for  the  wife  and  great, 
Till  Barnard  came,   and   made  the   group  com 

plete; 

Bo  Barnard  there  —  enliven'd  by  the  voice, 
Jiuoh  buito  bow'd,  and  fan&ify'd  the  choice. 

Pointlefs  all  fatire  in  thefe  iron  times; 
Toy  faint  are  col  urs,  and  too  feeble  rhymes. 
Rife  then,  gay  fancy,  future  gl/rie-  bnrig, 
And  ftrttch  o'er  happier  days  thy  healing  wing. 

Rapt  into  thought,  lo  !  I  Britannia  fee 
Rifmg  fuperior  o'er  the  fubjedt  fea  ; 
View  her  gay  pendents  fpread  their  filken  wings, 
Big  with  the  fate  of  empires,  and  of  kings  : 
Thd  tow'ring  barks  dance  lightly  o  er  the  main, 
And  roll  their  thunder  through  the  realms  of 


Peace,  violated  maid,  they  afk  no  more, 
But  waft  her  back  triumphant  to  our  fho're  ; 
While  buxom  plenty,  laughing  in  her  train, 
Glads  ev'ry  heart,  and  crowns  the  warrior's  pain. 
On,  fancy,  on  !  ftill  itretch  the  pleafmg  fccne, 
And  bring  fair  freedom  with  her  golden  reign  ; 
Cheer'd  by  whofe  beams  cv'n  meagre  want  caa 

fmile, 
And  the  poor  peafant  whiftle  'midft  his  toil. 

*  A  certain  court  chaplain.  Dr.  Attired  Cla-'ktt 
ivho  ivrote,  or  rather  J!o/c-,  a  character  of  the  late  qngen 
from  Dr.  Bfirnet  s  chara&er  of  ^Ueen  Mary.  'Tbit 
famphlet,  hoivever,  has  been  ajcribed  to  Lord  Hervey. 

f  A  noted  agent  in  a  mob  regiment,  ivbo  is  employed 
to  reiuard  their  venal  vociferations,  on  certain  occajion^ 
ivitb  half-a-croivn  each  man. 

\  The  Temple  of  Britifb  Worthies  in  the  gardens  at 
Stow,  in  ivhicb  the  Lord  Cobham  has  lately  erefled  tkf 
hujlo  of  Sir  John  Barnart. 
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Such  days,  what'  Briton  tri  flies  not  to.  fee  ?          i  ble  more  at  the  ptiiffant  arm  of  a  Bnmghton,  than 

.     F  :  .  i  •  _.i    ^       r  _    T\!*«~  .  „  ~l_  3 


And  fuch  each  Briton,  Frederick 
thee. 


hopes  from 


?HE  GYMNAST  AD:  OR  BOXING-MATCH, 

A  -very  Jbort,  tut  very  ti.'tiovs  Epic  Poem.  With  the 
Prclegmena  of  Scriblcrus  'Tcrtius,  and  Notes  vari 
orum. 

" Nos  hxc  novimus  efle  nihil."  MART. 

TO  THE  MOST  PUISSANT  AND  INVINCIBLE 

MR    JOHN  BROUGHTON. 

HAD  this  dedication  been  addrefied  to  feme  reve 
rend  prelate,  or  female  court-favourite,  to  ibme 
blundering  ftatrfman,  or  apoilare  patriot,  I  fhouid 
<loubtlcfs  have  launched  into  the  higheft  cnci.mi- 
ttm?  on  public  Ipirit,  policy,  virtue,  piety,  &c. 
dnd,  like  the  reft  of  my  brother  dedicators,  had 
inoft  fuccefjfully  impnfed  on  their  vanity,  by 
alcribing  to  them  qualities  they  were  utterly  un 
acquainted  with  .  by  which  means  I  had  prudently 
reaped  the  reward  of  a  panegyrift  from  my  pa 
tron,  and,  at  the  fame  time,  fccured  the  reputa 
tion  of  a  fatirift  with,  the  public. 

But  fcornir.g  theft.'  bnft  arts,  I  prefent  the  fol 
lowing  poem  to  you,  untVayed  by  either  flattery  or 
antercft ;  fince  your  moiiefty  would  defend  you 
againfl  the  poifon  of  the  one,  and  your  known 
economy  prevent  an  author's  expectations  of  the 
other.  I  (hall  therefore  only  tell  you  what  you 
teally  are,  and  leave  thofe  (w'hofe  patrons  are  of 
the  higher  clals)  to  lei!  them  what  they  really  are 
liot.  But  fuch  is  the  dtpravity  of  human  nature, 
that  every  compliment  we  beftow  on  another,  is 
too  apt  to  be  deemed  a  fatire  on  ourfelves ;  yet, 
furely,  Ajoffile  I  am  praifing  the  itrength  of  your 
arm,  no  politician  can  fl.ink  it  meant  as  a  reflection 
en  the  weaknefs  of  his  head;  or,  while  I  am  juf- 
tifyiug  your  title  to  the.  character  of  a  man,  will 
any  modern  petit  maittd  think  it  *n  impeachment 
of  his  affinity  to  that  of  its  mimic  counterfeit,  a 
monkey  ? 

Were  I  to  attempt  a  defcription  of  your  quali 
fications,  I  might  juftly  have  rec.xiHe  to-  the  ma- 
jetty  of  Agamemiv  n.  the  courage  of  Acmlle?,  the 
ilrength  of  Ajax.  and  the  wifdom  of  Ulyffes  ;  but, 
as  yntir  own  heroic  actions  afford  us  the  bcfl  mir 
ror  of  your  merits,  I  u»all  leave  the  reader  to  view 
in  that  the  amazing  luitrc  of  a  cnar-i&er,  ,a  few 
traits  of  which  only  the  following  poem  was  in 
tended  to  difplay  ;  and  in  which,  had  the  ability 
of  the  poet  equalled  the  magnanimity  of  his  hero, 
I  doubt  not  but  the  Gymnuiiad  had,  like  the  im 
mortal  Iliad,  been  hande'd  down  to  the  admiration 
of  all  pofterity. 

As  your  fui.erior  merits  contributed  towards 
raifmg  you  to  th.  f'ignJt.-es  you  n-.v/  crj-  y ,  and 
piaccd  you  <rven  as  tne  iafeguatd.  of  royalty  itlrlf, 
to  I  cannot  help  thinking  it  happy  loir  tiie  p;im.e, 
that  he  is  now  able  to  buaft  OIK  rt-ai  v  tampion  in 
Kis  Icrvioe  :  and  what  Frenchman  would  not  trem- 
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Tie  father  of  George  the  Third, 


at  the  ceremonic.us  gauntlet  of  a  Dimmock  ? 

I  am,  with  the  moft  profound  refpecl:  to  your 
heroic  virtues,  your  moft  devoted,  and  moft 
humble  fervaut. 

SCR1BLERUS  TERTIUS  OF  THE  POEM. 

IT  is  an  old  faying,  that  neceflity  is  the  mother  of 
invention  :  it  Ihould  fecm  then  that  poftry,  which 
is  a  fpecies  of  invention,  muft  naturally  derive  its 
being  from  the  fame  origin  ;  hence  it  will  he  eafy 
to  account  for  the  many  fiirufy  ghoft-like  appari 
tions  that  every  day  make  their  appearance  amon£ 
us ;  for  if  it  be  true,  as  naturaliib  ohierve,  that 
the  htalth  and  vigour  of  the  mother  is  necefTary 
to  produce  the  like  qualities  in  the  child,  wliar  il- 
lue  can  be  expected  from  the  womb  of  fo  meagra 
a  parent  ? 

But  there  is  another  fpecies  of  poetry,  which, 
inftead  of  owing  its  birth  to  t.-ie  bc-lly,  like  Miner 
va,  fprings  at  once  from  the  head  :  ot  this  kind  are 
thole  productions  of  wit,  fenfe,  and  fpirit ;  which 
once  born,  like  the  goddefs  herfelf,  immediately 
become  immortal.  It  is  true,  thefe  are  a  fort  o£ 
miraculous  births,  and  therefore  it  is  no  wonder 
they  fhould  be  found  fo  rare  among  us. — As  glo 
ry  is  the  noble  infpirer  of  the  latter,  fo  hunger  is 
the  natural  incentive  of  the  former:  thus  fame 
and  food  are  the  fpurs  with  which  every  poet 
mounts  his  Pegafus ;  but,  as  the  impetus  of  the 
belly  is  apt  to  he  more  cogent  than  that  of  the 
head,  fo  you  will  ever  fee  the  one  pricking  and 
goading  a  fired  jade  to  a  hobbling  trot,  while  the 
other  only  incites  the  foaming  fteed  to  a  ir>'*jcftic 
capriol. 

The  gentle  reader,  it  is  apprehended,  will  not 
long  be  at  a  lofs  to  determine,  which  fpecies  the 
following  production  ought  to  be  ranked  under  ; 
but  as  the  parent  moft  unnaturally  cafl  it  out  as 
the  fpurious  ifTne  of-  his  brain,  and  even  cruelly 
denies.it  the  comvnon  privilege  of  his  name; 
ftruck  with  the  dele6iabk  beauty  of  its  features.  I 
could  I'or  avoid  adopting  the  little  poetic  orphan, 
and  by  drefiinc;  it  up  with  a  few  notes,  &c,  prc-» 
lent  it  to  the  public  as  perfect  as  poffible. 

Had  I,  in  imitation  of  other  great  authors,  on* 
ly  confulted  my  intereft  in  the  publication  of  this 
inimitable  piece  fuhich  doubtufs  will  undergo 
numerous  impreflions),  I  might  firft  have  fen*  it 
into  the  world  naked,  then,  by  the  addition  of  a 
commentary,  notes  variorum,  prolegomena,  and  all 
that,  levied  a  new  tax  upon  the  public,-  and  after 
all,  by  a  fort  of'  modern  poetical  legerdemain, 
changing  the  name  of  the  vrincipal  hero,  and  in- 
ferting  a  few  hyv-ercritics  of  a  flattering  fr -end's, 
have  rendered  the  former  editi  .n^  ircorr-jft.  a.i,| 
cozrntd  the  carious  reader  out  of  a  treble  conu- 
deration  ior  tht  fame  work ;  but  howevt  r  this 
i  may  iuir  the  trickitH>,  arts  •  f  a  hookfeiU  r.  jr.  is  ccr- 
|  tainly  much  bdow  the  fub.K».e  genius  of  an  au- 
i  thor  — I  kn  >v  ii  '.\  ill  be  hud,  thaf  a  m/n  has  an 
equal  ri^ht  t-  make  us  much  a^  he  can  i-f  his  wit, 
as  well  as  uf  L;«*  moncT  ;  but  then  ir  ougH  to  be 
coiifidered,  whether  thrre  may  net  be  luch •'» 
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thing  as  ufury  in  both  ;  and  the  law  having  only 
provided  againft  it  in  one  in  (lance,  is,  I  appre 
hend",  no  very  moral  plea  for  the  practice  of  it  in 
the  other  *'. 

The  judicious  reader  will  eafily  perceive,  that 
the  following  poem,  in  all  its  properties,  partakes  I 
of  the  epic  ;  fuch.as  fighting,  Ipeeching,  bullying,  I 
ranting,  &c.  (to  fay  nothing  of  the  moral)  ;  and, 
as  many  thoufand  verfes  are  thought  ncccfiary  to 
the  conftruction  of  this  kind  of  poem,  it  may  be 
objected,  that  this  is  too  fhortto  be  ranked  under 
that  clafs  :  to  which  I  mail  only  anfwer,  that  as 
concifer.efs  is  the  lafl  fault  a  writer  is  apt  to  com 
mit,  fo  it  is  generally  the  fir  ft  a  reader  is  willing 
to  forgiv.e  .  and  though  it  may  not  he  altogether 
fo  long,  yet  I  dare  fay,  it  will  not  be  found  lefs 
replete  with  ;he  true  vis  poetica,  than  (not  to  men 
tion  the  Iliad,  JEneid,  <Scc  )  even  Leonidas  itfelf. 

It  may  farther  be  objected,  that  the  characters 
of  our  principal  heroes  are  too  humble  for  the 
grandeur  of  the  epic  fable ;  but  the  candid  reader 
•will  be  pleaied  to  oblerve,  that  they  are  not  here 
celebrated  in  their  mechanic,  but  in  their  heroic 
capacities,  as  boxers.,  who,  by  the  ancients  thcm- 
felves,  have  ever  been  efieemed  worthy  to  be  im 
mortalized  in  the  nobleft  works  of  this  nature  ;  of 
•which  the  Epeus  and  Euryaius  of  Homer,  and  the 
Entellus  and  Dares  of  Virgil,  are  inconteflable 
authorities.  And  as  thofe  authors  were  ever  care 
ful,  that  their  principal  perfonages  (however  mean 
in  themfelves)  fhould  derive  their  pedigree  from 
feme  deity,  or  illuftrious  hero,  fo  our  author  has, 
"With  equal  propriety,  made  his  fpring  irom  Phac- 
?  ton  and  Neptune ;  under  which  characters  he 
beautifully  allegorizes  their  different  occupations 
of  waterman  and  coachman. — But,  for  my  own 
part,  I  cannot  conceive  that  the  dignity  of  the  he 
ro's  profeffion  is  anywife  effenrial  to  that  of  the 
action  ;  for,  if  the  greateft  perfons  are  guilty  of 
the  meaneft  actions,  why  may  not  the  gneateft 
actions  be  afcribed  to  the  meaneft  perfons  ? 

As  the  main  action  of  this  poem  is  entirely  iup- 
ported  by  the  principal  heroes  themfelves,  it  lias 
been  tnalicioufly  infmuated  to  be  deugned,  as  an 
Unmannerly  reflection  on  a  late  glorious  victory, 
where,  it  is  pretended,  the  whole  action  was  at- 
chieved  without  the  interpofiti<-n  'of  the  principal 
heroes  at  all. — But  as  the  moft  innocent  meanings 

*  Ai  tins  may  be  thought  to  be  particularly  aimed  at 
an  author  "who  teas  lately  reported  to  be  ilead,  and 
•cubofe  lafs  all  lovers  of  the  mufes  -would  have  the  great- 
eft  reafon  to  lament  it  may  not  be  ivif  roper  to  ajfure 
the  reader \  that  it  was  ivritten^  and  intended  to  have 
ieen  pubiljbi'd,  before  that  report,  and  -was  only  meant  as 
an  attack  upon  the  general  abufe  of  this  kind.-— As  /o 
our  author  himfelf,  he  has  frequently  given  public  tefti- 
tnonies  of  bis  veneration  for  that  great  man" s  genius  ; 
nor  may  it  be  unentertaining  to  the  reader,  to  acquaint 
Urn  ivith  one  private  injlance  :  Immediately  en  hearing 
ibe  report  of  Mr.  Pope's  death ,  be  was  beard  to  break 
forth  in  thefolloiuing  exclamation. 

Pope  dead ! — Hufh,  hufti,  report,  the  fland'rous 

lye; 
Fame  fays  he  lives — immortals  never  die. 


may,  by  ill  minds,  be  wrefled  to  the  moft  wicked 
purpolc*,  if  any  fuch  conflruction  ihould  be  made, 
I  will  venture  to  affirm,  that  it  mull  proceed  from 
the  factious  venom  of  the  reader,  and  not  from 
any  difloyal  malignity  in  our  author,  who  is  toa 
well  acquainted  with  the  power,  ever  to  arraign 
the  purity  of  government  :  befides,  the  poignance 
of  the  fword  is  too  prevalent  for  that  of  the  pen  ; 
and  who,  when  there  are  at  prefent  fo  many 
thoufand  unanfvverable  ftanding  arguments  ready 
to  defend,  would  ever  be  Quixote  enough  to  at 
tack,  either  the  omnipotence  of  a  prince,  or  the 
omniicience  of  his  minifters  ? 

Were  I  to  attempt  an  analyfis  of  this  poem,  I 
could  demonftrate  that  it  contains  (as  much  as  3 
piece  of  fo  fublioic  a  nature  will  admit  of)  all 
thofe  true  flandards  of  wit,  humour,  raillery,  fatire, 
and  ridicule,  which  a  late  writer  has  fo  marvel-- 
louily  difcovered,  and  might,  on  the  part  of  our' 
author,  fay  with  that  profound  critic — Jatta  ejl 
Alca  :  but  as  the  obfcurity  of  a  beauty  too  ftrong- 
ly  argues  the  want  of  one,  fo  an  endeavour  to 
elucidate  the  merits  of  the  following  performance, 
rnighr  be  apt  to  give  the  reader  ad:fadvantageou» 
imprtffion  againft  it,  as  it  might  tacitly  imply 
they  were  too  myfterious  to  come  within  the  com- 
pafs  of  his  comprehenfion.  I  fliall  therefore  leave 
them  to  his  more  curious  obfervation,  and  bid 
him  heartily  farewell—/,^  et  delefiare. 

SCJIIBLERUS  TERTIUS. 
BOOK  I. 

THE  ARGUMENT. 

THE  invocation,  the  propofition,  the  night  before 
the  battle  defcribed ;  the  morning  opens,  and 
difovvtrs  the  multitude  hafting  to  the  place  of 
action  ;  their  various  profeffions,  dignities,  &c. 
illuftrated;  the  fpectators  being  feated,  the 
youthful  combatants  are  firft  introduced  ;  their 
manner  of  righting  difplayed  ;  to  thefe  fucceed 
the  champions  of  a  higher  degree  ;  their  fupe- 
rior  abilities  marked,  forae  of  the  moft  eminent 
particularly  celebrated;  meanwhile,  the  princi 
pal  heroes  are  reprefented  fitting,  and  ruminat 
ing  on  the  approaching  combat,  when  the  he 
rald  fummons  them  to  the  lifts. 

SING,  fing,  O  mufe  !  the  dire  conrefted  fray, 
And  bloody  honours  of  that  dreadful  day, 
When  Phaeton's  bold  fon  (tremendous  name)  ! 
Dar'd  Neptune's  offspring  to  the  lifts  of  fame. 


Ver.  3,  4.  It  is  ufual  for  poets  to  call  the  fons 
after  the  names  of  their  fathers ;  as  Agamemnon 
the  fon  of  Atreus,  and  Achilles  the  fon  of  Pcleus, 
are  frequently  termed  Pelides  and  Atrides.  Our 
author  would  doubtlefs  have  followed  this  laud 
able  example,  but  he  found  Broughtonides  and 
Stephenfonides,  or  their  contractions,  too  unmu- 
fical  for  metre,  and  therefore,  with  wonderful  art, 
adopts  two  poetical  parents;  which  obviates  the 
difficulty,  anrf,  at  the  fame  time,  heightens  the 
dignity  of  his  heroes.  J3entieidt&, 
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What  fury  fraught  fbee  with  ambition's  fire, 
Ambition,  equal  foe  to  fon  and  fire  ? 
One,  haplefs  fell  by  Jove's  ethereal  arms, 
And  one,  the  triton's  mighty  pow'r  difarms. 

Now  all  lay  hunYd  within  the  folds  of  night, 
And  faw,  in  painted  dreamy  th'  important  fight ; 
While  hopes  and  fears  alternate  turn  the  fcales,lf 
And  now  this  hero,  and  now  that  prevails; 
Blows,  and  imaginary  blood  furvey, 
Then  waking,  watch  the  flow  approach  of  day  ; 
When,  lo  !  Aurora  in  her  faffron  veft 
Dart*  a  glad  ray,  and  gilds  the  ruddy  eaft. 

Forth  iffuing  nosv  all  ardent  feek  the  place 
Sacred  to  fame,  and  the  Athletic  race. 
As  from  their  hive  the  cluft'ring  fquadrons  pour 
O'er  fragrant  meads,  to  fip  the  vernal  flovv'r  ;      ao 
So  from-^ach  inn  the  legal  fwarms  impel, 
Of  banded  feers,  and  pupils  of  the  quill. 
Senates  and  {hambles  pour  forth  all  their  {lore, 
Mindful  of  mutton,  and  of  laws  no  more  ; 
li'en  money-bills,  nncnurtly,  now  muft  wait, 
And  the  fat  lamb  has  one  more  day  to  bleat. 
The  highway-knight  now  draws  his  piflol's  load, 
Refts  his  faint  fteed,  and  this  day  franks  the  road. 

Ver.  6.  It  has  been  maintained  by  fome  philo- 
fophers,  that  the  paflions  of  the  mind  are  in  forhe 
meafure  hereditary,  as  well  as  the  features  of  the 
body.  According  to  this  doctrine,  our  author 
very  beautifully  reprefents  the  frailty  of  ambition 
descending  from  father  to  fon  ;— and  as  original 
fin  may  in  fome  fort  be  accounted  for  on  this  fyf- 
tem,  it  is  very  probable  our  author  had  a  theolo 
gical,  as  well  as  phytical  and  moral  meaning  in 
this  verfe. 

[For  the  latter  part  of  this  note,  we  are  obliged 
to  an  eminent  divine.] 

Ver  21.  An  ingenious  critic  of  my  acquaint 
ance  objected  to  this  fimile,  and  would  hy  no 
means  admit  the  comparifon  between  bees  and 
lawyers  to  be  juft  :  one,  he  faid,  was  an  indui- 
trious,  harmlefs,  and  ufeful  fpecies,  none  of  which 
properties  could  be  affirmed  of  the  other ;  and 
therefore  he  thought  the  drone,  that  lives  on  the 
plunder  of  the  hive,  a  more  proper  archetype.  I 
muft  confefs  myfclf  in  fome  meafure  inclined  to 
fubfcribe  my  friend's  opinion  ;  but  then  we  muft 
confidcr,  that  our  author  did  not  intend  to  defcribe 
their  qualities,  but  their  number  ;  and  in  this  re- 
-fped.  no  one,  I  think,  can  have  any  objection  to 
the  propriety  of  the  comparifoti. 

Ver.  24.  The  original  MS.  has  it  bribes  ;  but, 
as  this  might  feem  to  cat^^n  invidious  afperfion 
on  a  certain  affembly,  remarkable  for  their  ab 
horrence  of  venality  ;  and,  at  the  fame  time, 
might  fuhjeft  our  publifher  to  fome  little  incon 
veniences  ;  I  thought  it  prudent  to  foften  the  ex- 
preflion  :  befides,  I  think  this  reading  renders  our 
author's  thought  more  natural;  for,  though  we 
fee  the  moft  trifling  avocations  are  able  to  draw 
off  their  attention  from  the  public  utility,  yet  no 
thing  is  fufficient  to  divert  a  fteady  purfuit  of  their 
private  emolument. 

Ver.  28.  Our  poet  hefe  artfully  infinuates  the 
dignity  of  the  combat  he  is  about  to  celebrate,  by 
its  being  abk  to  prevail  on  a  highwayman  to  lay 


Bailiffs,  in  crowds.  neglefi  tTie  dormant  v 
And  give  another  Sunday  to  the  wit  :  30 

He,  too,  wniM  hit-,  but  ah,  hu  f'.>r:unes  frown  ! 
Alas,  the  fatal  paffport's— half  a-crown  '. 
Shoals  prefs  on  fh^als*,  from  pa'ace  a-id  fVem  cell; 
Lords  yield  the  court,  and  butchers  C'erkemvell. 
rit.  Giles's  native,  nev-r  known  to  fail, 
All  -who  have  haply  'fcap'd  th"  obdurate  jail ;    • 
There  many  a  martial  fon  of  Fott'iiham  lies, 
Bound  in  Deveilian  bindtf,  a  facrifice 
To  angry  juftice,  n<-r  mill  view  the  prize. 

Affembled  myriads  crowd  the  circling  feats,  40 
High  for  the  combat  every  bof  »m  beats, 
Each  bofom  partial  for  its  her"  bold, 
Partial  through  friendH)ip---or  depending  gold. 
"But  firft,  the  infant  progeny  of  Murs 
Join  in  the  lifts,  and  wage  rheir  pigmy  wars; 
frain'd  to  the  manual  fig^t,  and  bruifeful  toil, 
The  ftop  defenfive,  and  gymnaftic  foil, 
•With  nimble  fifts  their  early  prowefs  {how, 
And  mark  the  futHre  hero  in  each  blow. 

To  thefe  the  hardy  iron-race  fucceed,  50 

All  ferns  of  Hockley  and  fierce  Brick-ftreet  breed  : 
'Mature  in  valour,  arid  inur'd  to  blood, 
Dauntlefs  each  foe  in  form  terrific  ftood ! 
Their  callous  bndies,  frequent  in  the  fray, 
Mock'd  the  fell  ftroke,  nor  to  its  force  gave  way<, 
'Mongft  fhefe  Gloverius,  not  the  lafl  in  fame, 
And  he<whofe  clog  delights  the  beauteous  dame; 


afide  his  bufmefs,  to  become  afpeftator.of  it  —  and 
as,  on  this  occafion,  he  makes  him  forfcke  his  dai 
ly  bread,  while  the  feriator  only  neglects  the  buii- 
nefs  of  the  nation,  it  may  be  obferved,  how  fatiri- 
cally  he  gives  the  preference,  in  point  of  difinte- 
reftednefs,  to  the  highwayman. 

Ver.  37.  The  unwary  reader  may,  from  this 
pafiage,  be  apt  to  conclude,  that  an  amphitheatre 
is  little  better  than  a  nurfery  for  the  gallows,  and 
that  thefe  is  a  fort  of  phyfical  connection  between 
boxing  and  thieving  ;  but  although  boxing  may  be 
a  ufeful  ingredient  in  a  thief,  yet  it  does  not  ne- 
cefTarily  make  him  one.  Boxing  is  the  effVclr,  not 
the  caufe;  and  riten  are  n«>t  thieves  becaufe  they 
are  boxers,  but  boxers  b'ecaufe  they  are  thieves. 
Thus  tricking,  lying,  evafion,  with  feveral  other 
fuch  like  cardinal  virtues,  are  a  fort  of  properties 
pertaining  to  the  practice  of  the  law.  as  well  as  to 
the  mercurial  profcifion.  But  would  any  one 
therefore  infer,  that  every  lawyer  muft  be  a  thief? 


Ver.  44.  Our  author,  in  this  defcription,  alludes 
to  the  Lufus  T  rojsfe  of  VirgW, 


Incedunt  Pueri 


Trojai  Juvthtu's 


" Pugnssque  ciunt  limulachra  ftib  armis." 

Ver.  51.  Two  famous  athletic  feminaries. 

Ver.  57.  Here  we  are  prefented  with  a  laud 
able  imitation  of  the  ancient  fimplicity  of  man 
ners  ;  for,  as  Cincinnatus  difdained  not  the  home 
ly  employment  of  a  ploughman,  fo  we  fee  our  he 
ro  condescending  to  the  humble  occupation  of  a 
clogmaker ;  and  this  is  the  more  to  be  admired, 
as  it  is  one  charafteriftic  of  modern  hcroifm,  to  be 
Cither  aboVe  or  below  any  occupation  at  all, 
3  Hij 
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Nor  leafl  thy  praife,  whofe  artificial  light 
In  Dian's  abfence  gik'.s  the  clouds  of  night. 

While  thefc  the  comhat's  direful  arts  difplay, 
And  (hare  the  bloody  fortunes  of  the  day,          6l 
Each  hero  fat,  revolving  in  his  foul 
The  various  means  that  might  his  foe  cpntroul; 
Conqudt  and  glory  each  proud  bofom  warms, 
When>;lo  !  the  herald  fummons  them  to  arms. 

BOOK  II. 

THE  ARGUMENT. 

STEPIIENSON  enters  the  lifts;  a  (tefcription  of  his 
figure ;  an  encomium  on  his  abilities,  with  re- 
lpe£  to  the  chara<Srcr  of  coachman.  Brouj»h- 
ton  advances;  his  reverend  form  described  ;  his 
Superior  (kill  in  the  management  of  the  lighter 
and  wherry  displayed ;  his  triumph  of  the  badge 
celebrated ;  his  fpeech  ;  his  former  victories  re 
counted  ;  the  preparation  for  the  combat,  and 
the  horror  of  the  fpe.c'lators  #. 

FIRST  to  the  fight  advanc'd  the  charioteer  : 
High  hopes  of  glory,  on  his  brow  appea: , 
Terror  vindictive  flafhes  from. his  eye 
(To  one  the  fates  the  vifual  ray  deny)  ; 
JFierce  glow'd  his  looks,  which  fpoke  his  inward 

rage ; 

lie  leaps  the  bar,  and  bounds  upon  the  ftage. 
The  roofs  re-echo  with  exulting  cries, 
And  all  behold  him  v.'ith  admiring  eyes: 
Ill-fated  youth  !  what  ra-fh  defires  could  warm 
Thy  manly  heart,  to  dare  the  Triton's  arm  ?       JO 
Ah  !  too  unequal  to  thefe  martial  deeds, 
Though  none  more  fkill'd  to  rule  the  foaming 

ftecds. 

The  courfers,  ftill  obedient  to  thy  rein, 
Now  urge  their  flight,  or  now  their  flight  reftrain. 
Had  mighty  Diomed  provok'd  the  race, 
Thou  far  hadft  left  the  Grecian  in  difgrace. 


Ver.  58-  Various  and  violent  have  been  the 
controverfies,  whether  our  author  here  intended 
to  celebrate  a  lamp-lighter  or  a  link-boy;  but  as 
there  are.  heroes  of  both  capacities  at  prefer* t  in 
the  fchool  of  honour,  it  is  difficult  to  dcUrmine 
whether  the  poet  alludes  to  a  Weils  or  a  Buck- 
licrfe. 

*  It  was  doubtiefs  in  obedience  to  cuftom,  and 
the  example  of  other  great  poets,  that  our  author 
has  thought  proper  to  prefix  an  argument  to  each 
book,  being  minded  that  nothing  fhould  be  want 
ing  in  ihe  ufual  paraphernalia  of  works  of  this 
kind. — For  rny  own  part,  I  am  at  a  lofs  to  ac 
count  for  the  ufe  of  them,  unlefs  it  be  to  fwell  a 
•volume,  0t,  like  brlls  of  fare,  to  advertife  the  read 
er  what  he  is  to  expeft;  that,  if  it  contains  no 
thing  likely  to  fuit  his  tafte,  he  may  preferve  his 
appetite  for  the  next  courfe. 

Ver.  6,  7.  See  the  defcriptions  of  Dares  in 
Virgil. 

ft  Nee  mora,  continue  vaftis  cum  viribus  effert 
w  Ora  Dares,  magnoque  viruoi  fe  murmure  tollit." 


Where'er  you  drove,  each  inn  coniefs'd  your  fveayy 
Maids  brought  the  dram,  and  oftlers  flew  with 

hay. 

But  know,  though  fkill'd  to  guide  the  rapid  car, 
None  wages  like  thy  foe  the  manual  war.          a« 

Now  Neptune's  offspring  dreadfully  ferene, 
Of  fize  gigantic,  and  tremendous  mien,     •< 
Steps  forth,  and  'midft  the  fated  lifts  appears  ; 
Rev'rend  his  form,  but  yet  not  worn  with  years. 
To  him  none  equal,  in  his  youthful  day, 
With  feather'd  oar  to  fkim  the  liquid  way ;    [ear, 
Or  through  thofe  ftreights  whofe  waters  ftun  the 
The  loaded  lighter's  bulky  weight  to  fleer. 
Soon  as  the  ring  their  ancient  warrior  view'd, 
Joy.  fill'd  their  hearts,  and  thund'ring  fhouts  en- 
fu'd ;  3* 

Loud  as  when  o'er  Thamefis'  gentle  flood, 
Superior  with  the  Triton  youths  he  row'd  ; 
While  far  a-head  his  winged  wherry  flew,     [due.  - 
•Touch'd  the  glad  fhore,  and  claim'd  the  badge  its 

Then  thus  indignant  he  accofts  the  foe, 
Awhile  high  cjifdain  fat  prideful  on  his  brow)  : 
Long  has  the  laurel-wreath  victorious  fpread 
Its  facrcd  honours  round  this  hoary  head  ; 
The  prize  of  conqueil  in  each  doubtful  fray, 
And  dear  reward  of  many  a  dire-fought  day.    49 
Now  youth's  cold  wane  the  vig'rous' pulfe  ha« 

chas'd, 

Froze  all  my  blood,  and  ev'ry  nerve  unbiac'd; 
Now,  from  thefe  temples  fhall  the  fpoils  be  torn, 
In  fcornful  triumph  by  my  fue  be  worn  ? 
What  then  avail  my  various  deeds  in  arms, 
If  this  proud  creft  thy  feeble  force  difarms? 
Loft  be  my  glories  to  recording  fame, 
When,  foil'd  by  thee,  the  coward  blafts  my  name! 
I  who,  e'er  manhood  my  young  joints  had  knit, 
Firft  taught  the  fierce  Grettoniys  to  fubmit ;     50 


Ver.  19.  Here  our  author  inculcates  a  fine  mo 
ral,  by  fhowing  how  apt  men  are  to  miftake  their 
talents;  but  were  men  only  to  a6t  in  their  pro 
per  fpheres,  how  often  fhould  we  fee  the  parfon 
in  the  pew  of  the  peafa.it,  the  author  in  the  chu- 
ra&er  of  his  hawker,  or  a  beau  in  the  livery  of 
his  footman  !  &c. 

Ver.  34.  A  prize  given  by  Mr.  Bcgget,  fo  be 
annually  contefted  on  the  firft  of  Anguft. — As, 
among  the  ancients,  games  and  fports  were  cele 
brated  on  mournful  as  well  as  joyful  events,  there 
has  been  fome  controverfy,  whether  our  loyal  co 
median  meant  the  compliment  to  the  fetting  or 
rifing  monarch  of  that  day  ;  but,  as  the  plate  has 
a  horfe  for  its  device,  I  am  induced  to  impute  it 
to  the  latter;  and,  doubtlefs,  he  prudently  confi- 
dered,  that,  as  a  living  dog  is  better  than  a  ctead 
lion,  the  living  horfe  had  at  leaft  an  equal  title  to 
the  fame  preference. 

Ver.  4Z.  See  Virgil. 

" Sed  enim  gclidus  tardante  fenecla 

"  Sanguishebet,frigentque  effect ae in corpore vires.1* 

Ver.  50.  Gretton,  the  moft  famous  Athleta  in 
hig  days,  over  whom  our  hero  obtained  his 
en  prize. 


POI^M-S. 


While,  drench'd  in  blood,  he  proftrate  prefs'd  the 

floor, 

And  inly  groan'd  the  fatal  words — no  more. 
Allenius  too,  who  ev'ry  heart  difmay'd,      [head  ; 
Whofe  blows,  like  hail,  flew  rattling  round  the 
Him  oft  the  ring  beheld  with  weeping  eyes, 
.  Sfretch'd  on  the  ground,  reludant  yield  the  prize. 
Then  fell  the  fwain,  with  whom  none  e'er  could 

vie. 

Where  Harrow's  fteeple  darts  into  the  Iky. 
Next  the  bold  youth  a  bleeding  victim  lay, 
Whofe  waving  curls  the  barber's  art  difplay.     60 
You  too  this  arm's  tremendous  prowefs  know ; 
Rafh  man,  to  make  this  arm  again  thy  foe ! 

This  faid— the  heroes  for  the  fight  prepare, 
•Brace  their  big  limbs,  and  brawny  bodies  bare. 
The  fturdy  fincws  all  aghaft  behold, 
And  ample  fhoulders  of  Atlean  mould; 
Lika/Titan's  offspring,  who  'gainft  heaven  ftrove, 
So  efch,  though  mortal,  leem'd  a  match  for  Jove. 
Now*  round  the  ring  a  filent  horror  reigns, 
Speeehlefs  each  tongue,  and  bloodlefs   all  their 

veins ;  70 

When,  lo  !  the  champions  give  the  dreadful  fign, 
And  hand  in  hand  in  friendly  token  join  ; 
Thofe  iron  hands,  which  foon  upon  the  foe 
With  giant  force  muft  deal  the  deathful  blow. 

BOOK  lit.  N 

THE  ARGUMENT. 

A  DESCRIPTION  of  the  battle;  Stephenfon  is  van- 
quiihed  ,  the  manner  of  his  body  being  carried 
off  by  his  friends;  Broughton  claims  the  prize, 
and  takes  his  final  leave  of  the  ftage. 

FULL  in  the  centre  now  they  fix  in  form, 
Eye  meeting  eye,  and  arm  oppos'd  to  arm  ; 


Vcr.  53.  Vulgarly  known  by  the  Plebeian  name 
of  Pipes,  which  a  learned  critic  will  have  to  be 
derived  from  the  art  and  myftery  of  pipe-making, 
in  which  it  is  affirmed  this  hero  was  an  adept. — 
As  he  was  the  delicium  pugnacis  generis,  our  author, 
with  marvellous  judgment,  reprefents  ihe  ring 
weeping  at  his  defeat. 

Ver.  54.  Virgil. 

"  — : quam  multa  grandine  nimbi 

"  Culminibus  crepitant." 

Ver.  57.  JeofFrey  Birch,  who  in  feveral  pn- 
counters  ferved  only  to  augment  the  number  of 
our  hero's  triumphs. 

Ver.  59.  As  this  champion  is  ftill  living,  and 
even  dilputes  the  palm  of  manhood  witii  our  hero 
himfelf,  1  (hall  leave  him  to  be  the  fubjed  of  im 
mortality  in  fome  future  Gymnafiad,  ihould  the 
fuperiority  of  his  prow.efs  ever  juftify  his  title  to 
the  corona  pugnea. 

Ver.  63.  Virgil. 

'  Haec  fatus,duplicem  ex  humeris  rejccit  amiclum; 
"  Et  magnos  membrorum  artus,  magna  ofla  lacer- 
tofque 

"  Exuit.". 


With  wily  feints  each  other  now  provoke, 
And  cautious  meditate  th'  impending  ftroke. 
Th'  impatient  youth,  infpir'd  by  hopes  of  fame, 

j  Firft,  fped  his  arm,  unfaithful  to  its  aim ; 

j  The  wary  warrior,  watchful  of  his  foe, 
Bends  hack,  and  'fcapes  the  death-defigning  blow ; 
With  erring  glance  it  founded  by  his  ear, 
And  whizzing,  fpenf  its  idle  force  in  air.  IO 

Then  quick  advancing  on  th'  unguarded  head, 
A  dreadful  {how'r  of  thunderbolts  he  fhed  : 
As  when  a  whirlwind,  from  fome  cavern  broke, 
With  furious  blafts  aflaults  the  monarch  oak, 
This  way  and  that  its  lofty  top  it  bends, 
And  the  fierce  ftorm  the  crackling  branches  rends; 
So  wav'd  the  head,  and  now  to  left  and  right 
Rebounding  flies,  and  crafh'd  beneath  the  weight. 

Like  the  young  lion  Wounded  by  a  dart, 
Whofe  fury  kindles  at  the  galling  fmart ;  io 

The  hero  roufes  with  redoubled  rage, 
Flies  on  the  foe,  and  foams  upon  the  ftage. 
Mow  grappling,  both  in  clofe  contention  join, 
Legs  lock  in  legs,  and  arms  in  arms  entwine  : 
They  fweat,  they  heave,  each  tugging  nerve  they 

ft  rain ; 

Both,  fix'd  as  oaks,  their  fturdy  trunks  fuftain. 
At  length  the  chief  his  wily  art  difplay'd, 
Poiz'd  on  his  hip  the  haplefs  youth  he  laid ; 
Aloft  in  air  his  quivVing  limbs  he  throw'd, 
Then  on  the  ground  down  dafh'd  the  pond'rous 
load.  30 

So  fome  vaft  ruin  on  a  mountain's  brow, 
Which  tott'ring  hangs,  and  dreadful  nods  below, 
When  the  fierce  tempeft  the  foundation  rends, 
WhirPd  through  the  air  with  horrid  crufh  delcends. 

Bold  and  undaunted  up  the  hero  rofe, 
Fiercer  his  b'vfom  for  the  combat  glows; 
Shame  ftung  his  manly  heart,  and  fiery  rage 
New  fteel'd  each  nerve,  redoubled  war  to  wage. 


Ver.  7,  8.  Virgil. 

" ille  iclum  venientem  a  vertice  velox 

"  Prsevidit,  celerique  clapfus  corpore  ceUit." 

Ver.  ip.  Idem. 
" vires  in  ventum  efFudit." 

Ver.  19.  It  may  be  obferved,  that  our  author 
has  treated  the  reader  but  with  one  fimile  through., 
out  the  two  foregt.ing  books ;  but,  in  order  to 
make1  him  ample  amends,  has  given  him  no  lefs 
thai:  fix  in  this.  Boubtlefs  this  \vas  in  imitation 
of  Homer,  and  artfully  intended  to  heighten  the 
dignity  of  the  main  action,  as  well  as  our  admi 
ration,  towards  the  conclufioa  of  his  work. — Finis 
coronat  opt's. 

Ver.  14.  Virgil. 

"  Immifcemque  manus  manibus,  pugnamque  la* 
ceffunt." 

Ver.  25-  Virgil. 

"  At  non  r\rdatus  cafu,  ncque  territus  heros, 
"  Acrior  ad  pugnam  redit,  et  vim  fufcitat  ira^ 
"  Turn  puclor  i.acendit  vires'... ." 


THE-  WORKS    OFF.    WH1TSHEA0. 


Swift  ro  revenge  the  dire  difgrace  he  flies, 
Again  fufpended  on  the  hip  he  lies  ;  4® 

Dafn'd  on  the  ground,  again  had  fatal  fell, 
Haply  the  barrier  caught  his  flying  heel; 
There  faft  it  hung,  th'  imprjfon'd  head  gave  way, 
And  the  ftrong  arm  defrauded  of  its  prey. 
Vain  ftrove  the  chief  to  whirl  the  mountain  o'er; 
Jt  flipt — he  headlong  rat'Jeson  the  floor. 
Around  the  ring  loud  peal*  of  thunder  rife,       *' 
And  (bouts  exultant  echo  to  the  ikies. 
Uplifted  now  inanimate  he  feems, 
Forth  from  his  nyftrils  gufli  the  purple  ftreams ; 
Gtifping  for  breath,  and  impotent  of  hand,         ji 
'f  he  youth  beheld  his  rival  ftagg'ring  (land  : 
But  he,  alas  1  had  felt  th'  unnerving  blow, 
And  gaz'il,  unable  to  alTault  the  foe. 
As  when  two  monarchs  of  the  brindled  breed 
J)ifput'e  the  proud  dominion  of  the  mead, 
"They  fight,  they  foam,  then  weary'd  in  thq  fray, 
Aloof  retreat,  and  low'ring  (land  at  bay ; 
So  flood  the  heroes,  and  indignant  glar'd, 
While  grim  \yith  blood  their  rueful  fronts  were 

fmear'd ;  6p 

Till  with  returning  ftrength  new  rage  returns, 
Again  their  arms  are  fteel'd,  again  each  boibm 

burns. 

Inceflant  now  their  hollow  fides  they  pound, 
Loud  on  each  breaft  the  bounding  bangs  reiound ; 
Their  flying  fifts  around  the  temples  glow, 
And  the  jaws  crackle  with  the  maffy  blow. 


Ver.  42.  Our  author,  like  Homer  himfelf,  is 
jao  lefs  to  be  admired  in  the  character  of  an  hif- 
torian  than  in  that  of  a  poet :  we  fee  him  here 
faithfully  reciting  the  moft  minute  incidents  of 
the  battle,  and  informing  us,  that  the  youthful 
hero,  being  on  the  lock,  mufl  again  inevitably 
have  come  to  the  ground,  had  not  his  heel  catch- 
<ed  the  bar;  and  that  his  antagonift,  by  the  vio 
lence  of  his  ftraining,  flipt  his  arm  over  his  head, 
and  by  that  means  received  the  fall  he  intended 
the  enemy. — I  thought  it  incumbent  on  me  as  a 
commentator  ro  fay  thus  much,  to  illuftrate  the 
meaning  of  our  author,  which  might  feem  a  little 
obfcure  to  thofe  who  are  unacquainted  with  con 
flicts  of  this  kind. 

Ver.  48.  Virgil. 
"  It  clamor  cozlo ." 

The  learned  reader  will  perceive  our  author's 
frequept  allufions  to  Virgil ;  and  whether  he  in 
tended  them  as  tranflations  or  imitations  of  the 
Roman  poet.,  muft  give  us  paufe  :  but  as,  in  our 
modern  productions,  we  find  imitations  are  gene 
rally  nothing  more  than  bad  tranflations,  and 
tranflations  nothing  more  than  bad  imitations  ;  it 
would  equally,  I  fuppofe,  fatisfy  the  galj  of  the 
critic,  ihould  thefe  unluckily  fall  within  either  de- 
fcription. 

Ver.  63.  Virgil. 

c*  Miilta  viri  nequicquam  inter  fe  vulnera  ja&ant : 
"  Multa  cavo  lateri  ingeminant,  et  pectore  vaftos 
"  Dane  fomtus,  erratque  aures  et  tempora  circum 
"  Crebra  manus :  duro  crepitant  fub  vulnere 
"  maix. 


The  raging  combat  ev>y  eye  appals, 
Strokts  following  ft'rokes,  and  falls  fucceeding  faflf. 
Now  droop'd  the  youth,  yet,  urging  all  his  might, 
With  feeble  arm  ftill  vindicates  the  fight,  70 

Till,  on  the  part  where  heav'd  the  panting  breath, 
A  fatal  blow  imprefs'd  the  feat  of  death. 
Down  dropt  the  hero,  welt'ring  in  his  gore, 
And  hisftretch'd  limbs  lay  quiv'rirg  on  the  floor. 
So,  when  a  falcon  (kirns  the  airy  way, 
Stoops  from  the  clouds,  and  pounces  on  his  prey, 
Daih'd  on  the  earth  the  feather'd  victim  lies, 
Expands  its  feeble  wings,  and,  tiutt'ring,  dies. 
His  faithful  friends  their  dying  hero  rear'd,       7.9 
O'er  his  broad  moulders  dangling  hung  his  head; 
Dragging  its  limbs, 'they  bear  the  body  forth, 
Mafh'd  teeth  and  clotted  blood  came  ifiuing  from 
his  mouth. 

Thus  thtfn  the  vidor — O  celeftial  pow'r  ! 
Who  gave  this  arm  to  boaft  one  triumph  more; 
Now  grey  in  glory,  let  my  labours  ceafe, 
My  blood-ftain'd  laurel  wed  the  branch  of  peace; 
Lur'd  by  the  luftre  of  the  golden  prize, 
No  more  in  combat  this  proud  creft  ihall  rife ; 
To  future  heroes  future  deeds  belong,  89 

Be  mine  the  theme  of  Ibme  immortal  fong,  [ring* 

This  faid — he  feiz'd  the  prize,  while  round  the 
HigU  foar'd  applaufe  on  acclamation's  wing. 

HONOUR. 

A  SATIRE,  1747. 

"  Primores  pop»li  arripuit  populumquetributira; 
"  Scilicet  uni  aequus  virtuti  aique  ejus  amidk" 

HOR. 

"  LOAD,  load  the  pallet,  boy  !"  hark  !  Hogarth 

"  cries, 

"   Fall  as  I  paint,  frefh  fwarms  of  fools  arife  i 
"  Groups  rife  on  groups,  and  mock  the  pencil's 

"  pow'r, 

"  To  catch  each  new-blown  folly  of  the  hour." 
While  hum'rous    Hogarth    paints   each    folly 

dead, 

Shall  vice  triumphant  rear  its  hydra  head^? 
At  fatire's  fov'reign  nod  difdain  to  flirink  ? 
New  reams  of  paper,  and  frefh  floods  of  ink ! 
On  then,  my  mufe  !   Herculean  labours  dare, 
And  wage  with  virtue's  foes  eternal  war ; 
Range  through  the  town  in  fearch  of  ev'ry  ill, 
And  cleanfe  th'  Augean  liable  with  thy  quill. 

"  But  what  avails  the  poignance  of  the  fong, 
"  Since  all,  you  cry,  iiill  perievere  in  wrong  ? 
"  Would  courtly  crimes  to   Mulgrave's  *  mufe 

"  fub  m  it  ? 
"  Or  blufh'd  the  monarch  though  a  Wilmrtf  writ  ? 


Ver.  79.  Virgil. 

Aft  ilium  fidi  sequales,  genua  asgra  trahentem, 
Jadlantemqueutroque  caput,crafTumquecruorem; 
Ore  rejedlantem,  miitoique  in  fangume  dentes, 
Ducunt  ad  naves."' 

Ver.  88.  Idem. 

-  hie  viclor  caeftus,  artemque  repono." 


*  TranJIator  of  Horace's  Art  of  Poetry,  and 
ivards  Duke  of  Buckingham. 
f  Earl  of  Rochcjier. 


POEMS. 


"  Still  pandar  peers  difgrac'd  the  rooms  of  ftate, 
"  Still  Ca^far's  bed  fuftain'd  a  foreign  weight  ; 
"  Slaves  worfhipp'd  flill  the  golden  calf  of  pow'r, 
**  And  bilhops,  bowing,  blefs'd  the  fcarlet  whore. 
"  Shall  then  thy  verfe  the  guilt)'  great  reclaim, 
"  Though  fraught  with  Dryden's  heav'n-deicend- 
"  ed  flame  ?  [ft ore, 

"  Will  happy  Heathcote,  from   his   mould'ring 
"  Drag  forth  one  cheering  drachma  to  the  poor? 
«'  Or  Harrington,  unfaithful  to  the  fl-al, 
**  Throw  in  one  luff  rage  for  the  public  weal  ? 
**  Pointlefs  all  fatire,  and  mifplac'd  its  aim, 
*'   To  wound  the  bofom,  that's  obdur'd  to  fhame  : 
"  The  callous  heart  ne'er  fee's  the  goad  within  ; 
"  Few  dread  the  cenfure,  who  can  dare  the  fin." 

Though  on  the  culprit's  cheek  no  blufh  fhould 

glow, 

Still  let  me  mark  him  to  mankind  a  foe  : 
Strike  but  the  deer,  however  flight  the  wound, 
It  ferves  at  leaft  to  drive  him  from  the  found. 
Shall  reptile  firmers  frowning  juftice  fear, 
And  pageant  titles  privilege  the  peer  ? 
So  falls  the  humbler  game  in  common  field'', 
"While  the  branch'd  beaft  the  roy^.l  foreft  fliields. 
On,  fatire,  then  !  purfue  thy  gen'rous  plan, 
And  wind  the  vice,  regardlcfs  of  the  man. 
Roufe,  roufe  !  th'  ennobled  herd  for  public  fport, 
And  hunt  them  through  the  covert  of  a  court. 

Jufl  as  the  play'r  the  mimic  portrait  draws, 
All  claim  a  right  of  cenfure  or  applaufe  : 
What  guatds  the  place-man  from  an  equal  fate, 
"Who  mounts  but  actor  on  the  ftage  of  fta-c  ? 
Subject  alike  to  each  man's  praife  and  blame, 
Kach  critic  voice  the  fiat  of  his  fame; 
Though  to  the  private  fome  refpc<5t  we  pay, 
All  public  chara$ers  are  public  prey  r 
Pelham  and  Garrick,  let  the  verfe  forbear 
What  iandlifies  the  treafurer  or  play'r. 

Great  in  herlaurell'd  fages  Athens  fee, 
Free  flow'd  her  fatire  while  her  funs  were  free  : 
Then  purpled  guilt  was  dragg'd  to  public  fhame, 
And  each  offence  flood  flagrant  with  a  name  ; 
Polluted  ermine  no  refpecl.  could  v/in, 
No  hallow 'd  lawn  couid  fanclify  a  fin  ; 
'Till  tyrant  pow'r  ufurp'd  a  lawkfs  rule  : 
Then  facrcri  gri  w  the  titled  knave  and  feol ; 
Then  penal  ftatut.es  aw'd  the  poignant  fong. 
And  flaves  were  taught,  that  kings  could  da  no 
wrong. 

Guilt.  ftil!  is  guilt,  to  me,  in  flave  or  king, 
Fetter'd  in  cells,  or  garter'd  in  the  ring  : 
And  yet  behold  how  various  the  reward, 
Wild  falls  a  felon,  Walpole  *  mounts  a  lord  ! 
The  little  knave  the  law's  laft  tribute  pays, 
While  crowns  around  the  gre-at  one's  chariot  blaze. 
Blaze,  meteors,  blaze  !  to  me  is  itill  the  fame 
The  cart -of  juftice,  or  the  coach  of  fhame. 

Say,  what's  nobility,  ye  gilded  train  ! 
Does  nature  give  it,  or  can  guilt  fuftam  ? 
Blooms  the  form  fairer,  if  the  birth  be  high  ? 
Or  takes  the  vital  ftream  a  richer  d\e  ? 

*  Tf«£*  tit  perfon  here  -mfant  lai   ttrdesJ $G\3  tie 
itti  «f  nature,  yet,  es  k  left  tbett  »f  juJKt 
Ibf  euibor  effrtttxJs  that  tie  fuL'tc  am 
tniiikd  to  the  ajjitt  <f  l>k 


What !  though  a  long  patrician  line  ye  claim, 
Are  noble  fouls  entail'd  upon  a  name  ? 
Anftis  may  ermine  out  the  lordly  earth, 
Virtue's  the  herald  that  proclaims  its  worth. 

Hence  matk  the  radiance  of  a  btanhope's  flar. 
And  glow-worm  glitter  of  thine,  D**~*r  : 
Ignoble  fplendour !  that  but  mines  to  all, 
The  humble  badge  of  a  court  hofpital. 
Let  lofry  L*^r  wave  his  nodding  plume, 
Boaft  all  the  blufhing  honours  of  the  loom, 
Refpletidant  bondage  no  regard  can  bring, 
Tis  Methuen's  heart  muli  dignify  the  firing. 

Vice  levels  all,  however  high  or  low  ; 
And  all  the  difference  but  confifts  in  {how. 
Who  afks  an  alms,  or  fupplicates  a  place, 
Ahke  is  beggar,  'though  in  rags  or  lace  : 
Alike  his  country's  fcaadal  and  its  curfe, 
Who  vends  a  vote,  or  who  purloins  a  purfe; 
Thy  gamblers,  Bridewell,  and  St  James's  bites, 
The  rooks  of  Mordington's,  and  (harks  at  White's. 

"  Why  will  you  urge,  Eugenio  cries,  your  face  J 
"  Afforus  the  town  no  fics  but  fins  of  {late  ? 
"   Perches  vice  only  on  the  court's  high  hill  ? 
"  Or  yields  life's  vale  no  quarry  for  the  quill  ?'* 
Manners,  like  fafhions,  dill  from  courts  defccnd, 
And  what  the  great  begin,  the  vulgar  end. 
If  vicious  then  the  mode,  correft  it  here ; 
He  laves  the  peafant,  who  reforms  the  peer. 
What  Hcunllow   knight  would   ftray  from  hoi 

nour's  path, 
If  guided  by  a  brother  of  the  Bath  ? 

Honour's  a  niiftrefs  all  mankind  purfue; 
Yet  mo  ft  miftake  the  falfe  one  for  the  true : 
Lur'd  by  the  trappings,  dazzled  by  the  paint, 
We  \vorfhip  oft  the  idol  for  the  faint. 
Courted  by  all,  by  few  the  fair  is  won  ; 
Thofe  lofe  who  feek  her, and  thofe  gain  who  fhuti 
Naked  fhe  flies  to  merit  in  diflrefs, 
And  leave*  to  courts  the  garnifh  of  her  drefs. 

The  a  illion'd  merchant  feeks  her  in  his  gold  ; 
In  fchools  the  pedant,  and  in  camps  the  bold  : 
The  courtier  views  her,  with  admiring  eyes, 
Flutter  in  ribbons,  or  in  titles  rife  : 
Sir  Lpiccne  erjoys  her  in  his  plume; 
Mead,  in  the  learned  wainfcot  of  a  room  : 
By  various  ways  all  woo  the  modeft  maid  ; 
Yt't  lofe  the  fubftance,  grafping  at  the  fhade. 

Who,  fmiling,    fees  not    with    what  tarioua 

flrife 

Man  blindly  runs  the  giddy  maze  of  life  ? 
To  the  fame  end  flill  diff'rent  means  employs  j 
This  builds  a  church,  a  temple  that  deftroys; 
Both  anxious  to  obtain  a  deathlefs  name, 
Yet,  erring,  both  miftake  report  for  fame. 

Report,  though  vulture-like  the  name  it  bear, 
Drags  bnt  the  carrion  carcafs  through  the  air ; 
While  lame.  Jove's  nobler  bird,  fuperior  flies, 
And,  foaring,  mounts  the  mortal  to  the  fkies. 
So  Richard's  *  name  to  diftant  ages  borne, 
Unhappy  Richard  fUU  is  Britain5*,  fcorn  : 
Be  Edward's  wafted  on  fame's  eagle  wing, 
Each  patriot  mourns  the  lowg-departed  king ; 
Yet  th;«e»  O  Edward  !  fliall  to  George's  f  yield. 
And  Dtttingcn  edipfc  a  Oreffy's  ficW. 

*  Jtitlartf  tic  SnuA  t  George  tie  Second 
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Through   life's  wild  ocean,  who  woidd  fafely 

roam, 

And  bring  the  golden  fkcce  of  glory  home, 
Muft,  heedful,  fhun  the  barking  Scylla's  roar, 
And  fell  Charyhdis'  all-devouring  fhorc ; 
"With  fit adyhehn  an  equal  courje  fup-  ort, 
'Tvvixt  faction's  rocks,  and  qujckfands  of  a  court ; 
By  virtue's  beacon  flill  dircd:  his  aim, 
Through  honour's  channel,  to  the  port  of  fame. 

Yet,  on  this  lea,  how  all  mankind  are  toft  ! 
For  one  that's  fav'd,  what  multitudes  are  loil ! 
Mifguided  by  ambition'**  treach'rous  light, 
Through  want  of  fkill,   few  make   the  harbour 
right.  [fame, 

Hence  mark  what  wrecks  of  virtue,  friendfhip, 
For  four  dead  letters  added  to  a  game  ! 
"Whence  dwells  fuch  fyrer  mufic  in  a  word, 
Or  founds  not  Brutus  noble  as  my  lord. 
Though  crownets,  Puit'nty,  blazon  on  thy  plate, 
Adds  the  bafe  mark  one  fcruple  to  its  weight  ? 
Though  founds  patrician  fwell  thy  name,  O  Sandys! 
Stretches  one  acre  thy  Plebeian  lands  ? 
Jxiy,  the  proud  title  meant  to  pluir.e  the  fo'n, 
Why  gain  by  guilt,  what  virtue  might  have  won  ? 
Vain  frail  the  fon  his  herald  honours  trace, 
Whofe  parent  peers  but  patriot  in  difgrace. 

Vain,  on  the  folemn  head  of  hoary  age, 
Totters  the  mitre,  if  ambition's  rage 
To  mammon  pow'r  the  hallow'd  heart  incline, 
And  titles  only  mark  the  priefl  divine. 
Bltft  race  !  to  whom  the  golden  age  remains, 
Eafe  without  care,  and  plenty  without  pains : 
For  you  the  earth  urtlabour'd  treafure  yield*, 
And  the  rich  fheaves  fpontaneous  crcwn  the  fields;^ 
No  toilfomc  dews  pollute  the  rev'rend  brow, 
Each  holy  hand  unharden'd  by  the  plough  ; 
Still  burit  the  facred  garners  with  their  ftore, 
And  flails,  unceaiing,  thunder  on  the  floor. 

O  bounteous  heav'u  I   yet  heav'n  how  feldom 

fhares 

The  titheful  tribute  of  the  prelate's  pray'rs! 
Loft  to  the  flail,  in  fenatcs  flill  they  nod, 
And  all  the  monarch  fteals  them  from  the  god  : 
Thy  praifes,  Brunfwick,  every  breaft  infpire. 
The  throne  their  al:ar,  and  the  court  their  chcir  ; 
Here  earlieil  incenfe  they  devoutly  bring, 
Here  everlafting  hallelujahs  ling  : 
Thou!  onlythou!  almighty  to— tranfiate, 
Thou. their  great  golden  deity  of  ftate 

Wh'^feeks  on  merit's  flock  to  graft  fuccefs, 
In  vain  invokes  the  rray  of  pow'r  to  bleis : 
The  flem,  too  ftubborn  for  the  courtly  foil,* 
"With,  barren  branches  n:ccks  the  virtuous  toil. 
More  pliant  plantsVhe  rcyul  regions  fuit, 
Where  knowledge  ftill  is  held  forbidden  fruit ; 
"Tis  thcfe  alone  the  kindly  nurture  fhare, 
Arid  jvli  Hefperia's  goldtn  .treafurcs  bear. 

Let  folly  flill  be  fprtuo**i  fondling  heir, 
And  fcienre  meet  a  Hep-dame  in  ^he  fair. 
JLet  courts,  like  fortune,  dm»h«rit  i*-ris, 
And  take  the  idicL  chaigc  iro;n  Providence. 
The  idiot  he^d  the  cap  and  bells  may  fit, 
But  how  dij^uifs  a  Lyttleton  and  Pitt  .         [hope, 

Of  once  Jcv'J  youths!    Britannia's  blooming 
Fair  freedom's  twine,  and  once  the  theme  of  Pope ; 


P.,  WHITEHEAB. 

\Vhat  wond'nng  fenates  on  your  accents  hung, 
Ere  flatt'ry'spoifon  chill'd  the  patriot  tongue  ! 
Rome's.facred  thunder  awes  no  more  the  ear  ; 
But  Pi'lham  fmiles,  who  trembled  once  to  hear. 

iiay,  whence  this  change  ?    lefs  galling  is  the 

chain, 

Though  Walpole,  Carteret,  or  a  Pelham  reign  ? 
If  ienates  ftiil  the  pois'nous  bane  imbibe, 
And  every  paim  grows  callous  with  the  bribe ; 
If  fcv'n  long  years  mature  the  venal  voice, 
While  freedom  mourns  her  Jong-defrauded  choice; 
If  jufHce  waves  o'er  fraud  a  lenient  hand, 
And  the  rtd  locuft  rages  through  the  land. 

Sunk  in  thefe  bonds,  to  Britain  what  avails, 
Who  wields  her;  fword,  or  balances  her  fcales? 
Veer  round  the  compafs,  change  to  change  fucceed, 
By  every  fon  the  mother  now  muft  bleed  : 
Vain  all  her  hofts,  on  foreign  fhores  array'd, 
['hough  loft  by  Wentwcrth,or  preferv'd  by  Wade. 
Fleets,  once  which  fpread  through  aidant  world,* 

her  name  ! 

Now  ride  inglorious  trophies  of  her  fliame  *  ; 
While  fading  laurels  made  her  drooping  head, 
And  mark  her  Burleighs,  Blakes,  and  Marlbro's 
dead! 

Such  were  thy  fons,  O  happy  ifle  !  of  o!d, 
In  couniel  prudent,  ar.d  in  av^ion  bold  : 
Now  view  a  Pelham  puzzling  o'er  thy  fate, 
Loft  in  the  maz,e  of  a  pc.plcx'd  de'r.atc  ; 
And  fage  Newcaftle,  \vitli  fraternal  ikill, 
Guard  the  nice  cor>du6l  of  a  nation's  quill  : 
See  truncheons  trembling  in  the  coward  hand, 
Though  bold  rebellion  half  fubdue  the  land ; 
-While  ocean's  God,  indignant,  wrcfts  again 
Fhe  long-deputed  uident  of  the  main  |. 

Sleep  our  lafl  heroes  in  the  filent  tomb  ?  / 
Why  Ipring  no  future  worthies  from  the  womb  I 
Not  nature  fure,  fince  nature's  ftill  the  fame, 
But  education  bars  the  road  to  fame. 
Who  hopes  for  wifdom's  crop,  muft  till  the  foul, 
And  virtue's  early  kffon  fhonld  control)! : 
To  the  young  breaft  who  valour  v.-euld  impart, 
Muft  plant  it  by  example  in  the  heurt. 

Ere  Britain  fell  to  mimic  modes  a  prey, 
And  took  the  foreign  poiifh  of  our  day, 
Train'd  to  the  martial  labours  ef  th-  fi-M, 
Our   youth    were    taught    the    maffy   fpear   to 

wield  ; 

In  halcyon  peace,  beneath  xvhofe  downy  wings 
The  merchant  irniles,  and  lab'ring  pcafant  fmgs,  j 
With  civil  arts  to  guard  their  country's  caufe, 
Direct -her  counffls.  and  defend  her  laws  : 
Kcnct  a  iong  r*ce  of  ancient  \vortnies  roi'e, 
Adorn'd  the  land,  and  triumph'd  o'er  our  foes. 

*  Alluding  to  the  ever  i.  emorable  No-fight  in  lie 
Med',lerrai:ran  :  As  the  ration  ^:^is  unhd  -ly  ibt  only 
vulim  rtji  that  GCCLJ'JQK,  ,  '  .-  'Ju 

dicature  has,  J  il'ink,  ev'id.-^'v  i>rrit  ',  ibc,.  a  cmirt-^nar" 
tial  and  a  martial-court  are  by  no  mt^ins  fy.ionymout 
terms. 

f  TZr  reader  -.ci'l  readily  ccnc'ude  t!jcp  lines  -ure 
written  Lfjcre  nr.-  i^artby  jl.-itrircl;,  A:<J  -n  '!'-^  ' 

' 
r-f  Lhar  ;w . 
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grove, 


Ye  facred   fhades '.    who  through  th*  Elyfian  |  the  phyfical  perfection,  carried  on  againft  the 

gentleman  *  to  whom  it  is  addrtffed,  provoked 
the  publication.  When  a  body  of  men,  too  proud 
to  own  their  error?,  and  too  prudent  to  part  with 
their  fees,  (hall  (with  rheir  legions  of  •underftrap- 
pers)  enter  into  a  confpiracy  againft  a  brother- 
pra&itioner,  only  for  honeftly  endea1,  ouring  to 
moderate  the  one,  and  rectify  the  other;  fuch  a 
body,  OIH  au'hor  apprehends  becomes  a  juftifiable 
objffl  of  i'atire  :  and  or.ly  willies  his  pen  had,  on 
this  occafun,a  like  killing  efficacy  with  theirs. 


With  Rome's  fam'd  chiefs,  and  Grecian  fages  rove, 
jjlufh  to  behold  what  arts  your  offspring  grace  1 
Each  fopling  heir  ribw  marks  his  lire's  diigrace  ; 
An  embryo  breed  !  of  fuch  a  doubtful  frame, 
You  fcarce  could  know  the  fer  but  by  the  name  : 
Fraught  with  the  native  follies  of  his  home, 
Torn  from  the  nuri'e,  the  babe  of  mirth  muft 


Through  foreign  climes  exotic  vice  explore, 
And  cull  each  weedf  regardlcfs  of  the  flow'r, 
proud  of  thy  fpoils,  O  Italy  and  France  ! 
The  foft  enervate  ftrain,and  cap'ring  dance  : 
From  Sequan?s  Hreame,  and  winding  banks  of  Po, 
He  comes,  ye  gods  !  an  all  accompliih'd  beau  ! 
-Unhumaniz'd  in  drefs,  with  cheek  fo  wan  ! 
He  mocks  God's  image  in  the  mimic  man; 
Great  judge -of  arts  !  o'er  toilettes  now  prefides, 
•Corrects  our  fafhions,  or  an  opera  guides; 
From  tyrant  Kandel  rends  th'  imperial  bay, 
And  guards  the  Magna  Chara  of — 8ol-fa. 

Sick  of  a  land  where  virtue  dwells  no  more, 
See  liberty  prepar'd  to  quit  our  fhore  ! 
Pruning  her  pinions,  on  yon  beacon'd  height 
The  g'jddefs  {bands,  and  meditates  her  flight ; 
Now  Breads  her  wings,  unwillirg  yet  to  fly, 
Again  o'er  Britain  cads  a  pitying,  eye  : 
I.othe  to  depart,  methinks  I  hear  her  fay, 
"  Why  urge  me  thus,  ungrateful  ifle.  away  1 
"   For  you,  I  left  Achaia's  happy  plains, 
**  For  you,  refign'd  my  Romans  to  their  chains; 
"  Here  fondly  fix'd  my  laft  lov'd  favourite  feat, 
*'   And  'midfl  the  mighty  nation?  made  thee  great : 
"  Wh^urgc  me  then,  ungrateful  ifle,  away  !" 
Again  ihe,  fighitig,  fays,  or  teems  to  fay. 

O  Stanhope  *  !  Ikill'd  in  tv'ry  moving  art, 
That  charms  the  ear,  or  captivates  the  heart! 
Be  your's  the  talk,  the  goddels  to  retain, 
And  call  her  parent  virtue  back  again  ; 
Improve  your  pow'r  a  finking  land  to  fave, 
And  vindicate  the  fervant  from  the  flave : 
O     rcuch  the  vaffal  courtier  how  to  (hare 
The  royal  favour  with  the  public  pray'r  : 
Like  Latium's  genius  f  ftern  thy  country's  doom, 
And.  'hough  a  Csefar  i'mile,  remember  Rome  ; 
With  all  the  patriot  dignify  the  place, 
And  prove  at  leaft  one  ftatefman  m^y  have  grace. 

AN   EPISTLE 

TO  DOCTOR  THOMPSON,  1755. 

"  Sed  quia  mente  minus  validus,  quam  corpore 

'•  toto, 

"  Nil  tndira  velim,  nil  difcere,  quod  levet  xgrum, 
"   Fidis  offcndar  medicis  " HOR. 


THE  reader  will  perceive,  from  two  or  three 
paflages  in  the  following  epiftle,  that  it  was  writ 
ten  lome  time  flnce  ;  nor  indeed  would  the  whole 
of  it  have  now  been  thought  intertiling  enough 
to  the  puMic,  ro  have  palled  the  preis,  had  not 


*  Earl  of  Chfirfeld. 


Brutus. 


War  Jo  you  afk,  "  that  in  this  courtly  dance, 
"  Of  in  and  out,  it  ne'er  was  yet  my  chance, 
"  To  bnik  beneath  a  ftatefman's  foft'ring  fmtle, 
"   And  fhare  the  plunder  of  the  j-ublic  fpoti  ?" 

E'er  wants  my  table  the  health-cheering  meal, 
With  Banftead  mutton  crown'd,  or  Effex  veal? 
Smokes  not  from  Lincoln  meads  the  (lately  loin, 
Or  rofy  gammon  of  Hant'>nian  twine? 
From  Darkin's  roolts  the  feathcr'd  viAims  bleed, 
And  1'hames  ftill  wafts  me  ocean's  fcaly  breed. 
Though  GalUa's  vines  their  coftly  juice  deny, 
Still  TajoV  f  banks  the  jocund  glafs  fn'pply; 
Still  diftant  v/orlds  ne6tareous  trea'ures  roll, 
And  either  India  fparkie?  in  my  bowl , 
Or  Devon's  bougr.s,  or  Dorfet's  bearded  fields, 
To  Britain's  arms  a  Briti(h  beverage  yields. 

Rich  in  thefe  gifts,  why  ftuaild  I  wifli  for  more  ? 
Why  barter  confidence  for  fuperfluous  (lore  ? 
Or  haunt  the  levee  ».f  a  purfe-prcud  peer, 
To  ro!)  poor  Fielding  of  the  curule  chair  \  ? 
Let  the  lean  bard,  whufe  beHy,  void  of  bread, 
Puffs  up  pierian  vapours  to  his  head, 

*  'The  ttlebrated  Dr  Tbcmffon  -was  one  of  tie  p&y* 
Jicians  to  Frederick  Pr'nce  of  Wales,  in  that  diforder 
ivhich  ended  Ins  life.  Upon  that  occafiony  the  doftor 
differed  from  aU  the  pbyjiciant  that  attended  his  Highnefs^ 
•which  brought  upon  him  their  moft  virulent  rage  and 
indignation  ;  for  the  Prince  dying,  the  world  ivas  in 
clined  to  favour  Dcflor  Thompfon's  recommendations  * 
ffe!  7t'<7j  an  intlwiate  friend  vf  P .  IVbiteLead.  and  a  fa 
vourite  <wtib  him  at  the  Prince's  court.  He  ivas  a 
man  cf  a  peculiar  cbarafier  ;  but  learned,  Jtngidar^  end 
ingenvQits* 

f  "The  Tagus — a  ptincifal  river  cf  Portugal ^  fa 
mous  for  gilden  funds. 

"   Qua  Tagu.*  auriferis  pallet  turbaCus  arenis." 

SlL.  XVI.  559. 

\  It  is  reported,  tlat  during  tie  time  2,Ir.  Addifin. 
iva's  fecretary  ofjiate,  ivlen  his  old  friend  and  ally  ^im~ 
brofs  Phillips  applied  to  him  far  fame  prrfitmenty  tli$ 
great  man  -very  coolly  anficered^  that  "  He  thought  he 
"  had  already  provided  for  him,  by  making  him  jnfiice 
"  for  Wei:minjler"  "To  which  the  bard,  -ivitbfows 
indignation,  replied,  "  Though  pcttry  ivas  a  trade  he 
"  could  nnt  live  by,  yet  be  fcsrned  to  oive  his  ftibfiftence 
"  to  anoilcr,  •which  he  ought  not  to  live  by.'" — How 
ever  great  men,  in  our  dayi,  may  praZllfe  ibef'cretary'r 
prudence,  certain  it  is,  the  perfon  here  printed  at.  war 
very  far  from  making  a  precedent  of  his  brother  fo&'s 
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In  birth-day  odes  his  flimfy  fuftian  venr, 

And  torture  truth  into  a  compliment; 

Wear  out  the  knocker  of  a  great-man's  door, 

Be  pimp  and  poet,  fumifh  rhyme  or  whore  ; 

Or  fetch  and  carry  for  fome  foolifli  lord, 

To  fneak — a  fitting  footman  at  his  board. 

If  fuch  the  arts  that  captivate  the  grea% 

Be  yours,  ye  bards '  the  Jun-ihine  of  a  flate  ; 

For  place  or  peiTion  proftitute  each  line  ; 

Make  gods  of  kings,  and  minifrers  divine  ; 

Swear  6*.  John"*  ielf  could  neither  read  nor  write, 

And  Cumberland  *  out  bravces  Mars  in  fight; 

Call  Dorfet  patriot,  Willes  f  a  legal  tool, 

Horace  J  a  wic,  and  Dodington  a  fool. 

Such  be  your  venal  taflc  ;  whilft,  bleft  with  eafe, 

"fi»  mine,  to  fcribble  when,  and  what  I  pleafc. 

"  Hold !  what  you  pleafe  ?  (Sir  Dudley  cries) 

"  my  friend, 

**  Say,  muft  my  labours  never,  never  end  ? 
*  Still  doom'd  'gainfl  wicked  wit  my  pen  to  draw, 
"  Correft  each  bard  by  critic  rules  of  law ; 
"  *Twixt  guilt  and  fhame  the  legal  buckler  place, 
"  And  guard  each  courtly  culprit  from  difgrace  ? 
"  Hard  taflc  !  fhould  future  jurymen  inherit 
"  The  city-twelve's  felf -judging  Britifh  fpirit  §." 

While  you,  my  Thompfon  !  fnite  of  med'cine 

fave, 

Mark  bow  the  college  peoples  every  grave  I 
See  Mead  transfer  eftates  from  fire  to  fon, 
And  *  *  bar  fucceffion  to  a  throne  |!  \ 


*  It  is  apprehended,  our  modern  campaigns  cannot  fail 
offurnijhing  the  reader  -with  a  proper  fopply  for  this 
pajfogc. 

f  Lord  High  Admiral  Willes — a  title,  by  "which 
this  excellent  chief  magijlrate  is  often  dijlingvified  among 
•ur  marint,  far  b'n  fpiritcd  vindication  of  the  fupremu-;y 
of  tic  civil  f•ag^  and  rectifying  the  martial  wiJlaLes  of 
"ome  late  naval  tribunals. 

^  A  certain  modern  of  that  name^  "whefcfole  preten* 
fan  to  this  cbara-clar  (except  a  little  arch  buffoonery} 
sonjyls  in  a  truly  poetical  negligence  of  his  perfon. 

§  Alluding  to  the  canf.iiutional  vcrdifl  given  on  ths 
trial  of  William  Owen,  for  fulilifiing  "  The  tafc  of 
tie  Honourable  s.lexaiiJtr  Afurray,  -£/^-'' — <*  flat»- 
filet  written  l>y  P.  Wbitebcad. 

([•  This  iirte  furi'.'foes  a  mtLancfwly  TKements  of  the 
mojt  fatal  catajfraphc  that  perhaps  ever  lefelihis.  natioa. 
Among  the  various  tributary  verfes  "which  jloived  on 
fhat'eccsjioti,  our  author  ivrotetLefoHtnv'tHg;  and -which 
be  here  takes,  the  liberty  to  infsrt^  bcinv  willing  to  feize 
every  opportunity,  to  pcrpttuate  his  feiife  of  our  public 
/;/},  :n  the  dzith  of  that  truly  patriot  pria»:e-t  fredetick. 

When  Jove,  late  revolving  the  ftate  of  mankind, 
'A'lcng  Britons  uo  traces  of  virtue  could  find, 
O'er  the  ifland,,  iudiguaDt,  he  ftretch'd  forth  his 

rod ;  [God  f. 

Earth,   trembled,    and   ocean    acknowledg'd  the 

Sul!  provok'dby  our  crimes,  Hcav'ns  vengeance 

to  fiiow,  [blow; 

Arvunon>  gracing  his  bolts,  aim'd  at  Britain  the 

But  pauUng—  -more  dreadful,  his  v/rath  to- evince, 

Threw  the  thunder  afide,  and  Tent  fate  for  the 

princ 

*,    Alluding  io  the  gKced'.xgearthfuafcs i  in  J75Q. 


See  Shaw  fcarce  leave  the  paffing-bell  a  fee, 
And  N**'s  fee  the  captive  hufband  free  ! 
Though  widow'd  Julia  giggles  in  her  weed, 
Yet  who  arraigns  the  do£or  for  the  deed  : 
O'er  life  and  death  all  abfolute  his  will, 
Right  the  prescription,  whether  cure  or  kill. 

Not  fo, — whole  practice  is  the  mind's  difeafe ; 
His  potion  muft  not  only  cure,  but  pleafe; 
Apply  the  cauftic  to  th':  callous  heart, 
Undone's  the  dodlor,  it  the  patient  fmart; 
Superior  pow'rs  his  mental  bill  controul, 
And  law  correds  the  phyfic  of  the  fcul  *. 
Shall  Galen's  fons  with  privilege  deftroy, 
And  \  not  one  found  alt'rative  employ, 
To  drive  the  rank  diflemper  from  within  ? 
Or  is  man's  life  lefs  precious  than  his  fin  ? 

With  palfied  hand  (hould  juflice  hold  the  fcale;, 
And  o'er  a  judge  court-complaifance  prevail, 
Satire's  llrong  dofe  the  malady  requires  : 
I  write — when,  lo  !  the  bench  indignant  fires  ; 
Each  fcoary  head  ere%SU  its  load  of  huir  ; 
'1  heir  furs  all  briftle,  and  their  eye-balls  glare  ; 
In  rage  they  roar,  "  With  rev'rend  ermine  fport ! 
**  Seize  !  feize  him,  Tjpftaff ! — '  I'is  contempt  oC 
"  court." 

Led  by  the  meteor  of  a  mitre's  ray, 
If  Sion's  fons  through  paths  unhallowed  ftray, 
For  courtly  rites  negle&each  rubric  rule, 
Q^jit  all  the  faint,  and  truckle  all  the  tool ; 
Their  Maker  only  in  the  monarch  fee, 
Nor  e'er  omit,  at  Brunfwick's  name,  the  knee; 
To  cure  this  loyal  lethargy  of  grace, 
And  roufe  to  heav'n  again  its-  recreant  r^ce, 
Say  !   fhould  the  mufe,  with  one  irrev'rend  line, 
Probe  but  the  mortal  part  of  the  divine  ; 
'  lis  blafphtmy,  by  ev'ry  prieilt  decreed! 
No  benefit  of  clergy  may  1  plead; 
With  every  cannon  -J  pointed  at  my  head, 
Alive  I'm  cenfur'd,  and  I'm  damn'd  when  dead. 

Lawyer  and  ^rieft,  like  d-*  dors,  Hill  agree  ; 
'Tis  theirs  to  give  advice  ;  'tis  ours,  the  ice  : 
To  them  alone  all  earthly  rule  is  giv'n, 
Diploma'd  fiom  St.  James's,  and  from  heav*». 

Yet  ills  there  are,  nor  bench,  nor  pulpit  reachj 
In  vaiu  may  Ryder  charge,  or  Sherlock  preath  ^ 
For  law  too  mighty,  arul  too  proud  1'ur  grace, 
Lurk  in  the  ftar,  or  lord  k  in  a  place; 
Brood  in  the  facred  circie  of  a  crown,        [town  ; 
While   fafhion  wafts   their  poifon   through   the 

*  A  lite  cfirreflien,  it/itb  regard  ta  the  phy£i<;  of  the 
f>oJyy  might  prove  no  bad  fecvrity  for  the  'ift  and  pro 
perty  of  the  petie.*t  i  as  the  faculty  are  at  prc/eni  ae^ 
cauntaLle  to  no  other  power  l>ut  that  of  lleatveit,  for  the 
reftitude  «f  their  eoirlucl, — ,  ltd  perhaps,  ne  eiiatizftf 
nation  can  afford J*it'.j  an  influxes  of  pbyfxal  anarchy  as 
ours,.iv&t;rt:  the  furgeoa  is  permitted  t»  ufurp  tht  pro- 
vi;.e  of  the  ph-vftc'att;  and  the  apathesary,  plutets  him- 

felf  in  the  peri-wig  and  plunder  *f  botl>  prafpffionf. — IK 
a  public  fpirited  endeavour  t*  cure  this  atnarcby,  end  re - 

Jtare  a  proper  difcipline  mpraftict,  oonfifte  <t  Thimpfcn's 

empiricism. — "   tiiitc  il.'a  facfiirymib," 

f  A  ccriain  pieze  of  ff.iri-iuai  ordnance^  «t&tf&  •««« 

formerly  played  off  loith  great  execution  by  o*r  cbxrck- 
lit&nt  ;   fat  at  prefeat  lUfotbsrtvife  isrritt?i  them  £»  t<« 

fulminating  ^exfilvfiaa* 
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Hence  o'er  each  village  the  contagion  wings, 
And  peafants  catch  the  maladies  of  kings. 

When  purpled  vice  fhall  humble  juftice  awe, 
And  fafhi^n  make  it  current,  fpite  of  law ; 
What  fovercign  med'cine  can  its  courfe  reclaim  ? 
What,  but  the  poet's  panacea — fhame  ! 
Thus  wit's  great  Efculapius  *  once  prevail'd, 
And  fatire  triumph'd,  where  the  falces  fail'd : 
No  conful's  wreath  could  lurking  foliy  hide, 
No  veftai  looks  fecure  the  guilty  bride  :       [guife, 
The  poignant  verfe  pierc'd  through  each  fair  dif- 
And  made  Rome's  matrons  modeft,  tfatefmen  wife. 

Search  all  your  flatute?,  ferjeant !  where's  the 

balm 

Can  cure  the  itching  of  a  courtier's  palm  > 
Where  the  chafte  canon,  fay,  thou  hallow'd  fage, 
The  virgin's  glowing  wifhescan  affuage  ? 
Let  but  the  ftar  his  longing  lordfhip  fee, 
What  pow'r  can  fet  the  captive  conference  free  ? 
Hang  but  the  fparkling  pendant  at  her  ears, 
What  trembling  maid  the  gen'rous  lover  fears  ? 

When  lawlefs  paflion  feiz'd  th'  imperial  dame  f, 
Brothels  J:  were  only  found,  to  quench  the  flame  ; 
No  routs,  or  ball.*,  the  kind  convenience  gave, 
To  lof«  her  virtue,  yet  her  honour  fave, 
In  Cupid's  rites,  now,  fo  improv'd  our  fkill, 
Mode  finds  the  means,  when  nature  finds  the  will. 
Each  rev'rcnd  relict  keeps  a  private  pack,    , 
And  fturdy  ftallion  with  Atlean  back  ; 
Where  Britifh  dames  to  myftic  rites  repair. 
Nor  fail  to  meet  a  lurking  Clodio  there  ; 
In  amorous  ftealths  defraud  the  public  flews, 
And  rob  the  Drury  veftai  of  her  dues; 
Who   haplefs  mourns  her   lad,   long-mortgag'd 
gown,  [Brown. 

While   Douglafs  §    damns   the   drums   of    Lady 

By  names  celeftial,  mortal  females  call ; 
Angels  they  are,  but  angels  in  their  fall. 
One  royal  Phoenix  J|  yet  redeems  the  race, 
And  proves,  in  Britain,  beauty  may  have  grace. 

Vain  fhall  the  mufe  the  various  fymptoms  find, 
When  every  doctor's  of  a  diff'rent  mind. 
In  *  *'s  palm,  be  foul  corruption  found, 
kach  court-empiric  holds,  his  grace  is  found ; 
In  Sackville's  ^  breatl  let  public  fpirit  reign, 
Bliflers  (they  cry)  !  the  caufe  is  in  his  brain  ; 
So,  Talbot's  want  of  place  is  want  of  fenie, 
AndDafhwoodV*  ftubborn  virtue,  down- ight  in- 
folence. 

When  ills  are  thus  juft  what  the  d^ <5lors  pleafe, 
And  the  foul's  health  is  held  the  mind's  difeafe  ; 

*   Horatius  F  accus. 

f  Pompeia,co»fort  to  Julius  Cxfar^ivhom  the  young 
Claudius  took  an  opportunity  of  f educing  at  a  olemnfa- 
crifice  of  the  Bono.  Dea . 

\  *'  intravit  calidum  veteri  centone  lupanar." 

Juv, 

§    An  infamous,  famous  haivd. 

\\  Princefs  of  Wales,  mother  of  his  prefent  taajejly 
George  III. 

f  See  a  propofal  for  a  militia,  publijhed  by  Lord 
Middle fix 

*   Sir   T-rancis   Dajkwood,  afterwards    Lord  Le 
n'.er,  the  fafron  and  j>rate£or  of  cur  author. 


Not  all  thy  art,  O  Horace !  had  prevail'd  ; 
Here,  all  thy^loman  recipes  *  had  fail'd. 

Had  fate  to  Flaccus  but  our  days  decreed, 
What  Pollio  would  admire  ?  what  Czefar  read  ? 
Great  Maro's  f  felf  had  dy'd  an  humble  fwain, 
And  Terence  fought  a  Laelius  now  in  vain. 
Science  no  more  employs  the  courtier's  care. 
No  mufc's  voice  can  charm  Northumberland's  ear. 
The  folid  vote  aerial  vcrfe  outweighs, 
And  wins  all  courtly  favour  from  the  bays ; 
Hence  flow  alone  the  facred  gifts  of  kings, 
Staves,   truncheons,   feathers,  mitres,    ftars,  and 

firings. 

Hence  cradles, fee!  with  lifpingftatefmenfpawn, 
And  infant  limbs  befwaddled  in  the  lawn  ; 
While  honeft  Boyle  |,  too  impotent  for  place, 
Sets,  in  meridian  glory  of  difgrace  : 
Nor  all  the  patriot  mufic  of  Malone 
Can  charm  a  court,  like  Sackvilit.  or    ike  Stone; 
Bieft  twins  of  ftate  '.  whom  love  and  pow'r  con 
join, 

Like  Leda's  offspring,  made  by  Jove  divine; 
Fix'd  in  Hibernia's  hemisphere  to  rule, 
And  fried  your  influence  o'er  each  knave  and  fool]]. 
Whilft  the  fad  fummons  <>f  the  monar's  knell. 
The  rival  deeds  of  each  diploma  tell; 
And  death's  increafing  mutter- rolls  declare, 
1'hat  health  and  Thon.plon  are  no  longer  here ; 
How  fhall  the  mufe  this  lalutation  fend  ? 
What  place  enjoys  thec?  or  what  happier  friend  J 
Say,  if  in  Eaftbury's§  majeflic  towers, 
Or  wrapt  in  Afhiey's^  amarantine  bowers, 
By  Iriendfhip  favour'd,  and  unaw'd  by  ftate, 

!  You  barter  fcience  with  the  wife  and  great; 

;  O'er  Pelham'h  politics  in  judgment  fit, 
Reform  the  laws  of  nation?,  or  of  wit; 
With  Attic  zeft  enrich  the  focial  bowl, 
Crack  joke  on  joke,  and  mingle  foul  with  foul; 
On  laughter's  wanton  wing  now  frolic  fport, 
Nor  envy  Fox**  the  clofet  of  a  court. 

Loft  in  this  darling  luxury  of  eafe, 
Alike  regardiefs  both  of  fame  and  fees, 
<!  Let  Shaw  (you  cry)  o'er  phyfic  fov'rtign  reign^ 
"  Or  W**  boaft  his  hecatombs  of  {lain  : 
"  Be  mine,  to  flay  fome  friend's  departing  breath, 
"  And    Child's  ff    may    take    the    drudgery,  of 
"  death." 

*   Satires.  \   Virgil.          J   Lord  Orrery  - 

lj   As  our  author  lamented  the  occajlon  of  tbefe  lines,  fo 

•  no   one  more  fincerely  rejoices  to  Jind,   that   the  beam  of 
public  fpint  is  liktly  to  difpel  the  clouds  "which  had  inter- 

i  fojed  betiueen  loyalty   and  patriotifm — A.  neiu  political 

•  Star  in  our  Jays,  and  which  fome  more  Eajlern  Magi 
•would  do  ivell  tofolluiu. 

§  A  feat  belonging  to  the  Right  Honourable  George 
Dodington 

^  Another  belonging  to  Lord  Middlcfcx. 

'*   Lord  Holland. 

ff  A  coffee -houfe  noted f«r  the  refort  of  our  modern 
Efculapics,  tvhere  they  ply  for  thofe  patients  the  apothe 
cary  is  pleafed  to  cenfign  over  to  them  ;  and  where  ano 
ther  appendage  to  fhyfic  (called  the  undertakers )  never 
fails  to  attend  the  phyfical  /e-vee,  in  order  to  jeceive  ths 
Lucrative  nyucs  of  ibiir  joint-endeavour  j. 
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Yet,  Thompfon  !  fay  f whofe  gift  it  is  to  fave, 
Make  (icknefs  fmile,  and  refcue  from  the  grave) 
Say,  to  what  end  this  healing  pow'r  was  meant  ? 
>Jor  hide  the  talent,  which  by  Heav'n  is  lent. 
Though  envy  all  her  biffing  ferpents  raife, 
And  join  with  harpy  fraud  to  bhf  ?hy  bays; 
Shall  wan  difeafe  in  vain  demand  thy  Ikill, 
Wbfie>hea!th  but  waits  the  fummons  of  your  quill  ? 
Shall  Egypt's  plague  *  the  virgin  cheek  invade, 
And  beauty's  wreck  not  win  thee  to  its  aid  ? 
O  !  ftretch  a  faving  hand,  and  let  the  fair 
Owe  all  her  future  triumphs  to  thy  care ; 
Refame  the  pen!  and  be  thyfelf,  or.ce  more, 
"Wfhat  RatciifF.  Friend  and  Syd'nham  were  before. 

Yet,  when  reviving  patients  fet  you  free, 
Let  Vsughanf  yield  one  focial  hour  to  me. 
Come  then, my  friend!  if  friendihip's  name  can  woo, 
Come  i  bring  me  all  I  want,  that  all  in  you. 
if  rural  fcenes  have  ftill  the  pow'r  to  pleafe, 
Ftecks,  valiies,  hills,  ftreams,  vilhs,  cots,  and  trees; 
Here  all  in  one  harmonious  profpe<5t  blend, 
And  landfcapes  rife,  fcarce  Lambert's:}:  art  can 

mend. 

Thames,made  immortal  by  herDenham's  drains, 
Meand'ring  glides  through  Twick'nham's  flow'ry 

plains  ; 

While  royal  Richmond's  cloud  -afpiring  wood 
Pours  all  its  pendent  pomp  upon  the  flood. 
JBy  Rome**  proud  dames  let  ftoried  Til>er  flow, 
And  all  Palladio  grace  the  banks  of  Po; 
Here  nature's  charms  in  purer  luftre  rife, 
Uor  feek  from  wanton  art  her  vain  fupplies. 

Lo!  Windfor  rev'rend  in  a  length  of  years, 
Like  Cybtle,  her  tow'r-crown'd  fummit  rears ; 
And  Hampton's  turrets,  with  majefttc  pride, 
Reflet  their  glories  in  the  paffing  tide  : 
There  Britifh  Henreys  gave  to  Gallia  law ; 
Here  bkom'd  the  laurels  of  a  great  Nafiau  §. 
O  !    could  tlu-fe  fcenes  one  monarch  more  but 

plcafr. 

No  frozen  climates,  no  tempeftuons  fra?, 
For  Brur.fwick's  weal  alarming  fears  ihould  bring, 
Nor  Britain  envy  meaner  courts  her  king. 

HereCampbell's  [|  varied  ihadeswithwonder  fee, 
Like  Heav'n's  own  Eden,  ftor'd  with  every  tree; 
Each  plant  with  plant  in  \vrdant  glory  vies  ;  ""> 
High-tow'ring  pines,  like  1'itan?,  fcale  the  fkie?-;  / 
And  Lebanon's  rich  groves  on  Hounflow's  de-  T 
ferf.  rife.  J 

But  chiei— with  a\xfu!  ftep,  O!  let  us  ftray", 
Where  Britain'**  Orpheus  tun'd  his  facred  lay, 
Whole  OTOVI?  enchanted  from  his  numbers  grew, 
And  proves,  what-once  was  fabled,  now  is  true. 


*  TtcfaeU^OKyfaid  iu  have  fnfi  appeared  at  Alex 
andria.     'Se?  the  letter's,  trevtijl:  on  this  dijtemfer. 

f    Given  Evan  l^  ugh  an-,  Efq.   of  Bodidris  cuftle;   a 

gentleman*  in.  ivitjc  fyL-  ^iji'p  the  dcfto-r  and  our  av.tlor 

more  particularly  prid:  ibcn: fellies,  as  Le  has  never  prMuied 

•;u':!t£riil/ipcdhr^  ivifb  any  modern  Anii^ 

6{ft, 

I  A  la^cqgt-paJxUr,  tau-io  alclrj.ie'l. 
$   Wtilitxat  jfy  piixji 

D;tis  •'•:  '../  cs    &    rr. rrrlor    • 


Here  oft  the  bard  with  Arbuthnot  retlr'd  ; 
Here  flow'd  the  verfe  his  healing  art  infpir'J*  : 
/Alike  thy  merit  like  thy  fame  ihould  rife, 
Could  friendfhip  give,  what  feeble  art  denies  : 
Though  Pope's  immortal  verfe  the  gods  refufe, 
Accept  this  ofFring  from  an  humbler  mufe. 
Weak  though  her  flight,  yet  honefl  ftill  her  (train. 
And  what  no  minifter  could  ever  gain  ; 
Pleas'd  if  the  grateful  tribute  of  her  fong, 
Thy  merit,  Thompfon  !  (hall  one  day  prolong. 

In  marfhall'd  flaves  let  h  angry  princes  trac]e, 
And  Britain's  bullion  bribe  their  venal  aidj-; 
Let  brave  Bofcawen  trophied  konoivrs  gain, 
And  Anfon  wield  the  trident  of  the  mam. 
Safe,  in  thfe  harbour  of  my  Twick'nam  \  bower; 
From  all  the  wrecks  of  ftate,  or  ftorma  of  power; 
No.wreaths  I  court,  no  fubfidies  I  claim, 
Too  nS>  for  want,  too  indolent  for  fame. 
WhHft  here  vrith  vice  a  bloodlefs  war  1  wage, 
Or  la(h  the  follies  of  a  trifling  age, 
Each,  gay-plum'd  hour,  upon  its  downy  wings, 
The  Hyhla  freight  of  rich  contentment  brings; 
Health,  rr-fy  handmaid,  at  my  table  waits, 
And  halcyon  peace  broods  watchful  o'er  my  gates. 

Here  oft,  on  contemplation's  pinion  bore, 
To  heav'o  I  mount,  and  nature's  works  explore  ^ 
Or,  led  by  reafon's  intellectual  clue, 
Through  error's  maze,  truth's  fecrct  fteps  purfue  ; 
View  ages  paft  in  ftory's.  mirror  fhown, 
And  make  time's  mould'ring  treafures  all  my  own  j 
Or  here  the  mufe  now  fteals  me  from  the  throng^ 
And  wraps  me  in  th'  enchantment  of  her  fong. 

Thus  fio^w,  and  thus  for  ever  flow  !  my  days* 
Unaw'd  by  cenfure,  or  unbrib'd  by  praiie; 
No  friend  to  fadtion,  and  no  dupe  to  zeal  ; 
Foe  to  all  party,  but  the  public  weal. 
Why  then,  from  every  venal  bondage  free, 
Courts  have  no  glitt'ring  inackles  left  for  me  : 
My  reafons,  Thompfon  !  prithee^afk  no  more  ; 
Take  them,  as  Oxford's  FlaccusfuBg  before  §. 

u  My  eafe  and  freedom  if  for  aught  I  vend, 
"  Would  net  you  cry,  to  Bedlam,  Bedlam,  friend? 
"  But  to  fpeak  out  —  fhall  what  could  ne'er  en- 


"  My  frailer  youth,  now  captivate  in  age  ? 

"  What  cares  can  vex,  what  terrors  frightful  be, 

"  To  him  whofe  fhield  is  hoary  fixty-thrte  Jj  ? 

*   Popes  eptfle  to  Arbutbuct. 

•f-  Alluding  to  a  modern  Lni  d  cf  military  traffic,  ivl'ici 
coif/fir  in  the  exchange  of  Briiijk  gold  for  German  va 
lour  ,  and  byivhicb  ti:tj;  .  t  d,  our  politicians 

intend  the  native  ivauts  of  eiluur  ptlrty  Jkall  be  recipro" 
c-allyfi'p-llid.  • 

\   He  bad  a  neat  "villa  ,  in  the  Jlyle  of  a  chateau,  on 
ib.   izrthjiJe  of  ¥tvlctenl>aifl  Cc^imati^fucred  la  the  mufcs. 
It  teas  a  flit  li^irds  inhjbiied  by  the  Lady  Bridget  'loll- 
a  lighter  of  the  late  Lord  NortbtHffton* 

§   See  ctnclufton  of  Dr.  Kln^^  Afo':. 

jj  T/JOU^/J  ibc  tranjlaiGr's  i-irtue  is  ,--.i  \,.  i  f^-r.-rcJ  ly 
t/j:s  palladium  rf  his  grand  dimaclsric,  yet"  hejiatters 
!j.:;?:ff'f  ha  fox!!  at  Ic.ifi  bt  allc  to  rival  cur  indy  Romnt- 
atst?:or,  ;r.  the  fruciicc-  cf  '>/s  heroic  /;;•/•'//.'  -n  ncc,  boiv- 
evarjkcrt  be  my  fill  cf  bi<n.  in  his  eLgard  d.f. 
of  it. 


M 


86 1 


«<  When  life  ilfelf  fo  little  worth  appears, 
*'  That  minifters  can  give  no  hopes,  dr  fears ; 
*  Although  grown  gray  within  my  humbler  gate, 
f<  I  ne'er  kifr'd  hands,  or  trod  the  rooms  of  ftate  ; 
*'  Yet  not  unhonour'd  have  I  liv'd,  and  bleft 
"  With  rich  convenience,  carelefs  of  the  reft ; 
w  What  boon  more  grateful  can  rhe  gods  beftow; 
«'  On  thofe  avow'd  their  favourite  ions  below  *  ?" 

AN  OCCASIONAL  SONG, 

As  performed  by  Mr.  Beard,  in  tie  Clarafter  of  a 
liecruithtg-  Serjeant,  at  the  Theatre- Ruyal  in  Covent- 
Gateien,  in  toe  Entertainment  of  "  The  Fair" 

IN  (lory  we* re  told 
How  our  monarch s  of  old 
O'er  France  fpread  their  royal  domain ; 
But  no  annals  (hall  (how 
Her  pride  laid  fo  low, 
As  when  brave  George  the  Second  did  reign, 

Brave  boys  ! 
As  whcu  brave,  ^c. 

Of  Roman  and  Greek 
Let  fame  no  more  /"peak  ; 
Though  their  arms  did  the  old  world  fubdue, 
Through  the  nations  around 
Let  her  trumpet  now  found, 
How  Britons  have  conquer'd  the  new, 

Brave  boys ! 
How  Britons  have,  &c. 

Eaft,  weft,  north,  and  fouth, 
Our  cannons  loud  mouth  v 

Shall  the  rights  of  our  monarch  maintain ; 
On  America's  ftrand 
Amherft  limits  the  land, 
Bofcawen  gives  law  on  the  main, 

Brave  boys ! 
Bofcawen  gives,  &c. 

Each  fort  and  each  town, 
We  ftill  make  our  own. 
Cape  Breton,  Crown  Point,  Niagar; 
Guardclupe,  Senegal,     ' 
And  Quebec's  mighty  fall, 
Shall  prove  we've  no  equal  in  war, 

Brave  boys ! 
Shall  prove  we've,  &c. 

*  "  Libera  fi  pretio  quantovis  otia  vendam, 
**  Cui  non  infanus  videar  ?  Sed  apertius  audi : 
«'  Quae  juvenem,  infirmumque  animi  captare  ne- 

"  quibant, 

"  Ilia  fenem  capiant?  aut  qua;  terrere  pericla 
"  Poffe  putes  hominem,  CIH  clima&ericus  anuus 
"  Praefidio  eft  omni  majus?  cui  vita  videtur 
"  Haud  equidem  tanti  effe,   ut  quid  caVeatvc 

"  petatve 

"  A  regni  fatrapis,  ullaque  fit  aniius  horl. 
41  Si  mihi  non  dextram  tetigifle,  am  limina  regum 
*c  Conti^it,  &  lare  fub  tenui  mea  canuit  aetas  : 
"  Attamcn  jequo  animo,  non  ullis  rebus  ejrenus, 
"  Non  in  honoratus  vixi :  Neque  aptius  ufquam 
"  Dii  munus  doderunt,  cui  fi  faviHe  fatentur." 


Though  Conflans  did  boaft 
He  would  conquer  our  coaft, 
Our  thunder  foon'  made  Monfieur  mute ; 
Brave  Hawke  wing'd  his  way, 
Then  pounc'd  on  his  prey, 
And  gave  him  an  Englifh  falute, 

Brave  boys! 
And  gave  him,  &c. 

At  Minden  you  know 
How  we  frighten'd  the  foe, 
While  homeward  their  army  now  fteals, 
"  Though,"  they  cry.  (t  Britifti  bandf 
"  Are  too  hard  for  our  hands, 
"  Begar !  we  can  beat  them  in  heels, 

Parbfeu ! 
Begar  I  we,  &o. 

Whilfl  our  heroes  from  home 
For  laurels  thus  roam, 
Should  the  flat-bottom'd  boats  but  appear, 
Our  miliria  ftiall-fhow 
No  wooden- (hoed  foe 
Can  with  freemen  ia  batth  compfire, 

Brave  boys  I 
Can  widi  freemen,  &c. 

Year  Fortunes  and  lives, 
Your  children  and  wives, 
To  defend,  'tis  the  time  now  or  never : 
Then  let  each  volunteer 
To  the  drum-head  repair — 
King  George  and  old  England  for  ever ! 

Brave  boys! 
King  George,  <ke. 

SONG. 

Sung  ly  Mr.  Beard  in  the  Entertainment  of  Apollo  an* 
DafLne. 

THE  fun  from  the  eaft  tips  the  mountains  with 
gold;  [hold! 

The  meadows  all  fplangled  with  dew-drops  be- 

Hear !  the  lark's  early  matin  proclaims  the  new 
day,  [lay. 

And  the  horn's  cheerful  fummons  rebukes  our  dc- 

CHORUS. 

.  With  the  fports  of  the  field  there's  no  plea. 

fure  can  vie,  [CT» 

While  jocund  we  follow  the  hounds  in  full 

Let  the  drudge  of  the  town  make  riches  hisfport; 
The  flave  of  the  ftare  hunt  the  fmiles  of  a  court : 
No  care  and  ambition  our  paflime  annoy, 
But  innocence  ftill  gives  a  zeft  to  our  joy. 

With  the  fports,  &c. 

Mankind  are  all  hunters  in  various  degree; 
The  prieft  hunt'  a  living- — the  lawyer  a  fee, 
The  doclor  a  patient — the  courtier  a  place, 
Though  often,  like  us,  he's  flung  out  in  the  chafe. 
With  the  fports,  &c. 

The  cit  hunts  a  plumb— while  the  foldier  hunts 

fame, 

The  poet  a  dinner— the  patriot  a  name ; 
,5 
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And  the  praclis'd  coquette,  though  (he  feems  to 

refufe, 
In  fpite  of  her  airs,  ftill  her  lover  purfues. 

With  the  fports,  &c. 

Let  the  bold  and  the  bufy  hunt  glory  and  wealth; 
All  the  blefling  we  afk  is  the  bleffing  of  health, 
With  hound  and  with  horn  through  the  wood 
lands  to  roam, 

And,  when  tired  abroad,  find  contentment  at  home. 
With  the  fports  of  the  field  there's  no  pleafure 

can  vie, 
WJiile  jocund  we  fellow  our  hounds  in  full  cry. 

SON'G. 

Sung  By  Mr.  Beard  at  the  Annual  Muting  of  the 
Prefidenti  V"uc-Preftdentsy  Govffttors,  &c.  of  the 
London  Hofpital. 

OF  trophies  and  laurels  I  mean  not  to  fing, 

Of  Pruffia's  brave  prince,  or  of  Britain's  good  king ; 

Here  the  poor  claim  my  fong  ;  then  the  art    I'll 

difplay, 

How  you  all  (hall  be  gainers — by  giving  away. 

Derry  down. 

The  cruife  of  the  widow,  you  very  well  know, 
The  more  it  was  emptied,  the  fuller  did  flow  : 
So  here  with  your  purfe   the  like  wonder  you'll 
find;  [hind. 

The  more  you  draw  out,  ftill — the  more  left  be- 

Dcrry  down. 

The  prodigal  here  without  danger  may  fpend ; 
That  ne'er  can  be  lavifh'd,  to  Heaven  we  lend  ; 
And  the  mifer  his  purfe-ftrings  may  draw  with 
out  pain, 

For  what  mifer  won't  give—when  giving  is  gain? 

Derry  down. 

The  gamefter,  \vho  fits  up  whole  days  and  whole 

nights, 

To  hazard  his  health  and  his  fortune  at  White's ; 
?vluch  more  to  advantage  his  betts  he  may  make, 
Here,  fet  what  he  will,  he  will  double  his  ftake, 

Derry  down. 

The  fair  one,  whofe  heart  the  four  aces  controul, 
Who  fighs  for  fans-prendre,  and  dreams  of  a  vole, 
Let  her  here  fend  a  tithe  of  her  gains  at  quadrille, 
And  fhe'll  ne'er  want  a  friend — in  victorious  fpa- 
dille. 

Derry  down. 

Let  the  merchant,  who  trades  on  the  perilous  fea, 
Come  here,  and  infure,  if  from  lofs  he'd  he  free ; 
A  policy  here  from  all  danger  fecures, 
For  fafe  is  the  venture — which  Heaven  infures. 

Derry  down. 

The    ftock-jobber   too    may   fubfcribe    without 

fear, 

In  a  fund  which  for  ever  a  premium  muft  bear ; 
Where  the  ftock  ftill  muft  rife,  and  where  fcrip  will 

prevail,  [fail. 

Though  South-Sea,  and  India,  and  Omnium  ihould 

Derry  down. 


*  The  churchman  likewife  his  advantage  ma/ 

draw, 

And  here  buy  a  living,  in  fpite  of  the  law  — 
In  Heaven  I  mean  ;  then,  without  any  fear, 
Let  him  purchafe  away  —  there's  no  fimony  here. 

Derry  down. 

f  Ye  rakes,  who  the  joys  of  Hymen  difclaim, 
And  feek,  in  the  ruin  of  virtue,  a  fame  ; 
Vou  may  here  boaft  a  triumph  confident  with  duty, 
And  keep,  without  guilt,  a  feraglio  of  beauty. 

Derry  down. 

If  from  charity  then  fuch  advantages  flow, 

That  you  ftill  gain  the  more  —  the  more  you  be- 

ftow  ;  [eafe  : 

Here's  the  place  will  afford  you  rich  profit  with 
When  the  bafon  comes  round  —  be  as  rich  as  you 

pleafe. 

Derry  down. 

Then  a  health  to  that  f  Patron,  whofe  grandeur 

and  ftore 

Yield  aid  and  defence  to  the  fick  and  the  poor  ; 
Who  no  courtier  can  flatter,  no  patriot  can  blame  : 
But,  our  prefident's  here  —  or  I'd  tell  you  his  name, 

Derry  dowu. 

BALLAD. 

LONG,  Roger  in  vain 

Strove  Cic'ley  to  gain, 
And  that  fomething  he  wanted  fhe  knew  ; 

Yet  ftill  fhe  reply'd, 

Firft  make  me  your  bride, 
Or  —  I  wifh.  I  may  die  if  I  do. 

Quoth  Roger,  next  fair 

I'll  deck  out  your  hair 
With  a  top-knot,  green,  yellow,  or  blue. 

No  top-knot,  pray,  bring 

Without  the  gold  ring, 
Or—  I  wifh  I  may  die  if  1  do. 

Together  one  day, 

When  making  of  hay, 
Pretty  Cis  on  a  haycock  he  threw; 

His  hand  did  intrude; 

She  cry'd,  don't  be  rude, 
For  —  I  wifh  I  may  die  if  1  do. 

But  Roger  ftill  preft 

Her  lips  and  her  breail, 
Until  kinder  and  kinder  fhe  grew  : 

A  glance  from  her  eye 

He  faw  gave  the  lie 
To—"  I  wifh  I  may  die  if  I  do." 

He  knew  what  it  meant, 

Took  looks  for  confent  ; 
Then  —  a  fairing  prefented  to  view, 

Which  Cis  fo  amaz'd, 

She  figh'd  while  fhe  gaz'd-^- 
Oh  !  I  furely  fhall  die—  if  I  do. 


*  Additional  Jianza  for  tie  annual  fcajl  of 
of  ibe  clergy. 

f  Ditto  for  tie  Magdalen  Hcfpitai, 
\  'The  fate  Duke  of  Ikvonfiire* 


OEMS, 


863 


What  lovers  conceal 

No  mufe  fhould  reveal ; 
You  muft  fancy  then  what  did  enfuc  : 

But  fhe  no  more  cry'd, 

Firft  make  me  your  bride, 
Qr — [  vvifti  I  may  die  if  I  do 

Ah1  Roger!  fays  C is, 

A  fairing  like  this 
Cannot  fail  a  young  maid  to  fubdue  : 

No  knot  you  need  bring ; 

Ne'er  mind  the  gold  ring, 
For— I  wifh  I  may  die  if  I  do. 

A  FRAGMENT. 

WHEN  Bacchus  jolly  god,  invites 

To  revel  in  his  ev'ning  rites, 

In  vain  his  altars  I  furround, 

Though  -with  Burgundian  incenfe  crown' d  : 

No  charm  has  wine  without  thflafs  ; 

'Tis  love  gives  relifli  to  the  glafs. 

Whilft  all  around,  with  jocund  glee, 
In  brimmers  toaft.  their  fav'rite  fhc; 
Though  ev'ry  nymph  my  lips  proclaim, 
My  heart  ftill  whifpers  Chile's  v-ame  ; 
And  thus  with  me,  by  am'rous  ftealth, 
Still  ev'ry  glafs  is  Chloe's  health. 

VERSES 

'Occafioned  t>y  Lady  Pom  fret's  Prefent  of  fotoe  Antique 
Statues  to  Oxford  ;  the  greets  whereof  -were  foQlijbly 
fa'id  to  be  paved  with  'Jacobites. 

IF  Oxford's  ftones,  as  Blaco  writes, 
And  Pitt  affirms,  are  Jacobites, 

That  bid  the  court  defiance  ; 
How  muft  the  danger  now  increafe, 
When  ftones  are  come  from  Rome  and  Greece, 

To  form  a  grand  alliance  1 

Yet,  fprung  from  lands  of  liberty, 
Thefeftoncs  can  fureno  Tories  be, 

Or  friends  to  the  Pretender; 
And  Pitt  himfelf  can  ne'er  devife, 
That  Whiggifh  ftones  fhould  ever  rife 

Againft  our  faith's  Defender. 

TO  DR.  KING. 

OFT  have  I  heard,  with  clam'rous  note, 
A  yelping  cur  exalt  his  throat 

At  Cynthia's  filvcr  rays ; 
So,  with  the  blaze  of  learning's  light, 
When  you,  O  K5ngy  offend  his  light, 

The  fpaniel  Blaco  bays. 

THE  BUTTERFLY  AND  BEE. 

TO  FLAVIA. 

SEE  !  Flavia,  fee  I  that  flutt'ring  thing, 
Skim  round  yon'  flower  with  fportive  wing, 

Yet  ne'er  itsfweet  explore; 
While,  wifer,  the  induftrious  bee 
Extracts  the  honey  from  the  tree, 

Aad  hives  the  precious  (lore* 


So  you,  with  coy,  coquettish  art, 
Play  wanton  round  your  lover's  heart, 

Infenfible  and  free  : 
Love's  balmy  biefiing  would  you  try, 
No  longer  fport  a  butterfly, 

But  imitate  the  bee. 

VERSES, 
Dropt  in  Mr.  Garriclts  Temple  of  Sbalfptare. 

WHILE  here  to  Shakfpeare  *  Garrick  pays 
His  tributary  thanks  and  praife  ; 
Invokes  the  animated  ftone, 
To  make  the  poet's  mind  his  own; 
That  he  each  character  may  trace 
With  humour,  dignity,  and  grace ; 
And  mark,  unerring  mark,  to  men, 
The  rich  creation  of  his  pen  ; 

Preferr'd  the  pray'r — the  marble  god 
Methinks  I  fee,  affenting,  nod, 
Ana*,  pointing  to  his  laurell'd  brow, 
Cry — "  Half  this  wreath  to  you  I  owe  : 
"  Loft  to  the  ftage,  and  loft  to  fame ; 
"  Murder'd  my  fcenes,  fcarce  known  my  name$ 
"  Sunk  in  oblivion  and  difgrace 
"  Among  the  common,  fcribbling  race, 
"  Unnotic'd  long  thy  Shakfpeare  lay, 
"  To  dullnefs,  and  to  time,  a  prey : 
"  But  now  I  rife,  I  breathe,  I  live 
"  In  you — my  reprefentative  ! 
"  Again  the  hero's  breaft  I  fire, 
'*  Again  the  tender  figh  infpire  ; 
"  Each  fide,  again,  with  laughter  fhake, 
"  And  teach  the  villain-heart  to  cuake ; 
"  All  this,  my  fon  !   again  I  do — 
««  1  ? — No,  my  fon  ! — 'Tis  I,  and  you." 

While  thus  the  grateful  flatue  fpeaks, 
A  blufh  o'erfpreads  the  fuppliant's  cheeks-— 

"  What  !--Half  this  wreath,  wit's  mighty  chief?*- 
"  O  grant,"  he  cries,  "  one  fmgle  leaf; 
"  That  far  o'erpays  his  humble  merit, 
*'  Who's  but  the  organ  of  thy  fpirit." 

Phoebus  the  gen'rous  conteft  heard— 
When  thus  the  god  addrefs'd  the  bard  : 
"  Here,  take  this  laurel  from  my  brow, 
"  On  him  your  mortal  wreath  beftow; — 
"  Each  matchlefs,  each  the  palm  mail  bear, 
"  In  heav'n  the  bard,  on  earth  the  play'r. 

CUPID  BAFFLED. 

DIANA,  hunting  on  a  day, 
Beheld  where  Cupid  deeping  lay, 

His  quiver  by  his  head  : 
One  of  his  darts  fhe  ftole  away, 
And  one  of  her's  did  clofe  convey 

Into  the  other's  ftead. 

When  next  the  archer  through  the  grove, 
In  fearch  of  prey,  did  wanton  rove, 

*  Tkejlatue  cf  Shakfpeare,  in  the  tsmple\dedicateJ  to 
the  bard  by  Mr.  Garrick^  in  bit  delightful  garden  at 
Hampton,  -was  the  work  of  that  able  and  ingenious 
majler,  Roudiliae^ 
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An  re!  I  a  far  he  fpy'd  ; 
Aurelia,  who  to  D::mi>n'->  pray'r 
Difuain'd  to  lend  a  tender  ear, 

And  Cupid's  pmv'r  defy'd. 
Soon  a's  he  eyM  the  rehtl  maid  ; 
"  Now  know  my  powY  !"  erfrag'd,  he  fsid; 

Then  levell'd  at  her  heart : 
Fu'l  to  the  head  the  fhtft  he  drew  ; 
But  hariulefs  tu  her  breafb  it  flew, 

For,  lo  !- — 'twas  Irian's  dart. 
Exulting,  then  the  lair-one  cry\l, 
*'  Fond  urchin  lay  your  bow  alide  ; 

'•  Your  quiver  be  unbound  :: 
•'  Would  you  Aureiia's  heart  fubdue, 
"  Thy  plaything  arrows  ne'er  will  do  ; 

*•  Bid  Damon  give  the  wound." 

DEARTH  AND  THE  DOCTOR. 

TWIXT  cleatn  and "Schomherg,  t'  ether  day, 

A  conteft  did  arife; 
Death  fvvore  his  prize  he'd  bear  a  ways 

The  'do&iur,  death  defies. 

Enrag'd  to  hear  his  pruv'r  defyM, 

Death  drew  his  keeneft  dart ; 

But  wond'ring  faw  it  glance  alide, 
And  mifs  the  vital  part. 

AN  OCCASIONAL  PROLOGUE, 

Spoken  by  Mr    Qoivell,  at  the  opening  of  tJ:c  Taeatre- 

Jt<yal  in   Covent-GarJen,  on    Monday,    September 

14-  I?^;. 

As  when  the  merchant,  to  increafe  his  ftore, 
For  dubious  feasr,  advent'rous  quits  the  fhore ; 
Still  anxious  for  its  freight,  he  trembling  fees 
Rocks  in  each  buoy,  arid  tempmTs  in  f  ach  breeze  ; 
The  curling  wave  to  mountain  billows  fwells, 
And  ev'ry  cloud  a  fancied  ftorm  foretell^ : 
Thus  rafhly  launch'd  on  this  theatric  main, 
Our  all  on  board,  each  phantom  gives  us  pain  ; 
The  catcall's  note  fecms  thunder  in  our  ears, 
And  ev'ry  hifs  a  hurricane  appears  ; 
In  journal  fquihs  we  lightning's  blaft  efpy, 
And  meteors  blaze  in  t:very  critic's  eye. 

Spite  of  thefe  terrors,  ftiil  fonrie  hopes  we  view, 
Hopes,  ne'er  can  fail  us — fince  they're  plac'd— in 

in  you. 

Your  breath  the  gale,  our  voyage  isfecure, 
And  fafe  the  venture  which-  your  fmiles  enfure  ; 
Though  weak  his  {kill,  th'  advent'rer'muft  fucceed, 
Where  candour  takes  th*  endeavour  for  the  deed. 
For  Brentford's  (late,  two  kings  could  once  fuffice ; 
In  ours,  behold  !  four  kings  of  Brentford  rife; 
All  fmelling  to  one  nofegay's  od'rous  favour, 
The  balmy  nofegay  of — the  public  favour. 
From  hence  alone,  our  royal  fund?  we  draw, 
Your  pleafure  our  fupport,,  your  will  our  la\r. 
\Vhile  fuch  our  government,  we  hope  you'll  own 

us; 
But  mould  we  ever  tyrant  prove — dethrone  us. 

Like  brother  monarchs,  who,  to  coax  the  Da-"} 

tion,  / 

Began  their  reign,  with  fome  fair  proclamation,^ 

We  too  Ihould  talk  at  leafr — pf  reformation ;     J 


Declare,  that  during  our  imperial  fway, 
No  bard  fhall  mourn  his  lo'rtg^nejjH'&Skcd  play; 
But  then  the  psay  muft  have  fome  .vit.lV.cue  fpirir 
And  we  allow'd  fole  umpires  of  i;:-.  merit. 

For  thofe  deep  fige*  of  the  judging  pit, 
Whofe  tafte  is  too  refin'd  for  modern  wit, 
From  Rome's  great  theatre  we'll  cull  the  piece, 
And   plant,   on    Britain's   Jlage,   the    flow'rs   o£ 
Greece, 

If  fome  there  are,  our  Britifh  bards  can  pleafe, 
Who  tafte  the  ancient  wit  of  ancient  days, 
Be  ours  to  fave,  from  timt's  devouring  womb,. 
Their  works,  and  fnatch  their  laurels  from  the 
tomb.  [choofc, 

For  you,  ye  fair,  who  fprightlier  fcenes  may 
Where  mufic  decks  in  all  her  airs  the  mule, 
Gay  optra  mall  all  its  charm  difpenfe, 
Yet  boaft  no  tuneful  triumph  overienfe; 
The  nobler  bard  mall  ftiil  affert  his  right. 
Nor  Handel  rob  a  Shakfpeare  of  his  night. 

To  greet  thtir  mortal  brethren  of  our  ikies, 
Here  all  the  gods  of  pastomime  (hall  rife  : 
Yet  'midft  the  pomp  and' magic  of  machines, 
Some  plot  may  mark  the  meaning  of  onr  fcenes  ? 
Scenes  which  were  held,  in  good  King  Rich's  days, 
By  fages,  no  bad  epilogues  to  plays. 

If  terms  like  thefe  your  fuffrage  ctm  engage, 
To  fix  our  mimic  empire  of  the  ftagt ; 
Confirm  our  title  in  your  fair  opinions, 
And  crowd  each  night  to  people  our  dominions. 

VERSES 

On  converting  tie  Chap  el  to  a  Kitcfien,  at  the  Seat  of 
the  Lord  Dennerayle,  called  "  The  Grove,  in  Hert- 
fm-dfilrc" 

BY  Ovid,  among  other  wonders,  we're  told 
What  chanc'd  to  Philemon  and  Bauci-  of  old  ; 
How  their  cot  to  a  temple  was-conjur'd  by  Jove, 
So  a  chapel  was  chang'd  to  a  kitchen  at  Grove. 

The  lord  of  the  manGon  moft  rightly  conceiting, 
His  guefts  lov'd  good  pray'r s  much  lefs  than  good 

eating ; 
And  poflefs'd  by  the  devil,  as  fome  folks  will  tell 

ye, 
What  was  meant" for  the  foul,  he  affig-n'd  to  the 

Belly. 

The  word  was  fcarce  given — when  down  dropp'd 

the  clock, 

And  ftraight  was  feen  fi  'd  in  the  form  of  a  jack  ; 
And,(hameful  to  tell    puipit,  benches,  and  pews, 
Form'djcupboards  and  fhelves,  for  plates,  faucepans, 

and  ftews. 

Pray'r-books  turn'd  into  platters;  nor  think  it  a 

fabie, 

A  dreiler  fprung  out  of  the  communion-table ; 
Wli'.h,  inftead  of  the  ufual  rep  ail,  bread  an  -\  wine, 
Is  itor'd  with  richfoups,  and  good  Engiifti  ftrloin. 

N>  fire,  but  what  pure  devotion  c&uid  raife 

I'ill  now  had  been  known  in  this  temple  ro  biazc  : 

But^  good  lord !  how  the  neighbours  around  did 

admire, 
When  a  chimney  rofe  up  in  the  room  of  a  fpire  1 


POEMS. 


For  a  Jew  many  people  the  matter  miflook, 
Whole  Lcvites  were  fcullions,  his  high-prieft  a 

cook  ; 

And  though  he  defignM  our  religion  to  alter, 
When  they  faw  the  burnt-offering  fmoke  at  the 

altar. 

The  bell's  folemn  found,  that  was  heard  far  and 

near, 

And,  oft  rous'd  the  chaplain  unwilling  to  pray'r, 
No  more  to  good  fermons  now  fummons  the  fin- 

ner, 
But  blafphemous  rings  in — the  country  to  dinner. 

When  my  good  lord  the  bilhop  had  heard  the 

flrange  ftory, 
How  the  place  was  profan'd,  that  was  built  to 

G — 's  glcry  ;  [deed, 

Full  of  zeal  he  cried  out,  "  Oh,  how  impious  the 
*i  To  cram  Chriftians  with  pudding,  inflead  of 

"  the  creed!" 

Then  away  to  the  grove  hied  the  church's  pro 
tector, 

Refolving  to  give  his  lay-brother  a  le&ure  ; 

But  he  fcarce  had  begun,  when  he  faw,  plac'd  be 
fore  'em, 

A  haunch  piping  hot  from  fatfanfiumfancJorum. 

<c  Troth !"  quoth  he,  "  I  find  no  great  fin  in  the 

"  plan, 

"  Whatwasufelefs  toGod — to  make  ufcful  to  man  : 
*'  Befides,  'tis  a  true  Chriftian  duty,  we  read, 
"  The  poor  and  the  hungry  with  good  things  to 

"  feed." 

Then  again  on  the  walls  he  beftow'd  confecration, 
But  referv'd  the  full  rights  of  a  free  vifitaf  ion  : 
Thus,  'tis  ftill  the  .Lord's  houfe — only  varied  the 

treat, 
Now,  there's  meat  without   grace — where  was 

grace  without  meat. 

VERSES. 

On  tho  Duh  of  Cumberland's  Vifiory  at  Cullodcn^  in\ 
the  Tear  1746. 

As  his  worm-eaten  volumes  old  rime  tumbled  o'er 
To.  review  the  great  actions  that  happen'dof  yore; 
When  the  names  of  young  Aminon  and  Ca;far  he 

faw, 

He  to  one  oppos'd  Churchill— to  th'  other  Naffau; 
Then  faid,  with  a  figh,  "  What !  has  Britain  no 

"  friend  ?  [end  ?" 

<c  With  thefe  muft  her  long  race  of  heroes  have 
When  ftraight  a  loud  blail  on  her  trumpet  fame 

blew, 
.Which   fo  long  had   been   filent,  the   found  he 

fcarce  knew ; 

But  foon  in  his  fight  the  fwift  goddefs  appear'd, 
And,  half  out  of  breath,  cry'd — "  News,  news ! 

"  have  you- heard  ? — 

"  I  have  yet  one  hero  to  add  to  your  ftore, 
*f  Brave  William  has  conquer'd — Rebellion's  no 

"  more." 

Well  pleas'd,  in  his  annals  time  fet  down  the  name, 
Made  the  record  authentic-. -and  gave  it  to  fame. 
VOL.  X. 


VERSES 


Tnferibed  on  a  Monument,  called  The  Tomb  of  Care 
in  the  Garden  ufthe  late  John  Rich,  Efq.  at  Co<wleyt 
in  Middlefex  ;  ivbercon  three  beautiful  Boys  are  co 
vering  a  Funeral  Urn  tuitl  a  Veil  of  Floiven. 

WHY,  bnfy  boys,  why  thus  entwine 
The  flowery  veil  around  this  fhrine  ? 
As  if,  for  halcyon  days  like  thefe, 
The  fight  too  folemu  were  to  pleafe : 
Midaken  boys,  what  fight's  fo  fair— 
To  mortals,  as  the  Tomb  of  Care  ? 
Here  let  the  gloomy  tyrant  lie  ; 
His  urn  an  altar  fnal!  fupply, 
Sacred  to  eafe,  and  focial  mirth; 
For  Care's  deceafe— is  Pleafure's  birth. 

THE  EPITAPH 

(/«  Letters  of  Brafs,  inf cried  by  a  Female  Figure  rt- 
frefenting  HiJ?ory\  on  a  Marble  Pyramid  of  'the  /i^e- 
nument  of  John  Duke  of  Argyll. 

BRITON,  behold,  if  patriot  worth  be  dear, 
A  fhrine  that  claims  thy  tributary  tear  1 
Silent  that  tongue  admiring  fenates  heard, 
Nervelefs  that  arm  oppofing  legions  fear'd  ! 
Nor  Ids,  O  Campbell !  thine  the  pow'r  to  pleafe, 
And  give  to  grandeur  all  the  grace  of  eafe. 
Long,  from  thy  life,  let  kindred  heroes  trace 
Arts  which  ennoble  ftill  the  nobleft  race — 
Other?  may  owe  their  future  fame  to  me  ; 
I  borrow  immortality  from  thee. 

Wsjlminfler  Al'bey.  P.WaiTEHEAD. 

VERSES 

On  the  Name,  P.  WbitebeaJ,  fubfcribcd  to  the  above 
InfcriftioL,  being  removed  thence  fame  time  after  the. 
Monument  -was  erefied. 

O'ER  the  tombs  as  pale  envy  was  hov'ring  around, 
The  manes  of  each  hallow'd  hero  to  wound  ; 
On  Areyll's,  when  flic  faw  only  truth  was  re 
lated 

Of  him,  whom  alive  (he  moft  mortally  hated, 
And  finding  the  record  adopted  by  fame, 
In  revenge  to  the  poet — flie  gnaw'd  out  his  name. 

VERSES 

To  Mr.  Brooke,  on  the  Refufal  of  a  Licence  1o  bis 
Play  cf  Gujlai'us  V<ifaf 

WHILE  Athens  glory'd  in  her  free-born  race, 
And  fciencc  flourifh'd  round  her  fav'rite  place, 
The  ir.ufe  unfetter'd  trod  the  Grecian  {lage  ; 
Free  were  her  pinions,  unreftrain'd  her  rage  : 
Bold  and  fecui;e  fhe  aim'd  the  pointed  dart, 
And  pour'd  the  precept  poignant  to  the  heart, 
Till  dire  dominion  ftretch'd  her  iawlefs  fway, 
And  Athens'  fors  were  deftin'd  to  obey  : 
Then,  firft,  the  {lage  "a  licens'd  bondage  knew, 
And  tyrants  quafh'd  the  fcene  they  fear'd  to  view  : 
Fair  freedom's  voice  no  more  was  heard  to  charm, 
Or  liberty  the  Attic  audience  warm. 

Then  fled  the  mufe,  indignant,  from  the  fhorej 
Nor  dtign'd  to  dwell  where  freedom  was  no  more  :. 
3  * 


THE   WORKS    OF    P.  WHITEHEAD. 


ln  then,  alas !  flie  fought  Britannia's  ifle, 
Charm'd  with  her  voice,  and  cheer'd  us  with  her 

fmile. 

If  Gallic  laws  her  gen'rous  flight  reftrain, 
And  bind  her  captive  with  th'  ignable  chain  ; 
Bold  and  unlicens'd,  in  Eliza's  days, 
Free  fiow'd  her  numbers,  flourifh'd  fair  her  bays; 
O'er  Britain's  ftage  majeftic,  unconfin'd, 
She  tun'd  her  patriot  leffons  to  mankind  ; 
For  mighty  heroes  ranlack'd  ev'ry  age,        [page- 
Then  beam'd  them  glorious  in  her  Shakfpeare's 

Shakfpeare's  no   more ! — loft  was  the   poet's 

name, 

Till  thou,  my  friend,  my  genius,  fprung  to  fame  ; 
Lur'd  by  his  laurel's  never-fading  bloom, 
You  boldly  fnatch'd  the  trophy  from  his  tomb, 
Taught  the  declining  mufe  again  to  foar, 
And  to  Britannia  gave  one  poet  more. 

Pleas'd,  in  thy  lays  we  fee  Guftavus  live  ; 
B.ut,  O  Guftavus  !  if  thou  canft,  forgive. 
Bjritoi  • ,  more  favage  than  the  tyrant  Dane, 
Beneath  whofe  yoke  you  drew  the  galling  chain, 
Degen'rate  Britons,  by  thy  worth  difmay'd, 
Profane  thy  glories,  and  profcribe  thy  fliade. 

S.ONG. 

As  Granville!s  foft   numbers  tune   Myra's  juft 

praife, 

And  Chloe  fhines  lovely  in  Prior's  fvveet  lays  ; 
So,  would  Daphne  but  fmile,  their  example  I'd 

follow, 

And,  as  fhe  looks  like  Venus,  I'd  fing  like  Apollo  : 
'    But,  alas  !  while  no  fmiles  from  the  fair  one  in- 

fpire, '   '  [lyre  ! 

How  languid  my  ftrains,  and  how  tunelefs  my 

Go,  zephyrs,  falute  in  foft  accents  her  ear, 
And  tell  how  I  languish,  fjgh,  pine,  and  defpair ; 
In  gentleft  murmurs  my  paffion  commend, 
But  whifper  it  folly,  for  fear  you  offend  : 
*   For  fure,  O  ye  winds,  you  may  tell  her  my  pain ; 
'TisStrephon's  to  fuffer,  but  not  to  complain. 


Wherever  I  go,  or  whatever  I  do, 
Stillfomething  prefents  the  fair  nymph  to  my  view. 
If  I  tiaverfe  the  garden,  the  garden  ftili  fiiows 
Me  her  neck  in  the  lily,  her  lip  in  the  r<-fe : 

But  with  her  neither  lily  nor  rofe  can  compare ; 

Far  fweeter's  her  lip,  and  her  bolom  more  fair. 

If,  to  vent  my  fond  anguifli,  I  fteal  to  the  grove, 
The  fpring  there  prefents  the  freih  bloom  of  my 

love; 

The  nightingale  too,  with  impertinent  noife, 
Pours  forth  her  fweet  ftrains  in  my  fyren's  fweet 
voice  :  [brings ; 

Thus  the  grove  and  its  mufic  her   image  ftill 
For  like  the  fpring  fhe  looks  fair,  like  the  night 
ingale  fings. 

If,  forfaking  the  groves,  I  fly  to  the  court, 
Where  beauty  and  fplendour  united  refort, 
Some  glimpfe  of  my  fair  in  each  charmer  I  fpy, 
In  Richmond's  fair  form,  or  in  Brudenel's  bright 
eye ;  [appear  ? 

But,  alas !  what  would  Brudenel  or  Richmond 
Unheeded  they'd  pals,  were  my  Daphne  but 
there. 

If  to  books  I  retire,  to  drown  my  fond  pain, 

And  dwell  over  Horace,  or  Ovid's  fweet  ttrain ; 

In  Lydia,  or  Chloe,  my  Daphne  I  find ; 

But  Chloe  was  courteous,  and  Lydia  was  kind : 
Like  Lydia,  or  Chloe,  would  Daphne  but  prove, 
Like  Horace,  or  Ovid,  I'd  fing  and  I'd  love. 

TO  DR.  SCHOMBERG,  OF  BATH. 

To  Schomberg  quoth  Death,  "  I  your  patient  wll| 
"  have  :"  [lave.** 

To  Death  replied  Schomberg,  "  My  patient  I'll 
Then  Death  feiz'd  his  arrow,  the  Doctor  his  pen, 
And  each  wound  the  one  gave,  t'  other  heai'd  it 

again  ; 

Till  Death  fwore  he  never  had  met  fuch  defiance. 
Since  he  and  the  college  had  been  in  alliance. 
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Do  thou  fair  TRUTH  defcend, 

And  watchful  guard  him  in  an  honeft  end ; 

Kindly  fevere,  inftruct  his  equal  line, 

To  court  no  friend,  nor  own  a  foe  but  thine. 

But  if  his  giddy  eye  fliould  vainly  quit 

Thy  facred  patha,  to  run  the  mufe  of  wit ; 

If  his  apoftate  heart  fliould  e'er  incline 

To  offer  incenfe  at  Corruption's  fhrine, 

Urge,  urge  thy  power ;  the  black  attempt  confound, 

And  dafh  the  fmoking  cenfor  to  the  ground. 

Thus  aw'd  to  fear  inftruded  bards  may  fee, 

That  guilt  is  doom'd  to  fink  in  infamy. 

ESSAY  ON  SATIRE,  PAR*  III, 


EDINBURGH: 

PRINTED  BY  MVNDELL  AXD  SON,  ROYAL  BANK  CLOSE- 

Anno  1794, 


THE  LIFE  OF  BROPFN. 


JOHS  BROWN  was  born  at  Rothbury,  in  the  county  of  Northumberland,  November  c.  1715.  He 
was  defccnded  from  the  family  of  Brown  of  Coalfton  in  Haddingtonlhire.  His  father,  the  Rev. 
John  Brown,  was  a  native  of  Dunfe  in  Berwicklhire  ;  and,  at  the  time  of  his  fon's  birth,  was  curate 
to  Dr.  Thomlinfon  redlor  of  Rothbury.  He  was  collated  by  Dr.  Nieolfon  Biihop  of  Carlifle,  to 
the  vicarage  of  Wigton  in  Cumberland,  in  the  latter  end  of  1715.  His  mother's  maiden  name 
was  Potts. 

He  received  the  firft  part  of  his  education  at  the  grammar  fchool  of  Wigton.  From  thence  he 
was  removed  to  the  Univerfay  of  Cambridge,  where  he  was  entered  of  St.  John's  College,  Dccem* 
fcer  18.  1733,  under  the  tuition  of  Dr.  Tonftall. 

He  took  the  degree  of  Bachelor  of  Arts  in  1735,  with  great  reputation,  bein g  at  the  head  of  the 
tvranglers,  and  returned  to  Wigton,  where  he  was  ordained  by  Dr.  Fleming  biftiop  of  Carl'fle.  His 
firft  preferment  was  to  a  minor  canonry  and  lecturer  fliip  of  the  cathedral  church  of  Carliile.  He 
remained  in  obfcurity  in  that  city  till  1739,  when  he  went  to  Cambridge,  to  take  his  degree  o£ 
Mafter  of  Arts. 

In  1745,  he  diftinguUhed  himfelf  by  his  zeal  for  government;  and  a<5ted  as  a  volunteer  at  the 
fiege  of  Carlifle,  durkg  which  he  behaved  with  great  intrepidity. 

After  the  defeat  of  the  rebels,  when  feveral  of  them  were  to  be  tried  at  the  affizcs  held  at  Ctr- 
lifle  in  1746,  he  preached  Two  Sermons  on  the  mutual  connection  between  religious  truth  »nd  civil 
freedom,  and  between  fuperftition,  tyranny,  irreligion,  and  atheiftn. 

His  attachment  to  Whig  principles  procured  him  the  friendfhjp  of  Dr.  Ofbaldefton,  v;ho  contri 
buted  to  his  obtaining  from  the  Dean  and  Chapter  of  Carlifle  the  living  of  Morland,  in  the  county 
of  Weftmoreland  ;  and,  on  the  death  cf  Dr.  Fleming,  being  advanced  to  that  fee,  appointed  him 
one  of  his  chaplains.  He  refigned  his  preferment  in  the  cathedral  of  Carlifle  in  difguft. 

In  the  early  part  of  his  life,  and  probably  during  his  refidence  at  Carlifle,  he  wrote  his  poem  in 
tituled  Honour,  infcribed  to  Lord  Vifcount  Lonfdale. 

His  next  poetical  performance,  though  not  immediately  publifhed,  was  his  Ejay  on  Satire,  in  three 
parts,  addrefled  to  Warburton,  who  immediately  introduced  him  to  his  friend  Ralph  Allen,  Efq.  of 
Prior  Parks,  near  Bath,  to  whofe  generofity  he  was  indebted,  at  a  time  when  his  circumftances  had 
not  raifed  him  above  pecuniary  obligations. 

On  the  azd  of  April  1750,  he  preached  a  fermon  at  the  Abbey-Church  at  Bath,  for  the  benefit 
Of  the  General  Hofpital,  On  tie  Purfu'rt  ofFalfe  Pleafure,  and  the  Mifcbiefs  of  Immoderate  Gaming,  which 
•was  attended  by  the  fuppreffion  of  die  public  gaming-tables  in  that  city ;  an  effect  which  did  honour 
to  the  preacher's  eloquence. 

In  1751,  his  EJJay  on  Satire  was  given  to  the  world  in  the  fecond  volume  of  Warburton's  edition 
cf  Pope's  Works,  with  which  it  {till  continues  to  be  printed,  as  well  as  in  the  third  volume  uf 
"  Dodfley's  Colle&ion." 

The  fame  year,  he  publifhed,  what  may  be  ftill  regarded  as  his  capital  production,  his  EJjays  ori 
tie  Claraaeriftic*  of  the  Earl  ofSbaftfory.  I.  On  Ridicule,  conf.de  red  a,  tbe-Teft  of  Truth.  II.  On  the 
JMotives  to  Virtue,  and  the  Neceffity  ef  Religious  Principle.  III.  On  Revealed  Religion  and  Cbrijlianify. 
The  work  was  dedicated  to  Mr.  Allen,  and  received  by  the  public  with  a  high  degree  of  applaufe* 
In  the  laft  E/ay,  he  is  faid  to  have  received  confiderable  afliftance  from  his  father.  The  fifth  edi 
tion  was  printed  in  1764.  Mr.  Charles  Bulkeley,  a  DifTenting  M5nifter,'publiihed  two  pamphlets 
pi  vindication  of  Shaftefbury,  in  17^1  and  *7£3,  written  with  ability 
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He  had  a  principal  hand  in  the  compofition  of  an  "  Effay  on  Mufical  Expreffion,"  by  Mr.  Charles 
Avifon,  which  came  out  in  rhat  year,  and  was  well  received.  To  the  fecond  edition,  which  ap 
peared  in  1753,  was  added  an  ingenious  and  learned  letter  to  the  author  concerning  the  nmfic  of 
the  ancients,  by  the  late  Dr.  Jortin  though  puMifhed  without  his  name. 

In  1 754,  he  printed  a  fermon  On  the  Ufe  and  Abufe  of  Externals  in  Religion ,-  in  which,  while  he  allows 
and  contends  for  the  great  expediency  of  ceremonials  in  worfliip,  he  does  not  feem  attached  to  any 
particular  mode  as  defigned  to  diftinguifh  particular  feds,  but  vindicates  the  outward  forms  of  devo 
tion  only  fo  far  as  they  are  calculated  to  promote  the  purpofes  of  religion,  and  the  general  union  of 
all  the  profefiions  of  Chriftianity. 

About  this  time,  he  was  promoted  by  the  Earl  of  Hardwicke  to  the  living  of  Great  HorkeHey  in 
Effex,  upon  the  felicitation  of  his  fon  the  Hon.  Charles  Yorke,  to  whom  he  had  been  recommended 
by  Warburton. 

In  I755»  his  Barbarofla,  a  tragedy,  was  acted  at  the  theatre  in  Drury-Lane.  The  defign  feems 
borrowed  from  "  Merope ."  Zapklra$  diflrefs  and  her  refolutions  greatly  refemble  Merofcs ;  and 
the  character  of  Barbarojfa  feems  to  be  drawn  after  Polipbontes*  with  fome  few  ftrokes  of  Bajazctt 
and  the  bluftering  monarch  in  the  "  Mourning  Bride."  It  met  with  great  fuccefs  in  the  reprefen- 
tation  ;  and,  being  a  play  of  buftle  and  bufinefs,  ftill  keeps  poffeffion  of  the  ftage.  Garrick  furnifli- 
ed  the  prologue  and  epilogue. 

The  fame  year,  he  took  the  degree  of  Doctor  of  Divinity  at  Cambridge. 

In  1756,  his  Atbeljian*  a  tragedy  was  acted  at  the  theatre  in  Drnry-Lane,  and  was  well  received 
by  the  public,  but  did  not  become  fo  popular  a  play  as  BarbaroJJa;  and  though  much  the  more  ori 
ginal  and  better  executed  piece  of  the  two,  has  been  fcarcely  heard  or  thought  of  fince  its  firft  rurr. 
It  is  founded  on  the  Britifh  hiftory,  and  has  great  merit.  The  ftruggles  and  conflicts  of  various 
paflion.  which  Atleljlan  is  made  to  undergo,  before  his  paternal  and  domeftic  affections  get  the  better 
of  a  refentment  which  had  led  him  into  an  act  of  treafon  againft  his  prince  and  country,  are  finely 
fupported,  and  perhaps  fcarcely  excelled  in  any  of  our  modern  tragedies.  He  did  not  give  his  name 
to  the  world  either  with  BarbaroJJa  or  Atbeljlan. 

J-n  I757>  ne  publifhed  his  famous  Sjliinate  of  tie  Manners  and  Principles  of  tie  Times  ^  which  had 
a  very  rapid  fale,  feven  editions  of  it  having  been  printed  in  little  more  than  a  year.  It  came  out 
•when  the  minds  of  the  people  were  extremely  deprefied  by  fome  unprofperons  events,  and  when, 
conlequently,  they  were  more  ready  to  liften  to  the  melancholy,  and  perhaps  too  juft  reprefentation 
of  the  manners  and  principles  of  the  nation.  The  chief  defign  of  the  EJlimate  was  to  fhow  that  a 
vain,  luxurious,  and  felfifh  effeminacy,  in  the  higher  ranks  of  life,  marked  the  character  of  the  age; 
and  to  point  out  the  effects  and  fources  of  this  effeminacy.  In  the  profecution  of  his  defign,  he 
certainty  difplayed  much  fagacity  and  ingenuity  of  obfervation.  His  characters  are  ftrongly  mark 
ed  ;  and  the  ftyle  elegant,  pointed,  and  lively ;  though  it  muft  likewife  be  acknowledged,  that  his 
remarks  are  fometimes  too  minute,  and  that  he  writes  with  too  great  an  air  of  felf-importance.  The 
work,  which  at  firft  met  with  far  more  applaufe  than  cenfure,  was  in  a  fhort  time  run  down  by  po 
pular  clamour ;  but  not  anfwered.  Several  antaganifts  rofe  up  againft  him,  fome  of  whom  were  of 
very  little  conffquence.  Ralph,  in  his  "  Cafe  of  Authors,"  was  a  formidable  adverfary.  One  of 
the  beft  anfwers  to  the  EJlimate  was  "  The  Characteriftics  of  the  Prefent  State  of  Great  Britain," 
written  by  Dr.  Wallace  of  Edinburgh. 

In  the  fummer  after  the  EJlimate  was  publifhed,  as  he  was  one  night  fitting  alone  in  Vauxhall 
Gardens,  the  following  Impromptu,  with  which  he  was  much  pleafed,  was  fent  him  by  an  unknown 
hand : 

O  fay,  thou  gracious  cenfor  of  the  age, 

What  can  thy  foli'ary  thoughts  engage; 

What  lures  thee  thus  to  pleafure  *  golden  reign; 

Cani'ft  thou  like  Cato,  to  go  out  again  : 

Jlo  !  fent  like  Raphael  from  the  heavenly  powers, 

To  meet  the  inhabitants  of  Eden's  bowers, 

Welcome,  O  fcer  !   purfue  the  glorious  plan,  < 

To  mark  the  manners,  and  reform  the  man. 
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T?hj£  teftimony  given  Ey  Voltaire,  to  the  effect  which  the  Efllmate  had  on  the  conduct  of  the 
nation,  is  very  honourable  to  Brown.  "  At  this  time  (1756)  there  appeared  a  book  intitled  "  An 
"  Eftimate  of  the  Manners  of  the  Times,"  of  which  there  was  no  lefs  then  five  editions  printed  off 
in  London  in  the  fpace  of  three  months.  In  this  treatife  the  author  proves  that  the  Englifh  nation 
was  entirely  degenerated;  that  it  was  near  its  ruin  ;  that  its  inhabitants  were  no  longer  fo  robuffc 
and  hardy  as  in  former  times  ;  and  that  its  foldiers  had  loft  their  courage.  This  work  roufed  the 
fenfibility  of  the  Englifh  nation,  and  produced  tbe  following  confequences  :  They  attacked  almoft 
at  one  and  the  fame  time,  all  the  fea  coafts  of  France,  and  her  poffeffions  in  Afia,  Africa,  and 
America." 

In  1758,  he  publifhed  the  fecond  volume  of  his  EJiimtte,  &c.  containing  fome  additional  remarks 
on  the  ruling  manners  and  principles,  which  manifefted  hisufual  ingenuity.  The  (ketches  of  a  greafc 
minifter,  and  of  a  political  writer,  defigned  for  Mr.  Pitt  and  himfelf,  are  very  mafterly.  But  his 
vanity,  which  is  too  confpicuous  in  this  volume,  expofed  him.  to  general  cenfure  and  diflike ;  and 
the  prejudices  againft  him  occafioned  the  real  excellencies  of  the  work  to  be  very  much  overlooked. 
The  periodical  critics  treated  him  with  uncommon  fevcrity;  andfuch  a  multitude  of  antagonifts  rofe 
againft  him;  fo  many  objections  were  urged  upon  him  by  friends  as  well  as  enemies,  that  he  feema 
to  have  been  deeply  impreffed,  and  to  have  retired  for  a  while  into  the  country,  from  whence  he 
wrote  An  Explanatory  Defence  of  tbe  Efimate,  &c.  in  a  feries  of  letters  to  a  nobla  friend,  which  end 
ed  on  his  part  the  affair  of  the  Eftimate,  that  at  firft  gained  him  an  extravagant  applaufe,  and  ac 
length  expofed  him  to  as  extravagant  cenfure ;  to  the  latter  of  which,  though  the  uprightnefs  of 
his  intentions  cannot  be  reafonably  doubted,  it  muft  be  allowed  that  he  contributed  by  his  own  in- 
diicretion. 

Between  the  appearance  of  the  fecond  volume  of  the  Efinate  and  Explanatory  Defence,  he  repub- 
lifhed  Walker's  "  Narrative  of  the  Siege  of  Londonderry,"  Svo,  "  as  an  ufeful  leffon  to  the  prefent 
times,  with  a  prefatory  addrefs  to  the  public." 

About  this  time,  his  friend  Dr.  Ofbaldefton  prefented  him  to  the  vicarage  of  Newcaftle  upon  Tync^f 
which  enabled  him  to  refign  the  living  of  Great  Horkefley  to  Lord  Hardwicke,  between  whom,  as 
well  as  Warburton  and  him,  there  had  fome  time  before  been  a  coolnefs.  It  was  probably  owing  to  the 
influence  of  the  fame  prelate,  that  he  was  appointed  one  of  the  chaplains  in  ordinary  to  his  prefent 
Majefty.  He  received  no  higher  preferment,  which  muft  have  been  a  great  mortification  to  him, 
as  he  undoubtedly  efteemed  himfelf  qualified  for  the  higheft  office*  in  the  church  ;  and  his  abilities, 
under  proper  direction,  would  have  rendered  him  equal  to  any  ftation. 

In  1760,  he  publifhed  an  Additional  Dialogue  of  tbe  Dead,  between  Pericles  and  Ariftides,  defigned 
to  vindicate  the  political  character  and  conduct  of  Mr  Pitt,  againft  fome  hints  of  difapprobatiort 
thrown  out  with  regard  to  his  meafures,  by  Lyttleton,  in  his  "  Dialogue  between  Pericles  and' 
Cofmo." 

His  next  publication  was  The  Cure  of  Saul,  a  Sacred  Ode,  4to,  ^763,  afterwards  fet  to  mufic,  and 
performed  as  an  oratorio.  It  was  followed,  in  the  fame  year,  by  A  Di/ertation  en  tbe  Rife,  Umtn, 
and  Power,  tbe  ProgreJJions,  Separations,  and  Corruptions,  of  Poetry  and  Mufic,  4to  one  of  the  tnoft  pleaf- 
ing  of  his  performances.  It  difplays  great  ingenuity,  and  abounds  with  critical  difcuffions,  fome 
more,  fome  lefs  happily  conducted.  But  it  muft  be  confeffed  that  he  has  given  free  indulgence  to 
farcy  and  conjecture,  and  has  formed  a  round  and  compact  fyftem  out  of  very  {lender  materials. 
The  anonymous  writer  of  "  Some  Obfervations  on  Dr  Brown's  Differtation  on  the  Rife,  Union, 
&c.  of  F<  etry  and  Mufic,"  410,  pointed  out  feveral  of  his  miftakes  with  great  critical  fagacity, 
depth  of  learning,  and  ftrength  of  judgment ;  Which  produced  Remarks  on  tie  Qbfer-bationt,  WV.  8vo, 
1764- 

The  fame  year,  he  pnblHhed  The  Hijlory  of  the  Rife  and  Progrefs  of  Poetry,  through  its  feveral  Specter^ 
Svo,  which  is  no  more  than  the  fubfiance  of  what  was  given  on  the  fame  fifyject  in  the  Differtation., 
but  diverted  of  what  related  fpecifically  to  mufic. 

It  was  followed,  in  the  fame  year,  by  a  volume  of  Sermons,  dedicated  to  his  patron,  Dr.  Ofbaldef 
ton  bifhop  of  London,  moft  of  which  had  before  been  feparately  printed,  and  are  amongft  the  moft 
f  afuable  and  leaft  exceptionable  of  hi*  writings,  .In  the  three  fermons  on  education,  he  has  unaa- 

3  I  in) 


8;*  THE    LIFE    OF   BROWN. 

fwerably  refused  fome  of  the  pcfitions  of  Rouffean  and  other  fpeculatilh,  and  has  proved,  beyond 
reafonablc  contradiction,  the  importance,  and  indeed  the  necefiky,  of  forming  the  minds  of  children 
to  early  habits  of  piety  and  virtue. 

In  the  beginning  of  1765,  he  again  reverted  to  politics,  and  publifhed  Thoughts  on  Civil  Liberty, 
LicfHiioufnefs,  and  Faftion,  8vo,  a  work  which,  though  drawn  up  with  great  parade,  and  affuming  a 
Scientific  form,  was  in  fact  little  more  than  a  party  pamphlet,  intended  to  cenfure  the  perfons  who 
at  that  time  oppofed  the  meafures  of  adminiftration. 

Hi«  next  publication  was  a  Sermon  »n  the  Fenialt  Charaftcr  and  Education,  preached  May  16.  1765, 
before  the  Guardians  of  the  Afylum  for  Deferted  Female  Orphans.  It  was  intended  as  a  fequel  to 
the  three  before  publifhed  on  the  general  fubjcct  of  education.  His  fentiments  on  the  religious  opi 
nions  proper  to  be  ioftilled  into  the  minds  of  children,  appear  to  be  liberal.  With  regard  to  moral 
and  political  principles,  he  is  for  having  fuch  only  inculcated  as  are  clearly  built  on  the  precepts  of 
Chriilianity  and  the  laws  of  freedom.  To  the  quellion,  "  Whether  there  be  any  opinions  or  prin 
ciples  which  ought  not  to  be  tolerated  (or  fuffered  to  be  taught)  in  a  well  ordered  free  communi 
ty  ?"  he  replies,  that  in  his  judgment  there  are  many  opinions  or  principles  tending  evidently  to  the 
destruction  of  ibci*y  or  freedom,  and  which  therefore  ought  not  to  be  tolerated  in  a  well  ordered 
iree  community.  He  gives  an  inftance  in  each  of  the  three  capital  fpecics,  religious,  moral,  and 
political.  The  iisftar.ces  are  taken  from  Locke,  and  fupported  by  that  great  mai)'^  authority;  but 
it  may  now  be  obferved,  that  a  deeper  inveftigation  of  the  fubject,  and  a  more  enlarged  experience, 
have  convinced  the  enlightened  part  of  mankind  that  toleration  may  fafely  be  extended  farther  than 
even  Locke  imagined. 

His  latl  publication  was  A  Letter  to  the  Rtv.  Dr.  Loivtl,  occafioned  l>y  his  Letter  to  the  Right  Rev, 
Author  cf the  D'fuim  Legation  of  Mofes^  8vo,  1766,  intended  to  vindicate  himfdf  againft  the  iufiuua- 
tions  of  his  being  one  of  the  extravagant  adulators  and  defenders  of  Warbarton. 

At  the  end  of  feveral  of  his  later  writings,  he  announced  a  work,  intituled,  Principles  of  Chrijlian 
Legif.atian ;  but  he  was  prevented  from  publifaing  it  by  his  death. 

hi  1765,  Dr.  Dumarefque,  who  had  been  invited,  in  the  preceding  year,  to  Ruflia,  by  the  pre- 
fcnt  Eiuprefs,  to  give  his  afii fiance  in  regulating  the  public  fchools,  defircd  his  advice  with  regard 
to  the  pnofecution  of  the  object  for  which  he  had  been  invited  to  that  country.  His  arfwer,  from 
the  flcetch  inferted  in  the  "  Biographia,"  ftrongly  difplays  the  greatnefs  and  extent  of  his  ideas; 
though,  inftead  of  confining  himfelf  to  the  eflablifhment  of  fchools,  which  was  all  that  was  re 
quired  of  him,  he  feemed  to  confider  himfelf  as  called  out  to  compile  a  code  of  laws,  and  to  be  the 
civiliztr,  and  indeed  the  legiflator,  of  the  whole  Ruffian  empire. 

The  Emprefs,  however,  was  fo  much  pleafed  with  it,  that  ihe  invited  him  to' her  court,  and  or 
dered  him  IOGO  1.  for  his  expences.  He  accepted  the  offer,  and  actually  prepared  for  his  journey; 
but  rinding  his  health  in  too  precarious  a  flate  to  admit  of  his  fulfilling  his  intention,  he  was  oblig 
ed  to  relir.quifh.  it.  He  therefore  returned  2co  1.  that  had  been  advanced,  deducting  only  97!.  6s. 
for  feme  extraordinary  expences,  and  wrote  a  long  letter  to  the  Emprefs,  which  does  great  honour 
to  his  abilities,  and  in  which  he  confines  himfelf  chiefly  to  the  fubject  of  education. 

This  difappointment,  concurring  with  his  flate  of  health  in  general,  and  accompanied  perhaps 
\vith  the  recollection  of  the  other  failures  that  had  happened  to  him  in  his  expectations  and  wilhes, 
•was  followed  by  a  dejection  of  fpirits,  v.'hich  he  had  been  often  fubject  to.  In  an  interval  of  de 
privation  of  re^fon,  he  was  prompted  to  do  violence  to  himfelf;  and,  on  the  23d  of  September,  cut 
his  throat  with  a  razor,  fo  effectually,  that  death  fpeedily  enfued,  in  the  jift  year  of  his  age. 

His  unhappy  end,  when  fome  previous  circumftances  of  his  life  are  confidered,  will  caft  no  flain 
en  his  character.  He  had  a  tendency  to  infanity  in  his  conftitution,  and  from  his  early  life  had 
been  fubject  at. times  to  fome  diforder  in  his  brain,  at  lead  to  melancholy  in  its  excefs.  Mrs.  Gil- 
pin  of  Carlifle,  foon  after  his  death,  wrote  in  the  following  terms,  in  a  letter  to  a  friend  :  "  His 
cliftcmper  was  a  frenzy,  to  -which  he  had  by  fits  been  long  fubject,  to  my  own  knowledge  above 
thirty  years.  Had  it  not  been  for  Mr.  Farifh  (a  worthy  clergyman  of  Carlifle),  frequently,  and 
once  myfelf,  the  fame  event  would  have  happened  to  him  long  ago.  It  was  no  premeditated  piir- 
in  him ;  for  he  abhorred  the  thought  of  feif-murder,  and  in  bitternefs  of  foul  cxprefied  hi* 
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fears  to  me,  that  one  time  or  other  fome  ready  mifchicf  might  prelcnt  itieU'  to  hun  at  a  time  when 
he  was  wholly  deprived  of  his  reafon." 

Befidcs  the  works  which  have  been  mentioned,  Brown  publifhed  a  pcem  on  Lilerty,  ia  folio,  1758, 
which  die  diligence  of  the  prefent  writer  has  not  been  able  to  procure  j  two  or  three  anonymous 
pamphlets;  A  Defer iptim  of  Kefwick,  in  a  letter  to  Lytilcton,  and  a  fhott  paper,  iatkukd,.  Th  Je- 
fulls,  prefcrved  in  the  "  Biographia." 

IQ  his  will,  he  re  quells  that  the  Rev.  Nathaniel  Clayton  of  St.  John's  Church,  Newcaftle,  the 
Rev.  Mr.  Barrel,  Percival  Clennel,  Efq.  and  Jofeph  Airey,  Efq.  would  revifc  and  cotredl  the  ma- 
nufcript  intituled  Principles  of  Lcgijlution  ;  and,  as  the  copy  of  it  was  in  fome  places  interlined  and 
obfcure,  he  defires  that  they  will  make  it  cut  according  to  the  befh  of  their  judgment,  and  the  te 
nor  of  the  argument.  He  ordered  like  wife,  in  his  \*ill,  that  all  his  writings  already  publifned  fhould 
be  republiflied,  together  with  the  addition  of  fuch  manufcripts  and  copies  as  were  mentioned  in  a 
particular  paper,  and  that  they  fhould  be  publifhed  in  feven  volumes,  in  tbe  order  and  manner  de- 
fcribed  in  that  paper.  The  revifion  and  fuperintendence  of  the  publication  he  recommended  to  the 
four  gentlemen  above  mentioned.  The  property  of  his  works,  thus  publifhed,  he  bequeathed  to  the 
Rev.  William  Hall,  fon  to  the  Rev.  Mark  Hall,  upon  condition  that  he  aflifled  the  aforefaid  gen 
tlemen,  by  taking  the  principal  part  of  the  trouble  upon  lumfelf,  and  by  acling  according  to  their 
opinion  and  directions,  and  upon  condition  that  he  employed  Mr.  Lockycr  Davis  in  Holburn,  Lon 
don,  as  the  bookfeller  for  the  fale  of  the  firft  edition,  and  allowed  him  one  half  of  the  clear  profits 
of  that  edition.  The  reafons  why  the  orders  of  his  will  have  not  been  carried  into  execution,  arc 
not  affigned.  The  Principles  ef  Chrijlian  Legation,  at  leaft,  might  have  appeared,  without  any  dan* 
ger  of  lofs  to  the  proprietor. 

His  Poems,  difperfed  up  and  down  in  the  "  Mifcellanies,"  are  now,  for  the  firft  time,  received 
into  a  collection  of  claffical  Englifh  poetry. 

With  regard  to  the  general  character  of  Brown,  it  will  be  eafily  difccrned  that  he  was  a  man  of 
uncommon  ingenuity,  and  that  it  was  unfortunately  tinctured  with  an  undue  degree  of  felf-opinion. 
Perhaps  the  bias  of  his  mind  to  infanity  will  afiign  the  beft  caufe,  as  well  as  form  the  beft  excufe 
for  the  errors  he  has  been  charged  with  in  this  refpecl.  Hre  genius  was  extenfive  ;  for,  befides  his 
being  fo  elegant  a  profe  writer  in  various  kind*  of  compofition,  he  was  a  poet,  a  mufician,  and  a 
painter.  He  bequeathed,  by  his  will,  the  pictures  of  his  father  and  mother,  painted  in  crayons  by 
himfelf.  He  played  well  on  feveral  hifiruments.  His  learning  does  not  appear  to  have  been  equal 
to  his  genius.  His  invention  was  indeed  inexhauftible ;  which  led  him  to  form  magnificent  plans, 
which  required  a  greater  extent  of  erudition  than  he  was  poffeffed  of,  fully  to  execute.  In  divinity, 
properly  fo  called,  as  including  an  extenfive  knowledge  of  the  controverted  points  of  theology,  and 
a  critical  acquaintance  with  the  fcriptures,  he  was  not  deeply  conversant.  However,  it  appears 
from  his  Sermons,  that  his  ideas  of  thi*  kind  were  liberal,  and  that  he  did  not  lay  much  ftrefs  on  the 
difputed  doclrines  of  Chriftianity.  His  temper,  it  is  faid,  was  fufpicious,  and  fometimes  threw  him 
into  difagreeable  altercations  with  his  friends.  But  this  arofe  in  a  great  meafure,  if  not  entirely, 
from  his  cbnftitutional  diforder ;  for  it  has  been  obfervsd,  that  a  very  fufpicious  turn  of  mind  is 
one  of  the  fureft  prognoftics  of  lunacy.  He  has  been  charged  with  fhifting  about  too  fpeedily  with 
a  view  to  preferment ;  and  it  muft  be  acknowledged,  that  his  Thoughts  on  Civil  Liberty,  Licentioufnefst 
and  Fafiion,  feemed  to  have  fomething  of  that  appearance.  He  has,  however,  in  that  performance, 
endeavoured  to  remove  any  charge  of  that  nature,  by  obierving,  that  if  he  had  indireclly  cenfured 
thofe  whom  he  had  formerly  applauded,  he  never  was  attached  to  men  but  meafures.  At  the  cnn- 
clufion,  likewife,  of  his  Letter  to  Dr.  L<nvtbt  he  fays,  "  I  am,  and  ever  have  been,  confcious  of  the 
independence  of  my  mind,  and  I  hope  I  may  without  vanity  add,  the  integrity  of  my  heart."  Such,  too,  is 
the  teftimony  given  of  him  by  hisfurviving  friends.  Upon  the  whole,  his  dcfe<5K,  which  chiefly  arofb 
from  too  fanguine  a  temperament  of  conftitution,  were  compenfated  by  many  excellencies  and  virtues. 
With  refpecl  to  his  profe  writings,  they  are  all  of  them  elegant.  Even  thofe  which  are  of  a  more 
temporary  nature,  may  moft  of  them  continue  to  be  read  with  pleafure,  as  containing  a  variety  of 
curious  obiervation ;  and  others  of  his  works,  being  calculated  for  a  more  lafting  duration,  will  tranf- 
mit  hi»  name  with  coniiderable  reputation  to  future  times. 
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As  a  poet,  his  compofitions  are  chiefly  characterifed  by  elegance  of  diction,  manlinefs  of  fentt- 
ment,  facility  of  expreflion,  and  harmony  of  numbers.  The  defign  of  his  poem  intituled  Honour  is 
to  (how  that  true  honour  can  only  be  found  in  virtue  ;  and,  in  funport  of  fo  juft  a  doctrine,  he  ad 
vances  many  excellent  fentiments,  delivered  in  elegant  and  accurate  verification.  His  Effay  on  Sa 
tire  ts  very  properly  printed  with  Pope's  works,  as  it  is  written,  in  many  parts,  with  an  elegance, 
eorrectnefs,  fpirit,  and  harmony,  which  rival  the  beft  productions  of  that  celebrated  poet.  In  the 
third  part  of  the  £Jay,  in  which  he  celebrates  the  moft  eminent  fatirifts,  he  has  drawn  Pope's 
poetical  character  to  great  advantage.  , 

But  fee,  at  length,  the  Britifh  genius  fmile, 

And  {hower  her  bounties  o'er  her  favour'd  ifie ! 

Behold  for  Pope  (he  twines  the  laurel  crown, 

And  centres  every  poet's  power  in  one  : 

Each  Roman's  force  adorns  his  various  page  ; 

Gay  fmiles,  collected  ftrength,  and  manly  rage, 

Defpairing  guilt  and  dullnefs  lothc  the  fight, 

As  fpectres  vanifh  at  approaching  light  : 

In  this  clear  mirror  with  delight  we  view- 
Each  image  juflly  fine,  and  boldly  true  : 

Here  vice,  dragg'd  forth  by  truth's  fupreme  decree, 

Beholds  and  hates  her  own  deformity ; 

While  felf-feen  virtue  in  the  faithful  line 

"With  modeft  joys  furveys  her  form  divine. 

But  oh,  what  thoughts,  what  numbers  fhall  I  find. 

But  faintly  to  exprefs  the  poet's  mind  ! 

Who  yonder  ftars  effulgence  can  difplay, 
'Unlefs  he  dip  his  pencil  in  the  ray  ? 

Who  paint  a  god,  unlefs  the  god  infpire  ? 
What  catch  the  lightning,  but  the  fpecd  of  fire  ? 

SOj  mighty  Pope,  to  make  thy  genius  known. 
All  power  is  weak,  all  numbers — but  thy  own. 
Each  mufe  for  thce  with  kind  contention  ftrove, 
For  thee  the  graces  left  th'  Idalian  grove; 
With  watchful  fondnefs  o'er  thy  cradle  hung, 
Attun'd  thy  voice,  and  form'd  thy  infant  tongue. 
Next  to  her  bard  majeftic  wifdom  came  ; 
The  bard  enraptur'd  caught  the  heavenly  flame : 
With  tafte  fuperior  fcorn'd  the  venal  tribe, 
Whom  fear  can  fway,  or  guilty  greatnefs  bribe ; 
At  fancy's  call,  who  rear  the  wanton  fail, 
Sport  with  the  ftream,  and  trifle  in  the  gale  : 
Sublimer  views  thy  daring  fpirit  bound  ; 
Thy  mighty  voyage  was  creation's  round; 
Intent  new  worlds  of  wifdom  to  explore, 
And  blefs  mankind  with  virtue's  facred  ftorc 
A  nobler  joy  than  wit  can  give- .  impart ; 
And  pour  a  moral  tranfport  o'er  the  heart. 
Fantaftic  wit  flioots  momentary  fires, 
And  like  a  meteor, while  we  gaze,  expires: 
Wit  kindled  by  the  fulphurous  breath  of  vice, 
Like  the  blue  lightning,  while  it  ihines,  deftroys  ; 
But  genius,  fir'd  by  truth's  eternal  ray, 
Burns  clear  and  conftant,  like  the  fource  of  day  : 
Like  this  it<  beam,  prolific  and  refin'd, 
Feeds,  warms,  inipirits  and  exalts  the  mind; 
Mildly  difpels  each  winrery  pafTion's  gloom, 
And  opens  all  the  virtues  into  bloom. 
This  praife,  immortal  Pope,  to  thee  be  given. 
Thy  genius  was  indeed  a  gift  from  Heaven. 
Hail,  bard  unequall'd,  in  whofe  deathlefs  line 
Reafon  and  wit  with  ftrergth  collected  ftiine ; 
Where  matchlefs  wit  but  wins  the  fecond  praife, 
Loft,  nobly  loft,  in  truth's  fuperior  blaze. 
Did  friendftiip  e'er  miflead  thy  wandering  mufe  ? 
That  friendfhip  Cure  may  plead  the  great  excufe ; 
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That  facr^d  friendlhip  which  infpir'd  thy  fong, 
Fair  in  defect,  and  amiably  wrong. 
Error  like  this  ev'n  truth  can  fcarce  reprove  ; 
'Tis  almoft  virtue,  when  it  flows  from  love. 

Tn  his  Cure  of  Saul,  he  has  attempted  to  exprefs  the  varions  powers  of  that  mufic  whereby  the 
Ifraelitifh  ihepherd  charmed  his  unhappy  prince  If  this  facred  ode  docs  net  arife  to  the  poetry 
and  harmony  of  Dryden's  "  St.  Cecilia,"  it  has,  neverthelefs,  allowance  being  made  for  a. 
few  exceptions,  no  fmall  degree  of  beauty  and  merit,  and  ranks  with  the  moft  dlftinguilh- 
Cd  lyric  compofitions.  In  the  ftanza  beginning,  By  Jleeplefs  terror  Saul  pojjtjt'd,  the  dreadful 
images  of  terror  and  diftra<5Hon  are  well  fuftained.  and  the  meafure  of  the  verfe  happily  cor- 
refp'Tids  with  the  imagery.  The  laft  line  is  incorrect  and  inflated.  In  the  ftanza  beginning 
Sunk  on  tis  couch,  and  lathing  day,  we  are  pleafed  to  find  the  divine  mufkian  fo  affected  with 
the  miferies  of  the  monarch,  as  to  drop  a  generous  tear:  and  his  ready  addrefs  to  the  Almighty  w 
well  conceived.  The  ftanza  beginning  Harkt  loud  dlfcord  breaks  her  t! ain,  is  adequately  exprefled, 
except  the  laft  line,  which  is  too  feeble.  The  harmony  and  imagery  of  the  following  paffages  are 
itqually  beautiful,  and  appear,  to  the  prefent  writer,  to  be  faultlefe  throughout. 

Lead  the  foothing  verfe  along': 

He  feels,  he  feels  the  power  of  fung. 

Ocean  haftens  to  his  bed  : 
The  lab'ring mountain  rears  his  rock-encumber'd  head: 

Down  his  fteep  and  fliaggy  fide 

The  torrent  roll«  his  thundering  tide  ; 
Then  fmooth  and  clear,  along  the  fertile  plain 
Winds  his  majcftic  waters  to  the  diftam  main. 

Flocks  and  herds  the  hills  adorn  ; 

'J  he  lark  high  foanng,  hails  the  morn. 
And  while  along  yon  crimfon-clouded  fteep 
The  flow  fun  fteals  into  the  golden  deep, 

Hark  '   the  folemn  nightingale 

Warbles  to  the  woodland  dale. 
See  defcending  angeis  fhower 

Heaven's  own  blifs  on  Eden's  bower :  * 

Peace  on  nature's  lap  repofes  ; 

Pleafure  ftrewsher  guiltlefs  rofes; 

Joys  divine  in  circle'  move, 

Link'd  with  innocence  and  love. 
Hail  happy  1  ;ve,  with  innocence  combin'd  ! 
All  hail  ye  fmlef-  parents  of  mankind ! 

The  paffage  that  follows  this,  and,  for  the  inftruction  of  the  monarch,  reprefents  the  miferies  of 
«ur  firft  parents  as  the  confequence  of  their  guilt,  has  likewife  many  beauties.  The  unhappy  king 
<rould  not  but  apply  this  part  of  the  fong  to  himfelf. 

— With  pride,  and  ftiame,  and  anguifli  torn, 
Shot  fury  from  hi*  eyes,  and  fcorn. 

The  glowing  youth, 

Bold  m  truth, 
(So  ftill  fhojild  virtue  guilty  power  engage) 

With  brow  undaunted  met  his  rage. 
See,  his  cheek  kindles  into  generous  fire  : 

Stern  he  bends  him  o'er  his  lyre ; 

And.  while  the  doom  of  guilt  he  fings, 

Shakes  horror  from  the  tortur'd  ftrings. 

Nothing  can  be  more  happily  expreffive  than  the  laft  line;  we  almoft  tremble  while  \ve  read  it. 
-Some  exceptionable  paffige?  might  be  pointed  put ;  but  they  are  excufable,  uti  plant  mtent. 

«  The  mufic  to  the  Cure  of  Saul,"  Sir  John  Hawkins  obferves,  «  when  it  was  performed  as  an 
•ratorio,  was  partly  felected  by  Brown,  from  fuch  favourite  movements  in  the  works  of  the  moft 
celebrated  compofcrs  as  would  beft  exprefs  the  fenfe  of  the  words.  He  took,  in  particular  fo-  a 
folo  air,  the  faraband  intfie  eighth  fonata  of  Purcell's  fecond  opera ;  and,  for  the  chorus,  thar  moft 
admirable  movement  in  Purcell's  •'  O  give  thanks,"  «  Remember  me,  O  Lord;"  and  any  ftranger 
would  have  thenght  that  the  mufic  had  been  originally  compofed  for  the  ode." 
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PART  I. 

FATE  gave  the  word  :  the  cruel  arrow  fped} 
And  Pope  lies  number'd  with  the  mighty  dead  I 
Refign'd  he  fell ;  fuperior  to  the  dart, 
That  quench'd  its  rage  in   yours  and  Britain'* 

heart : 

You  mourn:  but  Britain,  lull'd  in  reft  profound, 
(Unconfcious  Britain)  !  flumbgrs  o'er  her  wound. 
Exulting  dulnefs  ey'd  the  fetting  light, 
And  flapp'd  her  wing,  impatient  for  the  night : 
Rous'd  at  the  fignal,  guilt  collects  her  train, 
And  counts  the  triumphs  of  her  growing  reign  : 
With  unextinguifhable  rage  they  burn  ;  II 

And  fnake-hung  envy  ruffes  o'er  his  urn  : 
Th'  envenom'd  monfters  fpit  their  deadly  foam* 
To  blaft  the  laurel  that  furrounds  his  tomb. 

But  you,  O  Warburton  !  whofe  eye  refin'd 
Can  fee  the  greatnefs  of  an  honeft  mind ; 
Can  fee  each  virtue  and  each  grace  unite, 
And  tafte  the  raptures  of  a  pure  delight ; 
You  viiit  oft  his  awful  page  with  care, 
And  view  that  bright  affemblage  treafur'd  there  ; 
You  trace  the  chain  that  links  hi.*  deep  defign,  ai 
And  pour  new  luftre  on  the  glowing  line. 
Yet  deign  to  hear  the  efforts  of  a  mufe,     - 
Whofe  eye,  not  wing,  his  ardent  flight  purfues  : 
Intent  from  this  great  archetype  to  draw 
Satire's  bright  form,  and  fix  her  equal  law  ; 
Pleas'd  if  from  hence  th'   unlearn'd  may  com 
prehend, 
And  reverence  his  and  fatire's  generous  end. 

In  every  breaft  there  burns  an  adive  flame, 
The  love  of  glory,  or  the  dread  of  fhame :         £• 
The  paffion  one,  though  various  it  appear, 
As  brighten'd  into  hope,  or  dimm'd  by  fear. 
The  lifping  infant,  and  the  hoary  fire, 
And  youth  and  manhood  feel  the  heart-born  fire  ; 
The  charms  of  praife  the  coy,  the  modcft  WOO, 
And  only  fly,  that  glory  may  purfue: 
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She,  power  refiftlefs,  rules  the  wife  and  great; 
Bends  ev'n  reluctant  hermits  at  her  feet: 
Haunts  the  proud  city,  and  the  lowly  (hade, 
And  fways  alike  thefceptre  and  thefpade.         40 
Thus  Heaven  in  pity  wakes  the  friendly  flame, 
To  urge  mankind  on  deeds  that  merit  fame  : 
But  man,  vain  man,  in  folly  only  wi!e, 
Rejects  the  manna  lent  him  from  the  Ikies : 
Witk  raptures  hears  corrupted  pafli.,n's  call, 
Stil!  proudly  prone  to  mingle  with  the  frail. 
As  each  deceitful  fhadow  tempts  his  view, 
He  for  the  imag'd  fubftance  quits  the  true ; 
Eager  to  catch  the  vifionary  prize, 
In  queft  of  glory  plunges  deep  in  vice ;  50 

Till  madly  zealous,  impotentiy  vain, 
He  forfeits  every  praife  he  pants  to  gain. 

Thus  ftill  imperious  nature  plies  her  part ; 
And  flill  her  di&ates  work  in  every  heart. 
Each  power  that  fovereign  nature  bids  enjoy, 
Man  may  corrupt,  but  man  can  ne'er  deftroy. 
JLike  mighty  rivers  with  refiftlefs  force 
The  paffions  rage,  obftru&ed  in  their  c<  urfe; 
Swell  to  new  heights,  forbidden  paths  explore,  59 
And  drown  thofe  virtues  which  they  fed  before. 

And  fure,  the  deadlieft  foe  to  virtue's  flame, 
Our  worft  of  evils,  is  perverted  fhame. 
Beneath  this  load,  what  abjedt  numbers  groan, 
Th'  entangled  flaves  to  folly  not  their  own  ! 
^/leady  by  fafhionable  fear  opprefs'd, 
We  feekour  virtues  in  each  other's  breaft ; 
Blind  to  ourfelves,  adopt  each  foreign  vice, 
Another's  weaknefs,  intereft,  or  caprice. 
Each  fool  to  low  ambition,  poorly  great, 
That  pines  in  fplendid  wretchednefs  of  flate,    70 
Tir'd  in  the  treacherous  chafe,  would  nobly  yield, 
And,  but  for  fhame,  like  Sylla,  quit  the  field  : 
The  demon  fhame  paints  ftrong  the  ridicule, 
And  whifpers  clofe,  "  The  world  will  call  you 

«'  fool." 

Behold  yon  wretch,  by  impious  fafhion  driven, 
Believes  and  trembles,  while  he  feoffs  at  Heaven. 
By  weaknefs  ftrong,  and  bold  through  fear  alone, 
He  dreads  the  fneer  by  (hallow  coxcombs  thrown ; 
Dauntlcfs  purfues  the  path  Spinoza  trod; 
To  man  a  coward,  and  a  brave  to  God.  80 

Faith,  juftice,  Heaven  irfelf  now  quit  their  hold, 
When  to  falfe  fame  the  captive  heart  is  fold  : 
Hence,  blind  to  truth,  relentlefs  Cato  dy'd  ; 
Nought  could  fubdue  his  virtue,  but  his  pride. 
Hence^chafte  Lucretia'.-  innocence  betray'd 
Eell  by  that  honour  which  was  meant  its  aid. 
Thus  virtue  finks  beneath  unnumber'd  woes, 
When  paffions.  born  her  friends,  revolt  her  foes. 

Hence  lathe's  power  :    'tis  her  corrective  part, 
To  calm  the  wild  dif<  rders  of  the  heart.  90 

She  points  the  arduous  hr ight  where  glory  lies, 
And  teaches  mad  ambition  to  be  wife  : 
In  the  dark  bofom  wakes  the  fair  riefire, 
Draws  good  from  ill,  a  brighter  flame  from  fire  : 
Strips  black  opprefilon  of  her  gay  difguife, 
And  bids  the  hag  m  native  horror  rife  ; 
Strikes  towering  pride  and  lawlefs  rapine  dead, 
*    And  planrs  the  wreath  on  virtue'-  awful  head. 
Nor  bnafts  the  mule  a  vain  imagin'd  power, 
Though  eft  fhe  mourcs  thofe  iiis  fhe  cannot  cure. 


The  worthy  court  her,  and  the  worthlefs  feaf ; 
Who  fhun  her  piercing  eye,  that  eye  revere.    IQ> 
Her  awful  voice  the  vain  and  vile  obey, 
And  every  foe  to  wifdorn  feels  her  fway. 
Smart?,  pedants,  as  fhe  fmiles,  no  more  are  vain; 
Defponding  fojs  refign  the  clouded  cane  : 
Hufh'd  at  her  voice,  peit  f»I1y'sfelf  isftill, 
And  dulnefs  wonders  while  fhe  drops  her  quill. 
Like  the  arm'd  bee,  with  art  moft  fubtly  true, 
From  poifonous  vice  fhe  draws  a  healing  dew  :  !!•• 
Weak  are  the  ties  that  civil  arts  car*  find, 
To  quell  the  ferment  of  the  tainted  mind  : 
Cunning  evades  lecurely  wrapp'd  in  wiles  ! 
And  force  Itrong  finew'd  rends  th'  unequal  toils  : 
The  ftream  of  vice  impetuous  drives  along, 
Too  deep  for  policy,  for  power  too  ftrong. 
Ev'n  fair  religion,  native  of  the  fkies, 
Scorn'd  by  the  crowd,  feck*  refuge  with  the  wife ; 
The  crowd  with  laughter  fpurns  her  awful  train, 
And  mercy  courts,  an  •  juftice  frowns  ir-  vain,  iz« 
But  fatire's  lhart  can  pierce  the  harden'd  breaft : 
She  plays  a  ruling  paffion  on  the  reft  : 
Undaunted  ftormsthe  battery  of  his  pride, 
And  awes  the  brave  that  earth  ami  H  aven  defy'd. 
When  fell  corruption,  by  her  vaffals  crown'd, 
Derides  fall'n  juftice  proftrate  on  the  ground ; 
Swift  to  redrelsan  injur'd  people's  groan, 
Bold  fatire  lhakes  the  tyrant  on  her  throne  ; 
Powerful  as  death,  defies  the  fordid  train, 
And  flaves  and  fyco,  hants  furround  in  vain.    13* 

But  with  the  friend i  of  vice,  the  foes  of  fatire, 
All  truth  is  fpleen  ;  all  juft  reproof,  ill-nature. 

Well  may  they  dread  the  mufe's  fatal  fkill ; 
Well  may  they  tremble  when  fhe  draws  her  quill : 
Her  ma;ric  quill,  that,  like  Ithuriel'sfpear, 
Reveals  the  cloven  hoof,  or  lengrhen'd  ear  • 
Bids  vice  and  folly  take  their  natural  fhapes, 
Turns  ducheffes  to  ftrumpets,  beaux  tn  apes; 
Drags  the  vile  whifpercr  from  his  dark  abode. 
Fill  all  th*  demon  -ilarts  up  from  the  toad.      149 

O  fordid  maxim,  form'd  to  fcreen  the  vile. 
That  true  good-nature  ftill  muft  wear  a  Imile  ! 
In  frowns  array'd  her  beauties  ftronger  rife. 
When  love  of  virtue  wakes  her  fcorn  of  vice  : 
Where  juftice  calls,  'tis  cruelty  to  fave  ; 
And  rtis  the  law's  good-nature  hangs  the  knave. 
Who  combats  virtue's  foe  is  virtue's  friend; 
Then  judge  of  fatire's  merit  by  her  end  : 
To  guilt  alone  her  vengeance  ftands  confin'd, 
The  objedl  of  her  love  is  all  mankind.  15* 

Scarce  more  the  friend  of  man,  the  wife  muft  own, 
Jbv'n  Alien's  bounteous  hand,  than  fatire's  frown  : 
This  to  chaftife,  as  that  to  biifs  was  giv'n  j 
Alike  tht  faithful  minifters  of  heaven. 

Oft  in  unfeeling  hearts  the  fhafc  is  fpent  : 
Though  ftrong  th1    example,  weak  the  punifli- 

ment. 

They  leaft  are  pain'd,  who  merit  fatire  moft ; 
Folly  the  Laureat's,  vice  was  Char-res'  b-.aft  : 
Then  where's  the  wrong,  to  gibbet  high  the  name 
Of  fools  and  knaves  already  dead  to  fhame  ?  i6« 
Oft  latire  a&s  the  faithful  mr#.t«n's.  part . 
Generous  and  kind,  though  pain-ul   is  her  art : 
With  caution  b<»la,  ihe  only  ftrike*  to  hc:%l ; 
Though  folly  raves  to  break  the  friendly  fteeL 
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Then  hire  no  fault  impartial  fatire  knows, 
Kind  ev'n  in  vengeance,  kind  to  virtue's  foes. 
Whofe  is  the  crime,  the  fcandal  too  be  theirs; 
The  knave  and  fool  are  their  own  libellers. 

PART  II. 

PARE  nobly  then  :  but  confcious  of  your  truft., 
As  ever  warm  and  bold  be  ever  juft  ;  170 

Nor  court  applaufe  in  thefe  degenerate  days  : 
The  villan's  cenfure  is  extorted  praife. 
But  chief,  be  fteady  in  a  noble  end, 
And  fhow  mankind  that  truth  has  yet  a  friend. 
'Tis  mean  for  empty  praife  of  wit  to  write, 
As  foplings  grin  to  {how  their  teeth  are  white  : 
To  brand  a  doubtful  folly  with  a  fmile, 
Or  madiy  blaze  unknown  defects,  is  vile  : 
Tis  doubly  vile,  when,  but  to  prove  your  art, 
You  fix  an  arrow  in  a  blamelefs  heart.  180 

0  loft,  to  honour's  voice,  O  doom'd  to  fhame, 
Thou  fiend  accurs'd,  thou  murderer  of  fame! 
Fell  ravifher,  from  innocence  to  tear 

That  name,  than  liberty,  than  life  more  dear  ! 
Where  fhall  thy  bafenefs  meet  its  juft  return, 
Or  what  repay  thy  guilt,  but  eudlefs  fcorn  ? 
And  know,  immortal  truth  {hall  mock  thy  toil : 
Immortal  truth  {hall  bid  the  {haft  recoil; 
With  rage  retorted,  wing  the  deadly  dart , 
And  empty  all  its  poifon  in  thy  heart.  190 

With  caution  next,  the  dangerous  power  apply  ; 
A.n  eagle's  talon  afk>  an  eagle's  eye  : 
JLer  fatire  then  her  proper  object  know, 
And  ere  flic  ftrike,  be  lure  {lie  {hike  a  foe. 
K-.r  fondly  deem  the  real  fool  confeft, 
Becau{e  blind  ridicule  conceives  a  jeft  : 
Before  whofe  altar  virtue  oft  hath  bled, 
And  oft  a  deftin'd  victim  ihall  be  led: 
L(-  Shaftefbury  rears  her  high  on  reaibn's  throne, 
And  loads  the  flave  with  honours  not  her  own  : 
Big-fwoln  with  folly,  as  her  {miles  provoke,    lei 
Pfafancnefr  fpawns,  pert  dunces  nuri'e  the  joke  ! 
Camt,  let  us»  join  awhile  this  tittering  crew, 
And  own  the  idiot  guide  for  once  is  true; 
Deride  our  weak  forefathers'  mufty  rule, 
Who  therefore  fnul'd,  bccaufe  they  {aw  a  fool; 
Sublimer  logic  now  adorns  our  ifle, 
We  therefore  lee  a  fool,  becaufe  we  fmile. 
Truth  in  her  gloomy  cave  why  fondly  ftek  ? 
Lo,  gay  fhe  fits  in  laughter's  dimpled  cheek  :  sio 
Contemns  each  furly  academic  foe, 
And  courts  the  fpruce  freethinker  and  the  beau. 
Daedalian  arguments  but  few  can  tiace, 
Bui  ai!  can  read  the  language  of  grimace. 
Httnce  mighty  ridicule's  ail-conquering  hand 
Shall  work  Herculean  wonders  through  the  land : 
Bound  in  the  magic  of  her  cobweb  chain, 
You,  mighty  Warburton,  fhall  rage  in  vain, 
In  vain  the  tracklefs  maze  of  truth  you  fcan, 
And  lend  th'  informing  clue  to  erring  man :   320 
No  more  fhall  reafon  boaft  her  power  divine, 
Ijcr  bafe  eternal  fhook  by  folly's  mine  ! 

1  ruth's  facred  fort  th'  exploded  laugh  (hall  win ; 
And  coxcombs  var.quifh  Berkely  by  a  grin. 

But  you  more  fage,  reject  th'  inverted  rule, 
Ttiat  truth  is  ne'er  explor'd  by  ridicule  ; 
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On  truth,  on  falfehood,  let  her  colours  fall, 
She  throws  a  dazzling  glare  alike  on  all; 
As  the  gay  prifm  but  mocks  the  flatter'd  eye, 
And  gives  to  every  object  every  dye.  23* 

Beware  the  mad  advei;tarvr  :  bold  and  blind 
She  hoifts  her  fail,  and  drives  with  every  wind; 
Deaf  as  the  ftorm  to  finking  virtue'*  groan, 
Nor  heeds  a  friend's  defiruction,  or  her  own. 
Let  clear-ey'd  reafon  at  the  helm  prefide, 
Bear  to  the  wind,  or  ftem  the  furious  tide  ; 
Then  mirth  may  urge,  when  reafon  can  explore, 
This  point  the  way,  that  waft  us  glad  to  fhore. 

Though    diftant    times   may   rife    in    fatire's 

page, 

Yet  chief  'tis  her's  to  draw  the  prefent  age  :    24* 
With  wifdom's  luftre,  folly's  fhade  contraft, 
And  judge  the  reigning  manners  by  the  pafl : 
Bid  Britain's  heroes  (awful  fhades) !  arife, 
And  ancient  honour  beam  on  modern  vice  : 
Point  back  to  minds  ingenuous,  actions  fair, 
Till  the  fons  blufh  at  what  their  fathers  were : 
Ere  yet  'twas  beggary  the  great  to  truft  ; 
Ere  yet  'twas  quite  a  folly  to  be  juft  ; 
When  low-born  (harpers  only  dar'd  a  lie, 
Or  falfify'd  the  card,  or  cogg'd  the  dye ;  25* 

Ere  lewdnefs  the  ftain'd  garb  of  honour  wore, 
Or  chaftity  was  carted  for  the  whore  ; 
Vice  flutter'd,  in  the  plumes  of  freedom  drefs'd ; 
Or  publie  fpirit  was  the  public  jeft. 

Be  ever,  in  a  juft  expreflion,  bold, 
Yet  ne'er  degrade  fair  fatire  to  a  fcold  : 
Let  no  unworthy  mien  her  form  debafe, 
But  let  her  fmile,  and  let  her  frown  with  grace  : 
In  mirth  be  temperate,  temperate  in  her  fpleen  ; 
Nor,  whiie  lhe  preaches  modefcy,  obfcene.       260 
Deep  let  her  wound,  not  rankle  to  a  fore, 

Nor  call  his  Lordfhip ,  her  Grace  a : 

The  mufe's  charms  refiftlefs  then  affail, 
When  wrapp'd  in  irony's  transparent  veil : 
Her  beauties  half-conceal'd,  the  more  furprife, 
And  keener  luflre  fparkles  in  her  eyes. 
Then  be  your  line  with  {harp  encomiums  grac'd  : 
Style  Clodius  honourable,  Bufa  chafte. 

Dart  not  on  folly  an  indignant  eye  : 
Who  e'er  difcharg'd  artillery  on  a  fly  ?  »;• 

Deride  not  vice  :  abfurd  the  thought  and  vain, 
To  bind  the  tiger  in  fo  weak  a  chain. 
Nay  more ;  when  flagrant  crimes  your  laughter 

move, 

The  knave  exults :  to  fmile  is  to  approve. 
The  mufe's  labour  then  fuccefs  fhall  crown, 
When  folly  feels  her  fmile,  and  vice  her  frown. 

Know  next  what  mcafures  to  each  theme  be 
long, 

And  fuit  your  thoughts  and  numbers  to  your  fong : 
On  wing  proportion'd  to  your  quarry  rife, 
And  {loop  to  earth,  or  foar  among  the  fkies.    28® 
Thus  when  a  modifh  folly  you  tehearfe, 
Free  the  exprefiion,  iimple  be  the  verfe. 
In  artlefs  numbers  paint  th'  ambitious  peer, 
That  mounts  the  box,  and  fliines  a  charioteer  : 
In  drains  familiar  fing  the  midnight  toil 
Of  camps  and  fenates  dilciplin'd  by  Hoylc ; 
Patriots  and  chiefs,  whole  deep  defign  invades, 
And  carries  ofjf  the  captive  king — of  fpades ! 
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Let  fatire  here  in  miMer  vigour  fhine, 
And  gayly  graceful  fport  along  the  line ;  290 

Bid  courtly  paflion  quit  her  thin  pretence, 
And  fmile  each  tffc&attfen  into  fenfe; 

Nor  fo  when  virtue  hy  her  guards  betray'd, 
Spurn'd  from  her  throne,  implores  the  mufe's  aid; 
When  crimes,  \vl;ich  erft  in  kindred  darknefs  lay, 
Rife  frontiers,  and  uifult  the  eye  of  day ; 
Indignant  Kymtn  veils  his  hallow'd  fires, 
And  vvhire-rob'd  cha-ftity  with  t-eare  retires; 
Wfcen  rank  adukery  on  the  genial  bed 
Hot  from  Cocytus  rears  her  baUfu)  head  ;         300 
When  private  faith  and  public  trafl  are  lold, 
And  traitors  barter  liberty  for  gold ; 
When  fell -corruption,  dark  and  deep;  like  fate, 
Saps  the  foundation  of  a  finking  (late ; 
When  giajif  vice  and  irreligion  rife 
On  mouniafa'd  falArhoods  to  invade  the  fkie*; 
Then  warmer  numbers  glow  through  fatirt's  page. 
And  all  her  fmiles  are  darken'd  into  rage  : 
On  eagle  wing1  (he  gains  Parnaffus'  height, 
Not  lofty  epic  foars  a  nobler  flight  :  310 

Then  keener  indignation  far;*  her  eye; 
Then  fiafh  her  lightnings,  and  hrr  thunders  fly ; 
W4de  and  more  wide  her  flaraing  bolts  arc  hurl'd, 
Till  all  her  wrath  involves  the  guilty  world. 

Yet  fatire  of:  aflumes  a  gentler  mien, 
And  beams  on  virtue's  friends  a  fmile  ferene  ! 
She  wounds  reluctant,  poiwa  her  balm  with  joy, 
Glad  to  commend  where  worth  attracts  her  eye. 
But  -chief,  when  virtue,  learning1,  arts  decline, 
She  joys  to  fee  unconquer'd  merit  fhine  ;          320 
Where  burfting  glorious,  with  departing  ray, 
True  genius  giitlsthe  clofe  of  Britain's  day  : 
joys  ihe  fees  the  ftream  of  Roman  art 
From  Murray's  tongue  flow  purer  to  the  heart; 
Sees  Yorke  to  fame,  ere  yet  to  manhood  known, 
And  juft  to  every  virtue  but  his  own  ; 
Hears  unftainM  Cam  with  generous  pride  proclaim 
A  fage's,  critic's,  and  a  poet's  name ; 
Beholds,  where  Widcoinbe's  happy  hills  afcend, 
1/uch  oiphan'd  art  and  virtue  find  a  friend ;     330 
To  Hagley's  honour'd  (hade  directs  her  view, 
And  culls  each  flower,  to  form  a  vereath  for  you. 

But   tread   with   cautious  ftep   this  dangerous 

ground, 

Befet  with  faithlefa  precipices  round ; 
Truth  be  your  guide,  difdain  ambition's  call, 
And  if  you  fall  with  truth,  you  greatly  fall. 
'Tis  virtue's  native  luftre  that  muft  fhine ; 
The  poet  can  but  fet  it  in  his  line  : 
And  who  unmov'd  with  laughter  can  behold 
A  fordid  pebble  meanly  grac'd  with  gold  *      340 
J^et  real  merit  then  adorn  y-our  lays, 
For  lhame  attends  on  proftituted  praife  : 
And  all  your  wit,  your  moft  diftinguim'd  art, 
But  makes  us  grieve  you  want  an  honeft  heart. 

Nor  think  the  mufe  by  fame's  law  conSn'd  : 
She  yields  description  of  the  noblefl  kind. 
Inferior  art  the  landfcape  may  delign, 
And  paint  the  purple  evening  in  the  line  : 
Her  daring  thought  effays  a  higher  plan  ; 
Her  hand  delineates  paflion,  piiturcs  man.       350 
And  great  the  toil  the  latent  foul  to  trace, 
To  paint  the  heart,  and  catch  internal  grace ; 


By  turns  bid  vice  or  virtue  ftrike  our  eyes,. 
Now  bid  a  Wolfey  or  a  Cromwell  rife ; 
Now,  with  a  touch  more  facred  and  refin'd, 
Call  forth  a  Che  fterfi  eld's  or  Lorrfdale's  mind. 
Here  fweet  or  ftrong  may  every  colour  flow, 
Here  let  the  pencil  warm,  the  ^canvas  glow  : 
Of  light  and  (hade  provoke  the  noble  ftrife, 
And  wake  each  ftriking  feature  into  life.         360 

PART  {II. 

THROUGH  ages  thus  has  fatire  keenly  fliin'd, 
The  friend  to  truth,  to  virtue,  and  mankind  : 
Yet  the  bright  flame  from  virtue  ne'er  had  fprung, 
And  man  was  guilty  ere  the  poet  fung. 
This  mufe  in  filence  jcy'd  each  better  age, 
Till  glowing  crimes  had  wak'd  her  into  rage. 
Truth  faw  her  honeft  fpleen  with  new  delight, 
And  bade  her  wing  her  (hafts,  and  urge  their  flight. 
Firfl  on  the  fons  of  Greece  fhe  prov'd  her  art, 
And  Sparta  feit  the  fierce  Iambic  dart,          *   370 
To  Latium  next  avenging  fatire  flew  : 
The  flaming  faulchion  rough  Lucilius  drew; 
With  dauntlefs  warmth  in  virtue's  caufe  engag'd, 
And  cotiicious  villains  trembled  as  he  rag'd. 

Then  fportive  Horace  caught  the  generous  fire; 
For  fatirc's  bow  rdigrf  d  the  founding  lyre  : 
Each  arrow  polifh'd  in  his  hand  was  feen, 
And,  as  it  grew  more  polifh'd,  grew  more  keen. 
His  art,  conceal'd  in  fti'dy'd  negligence, 
Politely  fly,  cajol'd  the  foes  of  fenfe  ;  380 

He  feem'd  to  fport  and  trifle  with  the  dart, 
But,  while  he  fported,  drove  it  to  the  heart. 

In  graver  {trains  majefdc  Perfius  wrote, 
Big  with  a  ripe,  exuberance  of  thought : 
Greatly  fedate,  contemn'd  a  tyrant's  reign, 
And  laftvd  corruption  with  a  calm  difdain. 

More  ardent  eloquence,  and  boundlefs  rage, 
Enflame  bold  Juvenal's  exalted  page. 
His  mighty  numbers  aw'd  corrupted  Rome, 
And  fwept  audacious  greatnefs  to  its  doom  ;    393 
The  headlong  torrent,  thundering  from  on  high, 
Rent  the  proud  rock  that  lately  brav'd  the  Iky. 

But,  lo  1  the  fatal  victor  of  mankind, 
Swoln  luxury  ! — pale  ruin  ftalks  behind  ! 
As  countlefs  infects  from  the  north-eaft  pour, 
To  blaft  the  fpring,  and  ravage  every  flower, 
So  barbarous  millions  fpread  contagious  death  : 
The  fickening  laurel  wither'd  at  their  breath. 
Deep  fuperftition's  night  the  ikies  o'erhung, 
Beneath  whofe  baleful  dews  the  poppy  fprung. 
No  longer  genius  woo'd  the  nine  to  love,         401 
But  dullnefs  nodded  in  the  mufe's  grove  : 
Wit,  fpirit,  freedom,  were  the  fole  ciTence, 
Nor  aught  was  held  fo  dangerous  as  fenfe. 

At  length  again  fair  fcicnce  fliot  her  ray, 
D-uvn'd  in  the  fkies,  and  fpoke  returning  day. 
Now,  fatire,  triumph  o'er  thy  flying  foe, 
Now  load  thy  quiver,  firing  thy  flacken'd  bow  ! 
Tis  done — See  great  Erafmus  breaks  the  fpell, 
And  wounds  triumphant  folly  in  her  cell  1       41® 
(In  vain  the  folemn  cowl  furrounds  her  face, 
Vain  all  her  bigot  cant,  her  four  grimace) 
With  fliame  ccmpell'd  her  leaden  throne  to  quit. 
And  own  the  force  cf  reafon  urg'd  by  wit. 
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*Twas  then  plain  Donne  in  honeft  vengeance 

rofe, 

His  wit  harmonious,  though  his  rhyme  was  profe  : 
He  'midft  an  age  of  puns  and  pedants  wrote, 
'  With  genuine  fenfe,  and  Roman  firength  of  thought. 

Yet  fcarce  had  fatire  well  relum'J  her  flame, 
(With  grief  the  nnife  records  her  country's  fliame) 
Ere'Bricain  faw  the  foul  revolt  commence, 
And  treacherous  wit  began  her  war  with  fenfe. 
Then  rofe  a  fhamelefs  mercenary  train, 
Whom  laceft  time  ihall  view  with  juft  difdain  : 
A  race  fantaftic,  in  whofe  gaudy  line 
Untutor'd  thought  and  tinfel  beauty  fhine  ". 
Wit's  fliatter'd  mirror  lies  in  fragments  bright, 
Refle&j,  not  nature,  but  confounds  the  fight. 
Dry  morals  the  court-poet  blufh'd  to  fing  ; 
'Twas  all  his  praife  to  fay  "the  odldeft  thing." 
Proud  for  a  jeft  obfcene,  a  patron's  nod, 
To  martyr  virtue,  or  blafph-cme  his  God. 

lll-fat<id  Dryden  !   who  unmov'd  can  fee 
Th'  extremee  of  wit  and  meannefb  pin'd  in  thee? 
Flames  that  could  mount,  an'd  gain  their  kindred 
Low  creeping  in  the  putrid  link  of  vice  :       [ikies, 
A  mufe  whom  wifdom  woo'd,  but  woo'd  in  vain, 
The  pimp  of  power,  the  proftitute  to  gain  : 
Wreaths,  that  mould  deck  fair  virtue's  form  alone, 
To  ftrumpets,  traitors,  tyrants,  vilely  thrown  : 
Unrivall'd  parts,  the  fcorn  of  honeft  fame ; 
And  genius  rife,  a  monument  of  fhame  ! 

More  happy  France  :  immortal  Boileau  there 
Supported  genius  with  a  fage's  care  : 
Him  with  her  love  propitious  fatire  bleft, 
And  breath'd  her  airs  divine  into  his  bread  : 
Fancy  and  fenfe  to  form  his  line  cosfpire, 
-And  faultlefs  judgment  guides  the  pur  eft  fire. 

Bnt  fee  at  length  the  Britim  genius  fmile, 
And  fhower  her  bounties  o'er  her  favour'd  ifle  :  ' 
Behold  for  Pope  fhe  twines  the  laurel  crown; 
And  centres  every  poet's  power  in  one  : 
Each  Roman's  force  adorns  his  various  page  ; 
•Gay  fmiles,  collected  ftrength,  and  manly  rage. 
Delpairing  guilt  and  dulincfs  lothe  the  light, 
As  fpe^res  vanilh  at  approaching  light  : 
>In  this  clear  mirror  witli  delight  we  view 
Each  image  juflly  fine,  and  boldly  true  : 
Here  vice,  dragg'd  forth  by  truth's  fupreme  decrete, 
Beholds  and  hates  her  own  deformity; 
While  felf-feen  virtue  in  the  faithful  line 
With  modeft  joys  furveys  her  form  divine. 
But  oh,  what  thoughts,  what  numbers,  fhall  I  find, 
But  faintly  to  exprefs  the  poet's  mind  ! 
Who  yonder  ftars  effulgence  can  difplay, 
Urilefs  he  dip  his  pencil  in  the  ray  ? 
Who  paint  a  god,  unlefs  the  god  infpire  ? 
What  catch  the  lightning,  but  the  fpeed  of  fire  ? 
So,  mighty  Pope,  to  make  thy  genius  known, 
All  power  is  weak,  all  numbers — but  thy  own. 
Each  mufe  for  thee  with  kind  contention  ftrove, 
For  thee  the  graces  left  th  Idalian  grove ; 
With  watchful  fondnefs  o'er  thy  cradle  hung, 
Attun'd  thy  voice,  andform'cl  thy  infant  tongue. 
Next  to  her  bard  majeftic  wifdom  came  ; 
The  bard  enraptur'd  caught  the  heavenly  flame  : 
With  tafte  fuperior  fcorn'd  the  venal  tribe, 
Whom  fear  can  f \vayj  or  guilty  grcatneis  bribe  ; 


At  fancy's  call  who  rear  the  wanton  full,. 

Sport  with  the  ftream,and  trifle  in  the  gale  : 

Sublimer  views  thy  daring  fpirit  bound  ; 

Thy  mighty  voyage  was  creation's  round  ; 

Intent  new  worlds  of  wifdom  to  explore, 

And  blefs.  mankind  with  virtue's  facred  iloreo 

A  nobler  joy  than  wit  can  give  impart, 

And  pour  a  moral  tranfpdrt  o'er  the  heart. 

FantafHc  wit  fhoots  momentary  fires, 

And,  like  a  meteor,  while  we  gaze,  expires  : 

Wit  kindled  by  the  falphurous  breath  of  vice, 

Like  the  blue  lightning,  while  it  fhines,  dellrbyst 

But  genius,  fir'd  by  truth's  eternal  ray, 

Burns  clear  acd  conftam,  like  the  fource  of  day, 

Like  this  its  beam.,  prolific  and  refin'd, 

Feeds,  warms,  infpirits,  and  exalts  the  minvl ; 

Mildly  difpels  each  wincery  paillun's  gloom, 

And  opens  all  the  virtues  into  bloom. 

This  prail'e,  immortal  Pope,  to  tbee  be  given, 

Thy  genius  was  indeed  a  gift  from  Heaven. 

Hail,  bard  unequall'd,  in  whofe  deathtefs  line 

Reafon  and  wit  with  ftrength  collected  Ihine  ; 

Where  matchlefs  wit  but  wins  the  fee  on  d  praiftj 

Loft,  nobly  16ft,  in  truth's  fuperior  blaze.' 

Did  friendfhip  e'er  mifkad  thy  wanderir.g  rmife  if 

That  friejidfhip  fare  may  plead  the  great  eScufe  : 

That  facred  friendfliip  which  infpir'd  thy  fong, 

Fair  in  defect,  and  amiably  wrong. 

Error  like  this  ev'n  truth  can  fcarce  reprove; 

'  Fis  almoft  virtue  when  it  flows  from  love. 

Ye  deathlefs  name.-,  ye  fons  of  endida  praifc;     : 
By  virtue  crown'd  with  never-fading  bays  1 
Say,  (hall  an  artlefs  mufe,  if  you  infpire, 
Light  her  pale  lamp  at  your  immortal  fire  £ 
Or  if,  O  Warburton,  infpir'd  by  you, 
The  daring  mufe  a  nobler  path  purfue, 
By  you  infpir'd,  on  trembling  pinions  foar; 
The  facred  founts  of  focial  blifs  explore, 
In  her  bold  numbers  chain  the  tyrant's  ragej 
And  bid  her  country's  glory  fire  her  page  ; 
If  fuch  her  fate,  do  thou,  fair  truth,  defcend, 
And  watchful  guard  her  in  an  honeft  end  : 
Kindly  fevere,  inftrucl:  her  equal  line 
To  court  no  friend,  nor  own  a  foe  but  thine; 
But  if  her  giddy  eye  fhould  vainly  quit 
Thy  facred  paths,  to  run  the  maze  of  wit ; 
If  her  apoftate  heart  (hould  e'er  incline 
To  offer  incenfe  at  corruption's  fhrine  ; 
Urge,  urge  thy  power,  the  black  attempt  conf  iUndj 
And  dafli  the  Trucking  cenfor  to  the  ground. 
Thusaw'd  to  fear,  inftfu&ed  b'ards  may  fee 
That  guilt  is  -dooni'd  to  fink  in  infamy. 

THE  CURE  OF  SAUL. 

A   SACRED   OIJE. 

"  VEXGKANCE,arife  from  thy  infernal  bed- 
"  And  pour  thy  tempeft  on  his  guilty  head  !'* 
Thus  Heaven's  decree,  in  thunder's  found^ 
Shook  the  dark  abyfs  profound.--—— 
The  unchain'd  furies  come  !  \ 

Pale  melancholy  ftalks  from  hell  : 
Th'  abortive  offspring  of  her  womb, 
Defpair  and  ahguilh  round  her  yell. 
By  fleeplefs  terror  Saul  poffefs'd, 
Deep  fcU»  che  fiend  within  hia  torcurM 
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Midnight  fpedres  round  him  howl : 
Befon   Jus  eyes 
In  troops  they  rife  ; 
And  fra*  <»f  horror  overwhelm  his  foul. 

Hafts  !  to  Jeffe's  f  >n  repair ; 

He  beft  can  fweop  the  lyre, 
Wake  the  fokmri-founding  air, 

And  lead  the  vocal  choir  : 
On  every  ftf ing  foft-breatbing  raptures  dwell, 
To  froth  the  throbbing?  of  the  troubled  breaft  : 
Whof'e  magic  voice  can   bid   the  tides  of  paffiori 

fwell, 
Or  lull  the  raging  ftorm  to  reft. 

Sur.k  on  his  conch,  and  lothing  day, 

The  heaven-forfaken  monarch  lay  : 
To  the  fad  couch  the  fhepherd  now  drew  near  ; 

And,  while  th*  obedient  choir  flood  round, 
Prepared  to  eatch  the  foul-commanding  found, 
He  dropp'd  a  generous  tear. 

Thy  pitying  aid,  O  God,  impart ! 

For  lo,  thy  poifon'd  arrow*  drink  his  heart ! 

The  mighty  fong  from  chaos  rofe. — 
Around  his  throne  the  formlefs  atoms  fleep, 
And  drowzy  darknefs  broods  upon  the  deep. — 

C^nfufion,  wake  ! 
Bid  the  realms  of  chaos  (hake  ! 

Roufe  him  from  his  dread  repofe?' 
Hark  '   loud  difcord  breaks  her  chain  : 
The  hofHle  atoms  clafh  with  deaf 'ning  roar  : 
Her  hoarfe  voice  thunders  through  the  drear  do 
main; 

And  kinclles  every  element  to  irar.— 
"    I  i! mult  ceafe  ! 
"  Sink  to  peace! 

"  Let  there  he  light !"--- th'  Almighty  faid  : 
And  lo,  the  radiant  fun, 
Flaming  from  his  orient  bed, 
His  endlels  courfe  begun, 
See,  the  twinkling  pieiads  rife: 
Thy  ftar,  Orion,  reddens  in  the  Ikies  : 

While  flow  around  the  northern  plain, 
Ar&urus  wheels  his  nightly  wane. 

Thy  glories,  too,  refulgent  moon,  he  fung ; 

Thy  myfric  mazes,  and  thy  changeful  ray  ; 
O  faireft  of  the  flarry  throng  1 
Thy  folemn  orb  of  light 
Guides  the  triumphant  car  of  night 

O'er  fiiver  clouds,  and  fheds  a  fofter  day  ! 

Ye  planets,  and  each  circling  eonftellation, 
In  longs  harmonious  tell  your  generation  ! 
Oh,  while  yon  radium  (Vraph  turns  the  fphere*,. 
And  o<>  the  fltdfaft  p->le-ftar  {lands  fublime ; 

Wneel  your  rounds 

To  heavenly  founds ; 
Andfooth  his  fong  enchanted  ears 

With  your  celeftial  chime. 

In  dumb  furprife  the  lift'ning  monarch  lay; 
(His  \voe  fufyended  by  fvteet  mufic's  i'way)  ! 
And  awe  (Iruck,  wirh  uplifted  eye 
Mus'd  on  the  new-born  wonders  of  the  Iky. 

Lead  the  foothirig  verfe  along  : 

He  feels,  he  feels  ihe  power  of  fong— 


Ocean  haft  ens  to  his  bed  : 

The  lab 'ring  n  ountain  rears  his  rock-encumber' *i 
head: 

Down  his'fUep  and  (baggy  fide 

The  torrent  rolls  his  thundering  tide  ; 
Then  fmooth  and  clear,  along  the  fertile  plain 
Winds  his  majeftic  waters  to  the  diflant  main* 

Flocks  and  herds  the  hills  adorn  : 

The  lark,  high-foaring,  hails  the  morn. 
And  while  along  yon  crimfon-clouded  ftecp 
The  flow  fun  (teals  into  the  golden  deep, 

Hark  !  the  folemn  nightingale 

Warbles  to  the  woodland  dale. 
See,  defcending  angels  fhower 

Heaven's  own  blifs  on  Eden's  bower  : 

Peace  on  nature's  lap  repofes; 

Pleafure  flrews  her  guiltlefs  rofes  : 

Joys  divine  in  circles  move, 

Link'cl  with  innocence  and  love. 
Hail,  happy  l^ve,  with  innocence  combin'd! 
All  hail,  ye  fmlefs  parents  of  mankind  ! 

They  paus'd  : — the  monarch,  proflrate  on  his  bedj 

Submiffive,  bow'd  his  head  ; 

Ador'd  the  works  of  bonndlefs  power  divine  i 
Then,  anguifh-ftruek,  he  cry'd  (and  fmote  his 
breaft) 

Why,  why  is  psace  the  welcome  gueft 

Of  every  heart  but  mine  ! 

Now  let  the  folemn  numbers  flow, 
Till  he  feel  that  guilt  is  woe. 

Heavenly  harp,  in  mournful  ftrain 

O'er  yon  weeping  bower  complain  : 

What  founds  of  bitter  pangs  1  hear ! 

What  lamentations  wound  mine  ear ! 
In  .vain,  devoted  pair,  thefe  tears  ye  fhed: 

Peace  with  innocence  is  fled. 

The  meffengers  of  grace  depart : 

Death  glares,  and  fhakes  the  dreadful  dart ! 
Ah.  whither  fly  ye,  by  yourfelves  abhorred, 
To  fhun  that  frowning  cherub's  fiery  fword!— 

Lo! 

Haplefs,  haplefs  pair, 

Goaded  by  defpair, 

Forlorn,  through  defert  climes  they  go  ! 
Wake   my  lyre  !  can  pity  flet.p 
When  heaven  is  niov'd,  and  angels  weep ! 

Mow,  ye  melting  numbers,  flow, 

Till  he  feel  that  guilt  is  woe.-— • 

The  king,  with  pride,  and  (hame,  and  anguifli 
rorn, 

Shot  fury  from  his  eyes  and  fcorn. 

The  glowi  g  youth, 

Bold  in  truth, 
(So  ftill  fhould  virtue  guilty  power  engage) 

With  brow  undaunted  met  his  rage. 
See,  his  cheek  kindles  info  generous  fire  : 

Stern  he  bends  him  o*er  his  lyre ; 

And,  while  the  doom  of  guilt  he  fings, 

Shakes  horror  from  the  tortur'd  ftringf. 

What  founds  of  terror  and  diftrefs 
Rend  yon  howling  wildernefs  ! 

The  dreadful  thunders  found  : 
The  forked  lightnings  flafh  along  the  ground* 


Why.  yavvtis  that  dee'pV.ing  gulf  below  ? — 

*T'is  for  heaven's  rebel'ii.Mi-  foe  :  — 

Fly,  -ye  fons  of  Ifracl,  fly, 

Who  dwells  in  Koran's guilty  tents muft  die'. 

They    fink  I—Have  mercy,  Lord  !— -  Their 
cats 

In  dreadful  tumult  rife  ! 
"Hark,  from  the  deep  tlv-r  loud  laments  I  hear  ! 
They  IcflTcii  now,  and  IcflVn  on  tiic  ear  ! 
t  Now  deilru&ion's  ftnfe  is  o'er ! 

'A  he  cou;;defs  hoft 

For  ever  loft  !  [more  !--- 

The  gulf  is  clos'd  !— Their   cries  are  heard  no 

•But  <5h,  my  lyre,  what  accents  can  relate 
6ii:ful  man's  appointed  fate  ! 

He  comes,  he  c'-mes  '.   th'  avenging  God  ! 
Clouds  and  darknefb  round  him  roll  : 
Tremble,  earth  !  ye  mountains,  riod ! 
He  bows  the  flcies  and  (hakes  the  pole. 
The  gloomy  banners  of  his  wrath  unfurl'd, 
He  calls  the  fl.'ods,  to  drown  a  guilty  world  : 
:  «*•  Riin,  lift  thy  baleful  head; 
"  Roiife  the  guilty  world  from  fleep  J 
"  Lead  up  thy  billows  from  their  cavern'd 
"  bed,  [deep."— 

ft  And  buril  the  rocks  that  chain  thee  in  the 
Now.  th'  impetuous  torrents  rife; 
The  hoarfe-afcending  deluge  roars : 
Down  rufli  the  cataracts  from  the  flcies; 
The  fwelling  waves  o'erwhelms  the  fhores. 
Juft,  O  God,  is  thy  decree  ! 
Shall  guilty  man  contend  with  thee  ! 
Lo,  hate  and  envy,  fea-entomb'd, 
And  rage  with  luft  in  ruin  ficep ; 
And  fcoffing  luxury  is  doom'd, 
To  glut  the  Vaft  and  vavenoiis  deep!-«- 
In  vain  from  fate  th'  attoniih'd  remnant  flies: — 

"   Shrink,  ye  rocks     ye  oceans,  rife  !"-.- 
The  tottering  cliffs  no  more  tl.e  floods  controul ; 

Sea  following  f^a  i:  gulf*  the  hail  : 
O'er  the  funk  hiiK  the  wat';V  mountains  roll, 

And  wide  oefl^uATon  fwallow?  all : 
Now  fiercer  lit  th'  ••!.]••  in  n'd  numbers  glow  : 
Swell  the  forrg.  y<  mighty  choir  ! 
Wing- your  dreadful  ('a:ts  with  fire  '. 
Hear. me.  monarch  !— -Guilt  is  woe  ! 

Thus  while  the  frowning  fhepherd  pour'd  along 
The  deep  impetuous  torrent  of  his  for.g; 
Saul,  ftung  by  dire  dcfpair, 
Gnafh'd  his  teeth,  and  tore  his  hair  : 
From  his  blood,  by  horror  c-hill'd, 
A  cold  and  agonizing  fweat  di-ftiil'd  : 
Then,  foaming  with  unutterable  fmart, 
He  aim  d  a  dagger  at  his  heart. 
His  watchful  train  prevent  the  blow  ; 
And  call  each  lenient  balm  to  footh  his  frantic  woe 
But  pleas'd,  the  fhepherd  tiow  beheld 
His  pride  by  Heaven's  own 'terrors  quell'd, 
Then  bade  his  potent  lyre  comroul 
The  mighty  ftorm  that  rtnt  his  foul. 

Ceate  your  cares :   the  body's  p-in 

A  Iwcet  rvltef  may  find  . 
But 'gums  and  '.t-nier.t  balms  are  vain, 

To  heal  the  wounded  inin<i. 
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Come,  fair  repentant,  from  the  fkres, 
O  fainted  maid,  with  tip»a(l  eyes ! 
Defcend,  in  thy  ce'eftial  fliroud, 
Vefted  in  a  weeping  cloud  ! 
Holy  guide,  defcend,  and  bring 
M-ircy  from  th'  Eternal  King  ! 
To  his  foul  your  beam?  impart, 
And  whiiper  comfort  to  his  heart ! —    ' 

They  come  :   O  king,  thine  ear  incline ! 
Liften  to  their  voice  divine: 
Their  voice  fhall  every  pang  compofe, 
To  gentle  for'row  footh  thy  woe?; 
Till  each  pure  wifh  to  heaven  fhall  foar, 
And  peace  return,  to  part  no  more  1 

Behold,  obedient  to  their  great  command, 
The  lifted  dagger  quits  his  trembling  hand  : 

Smoothed  is  his  brow,  where  fullen  care 
And  furrow'd  horror  cotjch'd  witlj  fell  defpaif  : 

No  niore  his  eyes  with  fury  glow ; 
But  heavenly  grief  fucceeds  to  hell-born  woe — 

See,  the  figns.  of  grace  appear  : 

See  the  foft  relenting  te~r, 

Trickling  at  fwe'tt 'mercy's  call ! 

Catch  it,  angel5,  ere  it  fall ! 

And  let  the  heart  fcnt  offering  rife, 

Heaven's  heft-accepted  facrifice  ! — 

Yet,  yet  again  ?— Ah  fee,  the  fang  returns! 
Again     with    inward   fi--e  •   his     heaving   bofoo.1 
burns! 

Now,  fhepherd,  wake  a  mightier  ftrain ; 

Search  the  deep,  heart-rending  pain ; 

Till  the  large  floads  of  forrow  roll, 

And  quench  the  torture?,  of  his  foul. 
Almighty  Lord,  accept  his  pang  fincere  ! 
Let  heavenly  hope  difpel  each  dark  temptation! 
And,  while,  he  pours  the  •penetential  tear, 
O  vifil  him  with  thy  falvation. 

Stoop  from  heaven,  ye  raptur'd  throng : 

Sink,  ye  fwelhng  tides  of  long  ! 
For  lo !  dtffolv'd  by  mufic's  melting  power^ 
Celeftial  iorn.w  rolls  her.ple.ntequs  fhower, 
O'tr  his  wan  cheek  the  colours  rife; 
And  beams  of  comfort  brighten  in  his  eyea. 

Happv  king,  thy  woes  are  o'er  ' 

1  hv  God  fhall  wotino  thy  foul  no  more  ; 

The  pitying  Father  "f  mankind 

Meets  the  pure  returning  mind. 

No  more  fhall  black  oct'pair  afflict  his  foul : 
Lach  gentler  found,  yfc  fliepherds,  now  combine* 

Sweetly  Itt  th  i  Bumbcr-?  roll : 

Sooth  him  into  hope  divine. 
Now  lowly  let  the  ruftic  mc?fure  glide, 
To  quell  the  dark  remains  of  fclf-confuming  pridfj 
Till  nature'',  homc-fprur/g  bleflings  he  confeis, 

And  own  tha*  ra'm  contf-nt  is  happinefs 

Ye  woods  and  lakes,  ye  cliffs  and  mountains  ? 
Haunted  grots,  and  living  fountains ! 

Liften  to  your  fhepherd's  lay, 

Whole  artlels  carols  clofe  the  day. 

Bounding  kids  around  him.  throng  J 

Trc  fteep  rock  echoes  back  his  fong ". 

"While  all  unfeen  to  mortal  eye, 

Sliding  down  the  evening  fk*y, 
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JHEoiy  peace,  though  born  above, 
Daughter  of  innocence  and  love, 
Quits  her  throne  and  manfion  bright, 
Her  crown  of  flars,  and  robe  of  light, 
Serene,  in  gentle  fmiles  array'd, 
To  dwell  beneath  his  palm-tree  (bade. 
Hail,  meek  angel !   awful  gucft ! 
Still  pour  thy  radiance. o'er  my  breaft  ! 
Pride  and  hate  in  courts  may  fhine  : 
The  fliepherd's  calm  and  blamelefs  tent  is 
thine  !-*- 

feoftly,  foftly  breathe  your  numbers; 

And,wrap  his  weary'd  foul  in  {lumbers; 
Gentle  fleep,  becalm  his  breaft, 
And  clofe  his  eyes  in  healing  reft  ! 

Defccnd,  celeftial  vifions,  ye  who  wait, 

God's  miniftrin!*  powers, 'at  Heaven's  eternal  gate ! 
Ye,  who  nightly  vigils  keep, 
And  rule  the  fiient  realms  of  fleep, 
Exalt  the  juft.  to  joys  refin'd, 
And  plunge'  m  woe  the  guilty  mind ; 
Defcend  !-— t)h,  waft  him  to  the  fkies, 
And  open  all  heaven's  glories  to  his  eyes! 

Beyond  yon  ftarfy  roof,  by  feraphs  trod, 

Where  light's  unclouded  fountains  Maze  ; 
Where  choirs  immortaVhymn  their  God, 
Entranc'd  in  ecftafy  of  ceafelefs  praife. 
Angels,  heal  his  anguifh  ! 
Your  harps  and  voices  join  ! 
His  grief  to  blifs  fhall  languifh, 
When  footh'd  by  founds  divine. 

Behold,  with  dawning  joy,  each  feature  glows  ! 

See  the  blifsful  tear  o'erflows ! 
The  fiend  is  fled  .'-—Let  mufic's  rapture  rife : 
Now  harmony,  thy  every  nerve  employ  : 
Shake  the  dome,  and  jpierce  the  ikies  : 
Wake  him,  wake  him  into  joy.— - 

What  power  can  every  paffion's  throne  controul  ? 

What  power  can  boaft  the  charm  divirie, 

To  ftill  the  tempeft  of  the  foul  ? 
Celeftial  harmony,  that  mighty  charm  is  thine ! 
She,  heavenly-born,  came  down  to  vifit  earth, 

When  from  God's  eternal  throne 
The  beam  of  all-creative  wifdom  (hone, 

And  {pake  fair  order  into  birth. 
At  wifdrtm'fe  call  fhe  fob'd  yon  glittering  ikies, 
Attun'd  the  fpheres,  and  taught  consenting  orbs 
to  rife. 

Angels  wrapt  in  wonder  flood, 
And  faw  that  all  was  fair,  and  all  was  good. 

'Twas  rfien,  ye  fons  of  God,  in  bright  array 

Ye  fhouted  o'er  creation's  day ; 

Then  kindling  into  joy, 

The  morning  ftars  together  fung; 

And  through  the  vafc  ethereal  iky 

Seraphic  hymns  and  loud  hofannahs  rung. 

ON  HONOUR. 

TO  THE  LORD  VISCOUNT  LONSfiALB. 

Hie  mantis  ob  Patriam  pugnando  vulnera  paffi  j 
Quique  facerdotes  cafti  dum  vita  manebat ; 
pii  Vatfc«>  ct  Phcebo  djgna  locuti, 


Inventas  autqui  vkam  cxcoluere  per  artesj 
Quique  fui  memores  alios  facere  merendo  ; 
Omnibus  his  nivea  cinguntur  tempora  vita.  VIRC. 

'    -      Who  fhall  go  about 
To  cozen  fortune,  and  be  honourable 
Without  the  ftamp  of  merit?  SIIAKS& 

YES  :  all,  my  lord,  ufurp  fair  honour's  fame, 
Though  falfe  as  various  be  the  boafted  claim  : 
rh'  ambitious  mifer  fwells  his  boundlefs  ftore, 
And  dreads  that  higheft  fcandal  to  be  poor; 
li(s  wifer  heir  derides  the  dotard's  aim, 
And  bids  profufion  bribe  him  into  fame,  i 
Oft  honour,  perching  on  the  ribbon.'d  breaft, 
Sneers  at  weak  juftice,  and  defies  th'  arreft: 
She  dwells  exulting  on  the  tongues  of  kings: 
She  wakes  the  mufc  to  flight,  and  plumes  her 
wings ;  !• 

The  foldier  view*  it  on  the  fhining  blade  ; 
The  pedant  'midfc  the  lumber  in  his  head. 
She  to  fell  treafon  the  difguife  can  lend, 
And  fheath  Her  fwo'rd  remorfelefs-in  a  friend : 
Her  throne's  fantaflic  pride,  we  often  fee , 

Rear'd  on  the  tombs  of  truth  and  honefty  ; 
Fops,  templars  courtiers,  fkwes,  cheats,  patriots,  all 
Pretend  to  hear,  and  to  obey  her  call.;     ,     [own. 
Where  fix  we   then  .?— -Each,  boafting  t>ms  his 

Say,  doe*. trite  honour  dwell  with  all  or  none  ?   ZO 
The  truth,  my  lord,  is  clear  :  though  impiou* 
pride 

Be  ever  felf-adbr'd,  felf-deifyrd  ; 

Though  fools  by  palTion  or  felf-love  betray'd, 

Fall  down  and  worlhip   what   themlelves   have 
made  ; 

Still  does  the  goddefs,  in  her  form  divine, 

O'er  each  grim  idol  eminently  fhine  ; 

Array'd  in  lading  majefty,  is  known  ,  [one. 

Through  every   clime  'and  age,  unchang'd,   and 
But  how  explof'd  ?.— Take  reafon  for  your"! 
guide,  f 

Difcard  felf-love  i  fet  paffion's  glafs  afide  ;     3®  T 

Nor  visw  her  with  the  jaundic'd  eye  of  pride.  J 


Ver.  I.  In  this  and  the  fucceeding  verfes,  the 
various  pretences  of  mankind  to  honour  and  fame 
are  enumerated. — The  lines  themfelves  are  imi 
tated  from  the  following,  in  the  ilth  Satire  of 
Boileau  : 

Oui,   F    honneur,   Valincour,  eft   cheri  dans  Ic 

monde — 

L'  Ambitieux  le  met  fouvent  a  tout  brikler; 
I/  Avare,  a  voir  chez  le  pa&ole  rouler ; 
Un  faux  brave,  a  vanter  fa  proueffe  frivolei 

Ver.  at.  Though  they  be  thus  inconftant  and 
cohtradi(*lory,  yet  true  honour  is  a  thing  fixed 
and  determinate. 

Un  vrai  fourbe,  a  jamais  ne  garder  fa  parole ; 
Ce  poetxj,  a  noircir  d'  iufipides  papiers; 
Ce  Marquis,  a  favoir  frauder  fes  creanciers.-— 
Interrogeons  marchands,  financiers,  gens  deguerrej 
Courtifans,  magiftrats  :  chez  eux,  fi  je  les 
'interctne  peut  lien,  F  honneur  &ul 
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Yet  judge  not  rafhly  from  a  parthl  view 
Of  what  is  wrong  or  right,  or  falfe  or  true  ; 
Obje&s  too  near  deceive  th'  obferver's  eye  ; 
Examine  thofe  which  at  a  diftance  lie. 
Scarce  is  the  ftrudlure's  harmony  defcry'd 
'Midft  the  tall  column's,  and  -gay  order's  pride  ; 
But  tow'rd  the  deftin'd  point  yourfight  remove,    j 
And  this  (hall  leflen  ftill,  and  that  improve, 
New  beauties  gain  upon  your  wond'ring  eyes,  40 
And  the  fair  whole  in  juft  proportion  rife. 
Thus  honour's  true  proportions  beft  are  feen, 
Where  the  due  length  of  ages  lie  between  : 
This  feparates  pride  from  greatuefs,  fliow  from 

worth, 

Detects  falfe  beauty,  real  grace  calls  forth  ; 
Points  out  what  merits  praife,  what  merits  blame, 
Sinks  in  difgrace,  or  rifes  into  fame. 

Come  then,  from  paft  examples,  let  us 'prove, 
What  raifes  hate,  contempt,  efteem,  or  love. 

Can  greatnefs  give  true  honour  ?  can  expence  ? 
Can  luxury  ?  or  can  magnificence  ?  51 

Wild  is  the  purpofe,  and  the  fruitlefs  aim, 
Like  a  vile  proftitute  to  bribe  fair  fame ; 
Perfuafive  fplendour  vainly  tempts  her  ear, 
And  e'en  ail  potent  geld  is  baffled  here. 
Ye  pyramids,  that  once  could  threat  the  ikies, 
Afpiring  tow'rs,  and  cloud-wrapt  wonders  rife  1 
To  lateft  age  your  founder's  pride  proclaim  ; 
Record  the  tyrant's  greatnefs ;  tell  his  name  ; 
No  more:-— The   treacherous  brick   and   moul- 
d'ring  ftone  60 

Are  funk  in  dtift  :  the  beading  title  gone  ; 
Pride's  trophies  fwept  by  time's  devouring  flood; 
Th'  infcription  want,  to  tell  where  once  they  ftoodi 
But  could  they  rival  nature,  time  defy, 
Yet  what  record  but  vice  or  vanity  ? 
His  the  true  glory,  though  his  name  unknown, 
Who  taught  the  arch  to  i'well :  -to  rife,  the  Hone  ; 
Not  his,  whofe  wild  command  fair  art  obey'd, 
Whilft  folly  dictated,  or  paffion  fway'd.  69 

.     No  :  fpite  of  greatnefs,  pride,  asd  vice  arc  feen, 
Shameful  in  p«mp,  conlpicuoufly  mean. 

In  vain,  O  Studley,  thy  proud  forefts  fpread; 
In  vain  each  gilded  turret  reaors  its  head ; 


Ver.  39.  Tf  we  would  form  an  impartial  judg 
ment  of  what  is  truly  honourable,  we  mult  ab- 
itracl:  all  confiderations  which  regard  ourfelves. 

Ver.  31.  Not  only  ib,  but  we  muft  remove  our 
felves  to  a  proper"  diftance  from  the  object  we  ex 
amine,  left  fome  part  fliould  predominate  in  our 
eye,  and  occafion  a  falfr  judgment  of  the  whole. 

Ver.  48.  Therefore  the  fureft  method  is,  to 
prove  by  paft.  examples  what  commands  our  love 
and  efteem. 

Ver.  50.  Expence  and  grandeur  cannot  give 
true  hunour  :  Their  moft  fplendid  monument  va- 
nifh  ;  and  even  ftould  they  laft  for  ever,  could 
not  beftow  real  glory,  if  only  fhe  records  of  pride, 
tyranny,  and  vice. 

Ver.  yzy  73.  Much  Icfs  if  purchafed  by  oppref- 

fion  and  guilt.  [Sruiiley  in  Yorkshire,  the  leaf  of 

the  Aiflabies,  one  of  whom  was  deeply  concerned 

in  the  dark  trauia&ion  of  the  vcar 
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In  vain  thy  lord  commands  the  flream  to  fall, 
Extends  the  view,  or  fpreads  the  fmooth  canal, 
While  guilt's  black  train  each  confcious  walk  in* 

vade, 

And  cries  of  orphans  haunt  him  in  thft  lhade. 
Miftaken  man  !   by  crimes  to  hope  for  fame ! 
Thy  imag'd  glory  leads  to  real  Ihamc  : 
Is  villany  fell-hated  ?  thus  to  raife  8c 

Upbraiding  monuments  of  foul  difgrace  ? 
Succeeding  times,  and  ages  yet  unborn, 
Shall  view  the  guilty  fcenes  with  honeft  fcorn; 
Difdain  each  beauty  thy  proud  folly  planh'd, 
And  curfe  the  labours  of  opprefllon's  hand. 

Next  view  the  hero  in  th'  embattled  field; 
True  honour's  fruit  can  conqueft's  laurel  yield  ? 

Him  only  honour'd,  only  lov'd  we  find, 
Who  fights  not  to  deftroy,  but  fave  mankind  : 
Pelides'  fury  may  our  wonder  move,  t)p 

But  godlike  Heclor  is  the  man  we  love. 
See  William's  Tword  a  tyrant's  pride  difarm  ; 
See  Lewis  trembling  under  Marlb'ro's  arm.: 
Say,  which  to  human  kind  are  friends  or  foes  ; 
And  who  detefts  not  thefe,  and  loves  not  thofe  J 
Conqueft  unjuft  can  ne'er  command  applaufe ; 
'Tis  not  the  vi&'ry  charms  you,  but  the  caufe  : 
Not  Cajfar's  felf  can  feign  the  patriot's  part, 
Nor  his  falfe  virtues  hide  his  poifon'd  heart ; 
But  round  thy  brows  the  willing  laurels  twine,  ICO 
Whofe  voice  wak'd  freedom  in  the  favage  mine ! 
Yes  :  truly  glorious,  only  great  is  he, 
Who  conquers,  or  who  bleeds  for  libery. 
"  Heroes  are  much  the  fame,  the  point's  agreed, 
"  From  Macedonia's  madman  to  the  Swede." 
Like  baleful  comets  flaming  in  the  fkies, 
Ac  deftin'd  times  th'  appointed  fcourges  rife  ; 
Awhile  in  ftreaming  luftre  fweep  along, 
And  fix  in  wonder's  gaze  th'  admiring  throng; 
But  reafon's  eye  detedts  the  fpurious  ray,         HO 
And  the  falfe  blaze  of  glory  dies  away. 

Now  all  th'  aerial  cells  of  wit  explore  ; 
The  ma^y  rounds  of  fcience  travel  o'er; 
Search  all  the  deep  receffes  of  the  mind, 
And  fee,  if  there  true  honour  fit  enflirin'd. 

Alas,  nor  wit  nor  fcience  this  can  boaft, 
Oft  dafh'd  with  error,  oft  in  caprice  loft  ! 
Tranfient  as  bright  the  fhort-liv'd  bubbles  fly  ! 
And  modes  of  wit,  and  modes  of  fcience  die. 
See  Rab'lajs  once  the  idpl  of  the.  age  ;  I»O 

Yet  riow.  negle (fled  lies  the  fmutty  page  ! 


Ver.  86.  True  honour  is  not  to  be  repead  from 
unjaft  conqueft  :  It  is  not  victory,  but  a  juft  caufe, 
that  can  engag&oar  efteem. 

Ver.  98. 

Du  premier  Cefars  on  vante  les  exploits; 
Mais  dans  quel  tribunal,  juge  fuivant  les  loix, 
Eu>il  pu  diiculper  fon  injufte  manie  ? 

Ver.  101.  Guftavus  Vafa, 

Ver.  1 1 6.  Neither  is  true  glory  to  be  obtained: 
by  wit  or  fcience  :  They  are  chimerical :  Some 
times  attended  with  folly,  or  weaknefsj :  often 
flailed  with  vice,  and  fo  vender  their  poffsffora., 
znifchievous  and"  infamous. 
3  K  iij 
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Of  once  renown'd  DCS  Cartes  ho  .v  low  the  fall,--. 
His  glory  with  his  whirlpools  vanifh  all  ! 
Sde  folly,  wit— -and  woaknefs,  wifdon,  itain  ~ 
'And  V'.ilars  witty— Bacon  wife  in  vain  ! 
Oft  vice  corrupts  what  fenfe  and  part^  refine, 
And  cloud.-  the  fplendburof  the  brighter  line, 
Sullies  what  Congreve,  and  what  Drydcn  writ, — 
This-,  fafhion's  {lave:   as  that,  the  flave  of  wit. 
'In  vain  fair  genius  bids  the  laurel  {hoot,  130 

The  deadly  worm  thus  eating  at  the  root; 
Corroded  thus,  the  greened  wreaths  decay, 
And  all  the  poet's  honours  fall  away ; 
Quick  'as  autumnal  leaves,  the  laurels  fade, 
And  drop  on  Rocheder's  and  Otway's  head. 

-  Where  then  is  found  true  honour,  heavenly  fair, 
Aflc  Lonfdale,  afk  your  heart— fhe  dictates  there. 

Yes:—  -'tis  in  viriue That  alone  can  give 

The  lading  honour,  and  bid  glory  live  : 
On  virtue's  bafis  only  fame  can  rife,  140 

To  fland  the 'dorms  of  age,  and  reach  the  fkies  : 
Arts,  conqueds,  greatntfs,  feel  the  ftroke  of  fate, 
Shrink  fudden,  and  betray  th'  incumbent  weight ; 
'Xime  with  contempt  the  faithlefs  props  furveys, 
"  And  buries  madmen  in  the  heaps  they  raife." 

'Tis  virtue  only  can  the  bard  infpire, 
And  fill  his  raptur'd  bread  with  lafting  fire  : 
Touch'd  by  th*  ethereal  ray,  each  kindled  line 
Beams  flrong  :  ftill  virtue  feeds  the  flame  divine, 
Where'er  die  treads  (he  leaves  her  footfteps  bright 
In  radiant  tracts  of  never-dying  light ;  JJI 

Thefe  fhed  the  ludre  o'er  each  facred  name, 
Give  Spenfer's  clear,  and  Shakfpeare's  noble  flame ; 
Blaze  to  the  fkies  in  Milton's  ardent  fong, 
And  kindle  the  briik-fallying  fire  of  Young; 
Thefe  gild  each  humble  verfe  in  modeft  Gay  ; 
Thefe  give  to  Swift  the  keen  foul-piercing  ray; 
Mildly  through  Addifon's  chafte  page  they  fhine, 
And  glow  and  warm  in  Pope's  immortal  line. 

Nor  lefs  the  fage  muft  live  by  virtue's  aid;  160 
Truth  muft  fupport  him.  or  his  glories  fade  ; 
And  truth  arfd  virtue  differ  but  in  name  : 
Like  ligh^  and  heat — diftinguiuYd,  yet  the  fame. 

To  truth  and  virtue  the  afcent  is  fure  ; 
The  wholefome  dream  implies  the  fountain  pure; 


Ver.  1 16. 

J<*  ne  puis  edimer  ce?  dangerenx  auteurs 
Qui  de  1'honneur,  en  vers,  infames  deferteurs, 
TrahifTant  la  vertu  fur  un  papier  coupable, 
Aux  yeux  cle  leur  le&eurs  rendent  le  vice  aim- 
able.-^ 

I",n  vain  iVfprif:  eft  plein  d'une  noble  vigueur; 
Le  vers  fe  tent  toujours  des  bafftffes  de  coeure. 
BOILEAU,  1'  Art  Poet.  Ch.  4. 

Ver,  138.  The  foundation  of  true  honour  is  vir 
tue  only. 

Ver.  153.  It  is  virtue  only  that  gives  the  poet 
lafting  glory  :  this  proved  by  in  dances. 

Vtr..i64^  The  philofcpber  can  only  hope  for 
true  glory  from  the  fame  fource  ;  becaufe  truth  is 
hi*  object,  and  nothing  can  be  truth  that  tends 
ro  dcftroy  virtue  and  happinefs.  Hence  appears 
the  rftadirefs,  infamy,  and,  falfehood  of  thofc  cle,- 


To  tafte  the  fpring  we  oft  effay  in  vsin  : 
Deep  lies  the  fource,  tco  (hart  i:\  reafon's  chain; 
But  thofe  the  iffues  of  pure  truth  we  know, 
Which  in  clear  (trench  thiough  virtue's  channel 

flow  : 

Er'-or  in  vain  attempts  the  foul  difg-nfe,  170 

.Still  tafted  in  the  buter  wave  of  vcc- ; 
Drawn  from  the  fpiings  of  faifchocd  all  cvnfefc 
Each  baneful  drop  fhat  poifon*  bapbinefi 
Gordon's  thin  {hallows,  Tifldal's  mudc'v  *v.,~e,    • 
And  Morgan's  gall,  and  Waolu>n's  furious  i-age  ; 
Th'  enver.om'd  dream  d;at  flows  from  Toiand's 

quill, 

And  the  rank  dregs  of  Hobbes  and  Manoeville, 
Detefted  names  !  yet  fentenc'd  ne'er  to  die  : 
Snatch'd  from  oblivion's  grave  by  infamy! 

InfecVopinions,  hatch'd  by  folly's  ray,         lfc» 
Rafl^  in  the  beam  that  wing'.i  them  for  a  day  : 
T/uth,  phccnix-like  immortal,  though  die  dies,  , 
With  ftrength  renew'd  fliali  from  her  uflies  frff- 

See  how  the  luftre  of  th'  Athenian  i-i^e     -rac •;! 
Shines  through  the  lengthen'd  gloom  oi  many  an 


ftruAive  fchemes  fet   on  foot  by  the  feel   called 
Free-thinkers. 

Ver.  174.  Gordon's  thin  dvallows.  The  v/o-> 
here  characlerized  is  intituled,  "  The  Indeven- 
"  dent  Whig,  or  a  Defence  of  our  Ecclefiailical 
"  Eftablidiment  j"  yet  it  may  be  truly  affirmed, 
that  there  is  not  one  inftitution  of  the  Church  of 
England,  but  what  is  here  mifreprefented,  ard 
ridiculed  with  the  lowed  and  mofldefpicable  fcur- 
rility. 

Ver.  174.  Alluding  to  the  confufion  of  ideas, 
which  that  dull  writer  labours  under. 

Ver.  175.  His  character  is  thus  drawn  by  an 
excellent  writer*— "  Who  by  the  peculiar  felicity 
"  of  a  good  choice,  having  learned  his  mc-rality 
|C  of  cur  Tindal,  and  his  philofophy  of  your 
"  [the  Jews]  Spinofa,  calls  himfelf,  by  the  cour- 
"  tefy  of  England,  a  Moral  Philofopher."  WARS. 
Div.  Leg.  oflvlofes,  dem.  Vol.  II.  Ded.  p.  20. 

Ver.  176.  A  noted  advocate  for  that  fpecies  of 
atheifm,  commonly  called  Pantheifm. 

Ver.  177.  It  is  confefled  he  was  a  man  of  ge 
nius  and  learning  :  Yet,  through  a  ridiculous  af 
fectation  of  being  regarded  as  the  founder  of  new 
fyftems,  he  has  advanced  many  things  even  be 
low  confutation. 

Ver.  177.  The  author  of  that  monftrous  heap 
of  contradiction  and  abfurdity,  "  The  Fable  of 
"  the  Bees,  or  private  Vices  public  Benefits."  The 
reader  who  is  acquainted  with  the  writings  of 
thefe  gentlemen,  will  probably  obferve  a  kind  of 
climax  in  this  place ;  afcending  from  thofe  who 
have  attempted  to  delrroy  the  feveral  fences  of 
virtue,  to  the  wild  boars  of  the  wood  that  root  it 
up. 

Ver.  1 80.  Falfehood  fcort-JiTed;  truth  eter 
nal. 

Ver.  184-  Socrates  and  Newton. 

Examples  of  the  two  moil  eminent  philofrphers 
that  ever  adorned  the  wptld  ;  the  one  e&celknt  in 
moral,  the  other  in  natural 


POEMS. 


Virtue  alone  to  wide  the  beam  could  fpread, 
And  throw  the  lafting  glory  rolled  hi*  head. 
See  Newton  chafte  conjecture's  twilight  ray, 
And  light  up  nature  into  certain  day  ! 
He  wide  creation's  tracklefs  mazes  trod ;         190 
And  in  each  atom  found  rhe  ruling  God. 
Unrivall'd  [  air  !  with  truth  and  virtue  fraught ! 
Whofe  lives  confirm'd  whate'er<  heir  reafon  taught ; 
Whole  far-ftretch'd  views,  and   bright  examples 

j'-in'd 

At  once  t'  enlighten  and  perfuade  mankind  ! 
Hail    names  re ver'd!   which  time  and  truth  pro 
claim 
The  fivft  and  faircfl  in  the  lift  of  fame. 

K.nts,  ftatefmen,  patriots,  thus  to  glory  rife  ; 
O:   virtue  grows  the  fame,  or  foon  it  dies; 
But  grafted  on  the  vigorous  ft.  ck,  'tis  fcen       aoo 
Brighten'd  by  age,  and  fprings  in  endleis  green  : 
Pride,  folly,  vice,  may  bloffom  for  an  hour, 
Fed  by  court  funfhine,  and  p  >etic  fhow  r ; 
But  the  pale  tendrils,  nurs'dby  flattery's  hand, 
Unwearied  tendance  frefh  fupv>lies  demand; 
By  heats  unnatural  pufli'd  to  fuddtn  growth, 
They  ficken  at  th'  inclement  blafts  of  truth  ; 
Sho  k  by  the  weakeft  breath  that  palfes  by, 

Their  colours  fade,  they  wither,  droop,  and  die. 

»  •  *  #  * 

'Tis  virtue  only  that  fhall  grow  with  time.     a'O 
Live  through  each  age,  and  fpread  through  every 

clime. 

See  godlike  patriots,  gen'rous,  wife,  and  good, 
Stand  in  the  breach,  and  ftem  corruption's  flood  ! 
See  martyr-bifhops  at  the  flake  expire, 
Smile  on  the  faggot,  and  defy  its  fire  ! 
How  great  in  exile  Hyde  and  fully  (hone  ! 
How  Alfred's  virtues  brigh'en'd  all  his  throne ; 
From  worth  like  this  unbidden  glories  ftream ; 
N  >r  borrow'd  blaze  it  aflcs,  nor  fortune's  beam  ; 
Affliction's  gloom  but  makes  it  ftill  more  bright, 
As  the  clear  lamp  {nines  cleareft  in  rhe  night,  ail 

Thu.«  various  honours  various  ftates  adorn, 
As  different  ftars  with  different  glories  burn; 
Their  orbs  too  wider,  as  their  fphere  is  higher ; 
Yet  all  partake  the  fame  celeftial  fire. 

See  then  HeavVs  endleis  bounty,  and  confefs, 
Which  gives  in  virtue,  fame,  and  happinefs; 
See  mankind's  folly,  who  the  boon  defpife, 
And  grafp  at  pain  and  infamy  in  vice  !  229 


Ver.  198.  Muft  build  their  fame  on  virtue. 

Ver.  aoi.  Flattery  cannot  raife  folly  or  vice  in 
to  true  glory 

Ver.  214-  The  catalogue  of  thefe  heroes, 
through  rhe  feveral  ages  of  Chriftianity,  is  too 
large  to  be  inferted  in  a  work  of  this  nature  : 
Thofe  of  our  country  were  Ridley,  Latimer,  and 
the  good  (though  lefs  fortunate)  Cranmer. 

Ver.  ai6    Hyde,  Earl  of  Clarendon. 

Ver.  aaz  Thus  it  appears  that  every  one  has 
the  power  of  obtaining  true  honour,  promoting 
the  happinels  of  mankind  in  his  proper  ftation. 

Ver.  226  And  thus  the  love  of  fame,  though 
often  pei  verted  to  bad  ends,  is  naturally  condu 
cive  of  virtue  and  happinefs., 


Not  fo  the  man  \vho  mov'd  by  virtue's  laws, 
Reveres  himfelf — and  gains,  not  feeks  applaufe  j 
Whofe  views  Concenter'd  all  to  virtue  tend; 
Who  makes  true  glory  but  his  fccond  end  : 
Still  fvvay'd  by  what  is  fit,  an.l  juft,  and  true, 
Who  gives  to  all  whate'er  to  all  is  due ; 
When  parties  mad  fedition's  garb  put  on, 
Snatches  the  higheft  praiie — and  js  of  none  : 
Whilft  round  and  round  the  veering  patriots  roll, 
Unftiaken  points  to  truth  as  to  his  pole 
Contemns  alike  what  factions  praiie  or  blame; 
O'er  rumour's  narrow  orbit  foars  to  fame        240 
Unmov'd  whilft  malice  barks,  or  envy  howl?, 
Walks  firm  to  virtue  through  the  feoffs  of  fools  ; 
No  minion  flatters  ;  gains  no  felfitli  end  ; 
His  own — his  king's — his ^  country's — mankind's 

friend  ; — 

Him  virtue  cmwns  with  wreaths  that  ne'er  decay ; 
And  glory  circles  him  with  endlefs  day 

Such  he  who  deep  in  virtue  roots  his  fame  ; 
And  fuch  through  ages  (hall  be  Lonfdale's  name. 


FRAGMENT  OF  A  RHAPSODY, 

WRITTKN   AT  THE   LAKES  IN  WESTMORELAND. 

Now  funk  the  fun,  now  twilight  funk,  and  night 
Rode  in  her  zenith  ;  nor  a  puffing  breeze 
Sigh'd  to  the  groves,  which  in  the  midnight  air 
Stood  motion  lefs;  and  in  the  peaceful  floods 
Inverted  hung;  for  now  the  billow  flept 
Along  the  fhore,  nor  heav'd  the  deep.,  but  fpread 
A  fhiniiig  mirror  to  the  moon's  pale  orb, 
Which,  dim  and  waning  o'er  the  fhadowy  cliffs, 
The  foiemn  woods  and  fpiry  mountain -tops 
He:  glimmering  faintnefs  threw.    Now  every  eye 
Opprefs*'d   with  toil,  was  drown'd  in  deep  re- 

pofe, 

Save  that  the  unfeen  (hephe  d  in  his  watch, 
Propt  on  his  crook,  ftood  liftening  by  the  fold, 
And  gazM  the  ftarry  vault  and  pendant  moon. 
Nor  voice  nor  found  broke  on  the  deep  (erene, 
But  the  foft  murmur  of  fwift  gufhing  rills, 
Forth  iffuit  g  from  the  mountain's  diftant  fteep 
(Unheard  till  now,  and  now  icarce  heard)  pro- 

claim'd 

All  things  at  reft,  and  imag'd  the  ftill  voice 
Of  quiet  whifpering  to  the  ear  of  night. 

INSCRIPTION. 

F'memque  tueri, 

•  i  Naturamque  fequl* 

WHAT  though  no  glittering  turret  rife, 

Nor  fplendour  gild  thefe  mild  retreats, 
Yet  NATURE  here  in  modeft  guife 

Difplays  her  unambitious  fweets. 
Along  each  gently-fwelling  lawn 

She  ftrays,  with  ruftic  garlands  crown'd; 
And  wakes  the  flewers  at  early  dawn, 

To  fling  their  bofom'd  fragrance  round. 


Ver.  230,  231.  True  honour  chara&erized  and 
exemplified. 

3  K  iiij 
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Here  tea.cji  (hy  vntVy;,  blamelefs  guide, 
To  trace  thy  ftep  ferene  and  free, 

To  fliun  the  toilfome  heights  of  pride, 
Through  thefe  calm  fcenes  to  follow 

JIi«,  filent  walk?  do  thou  adorn, 

O'er  thefe  green  Hopes  from  tumult  far  : 
Whether  he  greet  the  blulhing  motn, 

Or  welcome  up  yon  evening  ftar, 


Intent,  while  through  theft-  tufted 

Thy  generous  whifpers  charm  his  ear, 

To  hail  from  Heaven  thy  kindred  povyer§, 
And  meet  fair  Peace  and  Freedom  here. 

Yet  prompt  to  ftay  hi-  country's  fall, 
The  c»ty*8  florrny  war  he'll  join, 

When  Tfjou,  and  Truth,  and  Freedom  tail. 
Fur  freedom's  voice  aad  Y'rut*  >  are  thin 
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JAMES    GRAINGER,  M.  D; 

Containing 
THE  SUGAR  CANE,      ||      ODE  ON  SOLITUDE* 

tsv.  tsv.  t?v, 

To  which  is  prefixed, 
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What  foil  the  cane  affeifts;  what  care  demands; 
Beneath  what  figns  to  plant ;  what  ills  await ; 
How  the  hot  ne&ar  heft  to  chrifiallize, 
And  Afric's  fable  progeny  to  treat : 
A  mufe,  that  long  hath  wander'd  in  the  groves 
Of  myrtle-indolence,  attempts  to  fing. 

SUGAR  CANE,  BOOK  I. 


EDINBURGH: 

PRINTED  BY  MVXDZLL  ANT>  SOK,  ROYAL  BANK  CLOSfr 
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JAMES  GRATNGER  was  born  at  Dunfe  in  Berwickshire,  in  1724.  He  was  the  fon  of  John  Grain 
ger,  fifq,  of  H..u°;htori  Hall,  in  the  county  of  Cumberland  ;  who,  inconsequence  of  fome  unfuc- 
cefsful  fpecula'bns  in  mining,  was  obliged  to  fell  his  eftate  ;  and  having  obtained  an  appointment 
in  the  Excife,  lett  led  at  Duni'e. 

His  father  dying  while  he  was  young,  the  care  of  his  education  was  kindly  undertaken  by  his 
elder  brother,  by  a  former  marriage,  Mr.  William  Grainger  of  Warifton,  a  writing-mafler  in  Edin 
burgh  and  afterwards  a  clerk  in  the  office  of  the  Comptroller  of  Excife,  who  placed  him  at 
the  fchool  of  North  Berwick,  under  the  tuition  of  Mr  James  Rae,  formerly  one  of  the  mafters 
of  the  Ciigh  dchool  in  Edinburgh,  a  teacher  of  eminent  learning  and  abilities. 

In  a  copy  of  his  tranflation  of  Tibullus,  now  lying  before  the  prefent  writer,  by  the  favour  of  Mrst 
Grainger,  his  brother's  r elicit,  is  the  following  acknowledgment  of  his  gratitude,  in  his  own  hand 
writing  :  u  To  Mr.  Grainger  of  Warifton  (to  whom  the  public  is  chiefly  indebted  for  aught  that 
can  be  found  praife- worthy  in  the  following  tranflation  of  Tibullus),  from  his  affe&ionate  brother, 
and  humble  fcrvant,  &c." 

After  the  ordinary  courfe  of  education,  he  was  put  apprentice  to  Mr.  George  Lauder,  furgeon  ia 
Edinburgh,  and  afterwards  attended  the  medical  clafies  in  the  Univerfity. 

He  then  went  into  the  army,  and  was  furgeon  in  Pulteney's  Regiment,  at  the  battle  of  Falkirk, 
In  1745,  and  afterwards  ferved  on  the  continent. 

A  military  man,  even  in  the  moft  active  campaign,  has  many  hours  of  leifure ;  and  as  thefe  can 
not  be  fpent  more  rationally  than  in  fome  literary  purfuit,  he  employed  that  part  of  his  time,  which 
was  not  devoted  to  his  profeflion,  in  perufing  the  daffies. 

Upon  his  quitting  the  army,  after  the  peace  of  Aix-la-Chapelle,  in  1748,  he  obtained  the  degree 
of  D"6lor  of  Phyfic,  and  fettled  as  a  Phyfician  in  London;  where  his  tafte  for  police  literature 
procured  him  the  acquaintance  of  Dr.  Johnfon,  Dr.  Percy,  Shenftone,  Dodfley,  Armftrong,  and 
othtr  men  of  wit  and  learning. 

His  firft  publication  was  his  fine  Ode  on  Solitude,  printed  in  the  4th  volume  of  Dodfley 's  "  Collec-i 
tion."  1755,  v.'hich  completely  eftablifhed  his  poetical  reputation. 

Some  ttme  afterwards,  he  became  tutor  to  John  Bourryau,  Efq.  with  a  falary  of  scol.  a, 
year. 

In  1759,  he  publifhed  his  Poetical  tranjlation  of  the  Elegies  of  Tibullus,  and  of  the  Poems  of  Sulpiciat 
yvitb  tie  original  text,  and  notes  critical  and  explanatory,  in  S,  vols.  I2mo.,  which  was  begun  and  com 
pleted,  fever al  years  before,  when  he  was  in  the  army. 

Tn  the  Dedication  to  his  pupil,  he  obferves,  "  that  it  ferved  to  make  many  of  his  hours  pafs  agree 
ably,  which  otherwise  would  have  been  extremely  irkfome,  amid  the  din  of  arms  and  hurry  of  a 
camp  life." 

*  A  pleafing  employment,"  he  obferves  in  the  Advertifement,  "  is  feldom  neglected.  Thofe  ele- 
gies  which  particularly  touched  him,  were  firft  rendered  into  Englifh  ;  and  as  thefe  make  the  greater 
part  of  Tibullus's  Poems,  he  was  contented  afterwards  to  complete  the  work,  by  finifhing  as  a  tafk 
what  was  begun  as  an  amufemcnt," 
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"  A  favourite  author,*'  he  adds,  "  on  whom  fome  labour  has  been  beflowed,  is  not  eafily  forgotten ; 
the  verfion  therefore  was  retouched  as  often  as  opportunity  ferved.  All  this  while,  indeed,  the  tranf- 
lator  had  no  intention  of  making  the  public  acquainted  with  his  poetical  amufements;  he  knew  his 
poet  too  well,  and  admired  him  too  much,  to  think  he  had  done  him  jufKce;  yet  when  Mr.  Dart'i 
tranflation  of  Tibullus  Was  fent  him,  he  was  refolved  to  publifh  hisown,  that  thofe  who  did  not  un- 
rletftand  the  original,  might  not  form  an  idea  of  the  mod  ex  aft,  elegant,  and  harmonious  of  the  Ro 
man  elegiac  ppets,  from  the  mcfl  inaccurate,  harfli,  and  inelegant  verfion  of  the  prefent  century." 
«.  In  the  beginning  of  the  year  following,  he  publiflied  -  A  Letter  to  Tobias  Smollet,  M.  I),  occafwncd 
by  bis  eriticifm  upon  a  late  tranjlalion  of  Tibullus,  by  Dr.  Grainger,  8vo. 

The  eriticifm  imputed  by  his  letter  to  Smollet,  is  in  the  "  Critical  Review"  for  December  1 758.  He 
obferves,  that  the  Editors  of  the  "  Critical  Review,"  in  the  plan  of  their  work,  folemnly  promifed  the 
public,  "  that  they  would  revive  the  true  fpirit  of  critipifm  ;  that  they  would  never  condemn  or  extol 
•without  having  firfl  carefully  perufe,d  the  performance  j  that  they  would  never  aft  under  the  in 
fluence  of  connection  or  prejudice;  that  jthey  would  not  venture  to  criticife  a  tranfiation  withouj; 
underftan'ding  the  original;  that  they  would  never  invidioufly  wreft  the  fenfe,  or  mifinterpret  the 
meaning  of  any  author;  that  they  would  never,  without  reluctance,  difapprove  ever)  of  a  bad  wri 
ter,  who  had  the  leall  title  to  indulgence;  and  they  would  not  exhibit  a  partial  and  unfair  afTem- 
blage  of  the  blemiilu's  of  any  production  "  Thefc  promifes  he  proves  to  have  been  broken  in  every 
particular,  by  fcveral  examples,  principally  taken  from  the  eriticifm  on  his  verfion  of  Tibullus, 

The  fame  year,  according  to  the  information  of  Mrs.  Grainger,  he  accompanied  his  pupil  to  the 
Weft^Indies,  and.  fettled  at  Baffetcrre  iti  the  ifund  of  St.  Chriftopher,  where  he  married  Mifs  Burt, 
ilfter  of  William  Matthew  Burt,  Efq.  governor  of  that  iflumi,  and  practifcd  phyfic  with  great  repu 
tation  and  fuccefs. 

Here  he  began  _anc?finifiied  his  poem  on  the  culture  of  the  Sugar  Cane,  which  he  publiflied  irj 
four  books,  with  notes,  4to.  1 764. 

Sometime  before  the  publication  of  his  Poem,  he  revifited  England,  and  fubmitted  the  manu- 
fcript  to  the  correction  of  his  literary  friends  Dr,  Johnfon,  Dr.  Percy,  &c.  whofe  names  are 
affectionately  commemorated  .in  the  work. 

Mr.  Bofwell,  the  biographer  of  Dr.  Johnfon,  relates,  that  the  Sugar  Cane,  when  read  in  manufcript 
at  Sir  Jofhua  Reynolds's,  made  all  the  affembled  wits  burft  iato  a  laugh,  when,  after  much  blank 
yerfe  pomp,  the  poet  began  a  new  paragraph  thus : 

Now,  mufe,  let's  fing  of  rats. 

And  what  increafed  the  ridicule  was,  that  one  of  the  company,  who  flily  overlooked  the  reader, 
perceived  that  the  word  had  been  originally  nice,  and  had  been  altered  to  rats  as  more  dignified* 

Of  this  little  laughable  incident,  which  has  been  often  related,  and  for  which  there  is  no  founda 
tion  in  the  printed  poem,  Dr.  Percy,  the  prefent  bifhop  of  Dromore,  who  was  his  intimate  friend, 
and  has  a  particular  regard  to  his  memory,  communicated  to  Mr.  Bofwell  the  following  explanation. 

"  The  paffage  in  queftion  was  originally  not  liable  to  fuch  a  perverfion  ;  for  the  author  having 
occafion  in  that  part  of  his  work  to  mention  the  havock  made  by  rats  and  mice,  had  introduced  the 
Jubject  in  a  kind  of  mock  heroic,  and  a  parody  of  Homer's  battle  of  the  Frogs  and  Mice,  invoking 
the  mufe  of  the  old  Grecian  bard,  in  an  elegant  and  well  turned  manner.  In  that  ftate,  I  had  feen 
it ;  but  afterwards,  unknown  to  me  and  other  friends,  he  had  been  perfuaded,  contrary  to  his  own 
better  judgment,  to  alter  it,fo  as  to  produce  the  unlucky  effect  abovementioned." 

To  tbe  friendfliip  of  Grainger,  Dr.  Percy  acknowledges  that  he  owed  the  beautiful  ballad  of 
£ryan  and  P.ereent,  founded  on  a  real  fad  that  happened  in  the  ifland  of  S.t.  Chriftopher,  printed 
in  the  flrfl  volume  of  his  "  Reliques  of  Ancient  Englifh  Poetry,''  1764. 

He  did  not  long  furvive  the  publication  of  The  Sugar  Cane;  but  died  at  Baffeterre  in  the  ifland 
of  St.  Chriflopher,  much  honoured  and  lamented,  December  16.  J  767,  in  the  43d  year  of  his  age. 

By  his  wife,  whe,  it  is  believed,  is  yet  living,  he  left  two  daughters,  Agties  and  Helen*  one  of 
whom  is  fince  dead. 

His  Traction  of  Tduilus  and  fie  &&*r  Cane,  have  not  been  reprinted,  though  highly  de&rving 
of  republicauon. 
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fit  Sugar  Cane,  Ode  on  Solitude,  and  Bryan  and  Percent,  are  now,  for  the  firft  time,  received  into  a 
Collection  of  Clafficai  Englifh  Poetry. 

Dr.  Percy  gives  this  character  ef  Grainger  :  "  He  was  not  only  a  man  of  geoius  and  learning,  but 
had  many  excellent  virtues,  being  one  of  the  moft  generous,  friendly,  and  benevolent  men  I  ever 
knew." 

According  to  Mr.  Bofwell,  "  Dr.  Johnfon  faid,  that  Grainger  was  an  agreeable  man;  a  man  who 
would  do  any  good  that  was  in  his  power.  His  Tranjlatipn  of  Tibullus-he  thought  was  very  well 
done;  but  the  Sugar  Cane  did  not  pleafe  him;  for  he  faid,  what  could  he  make  of  a  fugar  cane  \ 
dne  might  as  well  write  the  "  Parfley  Bed,"  a  poem,  or  the  Cabbage-Garden,"  a  poem." 

As  a  poet,  his  Sugar  Cane,  nvtwithftanding  the  ridicule  thrown  upon  the  fubje&  of  it  by  Br« 
Johnfon,  entitles  him  to  rank  with  Philips,  Dyer,  and  other  diftinguifhed  writers  of  didactic  poetry 
in  our  language.  In  this  ufefiil  and  entertaining  poem,  the  moft  languid  reader  will  find  his  pafc 
(ions  excited,  and  the  imagination  indulged  to  the  higheft  pitch  of  luxury.  A  new  creation  i*  of 
fered,  of  which  an  European  has  fcarce  any  conception  ;  the  hurricane,  the  burning , winds,  a  ripe 
caue-piece  on  fire  at  midnight,  au  Indian  profpecl  after  a  finiihed  crop,  aad  nature,  in  all  the 
extremes  of  tropic  exuberance. 

1 'hejfr/?  book  of  this  original -performance  treats  of  the  cultivation  of  the  fugar  cane,  and  of  the 
genus  and  qualities  of  the  different  foils  in  which  the  plant  will  generally  grow.  In  propcfing  the 
fubjett.and  throughout  the  whole  poem,  he  keeps  "v*irgil  in  his  eye  ;  nor  fhoiild  this  be  objected  to 
him  as  a  fault,  fince  it  was  not -an  eafy  talk  to  reconcile  the  wild  imagery  of  an  Indiaa picture  to  the 
Uriel  rules  of  critical  cxactnefk.  This,  notwithftanding  the  difficulty  of  the  undertaking,  he  has 
happily  -cffe&ed ;  and  though  he  treads  upon  unclaflic  ground,  yet  maintains  a  claffical  regularity. 
After  defcribing  the  foils  proper  for  the  cultivation  of  the  canes,  he  finds  an  eaiy  opportunity. of  in- 
troducing  a  defcription  of  St.  Chriftopher,  the  place  of  his  refidencc  ;  which,  in  Shakfpcare's  word*, 
may  be  juftly  flyled 

"  A  precious  flone  fet  in  the  filver  fea." 

i 
On  mentioning  Jamaica,  he  naturally  falls  into  a  panegyric   on   Columlus—laajl  ef  Science,  boafi  of 

man  !  The  defcription  of  a  Caribbean  fliower  is  extremely  poetical  ;  excepting  an  image  at  the  be 
ginning,. which  is  rather  low.  The  character  of  a  good  planter  is  beautifully  defcribed,  and  reminds 
US  of  Virgil's  defcription  of  the  pleafuresof  an  hulbandman,  0  fdlcet  nimium  bonajl  fua  norint  agricolx* 

The  fecond  book  treats  of  thofc  external  evils  to  which  the  cane  is  fubject,  fuch  as  the  depreda- 
dations  of  monkies,  rats,  and  other  vermin  ;  of  weeds,  of  the  different  fpecie«  of  flies  that  infeft  it ; 
of  blaftsand  hurricanes.  The  lafl  are  dreadful  even  in  imagination.  The  description  of  an  earth 
quake  is  no  lefs  dreadfully  juft.  The  book  concludes  with  a  very  tender  ftory  of  two  lovers,  which 
may  be  more  acceptable  to  the  generality  of  readers,  than  any  precepts  of  cultivation  contained  in 
the  poem. 

The  cane-harveft,  and  the  procefs  of  fugar-boiling,  make  the  fubjecT:  of  the  tllrd  book.  Every 
poetical  circumftance  that  attends  thefe  is  artfully  introduced ;  and  much  philofophical,  chemical, 
and  medical  knowledge  is  difplayed.  The  lovers  of  good  liquor  will  not  be  difpleafed  with  the  dl- 
greflion  in  praife  of  beart-recrultiag  Rum,  which  is  formed  of  the  ikimmings  of  fugar.  The  Weft- 
Indian  profpecl,  after  the  crop  is  fmifhed,  is  perfectly  poetical  and  pi&urefque.  The  whole  paflage 
is  delightfully  melodious,  and  pot  a  little  recommended  by  the  novelty  of  the  fcenery. 

The  fubject  of  the  fourth  book  is  the  management  of  negroes ;  in  treating  of  which,  he  gives  c» 
lefs  agreeable  proofs  of  his  humanity  than  his  poetry.  In  the  paflage  beginning  Tet,  planter,  let  hu 
manity  prevail,  he  pathetically  pleads  in. favour  of  thefe  poor  Wretches,  and  the  LIBERTIES  OF  MAX- 

Oh,  did  the  terider  mufe  poflefs  the  power 

"Which  rnonarchs  have,  and  monarchs  oft  abufc,  , 

'1'would  be  the  fond  ambition  of  her  foul 

To  quell  tyrannic  fway;  knock  off  the  chains 

Of  heart-debafmg  flavery ;  give  to  man,  ~  "  " 


8N  THE   LIFE    OF    GRAl&GEft. 

Of  every  colour  and  bf  every  clime, 
Freedom,  which  ftamps  him  image  of  his  God, 
Then  laws,  oppreffiun's  fcourge,  fair  virtue's  prop, 
Offspring  of  wifdo'm  !  fhould  impartial  reign, 
To  knit  the  whole  in  well-accorded  ftrife  : 
Servants,  not  flaves ;  of  choice,  and  not  compell'd ; 
The  blacks  ihould  cultivate  the  cane-land  ifles. 

The  defcription  of  a  negro  dance  is  well  wrought ;  and  there  is  much  local  propriety  in  the  con 
cluding  lines  of  the  addrefs  to  the  Thames ,  towards  the  end  of  the  book. 

The  Sugar  Cane  is  one  of  thofe  performances  in  which  the  exertion  of  a  poet's  genius  may  be  very 
great,  and  yet  his  fuccefs  but  moderate.  Indeed,  the  novelty  of  the  fobje<5l,  a  manufacture  enkuown 
to  the  European  world,  loaded  it  with  many  difficulties.  Terms  of  art,  to  which  the  ear  has 
never  been  accuftomed,  have  a  peculiar  Uncouthnefs  in  poetry  5  and  the  Indian  names  of  rree&j 
herbs,  and  fruits,  are  unpleafing,  even  to  the  eye.  The  bi  tanical  names  of  vegetables  would  at  leaft 
have  appeared  more  claflical,  and  are  certainly  more  harmonious;  but  probably  there  might  be  fome 
local  reafon  againft  this.  Yet  the  merit  of  this  performance  is  not  to  be  eftimated  from  its  re 
ception,  or  its  aptitude  to  catch  the  attention  of  a  common  European  reader.  The  preceptive 
part  has  not  merely  the  merit  of  ferious  utility.  Grainger  knew  that  he  was  writing  to  an  age 
not  lefs  luxurious  or  refined  than  that  of  Re  me  in  the  days  of  Virgil.  Like  the  elegant  imitator 
of  Hefiod,  he  has  embellifhed  his  precepts  with  all  the  fioxvers  of  imagery*  The  attention  is  not 
long  exercifed  by  the. gravity  of  didactic  precepts,  before  it  is  relieved  by  fome  beautiful  defcrip- 
tion,  or  fome  well-conneded  epifode.  In  one  particular,  namely,  that  of  extending  the  bounds  of 
natural  hiftory,  while  he.feems  only  to  addrefs  the  imagination,  it  may  befafely  afierted  that  Grain 
ger  has  the  advantage  of  many  poets;  and  it  is. very  probable,  that  the  fame  turn  of  thinking  which 
addicts  a  fcholar  to  one,  may  incline  him  to  the  other.  Much  praife  is  due  to  hi;n  for  the  liberal 
and  diffuffive  pains  he  has  taken  in  his  Notes  to  enlarge  the  knowledge  of  the  Weft-Indian  botany. 
They  may  indeed  be  confidered,  both  in  their  medical  and  botanical  capacity,  as  a  very  valuable 
part  of  the  work  ;  and  poflibly  there  arc  few  parts  of  it  more  entertaining. 

The  Ode  on  Solitude,  if  he  had  written  nothing  elfe,  is  fufficient  to  entitle  him  to  the  diftifl&ion 
of  a  poet  In  this  exquifite  performance  are  afiembled  fome  of  the  ftrblimeft  images  in  nature.  Irt 
the  prefent  edition,  the  two  laft  lines  of  the  firft  ftanza  are  altered  from  the  copy  in  "  Dodfiey'* 
Collection,"  upon  the  authority  of  Dr.  Percy. 

Or  Tadmor's  marble  waftes  furvey, 
Or  in  yon  rooftefs  cloyfter  ftray; 

Or,  at  the  purple  dawn  of  day, 
Tadmor's  marble  waftes  furvey, 

alluding  to  the  account  of  Palmyra,  pubiiflied  by  Meffrs.  DawEins  and  Wood,  and  "trie  manner  ic 
which  they  were  ft  ruck  at  the  firft  fight  of  thefe  magnificent  ruins  by  break  of  day. 

"  Dr.  Johnfon,"  fays  Mr.  Bofwell,  "  praifed  Grainger's  Ode  on  Solitude,  and  repeated  with  grea* 
energy  his  exordium, 

O  folitude,  romantic  maid. 
Whether  by  nodding  towers  you  tread, 
Or  haunt  the  dtfert's  tracklefs  gloom, 
Or  hover  o'er  the  yawning  tomb, 
Or  climb  the  Andes'  cliftcd  fide, 
Or  by  the  Nile's  coy  fource  abide, 
Or,  ftarting  from  your  half-year's  fteep, 
From  Hecla  view  the  thawing  deep, 
Or,  at  the  purple  dawn  of  day, 
Tadmor's  marble  waftes  furvey, 

abfenring,  "  This,  Sir,  is  very  fine." 

The  ballad  of  Bryan  and  Perane  is  one  of  the  raoft  beautiful  productions  of  the  kind  in  our  lan 
guage. 
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PREFACE  TO  THE  SUGAR  CANE. 


SOON  after  ray  arrival  in  the  Weft-Todies,  I  con" 
ceived  the  defign  of  writing  a  poem  on  the  culti 
vation  of  the  Sugar  Cane.  My  inducements  to 
this  arduous  undertaking,  were,  not  only  the  im 
portance  and  novelty  of  the  fubjedt,  bat  more  e- 
fprcially  this  confideration ;  that,  as  the  face  of 
this  country  was- wholly  different  from  that  of 
Eur.'pe  ;  fo  whatever  hand  copied  its  appearances, 
however  rude,  could  not  fail  to  enrich  poetry  with 
many  new  arid  piclurefque  images. 

I-  cannot,  indeed,  fay  I  have  fatisfied  my  own 
ideas  in  this  particular  :  yet  I  muft  be  permitted 
to  recommend  the  precepts  contained  in  this  poem. 
They  are  the  children  of  truth>  not  of  genius;  the 
reful?  of  experience,  not  the  productions  of  fancy. 
Thus,  though  I  may  not  be  able  to  pleafe,  I  (hall 
ftand  fome  chance  of  inftrucling  the  reader;  which, 
as  it  is  the  nobler  end  of  all  poetry,  fo  fhould  it  be 
the  principal  aim  of  every  writer  who  wifhes  to  be 
th<  ught  a  good  man. 

It  muft,  however,  be  obfcrved.  that,  though  the 
general  precepts  are  fuited  to  every  climate  wher." 
the  Cane  will  grow,  yet,  the  more  minute  rules 
are  chiefly  drawn  from  the  practice  of  St.  Chrifto- 
phet.  Some  fele&ion  was  neceflary  ,  and  I  could 
adopr  no  modes  of  planting,  with  fuch  propriety, 
as  thofe  I  had  feen  pra&ifed  in  that  ifland,  where 
it  has  been  my  good  fortune  chiefly  to  refide  fince 
I  came  to  the  Weft -Indies. 

I  have  often  been  aftoniflied,  that  fo  little  has 
been  publifhed  on  the  cultivation  of  the  Sugar- 
Cane,  while  the  prefs  has  groaned  under  folios  on 
every  other  branch  of  rural  economy  It  were  un- 
juft  to  fuppofe  planters  were  not  felicitous  for  the 
improvement  of  their  art,  and  injurious  to  sffert 
they  were  incapable  of  obliging  mankind  with 
therimp  rovemen  ts. 

And  yet,  except  fome  fcattered  hints  in  Pcre  j 
Labat,  and  other  French  travellers  in  America ;  j 
an  eflay  by  Colonel  Martyn  of  Antigua,  is  the  I 


only  piece  on  planterfhip  I  have  fcen  deferving  a 
perufal.  That  gentleman's  pamplet,  is,  indeed,  an 
excellent  performance  ;  and  to  it  1  own  myfelf  in 
debted. 

It  muft  be  confefled,  that  terms  of  art  look  awk 
ward  in  poetry  ;  yet  didadic  compofit  ons  cannot 
wholly  difpenfe  with  them.  Accordingly  we  find 
that  Hefiod  and  Virgil,  among  the  ancients,  with 
Philips  and  Dyer  (not  to  mention  fome  other 
poets  now,  living  in  our  own  country),  have  been 
obliged  to  inlert  them  in  their  poems.  Their  ex 
ample  is  a  fuffieient  apology  for  me ,  for  in  their 
fteps  I  ftiall  always  be  proud  t«  tread. 

Vos  fequor,  6  Graiae  gentis  dccus,  itique  veftri* 

nunc 

Fixa  pedum  pono  prefiis  veftigia  fignis; 
Ncn  ita  ccrtandi  cupidu.-,  quim  propter  amorems 
Quod  vos  rmitari  aveo.  , 

Yet,  like  them  too,  I  have  generally  preferred  the 
way  of  description,  wherever  that  could  be  done 
without  hurting  the  fubjeft. 

Si.ch  word*  as  are  not  common  in  Eutope,  I 
have  briefly  explained  :  btcaufe,  an  obfcurt  poem 
affords  both  lets  pleafure  and  profit  to  the  reader. 
For  the  fame  reafon  fome  notes  have  been  added, 
which,  it  ss  prefumed,  will  not  be  difagreeable  to 
thofe  who  have  never  been  in  the  Weft-Indies. 

In  a  Weft-India  georgic,  the  mention  of  many 
indigenous  rcniedies,  as  well  as  difeafes,  was  una 
voidable.  The  truth  is,  I  have  rather  courted 
opportunities  of  this  nature,  than  avoided  them. 
Medicines  of  fuch  amazing  tfficacy.  as  I  have  had 
occafion  to  make  trials  of  in  thefe  iflands,  deiervc 
to  be  univerfally  known.  And  wherever,  in  the 
folk-wing  poem,  I  recommend  any  fuch,  I  beg 
leave  to  be  under ftood  as  a  phyficiau,  and  not  as 
a  poet. 

BASSETERRE,  Jan.  1763. 


THE  SUGAR- CANE. 

IN  FOUR  BOO: 


Agredior  primufque  novis  Helicona  movcre 
Cantibus,  et  yiridi  nutantes  vertice  fylvas ; 
Hofpita  facraferens,  nulli  memorata.prioium." 


MANIL. 


ARGUMENT. 


Subject  propofed.  Invocation  and  addrefs.  What 
foils  the  cane  grows  beft  in.  The  gray  tight 
earth.  Praife  of  St.  Chriftopher.  The  fed  brick 
rriould.  Praife  of  Jamaica,  and  of  Chriftcpher 
Columbus.  The  black  foil  mixed  with  clay  and 
gravel.  Praife  of  Barbadoes,  Nevis,  and  Mount- 
ierrat-  Compofb  may  improve  other  foils.  Ad 
vantages  and  difadvantages  of  a  level  planta 
tion.  Of  a  mountain  eftate.  Of  a  mid\and  one. 
Advantages  of  proper  cultivation.  Of  fallowing, 
Of  compoft.  Of  leaving  the  Woura,  and  pen 
ning  cattle  on  the  diftaht  cane-pieces.  Whether 
yams  improve  the  foil.  Whether  dung  fhould 
be  buried  in  each  hole,  or  fcattered  over  the 
piece.  Cane-lands  may  be  holed  at  any  time. 
The  ri<Jges  fhould  be  open  to  the  trade-wind. 
The  beauty  of  holing  regularly  by  a  line.  Al 
ternate  holing,  and  the  wheel-plough  recom 
mended  to  trial.  When  to  plant.  Wet  weather 
the  beft.  Rain  often  falls  in  the  Weft-Indies, 
almoft  without  any  previous  figns.  The  fignsof 
rainy  weather.  Of  fogs  round  the  high  moun 
tains.  Planting  defcribed.  Begin  to  plant  moun 
tain-land  in  July  :  the  low  ground  in  Novem 
ber,  and  the  fubfeqnent  months,  till  May.  The 
advantage  of  changing  tops  in  planting.  Whe 
ther  the  moon  ha*  any  influence  over  the  cane 
plant.  What  quantity  of  mountain  and  of  low 
cane  land  may  be  annually  planted.  The  laft 
cane-piece  fhould  be  cut  off  before  the  end  of 
July.  Of  hedges.  Of  ftone  enclofures-  Myrtle 
hedges  recommended.  Whether  trees  breed  the 
blaft.  The  character  of  a  good  planter.  Of 
weeding.  Of  moulding.  Of  ilripping. 

Vv  HAT  foil  the  cane  affects ;  what  care  demands ; 
Beneath  what  figns  to  plant;  what  ills  await ; 
How  the  hot  ne&ar  beft  to  cryftallize  j 
And  A/ric's  table  progeny  to  treat ; 


A  mufe,  that  long  hath  wander'd  fn  the  groves 
Of  myrtle- indolence,  attempts  to  fing. 

Spirit  of  infpiration,  that  did  ft  lead 
Th'  Afcrean  poet  to  the  facred  mount, 
And  taught* ft  him  all  the  precepts  of  the  fwafn  ; 
Defcend  from  Heaven,  and  guide  my  trembling 
fteps  10 

To  fame's  eternal  dome,  where  Maro  reigns; 
Where  paftoral  Dyer,  where  Pomoua's  bard, 
And  Smart  and  Sommerville  in  varying  ftrains, 
Their  fylvan  lore  convey  :  O  may  I  join 
This  choral  band,  and  from  their  precepts  learn 
To  deck  my  theme,  which  though  to  fong  un- 

knpwn, 
Is  moft  momentous  to  my  country's  weal  ! 

So  fhall  my  numbers  win  the  public  ear ; 
And  not  difpleafe  Afcrelius;  him  to  whom, 
Imperial  George,  the  monarch  of  the  main,       $• 
Hath  given  to  wield  the  fceptre  of  ihofe  ifles, 
Where  firft  the  mufe  beheld  the  fpiry  cane, 
Supreme  of  plants,  rich  fubjecl:  of  my  fong. 


Ver.  aa.  The  botanical  name  of  the  cane  is 
Saccbafum.  Tke  Greeks  and  Romans  feem  to 
have  known  very  little  of  this  moft  ufeful  and 
beautiful  plant.  JLucan  and  Pliny  are  the  only 
authors  among  the  former  who  mention  it ;  and, 
fo  far  .as  I  can  find,  Arrian  is  the  only  Gre.ek. 
The  firft  of  thefe  writers,  in  enumerating  Pom- 
pey's  eaftern  auxiliaries,  defcribes  a  nation  who 
made  ufe  of  the  cane-juice  as  a  -drink. 

Dukes  bibebant  ex  arundme  fuccos. 

The  induftHous  naturalift  fays,  "  Saccharum  et 
Arabia  fcrt,  fed  laudafcus  India  ;"  and  the  Greek 
hiftorian,  in  his  vrspirXov;  of  the  Red-fea,  teijs  us 
of  a  neighbouring  nation  who  drank  it  alfo ;  his 
words  are,  ^jX/  re  xaXapuvov  TO  teyofitvov  fctx%&f;. 
The  cane,  however,  as  it  was  a  native  of  the  eait,< 
fo  has  it  been  probably  cultivated  there  time  io*» 


THE   SUGAR  CANE. 


Where'er  the  clouds  relent  in  frequent  rains, 
And  the  fun  fiercely  darts  his  tropic  beam, 


memorial.  The  raw  juice  was,  doubtlefs,  firft 
rnade  ufe  of;  they  afterwards  boiled  it  into  a  fy- 
tup;  and,  in  procefs  of  time,  an  inebriating  fpirit 
was  prepared  therefrom  by  fermentation.  This 
conjecture  is  confirmed  by  the  etymology,  for  the 
Arabic  word  "12D  IS  evidently  derived  from  the 
Hebrew  ""O^J.  which  fignifies  an  intoxicating  liquor. 
When  the  Indians  began  to  make  the  cane-juice 
into  fugar,  I  cannot  difcover ;  probably,  it  foori 
found  its  way  into  Europe  in  that  form,  firft  by 
the  Red-fea,  and  afterwards  through  Perfia  by  the 
Black  fea  and  Cafpian  ;  but  the  plant  itfelf  was 
not  known  to  Eurupe,  till  the  Arabians  introduced 
it  into  the  fouthern  parts  of  Spain,  Sicily,  and 
thofe  provinces  of  France  which  border  on  the 
Pyrenean  mountains  Ir  was  allb  fuccefsfully  cul 
tivated  in  Eg)pt  and  in  many  places  on  the  Bar- 
bary  c->aft.  From  the  Mediterranean, the  Spaniards 
and  Portuguefe  tranfported  the  cane  to  the  Azores, 
the  Madeiias,  rhe  Canary  and  the  Cape-Verd 
iflands,  foon  after  they  had  been  difcovered  in  the 
fifteenth  century  :  and,  in  the  moft  ef  thefe,  par 
ticularly  Madeira,  it  throve  exceedingly.  Whe 
ther  the  cane  is  a  native  of  either  the  Great  or 
Lefs  Antilles  cannot  now  be  determined;  for, 
their  difcoverers  were  fo  wholly  employed  in 
fearching  after  imaginary  gold  mines,  that  they 
took  1  tele  or  no  notice  of  the  natural  productions 
Indeed  the  wars,  wherein  they  wantonly  engaged 
then^felves  with  the  natives,  was  another  hin 
drance  to  phyfical  invefiigation.  But  whether 
the  cane  was  a  production*  of  the  Weft  Indie*  or 
not,  it  is  probable  the  Spaniards  and  Portuguefe 
did  not  begin  to  cultivate  it  either  there  or  in 
South  America  i  where  it  certainly  was  found), 
till  fome  years  after  their  difcovery.  It  is  alfo 
equally  uncertain  whether  ftigar  was  firft  made 
in  the  ifland,  or  on  the  continent ;  and  whether 
the  Spaniards  or  Portuguefe  were  the  firft  plant 
ers  in  the  new  world.  If  is  indeed  moft  likely,  that 
the  latter  ere&td  the  firft  fugar  works  in  Bra 
zil,  as  they  are  more  lively  and  ehterprifing  than 
the  Spaniards  However,  they  had  not  long  the 
ft  art  of  the  latter;  for,  in  1506,  Ferdinand  the 
Citholic,  ordered  the  cane  to  he  carried  from  the 
Canaries  to  St.  Domingo,  in  which  ifland  one 
Pedro  de  Atenca  foon  after  built  an  Ingenio  Je  a- 
^ucar,  for  fo  the  Spaniards  call  a  fu^ar  work.  But, 
though  they  began  thus  early  to  turn  their  thoughts 
to  fugar,  the  Portuguefe  far  outft ripped  them  in 
that  trade-  for  Lifbon  foon  fupplied  moft  of  Europe 
with  that  commodity ;  and,  notwithftanding  the 
Englifh  then  paid  the  Portuguefe  at  rhe  rate  of  4!. 
p*r  cwt.  for  mufcovado,  yet  that  \  rice,  great  as  it 
may  now  appear,  was  pr<  bably  much  lefs  than 
Xvhat  the  f a  gar  from  the  Eaft- indies  had  commonly 
been  fold  for.  Indeed,  fo  intent  was  the  Crown 
of  Portugal  on  extending  their  Biazil  trade,  that 
that  of  the  EalMudies  began  to  be  neglected,  and 
foon  after  fuHercd  a  manifeft  decay.  However, 
their  fugar  made  them  ample  amends,  in  whkh 
Vot.  X. 


The  cane  will  joint,  ungenial  though  the  foil. 
But  would'ft  thou  fee  huge  cafks  in  o'der  due, 
Roll'd  numerous  on  the  bay,  all  fully  fraught 
With  ftrong-grain'd  mufcpvado,  filvery  gray, 
Joy  of  the  planter ;  and  if  happy  fate  30 

Permit  a  choice:  avoid  the  rocky  flope, 
The  clay- cold  bottom,  and  the  fandy  beach. 
But  let  thy  biting  ax  with  ceafelefs  ftroke 
The  wild  red  cedar,  the  tough  locuft  fell : 


trade  they  continued  almoft  without  a  rival  for 
upwards  of  a  century.  At  laft  the  Durch,  in 
1623,  drove  the  Portuguefe  out  of  all  the  north 
ern  part  of  Brazil  ;  and,  during  the  one  and  twen 
ty  years  they  kept  that  conqueft,  thofe  induftri  us 
republicans  lea:  ned  the  art  of  making  fugar  This, 
probably,  infpired  the  Englifh  with  a  defirc  of 
coming  in  for  a  fhare  of  the  fugar-trade  :  accord 
ingly,  they,  renouncing  their  chimerical  fearch 
after  go'd  mines  in  Florida  and  Guiana,  fettled 
themfelves  foon  after  at  the  mouth  of  the  river 
Surinam,  where  they  cultivated  the  cane  with  fuch 
!  fucctfs,  that  when  the  colony  was  ceded  to  the 
Dutch  by  the  treaty  of  Breda,  it  maintained  rot 
lefs  than  40,000  whites,  half  that  number  of  flaves, 
and  employed  one  year  with  another  15,000  ron. 
of  fhippmg.  This  ceflion  wa?  a  fevere  bK>\v  to  the 
Engiiih  trade,  which  it  did  not  recover  for  feverai 
years,  though  many  of  the  Surinam  planters  car 
ried  their  art  and  negroes  to  the  Leeward  Iflands 
and  Jamaica,  which  then  began  to  be  the  objec% 
of  political  confideration  in  England. 

Sugar  is  twice  mentioned  by  Chaucer,  who 
flourished  in  the  fourteenth  century  ;  and  fuc- 
ceeding  poets,  down  to  the  middle  of  the  laft,  ufe 
the  epithet  Sugar  'd,  whenever  they  would  exprefs 
any  thing  uncommonly  pleafing  :  fiucc  that  time, 
the  more  elegant  writers  feldom  admit  of  that 
adiedive.  in  a  metaphorical  fenfe  •  but  herein, 
perhaps,  they  are  affe&edly  fqueamifh. 

Ver.  29.  The  cane-juice  being  brought  to  fhc< 
confiftence  of  fyrup,  and,  by  fubfequent  codlion, 
granulated,  is  then  called  mufcov&do  (a  Spanifll 
word  probably,  though  not  to  be  found  in  Pineda) 
vulgarly  brown  fugar  ;  the  French  term  it  fucre. 
brut, 

Ver.  34.  There  are  two  fpecie-  of  cedar  com 
monly  to  be  met  wit'i  in  the  Weft-Indies,  the 
white  and  red,  which  differ  from  the  cedars  cul 
tivated  in  the  Bermudas  :  both  are  lofty,  fhady, 
and  of  quick  growth.  The  white  fucceeds  in  any 
foil,  and  produces  a  flower,  which,  infufed  like 
tea,  is  uftful  againft  fiili  poifon.  The  red  requires 
a  better  mould,  and  always  emits  a  difagreetblc 
fmell  before  rain.  The  wood  of  both  are  highly 
ufeful  for  many  mechanical  purpofes,  and  but  too 
little  planted. 

Ibid.  This  is  alfo  a  lofty  tree,  ft  is  of  quick 
growth  and  handfome,  and  produces  a  not  <iif- 
agreeable  fruit,  in  a  flat  pod  or  legi.men,  about 
three  inches  long.  It  is  a  ferviceable  wood.  In 
botanical  books,  I  find  three  different  names  for 
the  locuft  tree  ;  that.  meant  here  is  the  Sl&y* 
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NT  let  his  nf&nr,  nor  his  fiiken  pods. 
The  fweet-fnieird  caffia,  or  vail  ceiha  fave. 
"Yet  fpare  the  guava,  yet  the  guaiac  fpa^e ; 
A  wholefomj  food  the  ripene-.f  guava  yields, 
£oa!t  of  the  houfevvife  ;  .while 'the-  guahc  grows 
A  fovereigTi  antidote,  in  wood,  bark,  gum,        40 
To  caufe'the  lame  hisufeleis  crutch  forego, 
.And  dry  the  fourccs  of  corrupted  love. 
Nor  let  th'y  bright  impatient  flidies  deftroy 
The.  golden  ihaddoc,  the.  forbidden  fruit, 




Yer.  .16.  Canoes  have  been  fco^p?d  out  of  this 
tree,  capable  of  holding  upwards  of  a  hundred 
people  ;  and  many  hundreds,  as  authors  relate, 
have  been  at  once  flickered  by  its  fhade.  Its  pods 
contain  a  very  loft  fhort  cotton,  like  filk  :  hence 
the  Englifh  call  the  tree  the  filk-cotton-tree  ;  and 
the  Spaniards  name  its  cotton  Lar.a  de  ceiba*  It 
has  been  wrought  into  (lockings;  but  its  com- 
mont'ft  ufe  is  to  (luff  pillows  and  matraffes.  It 
might  be  made  an  article  of  commerce,  as  the  tree 
grows  without  trouble,  and  is  yearly  covered  with 
pods.  An  infufion  of  the  leaves  is  a  gentle  dia 
phoretic,  and  much  recommended  in  the  fmall- 
J»ox.  The  botanical  name  of  the  ceiba  is  Bombax  ;  j 
and  the  French  call  it  Fromager.  There  are  two  j 
fpecies:  the  ilem  of  the  one  being  prickly,  and 
that  of  the  other  fmooth. 

Ver.  57.  The  Spaniards  (Tall  this  tree  guayava.  It 
treat's  afrait  as  large,  and  of  much  the  fame  fhapeas 
a  golden  pippen.  This  is  of  three  fpecies,  rhe  yel 
low,  the  amazon,  and  the  white  ;  the  laft  is  the 
Jnoft  delicate,  but  the  fecnnd  fort  the  largdl.  All 
are  equally  wholefome  when  ftewed  or  made  into  | 
5clly  or  marmalede.  When  raw,  they  are  fup^ofed 
to  generate  worms.  Strangers  do  not  always  at 
£rfl  like  their  flavour,  which  is  peculiarly  ilrong. 
This,  however,  gees  off  by  ufe,  and  they  become 
exceedingly  agreeable.  Acofta  fays  the  Peruvian 
£uavas  furpafs  thole  of  any  other  part  of  America. 
The  bark  of  the  tree  is  an  aflringent,  and  tans 
leather  as  well  a?  that  of  oak.  The  French  call 
the  tree  &jyav''-r. 

Ver.  37.  The  lignum  vita?.,  or  pccktvood-tree. 
The  virtues  of  every  part  of  this  truly  medical 
tree  are  too  well  known  to  be  enumerated  here 
The  hardnefs  and  incorruptibility  of  its  timber 
make  abundant  amends  for  the  great  flownefs  of 
its  growth,  fcr  of  it  are  formed  the  bell  poll*  for 
howfes  againft  hurricanes;  and  it  is  no  leis  ufeful- 
ly  employed  in  building  wind-milis  and  c.ntle- 


Ver.  44.  This  is  the  largeft  and  finefc  kind  of 
orange.  It  is  not  a-  native  of  Anveric.-?,  but  wr.s 
brought  to  the  iilnnds  from  the  Eaft-Incie?,  by  an 
Englifhman,  whofe  name  it  bears-,  it  is  of  three 
kinds.;  the  l  \vcet,  the  lour,  and  the  bitter;  the 
juice  of  all  of  them  is  wholcfome,  and  the  rind 
rnedfcal.  In  flavour  and  whoiefomenefs,  the  ftveet 
ih  addob  excels  the  other  two,  and,  indeed  every 
other  kind  of  orange,  except  the  forbidden  fruit, 
fcarce  yields  to'  any  known  fruit  in  the  four 
of  the  vrorid.  4 


The  white  acnjou,  and  rich  fiVtnca  t 

F-M-,  where  thefe  trees  their  leafy  banners  raife 

Aloft  in  air,  a  gra):  deep  earth  abounds, 

Fat,  light;  yet.  when  it  fee's  the  wounding  hoe, 

Rifing  in  clod",  which  ripening  funs  and  rain 

Pvefolve  to  crumbles;,  yet  not  pulverize  :  5^ 

In  this  the  loul  of  vegetation  wakes, 

PleasM  at  the  planter's  call,  to  burft  on  day. 

•    Thrice   happy   he,   to   whom    fuch    fields   are 

given  '. 

For  him  the  cane  with  little  labour  grows  ; 
'Spite  of  the  dog-ftar,  (hoot*  long  yellow  joins  ;  * 
Conco&srich  juice,  though  deludes  defcend. 
What  if  an  after-offspring  it  reject  ? 
This  land,  for  many  a  crop,  will  feed  his  mills  ; 
Dildain  fupplies,  nor  alk  from  compoft  aid. 

Such,  green  St.  Chriftopher,  thy  happy  foil  1— 


Ver.  45.  This  is  the  Lidian  name  of  the  'avoca- 
tb,  avocado,  avigato,  or,  as  the  linglifli  corruptly 
call  it,  alligator-pear.  The  Spaniards  in  South- 
America,  namt-  it  Kwacate ;  and,  under  that  name 
it  is  defcribed  by  Ulloa.  However,  in  Peru  and 
Mexico,  it  is  better  known  by  the  appellation  of 
Palta  or  pallo.  It  is  a  lightly  tree,  of  two  fpecies  ; 
the  one  bearing  a  green  fruit,  \vhich  Is  the  moft 
delicate,  and  the  other  ared,  which  hlds  efteem- 
ed,  and  grows  thiefly  in  Mexico.  Whea  ripe,  the 
fkin  peels  eafiiy  off,  and  difcover*  a  bufyraceous, 
or  rather  a  marrowy  like  fnbftance.  with  greeiniTi 
veins  interfperfed.  Being  eat  with  fait  and  pepper, 
or  fvigar  and  lime-juice,  it  is  not  only  agreeable, 
but  highly  nourifhing;  hence  Sir  Hans  S'oane 
ufed  to  ftyle  it  vegetable  marrow.  The  fruit  is 
of  the  f;ze  and  fnape  of  the  pear  named  Lady's- 
tKigiis,  and  contains  a  large  (lone,  from  whence 
the  tree  is  propagated.  Thefe  trees  bear  fruit  but 
once  a  year.  Few  flrangers  care  for  it;  but,  by 
ufe,  foon  become  fond  of  it.  The  juice  of  the 
kernel  marks  linen  with  a  violet-colour.  Its  wor>cl 
is  (oft,  and  c-'iiioqurntiy  of  lirtle  ufe.  The  French 
c:dl  it  h'ciis  cf  ati'ife,  ar-d  rhc  tree  Avocai :  the  L'J- 
tanical  name  is  P  erf  en. 

Ver.  60  This  beautifal  and  fertile  ifiand,  and 
which,  in  Shakfpeare's  \vbrds,  may  juftly  be  ilykd 

A  precious  {lone  fet  in  the  filver  fea, 

lies  in  feventh  degree  N.  L.  It  was  difcovered  by 
the  great  Chriftopher  Columbus,  in  his  fecond 
voyage,  14')^,  who  was  fo  pleafcd  with  its  ap 
pearance,  that  he  honoured  it  with  his  Chriftian 
nnme.  Though  others  pretend,  that  appellation 
".v  ;;iven  it  from  an  imaginary  refemblance  be- 
t%vf\;n  a  high  mountain  in  its  centre,  now  called 
Mount  Mifei-y,  to  the  fabulous  legend  f.f  thr  De 
vil's  carrying  St.  Chriftoplicr  on  his  fhouldrcs. 
But,  h"  thie  as  it  \viil,  the  Spaniards  foon  after  lot- 
tied  in  it,  and  lived  in  tolerable  harmony  with  the 
natives  for  many  years ;  and,  a>  their  fleets  torn- 
monly  called  in  there  to  and  from  America  for 
provifion  and \vater,  the  fettlers,  no  doubt,  reaped 
fome  advantage  from  their  fixation.  By  'J'em- 
pieman's  Survey,  it  contains  eighty  fquare  miles, 
and  is  about  fe verity  miles  in  circumference.  It  t's 
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Not  Grecian  Tempe,  where  Arcadian  Pan,        6 1 
Knit  with  the  Grace?,  tun'd  his  tilvaii  pipe, 
While  mute  attention  hu(h'd  each  .charmed  nil; 
Not  purple  Enna,  whofe  irriguous  lap, 


of  an  irregular  oblong  figure,  and  has  a  chain  of 
mountains,  that  run  Couth  and  north  almotl  from 
the  one  end  of  it  to  the  other,  formerly  covered 
•with  wood ;  but  now' the  cane-plantations  reach 
almoil  to  their  fuinnut.s,  and  extend  all  the  way, 
clown  their  eafy  declining  fit'cs  to  the  f,-a.  From 
thefe  mountains,  fome  rivers  take  their  rife,  which 
n«ver  dry  up  ;  and  there  arc  many  others  which, 
after  win, 'run  into 'the  fra,  b-.it  which,  at  other 
tl  ties,  are  loft  before  they  re:ich  it.  Hence,  as 
this  ifhrjd  confifb  of  mountain-land  arid  valley,  it 
muft  always  make  a  middling  crop  ;  for  when  the 
low  grou.iJs  fail,  the  uplands  fupply  that  defici 
ency  ;  and,  when  the  mountain  canes  are  lodged 
(or  become  watery  from  toj  much  rain '),  thofe  in 
the  plains  yield  furprifingiy.  N'-r  are  the  planta 
tions  here  only  feafonable  ;  their  fugar  fells  for 
more  than  the  fugar  of  any  other  of  his  Majefty's 
iflands;  as  their  produce  cannot  be  refined  to  the 
beft  advantage,  without  a  mixture  of  St.  Kitts 
mufcovado.  In  the  barren  part  of  the  ifland,  which 
runs  out  towards  Nevis,  are  feveral  ponds,  which, 
in  dry  weather,  cryftallize  into  good  fait;  and  be 
low  Mount  Mifrry  is  a  fmall  folfaterre  and  col 
lection  of  frefh  water,  where  fugitive  negroes  of 
ten  take  flicker,  and  efcape  their  purfuers.  Not 
far  below,  is  a  large  plain  which  affords  good  paf- 
ture,  water,  and  wood;  and,  if  the  approaches 
thereto  were  fortified,  which  might  be  done  at  a 
moderate  expenee,  it  would  be  rendered  inacceflU 
ble.  The  Englifh,  repulfmg  the  few  natives  and 
Spaniards,  who  oppofed  them,  began  to  plant  to 
bacco  here,  A.  D.  1613.  Two  years  after,  the 
French  landed  in  St.  Chriflopher  on  the  fame  day 
that  the  Englifh  fettlers  received  a  confiderable 
reinforcement  from  their  mother-country  ;  and, 
the  chiefs  of  both  nations,  being  men  of  found 
policy,  entered  into  an  agreement  to  divide  the 
ifland  between  them  :  the  French  retaining  both 
extremities,  and  the  Engliih  poffefling  themfelves 
of  the  middle  parts  of  the  ifland.  Some  time  after, 
both  nations  cradled  fugar  works,  but  there  were 
more  tobacco,  indigo,  coffee,  and  cotton  planta 
tions,  than  fugar  ones,  as  thefe  require  a  much 
greater  fund  to  carry  thern  on  than  thofe  other. 
All  the  planters,  however,  lived  eafy  in  their  cir- 
cumftances;  for,  though  the  Spaniards,  who  could 
not  bear  to  be  fpe<Slators  of  their  thriving  condi 
tion,  did  repoffei's  themfdves  of  the  ifland,  yet 
they  were  foon  obliged  to  retire,  and  the  colony 
iucceeded  better  than  ever.  One  reafon  for  this 
was,  that  it  had  been  agreed  between  the  two 
nations,  that  they  fiioula  here  remain  neutral 
whatever  wars  their  mother-countries  might  wage 
againft  each  other  in  Europe.  This  was  a  wife 
regulation  for  an  infant  fet dement ;  but.  when 
King  James  abdicated  the  Britiih  throne,  the 
French  fudclenly  role,  and  drow  cut  the  unpre 
pared  Engliih  by  force  of  arms.  The  French 


Strow'd  with  each  fruit  of  tafb,  each  flower  of 

Sicilian  Proferpinc,  delighted,  fought ;          [fniell, 

Can  vie,bleft  ills,  with  thee.— Though  no  foift found 

Of  paAoral  ftop  thine  echoes  e'er  awak'd  ; 

Nor  ruptured  poet,  loft  in  holy  trance, 

Thy  ftreams  arrefled  with  enchanting  long  :      70 

Yet  virgins,  far  inure  beautiful  than  ihe 

Whom  Piuto  ravifh'd,  and  more  chafte,  are  thine  ; 

Yet  probity,  from  principle,  not  fear, 

Actuates  thy  fons,  bold,  hofpicable,  free  : 

Yet  a  fertility,  unknown  of  old, 

To  other  climes  denied,  adorns  thy  hills ; 

Thy  vales,  thy  dells  adorns.— O  might  my  ftram 

As  far  tranfcend  the  immortal  fongs  of  Greece, 

As  thou  the  partial  fubjecl  of  their,  praif?  !  .   .,79 

Thy  fame  mould  flont  familiar  through  the  worM.; 

Each  plant  fhould  own  thy  cane  her  lawful  lard  ; 

Nor  fhould  old  time,  fong  flops  the  flight  of  time, 

Obfcure  thy  luftre  with  his  fhadowy  wing. 

Scarce  lefs  impregnated,  with  every  power 
Of  vegetation,  is  the  red  brick-mould, 
That  lies  on  marly  beds. — The  renter,  this 
Can  fcarce  exhauft ;  how  happy  for  the  heir  ! 

Such  the  glad  foil,  from  whence  Jamaica's  fons 
Derive  their  opulence  :   thfice  fertile  land, 
"  The  pride,  the  glory  of  the  fea-girt  ifles         90 
"  Which,  like  to  rich  and  various  gems  inlay 
"  The  unadorned  bofom  of  the  deep," 
Which  firfl  Columbus'  daring  keel  explor'd. 

Daughters  of  Heaven,  wish  reverential  n\ve,  ' 
Paufc  at  that  godlike  name;  for  not  your  flights 
Of  happieft  fancy  can  out-foar  his  fame. 

Columbus,  boaft  of  fcience,  boafl  of  man  ; 
Yet,  by  the  great,  the  learned,  and  the  wife, 
Long  held  a  vifbnary  ;  who,  like  thee, 
Could  brook  their  fcorh  ;  wait  feven  long  yenrs  a~ 

court, 

A  fchjft, fallen]  dilatory  court  ; 
Yet  never  from  thy  purpejs'd  plan  decline  ? 
No  god,  no  hero  of  poetic  times, 
In  truth's  fair  annals  may  compare  with  thee! 


it 


coloniffs  of  Saint  Chriftopher  had  foon  reafon, 
however,  to  repent  their  iir;politic  breach  ci 
faith  ;  for,  the  expelled  planters,  being  aflifted  br 
their  countrymen  from  the  neighbouring  iflcs,  and*  . 
fupported  by  a  formidable  fleet,  foon  recovered. 
not  only  their  loft  pUntStjpns,  but  obliged  the 
French  totally  to  aband'on  the  ifland.  After  the 
treaty  of  Ryfwiek,  indeed,  foTne  few  of  thofa 
among  them,  who  had  not  obtained  fettlements 
in  Martinico  and  Hilpaniola,  returned  to  Saint 
Chriftopher  ;  but  (he  war  of  the  partition  foon 
after  breaking  o-i.t,  they  were  finally  expelled,  and 
the  whole  ifland  was  ceded  in  fovereignty  to  the 
crown  of  Great  Britain,  by  the  treaty  of  Utrecht. 
Since  that  time,  St.  Chriftppher  has  gradually  im 
proved,  and  it  is  now  at  the  height  of  perfection. 
The  Indian  name  of  St.  Chriftophec  is  Llamuiga, 
or  the  Fertile  Ifland. 

Ver.  71.    The  inhabitants  of  St.   Chriftopher   . 
look  whiter,  a^e  lefs  fallow,,  r.nd  enjoy  finer  com 
plexions,  tfcnn  any  of  the   dwellers  on  the  other   , 
iflands.    S!°an«. 

Itij 
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Each  paffton,  weaknefs  of  mankind,  thou  knew'ft, 
Thine  own  concealing  ;  firmed  bafe  of  power  j 
Rich  in  expedients  ;  what  mod  adverfe  feem'd 
And  lead  expected,  moft  advanc'd  thine  aim. 
What  ftorms,  what  monfters,  what  new  forms  of 

death, 

In  a  vaft  ocean,  never  cut  by  keel,  no 

And  where  the  magnet  firft  its  aid  declin'd; 
Alone,  unterrified,  didft  .thou  not  view  I 
Wife  legiflator,  had  the  Iberian  king 
Thy  plan  adopted,  murder  had  not  drench'd 
In  blood  vaft  kingdoms ;  nor  had  hell-born  zeal, 
And  hell-born  avarice,  his  arms  difgrac'd, 
Yet,  for  a  world,  difcever'd  and  fubdu'd,        [out, 
What  meed  had'ft  thou  ?   With  toil,  difeafe,  worn 
Thine  age  was  fpent  foliciting  the  prince,       119 
To  whom  thou  gav'ft  the  fceptre  of  that  world, 
Yet,  blefled  fpirit,  where  enthron'd  thou  fitt'ft, 
Chief  'mid  the  friends  of  man,  repine  not  thou  : 
Dear  to  the  nine,  thy  glory  fhall  remain 
While  winged  commerce  either  ocean  ploughs ; 
While  its  lov'd  pole  the  magnet  coyly  Ihuns ; 


Ver.  ill.  The  declenfion  of  the  needle  was 
difcovercd,  A.  D.  I4<;a,  by  Columbus,  in  his  firft 
voyage  to  America;  and  would  have  been  highly 
alarming  to  any,  but  one  of  his  undaunted  and 
philofcphieal  turn  of  mind. 

This  century  will  always  make  a  diftinguiflied 
figure  in  the  hidory  of  the  human  mind  ;  for,  dur 
ing  that  period,  printing  wa?  invented,  Greek 
learning  took  refuge  in  Italy,  the  Reformation  be 
gan,  and  America  was  discovered. 

The'ifland,  of  Jamaica  was  beftowed  on  Colum 
bus,  for  his  difcovery  of  the  new  world.  Accord 
ingly,  his  fon  James  fettled  and  planted  if,  early 
[A.  D.  1569]  the  following  century.  What  im 
provements  the  Spaniards  made  therein  is  no  where 
mentioned ;  but,  had  their  induftry  been  equal 
to  their  opportunities,  their  improvements  fhould 
have  been  confiderable  ;  for  they  continued  in  the 
undifturbed  poiteffion  of  it  till  the  year  1596, 
when  Sir  Anthony  Shirley,  with  a  fingle  man  of 
•war,  took  and  plundered  St.  Jago  de  la  Vega, 
which  then  confided  of  aoco  houles.  fn  the  year 
1635,  St.  Jago  de  la  Vega  was  a  fecond  time  plun 
dered  by  500  Englifh  from  the  Leeward  iflands, 
though  that  capital,  and  the  fort  (which  they  al- 
fo  took)  were  defcmled  by  four  times  their  num 
ber  of  Spaniards.  One  and  twenty  years  after 
wards,  the  \vhok  ifland  was  reduced  by  thfr  forces 
fcnt  thither  by  Oliver  Cromwell,  and  has*  ever 
fmc'e  belonged  to  England.  It  is  by  far  thelarg- 
cft  ifland  poffefied  by  the  Fnglilh  in  the  Welt  In 
dies.  Sir  Thomas  Modyford,  a  rich  and  emine'ht 
planter  of  Barbadoes,  removed  to  Jamaica,  A.  D. 
1660,  to  the  great  advantage  of  that  ifland  ;  for 
he  inftrudled  the  young  Englifti  fettlers  to  cultivate 
the  fugar-cane;  for  which,  and  other  great  im 
provements  which  he  then  made  them  acquaint 
ed  with,  King  Charles,  three  years  afterwards, 
appointed  him  governor  thereof,  in  which  ho 
nourable  employment  he  continued  \{\\  the  year 
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While  weeps  the  guaiac,  and  while  joints  the 

cane. 

Shall  the  mufe  celebrate  the  dark  deep  mould, 
With  clay  or  gravel  mix'd  ? — This  foil  the  canC 
With  partial  fondnefs  loves;  and  oft  furveys 
Its  progeny  with  wonder. — Such  rich  veins      150 
Are  plenteous  fcatter'd  o'er  the  fugar-ifles  : 
But  chief  that  land,  to  which  the  bearded  fig, 
Prince  of  the  foreft,  gave  Barbadoes  name  : 


Ver.  132.  This  wonderful  tree,  by  the  Indians 
called  the  Banian-tree ;  and  by  the  botanifts  Ficus 
Indica,  or  Bengalienfis,  is  exactly  defcribed  by  Q^ 
Curtius,  and  beautifully  by  Milton  in  the  follow 
ing  lines : 

"  The  fig-tree,  not  that  kind  renown'd  for  fruit, 
"  But  fuch  as  at  this  day  to  Indians  known, 
"  In  Malabar  and  Decan  fpreads  her  arms; 
"  Branching  fo  broad  and  long,  that  in  the  ground, 
"  The    bended  twigs   take   root,  and  daughters 

«  grow 

"   About  the  mother-tree,  a  pillar'd  fhade, 
"  High  over-arch'd,  and  echoing  walks  between, 
"  There  ofr  the  Indian  herdfman,  (hunning  heat, 
•*   Shelters  in  cool,  and  tends  his  pafturing  herds 
•'  At  loop-holes  cut  through  thickeft  fhade." — 

What  year  the  Spaniards  firft  difcovered  Barba 
does  is  not  certainly  known;  this,  however,  is 
certain,  that  they  never  fettled  there,  but  only 
made  ufe  of  it  as  a  ftock-ifland  in  their  voyages 
to  and  from  South  America,  and  the  iflands  ;  ac 
cordingly,  we  are  told,  when  the  Englilh  firft 
landed  there,  which  was  about  the  end  of  the 
Cxteenth  or  beginning  of  the  feventeenth  century, 
they  found  in  it  an  excellent  breed  of  wild  hogs, 
but  no  inhabitants.  In  the  year  1627,  Barbadoes, 
with  moft  of  the  other  Caribbee-iflands,  were'grant- 
ed  by  Charles  I.;to  the  Earl  of  Carlifle,  that  noble 
man  agreeing  to  pay  to  the  Earl  of  Marlborough, 
and  his  heirs,  a  perpetual  annuity  of  300!.  per  ann. 
for  his  waving  his  claim  to  Barbadoes,  which  he 
had  obtained  \ by  patent,  in  the  preceding  reign. 
The  adventurers  to  whom  that  nobleman  parcel 
led  out  this  ifland,  at  firft  cultivated  tobacco  ;  but 
that  not  turning  out  to  their  advantage,  they  ap 
plied  with  better  fuccefs,  to  cotton,  indigo,  and 
ginger.  At  laft,  fome  cavaliers  of  good  fortune, 
tranfporfing  themfelves  thither,  and  introducing 
the  fugar-cane  [A.  D.  1647],  probably  from  Bra 
zil,  in  ten  years  time  the  ifland  was  peopled  with 
upwards  of  30,000  whites,  and  twice  that  num 
ber  of  negroes,  and  fent  yearly  very  confiderable 
quantities  of  fugar  to  the  mother-country.  At 
the  Reftoration,  King  Charles  II.  bought  off  the 
claim  of  the  Carlifle  family  ;  and,  in  confidera- 
tion  of  its  then  becoming  a  royal  inftead  of  a  pro 
prietary  government,  the  planters  gave  the  crown 
four  and  a  half  per  cent,  on  their  fugars ;  which 
duty  ftill  continues,  although  the  ifland  is  faid  to 
be  lefs  able  to  pay  it  now  than  it  was  a  hundred 
years  ago.  It  is  upwards  of  ao  .miles  long,  and 
in  fame  places  aimed.  14  broad. 
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Chief  Nevis,  juftly  for  its  hot  baths  fam'd : 
And  breezy  Monntferrat,  whofe  wonderous  fprings 
Change,  like  Medufa's  head,  whate'er  they  touch, 
To  ftonny  hardnefs ;  boaft  this  fertile  glebe. 
Though  fuch  the  foils  the  Antillean  cane 
Supremely  loves ;  yet  other  foils  abound, 
Which  art  may  tutor  to  obtain  its  fmile.  140 

Say,  (hall  the  experienc'd  mufe  that  art  recite  ? 
How  fand  will  fertilize  ftiff  barren  clay  ? 
How  clay  unites  the  light,  the  porous  mould, 
Sport   of  each   breeze  ?     And   how   the   torpid 

nymph 

Of  the  rank  pool,  fo  noifome  to  the  fmell, 
May  be  folicited,  by  wily  ways, 
To  draw  her  humid  train,  and,  prattling,  run 
Down  the  reviving  flopes  ?     Or  (hall  ihe  fay 
What  glebes  ungrateful  to  each  other  art, 
Their  genial  treafures  ope  to  fire  alone  ?  150 

Reccord  the  different  compofts ;  which  the  cold 
To  plaftic  gladneis  warm  ?     The  torrid  which 
By  foothing  coolnefs  win  ?     The  fharp  faline, 


Ver.  134.  This  ifland,  which  does  not  contain 
many  fewer  fquare  miles  than  St.  Chriftopher,  is 
more  rocky,  and  almoft  of  a  circular  figure.  It  is 
feparated  from  that  ifland  by  a  channel  not  above 
one  mile  and  a  half  over,  and  lies  to  windward. 
Its  warm  bath  pofleffes  all  the  medical  properties 
of  the  hot  well  at  Briftol,  and  its  water,  being 
properly  bottled,  keeps  as  well  at  fea,  and  is  no 
lefs  agreeable  to  the  palate.  It  was  for  many 
years  the  capital  of  the  Leeward  ifiand  govern 
ment  :  and,  at  that  period,  contained  more  whites 
and  blacks  than  it  does  at  prefent,  often  mufter- 
ing  300®  men.  The  Englifti  firft  fettled  there,  A. 
D.  1628,  Sixty-two  years  afterwards,  tfce  chief 
town  was  almoft  wholly  deftroyed  by  an  earth 
quake;  and,  in  1706,  the  planters  were  well- 
nigh  ruined  by  the  French,  who  carried  off  their 
flaves  contrary  to  capitulation.  It  mull  have  been 
discovered  in  Columbus's  fecond  voyage,  A.  D. 
*493- 

Ver.  135.  This  ifland,  which  lies  about  30 
miles  to  the  fouth-weft  of  Antigua,  is  not  lefs  fa 
mous  for  its  folfaterre  (or  volcano),  and  hot  pe 
trifying  fpring,  than  for  the  goodnefs  of  its  fugars. 
Being  almoft  circular  in  its  fhape.  it  cannot  con 
tain  much  lefs  larjd  than  either  Nevis  or  St.  Chrif 
topher.  It  is  naturally  ftrong,  fo  that  when  the 
French  made  defcents  thereon,  in  King  William 
and  Queen  Anne's  time,  they  were  always  repulf- 
ed  with  coufiderable  lofs.  It  was  fettled  by  that 
great  adventurer  Sir  Thomas  Warner,  A.  D.  163*, 
who  fen.  thither  fome  of  his  people  from  St. 
Chriftopher,  for  that  purpcfe.  In  the  beginning 
of  the  reign  of  Charles  II.  the  French  took  it,  but 
it  was  reftored,  A.  D.  1667,  by  the  treaty  of  Bre 
da.  In  this  ifland,  che  Roman  catholics,  who 
behaved  well  when  our  enemies  attempted' to  con 
quer  it,  have  many  privileges,  and  of  courfe  are 
more  numerous  there,  than  in  any  other  of  the 
Englifti  Caribbec-iflands.  Its  capital  is  called  Ply 
mouth.  Columbua  difcovered  it  in  his  fecond 


Which  beft  fubdue  ?     Which  mollify  the. four  ? 

To  thee,  if  fate  low  level  land  aflign, 
Slightly  cohering,  and  of  fable  hue, 
Far  from  the  hill  ;  be  parfimony  thine.       [fcend, 
For  though  this  year,  when  conftant  fhowers  de- 
The  fpeeding  gale,  thy  fturdy  numerous  ftock, 
Scarcely  fuffice  to  grind  thy  mighty  canes  ;     160 
Yet  thou,  with  rueful  eye,  for  many  a  year, 
Shalt  view  thy  plants  burnt  by  the  torch  of  day  ; 
Hear  their  parch'd  wan  blades  ruftle  in  the  air  ; 
While  their  black  fugars,  doughy  to  the  feel, 
Will  not  ev'n  pay  the  labour  of  thy  fwains. 

Or,  if  the  mountain  be  thy  happier  lot, 
Let  prudent  forefight  ftill  thy  coffers  guard. 
For  though  the  clouds  relent  in  nightly  rain, 
Though  thy  rank  canes  wave  lofty  in  the  gale ; 
Yet  will  the  arrow,  ornament  of  woe,  170 

(Such  monarchs  oft  times  give)   their  jointing 

ftint; 

Yet  will  winds  lodge  them,  ravening  ratsdeftroy, 
Or  troops  of  monkeys  thy  rich  harveft  fteal. 
The  earth  muft  alfo  wheel  around  the  fun, 
And  half  perform  that  circuit ;  ere  the  bill 
Mow  down  thy  fugars  :  and  though  all  thy  mills, 
Crackling,  o'erflow  with  a  redundant  juice, 
Poor  taftes  the  liquor ;  codlion  long  demands, 
And  higheft  temper,  ere  it  faccharize ; 
A  meagre  produce.  Such  is  virtue's  meed,       180 
Alas !  too  oft  in  thefe  degenerate  days. 
Thy  cattle  likewife,  as  they  drag  the  wain, 
Charg'd  from  the  beach,  in  fpite  of  whips  and 

fhouts, 

Will  ftop,  will  pant,  will  fink  beneath  the  load; 
A  better  fate  deferving. — — 
Beftdes,  thy  land  itfeli"  is  infecure  : 
For  eft  the  glebe,  and  all  its  waving  load, 
Will  journey,  forc'd  off  by  the  mining  rain  ; 
And,  with  its  faithlels  burden,  difarrange 
Thy  neighbour's  vale.  So  Markley-hill  of  old,  190 
As  fung  thy  bard  Pomona  (in  thefe  ifles 
Yet  unadqr'd),  with  all  its  fpreading  trees, 
Full  fraught  with  apples,  chaug'd  its  lofty  fite. 

But,  as  in  life,  the  golden  mean  is  beft ; 
So  happieft  he  whofe  green  plantation  lies 
Nor  from  the  hill  too  far,  nor  from  the  more. 

Planter,  if  thou  with  wonder  wouldft  furvey 
Redundant  harveft*  loa,d  thy  willing  foil; 
Let  fun  and  rain  mature  thy  decp-hncd  land, 
And  old  fat  dung  co- operate  with  thefe.  300 


Ver.  170,  That  part  of  the  cane  which  fhoots 
up  into  the  fru&ification,  is  called  by  planters  it* 
arrow,  having  bean  probably  ufed  for  that  pur- 
pofe  by  the  Indians.  Till  the  arrow  drops,  all  ad 
ditional  jointing  ia  the  cane  is  fuppofed  to  be 
flopped. 

Ver.  179.  Shell,  or  rather  marble  quick-lime,  is 
fo  called  by  the  planters  :  without  'his,  the  juice 
of  the  cane  cannot  be  concreted  into  fugar,  at 
leaft  to  advantage.  See  Book  III.  With  quick 
lime  the  French  join  afhes  as  a  temper,  and  this 
mixture  they  call  Enyvragc.  It  is  hoped  the  reader 
will  pardon  the  introduction  of  the  vetbfaccbarizc, 
a*  no  other  fo  emphatically  expreficd  the  author's 
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Be  tliis  great  truth  ftill  present  to  thy  mind ; 
The  half  well  cultur'd  far  exceeds  the  whole, 
Which  luft  of  gain,  uncorifcious  of  its  end, 
Ungrateful  vexes  with  unceafing  toil. 

As,  not  indulg'd,  the  richefl  lam's  grow  poor; 
And  Liamuiga  may,  in  future  times, 
Jf  too  much  urg'd,  her  barrennefs  bewail  : 
!So  cultivation,  on  the  {hallowed  foil, 
O'erfpread  with  rocky  cliffs,  will  bid  the  cane, 
"With  fpiry  pomp,  all  bountifully  rife.  2IO 

Thus  Britain's  flag,  fhould  difcipline  relent, 
Spite  of  the  native  courage  of  her  ions, 
Would  to  the  lily  ftrike  :   ah  !   very  far, 
Far  be  that  woful  day  :  the  lily  then 
Will  rule  wide  ocean  with  refifllefs  fway ; 
And  to  old  Gallia's  haughty  ihore  tranfport 
The  lefftning  crops  of  thefe  delicious  iflcs. 

Of  compofts  fhall  the  mufe  defcend  to  fing, 
Nor  foil  her  heavenly  plumes  ?  The  facred  mufe 
Nought  fordid  deems,  but  what  is  bafe  ;  nought 
fair  220 

XJnlefs  true  virtue  flamp  it  with  her  feal. 
Then,  planter,  wouldil  then  double  thine  eftate, 
Never,  ah  '.  never  be  afham'd  to  tread 
Thy  dung-heaps,  where  the  refufe  of  thy  mills, 
With  all  the  afhes  all  thy  coppers  yield,        [form, 
With  weeds,  mould,  dung,  and  ftale,  a  compoft 
Of  force  to  fertilize  the  pocreft  foil. 

But,  planter,  if  thy  lands  lie  far  remote, 
And  of  accefs  are  difficult;  on  thefe 
jLeave  the  cane's  faplefs  foliage;  and  with  pens  230 
Wattled  (like  thofe  the  mufe  hath  oft  times  feen, 
When  frolic  fancy  led  her  youthful  fteps 
In' green  Dorcheftria's  plains),  the  whole  enclofe  : 
There  well  thy  ftock  with  provender  fupply  ; 
The  well-fed  ftock  will  foon  that  food  repay. 

Some  of  the  ikilful  teach,  and  fome  deny, 
That  yams  improve  the  foil.     In  meagre  lands, 
"Tis  known  the  yam  will  ne'er  to  bignefs  fwell ; 
Xnd  from  each  mould  the  vegetable  tribes, 
However  frugal,  nutriment  derive  :  24® 

Yet  may  their  flickering  vines,   their*  drooping 

leaves, 

Their  roots  dividing  the  tenacious  glebe, 
More  than  refund  the  fuftenance  they  draw. 

Whether  the  fattening  compotl  in  each  hole 
'Tis  beft  to  throw,  or  on  the  furface  fpread, 
is  undetermin'd  :  trials  muft  decide. 


meaning ;  for  fome  chemifts  define  fugar  to  be  a 
native  fait,  and  others  a  foap. 

Ver.  206.  The  Caribbean  name  of  St.  Chrifto- 
phcr. 

Ver.  237.  The  botanical  name  of  this  plant  is 
Dlefioria.  Its  leaves,  like  thole  of  the  water-melon, 
er  gourd,  foon  mantle,  over  the  ground  where  it  is 
planted.  It  takes  about  eight  months  to  come  to 
perfection,  and  then  is  a  wholefome  root,  either 
boiled  or  roaffed.  They  will  foine.times  weigh 
one  and  an  half,  or  two  pounds  ;  but  their  com- 
moneft  fize  is  from  fix  ounces  to  nine.  They  can 
not  be  kept  good  above  half  a  year.  They  are  a 
native  of  South-America,  the  Weft-Indies,  and  of 
Jnoft  parts  of  Guinea. 


Unlefs  kind  rains  and  foflermg  dews  defcend, 
To  melt  the  compoft's  fertilizing  {'alls, 
A  flirted  plant,  deceitful  of  thy  hopes, 
Will  from  tiiofe  beds  flow  fpring  where  hot  dung 
lies:  ajo 

But,  if  'tis  fcatter'd  gencroufly  o'er  all, 
The  cane  will  better  bear  the  folar  blaze  ; 
Left  raii-i  demand;   and,  by  repeated  cr«:p.s 
Thy  land  improv'd,  iis  gratitude  will  fhow. 

Enough  of  compofts,  mufe  ;  of  foils  enough  : 
When  beft.  to  dig,  and  when  inhume  the  cane  ; 
A  tafl;  how  arduous  1  next  den:ands  thy  fong. 

It  not  imports  beneath  what  fign  thy  hoes 
The  deep  trough  fink,  and  ridge  alternate  raife ; 
If  this  from  wafhes  guard  thy  gemmy  tops,       260 
And  that  arreft  the  moiflure  thefe  require. 

Yet  fhmjld  the  lite  of  thine  eftate  permit, 
Let  tiie  trade-wind  thy  ridges  ventilate; 
So  fhail  a  greener,  loftier  cane  arife, 
And  richefl  ne&ar  in  thy  coppers  foam. 

As  art  transforms  the  favage  face  of  things, 
And  order  captivates  the  harmonious  mind, 
Let  not  thy  blacks  irregularly  hoe 
But,  aided  by  the  line,  confult  the  fite 
Of  thy  dtmefnes,  and  beautify  the  whole.         370 
So  when  a  monarch  ruflies  to  the  war, 
To  drive  invafion  from  his  frighted  realm  ; 
Some  delegated  chief  the  frontier  views, 
And  to  each  fquadron  and  brigade  afligns 
Their  order'd  ftation  :   Soon  the  tented  field 
Brigade  and  fquadron  whiten  on  the  fight, 
And  fill  fpe&ators  with  an  awful  joy. 

Planter,  improvement  is  the  child  of  time; 
What  your  fires  knew  not,  ye  their  offspring  know  : 
But  hath  your  art  receiv'd  perfection's ftamp  ?  280 
Thou  canlt  riot  fay.— -Unprejudic'd,  then  learn      ' 
Of  ancient  modes  to  doubt,  and  new  to  try: 
And  if  J.hilofophy,  with  wifdom,  deign 
Thee  to  enlighten  with  their  ufeful  lore, 
Fair  fame  and  riches  will  reward  thy  toil. 

Then  fay,  ye  fwains,  whom  wealth  and  fame 

infpire, 

Might  not  the  plough,  that  rolls  on  rapid  wheels, 
Save  no  fmall  labour  to  the  hoe-arm'd  gang  ? 
Might  not  the  culture  taught  the  Britifh  hinds, 
By  Ceres'  fon,  unfailing  crops  fecure,  2f  o 

Though  neither  dung  nor  fallowing  lent  their  aid  ? 

The  cultur'd  land  recals  the  devious  mule  ; 
Propitious  to  the  planter  be  the  call : 


Ver.  2^0.  The  fummit  of  the  cane  being  fmal- 
ler  jointed,  as  well  as  fo/ter,  and  confequently 
huving  more  gems,  from  whence  the  young  Iprouts 
fhoot,  is  properer  for  planting  than  any  other  part 
of  it.  From  one  to  four  junks,  each  about  a  foot 
long,  are  put  in  every  hole.  Where  too  many 
junks  are  planted  in  one  hole,  the  canes  may  be 
numerous,  but  can  neither  become  vigorous,  nor 
yield  fuch  a  quantity  of  rich  liquor  as  they  other- 
wife  would.  In  cafe  the  young  (hoots  do  not  ap 
pear  above  ground  in  four  or  five  weeks,  the  de 
ficiencies  muft  be  fupplied  with  new  tops. 

Ver.  250.  Jethro  Tull,  Efq.  the  grcateft  im 
prover  iii  modern  hufbsndry. 


T  H  -E    S  U  G  A  k    C  A  N  E, 


9-3 


For  mu  oli,  my  fviencl.it  thce  imports  to  know 

The  mtetcft  i'eafbn  to  commit  thy  tops, 

With  belt  advantage, to  the  well dut;  mould.  .- 

The  talk  how  difficult,  to  cull  the  betl   • 

From  thwarting  Jentimems,  and  belt  adorn 

What  wiLdom  choofes  in  poetic  garb-! 

Yet,  infp'iration;  come  :   the  theme  uafung,      300 

"Whence  never  poet  crept  one  bloomy  wreath ; 

Its,  vaft  importance  to  my  native  hind, 

Whole  fwect  idea' nifties  on  my- mind, 

And  makes  me  'mid  this  paradife  repine, 

Urge- me  to  pluck,  from  i'ancy's  fearing  wing, 

A  plume  to  deck  experience'  hoary  brow. 

Attend  1  The  ion  of  time  and  truth  declares, 
Unlffs  the  low-hung  clouds  drop  iatnefs  down, 
No  bunching  plants  of  vivid  green  will  fpring, 
In  goodly  ranks,  to  fill  the  planter's  eye.  310 

Let  then  faga-city,  with -curious  ken, 
HDemark  the  various  figns  of  future  rain. 
The  iigns  of  rain,  the  Mantuan  bard  hath  fung 
In  Initieft  numbers;   friendly  to  ihy  iwains, 
Once  fertile  Italy  :   but  other  marks 
Portend  the  approaching   ihower,  in    thefe  hot 

climes. 

Short  hidden  .rains,  from  ocean's  ruffled  bed, 
Driven  by  forue  momentary  fqualls,  will  oft 
With  frequent  heavy  bubbling  drops,  downfal ; 
While  yet  the  fun,  incloudlefs  luftre,  fhines  :  330 
And  draw  their  humid  train  o'er  half  the  ifle. 
Unhappy  he  !   who  journeys  then  from  home, 
No  fhade  to  fcreen  him.  His  untimely  fate 
His  wife,  his  babes,  his  friends,  Will  1'non  deplore; 
Un'.efs  hot  wines,  dry  clothes,  and  fridlion's  aid, 
His  fleeting  fpirits  ft  ay.    Yet  not  even  thcfe, 
N'.;r  all  Apollo's  arts,  will  always  bribe 
The  infidious  tyrant  death,  thrice  tyrant  here  ! 
Elfc  good  Amynu  r,  him  the  Graces  lov'd, 
Wiidom  careis'd,  and  Themis  call'd  her  own,  330 
Had'liv'd  by  all  admir'd,  had  now  pcrus'd 
"  Thefe  lines,  with  ail  the  malice  of  a  friend." 

Yet  future  rains  the  careful  may  furetel : 
Mofquitos,  fand-fiies,  feek  the  fhelter'd  roof, 
And  with  fell  rage  the  ftranger  gueft  affail, 


Ver.  334.  Mufquhos.  This  is  a  SpahTfli  word,  fig- 
nlfying,aguat,  or  rly.  They  are  very  troubleiome, 
efpccially .toftrangeis,whomthey  bite  unmercifully, 
caiifing  a  yellow  coloured  tumour,  attended  with 
cxcellive  itching.  Ugly  ulcers  have  often  been 
cccafioned  by  fcralching  thole  (welling?,  in  pcr- 
fons  of  a  baa  habit  of  body.  Though  natives  of 
the  Weft-Indies,  they  are  .not  lefs- common  in  the 
coldtft  regions  ;  for  Mr.  Maupertius  lakes  notice 
how  troublefame  they  were,  to  him  and  his  atten 
dants  on  the  inowy  liun.mu  of  certain  mountains 
within  the  arctic  circle.  They,  however,  chiefly 
love  ibady,  moitt,  and  warm  places.  Accordingly 
they  are.  commoneil  to  be  met  with  in  the  corners 
of  rooms,  towards  evening,  and  before  rain.  They 
are  fo  light  as  not  to  be  felt  when  they  pitch  or 
the  ikin  ;  and,  as  foon  as  they  have  darted  in  theii 
proboicis,  fly  off,  fo  that  the  firft  intimation  OIH 
has  oi  being  bit  by  them,  is  .the  itching  tumour 
Warm  iii:^  juice  it.  :;-.  '.:t>!ot.:;- 


Nor  f;-are  the  fporiivc  child  ;  from  tht*ir  retreaU 
Cockroaches  crawl  difpkdkxgly  abroad  : 
,'hefe,  without  p-ity,  let  thy  flave^  deftroy  ; 
Like  harpies,  they  defile  whate'er  they  touch)  : 
\Vhile  thofe,  tlie  ihiotker  of  combuftion  quelisj  3^0 
'he  ipeckled  lizard  to  its  hole  retreats, 
\.nd: black  crabs  travel  from  the  mountain  down  ; 


makes- a  humming  noife,  efpecially  in  the  night- 
ime. 

Ver.  334.  SanJ-jlles.  This  inf^cl  theSpaniardscall 

Mcfquitiila,  being  much  fmailcr  than  the  molquito. 

ts  bite  is  like  a  fpark  of  fire  failing  on  the  fkin, 

which  it  raifes  into  a  fmall  tumour,  accompanied 

with  itching.    Bat  if  the  fand-fir  caufes  a  fliarpcr 

nd  more  fudden  pum  than  the  mofquito,  ytt  it  is 

a   i.!o- e  honourable  enemy,   for  remaining  upon 

he  {kin  after  the  pundure,  it  may  eailly  be  killed. 

:s  colour  is  gray  and  black,  P.riped.   l.cmon  juics 

or  firil  i minings  cures  its  bite. 

\7er.  337.  'i'his  is  a  Urge  fpecles  of  the  chafer, 
or  fcipibseUs,  and  is  a  moft  diiagretable  as  well  as 
.leltruiftive  inltcl.  There  is  feat  ce  any  thing  which 
it  will  not  devour  •,  and  wherever  it  has  remained 
For  any  time,  it  leaves  a  naufeou?  fmell  behind  it. 
Though  better  than  an  inch  Jong,  their  thickr.els 
is  no  ways  correfpondenr,  fo  that  they  can  innnu- 
a'e  themitlves  aimoft  through  any  crevice,  &c. 
into  cabinets,  drawtis,  &c.  The  1'meU  of  cedar  is 
faid  to  Irio'nten-them  away  :  but  this  is  a  popuu-.r 
millake  ;  for,  I  have  often  killed  them  in  prefies 
of  that  weed.  There  is  a  fpecies  of  cockroach, 
which,  on  account  of  a  beating  noife  which  it 
makes,  efpecially  in  the  night,  is  called  the  Drum 
mer.  Though  larger,  it  is  neither  cf  fo  burnimed 
a  colour,  nor  fo  quick  in  its  motions  as  the  common 
fort,  than  which  it  is  alfo  lefs  frequent,  and  not  fo> 
pernicious  ;  yet  both  will  nibble  peoples  toe-ends, 
efpecially  if  not  well  wafhed,  and  have  fometimes 
occafioned  uneafy  fores  there.  They  are  natives  of 
a  warm  climate.  The  French  call  them  Rat>ais. 

Ver.  341.  This  is  meant  of  the  ground  lizard,' 
and  not  cf  the  tree  lizard,  which  is  of  a  fine  green 
coL.-ur.  There  are  many  kinds  of  ground  lizard^ 
which,  as  they  are  common  in  the  hot  parts  of 
Europe,  I  fhall  not  defcribe.  All  of  thtm  are 
perfectly  innocent.  The  Caribbean*  ufed  to  eat: 
them  ;  they  are  not  inferior  to  fnakes  as  a  medi 
cated  food.  Snuff  forced  into  their  mouth  foon 
convulfes  them.  They  change  colour,  and  become 
twrpid  ;  but,  in  a  few  hours  recover.  The  gir 
or  rather  Iguana,  is  the  larg^ft  fort  of  lizard. 
This,  when  iuitated,  will  fly  at  one.  It  lives 
mofily  upon  fruit.  It  hus  a  faw-like  appearance, 
which  ranges  from  its  head  ail  alon^  its  back,  tov 
its  tail.  The  fiefh  of  it  is  efteemed  a  great 
The  firft  writers  on  the  Lues  Ventrea,  forbid  its 
tie  to  thole  who  labour  under  that  dileaie  I 
a  very  ugly  animal.  In  feme  parts  of  South-A 
merica,  the  alligator  is  called  Iguarut. 

Ver.  341   Black  land- crabs  are  excellent  eating.* 
but  as  they  fometimes  will  occafiun  a  moil  vi 
cbvlexa  tqofbvt  (owing,  fay  planters,  to  their  s 

q   t!;c  mahoe- berry),  tney  ihould  nev^  b^. 
.... 
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THE    WORKS    OF   GRAINGER. 


Thy  ducks  their  feathers  prune;  thy  doves  return, 
In  faithful  flocks,  and,  on  the  neighbouring  roof, 
Perch  frequent ;  where,  with  pleas'd  attention, 

they 

Behold  the  deepening  congregated  clouds, 
"With  fadnefs.  Hot  the  azure  vault  of  Heaven. 

Now, while  the  ihower  depends,  and  rattle  loud 
Your  duors  and  windows,  hafte  ye  houfewives, 

place 

Your  fpouts  and  pails ;  ye  negroes,  fcek  the  (hade, 
Save  thofe  who  open  with  the  ready  hoe         351 
The  enriching  water  courfe  i  for,  fee,  the  drops, 
Which  fell  with  flight  afperfion,  now  defcend 
In  ftreams  continuous  on  the  laughing  land. 
The  coyeft  Naiads  quit  their  rocky  caves, 
And,  with  delight,  run  brawling  to  the  main ; 
"While  thofe,  who  love  ftill  vifible  to  glad 
The  thirfty  plains  from  never- ceafing  urns, 
Aflume  more  awful  majefty,  and  pour, 
With  force  refiftlefs,  down  the  channel'd  rocks. 
The  rocks,  or  Iplit,  or  hufried  from  their  bafe,36l 
With  trees,  are  whirl'd  impetuous  to  the  fea  : 
Flu<5tua?cs  the  foreft  ;  the  torn  mountains  roar  : 
The  main  itfe*f  recoils  for  many  a  league, 
Wh.le  its  green  face  is  chang'd  to  fordid  brown. 
A  grateful  frefhncfs  every  ienfe  pervades; 
While  beats  the  heart  with  unaccuftom'd  joy  : 
Her  ftores  fugacious  memory  now  recals ; 
And  fancy  prunes  her  wings  for  loftieil  flights. 
The  mute  creation  fhare  the  enlivening  hour;  370 
Bounds  the  briflc  kid,  and  wanfon  plays  the  lamb. 
The  drooping  planr«  revive  ,  ten  thoufand  blooms, 
Which,  wi-h  their  fragrant  fcents,  perfume  the  air, 
Burft  into  being  ;  while  the  canes  put  on 
Glad  nature's  livelieft  robe,  the  vivid  green. 

But  chief,  ler  fix'd  attention  caft  his  eye 
On  the  caut  mountain,  whofe  high  rocky  verge 
The  vy-tfd  fig  canopies  (vaft  woodland  king, 
Beneath  thy  branching  fhade  a  banner'd  hoft 
May  lie  inambufh,  !  and  whofe  fhaggy  fide?,  380 
Trees  fhade,  of  endlefs  green,  enormous  fize, 
Wondrous  in  ihape,  to  botany  unknown, 
Old  a-  the  deluge. —  There,  in  fecret  haunts, 
The  watery  fpirits  ope  their  liquid  court ; 
There    with  the  wood-nymphs,  link'd  in  feftal 

band, 

(Soft  airs  and  Pi  osbus  wing  them  to  their  arms) 
Hold  amorous  dalliance.    Ah,  may  none  profane, 
With  fire,  or  fteel,  their  myftic  privacy  : 
for  there  their  fluent  offspring  firft  fee  day, 
Coy  infants  fporting;   fiiver- footed  dew  390 

To  hathe  by  night  thy  fprouts  in  genial  balm; 
The  green-flol'd  Naiad  of  the  tinkling  rill, 


drefled  till  they  have  fed  for  fome  weeks  in  a 
crab-houfe,  after  being  caught  by  the  negroes. 
When  they  moult,  they  are  moft  delicate  ;  and 
then  it  is  believed,  never  poifon.  This,  however, 
is  certain,  that  ar  that  time  they  have  no  gall,  but, 
in  its  Head,  the  petrifaction  called  a  Crab  s- eye  is 
found  As  I  hnv'e  frequently  obfervcd  their  great 
claws  (with  which  they  feverely  bite  the  unwary) 
of  vfiry  unequal  fiz^  it  i*  probable,  thefe  regene 
rate  vvhen  broke  off  by  accident,  or  otherwise. 


Whofe  brow  the  fern-tree  fhades ;  the  power  ftf 

rain 
To  glad  the  thirfty  foil,  on  which  arrang'd, 

The  gtmmy  iummits  of  the  cane  await 
Thy  negroe-train  (iu  linen  lightly  wrapt), 
Who  now  that  painted  Iris  girds  the  fky, 
(  Aerial  arch,  which  fancy  loves  to  itride)  I 
Dilperfe,  all  jocund,  o'er  the  long  hoed  land. 

The  bundles  fome  untie ;  the  withered  leaves, 
O:hers  ftrip  artful  off,  and  careful  lay,  401 

Twice  one  junk,  diftant  in  the  ampleft  bed  : 
O'er  thefe,  with  hafty  hoe,  fome  lightly  fpread 

The  mounded  interval ;  and  Imooth  the  trench  : 
Well  pleas'd,  the  mailer  fwain  reviews  their  toil; 
And  rolls,  in  fancy,  many  a  full  fraught  calk. 
So,  when  the  fhield  was  forg'd  for  IMeus  fon, 
The  fwarthy  Cyclops  fhar'd  the  important  tafk  • 
With  bellows,  fome  reviv'd  the  feeds  of  fire  ; 
Some  gold  and  brafs,  and  fteel   together  fus'd  41% 
In  the  vafl  furnace  ;  while  a  chofcn  few, 
In  equal  meafures  lifting  their  bare  arms, 
Inform  the  mafs;  and,  hiffing  in  the  wave, 
Temper  the  glowing  orb :  their  fire  beholds, 
Amaz'd,  the  wonders  of  his  fufilc  art. 

While  Procyon  reigns  yet  fervid  in  the  fky; 
While  yet  the  fiery  fun  in  Leo  rides ; 
And  the  fun's  child,  the  mail'd  anana,  yields  • 
His  regal  apple  to  the  ravifii'd  rafte  ; 
And  thou  green  avocato,  charm  of  fenfe,         41^ 
Thy  ripened  marrow  liberally  beftow'ft; 
Begin  the  diftant  mountain-land  to  plant : 
So  fhall  thy  canes  defy  November's  cold, 
Ungenial  to  the  upland  young;  fo  beft, 
Unftinted  by  the  arrow  s  deadening  power, 
Long  yellow  joints  fhall  flow  with  generous  juice.. 

But,  till  the  lemon,  orange,  and  the  lime, 
Amid  their  verdant  umbrage,  countlefs  glow 
With  fragrant  fruit  of  vegetable  gold  ; 
Till  yellow  plantancs  bend  the  unftain'd  bough 
With  crooked  clufters,  prodigally  full ; 
Till  Capricorn  command  the  cloudy  fky ; 
And  moift  Aquarius  melt  in  daily  fhowers, 
Friend  to  the  cane  ifies;  trail  not  thou  thy  tops, 
Fhy  future  riches,  to  the  lowland  plain  : 


Ver  393.  This  only  grows  in  mountainous  fitu- 
ations.  Its  ftem  (hoots  up  to  a  confiderable  height, 
but  it  does  not  divide  into  branches  till  near  the 
fummit,  where  it  fhoots  out  horizontally,  like  an 
umbrella,  into  leaves,  which  refcmble  thofe  of  the 
common  fern.  1  know  of  no  medical  ufes  whereto 
this  fingularly  beautiful  tree  has  been  applied; 
and,  indeed,  its  wood  being  fpongy,  is  feldom  ufed 
to  economical  purpofes.  It  however,  ferves»  well 
enough  for  building  mountain  huts, and  temporary 
fences  for  cattle. 

Ver.  4  8.  This  is  the  pine-apple,  and  needs  no 
defcription  ;  the  cherimoya,  a  South- Am.  ri  can 
fruit,  is  by  all.  who  have  tafled  both,  allowed  to. 
furpafs  the  pine,  and  is  even  faid  to  be  more 
wholefome.  The  botanical  name  of  the  pine-apple 
is  bromelia.  Of  the  \\ild  puie-apple,  or  ananas 
bravo,  hedges  are  made  in  South- America.  Ic 
produces  an  inferior  fort  of  fruit. 


THE   SUGAR    CANE. 


And  If  kind  Heaven,  in  pity  to  thy  prayers, 
Shed  genial  influence  ;  as  the  earth  abfolves 
Her  annual  circuit,  thy  rich  ripened  canes 
Shall  load  thy  waggons,  mules,  and  negroe-train. 

But  chief  thce,  planter,  it  imports  to  mark  440 
(Whether  thou  breathe  the  mountain's  humid  air, 
Or  pant  with  heat  continual  on  the  plain) ; 
What  months  relent,  and  which  from  rain  are  free. 

In  different  iflands  of  the  ocean  ftream, 
Even  in  the  different  parts  of  the  fame  ifle, 
The  feafons  vary  ;  yet  attention  foon 
Will  give  thee  each  variety  to  know. 
This  once  obferv'd ;  at  fuch  a  time  inhume 
Thy  plants,  that,  when  they  joint  (important  age, 
Like  youth  juil  ftepping  into  life),  the  clouds  450 
May  conlUntly  bedew  them  :  fo  fhall  they 
Avoid  thofe  ails,  which  elfe  their  manhood  kill. 

Six  times  the  changeful  moon  muft  blunt  her 

horns, 

And  fill  with  borrowed  light  her  filvery  urn  ; 
Ere  thy  tops,  trufted  to  the  mountain-land, 
Commence  their  jointing  :  but  four  moons  fuffice 
To  bring  to  puberty  the  lowland  cane. 

In  plants,  in  beads,  in  man's  imperial  race, 
An  alien  mixture  meliorates  the  breed  ; 
Hence  canes,  that  fickened  dvyarfifli  on  the  plain, 
Will  {hoot  with  giant- vigour  on  the  hill.         461 
Thus  all  depends  on  all ;  fo  God  ordains. 
Then  let  not  man  for  little  felfilh  ends, 
(Britain,  remember  this  important  truth); 
Prtfume  the  principle  to  counteract 
Of  univerfal  love  ;  for  God  is  love, 
And  wide  creation  (hares  alike  his  care. 

'  i  is  faid  by  iome,  and  not  unletrer'd  they. 
That  chief  the  planter,  it"  he  wealth  defire, 
Should  note  the  phafcs  of  the  fickle  moon.       470 
On  thee,  fweet  emprefs  of  the  night,  depend 
The  tides;  frern  Neptune  pays  his  court  to  thee  ; 
The  winds,  obedient  at  thy  bidding  fhift, 
And  tempefts  rife  or  fall ;  even  lordly  man, 
Thine  energy  controuls. — Not  fo  the  cane; 
The  cane  its  independency  may  boaft, 
Though  fome  Icfs   n<>ble  plants  thine  influence 
own. 

Of  mountain -lands  economy  permits 
A  third,  in  canes  of  mighty  growth  to  rife : 
But,  in  the  lowland  plain,  the  half  will  yield  480 
Though  not  fo  lofty,  yet  a  richer  cane, 
For  many  a  crop  ;  if  feafons  glad  the  foil. 

While  rolls  the  fun  from  Aries  to  the  Bull, 
And  till  the  virgin  his  hot  beams  enflame ; 
The  cane,  with  richeft,  moft  redundant  juice, 
Thy  fpacious  coppers  fills.  Then  manage  fo, 
By  planting  in  fuccemon;  that  thy  crops 
The  wondering  (laughters  of  the  main  may  waft 
To  Britain's  fhore,  ere  Libra  weigh  the  year  : 
So  fhall  thy  merchant  Cheerful  credit  grant,    490 
And  wel!-earn'd  opulence  thy  cares  repay. 

Thy  fields  thus  planted ;  to  fecure  the  canes 
From  tht  goat  s  baneful  tooth  ;  the  churning  boar; 
From  thieves;  from  fire  or  cafual  or  defign'd; 


Ver.  482  Long  continued  and  violent 
called  Seaibns,  in  the  Weft-lu&c?, 


Unfailing  herbage  to  thy  toiling  herds 
Wouid'ft  thou  afford  ;  and  the  fpe&ators  charm 
With  beauteous  prolpec'ls  :  let  the  frequent  hedge 
Thy  green  plantation,  regular,  divide. 

With  limes,  with  lemons,  let  thy  fences  glow, 
Grateful  to  fcnfe  ;  now  children  of  this  clime  :  jo« 
And  here  and  there  let  oranges  erecl; 
Their  fhaptly  beauties,  and  perfume  the  flcy. 
Nor  lefs  delightful  blooms  the  logwood  hedge, 
Whofe  wood  to  co&ion  yields  a  precious  balm, 
Specific  in  the  flux  :  Endemial  ail, 
Much  caufe  have  1  to  weep  thy  fatal  fway. 
But  God  is  juft,  and  man  muft  not  repine, 
Ncr  fhall  the  ricinus  unnoted  pafs  ; 
Yet,  if  the  cholic's  deathful  pa::gs  thou  dread'ft, 
I'afte  not  its  lufcious  nut.     The  acaffee,  510 

With  which  the  fons  of  Jewry,  ftiff-neck'd  race, 
Conjecture  fays,  our  God-Mt-fiiah  crown'd; 
Soon  {hoots  a  thick  impenetrable  fence, 


Ver.  500  It  is  fuppofed  that  oranges  lemons, 
and  limes  were  introduced  into  America  by  the 
Spaniards ;  but  I  am  more  inclined  to  believe 
they  are  natural  to  the  climate.  The  Spaniards 
themlelves  probably  had  die  two  firft  from  the 
Saracens;  for  the  Spanifh  noun  Naranja,  whence 
the  Erglifh  word  Orange,  is  plainly  Arabic. 

Vcr.  53  Linnasus's  name  for  this  ufeful  tree 
is  Hamotoxylon,  but  it  is  better  known  to  phyfi- 
cians  by  that  of  Lignum  campechenfe.  Its  virtues,  as 
a  medicine,  and  properties  as  an  ingredient  in 
dying,  need  not  to  be  enumerated  in  this  place. 
It  makes  a  no  lefs  ftrong  than  beautiful  hedge  in 
the  Well- Indies,  where  it  rifes  to  a  confiderablc 
height. 

Ver.  508.  This  fhrub  is  commonly  called  the 
phyfic-Hut.  It  is  generally  divided  into  three 
kinds ,  the  common,  the  French,  and  the  Spanifh, 
which  differ  from  each  other  in  their  leaves  and 
flowers,  if  not  in  their  fruit  or  feeds.  The  plant 
from  which  the  caftor-oil  is  extracted,  is  alfo  cal 
led  Ricinus,  though  it  has  no  refemblance  to  any 
of  the  former,  in  leaves,  flowers,  or  feeds.  In  one 
particular  they  all  agree,  viz.  in  their  yielding  to 
coclion  or  exprefllon,  a  purgative  or  emetic  oil. 
The  Spaniards  name  thefe  nuts  Avellanas  purgatl- 
vas  ;  hence  Ray  terms  them  Avcllante  purgatrlces 
novi  orbls.  By  roafting  they  are  fuppofed  to  lofc 
part  of  their  virulency,  which  is  wholly  deflroyed, 
fay  fome  people,  by  taking  out  a  leaf-like  fubftance 
that  is  to  lie  found  between  the  lobes.  The  nut 
exceeds  a  walnut,  or  even  an  almond,  in  fweet- 
nefs,  and  yet  three  or  four  of  them  will  operate 
brifkly  both  up  and  down.  The  French  call  this 
ufeful  fhrub  Medccinier.  That  fpecies  of  it  which 
bears  red  coral,  like  flowers,  is  named  Bellyacb  by 
the  Barbadians ;  and  its  ripe  feeds  are  fuppofed  to 
be  fpecific  againft,  melancholy. 

Ver.  510.  Acacia.  This  is  a  fpecies  of  thorn 
the  juice  of  the  root  is  fuppofed  to  be  poifonous. 
Its  feeds  are  contained  in  a  pod  or  ligumen.  It  is 
of  the  clafs  of  the  fyngenefia.  No  aftringent  juice 
is  extracted  from  it.  Its  trivial  name  is  Gajkaia. 
Tournefort  defcribes  it  in  his  voyage  to  the  Le- 
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Whofe  fcent  perfumes  the  night  and  morning  iky, 
Though  baneful  be  its  root.  The  privet  too, 
Whofe  white  flowers  rival  the  firft  drifts  of  friow 
On  Grampia's  piny  hills ;  (O  might  the  mufe 
Tread,  flufh'd  with  health,  the  Grampian  hills 

again)  ! 

Emblem  of  innocence  (hall  grace  my  Cong. 
Boaft  of  the  fhrubby  tribe,  carnation  fair,       520 
Nor  thou  repine,  though  late  the  mufe  record 
Thy  bloomy  honours.  Tipt  with  bxirnifh'd  gold, 
And  with  imperial  purple  crefted  high, 
More  gorgeous  than  the  train  of  Juno's  bird, 
Thy  bloomy  honours  oft  the  cilrious  mufe 
Hath  feen  transported  :  feen  the  humming  bird, 
Whole  burnifh'd  neck  bright  glows  with  verdant 

gold; 

Leaft  of  the  winged  vagrants  of  the  iky, 
Yet  dauntlefs  as  the  ftrong-pounc'd  bird  of  Jove; 
With  fluttering  vehemence  attack  thy  cups,    530 
To  rob  them  of  their  ne&ar's  lufcious  ftore. 

But  if  with  ftones  thy  meagre  lands  are  fpread; 
Be  thefe  cclle&ed,  they  will  pay  thy  toil : 
And  let  Vitruvlus,  aided  by  the  line, 
Fence  thy  plantations  with  a  thick-built  wall. 


rant.  Some  call  it  the  Holy  Thorn,  and  others 
Sweet  Briar.  The  half  ripe  pod  affords  a  ftrong 
cement;  and  the  main  ilem,  being  wounded,  pro- 
duces  a  tranfparent  gum,  like  the  Arabic,  to  which 
tree  this  bears  a  ftrong  refcmblance. 

Ver.  515.  Ligujlrum.  This  ihrub  is  fufficiently 
tnown.  Its  leaves  and  flowers  make  a  good  gar 
gle  in  the  aphthre  and  ulcerated  throat. 

Ver.  520.  This  is  indeed  a  mod  beautiful  flow 
ering  ihrub.  It  is  a  native  of  the  Weft- Indies,  and 
called,  from  a  French  governor,  named  Depoinci, 
foinciana.  If  permitted,  it  will  grow  twenty  feet 
high  ;  but,  in  order  to  make  it  a  good  fence,  it 
Ihould  be  kept  low.  It  is  always  in  bloffom 
Though  not  purgative,  it  is  of  the  fenna  kind. 
Its  leaves  and  flowers  are  ftomachic,  carminative, 
and  emmenagoguc.  Some  authors  name  it  Couda 
favonis,  on  account  of  its  inimitable  beauty ;  the 
iiowers  have  a  phyficky  fmell.  How  it  came  to 
be  called  Doodle- doo  I  know  not ;  the  Barbadians 
more  properly  term  it  Flatter  Fence.  This  plant 
grows  alfo  in  Guinea. 

Ver.  526.  The  humming  bird  is  called  Pica- 
farc  by  the  Spaniards,  on  account  of  its  hovering 
over  flowers,  and  fucking  their  juices,  without  la 
cerating,  or  even  fo  much  as  difcompofing  their 
petals.  Its  Indian  name,  fays  Ulloa,  is  Gaindt 
though  it  is  alfo  known  by  the  appellation  of  Ra- 
tilargo  and  lAzongcro.  By  the  Caribbeans  it  was 
called  Collobree.  It  is  common  in  all  the  warm 
parts  of  America.  There  are  various  fpecies  ol 
them,  all  exceeding  fmali,  beautiful  and  bold. 
The  crefted  one,  though  not  fo  frequent,  is  yet 
more  beautiful  than  the  others.  It  is  chiefly  to  be 
found  in  the  woody  parts  of  the  mountains.  Ed 
wards  has  described  a  very  beautiful  humming 
bird,  with  a  long  tail,  which  is  a  native  of  Suri 
nam,  but  which  I  never  law  in  thefe  iihnds 
They  are  eaiily  caught  in  rainy  weather. 


On  this  lay  cuttings  of  the 
They  foon  a  formidable  fence  will  fiioof  : 
Wild  liquorice  here  its  red  beads  loves  to  hr.rrr, 
Whilft  icandent  bloffonis,  yellow,  purple,  blu'j, 
Unhurt,  wind  round  its  ihield-iike  leaf  and  ipeurs. 
Nor  is  its  fruit  inelegant  of  tafte,  541 

Though  more  its  colour  charms  the  ravifh'd  eye  ; 
Vermeil,  as  youthful  beauty's  roftat  hue  ; 
As  thine,  fair  Chriftobelle  :  ah,  when  will  fate, 
That  long  hath  fcowl'd  relentlefs  on  the  bard, 
Give  him  fome  fmall  plantation  to  en'clofe, 
Which  he  may   call  his  own?    Not  wealth  he 

craves, 

But  independence  :  yet,  if  thou,  fweet  maid, 
In  health  and  virtue  bloom;  though  wor.fc betide, 
Thy  fmile  will  fmooth  adverfity's  rough  brow. 

In  Italy's  green  bounds  the  myrtle '  fhoots    551 
A  fragrant  fence,  and  bloffomb  in  the  fun. 
Here,  on  the  rockieft  verge  of  thefe  bled  ifle% 
With  little  care,  the  plant  of  love  would  grow. 
Then  to  the  citron  join  the  plan:  nf  love, 
And  with  their  fcent  and  fhade  enrich  your  ifles. 

Yet  fome  pretend,  and  not  unfpecious  they, 
The  wood-nymphs  fofter  the  contagious  blaft. 
Foes  to  the  dryads,  they  remoritlds  fell  560 


- 

Ver.  536.  The  botanical  name  of  this  plant  is 
Qfunlia ;  it  will  grow  in  the  barrenefi  foils,  and 
on  the  tops  of  walls,  if  a  finail  portion  of  earth  be 
added.  There  are  two  forts  of  it,  one  whole 
fruit  is  rouiidifh  and  fweet,  ihe  o'.hcr,  which  has 
more  the  ftiape  of  a  fig,  is  four.  The  former  is 
fometimes  eaten,  but  the  other  feldoni.  The 
French  call  them  Pomme  de  Raquetie..  Both  fruit 
and  leaves  are  guarded  with  (harp  prickles;  and, 
even  in  the  interior  part  of  the  fruit,  there  is  one 
which  muft  be  removed  before  it  is  eaten.  The 
leaves,  which  are  half  an  inch  thick,  having  a  iort 
of  pulp  intcrpofed  between  their  furfaccs,  being- 
deprived  of  their  fpines,  and  fdtened  by  the  fire, 
make  no  bad  poultice  for  inflammations.  The 
juice  cf  the  fruit  is  an  innocent  fucus,  and  is  often 
ufed  to  tinge  guava  jellies.  The  opuntia,  upon 
which  the  cochineal  infect  breeds;  has  no  fpincs, 
and  is  cultivated  with  care  in  South-America, 
where  it  alfo  grows  wild.  The  prickly  pear 
makes  a  ftrong  fence,  and  is  eafily  trimmed  with 
a  fcymitar.  It  grows  naturally  in  fome  parts  of 
Spain. 

Ver.  538.  This  is  a  fcandent  plant,  from  which 
the  negroes  gather  what  they  call  Jiimbee  BeeJs. 
Thefe  are  about  the  fize  of  pigeon-peas,,  almoil 
round,  of  a  red  colour,  with  a  black  fpcck  on  one 
extremity.  They  act  as  an  emetic;  but,  being 
violent  in  their  operation,  great  caution  fliould  be 
obferved  in  ufing  them.  The  leaves  make  a  good 
pectoral  drink  in  disorders  of  the  bread.  By  the 
French  it  is  named  Petit  Panacea  t  to  diftiuguifli 
it  from  a  large  tree,  which  bear?  feeds  cf  the  lame 
colours,  only  much  bigger.  ThU  tree  is  a  ipeties 
of  black  ebony. 

Ver.  559.  So  a  particular  fpecies  of  blight  ia 
called  in  the  Weft-Indies.  t:e  its  deferipuun  - 
the  fccond  book. 


THE   SUG 

Each  flirub  of  fliade,  each  tree  of  fpreading  root, 
That  woo  the  firll  glad  farmings  of  the  breeze. 
Far  from  the  mufe  be  fuch  inhuman  thoughts; 
Far  better  recks  (he  of  the  woodland  tribes, 
Earth's  eldeft  birth,  and  earth's  beft  ornament. 
Afk  him,  whom  rude  neceffity  compels 
To  dare  the  noontide  fervour,  in  this  clime, 
Ah,  mod  intenfcly  hot ;  how  much  he  longs 
For  cooling  vaft  impenetrable  {hade  ?  56; 

The  mufe,  alas,  th'  inexperienc'd  mufe  can  tell : 
Oft  hath  {he  travell'd,  while  fclftitial  beams, 
Shot  yellow  deaths  on  the  devoted  land ; 
Oft,  oft  hath  {he  their  ill-judg'd  avarice  blam'd, 
Who,  to  the  ftranger,  to  their  {laves  and  herds, 
Denied  this  beft  of  joys,  the  breezy  made. 
And  are  there  none,  whom  generous  pity  warms, 
Friends  to  the  woodland  reign  ;  whom  {hades  de 
light  ?  [trees ; 
Who,  round  their  green  domains^  plant  hedge-row 
And  with  cool  cedars  fcreen  the  public  way  ? 
"Yes,  good  Montano;  friend  of  man  was  he  :  580 
Him  perfecution,  virtue's  deadlieft  foe, 
Drove  a  lorn  exile  from  his  native  fhore  ; 
From  his  green  hills,  where  many  a  fleecy  flock, 
Where  many  a  heifer  crnpt  their  wholefome  food ; 
And  many  a  fwain,  obedient  to  his  rule, 
Him  their  lov'd  mafter,  their  protector  ovvn'd. 
Yet,  from  that  paradife,  to  Indian  wilds, 
To  tropic  funs,  to  fell  barbaric  hinds, 
A  poor  ourcaft,  an  alien,  did  he  roam; 
His  wife,  the  partner  of  his  better  hours,         590 
And  one  fweet  infant  cheer'd  his  difmal  way. 
Unus'd  to  labour ;  yet  the  orient  fun, 
Yet  weftern  Phcebus,  faw  him  wield  the  hoe. 
At  firft  a  garden  all  his  wants  fupplied, 
(For  temperance  fat  cheerful  at  his  board), 
With  yams,  caflada,  and  the  food  of  ftrength, 


AR    CANE.  fo; 

Thrice-wholefome  tanies  t   while  a  neighbouring 

dell, 

(Which  nature  to  the  fourfop  had  refign'd), 
With  ginger,  and  with  Raleigh's  pungent  plant, 
Gave  wealth ;  and  gold  bought  better  land  and 

flaves,  6to 

Heaven  biefs'd  his  labour  :  now  the  cotton-flirub, 


Ver.  571.  The  yellow  fever,  to  which  Europe 
ans  of  a  fanguine  habit  of  body,  and  who  exceed 
in  drinking  or  exercife,  are  liable  on  their  arrival 
in  the  Weft-Indies.  The  French  call  it  Maladie 
de  Siame,  or  more  properly,  La  Figure  des  Matelots. 
Thofe  who  have  lived  any  time  in  the  iflands  are 
no  more  fubjecT:  to  this  difeafe  than  the  Creoles^ 
whence,  however,  fome  phyficianshave  too  haftily 
concluded  that  it  was  of  foreign  extraction. 

Ver.  596.  Caflavi,  caflava,  is  called  Jatropha 
by  botanifts.  Its  meal  makes  a  wholefome  and 
•well-tafted  bread,  although  its  juice  be  poifonous. 
There  is  a  fpecies  of  caffada  which  may  be  eat 
with  fafety,  without  exprefling  the  juice;  this  the 
French  call  camagnoc.  The  colour  of  its  root  is 
•white,  like  a  parfnip  ;  that  of  the  common  kind  is 
of  a  brownifli  red,  before  it  is  fcraped.  By  coc- 
tion  the  caffada-juice  becomes  an  excellent  fauce 
for  fifti ;  and  the  Indians  prepare  many  whole 
fome  difties  from  it.  I  have  given  it  internally 
mixed  with  flour,  without  any  bad  confequences  ; 
it  did  not,  however,  produce  any  of  the  lalutary 
effects  I  expected.  A  good  ftarch  is  ma<!e  from 
it.  The  ftem  is  knotty,  and,  being  cut  into  frnall 
junks  and  planted,  young  fprouts  {hoot  up  from 
each  knob.  Horfes  have  been  poifoned  by  eating 
its  leaves.  The  French  r.ame  it  M«nibott  Magnoc^ 


and  Manioc,  and  the  Spaniards  Mandlocha.  It  is  pre 
tended  that  allcreatures  but  man  eatthe  rawroot  of 
the  cafTadawith  impunity;  and,  when  dried, that  it 
is  a  fovereign  antidote  againft  venomous  bites.  A 
wholefome  driuk  is  prepared  from  this  root  by 
the  Indians,  Spaniards,  and  Portuguefe,  accord, 
ing  to  Pineda.  There  is  one  fpecies  of  this  plant 
which  the  Indians  only  ufe,  and  is  by  them  cal 
led  Baccacoua. 

Ver.  597.  This  wholefome  root,  in  fome  of  the 
iflands,  is  called  EdJa  :  Its  botanical  name  is  A- 
rum  maximum  JEgyptiacum.  There  are  three  fpe 
cies  of  tanies,  the  blue,  the  fcratching,  and  that 
which  is  commonly  roafted.  The  bloflbms  of  all 
three  are  very  fragrant,  in  a  morning  or  even 
ing.  The  young  leaves,  as  well  as  the  fpiral 
ftalks  which  fupport  the  flower,  are  eaten  by  ne 
groes  as  a  lallad.  The  root  makes  a  good  broth 
in  dyfenteric  complaints.  They  are  Teldomfo  large 
as  the  yam,  but  moft  people  think  them  prefer 
able  in  point  of  tafte. 

Ver.  598.  The  true  Indian  name  of  this  tree  is 
Suirfaak.  It  grows  in  the  barrenneft  places  to  a 
considerable  height.  Its  fruit  will  often  weigh 
two  pounds.  Its  {kin  is  green,  and  fome  what 
prickly.  The  pulp  is  not  difagreeable  to  the  pa 
late,  being  cool,  and  having  its  fweetnefs  tem 
pered  with  fome  degree  of  an  acid.  It  is  one  of 
the  dnenas,  as  are  alfo  the  cuftard,  ftar,  and  fu- 
gar-apples.  The  leaves  of  the  fourfop  are  very 
{hining  and  green.  The  fruit  is  wholefome,  but 
feldom  admitted  to  the  tables  of  the  elegant.  The 
fee-ds  are  difperfed  through  the  pulp  like  the  gua- 
va.  It  has  a  peculiar  flavour.  It  grows  in  the 
Eaft  as  well  as  the  Weft  Indies.  The  botanical 
name  is  Guanabantts.  The  French  call  it  Petit  Co- 
rofal,  or  Cteur  de  JJasuf,  to  which  the  fruit  bears  a 
refemblance.  The  root,  being  reduced  to  a  pow 
der,  and  fnufFed  up  the  nofe,  produces  the  fame 
effect  as  tobacco.  Taken  by  the  mouth,  the  In 
dians  pretend  it  is  a  fpecific  in  the  epilepfy. 

Ver.  6oi.  The  fine  down,  which  this  flmib 
produces  to  envelope  its  feeds,  is  fufficiently  known. 
The  Englifh,  Italian,  and  French  names,  evident 
ly  are  derived  from  the  Arabic  Algodon^  as  the 
Spaniards  at  this  day  call  it.  It  was  firft  brought 
by  the  Arabians  into  the  Levant,  where  it  is  now 
cultivated  with  great  fuccefs.  Authors  mention 
four  fpecies  of  cotton  ;  but  they  confound  the  frik- 
cotton  tree,  or  Ceiba,  among  them.  The  flower 
of  the  Weft-India  cotton  Ihrub  is  yellow,  and  cam- 
panulated.  It  produces  twice  every  year.  That 
of  Cayenne  is  the  beft  of  any  that  comes  from 
America.  This  plant  is  very  apt  to  be  deftroyed 
by  a  grub  within  a  {hort  time  ;  bating  that,  it  is 
a  profitable  production.  Pliny  mentions 
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Grac'd  with  broad  yellow  flowers,  unhurt  by 

worms, 

O'er  many  an  acre  (hed  its  whiteft  down  : 
The  power  of  rain,  in  genial  moifture  bath'd 
His  cacao- walk,  which  teem'd  with  marrowy  pods; 
His  coffee  bath'd,  that  glow'd  with  berries,  red 
As  DaTiie's  lip,  or,  Theodofia,  thine, 
Yet  countkfs  as  the  pebbles  on  the  fhore  ; 
Oft,  while  drought  kill'd  his  impious  neighbour's 

grove. 

In  time,  a  numerous  gang  of  fturdy  flaves,      6lO 
Well-fed,  well-cloth'd,  all  emulous  to  gain 


which  is  the  common  botanical  name  of  cotton. 
It  is  likewife  called  Zylon.  Martinus,  in  his  Phi 
lological  Lexicon,  derives  cotton  from  the  Hebrew 
word  f£9p  Katon,  (or,  as  pronounced  by  the  Ger- 
aian  Jews,  Kotoun) 

Ver.  605.  It  is  alfo  called  Cocoa  and  Coci.  It  is 
a  native  of  fome  of  the  provinces  of  South  Ame 
rica,  and  a  drink  made  from  it  was  the  common 
food  of  the  Indians  before  the  Spaniards  came  a- 
jnong  them,  who  were  fome  time  in  thofe  coun 
tries  ere  they  could  be  prevailed  upon  to  tafte  it ; 
and  it  mufl  be  confeifetl,  that  the  Indian  choco 
late  had  not  a  tempting  afpecl ;  yet  I  much  doubt 
•whether  the  Europeans  have  greatly  improved  its 
•wholefomenefs,  by  the  addition  of  vauellas  and 
other  hot  ingredients.  The  tree  often  grows  fif 
teen  or  twenty  feet  high,  and  is  ftreight  and  hand- 
ibme.  The  pods,  which  feldom  contain  kfs  than 
thirty  nuts  of  the  flze  of  a  flatted  olive,  grow  up 
on  the  ftem  and  principal  branches.  The  tree 
loves  a  moift,  rich,  and  fhaded  foil :  Hence  thofe 
who  plant  cacao-walks,  fometimes  fcreen  them 
by  a  hardier  tree,  which  the  Spaniards  aptly  term 
Mctdre  de  Cacoa.  They  may  be  planted  fifteen  or 
twenty  feet  diflant,  though  fome  advife  to  plant 
them  much  nearer,  and  perhaps  wifely ;  for  it  is 
an  eafy  matter  to  thin  them,  when  they  are  paft 
the  danger  of  being  deflroyed  by  dry  weather,  £:c. 
Some  recommend  planting  caffada,  or  bananas,  in 
the  intervals,  when  the  cacao-trees  are  young,  to 
deftroy  weeds,  from  which  the  walks  cannot  be 
kept  too  free.  It  is  generally  three  years  before 
they  produce  good  pods  ;  but,  in  fix  years,  they 
are  in  higheft  perfection.  The  pods  are  common 
ly  of  the  fizs  and  ihape  of  a  large  cucumber.  There 
are  three  or  four  forts  ef  cacao,  which  differ  from 
one  another  in  the  colour  and  goodncfs  of  their 
ruts.  That  from  the  Caraccas  is  certainly  the 
beft.  None  of  the  fpecies  grow  in  Peru.  Its  ali 
mentary,  as  well  as  phyfical  properties,  are  i'uffi- 
ciently  known.  This  word  is  Indian. 

Ver.  606-  This  is  certainly  of  Arabic  deriva 
tion  ;  and  has  been  ufed  in  the  £aft,  as  a  drink, 
time  immemorial.  The  inhabitants  about  the 
mouth  of  the  Red-fea  were  taught  the  ufe  of  it 
by  the  Perfians,  fay  authors,  in  the  fifteenth  cen 
tury;  and  the  coffee-ihrub  was  gradually  intro 
duced  into  Arabia  Felix,  whence  it  paffed  into 
Egypt,  Syria,  and  laftly  Confiantmople.  The 
Turks,  though  fo  exceflively  fond  of  coffee,  have 
lot  known  it  much  above  one  hundred  and  fifty 


Their  matter's  fmiie,  who  treated  them  like  men; 
Blacken 'd  his  cane  lands :    which  with  vaft  in- 

creafe, 

Beyond  the  wifh  of  avarice  paid  his  toil. 
No  cramps,  with  fudden  death,  furpris'd  his  mules  j 
No  glander-peft  his  airy  (tables  thinn'd  : 
And,  if  diforder  feiz'd  his  negro  train, 
Celfus  was  call'd,  and  pining  illnefs  flew. 
His  gate  flood  wide  to  all ;  but  chief  the  poor, 
The  unfriended  ftranger,  and  the  fickly,  fhar'd 
His  prompt  munificence  :  No  furly  dog,          6lX 
Nor  furlier  Ethiop,  their  approach  debarr'd. 
The  mufe,  that  pays  this  tribute  to  his  fame, 
Oft  hath  efcap'd  the  fun's  meridian  blaze, 
Beneath  yon  tamarind-vifta,  which  his  hands 
Planted  ;  and  which,  impervious  to  the  fun, 
His  latter  days  beheld. — One  noon  he  fat 
Beneath  its  breezy  ihade,  what  time  the  fun 
His  fultry  vengeance  from  the  Lion  pour'd? 
And  calmly  thus  his  eldeft,  hope  addreft.  630 

"  Be  pious,  be  induftrious,  be  humane ; 
"  From  proud  oppreflion  guard  the  labouring  hind. 
"   Whate'er  their  creed,  God  is  the  fire  of  man, 
"  His  image  they ;  then  dare  not  thou,  my  fon, 
"  To  bar  the  gates  of  mercy  on  mankind. 
"  Your  foes  forgive,  for  merit  muft  make  foes  ; 


years ;  whereas  the  Englifh  have  been  acquainted 
therewith  for  upwards  of  an  hundred,  one  Pafqua, 
a  Greek,  having  opened  a  coffee-houfe  in  London 
about  the  middle  of  the  laft  century.  The  famous 
traveller,  Thevenot,  introduced  coffee  into  France. 
This  plant  is  cultivated  in  the  Weft  Indies,  parti 
cularly  by  the  French,  with  great  fuccefs;  but 
the  berry  from  thence  is  not  equal  to  that  from 
Mocha.  It  is  a  fpecies  of  Arabian  jafmine ;  the 
flower  is  particularly  redolent,  and  from  it  a  pleaf- 
antcordial  water  is  dill  illed.  It  produces  fruit  twice 
every  year;  but  the  fhrub  muft  be  three  years 
old  before  any  can  be  gathered.  It  fhould  not 
be  allowed  to  grow  above  fix  foot  high.  It  is  ve 
ry  apt  to  be  deilroyed  by  a  large  fly,  which  the 
French  call  Moucke  a,ca/t ;  as  well  as  by  the  white 
grub,  which  they  name  Puceron.  Its  medical  and 
alimentary  qualities  are  as  generally  known  as 
thofe  of  tea. 

Ver.  625.  This  large,  fhady,  and  beautiful  tree- 
grows  faft  even  in  the  dried  foils,  and  kfts  long  ; 
and  yet  its  wood  is  hard,  and  very  fit  for  mecha 
nical  ufes.  The  leaves  are  fmaller  than  thole  of 
fenna,  and  pennated  :  they  taJle  fowrifli,  as  doe* 
the  pulp,  which  is  contained  in  pods  four  or  five 
inches  long.  They  bear  once  a  year.  An  excel 
lent  vinegar  may  be  made  from  the  fruit ;  but  the 
Creoles  chiefly  preferve  it  with  fugar,  as  the 
Spaniards  with  fait.  A  pleafant  fyrup  may  be 
made  from  it.  The  name  is,  in  Arabic,  famara. 
The  ancients  were  not  acquainted  therewith ,  for 
the  Arabians  firft  introduced  tamarinds  into  phy- 
fic ;  it  is  a  native  of  the  Eaft  as  well  as  of  the 
Weft  Indies  and  South  America,  where  different 
provinces  call  it  by  different  names.  Its  cathar- 
:ic  qualities  are  well  known.  It  is  good  in  £ea« 
[ickhefs.  The  botanical  name  is  Tamarindus* 
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M  And  in  each  virtue  far  furpafs  your  fire. 
"  Your  means  are  ample.  Heaven  a  heart  beftow 
"  So  health  and  peace  fliall  be  your  portion  here ; 
*'  And  yon  bright  fky,  to  which  my  foul  afpires, 
"  Shall  blefs  you  with  eternity  of  joy."  641 

He  fpoke,  and  ere  the  fwift-wing'd  zumbadore 
The  mountain  defert  ftartl'd  with  his  hum  ; 
Ere  fire-flies  trimm'd  their  vital  lamps ;  and  ere 
Dun  evening  trod  on  rapid  twilight's  heel : 

His  knell  was  rung; 

And  all  the  cane  lands  wept  their  father  loft. 

Mufe,  yet  a  while  indulge  my  rapid  courfe  ; 
And  I'll  unharnefs  foon  the  foaming  fteeds. 

If  Jove  defcend,  propitious  to  thy  vows,       650 
In  frequent  floods  of  rain  ;  fucceflive  crops 
t)f  weeds  will  fpring.     Nor  venture  to  repine, 
Though  oft  their  toil  thy  little  gang  renew ; 
Their  toil  tenfold  the  melting  heavens  repay  : 
For  foon  thy  plants  will  magnitude  acquire, 
To  crufh  all  undergrowth  ;  before  the  fun, 
The  planets  thus  withdraw  their  puny  fires. 
And  though  untutor'd,  then,  thy  canes  will  {hoot: 
Care    meliorates  their  growth.      The  trenches 

fill 

With  their  collateral  mould  ;  as  in  a  town      660 
Which  foes  have  long  beleaguer'd,  unawares 
A  ftrong  detachment  fallies  from  each  gate, 
And  levels  all  the  labours  of  the  plain. 

And  now  thy  cane's  firft  blades  their  verdure 

lofe, 

And  hang  their  idle  heads.     Be  thefe  ftript  off; 
So  fhall  frefh  fportive  airs  their  joints  embrace, 
And  by  their  alliance  give  the  fap  to  rife. 
But,  O  beware,  let  no  unfkilful  hand 
The  vivid  foliage  tear  :  Their  channell'd  fpouts, 
Well  pleas'd,  the  watery  nutriment  convey,     670 
With  filial  duty,  to  the  thirfty  ftem; 
And,  fpreading  wide  their  reverential  arms, 
Defend  their  parent  from  folftitial  Ikies. 

BOOK  II. 

ADVERTISEMENT. 

THE  following  book  having  been  originally  ad- 
dreffed  to  William  Shenftone,  Efq.  and  by  him 
approved  of;  the  author  fhould  deem  it  a  kind  of 
poetical  facrilege  now  to  addrefs  it  to  any  other. 


Ver..  642.  This  bird,  which  is  one  of  the  larg- 
efl  and  fwifteft  known,  is  only  feen  at  night,  or 
rather  heard ;  for  it  makes  a  hideous  humming 
noife  (whence  its  name)  on  the  defert  tops  of  the 
Andes.  See  Ulloa's  Voyage  to  South  America. 
It  is  alfo  called  Condor.  Its  wings,  when  expand 
ed,  have  been  known  to  exceed  fixteen  feet  from 
tip  to  tip.  See  Phil.  Tranf.  No.  208. 

Ver.  644.  This  furprifii.g  infect  is  frequent  in 
Gaudaloupe,  &c.  and  all  the  warmer  parts  of  A- 
mcrica.  There  are  none  of  them  in  the  Engliih 
Caribbee,  or  Virgin-iflands. 

Ver.  645.  There  is  little  or  no  twilight  in  the 
Weft  Indies.  All  the  year  round  it  is  dark  be 
fore  eight  at  night.  The  dawn  is  equally  fliort. 


To  his  memory,  therefore,  be  it  facred ;  as  a 
but  fincere  teftimony  of  the  high  opinion  the  au 
thor  entertained  of  that  gentleman's  genius  and 
manners ;  and  as  the  only  return  now,  alas  !  in 
his  power  to  make,  for  friendfliip  wherewith  Mr. 
Shenftone  had  condefcended  to  honour  him. 

ARGUMENT. 

Subject  propofed.  Addreffed  to  William  Shen 
ftone,  Efq.  Of  monkies.  Of  rats  and  other 
vermin.  Of  weeds.  Of  the  yellow  fly.  Of 
the  greafy  fly.  Of  the  blaft.  A  hurricane  de- 
fcribed.  Of  calms  aad  earthquakes.  A  tale. 

ENOUGH  of  culture. — A  lefs  pleafing  theme, 
What  ills  await  the  ripening  cane,  demands 
My  ferious  numbers  :  thefe,  the  thoughtful  mufe 
Hath  oft  beheld  deep-pierc'd  with  generous  woe. 
For  (he,  poor  exile !  boafts  no  waving  crops ; 
For  her  no  circling  mules  prefs  dulcet  ftreams; 
No  negro- band  huge  foaming  coppers  fkim; 
Nor  fermentation  (wine's  dread  fire)  tor  her, 
With  Vulcan's  aid.,  from  cane  a  fpirit  draws, 
Potent  to  quell  the  madnefs  of  dt'fpair.  j* 

Yet  oft  the  range  fhe  walks,  at  fhot  of  eve; 
Oft  fees  red  lightning  at  the  midnight  hour, 
When  nod  the  watches,  ftream  along  the  fky  ; 
Not  innocent,  as  what  the  learned  call 
The  Boreal  morn,  which,  through  the  azure  aur, 
Flafhes  its  tremulous  rays,  in  painted  ftreaks, 
While  o'er  night's  veil  her  lucid  treffes  flow  : 
Nor  quits  the  mufe  her  walk,  immers'd  in  thoughf, 
How  fhe  the  planter  haply  may  advife ; 
Till  tardy  morn  unbar  the  gates  of  light,  30 

And,  opening  on  the  main  with  fultry  beam, 
To  burnifh'd  filver  turns  the  blue-green  wave. 

Say,  will  my  Shenftone  lend  a  patient  ear, 
And  weep  at  woes  unknown  to  Britain's  ifle  ? 
Yes,  thou  wilt  \veep  !  for  pity  chofe  thy  breaft, 
With  tafte  and  fcience,  for  their  foft  abode ; 
Yes,  thou  wilt  weep :    thine  own  diftrefs  thoa 

bear'ft 
Undaunted  ;   but  another's  melts  thy  foul. 

"  O  were  my  pipe  as  foft,  my  dittied  fong" 
As  fmooth  as  thine,  my  too  too  diftant  friend,  39 
Shenftone  ;  my  foft  pipe,  and  my  dittied  fong 
Should  hufh  the  hurricanes  tremendous  roar, 
And  from  each  evil  guard  the  ripening  cane  ! 

Deftructive  on  the  upland  fugar-groves 
The  monkey  nation  preys  :   from  rocky  heights, 
In  fiient  parties,  rhey  defcend  by  night, 
And  porting  watchful  fentinels,  to  warn 
When  hoftile  fteps  approach  ;  with  gambols  they 
Pour  o'er  the  cane  grove.     Lucklefs  he  to  whom 
That  land  pertains !  in  evil  hour,  perhaps,         4* 
And  thou^htlefs  of  to-morrow,  on  a  die 
He  hazard?  millions:   or,  perhaps,  reclines 
On  luxury'*  foft  lap.  the  peft  of  wealth; 
And,  inconfiderafe,  deems  his  Indian  crop* 
Will  amply  her  infatiate  wains  fupply. 

From  thefe  infidious  drolls  (peculiar  pelt 
Of  Liamuiga's  hill-,)  wouldft  thou  defend 


Ver.  46.  The  monkies  which  are  now  fo  nu 
merous  in  the  mountainous  parts  of  St.  Chri{t$- 
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Thy  waving  wea'th  *,  in  traps  put  not  thy  truft, 
However  baited  :   Treble  every  watch, 
And  well  with  arms  provide  them  ;  faithful  dogs, 
Of  nofc  fagacicus,  on  their  footfteps  wait.          51 
With  thefe  atcack  the  predatory  bands ; 
Quickly  the  unequal  conflict  they  decline, 
And  chattering  fling  their  ill-got  fpoils  away. 
So  when,  of  late,  innumerous  Gallic  hofts 
Fierce,  wanton,  cruel,  did  by  ftealth  invade 
The  peaceable  American's  domains, 
While  defoiation  mark'd  their  faithlefs  rout ; 
No  fooner  Albion's  martial  fons  advanc'd, 
Than  the  gay  daftards  to  their  forefts  fled  60 

And  left  their  fpoils  and  tomahawks  behind. 

Nor  with  lefs  wafte  thewhifker'd  vermin-race, 
A  countlefs  clan,  defpoil  the  low-land  cane. 

Thefe  to  deftroy,  while  commerce  hoifls  the 

fail, 

Loofe  rocks  abound,  or  tangling  bufhes  bloom, 
What  planter  knows  ? — Yet  prudence  may  reduce. 
Encourage  then  the  breed  of  favage  cats, 
Nor  kill  the  winding  fnake,  thy  foes  they  eat. 
Thus,  on  the  mangrove-banks  of  Guayaquil, 
Child  of  the  rocky  defert,  fea-like  ftream,  70 

With  ftudibus  care  the  American  preferves 
The  gallinazo,  elfe  that  fea-like  ftream 
(Whence  traffic  pours  her  bounties  on  mankind) 
Dread  alligators  would  alone  poffcfs. 


pher,  were  brought  thither  by  the  French  when 
they  pofiefled  half  that  ifland.  This  circumftance 
we  learn  from  Pere  Labat,  who  farther  tells  us, 
that  they  are  a  moft  delicate  food.  The  Englifh 
negroes  are  very  fond  of  them,  but  the  white  in 
habitants  do  not  eat  them.  They  do  a  great  deal 
of  mifchief  in  St.  Kitts,  deftroying  many  thouiand 
pounds  Sterling's  worth  of  canes  every  year. 

Ver.  64.  Rats,  &c.  are  not  natives  of  America, 
but  came  by  fhipping  from  Europe.  They  breed 
in  the  ground,  under  loofe  rocks  and  butties.  Du- 
rante,  a  Roman,  who  was  phyiician  to  Pope  Six- 
tus  Quintus,  and  who  wrote  a  Latin  poem  on  the 
prefervation  of  health,  enumerates  domeftic  rats 
among  animals  that  may  be  eaten  with  fafety. 
But  if  thefe  are  wholefome,  cane-rats  muft  be 
much  more  delicate,  as  well  as  more  nourilhing. 
Accordingly  we  find  mod  field  negroes  fond  of 
them,  and  I  have  heard  that  {traps  of  cane-rats 
are  publicly  fold  in  the  markets  of  Jamaica. 

Ver.  69.  This  tree,  which  botanifts  call  Rizo- 
phora,  grows  in  marlhy  foils,  and  on  the  fides  of 
rivers ;  and,  as  the  branches  take  root,  they  fre 
quently  render  narrow  ftreams  impaffable  to  boats. 
Oyflers  often  adhere  to  their  roots,  &c.  The 
French  name  of  this  ftrange  water-fhrub  is  Pal- 
tuvier.  The  fpecies  meant  here  is  the  red  man 
grove. 

Ver.  74.  This  dreadful  animal  is  amphibious, 
and  feldom  lays  fewer  than  loo  eggs.  Thefe  ihe 
carefully  covers  with  fand.  But,  notwithstanding 
this  precaution,  the  gallinazo  (a  large  fpecies  of 
carrion-crow)  conceals  itfelf  among  the  thick 
boughs  of  the  neighbouring  trees,  and  thus  often 
difcovers  the  hoard  ef  the  alligator,  which  fiic  ny 


Thy  foes  the  teeth-fil'd  Ibbos  alfo  love ; 
Nor  thou  their  wayward  appetite  rcftrain. 

Some  place  decoys,  nor  will  they  not  avail, 
Replete  with  roafted  crabs,  in  every  grove 
Thefe  fell  marauders  gnaw;  and  pay  their  flaves 
Some  fmall  reward  for  every  captive  foe.  80 

So  practice  Gallia's  fons;  but  Britons  truft 
In  other  wiles,  and  furer  their  fuccefs. 

With  Mifnian  arfenic,  deleterious  bane, 
Pound  up  the  ripe  caflada's  well-rafp'd  root, 
And  form  in  pellets;  thefe  profufely  fpread 
Round  the  cane-groves,  where  flculk  the  vermin- 
breed  : 

They  greedy,  and  unweeting  of  the  bait, 
Crowd  to  the  inviting  cates,  and  fwift  devour       * 
Their  palatable  death ;  for  foon  they  feek 
The  neighbouring  fpiing,  and  drink,  and  fwell, 
and  die.  90 

But  dare  not  thou,  if  life  deferve  thy  care, 
The  infected  rivulet  tafte  ;  nor  let  thy  herds 
Graze  its  polluted  brinks,  till  rolling  time 
Have  fin'd  the  water,  and  deftroyed  the  bane. 
'Tis  lafer  then  to  mingle  nightfhade's  juice 
With  flour,  and  throw  it  lib'ral  'mong  thy  canes: 
They  touch  not  this ;  its  deadly  fcent  they  fly, 


fooner  leaves,  than  the  gallinazo  foufes  down  up 
on  it,  and,  greedily  fcraping  off  the  fand,  regales 
on  its  contents.  Nor  is  the  male  alligator  lefs  an 
enemy  to  the  increafe  of  his  own  horrid  brood 
than  thefe  ufeful  birds ;  for,  when  inftin6l  prompts 
the  female  to  let  her  young  fry  out  by  breaking 
the  eggs,  he  never  fails  to  accompany  her,  and  to 
devour  as  many  of  them  as  he  can ;  fo  that  the 
mother  fcarce  ever  efcapes  into  the  river  with 
more  than  five  out  of  all  her  hundred.  Thus  Pro 
vidence  doubly  prevents  the  otherwife  immenfe 
propagation  of  that  voracious  animal  on  the  banks 
of  the  river  Guayaquil ;  for  the  gallinazo  is  not 
always  found  where  alligators  are.  Ulloa* 

Ver.  75.  Ibbos,  or  Ebbos,  as  they  are  more  com 
monly  called,  are  a  numerous  nation.  Many  of 
them  have  their  teeth  filed,  and  blackened  in  an  ex 
traordinary  manner.  They  make  guod  flaves  when 
bought  young ;  but  are,  in  general,  foul  feeders, 
many  of  them  greedily  devouring  the  raw  guts 
of  fowls :  They  alfo  feed  on  dead  mules  and 
horfes;  whofc  carcafes,  therefore,  fhould  be  bu 
ried  deep,  that  the  negroes  may  not  come  at  them. 
But  the  fiareft  way  is  to  burn  them;  otherwiie 
they  will  be  apt,  privily,  to  kill  thofe  ufeful  ani 
mals,  in  order»to  feaft  on  them. 

Ver.  76.  Pere  Labat  fays  that  cane-rats  give 
thofe  negroes  who  eat  them  pulmonic  diforders ; 
but  the  good  Jefuit  was  no  phyfician.  I  have 
been  told  by  thofe  who  have  eat  them,  that  they 
are  very  delicate  food. 

Ver.  95.  See  the  article  Solanum  in  Newman's 
Chemiftry,  publifhed  by  Dr.  Lewis.  There  is  a 
fpecies  of  Eaffc-lndia  animal,  called  a  Mungocs, 
which  bears  a  natural  antipathy  to  rats.  Its  in 
troduction  4into  the  fugar-iflands  would  probably 
effectuate  the  extirpation  «f  this  deftru&ive  ver 
min 
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And  fuddcn  colonize  foma  iliflant  vale. 

Shall  the  mufe  deign  to  fing  of  humble  weeds, 
That  check  the  progrefsof  the  imperial  cane  ?   IOO 
.     In  every  i»il  unnumber'd  weeds  wjll  fpring  ; 
Nor  fcvyeft  in  the  beft  :  (thus  oft  we  find 
Enormous  vices  taint  the  npbleft  ibuls)  ! 
Thefe  let  thy  litle  gang,  with  fkilful  hand, 
Oft  as  they  fpread  abroad,  and  oft  they  fpread, 
Careful  pluck  up,  to  fwell  thy  growing  heap 
Of  rich  manure.     And  yet  fome  weeds  arile, 
Of  afpect  mean,  with  wondrous  virtues  fraught; 
(And  doth  not  oft  uncommon  merit  dwell 
Jn  men  of  vulgar  looks,  and  trivial  air)  ?  I  to 

•Sueh,  planter,  be  not  thou  afham'd  to  lave 
From  foul  pollution,  and  unfeemly  rot ; 
Much,  will  they  benefit  thy  houfe  and  thec. 
But  chief  the  yellow  thiftle  thou  fclect, 
Whofe  feed  the  ftomach  frees  from  naufeous  loads; 
And  if  the  mufic  of  the  mountain- dove 
Delight  thy  penfive  ear,  fweet  friend  to  thought! 
This  prompts  their  cooing,  and  enflaraes  their  love. 
Nor  let  rude  hands  the  knotted  grafs  profane, 
Whofe  juice  worms  fly  :    Ah,  dire  endemial  ill ! 
How  many  fathers,  fathers  now  no  more,        1 21 
How  many  orphans,  now  lament  thy  rage  ? 
The  cow-itch  alfo  fave ;  but  let  thick  gloves 
Thine  hands  defend,  or  thou  wilt  fadly  rue 
Thy  rafh  imprudence,  when  ten  thoufand  darts, 
Sharp  as  the  bee-fting,  fafl.cn  in  thy  flefh, 
And  give  thee  up  to  torture.     But  unhurt, 
Planter,  thou  may'fl.  the  humble  chickweed  cull, 


Ver.  114.  The  feeds  of  this  plant  are  an  excel 
lent  emetic;  and  almofh  as  ufeful  in  dyfenteric 
complaints  as  ipecacuan.  It  grows  every  where. 

Ver.  119.  This  is  truly  a  powerful  vermifuge; 
but,  uncautioufly  adminiftered,  has  often  proved 
mortal.  The  juice  of  it  clarified  is  fometimes 
given  ;  but  a  decoction  of  it  is  greatly  preferable. 
Its  botanical  name  is  Spigelia. 

Ver.  12.3.  This  extraordinary  vine  fliould  not 
be  permitted  to  grow  in  a  cane-piece  ;  for  ne 
groes  have  been  known  to  fire  the  canes,  to  fave 
themfelves  from  the  torture  which  attends  work 
ing  in  grounds  where  it  has  abounded.  Mixed 
with  molaffes,  it  is  a  fafe  and  excellent  vermifuge. 
Its  feeds,  which  refemblf  blackifh  fmall  beans,  are 
purgative.  Its  flower  is  purple  ;  and  its  pods,  on 
which  the  flinging  brown  Set*  are  found;  are  as 
large  as  a  full-grown  Englifli  field-pea. 

Ver.  128.  There  are  two  kinds  of  chickweed 
which  grow  fpontanenufly  in  the  Caribbee?,  and 
both  pnffefs  very  confiderable  virtues,  particularly 
that  which  botanifts  call  Cajacia,  and  which  the 
Spaniards  emphatically  name  Erudos  Cobres,  or 
fnakeweed,  on  account  of  its  remarkable  qualities 
againft  poifonous  bites.  It  is  really  of  ufe  againft 
fifh-poiibn  ;  as  is  alfo  the  fenfitive  plant,  which 
the  Spaniards  prettily  call  the  Vergonzoza,  the 
Bafhful,  and  La  Donzclla,  or  the  Maiden.  There 
are  many  kinds  of  this  extraordinary  plant,  which 
grow  every  where  in  the  iflauds  and  South  Ame 
r'ica.  The  botanical  name  of  the  former  is  Alftne 
a  ad  that  of  the  latter '  Alinefa 


And  that  which  colly  flies  the  aflonifh'd  grafp. 
Not  the  confection  nam'd  from  Pontus'  king,  130 
tfot  the  blefs'd  apple  Median  climes  produce, 
Though  lofty  Maro  (whofe  immortal  mufe 
Diftant  I  follow,  and  fubmifs  adore) 
rlath  fung  its  properties,  to  counteract 
Dire  fpells,  fiow-mutter'd  o'er  the  baneful  bowl, 
Where  cruel  ftepdames  poifonous  drugs   have 

brew'd  ; 

Can  vie  with  thefe  low  tenants  of  the  vale, 
n  driving  poifons  from  the  infected  frame  : 
For  here,  ahs  !  (ye  fons  of  luxury  mark) ! 
The  f>a,  though  on  its  bofom  Halcyons  fleep,  14® 
Abounds  with  poifon'd  fiflj ;  whofe  crimfon  fins, 
Whofe  eyes,  whofe  fcales,bedropt  with  azure,  gold, 
Purple,  and  green,  in  all  gay  fummer's  pride, 
Amufe  the  fight;  whofe  tafte  the  palate  charms; 
Yet  death  in  ambufh  on  the  banquet  waits, 
Unlefs  thefe  antidotes  be  timely  given. 
But,  fay  what  drains,  what  numbers  can  recite, 
Thy  praifes,  vervain  ;  or  wild  liquorice,  thine  ? 
For  not  the  coftly  root,  the  gift  of  God, 
Gather'd  by  thofe  who  drink  the  Volga's  wave, 
(Prince  of  Europa's  ftreams,  itfelf  a  fea)          IJI 
Equals  your  potency  !  Did  planters  know 
But  half  your  virtues,  not  the  cane  itfeif 
Would  they  with  greater,  fonder  pains  prefcrve  I 

Still  other  maladies  infeft  the  cane, 
And  worfe  to  be  fubdu'd.     The  itifect-tribe, 
That,flutt'ring,  fpread  their  pinions  to  the  fun, 
Recal  the  mufe  :  nor  fhall  their  many  eyes, 
Though  edg'd  with   gold,  their  many-colour'd 
down,  159) 

From  death  preferve  them .    In  what  diftant  clime, 


Ver.  130.  This  medicine  is  called 
in  honour  of  Mithridates  king  of  Pontus ;  who, 
by  ufing  it  conftantly,  had  fecurcd  himfelf  from 
the  effects  of  poifon,  in  fuch  a  manner,  that  when 
he  actually  attempted  to  put  an  end  to  his  life,  by 
that  means  he  failed  in  his  purpofe  :  So  at  leafh 
Pliny  informs  us.  But  we  happily  are  not  oblig 
ed  to  believe  implicitly  whatever  that  elaborate 
compiler  has  told  us.  When  poifons  immediately 
operate  on  the  nervous  fyftem,  and  their  effects 
are  to  be  expelled  by  the  {kin,  this  electuary  is  no 
contemptible  antidote.  But  how  many  poifons  do 
we  know  at  prefent  which  produce  their  effects 
in  a  different  manner?  and,  from  the  accounts  of 
authors,  we  have  reafon  to  be  perfuaded  that  the 
ancients  were  not  much  behind  us  in  their  variety 
of  poifons.  If,  therefere,  the  king  of  Pontus  had 
really  intended  to  have  deftroyed  himfelf,  he  could 
have  been  at  no  lofs  for  the  means,  notwithfland- 
ing  the  daily  ufe  of  this  antidote. 

Ver.  131.  Authors  are  not  agreed  what  the 
apple  is,  to  which  Virgil  attributes  Inch  remark 
able  virtues,  nor  is  it  indeed  poffible  they  ever 
fhould.  However,  we  have  this  comfort  on  our 
fide,  that  our  not  knowing  it  is  of  no  detriment 
to  us;  for,  as  fpells  cannot  affect  us,  we  are  at  no 
lofs  for  antidotes  to  guard  agaiuft  them. 

Ver.  149.  Some  medical  writers  h?.vc  beftow-* 
cd  the  high  appellation  <ii  Dunum  Dsi  on  rhubarb-* 


THE   WORKS   OF.  GRAINGER. 


In  what  recefTes  are  the  plunderers  hatch'd  ? 
Say,  are  they  wafted  in  the  living  gale 
From  diftant  iflands  ?  Thus  the  Jocuft-breed, 
In  winged  caravans,  that  blot  the  iky, 
Defcerrd  from  far.  and  ere  bright  morning  dawn, 
Aftc>ni(h'd  Afric  fees  her  crop  devonr'd. 
Or,  doth  the  cane  a  proper  neft  afford, 
And  fond  adapted,  to  the  yellow  fly  ? — 
The  fkiird  in  nature's  myftic  lore  obferve        169 
Each  tree,  each  plant,  that  drink**  the  golden  day, 
Some  repn'le  life  fuftains  :   Thus  cochinille 
Feeds  on  the  Indian  fig  :  and,  fhould  it  harm 
The  fofter  plant,  its  worth  that  harm  repays  : 
But  ye   bafe  infects  !  no  bright  fcarlet  yield, 
To  deck  the  Britifh  Wolfe  |  who  now,  perhaps, 
(SoHtaven  and  George  ordain  )  in  triumph  mounts 
Some  ftrong-built  fortrefs,won  from  haughty  Gaul! 
And  though  no  plant  fuch  lufcious  nectar  yields 
As  yields  the  cane-plant,  yet,  vile  parricides'. 
Ungrateful  ye  '  the  parent -cane  deftrby.  180 

Mufe,  fay  what  remedy  hath  fkill  devis'd 
To  quell  this  noxious  foe  ?    J  hy  blacks  fend  forth, 
A  ftrong  detachment,  ere  the  increafing  peft 
Have  made  too  firm  a  lodgment ;  and  with  care 
"Wipe  every  tainted  b'ade,  and  liberal  lave 
"With  facred  Neptune's  purifying  ftream. 
But  this  Augaean  toil  long  time  demands, 
"Which  thou  to  more  advantage  may'ft  employ : 
If  vows  for  rain  thou  ever  didft  prefer,  189 

Planter,  prefer  them  now  :  the  rattling  fhower, 
Pour'd  down  in  conftant  ftreams  for  days  and 

nights, 

Not  only  fwells,  with  nectar  fweet,  thy  canes, 
But  in  the  deluge  drowns  thy  plundering  foe. 

When  may  the  planter  idly  fold  his  arms, 
And  fay,  "  My  foul  take  reft  ?"     Superior  ills, 
Ills  which  no  care  nor  wifdom  can  avert, 
In  black  fucceffion  rife.     Ye  men  of  Kent, 
When  nipping  Eurus,  with  the  brutal  force 
Of  Boreas,  join'd  in  ruffian  league,  affail          199 
Your  ripen'd  hop-grounds ;  tell  me  what  you  feel, 
And  pity  the  r  oor  planter,  when  the  blaft, 
Fell  plague  of  Heaven  !  perdition  of  the  ifies ! 
Attacks  his  waving  gold.    Though  well  manur'd, 
A  richnefs  though  thy  fields  from  nature  boaft, 
Though  feafons  pour,  this  peftilcnce  invades  : 


Ver.  171.  This  is  a  Spanifli  word-  For  the 
manner  of  propagating  this  ufeful  infect,  fee  Sir 
Hans  Sloane's  Natural  Hiftory  of  Jamaica.  It 
was  long  believed  in  Europe  to  be  a  feed  or  ve 
getable  production.  The  botar.ical'nanie  of  the 
plant  qn  which  the  cochinille  feeds  is  Opuntid 
maxima,  fulio  oblongo*  majore,  ffinulu  cLtuJisft»ollibus 
ft  innocKTitllus  clJlto,JloTetf.riis  rabris  varJfgato* 

Sloane. 

Ver.  2,05.  Without  a  rainy  feafon  the  fugar 
cane  could  not  be  cultivated  to  any  advantage : 
For  what  Pliny  the  Elder  writes  of  another  plant 
may  be  applied  to  this,  Gaudet  irriguis,  et  toto  anno 
bibcre  a  mat. 

Ver.  205.  It  muft,  however,  be  confeffed,  that 
the  blaft  is  lefs  frequent  in  lands  naturally  rich, 
•r  fuch  as  are  made  fo  by  wcU-rotted  manure. 


Too  oft  it  feizes  the  glad  infant-throng, 
Nor  pities  their  green  nonage  :  Their  broad  blades, 
Of  which  the  graceful  wood-nymphs  erft  compos'd 
The  greeneft  garlands  to  adorn  their  brows, 
Firft  pallid,  fickly,  dry,  and  withered  (how;     21® 
Unfeemly  ftain*  fucceed  :  which,  nearer  view'd 
By  microfcopic  arts,  fmall  eggs  appear, 
Dire  fraught  with  reptile  life;  alas,  too  foon 
They  burft  their  filmy  jail,  and  crawl  abroad, 
Bugs  of  uncommon  fhape  ;  thrice  hideous  (how ! 
Innumerous  as  the  painted  fhells  that  load 
The  wave  worn  margin  of  the  Virgin- ifles  ! 
Innumerous  as  the  leaves  the  plumb-tree  fheds, 
When,  proud  of  her  fecundity,  fhe  (hows 
Naked  her  gold  fruit  to  the  god  of  noon.         220 
Renaorfelcfs  to  its  youth,  what  pity,  fay, 
Can  the  cane's  age  expect  ?   In  vain  irs  pith 
With  juice  nectareous  flows ;  to  pungent  four, 
Foe  to  the  bowels,  foon  its  nectar  turns  : 
Vain  every  joint  a  gemmy  embryo  bears, 
Alternate  rang'd  ;  from  thefe  no  filial  young 
Shall  grateful  fpring,  to  blefs  the  planter's  eye.— 
With  bugs  confederate,  in  deftructive  league, 
The  ants'  republic  joins;  a  villain  crew, 
As  the  waves,  countlefs,  that  plough  up  the  deep9 
(Where  Eurus  reign?  vicegerent  of  the  fky,     231 
Whom  Rhea  bore  to  the  bright  god  of  day) 
When  furious  Aufter  dire  commotions  ftirs: 
Thefe  wind,  by  fubtle  fap,  their  fecret  way, 
Pernicious  pioneers  '  while  tjiofe  invert, 
More  firmly  daring,  in  the  face  of  heaven, 
And  win,  by  regular  approach,  the  cane. 

'Gainft  fuch  ferocious,  fuch  unnumber'd  bands. 
What  arts,  what  arms  fhall  fage  experience  ufe  ? 

Some  bid  the  planter  load  the  favouring  gale, 24© 
With  pitch,  and  fulphur's  fuffocating  fteam  :— 
Ufelefs  the  vapour  «;'er  the  carie-grove  flies, 
n  purling  volumes  loft ;  fach  feeble  arms, 
To  man  thu  ugh  fatal,  not  the  blail  fubdue. 
Others  again,  and  better  their  fuccefs, 
Command  their  ilaves  each  tainted  blade  to  pick 
With  care,  and  burn  them  in  vindictive  flames. 
Labour  immenfe  !  and  yet,  if  fmall  the  peft, 
f  numerous,  if  induftrious  be  thy  gang, 
At  length,  thou  may'ft  the  victory  obtain.       25* 
But,  if  the  living  taint  be  far  diffus'd, 
Bootlefs  this  toil ;  nor  will  it  then  avail 
Though  alhes  lend  their  fuffbcating  aid) 
To  bare  the  broad  roots,  and  the  mining  fwarms 
Expofe,  remorfelefs,  to  the  burning  noon. 
Ah  !  muft  then  ruin  defolate  the  plain  ! 
Vluft  the  loft  planter  other  climes  explore  ? 


Ver.  2t8.  This  is  the  Jamaica  plumb-tree. 
When  covered  with  fruit,  it  has  no  leaves  upon 
t.  The  fruif  is  wholefome.  In  like  manner,  the 
>anfpan  is  deftitute  of  foliage  when  covered  with 
lowers.  The  latter  is  a  fpecies  of  jeffainine,  and 
grows  as  large  as  an  apple-tree. 

Ver.  231.  The  eaft  is  the  centre  of  the  trade- 
wind  in  the  Weft- Indies,  which  veers  a  few  points 
to  the  north  or  fouth.  What  Homer  fays  of  the 
weft  wind,  in  his  iflands  of  'he  bit  fled,  may  more- 
aptly  be  applied  to  the  trade  winds. 


THE    SUGAR    CANE. 


Uowe'er  re1u£ant,  let  the  hoe  uproot 

The  infe&ed  cane-piece;  and,  with  eager  flames, 

The  hofiile  myriads  thou  to  embers  turn  :        260 

Far  better,  thus,  a  mighty  lofs  fuilain, 

Which  happier  years  and  prudence  may  retrieve  ; 

Than  rifle  thine  all.     As  when  an  adverfe  ilorm, 

Impetuous,  thunders  on  fome  lucklefs  fhip, 

From  green  St.  Chriftopher,  or  Cathay  bound  : 

Each  nauHc  art  the  reeling  feamen  try  : 

The  ftorm  redoubles :  death  rides  every  wave  : 

Down  by  the  board  the  cracking  niafts  they  hew; 

And  heave  their  precious  cargo  in  the  main. 

Say,  can  the  mufe,  the  pencil  in  her  hand,    270 
The  all-wafting  hurricane  obfervant  ride  ? 
Can  {he,  undazzled,  view  the  lightning's  glare, 
Tha.t  fires- the  welkin  ?   Can  fhe,  unappall'd, 
When  all  the  flood-gates  of  the  iky  are  ope, 
The  ftiorelefs  deluge  flem  ?  The  mufe  hath  feen 
The  pillar'd  flame,  whofe  top  hath  reach'd   the 

ftars; 

Seen  rocky,  molten  fragments,  flung  in  air 
From  ./Erna's  vext  abyfs  ;  feen  burning  ftreams 
Pour    down    its    channell'd    fides  ;     tremendous 

fcenes  ! 

Yet  not  vext  JEtna's  pillar'd  flames,  that  ftrike  280 
The  ftars;  nor  molten  mountains  hurl'd  on  high; 
•  Nor  ponderous  rapid  deluges,  that  burn 
Its  deeply-channell'd  fides;   caufe  fuch  difmay, 
Such  defolation.     Hurricane  !    as  thou  ; 
When  the  Almighty  gives  thy  rage  to  blow, 
And  all  the  battles  of  thy  winds  engage. 

Soon  as  the  Virgin's  charms  ingrofs  the  fun  ; 
And  till  his  weaker  flame  the  bcorpion  feels ; 
But,  chief,  while  Libra  weighs  the  unfteady  year : 
Planter,  with  mighty  props  thy  dome  fupport;  490 
Each  flaw  repair;  and  well,  with  mafly  bars, 
Thy  doors  and  windows  guard  ;  fecurely  lodge 

Thy  flocks   and  mill-points. Then,  or  calms 

obtain ; 

Breathlefs  the  royal  palm-tree's  airieft  van  ; 
While,  o'er  the  panting  ifle,  the  demon  heat 
High  hurls  his  flaming  brand  ;  vafl-,  diftant  waves 
The  main  drives  furious  in,  and  heaps  the  ihore 
With  ftrange  productions  :  Or,  the  blue  ferene 
Affumes  a  louring  afpedl,  as  the  clouds 
FJy,  wild-careerir.'g,  through  the  vault  of  hea 
ven  ;  /  300 
Then  tranflent  birdf,  of  various  kinds,  frequent 
Each  ftagnant  pool;   fome  hover  o'er  thy  roof; 
Then  Eurus  reigns  no  more;  but  each  bold  wind. 
By  turns,  ufurps  the  empire  of  the  air 
With  quick  inconftancy  ; 
Thy  herds,  as  fapient  of  the  coming  ftorm, 
(For  beafts  partake  fome  portion  of  the  flcy), 
In  troops  affociate ;-  and,  in  cold  fvveats  bath'd, 
Wild-bellowing,  eye  the  pole.     Ye  feamen,  now, 
Ply  to  the  fouthward,  if  the  changeful  moon,  310 
Or,  in  her  interlunar  palace  hid,                  [glows : 
Shuns  night;    or,  fuil-orb'd,  in   right's  forehead 


V.er.  265.  An  old  name  for  China. 

Yer.  203.  The  fails  are  fa'Jened  to  the  mill- 
points,  as  thole  are  to  th^  flocks.  They  fhould 
always  ,be  takcn.down  before  the  hurricane  feafon. 

VOL.  X. 


For,  fee  !  the  mifts,  that  late  involv'd  the  hill, 
Difperfe  ;  the  mid-day  fun  looks  red  ;  ftrange  burs 
Surround  the  ftars,  which  vafter  fill  the  eye. 
A  horrid  ftench  the  pools,  the  main  emits; 
Fearful  the  genius  of  the  foreft  fighs  ;  [cliff. 

The  mountains  moan  ;  deep  groans  the  cavern'd 
A  night  of  vapour,  clofing  faft  around, 

Snatches  the   golden   noon. Each   wind   ap- 

.peas'd,  320 

The  north  flies  forth,  and  hurls  the  frighted  air  : 
Not  all  the  brazen  engineries  of  man, 
At  once  exploded,  the  wild  burft  furpafs. 
Yet  thunder,  yok'd  with  lightning  and  with  rain, 
Water  with  fire,  increafe  the  infernal  din  t 
Canes,  ftirubs,   trees,   huts,   are  whirl'd  aloft  in 

air. 

The  wind  is  fpent ;  and  "  all  the  ifle  below 

"  Is  hum  as  death." 

Soon  iffues  forth  the  weft,  with  fudden  burft; 

And  blafts  more  rapid,  more  refiftlefe  drives  :  530 

Ruflies  the  headlong  iky  ;  the  city  rocks ; 

The  good   man    throws  him  on  the  trembling 

ground;  . 

And  dies  the  murderer  in  his  inmoft  foul — 
Sullen  the  weft  withdraws  his  eager  ftorms.— — » 
Will  not  the  tempeft  now  his  furies  chain  ? 
Ah,  no  !  as  when  in  Indian  forefts,  wild, 
Barbaric  armies  fuddenly  retire 
After  fome  furious  onfet,  and,  behind 
Vaft  rocks  and  trees,  their  horrid  forms  conceal, 
Brooding  on  flaughter,  not  repuls'd  ;  for  foon  340 
Their  growing  yell  the  affrighted  welkin  rends, 
And  bloodier  carnage  mows  th'  enfanguin'd  plain  : 
So  the  fouth,  fallying  front  his  iron  caves 
With  mightier  force, renews  the  aerial  war; 
Sleep,  flighted,  flies;  and,  fee!  yon  lofty  palm, 
Fair  nature's  triumph,  pride  of  Indian  groves, 
Cleft  by  the  fulphurous  bolt !  See  yonder  dome, 
Where  grandeur  with  propriety  combin'd, 
And  Theodorus  with  devotion  dwelt ; 
Involv'd  in   fmouldering  flames From   every 

rock,  350 

Daflies  the  turbid  torrent ;  through  each  ftreet 
A  river  foams,  which  fweeps,  with  untam'd  might. 
Men,  oxen,  cane-lands  to  the  billowy  main. — 
Paufes  the  wind. — Anon  the  favage  eaft 
Bids  his  wing'd  tempefts  more  relentlefs  rave; 
Now  brighter,  vafter  corrufcations  flafh  ; 
Deepens  the  deluge  ;  nearer  thunders  roll ; 
Earth  trembles  ;  ocean  reels ;  and,  in  hdr  fang*, 
Grim  defqlation  tears  the  flmeking  ifle, 
Ere  rofy  morn  poflefs  the  ethereal  plain,  360 

To  pour  on  darknefs  the  full  flood  of  day  — 

Nor  does  the  hurricane's  all-wafting  wrath 
Alone  bring  ruin  on  its  founding  wing  : 
Even  caljns  are  dreadful,  and  the  fiery  fouth 
Oft  reigns  a  tyrant  in  thefc  fervid  ifles : 


Ver.  314.  Thefe  are  aftral  halos.  Columbu* 
foori  made  himfelf  niafler  of  the  figns  that  precede 
a  hurricane  in  the  Weft-Indies,  by  which  means 
he  laved  his  own  fquadron  ;  while  another  large 
fleet,  whofe  commander  defpifed  his  prognoflics, 
put  to  fea,  and  was  wrecked. 

,3  M 


THE  WORKS  OP   ORAINGER. 


For,  from  its  burning  furnace,  when  it  breathes, 

Europe  and  Afia's  vegetable  fons, 

Touch'd  by  its  tainting  vapbur,  fhrivel'd,  die. 

The  hardiefl  children  of  the  rocks  repine  : 

Ami  all  the  upland  Tropic-plants  hang  down  370 

Theit  drooping  heads;  fhow  arid,  coil'djaduft.*— «— 

The  main  itfelf  feems  parted  into  ftreams, 

Clear  as  a  mirror ;  and,  with  deadly  fcents, 

Annoys  the  rower  ;  who,  heart-fainting,  eyes 

The  fails  hang  idly,  noifelcfs,  from  the  maft. 

Thrice  haplefs  he,  whom  thus  the  hand  of  fate 

Compels  to  riik  the  unfufFerable  beam  ! 

A  fiend,  the  word  the  angry  (kies  ordain 

To  punifh  fmful  man,  fhall  fatal  feize 

His  wretched  life,  and  to  the  tomb  confign.    380 

When  fuch  the  ravage  of  the  burning  calm, 
On  the  ftout,  funny  children  of  the  hill; 
What  mufl  thy  cane-lands  feel  ?  Thy  late  green 

fprouts 

Nor  bunch,  nor  joint ;  but,  faplefs,  arid,  pine  : 
Thofe,  who  have  manhood  reach'd,  of  yellow  hue, 
(Symptom  of  health  and  ftrength)  foon  ruddy 

fhow; 

While  the  rich  juice  that  circled  in  their  veins, 
Acefcent,  watery,  poor,  unwholefome  taftes. 

Nor  only,  planter,  are  thy  cane-groves  burnt; 
Thy  life  is  threatened.  Mule,  the  manner  fing.  390 

Then  earthquakes,  nature's  agonizing  pangs, 
Oft  fluke  the  aftonied  ifles  :  The  folfaterre 
Or  fends  forth  thick,  blue,  fuffocating  fleams; 
Or  (hoots  to  temporary  flame.     A  din,        [caves, 
Wild   through   the   mountain's   quivering  rocky 
Like  the  dread  crafh  of  tumbling  planets,  roars. 
When  tremble  thus  the  pillars  of  the  globe, 
Like  the  tall  coco  by  the  fierce  north  blown  ; 
Can  the  poor,  brittle,  tenements  of  man 
Withftand   the   dread   convulfion  ?    Their    dear 
homes,  400 

(Which  ihaking,  tottering,  crafting,  burfting,  fall), 
The  boldeft  fly;  and,  on  the  open  plain 
Appal'd,  in  agony  the  moment  wait, 
When,  with  difrupture  vaft,  the  waving  earth 
Shall  whelm  them  in  her  fea-difgorging  womb. 

Nor  lefs  affrighted  are  the  beflial  kind. 
The  bold  fteed  quivers  in  each  panting  vein, 
And  daggers,  bath'd  in  deluges  of  fweat :' 
Thy  lowing  herds  forfake  their  graffy  food, 
And  fend  forth  frighted,  woeful,  hollow  founds : 
The  dog,  thy  trufty  centinel  of  night,  411 

Deferts  his  poft  afllgn'd ;  and,  piteous,  howls. 

Wide  ocean  feels  :——  [bounds, 

The    mountain*- waves,    pafling    their    cufloni'd 
Make  direful,  loud  incurfions  on  the  land, 
All-overwhelming  :  Sudden  they  retreat, 
With  their  whole  troubled  waters ;  but,  anon, 


Vcr.  39*.  Volcanos  are  called  fulpburs,  ovfolfa- 
terres,  in  the  Weft-Indies.  There  arc  few  moun 
tainous  iflands  in  that  part  of  the  globe  without 
them,  and  thofe  probably  will  deflroy  them  in 
time.  I  faw  much  lulphur  and  alum  in  the  fol- 
feterre  at  Mountferrat.  The  flream  that  runs 
through  it,  is  almoft  as,  hot  as  boiling  water,  and 
ii-s  foams  foou  blacken  filver,  S5V. 


Sudden  return,  with  louder,  mightier  force  ; 
(The   black  rocks  whiten,  the  vext  Ihores  re- 
found)  ; 

Arid  yet,  more  rapid,  diftant  they  retire.          420 
Vaft  corufcations  lighten  all  the  fky, 
With  volum'd  flames ;  while  thunder's  awful  voice, 
From  forth  his  fhrine,  by  night  and  horror  girt, 
Aftounds  the  guilty,  and  appals  the  good  t 
For  oft  the  beft,  fmote  by  the  bolt  of  heaven, 
Wrapt  in  ethereal  flame,  forget  to  live  ; 
Elfe,  fair  Theana. — Mufe  her  fate  deplore. 

Soon  as  young  reafon  dawn'd  in  Junio's  breaft, 
His  father  fent  him  from  thefe  genial  ifles, 
To  where  old  Thames  with  confcious  pride  fur- 
veys  43* 

Green  Eton,  foft  abode  of  every  mufe. 
Each  claffic  beauty  foon  he  made  his  own  ; 
And  foon  fam'd  Ifis  faw  him  woo  the  nine, 
On  her  infpiring  banks :  Love  tun'd  his  fong ; 
For  fair  Theana  was  his  only  theme, 
Acafto's  daughter,  whom,  in  early  youth, 
He  oft  diftinguifh'd  ;  and  for  whom  he  oft 
Had  climb'd  the  bending  coco's  airy  height, 


Ver.  438.  The  coco-nut  tree  is  of  the  palm  ge 
nus;  there  are  feveral  fpecies  of  them  which  grow 
naturally  in  the  Torrid  Zone.  The  coco-nut  tree 
is  by  no  means  fo  ufeful  as  travellers  have  repre- 
fented  it.  The  wood  is  of  little  or  no  fervice, 
being  fpongy ;  and  the  brown  covering  of  the 
nuts  is  of  too  rough  a  texture  to  ferve  as  appa 
rel.  The  fhell  ot  the  nut  receives  a  good  polifh  ; 
and,  having  a  handle  put  to  it,  is  commonly  ufed 
to  drink  water  out  of.  The  milk,  or  water  of  the 
nut,  is  cooling  and  pleafant ;  but,  if  drunk  too 
freely,  will  frequently  occafion  a  pain  in  the  fto- 
mach.  A  falutary  oil  may  be  extracted  from  the 
kernel ;  which,  if  old,  and  eaten  too  plentifully,  is 
apt  to  produce  a  fhortnefs  of  breathing.  A  fpe 
cies  of  arrack  is  made  from  this  tree  in  the  Eaft- 
Indies.  The  largeft  coco-nut  trees  grow  on  the 
banks  of  the  river  Oronoko.  They  thrive  beft 
near  the  fea,  and  look  beautiful  at  a  diflance. 
They  afford  no  great  (hade.  Ripe  nuts  have  been 
produced  from  them  in  three  years  after  planting. 
The  nuts  fhould  be  macerated  in  water  before 
they  are  put  in  the  ground.  Coco  is  an  Indian 
name ;  the  Spaniards  call  it  alfo  palma  de  las  Indi- 
as ;  as  the  fmallcft  kind,  whofe  nuts  are  lefs  than 
walnuts,  is  termed  by  them  CoquiiU.  This  grows 
in  Chili,  arid  the  nuts  are  efteemed  more  delicate 
than  thofe  of  a  larger  fize.  In  the  Maldivy  iflands, 
it  is  pretended,  they  not  only  build  houfes  of  the 
coco-nut  tree,  but  alfo  vtfTels,  with  all  their  rig 
ging  ;  nay,  and  load  them  too  with  wine,  oil, 
vinegar,  black  fugar,  fruit,  and  ftrong  water,  from 
the  fame  tree.  If  this  be  true,  the  Maldivian  co- 
co-nut  trees  muft  differ  widely  from  thofe  that 
grow  in  the  Weft-Indies.  The  coco  muft  not  be 
confounded  with  the  coco-nut  tree.  That  fhrub 
prows  in  the  hotteft  and  moifteft  vales  of  the  An 
des.  Its  leaf,  which  is  gathered  two  or  three  times 
a  year,  is  much  coveted  by  the  natives  of  South- 
Attierica,  who  will  travel  great  journeys  upon  a 
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•fb.rob  it  of  its  ne.clar ;  which  the  maid, 
When  heprefented,  more  ne<5tareous  dcem'd.  440 
The  fweeteft  fappadillas  oft  he  brought  ; 
From  him  more  fweet  ripe  fappadillas  feem'd. 
Nor  had  long  abfcnce  yet  eff.ic'd  her  form  ; 
Her  charms  ftill  triumph'o)  o'er  Britannia's  fair. 
One  morn  he  met  her  in  Sheen's  royal  walks ; 
Nor  knew,  till  then,  fweet  Sheen  coritam'd  his  all. 
His  tafte  mature  approv'd  his  infant  choice. 
In  colour,  form,  exprdfion,  and  in  grace, 
She  (hone  all-perfect ;  while  each  pleafmg  art, 
And  each  foft  virtue  that  the  f;x  adorns,         450 
Adorn'd  the  woman.   My  imperfe^l  ftrain, 
Which  Percy  s  happier  pencil  vvould  demand, 
Can  ill  defcribe  the  tranfports  J'ino  felt 
At  this  difcovery  :    He  decUr'd  his  love  ; 
She  own'd  his  merit,  nor  refus'd  his  hand. 

And  (hall  not  Hymen  light  his  brightell  torch, 
For  this  delighted  pair  ?  Ah,  Juno  knew, 
His  fire  detefted  his  Fheana's  hcufe  ! — 
Thus  duty,  reverence,  gratitude,  confyir'd 
To  check  their  happy  union.  He  refolv'd        460 
(And  many  a  figh  that  refolution  coft) 
To  pafs  the  time,  till  death  his  fire  remov'd, 
In  vifiting  old  Europe's  letter'd  climes  : 
While  uSe  (and  many  a  tear  that  parting  drew) 
Embark'd.  reluctant,  for  her  native  ifle. 

Though  learned,  curious,  and  though  nobly  bent, 
With  each  rare  talent  to  adorn  his  mind, 
His  native  land  to  ferve  ;   no  joys  he  found. — 
Yet  fprightly  Gaul ;  yet  Belgium,  Saturn's  reign ; 
Yet -Greece,  of  old  the  feat  of  every  mule,      470 
Of  freedom,  courage;  yet  Aufonia's  clime, 
His  fteps.explor'd ;  where  painting,  mufic's  ftraihs, 
Where  arts,  where  laws,  (philosophy's  belt  child), 
With  rival  beauties  his  attention  claim'd. 
To  his  juft-judging,  his  inftrudled  eye, 
The  all-perfe£  Medicean  Venus  ftem'd 
A  perfect  femhlance  of  his  Indian  fair  : 
But,  when  (he  fp»ke  of  love,  her  voice  furpafs'd 
The  harmonious  warblingg  of  Italian  fong. 

Twice  one  long  year  elaps'd,  when  letters  came* 


nngle  handful  of  the  leaves,  which  they  do^  not 
fwallow,  but  only  chew.  It  is  of  an  unpleafant 
tafte  ;  but,  by  ufe,  foon  grows  agreeable.  Some 
authors  have  alfo  confounded  the  coco-nut  palm 
with  the  coco,  or  chocolate  tree.  The  French  call 
the  coco-nuc  tree,  Cocotier.  Its  ftem,  whLh  is  very 
Ipfty,  is  always  bent ;  for  which  reafon  it  looks 
better  in  an  orchard  than  in  a  regular  garden.  As 
one  limb  fade?,  anocher  (hoots  up  in  the  centre 
like  a  pike.  The  botanical  name  is  Palma  indica, 
ctccifara,  angulofa. 

Ver.  441  This  i«  a  pleafant  tailed  fruit,  fome- 
what  reiernbling  a  bergamot  pear  in  (hape  and 
colour.  The  tree  which  produces  it  is  .large  and 
fhady.  Its  leaves  are  cf  a  (hitting  green  ;  but  the 
flowers  which  are  nionopetalous,  are  of  a  palifii 
white  The  fruit  is  coronated  when  ripe,  and 
contains  in  its  polp  leveral  longifh  black  feeds.  It 
is  wholefome.  Antigua  produces  the  bell  fappa 
dillas  I  ever  tailed.  I  he  trivial  name  is  Spauiih. 
it  Caimtt. 


Which  briefly  told  him  of  his  fnthVs  death.  481 
AfflivSed,  filial,  yer  to  H-avtn  rtli^n'd, 
S  -on  he  reach'd  Albion,  and  as  foon  embark'd, 
.bager  to  clalp  the  objcdl  of  his  love. 

Blow,  proipcroua    breezes ;   fwiftly  fail,    thott 

Po: 
Swift  fail'd  rhe  Po,  and  happy  breezes  blew. 

In  Bilcay's  ftormy  feas,  an  armed  fhip, 
Of  force  fuperior,  from  loud  Charcnte's  wave 
vJiapt  them  on  board      The  frighted  flying  crew 
Their  colours  llrilce;  when  dauntlefs  Junio,  fir'd 
With  noble  indignation,  kill'd  the  chief,  49! 

Who  on  the  bloody  deck  dealt  flaughter  round. 
The  Gauls  retreat ;   the  .Britons  loud  huzza; 
And  ti.'uch'd  with  (liame,  with  emulation  ftunj. 
So  plied  their  cann  n,  p'ied  their  m.flil  fires, 
That  fmon  i»i  air  the  haplefs  thunderer  blew. 

Blow  profperous  bretzcs,  fwiftly  iail  thou  Po,' 
JVTay  no  more  dangrrous  fig'hts  retard  rhy  way  1 

Soon  Porio  Sanro\  rocky  heights  they  fpy,         , 
Like  clouds  dim  nfing  in  the  aiUant  air.          50^ 
G.ad'  £u'us  vvhiftles;   laugh  the  Iportive  crew  i 
Jiach  fail  is  fet  to  catch  the  favouring  g^le, 
While  on  the  yard-arm  the  harpooncr  fits, 
Strikes  the  .boneta,  i»r  the  (liaik  enfnares. 
The  fring'd  urtica  fpreads  her  purple  form 
To  catch  the  gaLj,  and  dances  o'er  the  w^ves : 
Small  winged  tifhes  on  the  fiirouds  alight ; 
And  beauteous  dolphins  gently  played  around, 


V?r.  499.  This  is  one  of  the  Madeira  ifland;?, 
and  of  cpurfe  fubjedl  to  the  King  of  Portugal.  In 
lies  in  32,  33  degrees  of  N.  latitude.-  It  is  neither, 
fo  fruitful  uor  fo  large  as  Madeira  Proper,  and  is 
chiefly  peopled  by  convicts,  &c. 

Ver.  504.  This  fjh,  which  is  equal  in  fize  to 
the  largeli  (almon,  is  only  to  be  found  in  the  warm 
latitudes.  It  i-.  not  a  delicate  food  ;  but  thofe  who 
have  lived  for  any  length  of  time  on  fait  meats  at 
fea,  do;nct.difhke  it.  ^.r  Hans  Sloane,  in, his  voy-. 
3ge  to  Jamaica,  defcribes  the  method  of  flriking 
them.  •'•  .'v, 

Ver.  504.  This  voracious  aih,  needs  n.o  defcrip^ 
tion  ;  I.  have  fce.n  them  from  15  to  ao  feet  long. 
Some  naturalifts  call  it  Cants  Carbarins,  JJ'hey  have 
been  known  to  follow  a  flave-fhip  from  Guinea  to 
the  Weft  Indies.  They  fwira  with  incredible  ce-. 
lerity,  'and  are  found  in  fome  of  the  warmer  leas 
of  Europe,  as  well  as  between  (he  tropics. 

Ver.  505..  This  fi'fli  the  feamen  call  a  Portuguefo 
man  of  war.  It  makes  a  moft  beautiful  appear-- 
ance'on  the  w«ter. 

Ver.  ,507.  This  extraordinary  fpecies  of  fiih  is- 
only  found  in  the  warm  latitudes.  Bring  purfued 
in  the  water  by  a  fi(h  of  prey  called  Albacores, 
they  betake  themfelves  in  fhoals  to  flight,  and  in 
the  air  are  often  fn apt  up  by  the  Garayio,  a  fea-. 
fowl.  .They  fometimes  fall  on  the  fhicuds  or  decks 
of  (hips.  They  are  well  tafted,  and  commonly 
fold  .at  Barbadoes. 

Ver  508.  This  is  a  raoft  beautiful  fifh  when." 
firft  taken  out  of  the  fea  ;  but  its.  beauty  vanifhes 
almoft  as  foon  as  it  is  dead. 

' 
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Though  fafter  than  the  Tropic  bird  they  flew, 
Oft  Junio  cried,  ah  !  when  {hall  we  fee  land  ?  5  10 
Soon   land  they  made  :   and  now  in   thought  he 

clafpt 
His  Indian  bride,  and  deenrd  his  toils  o'erpaid. 

She,  no  lefs  amorous,  every  evening  walk'd 
On  the  cool  margin  of  the  purple  main, 
Intent  her  Junio's  veffcl  to  dtfcry. 

One  eve  (faint  calms  for  many  a  clay  had  rag'd), 
The  winged  demons  of  the  tempeft  rofe ; 
Thunder  and  rain,  and  lightning's  awful  power. 
She  fled  :  could  innocence,  could  beauty  claim 
Exemption  from  the  giave;  the  ethereal  bolt,  520 
That  flretch'd  her  fpeechlefs,  o'er  her  lovely  head 
Had  innocently  roll'd. 

Meanwhile,  impatient  Junio  leapt  afhore, 
Hegardlefs  of  the  demons  of  the  ftorm. 
Ah  youth  !  what  woes,  too  great  for  man  to  bear, 
Are  ready  to  burft  on  thee  ?   Urge  not  fo 
Thy  flying  courfer.  Soon  Theana's  porch 
Receiv'd  him  :  at  his  fight,  the  ancient  flaves 
Affrighted  ihriek,  and  to  the  chamber  point  : — 
Confounded,  yet  unknowing  what  they  meant, 
He  entered  hafty *  531 

Ah  !  what  a  fight  for  one  who  lov'd  fo  well ! 
All  pale  and  cold,  in  every  feature  death, 
Theana  lay ;  and  yet  a  glimpfe  of  joy          [voice, 
Played  on  her  face,  while  with  taint,  faultering 
She  thus  addreft  the  youth,  whom  yet  (he  knew. 

"  Welcome,  my  Junio,  to  thy  native  fhore  ! 
"  Thy  fight  repays  this  fummons  of  my  fate  : 
"  Live,  and  live  happy  ;  fometymes  think  of  me  : 
"  By  night,  by  day,  you  ftill  engag'd  my  care;  5  40 
"  And  next  to  God,  you  now  my  thoughts  cm- 

«  ploy  : 

"  Accept  of  this — My  little  all  I  give"; 
"  Would  it  were  larger." — Nature  could  no  m«re ; 
She  look'd,  embrac'd  him,  with  a  groan  expir'd. 

But  fay,  what  ftrains,  what  language  can  exprefs 
The  thoufand  pangs,  which  tore  the  lover's  breaft  ? 
Upon  her  breathlefs  corfe  himfelf  he  threw, 
And  to  her  clay-cold  lips,  with  trembling  hafte, 
Ten  thoufand  Iciffes  gave.     He  ftrove  to  fpeak  ; 
Nor  words  he  found  :  he  clafpt  her  in  his  arms; 
He  figh'd,  he  fwoon'd,  look'd  up,  and  died  away. 

One  grave  contain*  this  haplefs,  faithful  pair  ; 
And  flill  the  cane  ifles  tell  their  matchlefs  love  : 

BOOK  III. 

ARGUMENT. 

Hymn  to  the  month  of  January,  when  crop  be 
gins.  Addrefs.  Planters  have  employment  ail 
the  year  round.  Planters  ihould  be  pious.  A 
ripe  cane-piece  on  fire  at  midnight.  Crop  be- 
pun.  Cane-cutting  defcribed.  fcffecls  of  mufic. 
Great  care  requifite  in  feeding  the  mill.  Hu 
manity  towards  the  maimed  recommended. 
The  tainted  canes  mould  not  be  ground.  Their 
life.  How  to  preferve  the  laths  and  mill-points 


Ver.  509.  The  French  call  this  bird  Fregate, 
•n  account  of  its  fwift  flying.  It  is  only  to  be  met 
within  the  warm  latitudes, 


from  fudden  fqualls.  Addrefs  to  the  fun,  and 
praife  of  Amigua.  A  cattle-mill  defcribed. 
Care  of  mules,  &c.  Difeafes  to  which  they  are 
fubjed.  A  water-mill  the  leaft  liable  to  inter 
ruption.  Common  in  Guadaloupe  and  Martini- 
co.  Praife  of  Lord  Romney.  The  neceflityof  a 
ftrong,  clear  fire,  in  boiling.  Planters  fhould 
always  have  a  fpare  fet  of  veffels,  becaufe  the 
iron  furnaces  arc  apt  to  crack,  and  copper  vef- 
fels  to  melt.  The  danger  of  throwing  cold  wa 
ter  into  a  thorough  heated  furnace.  Cleanlinefs 
and  fkimming  well  recommended.  A  boiling- 
houfe  fliould  be  lofty,  and  open  at  top,  to  the 
leeward.  Conftituent  parts  of  vegetables.  Su 
gar  an  effentkl  fait.  What  retards  its  granula 
tion.  How  to  forward  it.  Dumb  cane.  Effects 
of  it.  Bi  iilol  lime  the  beft  temper.  Various 
ufes  of  Briftol  lime.  Good  mufcovado  defcrib 
ed.  Bermudas  lime  recommended.  The. ne 
groes  mould  not  be  hindered  from  drinking  the 
hot  liquor.  The  cheerfulnefs  and  healthinefs 
of  the  negroes  in  crop  time.  Boilers  to  be  en 
couraged.  They  mould  neither  boil  the  fugar 
too  little,  nor  too  much.  When  the  fugar  is  of 
too  loofe  a  grain?  and  about  to  boil  over  the 
teache,  or  laft  copper,  a  little  greafe  fettles  it, 
and  makes  it  boil  clofer.  The  French  often 
mix  fand  with  their  fugars.  This  practice  not 
followed  by  the  EnpUm.  A  character.  Of  the 
ikimmings  their  various  ufes.  Of  rum.  Its  praife. 
A  Weft-India  profped*,  when  crop  is  finifhed. 
An  addrefs  to  the  Creoles,  to  live  more  upon 
their  eflates  than  they  do.  The  reafons. 

FROM  fcenes  of  deep  diftrefs,  the  heavenly  mufe, 
Emerging  joyous,  claps  her  dewy  wings. 
As  when  a  pilgrim,  in  the  howling  wafte, 
Hath  long  time  wandered,  fearful  at  each  ftep, 
Of  tumbling  cliffs,  fell  ferpents,  whelming  bogs; 
At  laft,  from  fome  long  eminence,  defcries 
Fair  haunts  of  focial  life;  wide-cultur'd  plains, 
O'er  which  glad  reapers  pour  ;  he  cheerly  fings  : 
So  (he  to  fprightlier  notes  her  pipe  attunes, 
That)  e'erthefe  mountains  heard  ;  to  gratulate,  19 
With  duteous  carols,  the  beginning  year. 

Hail,  eldeft  birth  of  time  !  in  other  climes, 
In  the  old  world,  with  tempefts  ufher'd  in  ; 
While  rifled  nature  thine  appearance  wails, 
And  favage  winter  wields  his  iron  mace  : 
But  not  the  rockicft  verge  of  thefe  green  ifles, 
Though  mountains  heapt  on  mountains  brave  the 

iky, 
Dares  winter,  by  his  refidence,  profane. 


Ver.  17.  This  more  particularly  alludes  to  St. 
Kitts,  where  one  of  the  higheft  ridges  of  that  chain 
of  mountains,  which  runs  through  its  centre  from 
one  end  of  it  to  the  other,  bears  upon  it  another 
mountain,  which,  fomewhat  refembling  the  le 
gendary  prints  of  the  devil's  carrying  on  his  moul 
ders  St.  Chriftopher;  or,  as  others  write,  of  a  gi 
ant  of  that  appellation,  carrying  our  Saviour  in 
the  form  of  a  child  in  the  fame  manner  through 
\  a  deep  fea,  gave  name  to  this  ii 
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At  times  the  ruffian,  wrapt  in  murky  {late, 
Inroads  will  fly  attempt ;  but  foon  the  fun,        ao 
Benign  protector  of  the  cane-land  ifles, 
Repells  the  invader,  and  his  rude  mace  breaks. 
Here,  every  mountain,  every  winding  dell, 
(Haunt  of  the  dryads ;  where,  beneath  the  (hade 
Of  broad-leaf 'd  china,  idly  they  repofe, 
Charm'd  with  the  murmur  of  the  tinkling  rill ; 
Charm'd  with  the  hummings  of  the  neighbouring 

hive) ; 

Welcome  thy  glad  approach  :  but  chief  the  cane, 
Whofe  juice  nowlongs  to  murmurdown  the  fpout, 
Hails  thy  lov'd  coming;  January, hail '.  30 

O  M  *'**  !  thou,  whofe  polifh'd  mind  contains 
Each  fcience  ufeful  to  thy  native  ifle  ! 
Philofopher,  without  the  hermit's  fpleen  ! 
Polite,  yet  learned  ;  and,  though  folid,  gay  ! 
Critic,  whofe  head  each  beauty,  fond,  admires; 
Whofe  heart  each  error  flings  in  friendly  fhade  ! 
Planter,  whofe  youth  fage  cultivation  taught 
Each  fecret  leffon  of  her  fylvan  fchool: 
To  thee  the  mufe  a  greatful  tribute  pays; 
She  owes  to  thee  the  precepts  of  her  fong  :         40 
Nor  wilt  thou,  four,  refufe  ;  though  other  cares, 
The  public  claim  thy  bufy  hour; 
With  her  to  roam  (thrice  pleafing  devious  walk) 
The  ripened  cane-piece  -,  and  with  her,  to  tafte 
(Delicious  draught)  !  the  nedlar  of  the  mill! 

The  planter's  labour  in  a  round  revolves; 
Ends  with  the  year,  and  with  the  year  begins. 

Ye  fwains,   to   Heaven   bend  low  in  grateful 

prayer, 

Worfhip  the  Almighty  ;  whofe  kind  fofteringhand 
Hath  bleft  your  labour,  and  hath  given  the  cane 
To  rife  fuperior  to  each  menac'-d  ili.  j  I 

Nor  lefs,  ye  planters,  in  devotion  fue, 
That  nor  the  heavenly  bolt,  nor  cafual  fpark, 
Nor  hand  of  malice  may  the  crop  deftroy. 

Ah  me  !  what  numerous,  dcaf'ning    bell's  re- 
found  ? 

What  cries  of  horror  ftartle  the  dull  ileep  ?  [day  ? 
What  gleaming  brightnefs  makes,  at  midnight, 
By  its  portentous  glare,  too  well  I  fee 
Palemon's  fate ;   the  virtuous,  and  the  wife  ! 
Where  were   ye,  watches,  when  the  flame  burft 
forth  ?  60 


Vcr.  25.  The  leaves  of  this  medicinal  tree  are 
fo  large,  that  the  negroes  commonly  ule  them  to 
cover  the  water,  which  they  bring  in  pails  from 
the  mountain,  where  it  chitiiy  grows.  The  roots 
of  jhis  tree  were  introduced  into  European  prac 
tice  foon  after  the  venereal  dift-afe  ;  but,  unlefs 
they  are  frefh,  it  muft  be  confeiTed  they  poffefs 
fewer  virtues  than  either  farfaparilla  or  lignum 
\\tie.  .  It  alib  grows  in  China,  and  many  parts  of 
the  Eaft- Indies,  where  it  is  greatly  recommended 
in  the  gout,  palfy,  fciatica,  obllrudlions,  and  ob- 
flinate  neadachs:  but  it  can  furely  not  efTec-l  the 
removal  of  thefe  terrible  disorders;  fince,  in  Chi 
na  the  people  tat  the  frefh  root  boiled  with  their 
meat  as  we  do  turnips ;  and  the  better  fort  there 
life  a  water  diftilled  from  it.  The  Spaniards  call 
it  Palo  Je  CLLia.  The  botanical  name  is  Smila.\, 


A  little  care  had  then  the  hydra  quell'd  :        [fky 
But,  now,  what  clouds  of  white  fmoke  load  the 
How  Itrong,  how  rapid  the  combuftion  pours! 
Aid  not,  ye  winds  !   with  your  defhroying  breath, 
The   fpreading  vengeance. — They  contemn   my 

prayer.  [blaze ; 

Rous'd  by  the  deaf 'ning  bells,  the  cries,  the 
From  every  quarter,  in  tumultuous  bands, 
The  negroes  ruili ;  and,  'mid  the  crackling  flames, 
Plunge,  demon-like  !  All,  all,  urge  every  nerve  : 
This  way,  tear  up  thofe  canes ;  dalh  the  fire  out,  70 
Which  fweeps,  with  ferpent  error  o'er  the  ground. 
There,  hew  thefe  down  ;  thtir  topmoft  branches 

burn : 

And  here  bid  all  thy  watery  engines  play  ; 
For  here  the  wind  the  burning  deluge  drives. 

In  vain. — More  wide  the  blazing  torrent  rolls  ! 
More  loud  it  roars,  more  bright  it  fires  the  pole  ; 
And  toward  thy  manfion,  fee,  it  bends  its  way. 
Hafte  !  far,  O  far  your  infant- throng  remove  : 
Quick  from  your  ftables  drag  your  fteeds   and 

mules : 

With  well  wet  blankets  guard  your  cyprefs  roofs; 
And  where  thy  dried  canes  in  large   flacks  are 

pil'd.-  Si 

Efforts  but  ferve  to  irritate  the  flames  : 
Naught  but  thy  ruin  can  their  wrath  appeafe. 
Ah,  my  Palemon  !  what  avail'd  thy  care, 
Oft  to  prevent  the  earlieft  dawn  of  day, 
And  walk  thy  ranges  at  the  noon  of  night  ? 
What  though  no  ills  affail'd  thy  bunching  fprouts, 
And  feafons  pour'd  obedient  to  thy  will  : 
All,  all  muft  perifh  ;  nor  fhalt  thou  preferve 
Wherewith  to  fetd  thy  little  orphan  throng.     90 
Oh  may  the   cane  ifles  know  few  nights  like 

this! 

For  now  the  fail-clad  points,  impatient  wait 
The  hour  of  fvveet  releafe,  to  court  the  gale. 
The  late  hung  coppers  wifh  to  feel  the  warmth 
Which  well  dried  fuel  from  the  cane  imparts  : 
The  negro  train,  with  placid  looks,  furvey 
Thy  fields  which  full  perfection  have  attain'd, 
And  pant  to  wield  the  bill  :   (no  furly  watch 
Dare  now  deprive  them  of  the  lufcious  cane) : 
Nor  thou,  my  friend,  their  willing  ardour  check  ; 
Encourage  rather  ;  cheerful  toil  is  light.  101 

So  from  no  field  fliali  flow-pac'd  oxen  draw 
More  frequent  loaded  wanes ;  which  many  a  day, 
And  many  a  night  fhall  feed  thy  crackling  mills 
With  richtft  offerings  :  while  thy  far  feen  flames, 
Burfiing  through  many  a  chimney,  bright  emblaze 
The  TEchiop  brow  of  night.  And  fee,  they  pour 
(Kre  Phofphor  his  pale  circlet  yet  withdraws, 
What  time  gray  dawn  ftands  tip-toe  on  the  hill), 
O'er  the  rich  cane  grove  :  Mufe,  their  labour  fing. 
Some  bending,  of  their  faplefs  burden  eafe   ill 
The  yellow  jointed  canes,  (whole  height  exceeds 
A  mounted  trooper,  and  whofe  clammy  round. 
Meaiures  two  inches  full)  ;  and  near  the  root 


Vcr.   81.  The   cane   {talks  which   have   been 
ground  are  called  Magofs ;  probably  a  corruption 
of  the  French  word  JSagtrffe,  which  figm'fies  the 
fame  thing,     They  make  an  excellent  fuel. 
3  M  iij 
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JLop  the  ftem  oiT,  which  quivers  in  their  hand 
With  fond  impatience  :  foon  its  branchy  fpires, 
(Food  ro  thy  cattle)  it  refigns,  and  foon 
Its  tender  prickly  tops  wifh  eye*  thick  fet, 
To  load  with  future  crops  thy  long-hoed  land. 
Thefewith  their  green  their  pliant  branches  bound, 
(For  nof  a  part  of  this  amazing  plant  1 21 

But  ferves  fonv  uieful  purpofe  ;  charge  the  young: 
Not  lazinefs  declines  this  eaf'y  toil ; 
Bvtn  lamenefs  from  its  leafy  pallet  crawls, 
To  join  the  favoured  gang.    What  of  the  cane 
Remains,  and  much  the  largeft  part  remains, 
Cut  into  junks  a  yard  in  length,   and  tied 
In  fmair  light  bundles;  load  the  broad-wheel'd 

wane, 

The  mules  crook-harneft,  and  the  fturdier  crew, 
.With  fweet  abundance.  As  on  Lincoln  plains,  130 
(Ye  plains  of  Lincoln  found  your  Dyer's  praife;  ! 
When  the  lav'd  fnow-white  flocks  are  numerous 

penn'd  ; 

The  fen  or  fwains  with  fharpen'd  (hears  cut  off 
The  fleecy  veftment;  others  ftir  the  tar; 
.And  fome  impreis,  upon  their  captives  fides, 
Their  matter's  cypher;  while  the  inr'.nt  throng 
Strive  by  the  horns  to  hold  the  ftrtiggling  ram, 
Proud  f;f  their  prowefs.  Nor  meanwhile  the  jeft 
Light-bandied  round,  but  innocent  of  ill ; 
Nor  choral  fi»rg  are  wanting  :   echo  rings.       140 

NT  need  the  driver,  JEthiop  authoris'd, 
Thence  more  inhuman  crack  his  horrid  whip  ; 
prom  fuch  dire  founds  the  indignant  mufe  averts 
Her  virgin  ear,  where  mulic  loves  to  dwell : 
"i"is  malice  now,  'tis  wantonnefs  of  power 
To  lafli  the  laughing,  labouring,  tinging  throng. 

What  cannot  long  ?  all  nature' feel"  its  power  : 
The  hind's  blithe  whifUt,as  through  ftubhorn  foils 
He  drives  the  Ihir.ing  fhare;  more  than  rhe  goad, 
His  tardy Oeers  in.pt Us  —  The  mule  h'ahfeen,  j  ^o 
When  health  danc.d  frolic   in  her  youthful  veins, 
And  vacant  gambols  wr  g'd  the   laiighin;>  hours; 
The  mufe  hath  feen  on  Annan's  paftoral  hills, 
Of  theft  and  iinughter  erft  the  fell  retreat, 
Bur  now  the  fhepherd's  beft  beloved  walk  : 
Hath  feen  the  fhepherd'with  his  fylvan  pipe, 
JLead  on   his  flock  o'er  crags,  through  bogs  and 

ft  reams, 

A  tedious  journey  ;  yet  not  weary  they, 
Drawn  by  the  enchantment  ot  his  artlefs  fc.ng. 
What  cai.no-  mufic  ? — When  brown  Cere^  aik* 
The  reaper'^  fickle,  what  like  magic  f^und,   161 
Puff  d  iroiv.  fonoroua  beiiuws  by  the  Iquecze 
Of  r»,iitful  artiit,  can  the  rage  di.'arm 
Of  the  fwart  Tog  ilar.  and  make  harvefl  light  ? 

And  now  thy  nulls  dance  eager  in  the  gale ; 
Feed  wel|  their  eagernefs  :  bar.  O  beware^ 
Nor  trull'  bttwern  tht  ftetl-cas'd  cylinders, 
The  hand  incautious  :  off  the  member  fnapt 


Ver.  1 68.  This  accident  will  fometimes  hap 
pen  elpecia;ly  in  the  night  and  the  ppfoftujiate 
wre-tch  muft  fali  a  viclim  to  bus  imprudence  or 
flfep;hcfs.  it  a  hatch'ft  do  nof  immediately  rike 
off  the  -entangled  member  ;  cr  the  null  be  not  in- 
(lantly  put  out  of  the  winds  > 


Thou'lt  ever  rue ;  fad  fpec^acle  of  woe  J 

Are  there,  the  mufe  can  fcarce  believe  the  tal^j 
Are  there,  who  loft  to  every  feeling  fenfe,       171 
To  reafon  iutereft  loft ;  their  flaves>  defert, 
And  manumit  them,  generous  boon  !  to  ftarve 
Maim'd  by  imprudence,  or  the  hand  of.  Heaven  ? 
The  good  man  feeds  his  blind,  his  aged  fteed, 
That  in  his  fervice  fpent  hi\  vigorous  prime  : 
And  dares  a  mortal  to  his  fellow  man, 
(For  fpite  of  vanity  thy  ilaves  are  men) 
Deny  prot^ion  ?  Mule  fupprefs  the  tale. 

Ye  !  who  in  bundles  bind  the  lopt-off canes;  it* 
Rut  chiefly  ye  who  feed  the  tight-brac'd  mill ; 
In  feparare  parcels  far  the  infected  fling  : 
Of  bad  cane  juice  the  leaft  admixture  fpoils 
The  richeft,  foundeft ;  thus  in  paftoral  walks 
One  tainted  fheep  contaminate?  the  fold. 

Nor  yet  to  dung-heaps  thou  refign  the  canes, 
Which  or  the  fun  hath  burnt,  or  rats  have  gnaw'd. 
The'fe  to  fmall  junks  reduc'd,  and  in  huge  caflcs 
Steept,  where  no  cool  winds  blow;  do  thou  fer 
ment  :  — 

Then,  when  from  his  entanglements  enlarg'd  19* 
Th*  evafive  fpirit  mounts;  by  Vulcan's  aid, 
Nor  Amphitryte  will'her  help  deny), 
Do  thou  through  all  his  winding  ways  purfue 
The  runaway  ;  till  in  thy  fpaikling  bowl 
Confin'd  he  dances;  more  a  friend  to  life 
And  joy,  than  that  Nepenthe  fam'd  of  yore, 
Which  Polydamna,  Thone's  imperial  cjueen, 
Taught  Jove-born  Helen  on  the  banks  of  Nile.  - 

As  on  old  ocean  when  the  wind  blows  high, 
T'he  cautious  mariner  contracts  his  fail ;  aco 

S«>  here,  when  fquaiy  burils  the  fpeeding  gale, 
K  thou  from  ruin  would'll  thy  points  preierve, 
Lefa-jbellyuig  canvas  to  the  ftorm  oppofc. 

Yet  the  faint  breeze  oft  flags  on  liltkfs  wings, 
Nor  tremulates  the  coco's  airieft  arch, 
While  the  red  fun  darts  deluges  of  fire  ; 
And  foon  (if  on  ihe  gale  thy  crop  depend), 


Pere  Labet  fays,  he  was  informed  the  Englilh 
were  wont,  as  a  punishment,  thus  to  grind  their 
negroes  to  death.  But  one  may  venture  to  affirm 
this  punifhment  never  had  the  fan&ion  of  law; 
and,  if  any  kngliihman  ever  did- grind  hisncgross 
to  death,  I  wit)  take  upon  me  to  aver,  he  was  um- 
verfolly  detefted  by  his  countrymen. 

Indeed  the  ha-e  lufpicion  of  fach  a  piece  of 
barbarity  leaves  a  fta:n ;  and,  therefore,  authors 
canmt  be  toe  cautious  ot  admitting  into  their 
writings  any  infinuation  that  bears  hard  on  ihe 
humarity  of  a  people 

Daily  obCei  vatioii  affords  but  too  many  proofs, 
where  dorru'ftic  flavery  does  not  obtain  of  the  fa 
tal  confequences  of  indulged  p.iffi  n  and  revenge; 
but  where  one  man  is  the  abl.-lute  properry  of 
another  thofe  pjfii  'n-<  may  perhap*-  rtct-ive  addi 
tional  adlivity  :  planter.-,  therefore,  cannot  be  too 
much  on  their  guard  againit,  the  fir1-,  fallies  of 
paffion  ;  as  by  indulgence,  paflion  iike  a  favourite, 
will,  at  lalL  grow  iiidcpenderitly  p  wtrful 

Ver.  9  .  A  mixture  of  lea  water  is  a  real  im 
provement  in  the  diiliiUtion  of  ram. 
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Will  all  thy  hopes  of  opulence  defeat. 

"  Informer  of  the  planetary  train  l" 
Source  undiminifhed  of  all-cheering  light,       2IO 
Of  rofeat  beauty,  and  heart-gladd'ning  joy  ! 
Fountain  of  being,  on  whofe  water  broods 
The  organic  fpirit,  principle  of  life ! 
Lord  of  the  feafons  !  who  in  courtly  pomp 
Lacquey  thy  prefence,  and  with  glad  difpatch, 
Pour  at  thy  bidding  o'er  the  land  and  fea ! 
Parent  of  vegetation,  whofe  fond  grafp 
The  fugar  cane  difplays  ;  and  whofe  green  car 
Soft  ftealing  dews,  with  liquid  pearls  adorn'd, 
Fat  foftering  rains,  and  buxom  genial  airs        220 
Attend  triumphant  !   Why,  ah,  why  fo  oft, 
Why  hath  Antigua,  fweetly  focial  ifle, 
Nurfe  of  each  art,  where  fcience  yet  finds  friends 
Amid  this  wafte  of  waters,  wept  thy  rage  ? 

Then  truft  not,  to  the  unfteady  gale  j 
But  in  Tobago's  endlefs  forefts  fell 
The  tall  tough  hiccory  or  calaba. 
Of  this  be  forc'd  two  pillars  in  the  ground, 
Four  paces  dilrant,  and  two  cubits  high  : 
Other  two  pillars  raife ;  the  wood  the  fame,     230 
Of  equal  fize  and  height.  The  calaba 
Than  fteel  more  durable  contemns  the  rain, 
And  fun's  intenfeft  beam ;  the  worm,  that  peft 
Of  mariners,  which  winds  its  fatal  way 
Through  heart  of  Britifh  oak,  reliu&ant  leaves 
The  clofer  calaba.  By  tranfverfe  beams 
Secure  the  whole  ;  and  in  the  pillar'd  frame, 
Sink,  artift,  the  vaft  bridge -tree's  morris'd  form 
Of  ponderous  hiccory;  hiccory  time  defies  : 
To  this  be  nail'd  three  polifh'd  iron  plates       240 
Whereon  three  fteel  capouces  turn  with  eafe  ; 
Of  three  long  rollers,  twice  nine  inches  round, 
With  iron  cas'd,  and  jagg'd  with  many  a  cogg. 
The  central  cylinder  exceeds  the  reft 
In  portly  fize,  thence  aptly  captain  nam'd. 
To  this  be  rivetted  th'  extended  fweeps  ; 
And  harnefs  to  each  fweep  two  feafoned  mules  : 
They  pacing  round  give  motion  to  the  whole. 
The  clefe  brac'd  cylinders  with  eafe  revolve 


Ver.  222.  This  beautiful  ifland  lies  in  16  de 
grees,  and  14  min,  N.  lat.  It  was  long  uninhabit 
ed  on  account  of  its  wanting  frefh  water  rivers ; 
but  is  now  more  fully  peopled,  and  as  well  culti 
vated  as  any  of  the  leeward  iflands.  In  a  feafon- 
able  year,  it  has  made  ;o,ooo  hogfheads  of  fugar. 
It  has  no  very  high  mountains.  The  foil  is  in 
general  clayey.  The  water  of  the  body-ponds 
may  be  ufed  for  every  purpofe  of  life.  Antigua 
is  well  fortified,  and  has  a  good  militia. 

Ver.  23,7.  Hiccory  is  a  lofty  fpreading  tree,  of 
very  hard  wood,  excellently  adapted  to  the  pur- 
pofes  of  the  mill-wri^ht.  The  nut,  whofe  fhell 
is  thick,  hard,  and  roughifh,  contains  an  agreeable 
and  wholefome  kernel.  It  grows  in  great  abun 
dance  in  St.  Croix,  Crab  ifland,  and  Tobago. 

Ver.  227.  Calala.  This  lofty  tree  is  commonly 
called  Maftic.  It  is  a  hard  wood,  and  is  found  in  the 
places  where  the  hiccory  grows,  Tl-ie  flowers  are 
yellow,  and  are  fucceede  clby  a  fruit  '.vhich  bears 
•».  diflaEt  refejnblance  to  fhrub, 


On  their  greas'd  axle  ;  and  with  eafe  reduce  250 
To  trafh  the  canes  thy  negroes  throw  between. 
Faft  flows  the  liquor  through  the  lead-lin'd  fpouts; 
And  depurated  by  oppofing  wires, 
In  the  receiver  floats  a  limpid  ftream. 
So  twice  five  cafes  with  mufcovado  fill'd,       fgnd 
Shall  from  thy  ftaunchions  drip,  ere  day's  bright 
Hath  in  the  Atlantic  fix  times  cool'd  his  wheels. 

Would'ft  thou  againft  calamity  provide  ? 
Let  a  well  fhingled  roof  from  Raleigh's  land, 
Defend  thy  flock  from. noon's  inclement  blaze,  260 
And  from  night  dews;  for  night  no  refpite  knows. 

Nor,  when  their  deftin'd  labour  is  perform'd, 
Be  thou  afham'd  to  lead  the  parting  mules 
(  The  mufe,  (oft  parent  of  each  focial  grace, 
With  eyes  of  love  God's  whole  creation  views) 
To  the  warm  pen  ;  where  copious  forage  ftrowed, 
And  ftrenuous  rubbing,  renovate  their  ftrength. 
So,  fewer  ails,  (alas,  how  prone  to  ails !) 
Their  days  fhall  fhorten  ;  ah,  too  fhort  at  beft  ! 

For  not,  even  then,  my  friend,  art  thou  fecure 
From  fortune  :  fpite  of  all  thy  fteady  care,      27! 
What  ills,  that  laugh  to  fcorn  Machaon's  art, 
Await  thy  cattle  !  farcy's  tabid  form, 
Joint-racking  fpafms,  and  cholic's  pungeant  pang, 
Need  the  mufe  tell  ?  which,  in  one  lucklefs  moon, 
Thy  fheds  difpeople  ;  when  perhaps  thy  groves, 
To  full  perfection  fhot,  by  day,  by  night, 
Indefinent  demand  their  vigorous  toil. 

Then  happieft  he,  for  whom  the  Naiads  pour, 
From  rocky  urns,  the  never-ceafing  ftream,     280 
To  turn  his  rollers  with  unbought  difpatch. 

In  Karukera's  rich  well-water'd  ifle  1 
In  Matanina  !  boaft  of  Albion's  arms, 

Ver.  259.  Sir  Walter  Raleigh  gave  the  name 
of  Virginia,  in  honour  of  Queen  Elizabeth,  to  the 
whole  of  the  north-eaft  of  North  America,  which 
Sebaftian  Cabot,  a  native  of  Briftol,  (though  others 
call  him  a  Venetian),  firft  difcovered,  A.  D.  1497, 
in  the  time  of  King  Henry  VII  by  whom  he  was 
employed  ;  but   no  advantages  could  be  reaped 
from  this   difcovery,  on  account  of  the  various 
difturbances  that  enfued  in  England  during  th? 
fuqceeding  reigns,  till  abrmt  the  year  1584,  Queen 
Elizabeth  gave  Sir  Walter  Raleigh  a  patent  for  all 
fuch  land,  from  33  to  40  N.  lat.  as  he    fnould 
choofe  to  fettle  with  Enghfh,  referving  only  tt> 
the  Crown  a  fifth  part  <sf  all  the  gold  and  filver 
which  fhould  therein  be  difcovered,  in  lieu  of  all 
fervices.     Accordingly  feveral  embarkations  were 
fitted  out  from  England,  but  all  to  no  purpofe. 
Some  farther  attempts,  however,  were  madc'to> 
fettle  this  part  of  the  country  in  the  fucceeding 
reign;   bu.t  it  was  not  till  the  year  1620,  that  a 
j  regular  form  of  government  took  place.     Then 
I  was  tobacco  planted,  and  negroes  imported  into 
1  Virginia.     Since  that  ti-ne  it  has  gradually  im 
proved,  and  does  not   now  contain  fewer  than 
!    ioo,ooe>  white  ,  eople  of  better  condition,  befides 
/  twice  as  many  ffva^ts  nnd  flaves.  The  beft  fhin- 
j  gles  come  from  E^  Harbour. 

Ver.  281.  The  Indian  name  of  Guadaloupe. 
Ver.  283.  The  Caribbean  name  of  M 
The  Havannah  had  not  then  been  taken, 
3  M  iiij. 
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The  brawling  Naiads  for  the  planters  toil, 
Howe'er  unworthy  ;  and,  through  fwlcmn  fcenes 
Romantic,  cool,  with  rocks  and  \\oodsbetween, 
Enchant  the  fenfes  !  but,  among  thy  fwains, 
Sweet  Liamuiga  !  who  fuch  blifs  can  boaft  ? 
Yes,  Romney,  thou  may'il  boaft;  of  Britifh  heart, 
Of  courtly  manners,  join'd  to  ancient  worth  :   290 
Friend  to  thy  Britain's  every  blood-earn'd  right, 
From  tyrants  wrung,  the  many  or  the  few. 
By  wealth,  by  titles,  by  ambition's  lure, 
Ivlot  to  be  tempted  from  fair  honour's  path  : 
While  others,  falfely  flattering  their  prince, 
Bold  difapprov'd,  or  by  oblique  furmife 
Their  terror  hinted,  of  the  people  arm'd  ; 
Indignant,  in  the  fenate,  he  uproie, 
And,  with  the  well-urg'd  energy  of  zeal, 
Their  fpecious,  fubtic  fuphiftry  difprov'd ;       300 
The  importance,  the  neccffity  difplay'd, 
Of  civil  armies,  freedom's  fureft  guard  : 
Nor  in  the  fenate  didft  thou  only  win 
The  palm  of  eloquence,  fecurely  bold  ; 
But  rear'd'ft  thy  banners,  fluttering  in  the  wind  : 
Kent,  from  each  hamlet,  pour'd  her  marihali'd 

fwains, 
To  huri  defiance  on  the  threatening  Gaul. 

Thy  foaming  coppers  well  with  fuel  feed  ; 
For  a  clear,  ftrong,  continued  fire  improves 
Thy  mufcovado's  colour,  and  its  grain. —         310 
Yet  vehement  heat,  protracted,  will  ccnfume 
Thy  vefiels,  whether  from  the  martial  mine, 
Or  from  thine  ore,  bright  Venus,  they  are  drawn ; 
Or  hammer,  or  hot  fufion,  give  them  form. 
If  prudence  guides  thee  then,  thy  ftores  {hail  hold 
Of  well-fiz'd  veffcls  a  complete  lupply  : 
For  every  hour,  thy  boilers  ceafe  to  {kirn, 
(Now  Cancer  reddens  with  the  fokrray), 
Defeats  thy  honed  purpofes  of  gain. 

Nor  fmall  the  rife  (when  piety,  or  chance,  320 
Force  thee  from  boiling  to  defift)  to  live 
Thy  heated  furnace,  with  the  gelid  dream. 
The  chemift  knows,  when  all-diffulviug  fire 
Bids  the  metalline  ore  abruptly  flow; 
What  dread  explofionF,  and  what  dire  effedts, 
A  few  cold  drops  of  water  will  produce, 
Uncautious,  on  the  novel  fluid  thrown. 

For  grain  and  colour,  wouldd  thou  win,  my 

friend, 

At  every  curious  mart,  the  conflant  palm  ? 
O'er  all  thy  works  let  cleanlinefs  preiide,          330 
Child  of  frugality  ;  and,  as  the  fcum 
Thick  mantles  o'er  the  boiling  wave,  do  thou 
The  fcum  that  mantles  carefully  remove. 

From  bloating  dropfy,  from  pulmonic  ails, 
Would'ft  thou  defend  thy  boilers  (prime  of  flaves), 


Ver.  312.  The  vefiels,  wherein  the  cane-juice 
is  reduced  to  fugar  by  co&ion,  are  either  made  of 
iren  or  of  cof  per.  Each  fort  hath  its  advantages 
and  difadvantages.  The  teache,  or  fmalleft  veffel 
from  whence  the  fugar  is  laved  into  the  cooler, 
is  generally  copper.  When  it  melts,  it  can  be 
patched  ;  but,  when  the  large  fort  of  veffels,  called 
iron-furnaces,  crack,  which  they  are  too  apt  to 
do,  no  further  ufe  can  be  made  of  them. 
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For  days,  for  nighty,  for  weeks,  for  months,  in- 

volv'd 

In  the  warm  vapour's  all-relaxing  fleam  j 
Thy  boiling-houfe  be  lofty  :   u]I  atop 
Open,  and  perious  to  the  tropic  breeze; 
Whofe  cool  perfiatiori,  wooed  through  many  a 
grate,  340 

Difpels  the  fleam,  and  gives  the  lungs  to  play. 

The  fltili'd  in  chemiu,  boaft  of  modern  arts, 
Know  from  experiment,  the  lire  of  truth, 
In  many  a  plant  that  oil,  and  acid  juice, 
And  ropy  mucilage,  by  nature  live  : 
TJiefe,  envious,  flop  the  nmch-ddir'd  embrace 
Of  the  eflential  falts,  though  co&ioii  bid 
The  aqueous  particles  to  mount  in  air. 

'Mo fig  falts  effential,  fugar  wsns  the  palm, 
For  tafle,  for  colour,  ar>d  for  various  ufe  :         350 
And,  in  the  nedtar  <;f  the  yellowed  cane, 
Much  acor,  oil,  and  mucilage  abound  : 
But  in  the  lefs  mature,  from  mountain-land, 
Thefe  harfh  intruders  fo  redundant  float, 
Mufter  fo  ftrong,  as  fcarce  to  be  fubdued.    [cane, 

Mufe,  fing  the  ways  to  quell  them.     Some  ufe 
That  cane,  whofe  juices  to  the  tongue  apply'd, 


Ver.  339.  This  alfo  afiiftsthe  chriftallization  of 
the  fugar. 

Ver.  350.  It  were  impofllble,  in  the  ihort  li 
mits  of  a  note,  to  enumerate  the  various  ufes  of 
fugar;  and,  indeed,  as  thefe  arc  in  general  fo  well 
known,  it  is  needlefs.  A  few  properties  of  it, 
however,  wherewith  the  learned  are  not  com 
monly  acquainted,  1  fhall  mention.  In  iome 
places  of  the  Ealt  Indies,  an  excellent  arrack  is 
made  from  the  fugar  cane;  and,  in  South  Ame 
rica,  fngar  is  ufed  as  an  antidote  againfl  one  of 
the  mod  fuddcn,  as  well  as  fatal  poifons  in  the 
world.  Taken  by  mouth,  pocula  mortc  carent,  this 
poifon  is  quite  innocent ;  but  the  flighted  wound 
made  by  an  arrow,  whofe  point  is  tinged  there 
with,  proves  immediate  death ;  for,  by  driving 
all  the  biood  of  the  body  immediately  to  the 
heart,  it  forthwith  burfts  it.  The  fifb  and  birds 
killed  by  thefe  poifoned  arrows  (in  the  ufe  of 
which  the  Indians  are  adonifhingly  expert)  are 
perfectly  wholcfome  to  feed  on.  See  Ulloa  and 
de  la  Condamine's  account  of  the  great  river  of 
Amazon.  •  It  is  a  vegetable  preparation. 

Ver.  357.  This,  by  the  natives,  is  emphatically 
called  the  Dumb  Cane  ;  for  a  fmall  quantity  of  its 
juice  being  rubbed  on  the  brim  of  a  drinking  vef- 
fel,  whoever  drinks  out  of  it,  foon  after  will  have 
his  lip&  and  tongue  eriormoufiy  iwelled.  A  phy- 
fician,  however,  who  wrote  a  fhort  account, of 
the  difeafes  of  Jamaica,  in  Charles  H's  time,  re 
commends  it  both  by  the  mouth  and  externally, 
in  drppfical  and  other  cafes  :  But  I  cannot  fay,  t 
have  had  any  experience  of  its  efficacy  in  thefe 
diforders.  It  grows  wild  in  the  mountains  ;  and, 
by  its  ufe  in  iugar  making,  fliould  feem  to  be 
fome what  of  an  alcalefcent  nature.  It  grows  to 
four  feet  high,  having,  at  the  top,  two  green 
fhining  leaves,  about  nine  inches  long  ;  and,  bf-» 
tween  thefe,  a  fmall  fpire  emerges. 
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In  filence  lock  it,  fudden,  and  conftrain'd 
(Death  to  Xantippe),  with  diftorting  pain. 

Nor  is  it  not  efTed.ua! :  But  w.ouldft  thou  360 
Have  rival  brokers  for  thy  cades  contend; 
Superior  arts  remain. — Small  calks  provide, 
Replete  with  lime-ftone  thoroughly  calcin'd, 
And  from  the  air  fecur'd  :  This  Briftol  lends, 
Briflol,  Britannia's  fecund  mart  and  eye  ! 

Nor  "  to  thy  waters  only  truft  for  fame," 
Briftol ;  nor  to  thy  beamy  diamonds  truft  : 
Though  tru-fe  oft  deck  Britannia's  lovely  fair ; 
And  thofe  oft  fave  the  guardians  of  her  realm. 
Tliy  marble  quarries  claim  the  voice  of  praife,  370 
Which   rich    incrufts   thy   Avon's   banks,   iweet 
banks  !  [child, 

Though  not  to   you  young   Shakfpeare,  fancy's 
Ail-rudely  warbled  his  firft  woodland  notes ; 
Though    not   your   caves,    while    terror  ftalk'd 

around, 

Saw  him  effay  to  clutch  the  ideal  fword, 
With  drops  of  blood  diftain'd  :  yet,  lovely  banks, 
On  you  reclin'd,  another  tun'd  his  pipe; 
Whom  all  the  mufes  emuloufly  love, 
And  in  whofe  flrains  your  praifcs  fnall  endure, 
While  to  Sabrina  fpeeds  your  healing  ftream.  38* 

Briftol,  without  thy  marble,  by  the  flame 
Calcin'd  to  whitenefs,  vain  the  {lately  reed 
Would  fwell  with  juice  mellifluent;  heat  would 

foon 

The  flrongeft,  beft  hung  furnaces,  confume. 
Without  its  aid  the  cool-imprifon'd  ftream, 
Seldom  allow'd  to  view  the  face  of  day, 
Though  late  it  roam'd  a  denizen  of  air ; 
Would  fteal  from  its  involuntary  bounds, 
And,  by  fly  windings,  fet  itfelf  at  large. 
But  chief  thy  lime  the  experienc'd  boiler  loves,  390 
Nor  loves  ill-founded  ;  when  no  other  art 
Can  bribe  to  union  the  coy  floating  falts, 
A  proper  portion  of  this  precious  duft, 
Caft  in  the  wave  (fo  fhowers  alone  of  gold 
Could  win  fair  Danae  to  the  god's  embrace) ; 
With  neclar'd  mufcovado  foon  will  charge 
Thy  {helving  coolers,  which,  feverely  prefs'd 
Between  the  fingers,  not  refoives  ;  and  which 
Rings  in  the  calk  ;  and  or  a  light-brown  hue, 
Or  thine,  more  precious  filvery  grey,  affumes.  400 

The  fam'd  Bermuda's  ever-healthy  ifles, 
More  fam'd  by  gentle  Waller's  deathlefs  ilrains, 
Than  for  their  cedars,  which,  infulting,  fly 
O'er  the  wide  ocean  ;   'mid  their  rocks  contain 
A  ftone,  which,  when  calcin'd  (experience  fays), 
Is  only  fccond  to  Sabrina's  lime. 

While  flows  the  juice  mellifluent  from  the  cane, 
Grudge  not,  my    friend,  to  let  thy  flaves,  each 

morn, 

But  chief  the  fick  and  young,  at  fetting  day, 
Themfelves  regale  with  oft  repeated  draughts  410 
Of  tepid  nedlar  ;  fo  fhall  health  and  ftrcngth 
Confirm  thy  negroes,  and  make  labour  light. 

While  flame  thy  chimneys,  while  thy  coppers 

foam, 

How  blithe,  how  jocund,  the  plantation  fmiles  ! 
By  day,  by  night,  refounds  the  choral  long 
Of  glad  barbarity  ;  ierene,  the  fun 
ghines  not  intenfciy  hot ;  the  trade-wind  blows : 


How  fweet,  how  (liken,  is  its  noontide  breath  ? 
While  to  far  climes  the  fell  deftroyer,  death, 
Wings  his  dark  flight.     Then  feldom  pray  for 
rain  :  4ao 

Rather  for  cloudlefs  days  thy  prayers  prefer; 
For,  if  the  Ikies  too  frequently  relent, 
Crude  flows  the  cane-juice,  and  will  long  elude 
The  boiler's  warieft  {kill :   thy  canes  will  fpring 
To  an  unthrifty  loftinefs;  or,  weigh'd 
Down  by  their  load  (ambition's  curfe),  decay. 

Encourage  thou  thy  boilers;  much  depends 
On  thtir  fkill'd  efforts.     If  too  foon  they  ftrikc, 
£'er  all  the  watery  particles  have  fled; 
Or  lime  lufiicient  granulate  the  juice  :  430 

hi  vain  the  thick'ning  liquor  is  effus'd ; 
An  heterogeneous,  an  uncertain  mafs, 
And  never  in  thy  coolers  to  condenfe. 

Or,  planter,  if  the  co&ion  they  prolong 
Beyond  its  ftated  time  ;  the  vifcous  wave 
Will  in  huge  flinty  maffes  chryflalize, 
Which  forceful  fingers  fcarce  can  crumble  down; 
And  which  with  its  melaffes  ne'er  will  part  : 
Vet  this,  faft- dripping  in  nedlareous  drops, 
Not  only  betters  what  remains,  but  when        440 
With  art  fermented,  yields  a  noble  wine, 
Than  which  nor  Gallia,  nor  the  Indian  clime, 
Where  rolls  the  Gange.-,  can  a  nobler  fhow. 
So  mifers  in  their  coffers  lock  that  gold ; 
Which, if  allowed  at  liberty  to  roam, 
Would  better  them,  and  benefit  mankind. 

In  the  laft  coppers,  when  the  embrowning  wave 
With  fudden  fury  fwells ;  fome.greafe  immix'd, 
The  foaming  tumult  fudden  will  compofe, 
And  force  to  union  the  divided  grain.  450 

So  when  two  fwarms  m  airy  battle  join, 
The  winged  heroes  heap  the  bloody  field  ; 
Until  fome  duft,  thrown  upward  in  the  fky, 
Qmill  the  wild  conflict,  and  fweet  peace  reftore. 

Falfe  Gallia's  fpns,  that  hoe  the  ocean-ifles, 
Mix  with  their  fugar,  loads  of  worthlefs  fand, 
Fraudful,  their  weight  of  fugar  to  increafe. 
Far  be  fuch  guile  from  Britain's  honeft  fwains. 
Such  arts,  awhile,  the  unwary  may  furprife, 
And  benefit  the  impoftor  ;  but,  ere  long,        46* 
The  fkilful  buyer  will  the  fraud  detect, 
And,  with  abhorrence,  reprobate  the  name. 


Ver.  428.  When  the  cane  juice  is  granulated 
fufficiently,  which  is  known  by  the  fugar's  ftick- 
ing  to  the  ladle,  and  roping  like  a  fyrup,  but  break 
ing  oft  from  its  edges,  it  is  poured  into  a  cooler, 
wher  j,  its  furface  being  Imoothed,  the  chriftailiza- 
tiou  is  foon  completed.  This  is  called  Jlriking. 
The  general  precept  is  to  temper  high,  and  ftrike 
low.  When  the  mufcovado  is  of  a  proper  con- 
fiftence,  it  is  dug  out  of  the  cooler,  and  put  into 
hogfheads;  this  is  called  potting.  The  cafks  being 
placed  upon  ftaunchions,  the  melaffes  drips  from 
them  into  a  ciftern,  made  on  purpofe,  below  them, 
to  receive  it.  The  fugar  is  fufficiently  cured, 
when  the  hogfhead  rings  upon  being  ftruck  with 
a  ftick ;  and  when  the  two  canes,  which  are  put 
into  every  cafk,  fhow  no  melaffes  upon  them 
when  drawn  out  of  it. 
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Fortune  had  crown'd  Avaro's  younger  years, 
With  a  vad  tra&  of  land,  on  which  the  cane 
Delighted  grew,  nor  afk'd  the  toil  of  art. 
The  fu^ar-bakers  deem'd  themfelves  fecure, 
Of  mighty  profit,  could  they  buy  his  cades; 
For,  whitenefs,  hardnefs,  to  the  leeward-crop, 
His  mufcovado  gave.     But,  not  content 
With  this  pre-eminence  of  honed  gain,  47$ 

He  baler  fugars  darted  in  his  cafks; 
His  own,  by  mixing  fordid  things,  debas'd. 
One  year  the  fraud  fucceeded  ;   wealth  immenfe 
Flowed  in  upon  him;  and  he  bled  his  wiles: 
The  next,  the  brokers  fpurn'd  the  adulterate  mafs, 
Both  on  the  Avon  and  the  banks  of  Thame. 

Be  thrifty,  planter,  even  thy  Skimmings  fave: 
For,  planter,  know,  the  refufe  of  the  cane 
Serves  needful  purpofes.     Are  barbecues 
Tlie  cates  thou  lov'ft  ?  What  like  rich  fkimmings 
feed  480 

The  grunting,  briftly  kind  ?  Your  labouring  mules 
They  foon  invigorate  :  Givevold  Baynard  thefe, 
Untir'd  he  trudges  in  his  dedin'd  round  ; 
Nor  need  the  driver  crack  his  horrid  lafh. 

Yet,  with  fmall  quantities  indulge  the  deed, 
Whom  fkimmings  ne'er  have  fattened:  elfe,  too 

fond, 

So  gluttons  ufe,  he'll  eat  intemperate  meals  ; 
And,  daggering,  fall  the  prey  oi"  ravening  fharks. 

But  fay,  ye  boon  companions,  in  what  drains, 
What  grateful  drains,  mail  I  record  the  praife  490 
Of  their  beft  produce,  heart-recruiting  rum  ? 
Thrice  wholefome  fpirit !  well-matur'd  with  age, 
Thrice  grateful  to  the  palate  !  when,  with  third, 
With  heat,  with  labour,  and  wan  care  oppred, 
I  quaffthy  bowl,  where  Fruit  my  hands  have  cull*d, 
Round,   golden   fruit ;    where   water  from    the 
fpring,  [round ; 

Which  dripping   coolnefs  fpreads   her  umbrage 
With  harded,  whited  fugar,  thrice  refin'd; 
Dilates  my  foul  with  genuine  joy;   low  care 
I  fpurn  indignant ;  toil  a  pleafure  feems.         500 
For  not  Marne's  flowery  banks,  nor  Tille's  green 

bounds, 

Where  Ceres  with  the  God  of  vintage  reigns, 
In  happied  union  ;  not  Vigornian  hills, 
Pomona's  lov'd  abode,  afford  to  man 
Goblets  more  priz'd,  or  laudable  of  tade, 
To  flake  parch'd  third,  and  mitigate  the  clime. 

Yet,  'mid  this  bled  ebriety,  fome  tears, 
For  friends  I  left  in  Albion's  didant  ifle, 
For  Johnfcn,  Percy,  White,  efcape  mine  eyes : 
For  her,  fair  auth'ref? !  whom  fird  Galpe's  rocks 
A  fportive  infant  faw  ;  and  whofe  green  years  3 1 1 
True  genius  bled  wrh  her  benigned  gifts 
Of  happied  fancy.     O,  were  ye  all  here, 
O,  were  ye  here ;  with  him,  my  Pseon's  fon  ! 
Long-known,  of  worth  approv'd,  thrice  candid 

foull 
How  would  your  converfe  charm  the  lonely  hour  ? 


Ver.  501.  Two  rivers  in  France,  along  whofe 
banks  the  bed  Burgundy  and  Champagne  grapes 
grow. 

Yer.  510.  Mrs.  Lennox, 


Your  converfe,  where  mild  wifdom  tempers  mirth  j 
And  charity,  the  petulance  of  wit ; 
How  would  your  converfe  polifh  my  rude  lays, 
With  what  new,  noble  images  adorn  ?  520 

Then  fhould  I  fcarce  regret  the  banks  of  Thames, 
All  as  we  fat  beneath  that  fand-box  fhade ; 
Whence  the  delighted  eye  expatiates  wide 
O'er  the  fair  landfcape ;  where  in  lovelieft  forms, 
Green  cultivation  hath  array'd  the  land. 

See  !    there,  what  mills,  like  giants  raife  their 

arms, 

To  quell  the  fpeeding  gale !  what  fmoke  afcends 
From  every  boiling  h'oufe  !   What  druiftures  rife, 
Neat  though  not  lofty,  pervious  to  the  breeze  ; 
With  galleries,  porches,  or  piazzas  grac'd  !        53* 
Nor  not  delightful  are  thofe  reed-built  hats, 
On  yonder  hill,  that  front  the  rifing  fun  ; 
With  plantanes,  with  banana's  bofom'd-deep, 
That  flutter  in  the  wind  :  where  frolic  goats, 
But  the  young  negroes,  while  their  fwarthy  fires. 
With  ardent  gladnefs  wield  the  bill ;  and  hark, 
The  crop  is  finifh'd,  how  they  rend  the  iky! — 

Nor,  beauteous  only  fhows  the  cultured  foil, 
From  this  cool  dation.     No  lefs  charms  the  eye 
That  wild  interminable  wade  of  waves :          54* 
While  on  the  horizon's  farthed  verge  are  feen 
Ifiands  of  different  fhape,  and  different  fize; 
While  fail-clad  fhips,  with  their  fweet  produce 

fraught, 

Swell  on  the  draining  fight ;  while  near  yon  rock, 
On  which  ten  thoufand  wings  with  ceafelefs  clang 
Their  airies  build,  a  water  fpout  defcends, 
And  {hakes  mid  ocean  ;  and  while  there  below, 
That  town,  embowered  in  the  different  fhade 
Of  tamarinds,  panfpans,  and  papaws,  o'er  which 


Ver.  522-.  So  called,  from  the  pericarpium's  be 
ing  often  made  ufe  of  for  containing  fund ;  when 
the  feeds,  which  are  a  violent  emetic,  are  taken 
out.  This  is  a  fine  fhady  tree,  efpecrally  when 
young  ;  and  its  leaves  are  efficaciously  applied  in 
headachs  to  the  temples,  which  they  Iweat.  It 
grows  fad;  but  lofes  much  of  its  beauty  by  age. 
Its  wood  is  brittle,  and  when  cut,  emits  a  milky 
juice,  which  is  not  caudk.  The  land-box  thrives 
bed  in  warm  fhady  places.  The  fun  often  fplits 
the  pericarpium,  which  then  cracks  like  a  piftoJ. 
It  is  round,  flatted  both  above  and  below,  and 
divided  into  a  great  number  of  regular  compart 
ments,  each  of  which  contains  one  feed  flatted 
ovularly.  The  botanical  name  is  Hura. 

Ver.  549.  fan/fans.]   See  the  notes  on  Book  If. 

Ibid.  papa-ws.\  This  fingular  tree,  whofe  fruies 
furround  itsfummit  under  the  branches  and  leaves, 
like  a  necklace  ;  grows  quicker  than  almod  any 
other  in  the  Wed-Imiies.  The  wood  is  of  no 
ufe,  being  fpongy,  hollow,  and  herbacious  •  how 
ever,  the  bloffnms  and  fruit  make  excellent  fweei- 
meats  ;  but  above  all,  the  juice  of  the  fruit  being 
rubbed  upon  a  fpit,  will  intenerate  new  killed 
fowls,  toV.  a  circumdance  of  great  confequence  In 
a  climate,  where  the  warmth  foon  renders  what 
ever  meats  are  attempted  to  be  made  tender  Ivy 
keeping,  unfit  for  culinary  j>ui.pofes.  Nor,  wilt  is 
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A  double  Iris  throws  her  painted  arch,  550 

Shows  commerce  toiling  in  each  crowded  ftreet, 
And  each   throng'd  ftreet  with  limpid  currents 

lav'd. 
What  though  no  bird  of  fong,  here  charms  the 

fenfe 

"With  her  wild  minftrelfy;   far,  far  beyond, 
The  unnatural  quavers  of  Hefperian  throats  ! 
Though  the  chalte  poet  of  the  vernal  woods, 
That  fhuns  rude  folly's  din,  delight  not  here 
The  liftening  eve  ;  and  though  no  herald-lark 
Here  leave  his  couch,  high-towering  to  defcry 
The  approach  of  dawn,   and  hail  her  with  his 

fong:  560 

Yet  not  unmufical  the  tinkling  lapfe 
Of  yon  cool  argent  rill,  which  Phoebus  gilds 
With  his  firft  orient  rays  ;  yet  mufical, 
Thofe  buxom  airs  that  through  the  piantanesplay, 
And  tear  with  wantonnefs  their  leafy  fcrolls ; 
Yet  not  unmufical  the  waves  hoarfe  found, 
That  dafb.es,  fullen,  on  the  diitant  fhore; 
Yet  mufical  thofe  little  infeds  hum, 
That  hover  round  us,  and  to  reafon's  ear, 
Deep,  moral  truths  convey;  while  every  beam  570 
Flings  on  them  tranfient  tints,  which  vary  when 
They  wave  their  purple  plumes  ;  yet  mufical 
The  love-lorn  cooing  of  the  mountain-dove, 
That  woos  to  pleafing  thpughtfulnefs  the  foul ; 
But  chief  the  breeze,  that  murmurs  through  yon 

canes, 
Enchants  the  ear  with  tunable  delight. 

While  fuch  fair  fcenes  adorn  thefe  blifsful  ifies; 
Why  will  their  fons,  ungrateful,  roam  abroad? 
Why  fpend  their  opulence  in  other  climes? 

Say,  is  pre-eminence  your  partial  aim' 580 

Diftindlion  courts  you  here  ;  the  fenate  calls. 
Here,  crouching  flaves,  attendant  wait  your  nod  : 
While  there,  unnoted,  but  for  folly's  garb, 
For  folly's  jargon  ;  your  dull  hours  ye  pafs, 
Eclips'd  by  titles,  and  fuperior  wealth. 

Docs  martial  ardour  fire  your  generous  veins  ? 
Fly  to.  your  native  ifles :   Bellona,  there, 
Hath  long  time  rear'd  her  bloody  flag  ;  thefe  ifles 
Your  flrenuous  arms  demand  ;  for  ye  are  brave  ! 
Nor  longer  to  the  lute  and  taber's  found  590 

Weave  antic  meafures.     O,  could  my  weak  fong, 
O   could    my    fong,    like    his,    heaven -favoured 

bard, 

Who  led  defponding  Sparta's  oft  beat  hofts, 
To  vidl'-sry,  to  glory;   fire  your  fouls 
"With  Englifh  ardour  !  for  now  England's  fwains, 
(The  Man  of  NorlVlk,  fwains  of  England,  thank;) 
All  emulous,  to  freedom's  ftandard  fly, 
And  drive  invafiun  from  their  native  ihore  : 


How  would  my  foul  exult  with  confcious  pride; 
Nor   grudge   thofe   wreaths    Tyrtaeus   gain'd    of 

yore.  6cO 

Or  are  ye  fond  of  rich  luxurious  cates? — 
Can  aught  in  Europe  emulate  the  pine, 
Or  fruit  forbidden,  native  of  your  ifles  ? 
Sons  of  Apicius,  fay,  can  Europe's  feas, 
Can  aught  the  edible  creation  yields, 
Compare  with  turtle,  boaft  of  land  and  wave  ? 
Can  Europe's  feag,  in  all  their  finny  realms, 
Aught  Ib  delicious  as  the  Jcw-fiih  fhow  ? 
Tell  me  what  viands,  land  or  ftreams  produce. 
The  large. black,  female,  moulting  crab  excel?  6r© 
A  richer  flavour  not  wild  Cambria's  hills, 
j  Nor  Scotia's  rocks  with  heath  and  thyme  o'er- 

fpread, 

Give  to  their  flocks;  than,  lone  Barbuda,  you, 
Than  you,  Angui'la,  to  your  Iheep  impart. 
Even  Britain's  vintage,  here,  improv'd,  we  quaff 
Even  Lufitanian,  even  Hefperian  wines, 
Thofe  from   the  Rhine's   imperial   banks  (poor 

Rhine !  [blood  ? 

How  have  thy  banks  been  dyed  with  brorher- 
Unnatural  warfare) !  ftrength  and  flavour  gain 
In  this  delicious  clime.     Btfides,  the  cane        6iO 
Wafted  to  every  quarter  of  the  globe, 
Makes  the  vaft  produce  of  the  world  your  own. 

Or  rather,  doth  the  love  of  nature  charm ; 
Its  mighty  love  your  chief  attention  claim  ? 
Leave  Europe ;  there,  through  all  her  coyeil 
Her  fecret  mazes,  nature  is  purfued  : 
But  here,  with  favage  lonelinefs,  file  reigns 
On  yonder  peak,  whence  giddy  fancy  looks, 
Affrighted,  on  the  labouring  main  below. 
Heavens !    what   ftupendous,  what  unnumbered 

trees,  630 

"  Stage  ab^ve  ftage,  in  various  verdure  dreft," 
Unprofitable  fhag  its  airy  cliffs!  [lefs  bloom, 

Heavens!  what  new  ihrubs,  what  herbs  with  ufe- 
Adorn  its  chani;eil'd  fides;  and,  in  its  caves 


only  inttnerate  frefh  meat ;  but,  being  boiled  with 
falted  beef,  will  render  it  eafily  digeftible.  Its 
milky  juice  is  iometimes  ufed  to  cure  ringworms. 
It  is  faid,  that  the  guts  of  hogs  would  in  time  be 
lacerated,  were  they  to  feed  on  the  ripe,  u«;peeled 
fruit  It.-  feed  is  laid  co  be  amhelmimic.  The 
botanical  name  is>  Papaya* 

Ver.  596.    The  Honourable  Qeneral   George 
T.owufhend 


Ver.  608.  This,  though  a  very  lage,  is  one  of 
the  moft  delicate  fifties  that  fwim;  being  prefer 
able  to  caramaw,  king-fifh,  or  camaree-  fome  even 
choofe  it  before  turtle.  The  Jew-fifh  is  often  met 
with  at  Antigua,  which  enjoys  the  happinefs  of 
having  on  its  coall  few,  if  any,  poifoned  fifties. 

Ver.  613.  This  is  a  low,  and  not  large  ftock- 
ifhnd,  belonging  to  the  Codrington  family.  Part 
of  this  ifhnd,  as  alfo  two  plantations  in  Barba- 
does,  were  left  by  Colonel  Chriftopher  Codriiig- 
ton,  for  building  a  college  in  Barbadoes,  and  con 
verting  negroes  to  the  Chriltian  religion. 

Ver.  614.  This  ifland  is  about  thirty  miles  long 
and  ten  broad.  Though  not  mountainous,  it  is 
rocky,  and  abounds  with  ftrong  palles ;  fo  that  a 
few  of  its  inhabitants,  who  are  indeed  exptrt  in 
the  ufe  of  fire-arms,  repulfed,  with  great  {laugh 
ter,  a  confiderable  detachment  of  French,  who 
made  a  dcfcent  thereon  in  the  war  preceding  the 
laft.  Cotton  »nd  cattle  are  its  chief  commodities. 
Many  of  the  inhabitants  are  rich  ;  the  captain- 
gtntral  o!  ihe  Leeward- 111  jnds  nominates  th. 
governor  and  council.  They  have  no  affeaibly. 
5 
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What  fulphurs,  ores,  what  earths  and  flones  a- 

bound ! 

There  let  philofophy  conduct  thy  fteps,      [fearch, 
•*  For  naught  is  uielefs   made  :"    With    candid 
Examine  all  the  properties  of  things  ; 
Immenfe  difcoveries  loon  will  crown  your  toil, 
Your   time   will   foon   repay.      Ah,    when    will 

cares,  640 

The  cares  of  fortune,  lefs  my  minutes  claim  ? 
Then,  with  what  joy,  what  energy  of  foul, 
Will  I  not  climb  yon  mountain's  airicft  brow  ! 
The  dawn,  the  burning  noon,  the  fetting  fun, 
The  midnight-hour,  (hall  hear  my  comtant  vows 
To  nature ;  fee  me  proftrate  at  her  fhrine ! 
And,  O,  haply  1  may  aught  invent 
Of  ufe  to  mortal  man,  life  to  prolong, 
To  foften,  or  adorn ;  what  genuine  joy, 
What  exultation  of  fupreme  delight,  650 

Will  fwell  my  raptured  bofom.     Then,  when 

death 

Shall  call  me  hence,  I'll  unrepining  go; 
Nor  envy  conquerors  their  ftoried  tombs, 
Though  not  a  itone  point  out  my  humble  grave. 

BOOK.  IV. 

ARGUMENT. 

Invocation  to  the  Genius  of  Africa.  Addrefs. 
Negroes  when  bought  mould  be  young,  and 
ftrong.  The  Congo-negroes  are  fitter  for  the 
houfe  and  trades,  than  for  the  field.  The  Gold- 
Coaft,  but  efyecially  the  Papaw-negroes,  make 
the  beft  field  negroes  :  but  even  thefe,  if  ad 
vanced  in  years,  mould  not  be  purchafed.  The 
marks  of  a  found  negroe  at  a  negroe  faic.  Where 
the  men  do  nothing  but  hunt,  tifh  or  fight,  and 
all  field  drudgery  is  left  to  the  women  ;  thefe 
are  to  be  preferred  to  their  hufbands.  The 
Minnahs  make  good  tradefmen,  but  addicted  to 
fuicide.  The  Mandingos,  in  particular,  fub- 
ject  to  worms;  and  the  Congas,  to  dropfical 
diforders.  How  falt-water,  or  new  negroes 
fhou'id  be  feafoned.  Some  negroes  eat  dirt. 
Negroes  fhould  be  habituated  by  gentle  de 
grees  to  field  labour.  This  labour,  when  com 
pared  to  that  in  lead-mines,  or  of  thofe  who 
work  in  the  gold  and  fiber  mines  of  South 
America,  is  not  only  lefs  toilfome,  but  far  more 
healthy.  Negroes  fhould  always  be  treated  with 
humanity.  Praife  of  freedom.  Of  the  dracun- 
culus,  or  dragon-worm.  Of  chigres.  Of  the 
yaws.  Might  not  this  difeafe  be  imparted  by 
inoculation  ?  Of  worms,  and  their  multiform 
appearance.  Praife  of  commerce.  Of  the  ima 
ginary  diforders  of  negroes,  efpecially  thofe 
caufed  by  their  conjurers  or  Obiamen.  The 
compofition  and  fuppofed  virtues  of  a  magic- 
phiol.  Field-negroes  fhould  not  begin  to  work 
before  fix  in  the  morning,  and  fhould  leave  off 
between  eleven  and  twelve;  and  beginning  a- 
gain  at  two,  fhould  finifh  before  funfet.  Of 
the  weekly  allowance  of  negroes.  The 
young,  the  old,  the  fickly,  and  even  the  lazy, 
have  their  victuals  prepared  for  them. 


Of  negro  ground,  and  its  various  production*. 
To  be  fenced  in,  and  watched.  Of  an  Ameri 
can  garden.  Of  the  fituation  of  the  negro- 
huts.  How  beft  defended  from  fire.  The  great 
negro -dance  defcribed.  Drumming,  and  in 
toxicating  fpirits  not  to  be  allowed.  Negroes 
fhould  be  made  to  marry  in  their  mailers  plan 
tation.  Inconveniences  arifing  from  the  con 
trary  practice.  Negroes  to  be  clothed  once  a 
year,  and  before  Chriftmas.  Praife  of  Lewis 
XIV.  for  the  Code  Noir.  A  body  of  laws  of 
this  kind  recommended  to  the  Englifh  fugar 
colonies.  Praife  of  the  river  Thames.  A  moon 
light  landfcape  and  vifion. 

GENIUS  of  Afric  !  whether  thou  beftrid'fl 

The  caftled  elephant ;  or  at  the  fource, 

(While  howls  the  defart  fearfully  around), 

Of  thine  own  Niger,  fadly  thou  reclin'fl 

Thy  temples,  fhaded  by  the  tremulous  palm, 

Or  quick  papaw,  whofe  top  is  necklac'd  round 

With  numerous  rows  of  party-colour'd  fruit  : 

Or  hear'ft  thou  rather  from  the  rocky  banks 

Of  Rio  Grande,  or  black  Sanaga  ? 

Where  dauntleis  thou  the  headlong  torrent  brav'ft 

In  fearch  of  gold,  to  braid  thy  wooly  locks,      II 

Or  with  bright  ringlets  ornament  thine  ears, 

Thine  arms,  and  ankles :  O  attend  my  fong. 

A  mufe  that  pities  thy  diflrefsful  ftate; 

Who  fees,  with  grief,  thy  Ions  in  fetters  bound; 

Who  wifhes  freedom  to  the  race  of  man ; 

Thy  nod  affcnting  craves :  dread  genius,  come  ! 

Yet  vain  thy  prefence,  vain  thy  favouring  nod: 
Unlefs  once  more  the  mufes,  that  erewhile 
Upheld  me  fainting  in  my  pad  career,  io 

Through  Caribbee's  cane-iiles,  kind  condefcend 
To  guide  my  footfteps  through  parch'd  Libya's 

wilds; 

And  bind  my  fun-burnt  brow  with  other  bays, 
Than  ever  deck'd  the  Sylvan  bard  before. 

Say,  will  my  Melvill,  from  the  public  care, 
Withdraw  one  moment,  to  the  mufes  fhrine  ? 
Who  fmit  with  thy  fair  fame,  induftrious  cull 
An  Indian  wreath  to  mingle  with  thy  bays, 
And  deck  the  hero,  and  the  fcholar's  brow  ! 
Wilt  thou,  whofe  mildnefs  fmooths  the  face  of 
war,  30 

Who  round  the  victor-blade  the  myrtle  twin'ft, 
And  mak'ft  Subjection  loyal  and  fincere ; 
O  wilt  thou  gracious  hear  the  unartful  {train, 
Whofe  mild  inflections  teach,  no  trivial  theme, 
What  care  the  jetty  African  requires  ? 
Yes,  thou  wilt  deign  to  hear  ;  a  man  thou  art 
Who  deem'ft  nought  foreign  that  belongs  to  man. 

In  mind,  and  aptitude  for  ufctul  toil, 
The  negroes  differ  :   mufe  that  difference  fing. 

Whether  to  wield  the  hoe,  or  guide  the  plane; 
Or  for  domeftic  -ules  thou  intend'it  4! 

The  funny  Libyan  :  from  what  clime  they  fpring, 
It  not  imports  ;  if  ftrength  and  youth  be  theirs. 

Yet  thofe  from  Congo's  wide-exrended  plains, 
Through  which  the  long  Zaire  winds  with  cryflal 

flream, 

Where  lavifh  nature  fends  indulgent  forth 
Fruits  of  high  flavour,  and  fpontaneo»s  feeds 
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Of  bland  nutritious  quality,  ill  bear 

The  toilfome  field ;  but  boafl  a  docile  mind, 

And  happinefs  of  features.     Thefe,  with  care,  50 

Be  taught  each  nice  mechanic  art  :  or  train'd 

To  household  offices  :  their  ductile  fouls 

Will  all  thy  care,  and  all  thy  gold  repay. 

But,  if  the  labours  of  the  field  demand 
Thy  chief  attention  ;  and  the  ambrofial  cane 
Thou  long'ft  to  fee,  with  fpiry  frequence,  {hade 
Many  an  acre  :  planter,  choofe  the  flave, 
Who  fails  from  barren  climes;  where  want  alone, 
Offspring  of  rude  neceffity,  compels 
The  fturdy  native,  or  to  plant  the  foil,  60 

Or  ftem  vaft  rivers  for  his  daily  food. 

Such  are  the  children  of  the  Golden  Oaft  ; 
Such  the  Papaws,  of  negroes  far  the  heft  : 
And  fuch  the   numerous   tribes,   that   fkirt  the 

fhore. 
From  rapid  Volta  tb  the  diftant  Rey. 

But,  planter,  from  what  coaft  i'oe'er  they  fail, 
Buy  not  the  old  :  they  ever  fullen  prove  ; 
With  heart-felt  anguifh,  they  lament  their  home; 
They  will  not,  cannot  work;  they  never  learn 
Thy  native  language  ;  they  are  prone  to  ails ;    70 
And  oft  by  fuicide  their  being  end. — 

Muft  thou  from  Afric  reinforce  thy  gang  ? — 
Let  health  and  youth  their  every  finew  firm  ; 
Clear  roll  their  ample  eye  ;  their  tongue  be  red ; 
Broad  fwell  their  che'ft  ;  their  fhoultlers  wide  ex 
pand  ; 

Not  prominent  their  belly  ;  clean  and  flrong 
Their  thighs  and  legs,  in  juft  proportion  rife. 
Such  foon  will  brave  the  fervours  of  the  clime ; 
And  free  from  ails,  that  kill  thy  negroe-train, 
A  ufeful  fervitude  will  long  fupport.    '  80 

Yet,  if  thine  own,  thy  childrens  life,  be  dear  ; 
Buy  not  a  Cormantee,  though  healthy,  young. 
Of  breed  too  generous  for  the  fervile  field  ; 
They,  born  to  freedom  in  their  native  land, 
Chaofe  death  before  difhonotirable  bonds  : 
Or,  fir'd  with  vengeance.,  at  the  midnight  hour, 
Sudden  they  feize  thine  unfufpedting  watch, 
And  thine  own  poinard  bury  in  thy  breaft. 

At  home,  the  men,  in  many  a  fylvan  realm, 
Their  rank  tobacco,  charm  of  fauntering  minds,  90 
From  clayey  tubes  inhale ;  or,  vacant,  beat 
For  prey  the  foreft ;  or,  in  war's  dread  ranks, 
Their  country's  foes  affront :  while,  in  the  field, 
Their  wives  plant  rice,  or  yams,  or  lofty  maize, 
Fell  hunger  to  repel.     Be  thefe  thy  choice  : 
They,  hardy,  with  the  labours  of  the  cane 
Soon  grow  familiar  ;  while  unufual  toil, 
And  new  feverities  their  hufbands  kill. 

The  flaves  from  Minnah  are  of  ftubborn  breed  : 
But,  when  the  bill,  or  hammer,  they  affeft;     100 
They  foon  perfection  reach.     But  fly,  with  care, 
The  Moco -nation  ;  they  themlelves  deftroy. 

Worms  lurk  in  all :  yet,  proneft  they  to  worms, 
Who  from  Mundingo  fail.     When  therefore  fuch 
Thou  buy 'ft,  for  fturdy  and  laborious  they, 
Straight  let  fome  learned  Itach  ftrong  medicines 

give. 

Till  food,  and  climate  both  familiar  grow. 
Thus,  though  from  rife  to  fet,  in  Phoebus'  eye, 
They  toil,  unceafin^  ;  yet,  at  night,  they'll  fleep, 


Lap'd  in  Elyfium;   and,  each  day,  at  dawn,    IJQ 
Spring  from  their  couch,  as  blithfome  as  the  fun. 

One  precept  more,  it  much  imports  to  know. — . 
The  blacks,  who  drink  the  Quanza's  lucid  ftream, 
Fed  by  ten  thoufand  fprings,  are  prone  to  bloat, 
Whether  at  home  or  in  thefe  ocean-ifles  : 
And  though  nice  art  the  water  may  lubdue, 
Yet  many  die ;  and  few,  for  many  a  year, 
Juft  ftrength  attain  to  labour  for  their  lord. 

Would'ft  thou  fecure  thine  Ethiop  from  thofc 
ails,  [breed,  120 

Which    change    of    climate,    change    of    waters 
And  food  unufual  ?  let  Machaon  draw 
From  each  fome  blood,  as  age  and  fex  require ; 
And  well  with  vervain,  well  with  fempre-vive, 
Unload  their  bowels. — Thefe,  in  every  hedge, 
Spontaneous  grow. — Nor  will  it  not  conduce 
To  give  what  chemifts,  in  myfterious  phrafe, 
Term  the  white  eagle;   deadly  foe  to  worms. 
But  chief  do  thou,  my  friend,  with  hearty  food, 
Yet  eafy  of  digeftion,  likeft  that 
Which  they  at  home  regal'd  on  ;  renovate       13® 
Their  fea-worn  appetites.     Let  gentle  work, 
Or  rather  playful  exercife,  amufe 
The  novel  gang  :  and  far  be  angry  words ; 
Far   ponderous   chains ;    and   far   difheartening 

blows. — 

From  fruits  reftrain  their  eagernefs ;  yet  if 
The  acajou,  haply,  in  thy  garden  bloom, 
With  cherries,  or  of  white  or  purple  hue, 
Thrice  wholefome  fruit  in  this  relaxing  clime  ! 
Safely  thou  may'ft  their  appetite  indulge. 
Their  arid  fldns  will  plump,.their features  fhine:  140 
No  rheums,  no  dyfenteric  ails  torment : 
The  thirfty  hydrops  flies. — Tis  even  averr'd, 
(Ah,  did  experience  fanctify  the  fail; 
How  many  Lybians  now  would  dig  the  foil, 


Ver.  137.  The  tree  which  produces  this  whole 
fome  fruit  is  tall,  fliady.  and  of  quick  growth.  Its 
Indian  name  is  Acajou ;  hence  corruptly  called 
Cafie-w  by  the  Englifh.  The  fruit  has  no  refem- 
blance  to  a  cherry,  either  in  fhap^e  or  fize  ;  and 
bears,  at  its  lower  extremity,  a  nut  (which  the 
Spaniards  name  Anacardo,  and  phyficians  Anacar- 
dium)  that  refembles  a  large  kidney-bean.  Its 
kernel  is  as  grateful  as  an  almond,  and  more  eafy 
of  digeftion.  Between  its  rinds  is  contained  a 
highly  cauftic  oil ;  which,  being  held  to  a  candle, 
emits  bright  falient  fparkles,  in  which  the  Ameri 
can  fortune-tellers  pretended  they  faw  fpirits  who 
gave  anfwers  to  whatever  queftions  were  put  to 
them  by  their  ignorant  followers.  This  oil  is  ufed 
as  a  cofmetic  by  the  ladies,  to  remove  freckles 
and  fun-burning;  but  the  pain  they  neceffarily 
fuffer  makes  its  ufe  not  very  frequent.  This  tree 
alfo  produces  a  gum  not  inferior  to  Gum-Arabic  ; 
and  its  bark  is  an  approved  aftringent.  The  juice 
of  the  cherry  Aains  exceedingly.  The  long  citron 
or  amber-coloured,  is  the  beft.  The  cafhew-nuts, 
when  unripe,  are  of  a  green  colour  ;  hut,  ripe, 
they  affume  that  of  a  pale  olive.  This  treu  bears 
fruit  but  once  a  year. 
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Who  pine  in  hourly  agonies  away !) 
This  pleafing  fruit,  if  turtle  joins  its  aid, 
Removes  that  worft  of  ails,  difgrace  c-f  art, 
The  loathfomc  leprofy's  infectious  bane. 

There  are,  the  mule  hath  ofc  abhorrent  feen, 
\tfho  fwallow  dirt ;  (fo  the  chlorotic  fair         150 
Oft  chalk  prefer  to  the  mod  poignant  cates) : 
Such  dropfy  blots,  and  to  fure  death  configns, 
Unlef*.  rertrain'd  from  this  unwholefome  food 
By  foothing  words,  by  menaces,  by  blows  : 
Nor  yet  will  threats,  or  blows,  or  foothing  words, 
Perfect  their  cure.,  unlefs  thou,  Paean,  deign'ft 
By  medicine's  power  their  cravings  to  fubdue. 

To  eafy  labour  firft  inure  thy  flaves ; 
Extremes  are  dangerous.     With  induftrious  fearch 
Let  them  fit  graffy  provender  colledt  160  j 

For  thy  keen  ftomach'd  herds. — But  when  the 

earth 

Hath  made  her  annual  pmgrefs  round  the  fun, 
What  time  the  conch  or  bell  refounds,  they  may 
All  to  the  cane-ground  with  thy  gang  repair. 
v    Nor  negro  at  thy  deftiny  repine, 
Though  doom'd  to  toil  from  dawn  to  fetting  fun. 
How  far  more  pleafant  is  thy  rural  talk 
Than  theirs  who  fweat,  fequcder'd  from  the  day, 
In  dark  tartarean  caves,  funk  far  beneath          169 
The  earth's  dark  furnace,  where  fulphureous  flames, 
Oft  from  their  vapoury  prifons  burfting  wild, 
To  dire  explofion  give  the  cavern'd  deep, 
And  in  dread  ruin  all  its  inmates  whelm  ? — 
Nor  fateful  only  is  the  burfting  flame  ; 
The  exhalations  of  the  deep-dug  mine, 
Though  flow,  fhake  from  their  wings  as  fure  a 

death. 

With  what  intenfe  feverity  of  pain 
Hath  the  aftlided  mufe,  in  Scotia,  feen 
The  miners  rack'd,  who  toil  for  fatal  lead  ? 
What  cramps,  what  palfies,   fhake   their   feeble 

limbs,  1 80 

Who,  on  the  margin  of  the  rocky  Drave, 
Trace  filver's  fluent  ore  ?  Yet  white  men  thefe  ! 

How  far  more  happy  ye  than  thefe  poor  flaves, 
Who,  whilom,  under  native,  gracious  chiefs, 
Incas  and  emperors,  long  time  enjoy 'd 
Mild  government,  with  every  fweet  of  life, 
In  bliisful  climates  ?  See  them  dragg'd  in  chains, 
By  proud  infulting  tyrants,  to  the  mines 
Which  once  they  call'd  their  own,  and  then  de- 

fpis'd  1 

See,  in  the  mineral  bofom  of  their  land,  190 

How  hard  they  toil !  how  foon  their  youthful 

limbs 

Feel  the  decrepitude  of  age  !  how  foon 
Their  teeth  defert  their  lockets !  and  how  foon 
Shaking  paralyfis  unftrings  their  frame  ! 
Yet  fcarce,  even  then,  are  they  allow'd  to  view 
The  glorious  god  of  day,  of  whom  they  beg, 
With  earned  hourly  fuppiications,  death ; 
Yet  death  flow  comes,  to  torture  them  the  more  ! 


Ver,  163.  Plantations  that  have  no  bellf,  af_ 
femble  their  negroes  by  founding  a  conch-fhell. 

Ver.  i8r.  A  river  in  Hungary,  on  whoije  banks 
sure  found  mine*' of  quickfilver. 


With  thefe  comparM,  ye  fona  of  Afric,  fay* 
How  far  more  hap.py  is  your  lot  ?  Bland  health,  f. 
Of  ardent  eye,  and  limb  robuft,  attends  20! 

Your  cuftom'd  labour ;  and,  fhould  ficknefs  feize,' 
With  what  folicitude  ,are  ye  not  nurs'd  ! — 
Ye  negroe?,  then,  your  pleafing  taflc  purfue, 
And  by  your  toil  deferve  your  mailer's  care. 

When  firtl  your  blacks  are  novel  to  the  hoe, 
Study  their  humours :  Some,  fofc-foothing  words  j 
Some,  prtfents  ;  and  fome,  menaces  fubdue; 
And  fome  I've  known,  fo  ftubborn  is  their  kind; 
Whom  blows,  alas !  could  win  alone  to  toil,    a  JO 

.  Yet,  planter,  let  humanity  prevail, — 
Perhaps  thy  negro,  in  his  native  land, 
Puffed  large  fertile  plains,  and  flaves,  and  herds : 
Perhaps,  whene'er  he  deign'd  to  walk  abroad, 
The  richeft  fnks,  from  where  the  Indus  rolls, 
His  limbs  inveded  in  their  porgeous  pleats: 
Perhaps  he  wails  his  wife,  his  children,  left 
To  ftruggle  with  adve.fity  :   Perhaps 
Fortune,  in  battle  for  his  country  fought, 
Gave  him  a  captive  to  his  deadlieft  foe  :  22O 

Perhaps,  incautious,  in  his  native  fields, 
(Ofi  pleafurable  fcenes  his  mind  intent) 
All  as  he  wandered ;  from  the  neighbouring  grove 
Fell  ambufti  dragg'd  him  to  rhe  hated  main  — 
Were  they  even  lyld  for  crimes,  ye  poliflvd  fay  I 
Ye,  to  whom  learning  opes  her  ampleft  page  ! 
Ye,  whom  the  knowledge  of  a  hying  God 
Should  lead  to  virtue  !   Are  ye  free  from  crimes? 
Ah  pity  then  thefe  nninftru&ed  fwains; 
And  dill  let  mercy  foften  the  decrees  230- 

Of  rigid  juftice,  with  her  lenient  hand. 

Oh^  did  the  tender  mufe  ppffefs  the  power 
Which  monarchs  have,  and  monarchs  oft  abufe, 
'Tvvould  be  the  fond  ambition  of  her  foul 
To  quell  tyrannic  fway  ;  knock  off  the  chains 
Of  heart-debafingr  flavery ;  give  to  man, 
Of  every  colour  and  of  every  clime, 
Freedom,  which  ftamps  him  image  of  his  God. 
Then  laws,  opprefiipn'sfcourge,  fair  virtue's  prop, 
Offspring  of  wifdom  !  fhould  imparcial  reign,  240 
To  knit  the  whole  in  well-accorded  ftrife  : 
Servants,  not  flaves ;  of  choice,  and  not  compell'd ; 
The  blacks  fhould  cultivate  the  cane-land  ifles. 

Say,  fnall  the  mufe  the  various  ills  recount 
Which  negro  nations  feel  ?  Shall  fhe  defcribe 
The  worm  that  fubtly  winds  into  their  flefti, 
All  as  they  bathe  them  in  their  native  dreams  ? 
There,  with  fell  increment,  it  foon  attains 
A  direful  length  of  harm.     Yet,  if  due  {kill 
And  proper  circumfpecHion  are  employed,       2J» 
It  may  be  won  its  volumes  to  wind  round 
A  Ic-den  cylinder  :   But,  oh,  beware, 
No  ralhnefs  pra&ife  ;  elie  'twill  furely  fnap, 
And,  fudtknly  retreating,  dire  produce 
An  annual  lamenefs  to  the  tortured  Moor. 

Nor  only  is  the  dragon  worm  to  dread: 
Fell  winged  infects,  which  the  vifual  ray 


Ver.  257.  Thefe,  by  the  Englifti,  are  called 
Chigoes  or  Cbigres.  They  chiefly  perforate  the 
toes,  and  fometimes  the  fingers;  occafioning  an 
itching,  which  fome  people  think  not  unpleafin 
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Scarcely  difcerns,  their  fable  feet  and  hands 
Oft  penetrate,  and  in  the  flefhy  neft 
Myriads  of  young  produce,  which  foon  deflroy 
The  parts  they  breed  in,  if  afiiduous  care,        261 
With  art,  extract  not  the  prolific  foe. 

Or,  (hall  ftie  fing,  and  not  debafe  her  lay, 
The  peft  peculiar  to  the  jEthirp-kind, 
The  yaw's  infectious  bane  ? — The  infected  far 
In  huts  to  leeward  lodge,  or  near  the  main 
With  heart'ning  food,  with  turtle,  and  with  conchs, 
The  flowers  of  fulphur.  and  hard  niccars  burnt, 
The  lurking  evil  from  the  blood  expel, 
And  throw  it  on  the  furface  :  There  in  fpots  470 
Which  canfe  no  pain,  and  fcanty  ichor  yield, 
It  chiefly  breaks  about  the  arms  and  hips, 
A  virulent  contagion  ! — When  no  more 
Round  knobby  fpots  deform,  but  the  difeafe 
Seems  at  a  paufe,  then  let  the  learned  leech 
Give,  in  due  dofe,  live-filver  from  the  mine, 
Till  copious  fpitting  the  whole  taint  exhauft. — 
Nor  thou  repine,  though  half-way  rotfnd  the  fun 
This  globe  her  annual  progrefs  {hall  abfolve, 
Ere,  clear'd,  thy  flave  from  all  infection  fhine. 
Nor  then  be  confident;  fucceflive  crops  a8l 

Of  defcedations  oft  will  (pot  the  {kin  : 
Thefe  thou,  with  turpentine  and  guaiac  pods, 
Reduc'd  by  coction  to  a  wholefome  draught, 
Total  remove,  and  give  the  blood  its  balm. 

Say,  as  thi^  malady  but  ouce  infefts 
The  fons  of  Guinea,  might  not  {kill  ingraft 
(Thus  the  fmall-pox  are  happily  convey'd) 
This  ailment  early  to  thy  negro-train  ? 

Yet,  of  the  ills  which  torture  Libya's  fons,  290 
Worms  tyrannize  the  worft.    They,  Proteus-like, 
Each  fymptom  of  each  malady  aflume, 
And  under  every  maflc  the  anaffins  kill. 
Now,  in  the  guife  of  horrid  fpafms,  they  writhe 
The  tortured  body,  and  all  fenfe  o'erpower. 
Sometimes,  like  mania,  with  her  head  downcaft, 
They  caufe  the  wretch  in  folitude  to  pine ; 
Or  frantic,  burfting  from  the  ftrongeit  chains, 
To  frown  with  look  terrific,  not  his  own. 
Soaietimes,  like  ague,  with  a  ihivering  mien,  300 
The  teeth  gnafli  fearful,  and  the  blood  runs  chill: 


and  are  at  pains  to  get,  by  going  to  the  copper- 
holes,  or  mill-round,  where  chigres  moft  abound. 
They  lay  their  nits  in  a  bag,  about  the  fize  of  a 
fmall  pea,  and  are  partly  contained  therein  them- 
felves.  This  the  negroes  extract  without  burft 
ing,  by  means  of  a  needle,  and  tilling  up  the  place 
with  a  little  fnuff ;  it  foon  heals,  if  the  perfon  has 
a  good  conftitutiun.  One  fpecies  of  them  is  fup- 
pofed  to  be  poifonous,  but  I  believe  unjuftiy. 
When  they  bury  themfelves  near  a  tendon,  efpc- 
fially  if  the  perfon  is  in  a  bad  habit  of  body,  they 
occafion  troublefomc  fores.  The  South  Americans 
call  them  Mf^uas. 

Ver.  a68.  The  botanical  name  of  this  medicinal 
flirub  is  Guilandina.  The  fruit  refembles  marbles, 
though  not  ft»  round.  Their  {hell  is  hard  and 
fmooth,  and  contains  a  farinaceous  nut,  of  admi 
rable  ufe  in  feminal  weakncffes.  They  are  alfo 
to  throw  out  the  yaws. 


Anon  the  ferment  maddens  in  the  veins, 
Arid  a  falfc  vigour  animates  the  frame. 
Again,  the  dropfy's  blntted  maflc  they  fleal, 
Or,  "  melt  with  minings  of  the  hectic  fire." 

Say,  to  fucb  various  mimic  forms  of  death, 
What  remedies  fhall  puzaled  art  oppofc  ? — 
Thanks  to  the  Almighty,  in  each  path-way  hedge 
Rank  cow-itch  grows,  whofe  fharp  unnumber'd 

ftings, 

Sheath'd  in  melafles,  from  their  dens  expel,      31* 
Fell  dens  of  death,  the  reptile  lurking  foe. — 
A  powerful  vermifuge,  in  ikilful  hands, 
The  worm-grafs  proves;  yet,  even  in  hands  of 

{kill, 

Sudden  I've  known  it  dim  the  vifual  ray 
For  a  whole  day  and  night.    There  are  who  ufe 
(And  fage  experience  juftifies  the  ufe) 
The  mineral  produ&  of  the  Cornifli  mine  ; 
Which  in  old  times,  ere  Britain  laws  enjoyed, 
The  polifli'd  Tyrians,  monarchs  of  the  main, 
In  their  fwift  {hips  convey'd  to  foreign  realms  : 
The  fun  by  day,  by  night  the  northern  ftar,    33* 
Their  courfe  conducted — Mighty  commerce,  hail! 
By  thee  the  fons  of  Attic's  fterile  land, 
A  fcanty  number,  laws  impos'd  on  Greece  : 
Nor  aw'd  they  Greece  alone ;  vaft  Afia's  king, 
Though  girt  by  rich  arm'd  myriads,  at  their  frows. 
Felt  his  heart  wither  on  his  fartheft  throne. 
Perennial  fource  of  population  thou  ! 
While  fcanty  peafants  plough  the  flowery  plains 
Of  purple  Enna  ;  from  the  Belgian  fens,          33-* 
What  {warms  of  ufeful  citizens  fpring  up, 
Hatch'd  by  thy  foftericg  wing.     Ah,  where  is 

flown 

That  dauntlefs  free-born  fpirit,  which  of  old 
Taught  them  to  {hake  off  the  tyrannic  yoke 
Of  Spain's  infulting  king;  on  whofe  wide  realms 
"['he  1'un  ftill  {bone  with  undiminifli'd  beam  ? 
Patent  of  wealth  !   in  vain  coy  nature  hoards 
Her  gold  and  diamonds;  toil,  thy  firm  compeer, 
And  induftry  of  unremitting  nerve, 
Scale  the  cltft  mountain,  the  loud  torrent  brave, 
Plunge  to  the  centre,  and  through  nature's  wiles, 
(Led  on  by  {kill  of  penetrative  foul) 
Her  following  clofe,  her  fecret  treafures  find, 


Ver.  309.  See  notes  in  Book  II. 

Vtr.  317.  Tin-filings  are  a  better  vermifuge 
than  tin  in  powder.  The  weftern  parts  of  Bri 
tain,  and  the  neighbouring  ifles,  have  been  fa 
mous  for  this  ufeful  metal  from  the  remoteft  an 
tiquity;  for  we  find  from  Strabo,  that  the  Phce- 
nicians  made  frequent  voyages  to  thole  parts 
(which  they  called  CajJlteriJcs,  from  K««W]E^<V, 
ftannum)  in  queft  of  that  commodity,  which 
turned  out  fo  beneficial  to  them,  that  a  pilot  of 
that  nation  ftranded  his  veffel,  rather  than  {how 
a  Roman  {hip  that  watched  him  the  way  to  thofe 
mines.  For  this  public-fpirited  action  he  was 
amply  rewarded,  fays  that  accurate  writer,  upon 
his  return  to  his  country.  The  Romans,  how 
ever,  foon  made  themlelves  mafters  of  the  fecret, 
and  {hared  with  them  in  the  profit  of  that  mer- 
chandif?) 
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To  pour  them  plenteous  on  the  laughing  world. 

On  thee,  Sylvanus,  thee  each  rural  god, 

On  thee  chief  Ceres,  with  unfailing  love, 

And  fond  diflin&ion,  emuloufly  gaze. 

In  vain  hath  nature  pour'd  vafl  feas  between 

Far-diftant  kingdoms ;  endkfs  ftorms  in  vain 

Wi'h  double  night  brood  o'er  them ;  thou  doft 

throw,  350 

O'er  far- divided  nature's  realms,  a  chain 
To  bind  in  fvveet  fociety  mankind. 
By  thee  white  Albion,  once  a  barbarous  clime, 
Grew  fam'd  for  arms,  for  wifdofn,  and  for  laws ; 
By  thee  fhe  holds  the  balance  of  the  world, 
Acknowledg'd  now  fole  emprefs  of  the  main. 
Coy  though  thou  art,  and  mutable  of  Jove, 
There  may'ft  thou  ever  fix  thy  wandering  fteps  ; 
While  Eurus  rules  the  wide  Atlantic  foam  ! 
By  thee,  thy  favourite,  great  Columbus  found 
That  world,  where  now  thy  praifes  I  rehearfe 
To  the  refounding  main  and  palmy  fhore ; 
And  Lufitania's  chiefs  thofe  realms  explor'd, 
"Whence  negroes  fpring,  the  fubjecT:  of  my  fong. 

Nor  pine  the  blacks  alone  with  real  ills, 
That  baffle  oft  the  wifeft  rules  of  art ; 
They  likewife  feel  imaginary  woes, 
Woes  no  lefs  deadly.     Lucklefs  he  who  owns 
The  flave,  who  thinks  himfelf  bewitch'd  ;  and 

whom,  [flruck ; 

In   wrath,  a  conjurer's  fnake-mark'd   ftaff  hath 
They  mope,  love  filence,  every  friend  avoid,    371 
They  inly  pine,  all  aliment  reject, 
Or  infufficient  for  nutrition  take  : 
Their  features  droop ;  a  fickly  yellowiih  hue 
Their  fkin  deforms;  their  ftrength  and  beauty  fly. 
Then  comes  the  feverifh  fiend,  with  fiery  eyes, 
Whom   drowth,  convulfions,  and  whom   death 

furround, 

Fatal  attendants  !   if  fome  fubtle  flave 
(Such  Ol)ia-men  are  ftyl'd)  do  not  engage 
To  fave  the  wretch  by  antidote  or  fpell.  380 

In  magic  fpells,  in  Obia,  all  the  fons 
Of  fable  Afric  truft :-— Ye  facred  nine  ! 
(For  ye  each  hidden  preparation  know) 
Tranfpierce  the  gloom,  which  ignorance  and  fraud 
Have  render'd  awful ;  tell  the  laughing  world 
Of  what  thefc  wonder-working  charms  are  made. 


Ver.  370.  The  negro-conjurers,  or  obia-men, 
as  they  are  called,  carry  about  them  a  ftaff,  which 
is  marked  with  frogs,  fnakes,  &c.  The  blacks 
imagine  that  its  blow,  if  not  mortal,  will  at  leaft 
occafion  long  and  troublefome  diforders.  A  be 
lief  in  magic  is  infeparable  from  human  nature ; 
but  thofe  nations  are  moft  addicted  thereto,  a- 
mong  whom  learning,  and  of  courfe  philofophy, 
have  leaft  obtained.  As  in  all  other  countries, 
fo  in  Guinea,  the  conjurers,  as  they  have  more 
underftanding,  fo  are  they  almoft  always  more 
wicked  than  the  common  herd  of  their  deluded 
countrymen  ;  and  as  the  negro  magicians  can  do 
mifchief,  fo  they  can  alfo  do  good  on  a  plantation, 
provided  they  are  kept  by  the  white  people  in 
proper  fubordinauon. 


Fern  root  cut  fmall,  and  tied  with  many  a  kaoJ  j 
Old  teeth  extracted  from  a  white  man's  fkull  : 
A  lizard's  fkeleton  ;  a  ferpent's  head  : 
Thefe  mix'd  with  fait,  and  water  from  the  fpring, 
Are  in  a  phial  pour'd  ;  o'er  thefe  the  leach     391 
Mutters  ftrange  jargon,  and  wild  circles  forms. 

Of  thi*  poffeft,  each  negro  deems  himfelf 
Secure  from  poifon  ;.  for  to  poifon  they 
Are  infamoufly  prone  :  and  arm'd  with  this, 
Their  fable  country  demons  they  defy, 
Who  fearful  haunt  them  at  the  midnight  hour, 
To  work  them  mifchief.  This,  difeafes  fly; 
Difeafes  follow  :  fuch  its  wonderous  power  ! 
This  o'er  the  threshold  of  their  cottage  hung,  400 
No  thieves  break  in  ;  or,  if  they  dare  to  fteal, 
Their  feet  in  blotches  which  admit  no  cure, 
Burft  lothfome  out  :  but  fhould  its  owner  filch, 
As  flaves  were  ever  of  the  pilfering  kind, 
This  from  detection  fcreens;  —  fo  conjurersfwear. 

Till  morning  dawn,  and  Lucifer  withdraw 
His  beamy  chariot  ;  let  not  the  loud  bell 
Call  forth  thy  negroes  from  their  rufhy  couch  : 
And  ere  the  fun  with  mid-  day  fervour  glow,  409 
When  every  broom-bufh  opes  her  yellow  flower  ; 
Let  thy  black  labourers  from  their  toil  defift  : 
Nor  till  the  broom  her  every  petal  lock, 
Let  the  loud  bell  recal  them  to  the  hoe. 
But  when  the  jalap  her  bright  tint  difplays, 
When  the  folanum  fills  her  cup  with  dew, 
And  crickets,  fnakes,  and  lizards  'gin  their  coil; 
Let  them  find  flicker  in  their  cane-thatch'd  huts  : 
Or,  if  conflrain'd  unufual  hours  to  coil, 
(For  even  the  beft  muft  fometimes  urge  their 


With  double  nutriment  reward  their  pains.     420 
Howe'er  infenfate  fome  may  deem  their  flaves, 
Nor  'bove  the  beftial  rank  ;  far  other  thought* 
The  mufe,  foft  daughter  of  humanity  ! 
Will  ever  entertain.     The  Ethiop  knows, 
The  Ethiop  feels,  when  treated  like  a  man  ; 
Nur  grudges,  fhould  necefllty  compel, 
By  day,  by  night,  to  labour  for  his  lord. 

Not  lefs  inhuman  than  unthrifty  thofe, 
Who,  half  the  year's  rotation  round  the  fun, 
Deny  fubfiftence  to  their  labouring  flaves,        43© 
But  would'ft  thou  fee  thy  negro-train  increafe, 


Ver.  410.  This  fmall  plant  which  grows  in 
every  pafture,  may,  with  propriety,  be  termed  an 
American  clock ;  for  it  begins  every  forenoon  at 
eleven  to  open  its  yellow  flowers,  which,  about 
one,  are  fully  expanded  ;  and  at  two  clofed.  The 
jalap,  or  marvel  of  Peru,  unfolds  its  petals  be 
tween  five  and  fix  in  the  evening,  which  fhut 
again  as  foon  as  night  comes  on,  to  open  again  in 
the  cool  of  the  morning.  This  plant  is  called  four 
o'clock  by  the  natives,  and  bears  either  a  yellow 
or  purple-coloured  flower. 

Ver.  415.  So  fome  authors  name  the  fire-weed, 
which  grows  every  where,  and  is  the  datura  of 
Linnaeus;  whofe  virtues  Dr.  Stork,  at  Vienna, 
has  greatly  extolled  in  a  late  publication.  It  bears 
a  white  monopetalous  flower,  which  opens  always 
about  fuu-iet. 


THE  SUGAR  CANE. 


free  from  difordcrs ;  and  thine  acres  clad 
With  groves  of  fugar  :  every  week  difpenfe 
Or  Englifh  beans,  or  Carolinian  rice  ; 
Itrne's  beef,  or  Penfylvanian  flour  ; 
Newfoundland  cod,  or  herrings  from  the  main 
That  howls  tempeftuous  round  the  Scotian  ifles  ! 

Yet  fome  there  are  fo  lazily  inclin'd, 
And  fo  negledtful  of  their  food,  that  thou, 
Would'ft  thou  preferve  them  from  the  jaws  of 
death,  44» 

Daily,  their  wholefome  viands  muft  prepare  : 
With  thcfe  let  all  the  young,  and  childlefs  old, 
And  all  the  morbid  ihare  ; — fo  Heaven  will  blefs, 
With  manifold  inweafe,  thy  coftly  care. 

Suffice  not  this  ;  to  every  flave  affign 
Some  mountain  ground  :  or,  if  wafte  broken  land 
To  thee  belong,  that  broken  land  divide. 
This  let  them  cultivate  one  day  each  week; 
And  there  raife  yams,  and  there  caflada's  root  t 
From  a  good  demon'*  ftaff  caffada  fprang,       450 
Tradition  fays,  and  Caribbees  believe  ; 
Which  into  three  the  wfeite-rob'd  genius  broke, 
And  bade  them  plant,  their  hunger  to  repel. 
There  let  angola's  bloomy  bufh  fupply, 
For  many  a  year,  with  wholefome  pulfe  their 

board.  .    • 

There  let  the  bonavift,  his  fringed  pods 
Throw  liberal  o'er  the  prop ;  while  ochra  bears 


Ver.  449.  To  an  ancient  Caribbean  bemoaning 
the  favage  uncomfortable  life  of  his  countrymen, 
a  deity  clad  in  white  apparel  appeared,  and  told 
him 'he  would  have  come  fooner  to  have  taught 
him  the  ways  of  civil  life,  had  he  been  addreffed 
before.  He  then  (bowed  him  (harp  cutting  (tones 
to  fell  trees  and  build  houfe»  ;  and  bade  him  cover 
them  with  the  palm  leaves.  Then  he  broke  hi 
ftaff  in  three  ?  which,  being  planted,  foon  after 
produced  caffada.  See  Ogilvy's  America. 

Ver.  454.  This  is  called  PMgeon  fta,  and  grows 
on  a  fturdy  (hrub  that  will  laft  for'  years.  It  is 
juftly  reckoned  among  the  moft  wholefome  legu- 
mens.  The  juice  of  the  leaves  dropt  into  the  eye 
•will  remove  incipient  films.  The  botanic  name  is 
Cytifus. 

Ver.  456.  This  is  the  Spanifh  name  of  a  plant, 
which  produces  an  excellent  bean.  It  is  a  parafiti- 
•cal  plant.  There  are  five  forts  of  bonavift,  the 
green,  the  white,  the  moonfhine,  the  fra all  or 
common*,  and,  laftly,  the  black  and  red.  The 
flowers  of  all  are  white  and  papilionaceous,  ex 
cept  the  Lvft,  whofe  bloffoms  are  purple.  They 
commonly  bear  in  fix  weeks.  Their  pulfe  •  is 
wholefome,  though  fomewhat  flatulent ;  efpecial- 
ly  thofe  from  the  black  and  red.  The  pods  are 
flattiih,  two  or  three  inches  long;  and  contain 
from  three  to  five  feeds  in  partitional  cells. 

Ver.  457.  This  {hrub,  which  will  laft  for  years 
produces  a  not  lefs  agreeable  than  wholefome  pod 
It  bears  all'the  year  round.  Being  of  a  flimy  am 
bHlfamic  nature,  it  becomes  a  truly  medicinal  ali 
merit  in  dyfenteric  complaints.  It  is  of  the  Malva 
fpedes.  It  rifes  to  about  four  or  five  feet  higl: 
bearing  on  and  near  the  fanunit  many  yellow 
Ve*.  X 


Aloft  his  flimy  pulp,  and  help  difdains. 

There  let  potatoes  mantle  o'er  the  ground; 

Sweet  as  the  cane-juice  is  the  root  they  bear.  46* 

There  too  let  eddas  fpring  in  order  meet, 

With  Indian  cale,  and  foodful  calaloo: 

While  mint,  thyme,  balm,  and  Europe's  coyet 

herbs, 
Shoot  gladfome  forth,  nor  reprobate  the  clime. 

This  tradl  fecure,  with  hedges  or  of  limes, 
Or  bufhy  citrons,  or  the  fhapely  tree 
That  glows  at  once  with  aromatic  blooms, 
And  golden  fruit  mature.  To  thefe  be  join'd, 
In  Comely  neighbourhood,  the  cotton  {hrub  ; 
(n  this  delicious  clime  the  cotton  burfts 
On  rocky  foils.  The  coffee  alfo  plant ; 
White  as  the  (kin  of  Albion's  lovely  fair, 
Are  the  thick  fnowy  fragrant  blooms  it  boafll  J 
Nor  vrilt  thou,  coed,  thy  rich  pods  refufe, 
Though  years  and  heat,  and  moiiture  they  require^ 
Ere  the  ftone  grind  them  to  the  food  of  health. 
Of  thee,  perhaps,  and  of  thy  various  forts, 
And  that  kind  flickering  tree,  thy  mother  nam'd, 
With  crimfon  flow'rets  prodigally  grac'd  ; 
In  future  times  the  enraptur'd  mufe  may  fing : 
If  public  favour  crown  her  prefent  lay.  <|?t 

But  let  fome  ancient  faithful  flave  ere& 
His  flickered  manfion  near  ;  and  with  his  dog, 
His  loaded  gun'and  cutlafs  guard  the  whole  : 
Elfe  negro  fugitives,  who  fkuik  'mid  rocks 
And  fhrubby  wilds,  in  bands  will  foon  deftroy 
Thy  labourer's  honefl  wealth  •  their  lofsand  your** 

Perhaps,  of  Indian  gardens  I  could  fing, 
Beyond  what  bloom'd  on  bleft  Phseacia's  ifle, 
Or  eaftern  climes  admir'd  in  days  of  yore  :     4^0 
How  Europe's  foodful,  culinary  plants  ; 
How  gay  Pomona's  ruby-tin&ured  births; 
And  gaudy  Flora's  various-vefted  train  ; 
Might  be  inftrucled  to  unlearn  their  clime, 
And  by  due  difcipline  adopt  the  fun. 


flowers;  fucceeded  by  green,  conic,  flefhy  pod*, 
channelled  into  feveral  groves.  There  are  as 
many  cells  filled  with  fmall  round  feeds  as  there 
are  chanriels. 

Ver.  459.  I  cannot  pofitively  fay  whether  thefe 
vines  are  of  Indian  original  or  not  ;  but  as  in  their 
frutStification  they  differ  from  potatoes  at  home, 
they  probably  are  not  European.  They  are  fweet. 
There  are  four  kinds ;  the  red,  the  white,  the 
long,  and  round.  The  juice  of  each  may  be  made 
into  a  pleafant  cool  drink ;  and,  being  diftilled^ 
yield  an  excellent  fpirit. 

Ver.  461.  See  notes  on  Book  I.  The  French 
call  this  plant  Tayovt.  It  produces  eatable  roots 
every  four  months  for  one  year  Only. 

Ver.  461.  This  greenj  which  is  a  native  of  thtf 
New  World,  equals  any  of  the  greens  in  the  Old. 

Ibid.  Another  fpecies  of  Indian  pot-herb,  no 
lefs  wholefome  than  the  preceding.     Thefe,  with 
mezamby,  and  the  Jamaica  prickle   weed,  yield 
to  no  efculent  plants  in  Europe.  This  b  au  Indian" 
name. 

Ver.  466.  The  orange  tree. 

Ver.  478.  See  Book  I.  p.  43, 


THE    WORKS    OP    GRAINGER. 


The  mufe  might  tell  what  culture  will  entice 
The  ripened  melon  to  perfume  each  mouth  ; 
And  with  the  anana  load  the  fragrant  board. 
The  mufe  might  tell  what  trees  will  belt  exclude 
("  Infuperable  height  of  airieft  fhade")  jeo 

With  their  vaft  umbrage  the  noon's  fervent  ray. 
Thee,  verdant   mammey,   firft   her   fong  ihould 

praife  : 

Thee,  the  firft  natives  of  thefe  ocean  ifles, 
J'eil  anthropophagi  ftill  facred  held; 
And  from  thy  large  high-fl*vour'd  fruit  abfiaiVu, 
With  pious  awe;  for  thine  high-flavour'd  fruit, 
The.  airy  phantoms  of  their  friends  deceas'd 
Joy'd  to  regale  on.— Such  their  fimple  creed. 
The  tamarind  like  wife  fh«uld  adorn  her  theme, 
With  whufe  tart  fruit  the  fweltering  fever  loves 
To  quench  his  thirft,  whofe  breezy  umbrage  foon 
Shadcsthe  pleas'd  planter,  ihades  his  children  long. 
Nor  lofty  cafiia,  fnould  (he  not  recount  513. 

Thy  woodland  honours '  See.  what  yellow  flowers i 
Dance  in  the  gale,  and  fcent  the  ambient  air  ; 
While  thy  long  pods,  full  fraught  with  Declared 

fweets, 

Relieve  the  bowels  from  their  lagging  load. 
Nnr  chirimsh,  though  thefe  torrid  ifles 
Boafl  not  thy  fruit,  to  which  the  anana  yields 
In  tafte  and  flavour,  wilt  thou  coy  refuse          523 
Thy  fragrant  fhade  to  beautify  the  fcene. 
But.  chief  of  palms,  and  pride  of  Indian  groves, 
Thee,  fair  palmeto,  fhould  her  fong  refound  : 

Ver.  ;oz.  This  is  a  lofty,  fhady,  and  beautiful 
tree.  Its  fruit  is  as  large  as  the  largeft  melon,  and 
of  an  exquifite  fmell,  greatly  fuperior  to  it  in 
point  of  tafte.  Within  the  fruit  are  contained  one 
or  two  large  ftones.  which, when  diftilled,  give  to 
Spirits  a  ratafia  flavour-  and,  therefore,  the  French 
call  them  Les  aprictts  dc  Si.  Domingue :  according 
ly,  the  Veau  Jes  no'ianx,  one  of  the  Weft-Indian  cor-  • 
ilials,  is  made  from  them.  The  fruit,  eaten  raw, 
is  of  an  aperient:  quality  ;  and  made  into  fvvcet- 
meats.  £cc.  is  truly  exquifite.  This  tree,  contrary 
to  moft  others  in  the  New  World,  {hoots  up  to  a 
pyramidal  figure :  the  leaves  are  uncommonly 
green  ;  and  it  produces  fruit  but  once  a  year. 
The  name  is  Indian.  The  Englifh  commonly 
call  it  Mammty-fypota.  There  are  two  Ipecies  of 
it  .  the  fwect  and. the  tart.  ,  The  botanical  name 
is  Achras. 

Ver.  509.  See  Book  I.  p.  4. 

Ver.  513    Both  this  tree  and  its  mild  purgative 
pulp  art  fufficiently  known. 

Ver.  533.  This  being  the  .moft  beautiful  of 
palms,  nay,  perhaps  fuperior  to  any  other  known 
tree  in  the  world,  has  with  propriety,  obtain 
ed  the  name  of  Royal.  The  botanical  narue 
is  Pnlma  Maxima.  It  will  fhoot  up  perpendicu 
larly  to  an  hundred  feet  and  more.  The  ftern  is 
perft-cH/  circular ;  only  towards  the  root,  and 
immediately  under  the  branches  at  top  it  bulges 
'  *^  our.  The  bark  is  fmooth,  and  of  an  afh-brown 
colour,  except  at  the  top  where  it  is  green.  It 
prows  very  fad,  and  the  feed  from  whence  it 
firings  is  not  bigger  than  an  acorn.  In  this,  as 
in  all  the  palm  genus,  what  the  natives  call  Cab- 


What  fwelling  columns  Form'd  by  Jones  or  Wren 
Or  great  Palladio  may  with  thee  compare? 
Not  nice  proportion^!,  but  of  fize  immenfe, 
Swells  the  wild  fig-tree,  and  Ihould  claim  her  lay  : 
For,  from  its  numerous  bearded  twigs  proceed 
A  filial  train,  ftupendous  as  their  fire, 
In  quick  fucceflion  ;  and  o'er  many  a  rood,    530 
Extend  their  uncouth  limbs,  which  not  the  bolt 
Of  heaven  canfcathe  ;  nor  yet  the  all-waft  ing  rage 
Of  Tyy lw>n,  or  of  hurricane  deftroy. 
Nor  ihould,  though  fmall,  the  anata  not  be  fung  : 
Thy  purple  dye,  the  filk  and  cotton  fleece 
Delighted  drink  ;  thy  purple  dye  the  tribes 
Of  Worthern  Ind,  a  firrce  and  wily  race, 
Garoufe,  afiembled  ;  and  with  it  they  paint 
Their  manly  make  is  many  a  horrid  form, 
To  add  new  terrors  to  the  face  of  war.  54° 

The  mufe  might  teach  to  twine  the  verdant  arch, 
And  the  cool  alcove's  lefty  roof  adorn, 
With  ponderous  granadillas,  and  the  fruit 
Call'd  water-lemon  ;  grateful  to  the  tafte  : 
Nor  fliould  flie  not  purfue  the  mountain-ftreams, 


bage  is  found  ;  but  it  refcmblesin  tafte  an  almond, 
and  is  in  fact  the  pith  of  the  upper  or  greenifli 
part  of  the  ftem  But  it  would  be  the  moft  un 
pardonable  luxury  to  cut  down  fo  lovely  ft  tree 
for  fo  me*an  a  gratification  ;  efpecially  as  the  wild 
or  mountain  cabbage-tree  fufficiently'fupplies  the 
table  with  that  efculent.  I  never  ride  paft  the 
charming  vifta  of  royal  palms  on  the  Cayortcftate 
of  Daniel  Mathew,  Efq.  in  St.  Chriftopher,  with 
out  being  put  in  mind  of  the  pillars  of  the  Temple 
of  the  Sun  at  Palmyra.  This,  tree  grows  on  the 
tops  of  hills  as  well  as. in  vallies;  its  hard  cortical 
part  makes  very  durable  laths  for  houfes.  There 
ig  a  fmaller  fpecies  not  quite  fo  beautiful. 

Ver  £-4.  Or  .•-'nofta,  -or  Arnotta;  thence  cor 
ruptly  called  Indian  Otter  fey  the  Englifh.  "The 
tree  is  about  the  fiz«  of  an  ordinary  apple-tree. 
The  French  call  it  Rocou  /  and  fend  the  farina 
home  as  a  paint,  &c.  for  which  purpofe  the  tree 
is  cultivated  by  them  in  their  iflands.  The  flower 
is  pentapetalous,  of  a  bluifh  and  fpoon-like  appear 
ance.  The  yellow  filaments  are  tipped  with  pur- 
plifli  apices.  The  ftyle  proves  the  rudiment  of 
the  fucceeding  pod,  which  is  of  a  conic  fhapc,  an 
inch  and  a  half  long.  This  is  divided  into  many 
cells,  which  contain  a  great  number  of  fmali  feeds 
covered  with  a  red  farina. 

Ver.  543.  This  is  the  Spanifh  name,  and  is  a 
fpecies  of  the  paj/lfora,  or  paflion  flower,  called 
by  Linrneus  Mufa.  The  feeds  and  pulp  through 
which  the  feeds  are  difperfed,  are  cooling  an'd 
grateful  to  the  palate.  Thi*  as  well  as  the  water- 
lemon,  bell  apple,  or  honeyfuckle  as  it  is  named, 
being  parsfitical  plants,  are  eafily  formed  into 
cooling  arbours,  than  which  nothing  can  be  more 
grateful  in  warm  climates.  Both  fruits  are  whole- 
fome.  The  granadilla  is  commonly  eat  with  fu- 
gar,  on  account  of  its  tartnefs,  and  yet  the  pulp  is 
vifcid.  Plumier  calls  it  GraiiatKHa,  latefolia,  frutttt 
maliforml.  It  grows  bcft  in  fhady  places.  The  Un- 
ripe  fruit  makes  an  excellent  pickle. 
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But  pleas' d  decoy  them  from  their  fhady  haunts, . 

In  riils,  to  vifit  every  tree  and  herS ; 

Or  fall  o'er  fern-clad  cliff*,  with  foaming  rage  ; 

Or  in  huge  bafons  float,  a  fair  txpanfe  ; 

Or,  hound  in  chains  of  artificial  force,  550 

Arife  through  fculptured  (tone,  or  breathing  brafs. 

But  I'm  in  hafte  to  furl  my  wind-worn  fails, 

And  anchor  my  tir'd  vefiel  on  the  (hore. 

It  much  imports  to  build  thy  negro-tuts, 
Or  on  the  founding  margin  of  the  main, 
Or  on  feme  dry  hill's  gently  Hoping  fides, 
In  ftreets,  at  diltance  due. — When  near  th«  beach. 
Let  frequent  coco  caft  its  wavy  fhade; 
'  f  is    Neptune's  tree ;     and,    nourifh'd    by   the 

fpray, 

Soon  round  the  bending  ftem's  aerial  height,  560 
Clufters  of  mighty  nuts,  with  milk  and  fruit 
Delicious  fraught,  hang  clattering  in  the  iky. 
There  let  the  bay-grape,  too,  its  crooked  limbs 
Project  enormous;  of  impurpled  hue 
Its  jVequent  clufters  glow.     And  there,  if  thoii 
Wouldft  make  the  fand  yield  falutary  food, 
JLet  Indian  millet  rear  its  corny  ree^, 
Like  arm'd  battalions  in  array  of  war. 
But,  round  the  upland  huts,  bananas  plant ; 
A  wholefcme  nutriment  bananas  yield,  570 

And  fun-burnt  labour  loves  its  breezy  (hade. 
Their  graceful  fcreen  let  kindred  planunes  join, 
And  with  their  broad  vans  fliiver  in  the  breeze; 
So  flames  defign'd,  or  by  imprudence  caught, 
Shall  fpread  no  ruin  to  the  neighbouring  roof. 

Yet  nor  the  founding  margin  of  the  main, 
Nor  gently  flopjng  fii;  of  breezy  hill, 
Nor  ftreet*,  at  distance  due,  embower'd  in  trees, 
Will  half  the  health,  or  half  the  pleafurc  yield, 
Unlefs  fome  pitying  naiad  deign  to  lave,          580 
With  r.n  unceafing  ftream  thy  thirfty  bound*. 

On  feftal  days,  or  when  their  work  is  done, 
Permit  thy  Haves  to  lead  the  choral  dance, 


Ver.  563.  Or  fea-fide  grape,  as  it  is  more  com, 
monly  called.  This  is  a  large,  crooked,  and  ihady 
tree,  (the  leaves  being  broad,  thick,  and  almoft 
circular)  ;  and  fucceeds  heft  in  fandy  places  It 
bears  large  clufters  of  grapes  once  a  year;  which, 
when  ripe,  are  not  difagreeable.  The  ilones;  feeds, 
or  acini,  contained  in  them,  are  large  in  propor 
tion  ;  and,  being  reduced  to  a  powder,  are  an 
excellent  aftringent.  The  bark  of  the  tree  has  the 
fame  property.  The  grapes,  fteeped  in  water  and 
fermented  with  fugar,  make  an  agreeable  wine. « 

Ver.  567.  Or  maile.     This  is  commonly  called 
Guine*  corn,  to  diftinguifti  it  from  the  great  or  In-, 
dian-corn,  that  grows  inthe  fouthern  parts  of  North 
America.       It  foon   (hoots  up  to  a  great  height, 
often  twenty  feet  high,  and  will  ratoon  like  the 
other ;    but   its    blades  are  not  fo  nourifhing  to  j 
horfes  as   thofe  of  the  great  corn,  although  its  ! 
feeds  are  more  fo,  and  rather  more  agreeable  to 
the  tafte.     The  Indians,  negroes,  and  poor  white 
people,  make  many  (not  unfavoury)  dimes  with  . 
them.     It  is  alfo   called  Turkey  wheat.      The  tur-  | 
pentine  tree  will  alfo  grow  in  the  fand,  and  is  I 
moil  ufeful  upon  a  plantation. 

3  * 


To  the  wild  banfnaw's  melancholy  found. 
Refponfive  to  the  found,  head,  feet,  and  frame 
Move  awkwardly  harmonious  ;  hand  in  hand 
Now  lock'd,  the  gay  troop  circularly  wheels, 
And  frilk<  and  capers  with  intemperate  joy. 
Kilts  the  vaft  circle,  all  clap  hands  and  fiag; 
While  thofe  didinguifhM  for  their  heels  and  air, 
Bound  in  the  centre,  and  fantaftic  twine.         59! 
Meanwhile  forne  ftripling,  from  the  choral  ring, 
Trips  forth  ;   and  not,  ungallantly  beftows 
On  her  who  nimbleil  hath  the  greenfward  beat, 
And  wbofe  iluih'd  beauties  have   enthrail'd  his 

foul, 

A  filver  token  of  his  fond  applaufe. 
Anon  they  form  in  ranks  ;  not  inexpert 
A  thoufand  tuueful  intricacies  weave, 
Shaking  their  fable  limbs ;   and  oft  a  kifs 
Steal  from  their  partners ;  who,  with  neckreclin'd» 
And  fcmblant  fcorn,  relent  the  raviih'd  blifs    600 
But  let  not  thou^he  druui  their  mirth  infpire  ; 
Nor  vinous  fyirits  :   eife,  to  maduef-.  fir'd, 
(What  will  not  Bacchanalian  frenzy  dare)  ? 
FeJl  2.&S  cf  blood,  and  vengeance  they  purfue. 

Compel  by  threats,  or  win  by  foothing  arts, 
Thy  flavcs  to  wed  their  fellow  flaves  at  home ; 
*o  fhaii  they  not  their  vigorous  prime  deftroy, 
By  diilant  journies,  at  untimely  hours, 
Wrnr,  nmfBed  midnight  decks  her  raven  hair  610 
With  the  white  plumage  of  the  prickly  vine. 

Wouldft  thou  from  countlefs  ails  prefervc  thj^ 

gang  ; 

To  every  negro,  as  the  candle- weed 
Expa/Ws  his  blofloms  to  the  cloudy  Iky, 
And  moift  Aquarius  melts  in  daily  {bowers ; 
A  woolly  vellment  give,  (this  VVihfnire  weaves) 
Warm  to  repel  chili  night's  unwholefome  dews  : 
While  ftrong  coarfe  linen  from  the  Scotian  loom, 
Wards  off  the  fervours  of  the  burning  day.       6  [9 

The  truly  great,  though  from  a  hoftile  clime, 
The  facred  nine  embalm ;  thca,  mufes,  chaunt, 
In  grateful  numbers,  Gallic  Lewis'  praife  : 
For  private  murder  quell'd ;  for  laureil'd  arts. 
Invented,  cherifh'd  in  his  native  realm; 


Ver.  584.  This  is  a  fort  of  rude  guitar,  invent 
ed  by  the  negroes.  It  produces  a  wild  pleafing  me 
lancholy  found. 

Ver.  61 1.  This  beautiful  white  rofaceous  flow 
er  is  as  larjre  as  the  crown  of  one's  hat,  and  only 
blows  at  midnight.  The  plant,  which  is  prickly, 
and  attaches  itfelf  firmly  to  the  fides  of  houfes, 
trees.  &c.  produces  a  fruit,  which  fome  call  the 
Wyihe  Applt*  and  others,  with  more  propriety,- 
jhfountain-ftraivberry.  But  though  it  refembles  the 
large  Chili  Urawberry  in  looks  and  fize  ;  yet  be 
ing  inelegant  of  tafte,  it  is  fcldom  eaten.  The 
botanical  name  is  Cereus  fcandens  minor.  The  rind 
of  the  fruit  is  here  and  there  ftudded  with  tufts  oc 
fmall  {harp  prickles. 

Ver.  613.  This  fhrub,  which  produces  a  yellow 
flower  fomewhat  refembling  a  narciffus,  makes  a 
beautiful  hedge,  and  blows  about  November.  It 
grows  wild  every  where.  It  is  faid  to  be  diure 
tic,  bat  this  I  do  not  know  from  experience* 
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For  rapine  pumftiM  ;  for  grim  famine  fed  ; 
For  fly  chicane  expell'd  the  wrangling  bar  : 
And  rightful  Themis  feated  on  her  throne  : 
But  chief  for  thofe  mild  laws  his  wifdom  fram'd, 
To  guard  the  Ethiop  from  tyrannic  fway  ! 

Did  fuch,  in  thefe  green  ifles  which  Albion 

claims,  639 

Did  fuch  obtain  ;  the  mufe,  at  midnight  hour, 
This  lafl  brain-racking  ftudy  had  not  ply'd  : 
But,  funk  in  ilumbers  of  immortal  blif's, 
To  bards  had  lifhned  on  a  fancy'd  Thames  !    [far 
All  bail,  old  father  Thames  1  though  not  from 
Thy  fpringing  waters  roll ;  nor  countlefs  ftreams, 
Of  name  confpicuous,  fwell  thy  watery  {lore  ; 
Though  thou,  no  Plata,  to  the  fea  devolve 
Vaft  humid  offerings ;  thou  art  king  of  ftreams : 
Delighted  commerce  broods  upon  thy  wave ;  640 
And  every  quarter  of  this  fea-g-irt  glebe 
To  thee  due  tribute  pays  ;  but  chief  the  world 
By  great  Columbus  found,  where  now  the  mufe 
Beholds,  tranfported,  flow  vail  fleecy  clouds, 
Alps  pil'd  on  Alps,  romantically  high, 
Which  charm  the  fight  with  many    a    pleafing 

form. 

The  moon,  in  virgin-glory,  gilds  the  pole, 
And  .tips  yon  tamarinds,   tips  yon  cane-crown'd 

vale, 

With  fluent  filver ;  while  unnumber'd  ftars 
Gild  the  vaft  concave  with  their  lively  beams.  650 


Ver.  658.  One  of  the  largeft  rivers  of  South  A- 
merica. 


The  main,  a  moving  burniuYd  mirror,  Ihines  ; 
No  noife  is  heard,  fave  when  the  diftant  furge 
With  drowzy  nmrmurings  breaks  upon  the  fhore! 
Ah  me,  what  thunders  roll  !  the  flcy's  on  fire ! 
Now  fudden  darknefs  muffles  up  the  pole  !    [fenfe, 
Heavens!   what  wild  fcenes,  before  the  affrighted 
Imperfect  fwim  ! — See  !  in  that  flaming  fcrolll 
What  time  unfolds,  the  future  germs  l>ud  forth, 
Of  mighty  empires  !  independent  realms  ! — 
And  muft  Britannia,  Neptune's  favourite  queen, 
Prote&'refs  of  true  fclcr.ce,  freedom,  arts  ;       660 
Muft  flie,  ah  !  muft  fhe,  to  her  offspring  crouch  ? 
Ah,  muft  my  Thames;  old  ocean's  favourite  fon, 
Reilgn  his  trident  to  barbaric  ftreams  ; 
His  banks  neglected,  and  his>  waves  unfought, 
No  bards  to  fing  them,  and  no  fleets  to  graee  ?— 
Again  the  fleecy  clouds  amufe  the  eye, 
And  fparkling  ftars  the  vaft  horizon  gild — • 
She  (hall  not  crouch  ;  if  wifdom  guide  the  helm, 
Wifdom  that  bade  loud  fame,  with  jufteft  prai'fe. 
Record  her  triumphs !  bade  the  lacquaying  winds 
Tranfport,  to  every  quarter  of  the  globe,         670 
Her  winged  navies  !,  bade  the  fcepter'd  fons 
Of  earth  acknowledge  her  pre-eminence  '.— 
She  (ball  not  crouch  ;  if  thefe  cane  ocean  iflesj 
Ifles  which  on  Britain  for  their  all  depend, 
And  muft  for  ever  ;  .dill  indulgent  ihare 
Her  foftering  fmile  :  and  other  ifles  be  given, 
From  vanquifti'd'foes.- — And,  fee,  another  race  ! 
A  golden  era  dazzles  my  fond  fight  ! 
That  other  race,  that  long'd-for  era,  hail! 
The  Britifh  George  now  reigns,  the  Patriot  king ! 
Britain  fhali  ever  triumph  o'er  the  main.          68 1 
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SOLITUDE. 

AN  ODE. 

0  SOLITUDE,  romantic  maid 
\Vhecher  by  nodding  towers  you  tread, 
Or  haunt  the  defart's  tracklefs  gloom, 
Or  hover  o'er  the  yawning  tomb, 

Or  climb  the  Andes'  clifted  fide, 
Or  by  the  Nile's  coy  fource  abide, 
Or  ftarting  from  your  half-year's  fleep 
From  Hccia  view  the  thawing  deep, 
Or,  at  the  purple  dawn  of  day, 

1  admqr's  marble  waftes  furvey, 

You,  reclufe,  again  1  woo, 
And  again  your  fteps  purfuc. 

Plum'd  conceit  himfelf  furveying, 
Folly  with- her  fhadow  playing, 
Purfe-proud,  elbowing. infolence, 
Bloated  empiric,  puff 'd -pretence, 
Noife  that  through  a  trumpet  fpeaks, 
Laughter  in  loud  peals  that  breaks, 
Intrufion  with  a  fopling's  face, 
r.oran     o  f  time  and  place) 


Sparks  of  fire  diffention  blowing, 
Ductile,  court-bred  flattery,  bowing, 
Reftraint's  ftiffneck,  grimace's  leer, 
Squint-ey'd  cenfure's  artful  fneer, 
Ambition's  buflcins,  fteep'd  in  blood, 
Fly  thy  prefence,  folhude. 

Sage  reflection  bent  \vith  years, 
Confciou?  virtue  void  of  fears, 
Muffitd  filcnce,  wood-nymph  fliy, 
Meditation's  piercing  eye, 
Halcyon  peace  on  mofs  reclin'd, 
RebofpecT:  that  fcans  the  mind, 
Rapt  earth-gazing  refvery, 
Blufning  artlefs  modefty, 
Health  thac  fnuffs  the  morning  air, 
Fu!l-ey'd  truth  with  befom  bare, 
Infpiration,  nature's  child^ 
Seek  the  folitary  wild. 

You  with  the  tragic  mufe  *  retir'd 
The.  wile  .Euripides  infpir'd, 

*  In  til  Iland  Salamis, 
I 


POEMS. 


You  taught  the  fadly-pleafing  air 
That  f  Athens  fav'd  from  ruins  bare. 
You  gave  the  Cean's  tears  to  flow, 
And  |  unlock'd  the  fprings  of  woe  ; 
You  penn'd  what  exil'd  Nafo  thought, 
And  pour'd  the  melancholy  note. 
With  Petrarch  o'er  Valclufe  you  ftray'd, 
When  death  fnatch'd  his  §  long-lov'd  maid; 
You  taught  the  rocks  herlofsto  mourn, 
Ye  ftrew'd  with  flowers  her  virgin  urn. 
And  late  in  |j  Hagley  you  were  feen, 
With  bloodihed  eyes,  and  fombre  mien, 
Hymen  his  yellow  veflment  tore, 
And  Dirge  a  wreath  of  cyprefs  wore. 
But  chief  your  ov/n  the  folemn  lay 
That  wept  Narciffa  young  and  gay, 
Darknefs  clap'd  her  fable  wing, 
While  you  touch'd  the  mournful  firing, 
Anguifh  left  the  pathlefs  wild, 
Grim-fac'd  melancholy  fmil'd, 
Browfy  midnight  ceas'd  to  yawn, 
The  ftarry  hoft  put  back  the  dawn, 
Afide  their  harps  ev'n  feraphs  flung 
To  hear  thy  fweet  complaint,  O  Young. 

When  all  nature's  hum'd  afleep, 
Nor  love  nor  guilt  their  vigils  keep, 
Soft  you  leave  your  cavern'd  den, 
And  wander  o'er  the  works  of  men, 
But  when  Phofphor  brings  the  dawn 
By  her  dappled  courfers  drawn, 
Again  you  to  the  wild  retreat 
And  the  early  huntfman  meet, 
Where  as  you  penfive  pace  along, 
You  catch  the  diftant  ihepherd's  fong, 
Or  brufh  from  herbs  the  pearly  dew, 
Or  the  riling  primrofe  view. 
Devotion  lends  her  heaven-plum'd  wings, 
You  mount,  and  nature  with  you  lings. 
But  when  mid- day  fervors  glow, 
To  upland  airy  fhades  you  go, 
Where  never  funburnt  woodman  came, 
Nor  fportfman  chas'd  the  timid  game  ; 
And  there  beneath  an  oak  reclin'd, 
With  drowfy  waterfalls  behind, 
You  fink  to  reft. 
'Till  the  tuneful  bird  of  night 
From  the  neighb'ring  poplars  height 
Wake  you  with  her  folemn  ftrain, 
And  teach  pleas'd  echo  to  complain. 

With  you  rofes  brighter  bloom 
Sweeter  every  iweet  perfume, 
Purer  every  fountain  flows 
Stronger  every  wilding  grows. 

Let  thofe  toil  for  gold  who  pleafc, 
Or  for  fame  renounce  their  cafe. 
What  is  fame  ?  an  empty  bubble  ; 
Gold?  a  tranfient,  (hining  trouble. 
Let  them  for  their  country  bleed, 
What  was  Sidney's,  Raleigh's  metd  ? 

•j-  See  Plutanb  in  the  life  of  Lyfandtr, 
^  Simonidft. 

fnty  yearsj  and  ten  ffter  btr  <teatb» 
tbt  dtatb  of  Mrs.  Lyttclto*. 


Man's  not  worth  a  moment's  pain, 
Bafe,  ungrateful,  fkk!e>  vain. 
Then  let  me,  fequefter'd  fair, 
To  your  fibyl  grot  repair, 
On  yon  hanging  cliff  it  {lands 
Scoop'd  by  nature's  falvage  hands, 
Bofom'd  in  the  gloomy  {hade 
Of  cyprefs  not  with  age  decay'd. 
\Vhe,re' the.  owl  fti'l-hooting  fits, 
Where  the  bat  inceffant  flits, 
There  in  loftier  ftrains  I'll  ling 
Whence  the  changing  feafons  fpring, 
Tell  how  florms  deform  the  Ikies, 
Whence  the  waves  fubfidc  and  rife. 
Trace  the  comet's  blazing  tail, 
Weigh  the  planets  in  a  fcale ; 
Bend,  great  God,  before  thy  fhrine, 
The  bournlefs  macrpcofm's  thine. 
Save  me  !  what's  yon  fhrouded  fhade  ? 
That  wanders  in  the  daik-brown  glade. 

It  beckons  me  ! vain  fears  adieu, 

Myfterious  g-hoft,  I  follow  you. 

Ah  me  !  too  well  that  gait  I  know, 

,My  youth's  firft  friend,  my  manhood's  woe  ! 

Its  .bread  it  bares  !  what !  ftain'd  with  blood  ? 

Quick  let  me  ftanch  the  vital  flood. 

Oh  fpirit,  whither  art  thou  flown  ? 

Why  left  me  comfortlefs  alone  ? 

O  folitude,  on  me  beftow 

The  heart-felt  harmony  of  woe, 

Such,  fuch,  as  on  th'  Aufonian  fhore, 

Sweet  *  Dorian  Mofchus  trill'd  of  yore  : 

No  time  fhould  cancel  thy  defert, 

More,  more,  than  j-  Bion  was,  thou  wert. 

O  goddefs  of  the  tearful  eye, 

The  never- ceafing  ftream  fupply. 

Let  us  with  retirement 'go 

To  charneis,  and  the  houfe  of  woe, 

O'er  friendftiip's  herfe  low-drooping  mourn3 

Where  the  fickly  tapers  burn, 

Where  death  and  nun  clad  forrow  dwell, 

And  nightly  ring  the  folemn  knell. 

The  gloom  difpeis,  the  charnel  fmiles, 

Light  fiafhes  through  the  vaulted  ifles, 

Blow  filky  foft,  thou  weflern  gale, 

O  goddefs  of  the  defert,  hail ! 

She  burfts  from  yon  cliff- riven  cave, 

Infulted  by  the  wintry  wave ; 

Her  brow  an  ivy  garland  binds, 

Her  trefies  wanton  with  the  wind's, 

A  lion's  fpoils,  without  a  zone, 

Arcund  her  limbs  are  carelefs  thrown  ; 

Her  right  hand  wield*  a  knotted  mace, 

Her  eyes  roll  wild,  a  flride  her  pace  ; 

Her  left  a  magic  mirror  holds, 

In  which  fhe  oft  herfelf  beholds. 

O  goddefs  of  the  defert,  hail ! 

And  fofter  blow,  thou  weftern  gale  ! 

Since  in  each  fcheme  of  life  I've  fail*d, 
And  difappointment  feems  entail'd ; 
Since  all  on  earth  I  valued  moft, 
My  guide,  my  flay,  my  friend  is  loft ; 

*  SttUyll. 

f  Alluding  to  tbe  decrt  ofafritn*. 
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"You,  only  you,  can  make  me  bleft, 
And  hufh  the  tempeft  in  my  breaft. 
Then  gently  deign  to  guide  my  feet 
To  your  hermit-trodden  feat, 
Where  I  may  live  at  laft  my  own, 
Where  I  at  laft  may  die  unknown. 
I  fpoke,  Ihe  turn'd  her  magic  ray, 
And  thus  ihe  faid,  or  feem'd  to  fay. 

Youth,  you're  miftaken,if  you  think  to  find 
In  fhades  a  medicine  for  a  troubled  mind  ; 
Wan  grief  will  haunt  you  wherefoe'er  you  go, 
Sigh  in  the  breeze,  and  in  the  ftreamlcc  flow, 
There  pale  inaction  pines  his  life  away, 
And,  fatiate,  curfes  the  return  of  day  : 
There  naked  frenzy  laughing  wild  with  pain, 
Or  bares  the  blade,  or  plunges  in  the  main  : 
There  fuperftition  broods  o'er  all  her  fears, 
And  yells  of  demons  in  the  zephyr  hears. 
But  if  a  hermit  you're  refolv'd  to  dwell, 
And  bid  to  ibcial  life  a  laft  farewell ; 
'Tis  impious. 

God  never  made  an  independent  man, 
'Twould  jarr  the  concord  of  his  general  plan  : 
See  every  part  of  that  ftupendous  whole, 
"  Whofe  body  nature  is,  and  God  the  foul ;" 
To  one  great  end,  the  general  good,  confpire, 
From  matter,  brute,  to  man,  to  feraph,  fire. 
Should  man  through  nature  folitary  roam, 
His  will  his  fovereign,  every  where  his  home, 
What  force  wou'd  guard  him  from  the  lion's  jaw 
What  fwiftnefs  wing  him  from  the  panther's  paw 
Or  fhould  fate  lead  him  to  fome  fafer  fhort-, 
Where  panthers  never  prowl,  nor  lions  roar  ; 
Where  liberal  nature  all  her  charms  beftows, 
Suns  fhine,  birds  Cng,  flowers  bloom,  and  water 

flows, 

Fool,  doil  thou  think  he'd  revel  on  the  {tore, 
Abfolve  the  care  of  Heaven,  nor  afk  for  more  ? 
Though,  waters  flow'd,  flow'rs  bloom'd,and  Phoe 

bus  fhone, 

He'd  ftgh,  he'd  murmur  that  he  was  alone. 
For  know',  the  Maker  on  the  human  bread 
A  fenfe  of  kindred,  country,  man,  impreft; 
And  focial  life  to  better,  aid,  adorn, 
With  proper  faculties  each  mortal's  born. 

Though  nature's  works  the  ruling  mind  de 
clare, 

And  well  deferve  inquiry's  ferious  care, 
The  God  (whate'er  mifanthrophy  may  fay) 
Shines,  beams  in  man  with  mod  unclouded  ray. 
What  boots  it  thee  to  fly  from  pole  to  pole  ? 
Hang  o'er  the  fun,  and  with  the  planets  roll  ? 
What  bcots  through  fpace's  furtheft  bourns  to 

roam  ? 

If  thou,  O  man,  a  ftranger  art  at  home. 
Then  know  thyfelf,  the  human  mind  furvcy, 
The  ufe,  the  pleafure  will  the  toil  repay. 
Hence  infpiratiun  plans  his  manner'd  lays,    [bays. 
Hence  Homer's  crown,  and  Shakfpeare  hence  thy 
Hence  he,  the  pride  of  Athens  and  the  faame, 
The  beft  and  wife  ft  of  mankind  became 
Kor  ftudy  only,  pra6Hfe  what  you  know, 
Your  life,  your  knowledge,  to  mankind  you  owe. 
With  Plato's  olive  wreath  the  "bays  entwine  : 
who  in  ftudy,  ihou'd  iu  pra&ice  fliiac. 


Say,  does  the  learned  Lord  of  Haglcy's  (hade. 
Charm  man  fo  much  by  moffy  fountains  laid, 
As  when  arous'd,  he  ftems  corruption's  courfe, 
And  {hakes  the  fenate  with  a  Tully's  force  ? 
When  freedom  gafp'd  beneath  a  Csefar's  feet, 
Then  public  virtue  might  to  {hades  retreat ; 
But  where  {he  breathes,  the  leaft  may  ufeful  be, 
And  freedom,  Britain,  ftill  belong  to  thee. 
Though    man's  ungrateful,  or   though    fortune 

frown  ; 

Is  the  reward  of  worth  a  fong,  or  crown  ? 
Nor  yet  unrecompens'd  are  virtue's  pains, 
Good  Allen  lives, and  bounteous  Brunfwick  reigns. 
On  each  condition  difappointments  wait, 
Enter  the  hut,  and  force  the  guarded  gate. 
Nor  dare  repine,  though  early  friendfhip  bleed, 
From  love,  the  world,  and  all  its  cares  he's  freed. 
But  know,  adverfiry's  the  child  of  God  ; 
Whom  Heaven  approves  of  moft,  moil  feel  her  rod* 
When  fmooth  old  Ocean  and  each  ftorm's  afleep, 
Then  ignotance  may  plough  the  watery  deep  j 
But  when  the  demons  of  the  tempeft  rave, 
Skill  muft  conduct  the  veflel  through  the  wave. 
Sidney,  what  good  man  envies  not  thy  blow  ? 
Who  wou'd  not  wifh  *  Anytus  for  a  foe  ? 
Intrepid  virtue  triumphs  over  fate, 
The  good  can  iwver  be  unfortunate. 
And  be  this  maxim  graven  in  thy  mind, 
The  height  of  virtue  is  to  ferve  mankind. 

But  when  old  age  has  filver'd  o'er  thy  head, 
When  memory  fails,  and  all  thy  vigour's  fled, 
Then  may'ft  thou  fcek  the  ftillnefs  of  retreat, 
Then  hear  aloof  the  human  tempeft  beat, 
Then  will  I  greet  thee  to  my  woodland  cave, 
Allay  the  pangs  of  age,  and  fmooth  thy  grave. 

BRYAN  AND  PEREENE. 

A  WEST  INDIAN  BALLAD. 

THE  north-eaft  wind  did  brifldy  blow, 

The  {hip  wa»  fafely  moor'd, 
Toung  Bryan  thought  the  boat's  crew  flow. 
And  fo  leapt  over  board. 

'ereene,  the  pride  of  Indian  dames, 

His  heart  did  long  enthral, 
ind  whofo  his  impatience  blames, 

I  wot  ne'er  lov'd  at  all. 

A  long,  long  year,  one  month  and  day, 

He  dwelt  on  Englifli  land, 
for  once  in  thought  would  ever  ftray, 
Though  ladies  ibught  his  hand. 

;or  Bryan  he  was  tall  and  ftrong, 

Right  blifhfi.>m,e  roll'd  his  een, 
\veet  was  his  voice  whene'er  he  fung, 

He  leant  had  twenty  feen. 

Jut  who  the  countlefs  charms  can  draw, 

That  grac'd  his  miftreis  true  ; 
uch  charms  the  old  world  never  flw, 

Nor  oft  I  ween  the  new. 
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Her  raven  hair  plays  round  her  neck, 

Like  t«ndrils  of  the  vine ; 
sHer  checks  red  dewy  rofe  buds  deck, 
Her  eyes  like  diamonds  ihine. 

'5oon  as  his  well  known  (hip  fhe  fpied, 

See  caft  her  weeds  away, 
-And  to  the  palmy  fhore  me  hied. 

All  in  her  beft  array. 

Jn  fea-green  Clk  fo  neatly  clad, 
She  there  impatient  itood ; 

The  crew  with  wonder  faw  the  lad, 
Repel  the  foaming  flood. 

Her  hands  a  handkerchief  difplay'd, 
Which  he  at  parting  gave ; 

Well  pleas'd  the  token  he  furvey'd, 
And  manlier  beat  the  wave. 

Her  fair  companions  one  and  all, 
&ejoicing  crowd  the  Aland ; 


For  now  her  lover  f\vam  in  call, 
And  almoil  touch'd  the  land. 

Then  throagh  the  white  furf  did  Ihe  hafte, 

To  clafp  her  lovely  fwain  ; 
When,  ah  !  a  lhark  bit  through  his  waift  : 

His  heart's  blood  dy'd  the  main  ! 

He  fhriek'd  !  his  half  Iprung  from  the  wave. 

Streaming  with  purple  gore, 
And  loon  it  found  a  living  grave, 

And,  ah  !  was  feen  no  more. 

Now  hafte,  now  hafte,  ye  maids,  I  pray, 

Fetch  water  from  the  fpring: 
She  fails,  me  falls,  (he  dies  away. 

And  foon  her  knell  they  ring. 

Now  each  May  morning  round  her  tomb. 

Ye  fair,  frcfh  flow'rets  ftrew, 
So  may  your  lovers  'fcape  his  doom, 

Her  haplefs  fate  'fcape  you, 
x      3  N  iiij 
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•  i     .          Who  dar'd  with  manly  rage 

To  lalh  the  vices  of  an  impious  age  ? 

Who  dar'd  to  feize  the  bold  hiftoric  pen, 

Paint  living  kings  and  minifters  as  men  ? 

Who  fung  fad  Scotia's  haplefs  fons  forlorn. 

Her  hroken  peace,  her  freflieft  laurels  torn  ? 

Or,  who,  in  oaten  reed  by  Leven's  fide, 

Sung  the  fair  ftream,  and  hail'd  the  dimpling  tide? 

Say  ye— whofc  lyre  to  manly  numbers  flrung, 

The  glorious  blifs  of  Independmct  fung  ? 

Who  felt  that  power,  and  flill  ador'd  his  fhrinc  I 

It  was  your  SMOLLETT  ! 

RICHARDSON'S  PROLOGUE  1784* 
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TOBIAS  SMOLLETT  was  born  at  Dalquhurn,  on  the  banks  of  the  Leven,  in  Dumbartonfhire,  in  1726. 
His  father  was  the  youngeft  fon  of  Sir  James  Smollett  of  Bonhill;  his  mothcr*s  name  was  Cunning 
ham,  the  daughter  of  a  refpectable  family  in  Renfrewfhire. 

After  the  ordinary  courfe  of  education,  he  was  put  apprentice  to  a  furgeon  in  Glafgow,  and 
afterwards  attended  the  medical  clafles  in  Edinburgh.  He  then  went  to  London,  and  his  firft 
outfet  appears  to  have  been  as  a  furgeon's  mate  in  the  navy,  in  which  capacity  he  ferved  at  the 
fiege  of  Carthagena. 

In  his  Roderick  Random,  he  gives  an  account  of  the  management  of  that  ill-conducted  expedition, 
which  he  cenfures  in  the  warmeft  terms,  and  from  circumftances  which  fell  under  his  own  parti 
cular  observation.  He  is  fuppofed  to  have  been  the  editor  of  "  A  Compendium  of  Authentic 
Voyages,  digefted  in  a  Chronological  Series,"  7  vols.  lamo.  1756;  amongft  which  is  inferted  a 
fliort  narrative  of  the  expedition  to  Carthagena,  1741,  written  with  great  fpirit,  but  abounding 
with  acrimony. 

It  was  here  he  acquired  his  knowledge  of  fea  characters,  which  he  has  drawn  in  a  manner  fo 
excellent,  and  at  the  fame  time  fo  technically  true,  as  to  excite  general  admiration  ;  and  they 
have  continued  the  model  for  dramatifts  and  novelifls  to  copy. 

He  continued  only  fhort  time  in  that  line;  being  difgufted  at  the  fervice;  and  having  no  other 
employment,  betook  himfelf  to  his  pen  for  fubfiftence. 

It  is  probable  that  he  wrote  fevcral  pieces  before  he  became  known  to  the  public  by  his  capital 
productions. 

His  firfl  publication  that  is  known  with  certainty,  is,  The  Advice  and  Reproof >  two  fatires,  printed 
in  1746  and  1747. 

In  the  former  year,  he  exprcffed  his  indignation  at  the  feverities  exercifed  upon  the  Highlanders, 
by  the  royal  army,  after  the  battle  of  Culloden,  in  an  ode,  intituled,  The  Tears  of  Scotland. 

In  1747,  he  prefented  for  performance,  at  Drury-Lane  theatre,  a  tragedy,  written  in  his  eigh 
teenth  year,  called,  The  Regitide,  founded  on  the  afiaffination  of  James  I.  of  Scotland.  On  this  oc- 
cafion,  he  experienced  the  treatment  which  youhg  authors  generally  meet  with  from  theatrical 
managers  and  would-be  patrons.  After  being  buoyed  up  and  flattered  for  a  confiderable  time,  his 
play  was  finally  neglected.  It  Was  publifhed  in  1749,  by  fubfcription,  very  much,  it  is  faid,  to  his 
emolument,  with  a  Preface,  in  which  he  exclaims  bitterly  agtinft  falfe  patrons,  and  the  duplicity 
of  managers;  and  he  refented  the  injury  by  fevere  retaliations  in  his  future  writings. 

Lyttleton  and  Garrick  were  the  principal  objects  of  his  refe«tment.  The  character  of  the  former 
he  fatirifed  in  his  novel  of  Peregrine  Pickle;  and  he  added  a  Burlefquc  Ode  on  that  nobleman's 
!'  Monody"  on  the  death  of  his  lady. 

Againft  Garrick,  he  made  illiberal,  ill-founded  criticifms  ;  and  in  the  novel  of  Roderick  Random, 
gave  a  very  unfair  reprefentation  of  his  treatment  of  him  refpecting  this  tragedy. 

On  cool  reflection,  he  afterwards  fe'ems  to  have  regretted  his  warmth,  and  retraced,  in  hanj* 
-fbme  terms,  the  hafty  efiufions  of  his  difanpointmjnt. 
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Defirous  *'  of  doing  juftice,  in  a  work  of  truth,  for  wrongs  done  in  a  work  of  fiction,"  in  giving 
a  Iketch  of  the  liberal  arts,  in  his  Hijwry  of  England \  he  remarked,  "  the  exhibitions  of  the  ftage 
were  improved  to  the  mod  exquifite  entertainment,  by  the  talents  and  management  of  Garrick, 
•who  greatly  furpaffed  all  his  predecefibrs  of  this,  and  perhaps  every  other  nation,  in  his  geniu» 
for  acting,  in  the  fweetnefs  and  variety  of  his  tones,  the  irreriflible  magic  of  his  eye,  the  fire  and 
fivacity  of  his  action,  the  elegance  of  attitude,  and  the  whole  pathos  of  exprefiion. 

**  Candidates  for  literary  fame. appeared  even  in  the  higher  fphere  of  life,  erribellifhed  by  the 
nervous  fenfe  and  extenfive  erudition  of  a  Cocke,by  the  delicate  tafte,  the  polilhed  mufe,  and  tender 
feelings  of  a  Lyttleton." 

Not  fatisfied  with  this  public  declaration  of  his  fentiments,  he  wrote  in  flill  flronger  terms  to 
Garrick,  Jan.  27.  1764.  "  What  I  have  faid  of  Mr.  Garrick  in  the  Hif.ory  of  England  was,  I  pro- 
teft,  the  language  of  rny  heart,  I  (hall  rejoice  if  he  thinks  I  have  done  him  barely  juftice.  I  am 
fure  the  public  will  think  I  have  done  him  no  more  than  juftice.  In  giving  a  fhort  Iketch  of  the 
Jiberal  arts,  I  could  not,  with  any  propriety,  forbear  mentioning  a  gentleman  f»  eminently  diftin- 
guifhed  by  a  genius  that  has  no  rival.  Bcfides,  I  thought  it  incumbent  upon  me  to  make  a  public 
atonement,  in  a  work  of  truth,  for  wrongs  done  in  a  work  of  fiction." 

In  1748,  he  published  the  Adventures  «f  Roderick  Random,  a  novel,  modelled  upon  the  plan  of 
lie  Sage's  "  Adventures  of  Gil  Bias,"  which  had  a  rapid  fale,  and  laid  the  foundation  of  his  fame. 

The  fuccefs  attending  this  novel  encouraged  him  to  proceed  in  the  fame  line  ;  and,  in  1751,  he 
jpublilked  the  Adventures  of  Peregrine  Pickle,  in  4  vols.  lamo.  in  which  he  introduced  thcxhiftory  of 
the  celebrated  Lady  Vane,  the  materials  of  which,  it  is  faid,  (he  herfeif  furniihed.  This  epifode 
excited.much  attention,  and  contributed  greatly  to  its  fuccefs. 

About  this  time,  having  obtained  the  degree  of  Doctor  of  Phyfic,  he  fettled  as  a  Phyftcian  at 

Bath,  and  with  that  view,  publifhed  An  EJfay  on  tie  External  Ufa  of  Water,  in  a  Letter  to  Dr. , 

ttfitb  fat  titular   Remarks    upon   the  frefent  Method  of  vfmgihe  Mineral  Waters  at  Batb  in  Somerfatjbire^ 
mnd  a  Plaafor  rendering  them  more  Safe,  Agrte able,  and  Ejfcacious,  4tO.  I  75 1. 

Having  been  -unfuccefsful,  or  perhaps  too  foon  difcouraged,  he  relinquifhed  the  practice  of  phyfic, 
fixed  his  refidence  at  Chelfea,  arid  dedicated  the  whole  of  his  time  to  literature. 

It  has  been- faid, -that. his  want  of  fuccefs  in  a  proieffion  where  merit  cannot  always  enfure  good 
fortune,  was  owing  to  his  failing  to  make  himfelf  agreeable  to  the  women  ;  but  his  6gure  and  ad- 
drefs,  both  of  which  were  excellent,  render  this  highly  improbable.  It  is  more  likely,  that  his 
irritable  and  impatient  temper,  and  his  contempt  for  the  low  arts  of  finefic,  fervility,  and  cunning, 
were  the  real  caufes  of  his  failure, 

•  As  an  author  by  profeflion,  his  genius  and  Jnduftry  were  equally  confpicuous.  His  Adventures  of 
Ferdinand  Count  Fath^m^'m  one  volume,  itmo.  appeared  in  1751,  which  was  followed  by  a  fuccefsful 
'Yranjlation  of  Don  Quixote,  in  ^  vols  4to.  1755  ;  executed,  as  it  was  fuppofed,  with  a  flight  know 
ledge  of  the  Spanifh  language;  a  circumftance  that  expofed  him  to  much  abufe,  and  in  one  in- 
ftance,  it  is  (kid,  to  a  perfonal  attack. 

In  1,756,  he  began  the  Critical  Review,  a  work  which  he  conducted  with  much  ability,  till  I  /  63  ; 
but  with  a  degree  of  acrimony,  in  feme  inftances,  that  involved  him  in  a  variety  of  difputes.  The 
mpft  feriousof  thefa  was.  with  Admiral  Knowles,  who  had  publifhed  a  pamphlet  in  defence  of  his 
conduct  in  the  expedition  to  Rochfort,  17.58.  On  this  performance,  he  was  fo  particularly  and 
unguardedly  fevere,  that, the  Admiral  commenced  a  profecution  againft  the  printer.  In  this  affair, 
he  behaved  both  with  prudence  and  with  fpirit.  Defirous  of  compromifing  the  difpute  with  the 
Admiral,  in  an  amicable  manner,  he  applied  to  his  friend  Mr.  Wilkes,  to  Jnterpofe  his  good  offices 
with  his  opponent.  The  Admiral  continued  inflexible ;  and  fentence  was  on  the  point  of  being 
pronounced  againft.- the  printer,  when  he  gallantly  flood  forth,  avowed  himfelf  the  author  of  the 
criticifm,  and  offered  the  Admiral  ar.y  latisiaction  he  might,  require.  The  confequence  was,  that 
a  profecution  was  immediately  commenced  againft  him,  and  hs  was  fined  IOO 1.  and  fentenced  t» 
three  months  impriiocraeat  in  ths  King's  Bench  prifon. 
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His  engagements  in  this  publication  likewife  involved  him  in  a  difpute  with  Grainger,  who 
thought  himfelf  injurioufly  treated  in  the  review  of  his  "  Translation  of  Tibullus." 

On  the  publication  of  the  "  Rofciad,"  Churchill  imagining  'Smollett  the  author  of  the  oftenfive 
review  of  that  work,  retaliated  with  great  fpirit  in  the  "Apology  to  the  Critical  Ri  viewers." 
It  appears,  however,  he  was  miftaken  in  his  fufpicion  ;  for  Smollett  hearing  that  Mr.  Colman  had 
alfo  accufed  him  of  having  made  an.  attack  on  his  moral  character  in  the  -Revi-ew,  he  exculpated 
himfelf  from  the  charge,  in  a  letter  to  Garrick,  April  5.  1761 ;  in  which  he  declares,  "that  he  did 
not  write  one  word  of  the  article  upon  the  "  Rofciad." 

In  1757,  his  comedy  of  The  Reprifal,  cr  the  Tars  of  Old  England,  an  after-piece  of  two  ads,  wa* 
performed  at  Drury-Lane  theatre,  and  met  with  fuccefs;  yet  not  equal  to  what -its'  merit  might 
have  juftly  claimed.  His  comic  genius  has  fhown  itfclf  very .  confpicuo'-fly  in  this  little  piece. 
The  characters  of  a  Frenchman,  an  Irifhman,  a  Scotchman,  and  an  Englfh  failor,  arc  as  highly- 
drawn,  and  as  finely  diftinguifhed  as  in  any  dramatic  piece  iii  the  Englifh  language.  He 
acknowledged  himfelf  "  highly  obliged  for  the  friendly  care  Mr.  Garrick  exerted  in  preparing  it 
for  the  ftage  ;  and  flill  more  for  his  acting  the  part  of  Lufignan  in  "  Zara"  for  his  benefit,  on 
the  fixth,  inftead  of  the  ninth  night,  to"  which -he  was  only  entitled  by  the  cuftom  of  the  theatre." 

In  1758,  he  publifhed  his  Complete  Hijiory  cf  England,  deduced  from  the  Defcent  of  Julius  Cafar  to  the 
Treaty  of  Aix-la-Cbapelle,  1748,  in  4  v'ols.  4to.  The  fale  of  this  work,  by  the  uncommon  arts  of 
publication  made  ufe  of  by  his  bookfellers,  was  very  extenfive  ;  and  he  is  faid  to  have  cleared  ao«ol. 
by  it  and  the  Continuation,  in  5  vol*.  8vo.  1763  and  1765. 

During  his  confinement  in' the  King's  Btnch  prifon,  he  is  faid  to  have  written  the  Adventure*  if 
Sir  Launcelot  Greaves,  in  which  he  has  described  fome  remarkable  characters,  then  his  fellow  pri- 
foners.  This  work  was  firft  printed  in  the  Briti/b  Magazine,  which  he  conducted  in  1760  and 
1761,  and  afterwards  in  zvols.  izmo.  1761. 

When  Lord  Bute,  in  1761,  ?.ffumed  the  management  of  pnplic  affairs,  he  engaged  in  defence  of 
his  meafures,  and  publifhed  a  weekly  paper,  called,  The  Briton,  in  conjunction  with  other  literary 
retainers'to  that  nobleman.  He  entered  on  the  employment  appointed  for  him  with  great  fpirit; 
but  being  offended  at  fome  behaviour  in  his  friends,  he  relinquifhed  it  with  difguft.  The  firft 
number  appeared  May  29,  1761,  and  was  foon  followed,  oh  the  other  fide,  by  the  famous  "  North 
Briton,"  written  by  Mr.  Wilkes,  which  completely  defeated  its  opponent;  and  the  acrimony  of 
thefe  papers  is  faid  to  have  diUblved  the  friendfhip  which  had  long  fubfifted  between  their  refpec- 
tive  authors.  The  Briton  was  laid  down,  Feb.  12.  1763.  He  is  fuppofed  to  have  written  other 
pieces  in  fupport  of  the  caufe  he  efppufed.  The  political  romance,  called,  The  Ad-venturtt  of  an. 
Atom,  in  2  vols.  I2mo.  1 763,  is  kj^owri  to  be  his  production. 

When  Lord  Bute  refigned,  he  is  faid  to  have  experienced  ingratitude  fr,om  that  nobleman,  who 
had,  in  many  inftances,  been  found  a  generous  patron  to  men  of  inferior  importance  and  ability. 

The  neglect  of  his  patron  made  a  deep  impreffion  on  his  mind  ;  and  this,  united  to  a  fedentary 
life,  and  afiiduous  application  to  ftudy,  having  impaired  his  health,  he  went  abroad,  with  a  vicvr 
to  re-eftablifh  it,  in  June  1/63,  and  continued  in  France  and  Italy  for  about  two  years. 

In  1766,  he  publifhed  an  account  of  his  Travels,  in  a  vols.  8vo.  written,  as  he  himfelf  acknow 
ledges,  "  to  beguile  the  tedious  hours,  which,  without  fome  fuch  employment,  would  be  rendered 
infupportable  by  diftemper  and  difquiet." 

To  this  cynical  relation  of  his  Travels,  Sterne  is  fnppofed  to  allude  in  the  following  paffage  of  hi* 
"  Sentimental  Journey,"  vol.  i.  p.  80.  "  The  learned  Smelfungus  travelled  from  Bologne  to  Paris 
— from  Paris  to  P.ome — and  fo  on — but  he  fet  out  with  the  fpleen  and  jaundice,  and  every  object; 
he  paffed  by  was  difcoloured  an  A  diflorttd. — He  wrote  an  account  of  them,  but  it  was  nothing  but 
Ian  account  of  his  miferable  feelings.— I  rnet  Smelfungus  in  the  grand  portico  of  the  Pantheon- 
he  was  juft  coming  out  of  it — "  It  is  nothing  but  a  huge  cock-pit."  faid  he, — "  I  wifh  you  had 
faid  nothing  worie  of  the  Venus  Mcuicis,"  replied  I, — for  in  paffing  through  Florence,  I  had  heard 
he  had  fallen  foul  upon  the  goddcf?,  ....  1  ufed  her  worfe  than  a  common  (trumpet,  without  the  Jcafk 
provocation  in  nature — I  popped  upon  Smelfungus  again  at  Turin,  in  his  return  home,  and  a  fad 
talc  cf  forrov,  ful  adventure*  he  had  to  tel),  wherein  he  fpoke  of  moving  accidents  by  flood  and  fieW, 
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and  of  the  cannibals  which  each  other  eat :  the  Anthropophagi — He  had  been'flayed  alive,  and  be 
deviled,  and  worfe  ufed  than  St.  Bartholomew  at  every  ftage  he  had  come  at—"  I'll  tell  it,"  faid 
Smelfungus,  "to  the  world."—"  You  had  better  tell  it,"  faid  I,  "  to  your  phyfician." 

When  he  returned  to  Britain,  his  health  being  ftill  in  a  declining  (late,  he  paid  a  vifit  to  Scot 
land,  his  native  country,  where  he  refided  a  Ihort  time.  Soon  after,  he  publifhed  The  Expedition  »f 
Humblry  Clinkr,  in  3  fols.  izmo.  1771,  a  work  which,  in  the  opinion  of  many,  is  fuperior  to  all 

-  his  other  performances.     It  has  all  the  fpirit  and  vigour  of  his  former  works,  and  is  evidently  the 
production  of  a  mind  enriched  and  mellowed  by  experience,  and  foftened,  but  not  foured  by  mif- 

•  fortune. 

With  a  view  once  more  to  try  the  effects  of  a  warmer  climate,  he  returned  to  Italy,  and  died 
fcear  Leghorn,  October  ai.  1771,  in  the  5 id  year  of  his  age. 

^  .  'After  his  death,  his  name  appeared  to  a  translation  of  'telemacfjust  in  a  vols.  I2mo.  1776.  His 
name  likewife  appears  to  a  tranflation-of  Gil  Bias,  in  4  vols.  nmo.;  and,  in  conjunction  with  Dr. 
Franklin,  to  a  tranilation  of  Poltaire's  Profi  Works ^  in  27  vols.  8vo.  1763  ;  but  little  of  it  was  done 
by  his  own  hand.  He  was  employed  during  the  laft  years  of  his  life,  in  preparing  a  new  edition 
of  the  Ancient  and  Modern  Univerfal  Hi/lory,  great  part  of  which  he  had  originally  written  himfeif, 
particularly  the  H'tjlory  of  France,  Italy,  and  Germany.  He  wrote  and  compiled,  befide?,  a  number 
of  works  for  the  bookfcllers,  to  which  his  name  does  not  appear. 

Of  che  domeitic  life  of  Smollett,  the  little  that  is  known  does  not  exhibit  a  picture  of  happinefs. 
He  married  a  lady  from  Jamaica,  by  whom  he  had  a  daughter  whom  he  tenderly  loved.  The 
death  of  this  daughter,  which  happened  a  fhort  time  before  he  went  abroad  in  1763,  made  an  im- 
preffion  on  his  mind  which  he  never  perfectly  recovered. 

To  add  to  the  regret  which  every  reader  of  fenfibiiity  muft  feel  at  the  untoward  circumflances 
which  attended  him  through  life,  his  widow  was  left  friendlefs  in  a  foreign  country.  To  relieve 
her  from  fome  temporary  diftrefs,  the  tragedy  of  "  Venice  Preferved"  was  performed  at  the 
theatre  royal,  Edinburgh,  March  3.  1784,  for  her  benefit,  and -the  money  remitted  to  Italy. 

On  this  occafion,  Houfton  Stewart  Nicholfon,  Efq.  appeared  in  the  part  of  Pierre  ;  and  the  fol 
lowing  prologue  was  fpoken  by  Mr.  Woods,  faid  to  be  written  by  Profeffor  Richardfon  of 
plafgow,  the  elegant  author  of  "  Poems  chiefly  Rural,"  and  other  ingenious  performances. 

Though  lettered  Rome,  and  polifh'd  Greece  could  boaft 

The  fplendid  table,  and  the  courteous  hod, — 

The  rites  to  ftrangers  due  ; — though  poets  fing 

This  mighty  warrior,  or  that  powerful  king, 

The  wand'rer's  friend — yet  Hill,  whate'er  is  told 

By  modern  poets,  or  by  bards  of  old, 

Is  rivall'd  here ; — for  here,  with  joy,  we  fee 

The  heart- felt  blifs  of  heav'nly  charity ! 

See  her,  with  rapture,  fpread  her  willing  hands, 

And  throw  her  bleffings  into  foreign  lands ; 

Dry  up  the  tear  fhe  never  faw  to  flow, 

And  eager  catch  the  diftant  figh  of  woe. 

In  vain  feas  (well,  and  mountains  rife  in  vain— 

A  widow's  groans  are  heard  acrofs  the  main  ; 

—A  widow  now  ! — Alas !  how  chang'd  the  day  I — « 

Once  the  NARCISSA  *  of  your  poet's  lay; 

Now,  fatal  change  !  (of  ev'ry  bliL  bereft, 

Nor  child,  nor  friend,  nor  kind  protector  left), 

Spreads  on  a  diftant  fhore  her  fcanty  board, 

And  humbly  takes, what  ftrangers  can  afford. 

Yet  link'd  to  you  by  ev'ry  tender  tie, 

To  you  fhe  lifts  the  long-dejected  eye, 

And  thus  fhe  fpeaks — "  Who  dar'd,  with  manly  rage, 

"  To  lafh.  the  vices  of  an  impious  agef  ? 

*c  Who  dar'd  to  feize  the  bold  hiftoric  pen, 

"  Paint  living  kings,  and  miniflers,  as  men  {  ?" 

*  Rerffiitious  name  in  Roderitk  Randem,  f  "  Advice  and  Reproof  "  a  Mire. 

\  The  Hi/tory  of  England* 
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*  Who  fung  fad  Scotia's  haplefs  fons  forlorn, 

*  Her  broken  peace,  her  freflieft  laurels  torn  *  ? 
«  Or  who,  on  oaten  reed,  by  Leven\  fide, 

"  Sung  the  fair  ftream,  and  hail'd  the  dimpling  tide  f  2 

««  Or  who  ?  —  fay  he,  for  fuch,  I'm  fure,  are  here, 

"  Whofe  honcfl  bofoms  never  yet  knew  fear  ; 

"  Sons  of  the  north,  who  ftem  corruption's  tide  f, 

"  Your  country's  honour,  and  your  nation's  pride— 

"  Lords  of  the  lion  Itart  and  eagle  eyey 

"  Who  heed  no  ftorm  that  howls  along  the  fey—  • 

"  Say  ye  —  whofe  lyre,  to  manly  numbers  ftrung, 

*'  The  glorious  blifs  of  Independence'  fung  §  ? 

"  Who  felt  that  pow'r,  and  ftill  ador'd  his  ftirine  ?— 

"  It  was  y«ur  SMOLLETT  !  Oh  !  he  once  was  mine  !" 

Tears  ftopp'd  her  utt'rance,  elfeihe  would  have  faid, 

"  Like  him  be  bold,  in  virtue  undifmay'd  ; 

"  Let  independence  all  your  acTioms  guide, 

•'  Your  fureft  patron,  and  your  nobleft  pride.'* 

Soon  after  his  death,  a  monument  was  erected  to  his  memory,  near  Leghorn,  with  the  following 
Infcription,  written  by  his  friend  Armftrong  : 

Hie  ofla  conduntuf 

TOBI.E  SMOLLETT,  Scsti; 

Qui,  profapia  generofa  et  antiqua  natus, 

Prifcae  yirtutis  exemplar  emicuit  ; 

Afpeclu  ingenuo, 

Corpore  valido, 

Peiftore  animofo, 

Indole  apprime  benigna, 

Et  fere  fupra  facilitates 


Ingenio  feraci,  faceto,  verfatili, 
Omnigena  fere  diilrinas  mire  capaci, 
Varia  fabularum  dulcedine 
Vitam  morefque  bominum, 
Ubertate  fumma  ludens,  depinxit. 
Adverfo,  interim,  nefas  !  tali  tanto<[ue  alumni^ 
Nifi  quo  fatyrae  opipare  fupplebat, 
Seculo  impio,  ignavo,  fatuo, 
Quo  mufa  vix  nifi  nothac 
Mecaenatulis  Britannicis 
Fovebantur. 
In  memoriam 

Optlmi  et  amabilis  omnino  viri, 
Permultis  amicis  defiderati, 

Hocce  marmor, 

Diledliffima  fimul  et  amamiflima  conjux 
L.  M. 
Sacravit. 

Tn  1774,  a  pillar  was  erected  to  his  memory  on  the  banks  of  the  Levcn,  by  hii  coufin  Jamet 
Smollett,  Efq.  of  Bonhill,  with  the  following  infcription  : 

Sifte  viator  ! 

Si  lepores  ingeniique  venam  benignam, 
Si  morum  callidiffimum  pi&orcm, 

Unquam  es  miratus, 

Immorare  paululum  memoriae 

SMOLLETT,  M.  D. 

Viri  virtutibus  hifce 

Quas  in  homine  et  civc 

"Et  laudes  et  imiteris, 


*   •<&,  1746,  faginning,  "  Mourn,  taffy  Caledonia^  mourn"  f   Ode  to  Leven  Water* 

\  Alluding  tt  the  offofttion  given  by  the  northern  counties  to  the  corruption" of  JiStit'nus  votes, 
§    Ods  tt  Independence* 
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Haud  mediocriter  ornati: 

Qui  in  literis  variis  verfatus,i 

Pollquam  felicitate  fibi  propria, 

'Sefe  pofteris  cotr.mendaverat, 

Morte  acerba  raptus 

Anno  xtatis  51 

Eheu !  quam  procul  a  patria  ? 

Prope  Liburni  portum  in  Italia, 

Jacet  fepultus. 
Tali  tantoque  riro,  patrueli  fuo, 

Cui  in  decurfu  Lampada 
Se  potius  tradidiffe  decuit, 

Hanc  Columnam, 
Amoris,  eheu  !  inane  monumentura, 

In  ipfis  Levinix  ripis, 

Quas  verficulis  fub  exitu  vitae  illuftratas, 

Primis  infans  vagitibus  perfonuit, 

Ponendam  curavit 
JACOBUS  SMOLLETT  dc  Bonhill. 
Abi  et  reminifcere, 
Hoc  quidem  honore, 
Non  modo  defunct  i  memoriae, 
Vcrum  eti'am  exemplo,  profpectum  efle ; 
Aliis-enim,  fi  modo  digni  fmt, 
Idem  eri-t  virtutis  prsemium  ! 

His  Plays  and  Poems  were  collected  and  publifaed  by  Tf  Evans,  in  one  vol.  Svo.  1784. 
cf  England  has  been  frequently  reprinted,,  in  II  vols.  8vo. ;  and  the  Continuation  as  a  fupplement  to 
Hume,  from  the  Revolution  to  the  death  of  George  II.  in  5  vols.  8vo.  1790.  The  editions  of  his  Nmls, 
particularly  Roderick  Random,  Peregrin:  Pickle,  and  Humphry  Clinker^  are  too  numerous  to  be  fpecificd. 
His  Mifctllaneous  W»rksy  confifliKg  of  hisplays^  poems,  and  novels,  except  The  Adventures  of  an  Attmt 
were  collected  by  Mr.  David  Ramfey,  the  judicious  and  well-informed  printer  of  "  The  Edinburgh 
Evening  Courant,"  in  6  vols.  8vo.  with  humorous  frontifpieces  by  Rowlandfon,  1790.  The  lateft 
editions  of  fome  of  his  works  have  undergone  confiderable  alterations.  His  Pums,  printed  fepa- 
rately,  or  inferted  in  his  novels,  and  The  \Rcfrifalt  are  now,  for  the  firft  time,  received  into  a 
collection  of  claffical  Englifh  poetry. 

The  character  of  Smollett  has  been  accurately  delineated  in  the  Epitaph  on  his  monument  near 
Leghorn,  and  the  Infcription  on  the  pillar  erected  to  his  memory  on  the  banks  of  the  Leven.     In 

the  dedication   of  Count  fathom  to  Dr. ,  he  has  drawn  his  own  character.     He  has  alfo 

introduced  his  own  character  in  Humphry  Clinker,  as  Mr.  Searle,  vol.  i.  p.  159,  where  he  has  an 
interview  with  Mr.  Bramble ;  and -his  manner  cf  living  is  defcribed  in  vol.  ii.  p.  ai4,  where  young 
Melford  is  fuppofed  to  dine  with  him  a:  his  houie  in^Cneifea.  In  hi*  perfon,  he  was  graceful  and 
handfome  ;  and  in  his  air  and  manner,  there  was  a  certain  dignity  which  commanded  refpect.  He 
poffefied  a  [loftinefs  and  elevation  of  •  fcntiment  and  character,  without  pride  or  haughtincfs; 
for  to  his  equals  and  inferiors,  he  was  ever  polite,  friendly,  and  generous.  In  the  practice  of  phy- 
fic,  for  want  of  fupplenefs,  he  never  ,was  eminent.  As  an  author,  he  was  not  fo  fucce£sfql  as  hia 
happy  genius  and  acknowledged  merit  certainly  deferveJ.  He  never  acquired  a  patron  among 
the  great,  who  by  his  favour  or  beneficence  relieved  him  from  the  neceffity  of  writing  for  a  fub- 
fiftence.  Bookfellers  may  be  faid  to  have  been  his  only  patrons,-  and  from  them  he  had  conftant 
employment  in  tranflating,  compiling,  and  reviewing.  No  doubt,  he  made  a  great  deal  of  money 
by  his  connections  with  bookfellers ;  and  had  he  been  a  rigid  economift,  and  endued  with  the  gift 
of  retention  (to  ufe  his  own  exprcfllon),  he  might  have  livecLand  died  very  independent.  But 
his  difficulties,  whatever  they  were,  proceeded  not  from  extravagance,  or  want  of  economy.  He 
was  hofpitable,but  not  oftentatioufiy  fo ;  and  his  table  was  plentiful,  but  not  extravagant.  An  ir 
ritable  and  impatient  temper  was  his  greateft  failing ;  but,  making  due  allowance  for  a  fpirit 
wounded  by  ingratitude,  and  irritated  by  the  malignant  lhafts  of-  civvy,  dulnefs,  and  profligacy,  it 
would"  tc  difficult  to  name  a  man  fo  refpectablc  for  the  Dualities  of  his  head,  or  amiable  for  ch« 
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virtues  of  his  heart. — >~As  an  hiftorian,  his  merit  is  well  known.  Confideringthe  time  and  circum- 
ftances  in  which  his  Hiftorv  of  England -was  written,  it  is  indeed  a  great  effort  of  genius  and  application. 
But  it  is  a  hafty  and  indigefted  performance ;  too  voluminous  for  an  abridgement,  and  too  irru 
perfect  for  an  hiftory.  His  partiality  for  the  Tory  party  is  manifeft  in  almoft  every  page;  and 
in  ftating  the  arguments  which  paffed  on  any  fubject,  he  generally  relates  thufa  only  which  were 
urged  on  one  fide  ;  which  unavoidably  creates  a  fufpicion  of  his  partiality.  His  reflections,  in 
many  inftances,  are  highly  exceptionable;  and  in  many  places  he  frems  to  be  inconfiftent  with  him- 
felf,  and  to  argue  againft  his  own  principles.  At  one  time  he  appears  the  fangure  friend  of  liberty, 
and  applauds  all  oppofition  againft  the  ftretches  of  prerogative  ;  and  yet,  at  another,  he  cenfures  the 
refentment  which  the  parliament  cxprefled  againft  fuch  encroachments.  In  his  account  of  the  me* 
thods  ufed  to  extinguifli  the  rebellion,  1745,  he  has  lavifhed  all  the  powers  of  the  pathos  in  laboured 
defcripi  ions  of  horror;  but  he  feems  more  folicitous  to  fay  what  is  brilliant  and  ftriking,  than  what 
is  juft  and  authentic.  In  defcribing  characters,  which  is  fuppofed  to  be  his  great  excellence,  he  ap 
pears  to  have  taken  fancy  rather  than  truth  for  his  guide.  His  character  of  Queen  Mary  is  inaccu 
rate  and  injurious;  and  that  of  King  William,  is,  in  many  refpects,  falfified  by  the  circumttances  of 
his  life.  The  great  excellence  of  his  work,  is  the  elegance  and  fpirit  of  the  ftyle,  which  is  in  gene 
ral  nervous,  clear,  fluent,  bold,  and  florid ;  and  the  reader  who  is  content  with  acquiring  only  a  ge 
neral  knowledge  of  our  hiftory,  cannot  be  more  agreeaWy  inftructed  ;  for  his  manner  of  writing  is 
fo  entertaining,  that  attention  feldom  fleeps  over  his  pages."  But  he  has  not  performed  the  duties  of 
an  hiftorical  writer  with  fufficient  care,  accuracy,  and  impartiality.  His  imagination  overpowers 
his  judgment ;  and  he  is  tempted  to  employ  his  powers  in  the  vain  glow  of  colouring,  and  is  more 
fludious  to  dazzle  the  imagination  with  a  gaudy  difplay  of  fplendid  ornaments,  than  to  engage  the 
imderftanding  by  juft  reafoning  and  folid  reflections. 

In  the  Continuation  from  1748  to  1765,  he  has  avoided  thofe  prejudices  and  partial  attachments 
which  render  the  Hifttry  liable  to  cenfure  ;  'but,  in  fome  inftances,  he  deviates  from  the  defign,  and 
ftoops  below  the  dignity  of  hiftorical  compofition.  In  his  reflections  on  public  meafures, 
he  difcovers  intelligence  and  acutenefs,  without  the  affectation  of  fagacity.  In  his  portraiture  of 
characters,  his  painting  i*  held,  glowing,  and  animated;  yet,  it  is  fometimes  neceflary  to  wri  fi 
the  name  over  the  picture.  The  ftyle  is  clear,  copious,  rich,  and  flowing  ;  but  it  is  now  and 
then  too  luxuriant  and  figurative.  Though  we  cannot  always  applaud  the  rectitude  of  his  judgment, 
or  the  precifion  of  his  ideas,  yet  we  feldom  fail  to  admire  his  vivacity  of  fentimtnt,  ^nd  peculiar, 
glow  of  exprcflion.  He  is  ever  moft  excellent  when  he  addrefTes  bimfelf  to  the  paflions.  It  does 
credit,  upon  the  whole,  to  his  abilities ;  but  had  he  compofed  it  with  lefs  rapidity,  it  would  have 
approached  much  nearer  to  the  perfection  of  hiftorical  compofition. 

As  a  writer  of  that  fpecies  of  modern  romance,  which  has  been  denominated  a  novel,  he  ha;  de- 
fcribed  the  lives  and  manners  of  men  with  great  exuberance  of  fancy,  and  infinite  humour  and  faga* 
city.  In  moft  of  his  novels,  but  particularly  Raddrjck  Random  and  Peregrine  Pickle,  he  has  drawn  many 
of  his  characters  from  real  life  ;  and  the  originals  of  Squire  Gaivly,  Strap,  Crab,  Morgan,  of  the  Do£l*rt 
Bolter,  Pallet,  &c.  were  in  his  own  time  known  and  pointed  out ;  but  (hort  as  the  time  is  fince  their 
publication,  they,  atprefent,  derive  no  advantage  from  thatfource,  and  owe  their  celebrity  to  their  io- 
trinflc  merit  alone. 

In  his  Ad-ventures  cf  Roderick  Random  he  is  peculiarly  happy  in  reprefenting  the  difficulties  to  which 
a  friendlefs  orphan  is  expofed,  from  his  o.wn  want  of  experience,  as  well  as  from  the  felfifhnefs,  envy, 
nialice,  and  bafe  indifference  of  mankind.  The  mean  fcenes  in  which  he  is  involved,  are  defcribed 
with  true  humour  ;  and  every  reader  finds  entertainment  in  viewing  thofe  parts  of  life  where  the 
manners  and  paflions  are  Undifguifed  by  affectation,  ceremony,  or  education.  The  whimfical  peculi 
arities  of  difpofuion,  appear  as  nature  has  implanted  them.  He  feems  to  have  enjoyed  a  peculiar 
felicity  in  defcribing  fea  characters.  His  Trunnion,  Hatchway,  and  Pifet,xrQ  highly  finifhed  originals; 
but  Lieutenant  Boivling  exceeds  them,  and  perhaps  equals  any  character  that  has  yet  been  painted  by 
the  happieft  genius  of  ancient  or  modern  times.  This  is,  indeed,  nature  itfelf ;  original,  unique,  and 
fai  generis.  As  well  as  the  ladder  of  promotion,  his  very  name  has  long  become  proverbial,  for  an 
ho'neft  blunt  feaman,  unacquainted  with  mankind  and  the  ways  of  the  world. 

The  Adventures  of  Peregrine  Pickle,  though  they  have  been  confidered  ap  'ow,  fcurrilous,  and  im- 
»oral,  relate,  in  language  by  turns  eafy,  elegant,  and  pathetic,  a  fueccfiion  of  events,  forming  a 
Vol.  X,  30 
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natural  and  well  drawn  picture  of  human  life ;  which  the  thoughtlefs  may  perufe  with  advantage, 
and  the  prudent,  with  emotions  of  triumph.  From  the  wild  unlucky  boy  feazing  his  aunt  and  the 
commodore,  and  heading  a  rebellion  at  fchool  ag&inft.  his  mafter,  we  trace  the  headftrong  youth, 
of  pride  unbroken,  and  unbridled  appetite,  plunging  into  folly,  vice,  and  diflipation,  wafting  his  fub- 
ftance,  ^injuring  the  woman  of  all  others  he  loved,  and,  at  laft  pining  in  prifon.  Roufed  by  the 
voice  of  friendfhip,  and  again  reftored  to  afHuence,  he  returns  with  a  ftern  reluctance,  founded 
on  a  fenfe  of  his  own  unworthinefs  and  vicious  imprudence,  to  fociety  and  love  ;  convinced  that, 
after  all  the  buftie  of  pleafure,  and  the  glitter  of  wealth,  real  happinefs  is  only  to  be  fouiKi  in 
moderate  enjoyment,  domeftic  tranquillity,  and  focial  virtue.  It  is  a  work  of  great  merit  and  in 
vention  in  the  compofition,  and  in  which  genuine  humour  and  profound  learning  are  fo  happily 
united,  as  to  make  it  difficult  to  determine  which  is  predominant;  particularly  in  the  description  of 
the  entertainment  given  by  the  Republican  DoSlor^  after  the  manner  of  the  ancients*  This  epifode  is  well 
managed,  and'rcplete  with  rich  ftrokes  of  humour  and  pointed  fatire  ;  which,  in  the  rancour  of  I  .ry- 
ifm,  he  directed  with  eagernefs  againft  his  Whig-opponent,  Akenfuie.  Yet,  in  this  and  other  parts 
of  Peregrine,  he  has,  with  fome  juftice,  been  thought  indelicate.  ,The  path  of  humour  is  pkja>ant 
and  inviting;  but  it  is  a  dangerous  one,  and  too  often  leads  us  aftray  into  the  by-roads  of  indelica 
cy,  as  well  as  ill  nature-  It  is  of  the  nature  of  all  humour,  to  be  fc-metimes  grofs  and  forncthms  in 
elegant.  In  this  refpect,  the  dialogue  between  Pipes  and  the  hedge-nymph  is  culpably  --bfcene, 
though  the  ftory  is  well  told,  and  the  character  well  imagined.  The  behaviour  of  Pickle  to  Horn- 
beck  is  alfo  highly  injuftifiable.  Yet,  with  thefe  and  other  fanlts,  the  prtfent  writer  canns^t  but  con- 
lider  it,  contrary  to  the  general  opinion,  as  equal  to  Roderick  Random ;  and,  a*  a  firit  <  ate  novel,  whofe 
merits  far  exceed  the  modern  puny  productions  of  frivolous  faihion  and  fickly  fcntiment,  which 
load  the  (helves  of  our  libraries,  and  teach  nonfenfe  and  iniquity  to  our  wives  and  daughters. 

Count  Fathom,  and  Sir  Launcelot  Greaves,  are  ftiil  in  the  lift  of  what  may  be  culled  reading  novels; 
but  there  is  no  injuftice  in  placing  them  in  a  rani;  below  Roderick  Random  and  Peregrine  Pickle.  Inven 
tion,  character,  compofition,  and  contrivance,  are  to  be  found  in  both  ;  but  fituations  are  defcribed, 
which  are  hardly  poflible,  and  characters  are  pair, ted,  which,  if  not  altogether  unexampled,  are  at 
Jeaft  incompatible  with  modern  manners,  and  which  ought  not  to  be,  as  the  fcenes  are  laid  iu  mo 
dern  times. 

In  his  Expedition  of  Humphry  Clinker,  which  confifts  of  a  feries  of  letters  written  by  different  per. 
fons  to  their  rcfpcftive  correfpondents,  he  has  carefully  avoided  the  faults  which  may  be  juftly 
charged  to  Count  athom  and  Sir  Launcelot  Greaves.  It  has  no  extravagant  characters,  nor  unnatural 
fituations ;  on  the  contrary,  an  admirable  knowledge  of  life  and  manners  is  difplayed,  and  moll  ufe- 
ful  leffonsare  given,  applicable  and  inttrefting,  to  very  common  fituations. 

Roderick  Random  Peregrine  Pickle,  and  Humphry  Clinker,  are  undoubtedly  efforts  of  genius  and 
fancy,  which  rival  the  productions  of  the  moral,  the  pathetic,  but  tirefome  Richardfon,  and  the: 
ingenious  but  diffufe  Fielding,  ..with  all  his  knowledge  of  the  human  heart.  1  hat  Fielding  re 
peatedly  difplays  a  thorough  acquaintance  with  nature,  and  that  p^fTages  may  be  pointed  out  in 
Richardfon,  which  do  equal  credit  to  the  goodnefs  of  his  heart,  and  the  depth  of  his  understand- 
ing,  cannot  be  denied  ;  yet,  after  perufing  the  wire-drawn  pages  of''  Grandifon"  and  *'  Clanffa,"  or 
the  common  place  introductory  difcuffionsand.difFufe  narrative  of  "  Tom  JYnes,"  "  Jofeph  Andrews," 
and  "  Amelia,"  we  never  quit  them  with  fuch  reluctance  as  we  feel  on  clofing  the  pages  of  Smollett, 
who,  without  introducing  fo  much  of  what  has  been  ..ailed  fine  writing,  pojEkffes  in  an  eminent 
degree  the  art  of  rcufing  our  feelings,  and  fixing  the  attention  of  his  readers. 

As  a  traveller,  he  was  petulant,  illiberal,  and  almoft  on  every  occafion  loft  his  temper;  but  fome 
cxcufe  is  to  be  made  for  a  frame  convulfed  by  the  pangs  of  difeafe,  a  fpirit  wounded  byvingratitude, 
and  a  life  embittered  by  difappointment  and  domeftic  calamity  Under  fuch  impreffions,  perhaps,  he 
ought  not  to  have  written  ;  but  where  is  the  mm  who  having  once  found  folace  in  a  purfuit,  will 
not  naturally  feek  for  comfort  and  confolation  in  the  fame  path  ? 

"  I  chiefly  confulted"  fays  Lord  Gardenftone  in  his  "  travelling  Memorandums."  "  Keyfler, 
Moore,  and  Smollett.  I  was  beft  pleafed  with  my  old  and  excellent  friend  SmoiK-tt.  Tcity  and. 
difcontcnted  as  he  is,  he  writes  with  perfpicuity.  His  obfervations  are  generally  fenfible,  and  even 
his  oddities  arc  entertaining.'*  3 
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As  a  dramatift,  his  genius  is  of  a  lefs  confiderable  character  than  might  be  expecled  from  his  un 
rivalled  talent  for  the  decription  of  life  and  manners.  He  was  in  pofleflion  of  humour  and  of  a  pecu 
liar  kind  of  fancy.  His  wit  had  every  character  of  fertile  inventivenefs  and  true  pleafantry.  He  was 
capable  of  delineating  the  individual  object  with  peculiar  happinefs.  But  he  beheld  his  powers  in  a 
light  which  deceived  him,  when  he  aimed  at  bringing  his  characters  into  the  bufinefs  of  the  flage, 
and. (Treating  a  dramatic  feries  of  events.  Nothing  can  be  more  undramatic  than  his  tragedy. 
Ht-'re  his  genius,  or  at  leaft  hit  judgment  failed  him.  In  his  comedy^  however,  written  profeffedly 
for  the  theatre,  he  evinces  dramatic  powers,  which,  if  he  had  pcrfcvered  in  writing  for  the  ftage, 
might  have  obtained  him  equal  diftin&ion  in  this  department  of  literature.  The  characters  of  the 
Irtjkman  and  the  Scotfiaan,  in  particular,  are  natural  and  entertaining.  Sir  John  Hawkins  mentions 
an  opera  called  Alcejle,  which  he  wrote  for  Mr.  Rich  in  1747 ;  but  it  has  never  been  performed  noc 
printed 

As  a  poet,  his  compofitions  are  fo  excellent  in  their  kind,  as  to  make  us  regret  that  they  are  not 
more  numerous  :  Lively,  humorous,  witty,  elegant,  tender,  pathetic,  and  fublime ;  happy  and 
fuccefsful  in  whatever  the  univerfality  of  his  genius  prompted  him  to  undertake ;  his  fpirit,  his 
fentiment,  his  language,  are  full'of  nature,  enthufiafm,  and  fimpliclty,  and  while  a  love  of  poetry 
remains  among  us,  muft  always  pleafe  the  reader  of  tafte  and  fenfibility.  The  poems  on  occasional 
fubjecls  are  marked  with  the  different  difpofitions  which  muft  have  prevailed  at  different  times  of 
his  life.  His  Advice  and  Reproo/bezr  teftimony  to  his  political  and  literary  prejudices,  but  they  abound 
in  manly  fentiments,  and  indignant  fatire,  expreffed  in  forcible  and  elegant  language.  His  elegantly- 
plaintive  Love-Elegy  is  pure  nature.  It  is  tender,  fentimental,  and  pathetic ;  and  the  happy  fim 
plicity  and  unaffe&ed  manner,  intereft  and  charm  the  reader  of  natural  tafle.  His  Tears  of  Scotland 
ought  not  to  be  mentioned  without  every  commendation.  It  difcovers  a  genius  equally  fitted  for 
the  pathetic  and  the  fublime.  Whatever  may  be  thought  of  the  fubje&,  it  unites  a  glow  of 
poetical  enthufiafm,  with  a  high  degree  of  that  eloquent  fimplicity,  whiih  appears  fo  eafy,  and 
which  is  yet  fo  difficult  to  imitate.  The  following  paffager  among  -many  others,  is  exquifhely^ 
«nder  and  beautiful. 

The  pious  mother  doom'd  to  death, 
Forfaken  wanders  o'er  the  heath ; 
The  bleak  wind  whittles  round  her  head. 
Her  helplefs  orphans  cry  for  bread  ; 
Bereft  of  fhelter,  food,  and  friend, 
She  views  the  fhades  of  night  defcend, 
And  ftretch'd  beneath  the  inclement  ikies, 
Weeps  o'er  her  tender  babes  and  dies.  ,     • 

HU  Ode  to  Leven  Water  difcovers  delicacy  of  fentiment,  joined  to  fimplicity  of  tafte.  Thd 
imaged  are  paftoral  and  pleafing,  and  the  verification  corred  and  harmonious.  He  celebrates  his 
native  ftream  with  all  the  elegant  fimplicity  of  an  Arcadian  fhepherd.  His  Odes  f»  Mirth  and  Sleep , 
are  not  of  the  higheft  kind,  but  they  have  enthufiafm,  and  fpirit,  and  propriety  of  verfification. 
His  Songs  are  fpirited,  ingenious,  and  witty;  a  few  are  elegant,  tender,  and  pathetic. 

His  Ode  to  Indeptndence^  the  greateft  effort  of  his  genius,  ranks  with  the  lyric  compofitions  o£ 
Dryden,  Akenfide,  Collins,  and  Gray.     It  is  written  throughout  in  the  true  fpirit  of  lyric  poetry. 
It  is  bold,  various,  ardent,  and  impetuous.     It  abounds  with  animated  fentiments,  glowing  imagesa 
and  nervous  and  energetic  expreffions.     The  introduction  is  poetical  and  abrupt. 
Thy  fpirit,  Independence,  let  me  fhare, 
Lord  of  the  lion  heart  and  eagle  eye  ; 
.Thy  fteps  I  follow  with  my  bofom  bare, 

Nor  heed  the  ftorm  that  howls  along  the  fky. 

The  picture  exhibited  in  thefe  lines  is  ftriking,  becaufe  the  circumfbnces  are  happily  chofca, 
briefly  and  diftinctly  delineated.  It  is  fublime,  becaufe  the  images  are  few,  and  in  themlelves  great 
and  magnificent.  The  li»n  btart  and  eagle  eye ,  fuggeft  an  idea  of  the  high  fpirit  and  cotim  mding 
afpecT:  of  J ' ndspendence ;  and  the  poet  fallowing  with  bofom  tarty  denotes  in  a  pidlurtlqne  manner  the 
eagernefs  and  enthufiafm  of  the  votary.  In  a  flrain  of  poetry  exceedingly  wild  and  romantic,  he 
rchcarie*  his  birth,  education,  and  qualities. 

Deep  in  the  frozen  regions  of  the  north, 
A  goddel's  violated  brought  thec  forth, 
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Immortal  Liberty^  whofe  look  fublime 
Hath  bleach'd  the  tyrant's  cheek  in  every  varying  clime  ! 

Liberty,  according  to  his  acceptation,  means  the'fecurity  of  our  lives  and  pofleflions,  and  freedom 
from  external  force.  Independence  denotes  that  internal  fenfe  and  confcioufnefs  of  freedom,  which 
beget  magnanimity,  fortitude,  and  that  becoming  pride,  which  leads  us  to  refpeft  ourfelvcs,  and  do 
nothing  unworthy  of  our  condition.  Liberty  therefore  is,  with  perfect  propriety,  faid  to  be  the 
mother  of  Independence,  and  DifJain  his  father. — Difdain  anting  from,  indignation  againfl  an  oppreflbr, 
and  triumph  on  having  proftrated  or  cfcaped  his  malice.  This  ftcrn  perforage  is  ftrongly  cha- 
ra&erifed  in  the  following  defcription  : 

Of  ample  front,  the  portly  chief  appear'd, 
The  hunted  bear  fupplied  a  fhaggy  veft, 
The  drifted  fnow  hung  on  his  yellow  beard, 

And  his  broad  moulders  braved  the  furious  blaft. 

Men  may  enjoy  liberty  without  independence  ;  they  may  be  fecure  in  their  perfons  and  poflef- 
fions,  without  feeling  any  uncommon  elevation  of  mind,  or  any  fenfe  of  their  freedom.  But,  if 
their  liberty  is  attacked,  they  are  alarmed;  they  feel  the  value  of  their  condition  ;  they  are  moved 
with  indignation  againft  their  oppreflbrs ;  they  exert  themfelves,  and,  if  they  are  fuccefsful,  or 
efcape  the  danger  that  threatened  them,  they  triumph  ;  they  reflect  on  the  happinefs  and  dignity  con 
ferred  by  freedom;  they  applaud  themfelves  for  their  exertions ;  become  magnanimous  and  indepen 
dent.  There  is,  therefore,  no  lefs  propriety  in  deducing  the  origin  of  Independence  from  Difdain  and 
Liberty^  than  fixing  the  era  of  her  birth.  Our  Saxon  anceftors,  free,  fimple,  and  inoffenfive,  were 
attacked,  efcaped-  the  violence  of  their  adverfary,  reflected  on  the  felicity  of  their  condition,  and 
learned  independence. 

The  education  of  Independence,  and  the  fcene  of  his  nativity,  are  fuited  to  his  illuftrious  line 
age,  and  to  the  high  achievements  for  which  he  was  deftined. 

The  light  he  faw  in  Albion's  hippy  plains, 

Where,  under  covert  of  a  flowering  thorn, 
While  Philomel  renewed  her  warbled  ftrains, 

The  aufpicious  fruit  of  ftol'n  embrace  was  born— - 
The  mountain  dryads  feized  with  joy 

The  fmiling  in£ant  to  their  charge  confign'd; 
The  Doric  mufe  carefled  the  favourite  boy ; 
The  hermit  Wifdom  fior'd  his  opening  mind. 

The  imagery  in  thefe  lines  is  foft  and  agreeable,  the  language  fmooth,  and  the  verfification  haft- 
tnonious. 

-In  the  fecond  antiftrophe,  he  celebrates  his  heroic  and  beneficent  actions,  and  returns,  at  the  end 
of  the  third  ftrophe,  to  acknowledge,  with  gratitude,  the  power  of  Independence,  in  preferving  him 
untainted  by  the  debafing  influences  of  grandeur,  and  the  admiration  of  vain  magnificence.  Confer, 
ous  of  the  dignity  annexed  to  an  independent  ftate  of  mind,  he  inveighs  againft  thefe  minions  ef  For 
tune,  who  would  impofc  upon  mankind  by  the  oflentation  of  wealth,  and  the  parade  of  pageantry, 
In  fortune's  car  behold  that  minion  ride, 

With  either  India's  glittering  fpoils  oppreft  : 
So  moves  the  fumpter-mule  in  narnefs'd  pride, 

That  bears  the  treafure  which  he  cannot  tafte. 
For  him  let  venal  bards  difgrace  the  bay, 

And  hireling  minftrds  wake  the  tinkling  firing; 
Her  fenfual  fnares  let  faithlefs  pleafure  lay  ; 

And  ail  her  jingling  bells  fantaftic  folly  ring  ; 
^  Difquiet,  doubt,  and  dread,  (hall  intervene  ; 

And  nature,  ftill  to  a!l  her  feelings  juft, 
In  vengeance  hang  a  damp  on  every  fcene. 

Shook  from  the  baleiul  pinions  ot  difguft. 

Thefe  lines,  embelliftied  by  fancy,  and  recommended  to  the  heart  by  harmony,  are  the  inveclive 
of  truth  and  honeft  indignation. 

The  laft  antiftrophe  has  an  air  of  foftnef?,  benignity,  and  wildnefs,  that  leaves  a.  very  pleafing  ef- 
Fed  on  the  mind  of  the  reader,  animated  with  fentimeats  of  public  virtue,  glowing  with  felf-appro- 
bation,  and  fired  with  all  the  ardour  and  emhufiafni  of  the  poet. 


THE  WORKS  OF  SMOLLETT. 

ADVICE,    AND  REPROOF: 

TWO  SATIRES. 

«s 

FIRST   PUBLISHED  IN  THE   YEAR   1746  AND   I/47« 


•Sed  podice  levi 


Cseduntur  tumidse  medico  ridente  Marifcae. 

O  Proceres !  cenfore  opus  eft  an  harufpice  nobis  ? 

JUVENAL. 

nam  quis 

Feccandi  finem  pofuit  libi  ?  quando  recepit 
£je£um  femel  attrita  dc  fronte  ruborem  ? 

Ibid, 


ADVICE:  A  SATIRE. 


FOET,    FRIEND. 


ENOUGH,  enough;  all  this  we  knew  before ; 
'Tis  infamous,  I  grant  it,  to  be  poor  : 
And  who  fo  much  to  fenfe  and  glory  loft, 
Will  hug  the  curfe  that  not  one  joy  can  boafl.  ! 
From  the  pale  hag,  O  !  could  I  once  break  loofe  ; 
Divorc'd,  all  hell  fhould  not  re-tie  the  noofe  ! 

Not  with  more  care  fhall  hi avoid  his  wife, 

Not  Cope  fly  fvvifter,  lafhing  for  his  life  ; 
Than  I  to  leave  the  meagre  fiend  behind. 

Friend. 

Exert  your^  talents;  nature,  ever  kind,  10 

Enough  for  happinefs,  beftows  on  all ; 
'Tis  floth  or  pride  that  finds  her  gifts  too  fmall— >• 

Why  fleeps  the  mufe  ! is  there  no  room  for 

praife, 

When  fuch  bright  conftellations  blaze  ? 
When  fage  Newcaftle,  abftinendy  great, 
Negleds  his  food  to  cater  for  the  ftate  ; 


Ver.  8.  A  general  famous  for  an  expeditious 
retreat,  though  not  quite  fo  deliberate  as  that  of 
the  ten  thoufand  Greeks  from  Ptrfia ;  having  un 
fortunately  forgot  to  bring  his  army  along  with 
him. 

Ver.   15.   Alluding  to  the  philofophkal   con 
tempt  which  this  great  perfonage  riianifelUd  for 
ljue  feqfual  delights  of  the  iloaiach, 
I 


And  Grafton,  tow'ring  Atlas  of  the  throne, 

So  well  rewards  a  genius  like  his  own  : 

Granville  and  Bath  illuftrious,  need  I  name 

For  fober  dignity  and  fpotlcfs  fame ;  20 

Or  Pitt  th'  unfhaken  Abdiel  yet  unfung : 

Thy  candour,  Chomdly  !  and  thy  truth  O  Younge ! 

Poet. 

Th'  advice  is  good;  the  queftion  only,  whether 
Thefe  names  and  virtues  ever  dwelt  together  ? 
But  what  of   that  ?    the   more    the   bard   (hall 

claim, 

Who  can  create  as  well  as  cherifh,  fame. 
But  one  thing  more, — how  loud  muft  I  repeat, 
To  roufe  th'  engag'd  attention  of  the  greatt; 


Ver.  17.  This  noble  peer,  remarkable  for  fub- 
limity  of  parts,  by  virtue  of  his  office,  Lord  Cham 
berlain,  conferred  the  laureat  on  Colley  Gibber, 
tfp.  a  dek&abie,  bard,  whofe  character  has  al 
ready  employed,  together  with  his  own,  the  greaN 
eft  pens  of  the  age. 

Ver.  19.  Two  noblemen  fatiious  in  their  day, 
for  nothing  more  than  their  fortitude  in  bearing 
the  fcorn  and  reproach  of  their  country. 

Ver.  21.  Abdiel  according  to  Milton,  was  the 
only  feraph  that  preferved  his  integrity  in  the 
midft  of  corruption — 

Among  the  innumerable  falfe,  unmov'd, 
Unfhaken,  unfeduced,  unterrify'd — 
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Amus'd,  perhaps,  with  C 's  prolific  bum, 

Or  rapt  amidft  the  tranfports  of  a  drum;  30 

Whi'e  the  grim  porter  watches  ev'ry  door, 
Stern  foe  to  tradefmen,  poets,  and  the  po^r. 
Th*  Hefperian  dragon  not  more  fierce  and  fell ; 
Nor'the  gaunt  growling  janitor  of  hell. 
Ev'n  Attiais,  fo  wills  the  voice  of  fate) 
Enfhrines  in  clouded  majefty,  his  ftate  ; 
Nor  to  th'  adoring  crowd  vouchsafes  regard, 
Though  priefts  adore,  and  ev'ry  prieft  a  bard. 
Shall  I  then  follow  with  the  venal  tribe, 
And  on  the  rhrefhold  the  bafe  mongrel  bribe?  40 
Bribe  him,  to  feaft  my  mute  imploring  eye, 
With  fome  pioud  lord,  who  fmiles  a  gracious  lie  ! 
A  lie  to  captivate  my  heedlefs  youth, 
Degrade  my  talents,  and  debauch  my  truth  ; 
While  fool'd  with  hope,  revolves  my  joylefs  day, 
And  friends,  and  fame,  and  fortune  fleet  away ; 
Till  fcandal,  indigence,  and  fcorn,  my  lot, 
The  dreary  jail  entombs  me,  where  I  rot ! 
Is  there,  ye  varnifh'd  ruffians  of  the  fiate  ! 
J^ot  one,  among  the  millions  whom  ye  cheat,   50 
Who  while  he  totters  on  the  brink  of  woe, 
Dares,  ere  he  falls,  attempt  th'  avenging  blow  ! 
A  fteady  blow  !  his  languid  foul  to  feaib; 
And  rid  his  country  of  one  curfc  at  lead ! 

Friend. 
What !  turn  affaffm  ? 

Port. 

Let  th'  affaflin  bleed  : 
^Ty  fearlefs  verfe  (hall  juftify  the  deed. 
*Tis  he,  who  lures  th'  unpra&is'd  mind  aflray, 
Then  leaves  the  wretch  to  mifery,  a  prey  ; 
Perverts  the  race  of  virtue  jufi  begun, 
And  ftabs  the  public  in  her  ruin'd  fon.  60 

Friend. 

Heav'n?  how  you  rail !    the  man's  ccnfum'd  by 

fpite ! 

If  Lockman's  fate  attends  you,  when  you  write  ; 
Let  prudence  more  propitious  arts  inlt.Jre  ! 
The  lower  fUll  you  crawl  you'll  climb  the  higher. 
Go  then,  with  ev'ry  lupple  virtue  florVl, 
And  thrive,  the  favour'd  valet  of  my  lord. 


Ver.  19.  This  alludes  to  a  phenomenon,  not 
more  ft  range  than  true.  The  perfon  here  meant, 
having  actually  laid  upwards  of  forty  eggp,  as  fe- 
veral  phyficians  and  fellows  of  the  Royal  Society 
can  atteft  ;  one  of  whom,  we  hear,  has  undertaken 
the  ircubation,  and  will,  no  dcubt,  favour  the 
•world  with  an  account  of  his  fucct.fs.  Some  vir- 
tucil  Affirm,  that  fuch  productions  mull  be  the 
effect  of  a  certain  intercourfe  of  organs  not  fit  to 
be  named. 

Ver.  30.  This  is  a  riotous  affembly  of  fafhion- 
able  people,  6f  both  ft-xes,  at  a  private  houle,  con- 
fifting  of  fome  hundreds;  not  unaptly  ftyled  a 
drum,  from  the  noife  and  emptinefs  of  the  enter 
tainment.  There  are  alfo  drum-major,  routj  tern-  j 
peft  and  hurricane,  differing  only  in  degrees  of 
multitude  and  uproar,  as  the  fignificant  name  of 
each  declares. 

Ver.  63.  To  be  little  read,  and  lefs  approved. 


Is  that  denied  ?  a  boon  more  humble  crave  ; 
And  minifter  to  him  who  ferves  a  flave  : 
Be  fare  you  faften  on  promotion's  fcale  ; 
Ev:n  if  you  feize  fome  footman  by  the  tail :      7® 
Th'  afcent  is  er.fy,  and  the  profpcct  clear, 
From  the  fmirch'd  Icullion  to  th'  cmbroider'd  peer. 
Th'  ambitious  drudge  preferr'd,  poflillion  rides, 
Advanc'd  again,  the  chair  benighted  guides; 
Here  doom'd,  if  nature  fining  his  fmewy  frame, 
The  flave  (perhaps)  of  fome  infatiate  dame ; 
But  if  exempted  from  th'  Herculean  toil, 
A  fairer  field  awaits  him,  rich  with  fpoil ; 
There  ft  all   he  fhine,   with   ming'lieg   honours 
bright, 

His  matter's  pathic,  pimp,  and  parafite;  8o> 

Then  ftrut  a  capta>n,  if  his  wifh  be  war, 

And  grafp  in  hope,  a  truncheon  and  a  flar : 

Or  if  the  fweets  of  peace  his  foul  allure, 

Bafk  at  his  cafe  in  fome  warm  finecure  ; 

His  fate  in  confu!,  clerk,  or  agent,  vary, 

Or  crpfs  the  feas,  an  envoy's  fecretary  ; 

Ccmpos'd  of  faifehood,  ignorance,  and  pride, 

A  proflrate  fycophant  fhall  rife  a  L — d  : 

And  won  from  kennels  to  th'  impure  embrace, 

Accompliih'd  Warran  triumph  o'er  difgrace,     90 

Poet.    . 

Eferrrl  infamy  his  name  furround, 
Who  planted  firil  that  vice  on  Briti(h  ground! 
A  vice  that  fyite  of  fenfe  and  nature  reigns, 
And  poifons  genial  love,  and  manhood  ftair.s ! 
Pollio !  the  pride  of  fcicnce  and  its  fhame, 
The  mufe  weeps  o'er  thee,  while  fhe  brands  thy 

name  ! 

Abhorrent  views  that  proftituted  groom, 
Th'  indecent  grotto  and  polluted  doom  ! 
There  only  may  the  fpurious  pafiion  glow, 
Where  not  one  laurel  ducks  the  caitiff's  brow,  ICO 
Obfcene  with  crimes  avow'd,  of  every  dye, 
Corruption,  lull,  oppreliion,  perjury  : 
Let  Chardin  with  a  chaplet  round  his  head, 
The  tafte  of  M-aro  and  Anacreon  plead, 
"  Sir,   Flaccus  knew  to  live  as  well  as  write, 
"  And  kept,  like  me,  two  boys  array 'd  in  white.'* 
Worthy  to  feel  that  appetence  of  fame 
Which- rivals  Horace  only  in  his  fhame! 
Let  Ifis  wail  in  murmurs,  as  fhe  runs, 
Her  tempting  fathers  and  her  yielding  fcns;   IIO 


Ver.  88.  This  child  of  dirt  (to  uf^  a  great  au 
thor's  cxprefiion)  without  any  other  quality  than 
grovelling  adulation,  has  arrived  at  the  power  of 
ir.iulting  his  betters  every  day. 

Ver.  90...  Another  fon  of  fortune,  who  owes  his 
prefent  affluence  to  the  moft  infamous  qualifica 
tions;  commonly  called  Brufh  Warren,  from  hav 
ing  been  a  fhoe-black  ;  it  is  faid  he  was  kept  by 
both  fcxes  at  one  time. 

103.  This  genial  knight  wore  at  his  owrj  ban 
quet  a  garland  of  flowers,  in  imitation  of  the  an 
cients  ;  and  kept  two  r<*fy  boys  robed  in  white, 
for  the  entertainment  of  his  g-uefls. 

Ver.  109.  In  allufion  to  the  unnatural  orgies 
faid  to  be  folemnized  on' the  banks  of  this  river  \ 
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While  du'lnefs  fcreens  the  failings  of  the  church, 
Nor  leave*  one  flu'ine  Rab'.i  in  t;     lurch  : 
Far  other  raptures  let  the  bread  conr.-un, 
Where  heav'n-born  tafte  and  emulation  reign. 

Friend. 

Shall  not  a  thoufand  virtues,  th^n,  atone 
In  thy  ftricl  cenfure  for  the  breath  of  one? 
If  Bubo  keeps  a  catamite  or  whore, 
His  boimty  feeds  the  beggar  a-  his  door  : 
And  though  no  mortal  credits  Curio's  word, 
A  fcore  of  lacquie-s  fattrn  at  his  board  :  ISO 

To  Chriftian  meeknefs  facrificc  thy  fpleen, 
And  ftrive  thy  neighbour's  weaknefies  to  fcreen. 

Poet, 

Scorn'd  be  the  bard,  and  whither'd  all  his  fame, 
Who  wounds  a  brother  weeping;  o'er  his  fhame  ! 
Bur  if  an  impious  wretch  with  frantic  pride, 
Throws  honour,  truth,  ar.d  decency  afide 
If  nor  by  reafon  aw'd,  nor  check'd  by  fears, 
He  counts  his  glories  from  the  {>:r:-s  ;  e  benrs; 
Th'  tndignant  mufe  to  virtue's  aid  fhall  rile, 
And  fix  the  brand  of  infamy  on  vice.  130 

What  if  arous'd  at  his  imperious  call, 
An  hundred  footfteps  echo  through  his  hall; 
An  i  on  high  columns  rear'd  1  is  lofty  dome 
Proclaims  th'  united  art  of  Greece  and  Pvome  : 
What  though  whole  hecatombs  his"  crew  regale, 
And  each  dependant  flumbers  o'er  his  ale  ;     [pail, 
While  the  remains  through   mouth«  unnumber'd 
Indulge  the  beggar  and  the  d-igs  at  laft  : 
Say,  friend,  is  it  benevolence  of  foul, 
Or  porhp'oup  vanity,  thar  prompt?  the  whole  ?  140 
Tht/fe  ions  of  flo*li  who  by  profufion  thrive, 
His  pride  inveigled  from  the  public  hive  : 
And  nun. hers  pine  in  folitary  woe, 
Who  f;irmfh'd  out  thi*  phantafy  of  (how. 
When  Client  mifery  affail'd  his  eyes-, 
Did  e'er  his  throbbing  bcf  >m  fympathize  ? 
Or  his  e-irenfive  charity  pervade 
To  thofe  who  languifli  in  the  barren  (hade. 
Where  oft  by  want  and  modefty  fuppn  fs'd, 
The  bootlefs  talent  warms  the  lonely  bread  ?    150 
No     j>errify'd  by  dullnefb  and  dif'lain, 
Bcy.nd  the  feeling  <>f  another's  pain, 
The  rear  of  j;ity  ne'er  bedew'd  his  eye, 
Nor  his  lewd  bofom  felt  the  focial  figh  ! 

FrimJ. 

Alike  to  thce  his  vir-ue  or  his  vice, 
If  his  hand  lib'ral    owns  thy  merit's  price. 

Poet. 

Sooner,  in  hopelefs  anguifli  would  I  mourn, 
Than  owe  my  fortune  to  the  man  1  fcorn  ! — 
What  new  reiburce  ? 


particularly  at  one  place    where  a  much  greater 
fan6r.ity.of  morals  and  tafte  might  be  expeded. 

•  Vt-r.  ill.  This  is  a  decent  and  parental  office 
in  which  dullnefs  is  employed  ;  namely,  to  concea 
the  failings  of  her  chiiJren  ;  and  exactly  conform 
able  to  that  inftance  of  filial  piety,  which  we  meet 
\vith  in  the  fon  of  Noah,  who  went  backward,  to 
cover  the  nakednefs  of  his  father,  when  he  lay  ex- 
poled,  from  the  IccfTo  ar-d  uifuks  of  a  malicious 
world. 


A  thoufand  yet  remain   159 

That  bloom  with  honours,  or  that  teem  wkh  pain  : 
Thcfe  arts, — are  they  beneath — beyond  thy  care  ? 
Devote  thy  ftudies  t«'  th'  aufpicious  fair: 
Of  truth  divefted,  kt  thy  tQngue  fu;>ply 
The  hinted  {lander,  and  the  whifper'd  lie ; 
All  merit  mock,  all  qualities  deprefs, 
Save  thofe  that  grace  th'  excelling  patronefs; 
Trophies  to  her  on  others  follies  raife, 
And  heard  with  j  y.  by  defamation  praife  : 
To  this  collect  each  faculty  of  face, 
And  ev'ry  ft  at  perform  of  fly  grimace  ;  170 

Let  the  grave  fneer  farcafHc  fpeak  thee  (hrewd, 
I  he  fmu'ty  j.'-ke  cidtculoufly  lewd; 
And  the  loud  laugh  through  all  its  changes  rung, 
Applaud  th'  ahoitive  fallies  of  her  tongue  : 

! -iiil'd  a  member  in  the  facred  lift, 
So  n  {halt  thou  fharp  in  company  at  wrhift ; 
Her  midnight  riies  and  revels  regulate, 
Prieil  cf  her  love,  and  demon  of  her  hate. 

Pcct. 

But  fay,  what  recompence  for  all  this  wafte 
Of  honour,  truth,  attention,  time,  and  tafte  ?   l8o 
To  (hine  confefs'd,  her  zatiy  and  her  tool, 
And  fall  by  what  I  rofe.  low  ridicule  ? 
Again  {hail  Handell  raife  her  laurell'd  brow, 
Again  (hall  harmony  with  rapture  glow! 
The  fpells  diffoive,  the  combination  breaks 
And  Puoch  no  longer  Frafi's  rival  fqaeaks. 
Lo.  Ruflei  fails  a  facrifke  to  whim, 
Arid  ftartsamaz'd  in  Newgate  from  his  dream  : 
With  trembling  hands  implores  their  promi^'d  aid; 
And  fees  their  favour  like  a  vifion  fade  !  190 

Is  this,  ye  faithlefs  fyrens  ! — -this  the  joy 
To  \v!'ich  your  fmiles  th'  unwary  wretch  decoy  I 
Naked  and  {hackled,  on  the  pa-vement  prone, 
His  mangled  fleih  devouring  from  the  bone ; 


Ver.  177.  Thcfe  are  myfteries  performed,  like 
thofe  of  the  Dea  Bona,  by  females  only ;  confe- 
q-ent'y  it  cannot  be  expeded  that  we  fhould  here 
explain  them :  we  have,  notwithstanding  found 
means  to  learn  fome  anecdotes  concerning  them, 
which  we  {hall  refcrvt  for  another  opportunity. 

Ver.  187  A  famous  mimic  and  finger.  The 
perfon  here  meant,  by  the  qualifications  above  de- 
fcribed,,had  infmuated  himfrlf  into  the  coi;fidence 
of  certain  ladies  of  quality,  v  ho  engaged  him  to 
fet  up  a  puppf-fhow,-  in  opposition  to  the  orato 
rios  of  riandel,  againft  whom  they  were  unrea- 
fonably  prejudiced.  But  the  town  not  fecondiag 
the  capricious  undertaking,  they,  deferted  their 
manager,  whom  they  had  promifed  to  fupport,  and 
let  him  fink  under  the  expence  they  had  entailed 
upon  him  :  he  was  accordingly  thrown  into  pri- 
fon,  where  his  difappointment  got  the  better  of 
his  reafon,  and  he  remained  in  all  the  ecftafy  of 
defpair  ;  till  at  laft,  his  generous  patronefies  after 
much  folicitation,  were  prevailed  upon  to  collect 
five  pounds,  on  the  payment  of  which  he  was  ad 
mitted  into  Bedlam,  where  he  continued  btrti;.  of 
his  underfhndiug,  and  died  in  the  utflioft  BU- 
ierv. 
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Rage  in  his  heart,  diffraction  in  his  eye  ! 

Behold,  inhuman  hags  !  your  minion  lie  ! 

Behold  his  gay  career  to  ruin  run, 

By  you  feduc'd,  abandoned  and  undone  ! 

Ruther  in  garret  pent,  fecure  from  harm, 

My  mufe  with  murders  {hall  the  town  alarm  ;  aoo 

Or  plunge  in  politics  with  patriot  zeal, 

And  iharl  like  Guthrie  for  the  public  weal, 

Than  crawl  an  infect  in  a  beldame's  power, 

And  dread  the  crufh  of  caprice  ev'ry  hour  ! 

Friend. 

*Tis  well  ;  —  enjoy  that  petulance  of  ftyle, 
And,  like  the  envious  adder,  lick  the  'file  : 
What  though  fuccefs  will  not  attend  on  all  ! 
Who  bravely  dares,  muft  fometimes  rifle  a  fall. 
Behold  the  bounteous  beard  of  fortune  fpread; 
Each  weaknefs,  vice  and  folly  yields  thee  bread  ; 
Would'ft  thou  with  prudent  condefcenfion  flrive 
On  the  long-fettled  terms  of  life  to  thrive. 

Poet. 

What  !  join  the  crew  that  pilfer  one  another, 
Betray  my  friend,  and  perfecute  my  brother  : 
Turn  -uftirer,  o'er  cent  per  cent,  to  brood,  22O 

Or  quack,  to  feed  like  fitas  on  human  blood  ? 

Friend. 

Or  if  thy  foul  can  brook  the  gilded  curfe, 
Son\e  changeling  heirefs  (leal  — 
JPoet. 

Why  not  a  purfe  ? 
Two  things  I  dread,  my  conference  and  the  law. 

Friend. 

How  ?  dread  a  mumbling  b?ar  without  a  claw  ? 
Nor  this,  nor  that,  is  (landard  right  or  wrong-, 
Till  minted  by  the  mercenary  tongue; 
And  what  is  conicience  but  a  fiend  of  itrife, 
That  chills  the  joys,  and  damps  the  fcenes  of  life  ? 
The  wayward  child  of  vanity  and  fear,  330 

The'pecvifh  dam  of  poverty  and  care; 
IJnnumber'd  woes  engender  in  the  bread 
That  entertaans  the  rude,  ungrateful  gueit. 

Poet. 

Hiil,  facred  pow'r  !  my  glory  and  my  guide  ! 
fair  fource  of  mental  peace,  whate'er  betide; 
Safe  in  thy  fheiter,  let  difafter  roll 
Eternal  hurricanes  around  my  foul  ; 
My  f«ul  ftrene  amidft  the  florins  fhall  reign, 
And  fn;ile  to  fee  their  fury  burfl  in  vain  1 


Too  eoy  to  flatter,  and  too  proud  to  ferve,      340 
Thine  be  the  jcykfa  dignity  to  ilarve. 

Poet. 

No  ;—  thanks  to  difcord,  war  fhall  be  my  friend  ; 
And  moral  rage,  hero.'c  courage  lend 
To  pierce  the  gleaming  fquacron  of  the  foe,     ' 
And  win  renown  by  ionic  diitin^uifh'd  blow. 


Ver  199.  Thefe  are  the  dreams  and  fictions  of 
Grub-ilrtet,  v,  ith  v. Inch  the  good  people  of  this 
metropolis  are  daily  uiarnicd  am!  enrerrained. 

Ver.  206.  This  allude.-,  to  the  fable  of  the  viper 
and  iile,  applicable  to  all  the  uj:fuccef3fiil  efforts 
of  malice  and  envy. 

Ver.  240.   Thin,  furely,  occafioned  Churchill's 
*'  Too  proud  to  flatter,  too  iiwcere  to  lie," 


Friend* 

Renown  !  ay,  do — unkennel  the  whole  pack 

Of  military  cowards  on  thy  back. 

What  difference,  fay,  'twixt  him  who    bravely 

flood, 

And  him  who  fought  the  bofom  of  the  wocd  ? 
Envcnom'd  calumny  the  firft  mall  brand,         25$ 
The  lall  enjoy  a  ribbon  and  command. 

Pod. 

If  fuch  be  life,  its  wretches  I  deplore, 
And  long  to  quit  th'  unhofpitable  fhore. 


REPROOF: 

A  SATIRE.  ' 

POET,    FRIEND. 
Poet. 

HOWE'ER  I  turn,  or  wherefo'er  I  tread, 

This  giddy  world  Hill  rattles  round  my  head  ! 

I  pant  for  filence  ev'n  in  this  retreat — 

Good  Heav'n  !  what  demon  thunders  at  the  gate  ? 

Friend. 

In  vain  you  drive  in  this  fequefter'd  nook, 
To  fhroud/you  from  an  injur'd  friend's  rebuke. 

Poet. 

An  injur'd  friend  !  who  challenges  the  name  ? 
If  you,  what  title  justifies  the  claim  ? 
Did  e'er  your  heart  o'er  my  affliction  grieve, 
Your  int'reit  prop  me,  or  your  praife  relieve  ?  IO 
Or  could  my  wants  my  foul  fo  far  fubdue, 
That  in  diftrefs  (he  crawl'd  for  aid  to  you  ? 
But  let  us  grant  th'  indulgence  e'er  fo  ftrong; 
Difplay  without  referve  th'  imagin'd  wrong  : 
Among  your  kindred  have  I  kindled  flrtfe, 
DefiowVd  your  daughter,  or  dtbauch'd  your  wife; 
Traduc'd  your  credit,  bubbled  you  at  game; 
Or  foil'd  with  infamous  reproach  your  name  ? 

"Friend. 

No  ;  but  your  cynic  vanity  (you'll  own) 
Expos'd  by  private  council  to  the  town. 

Poet. 

Such  fair  advice  'twere  pity  fure  to  lofe ; 
I  grant  I  printed  it  for  public  ufe. 

Friend. 

Yes,  feafon'd  with  your  own  remarks  between, 
Infiam'd  with  fo  much  virulence  of  fplecn, 
That  the  mild  town  (to  give  the  dev'l  his  due) 
Afcrib'd  the  whole  performance  to  a  Jew. 

Poet. 

Jews,  Turks,  or  Pagans,  hallowed  he  the  mouth 
That  teems  with  moral  zeal  and  ehur.tlefs  truth  ! 
Pi«)Vc  that  my  partial  {train  adopts  one  lie, 
No  penitent  more  mortify'd  than  I; 
Not  ev'n  the  wretch  in  fhackles,doomM  to  groan 
Beneath  th'  inhuman  feoffs  of  Williamfon. 


Ver.  248,  249-  This  laft  line  relates  to  the  be 
haviour  of  a  general  on  a  certain  occafjcn,  who 
difcovered  an  extreme  paffion  for  the  cool  fhado 
during  the  heat  of  the  day  :  the  Hanoverian  ge- 
r.eral,°in  the  battle  of  Dettingen. 

Ver.  32.  Governor  of  the  Tower. 


POEM 


rtend. 


Hold — let  us  fee  this  boafted  felf-denial — 

The  vanquifh'd  knight  has  triumph'd  in  his  trial. 

Poet. 
What  then  ? 

Friend. 

Your  own  farcadic  verfe  unfay, 
That  brands  him  as  a  trembling  runaway. 

Poet. 

With  all  my  foul ! — th'  imputed  charge  rehearfe  ; 
I'll  own  my  error  and  expunge  my  verfe. 
Come,  come, — howe'er  the  day  was  loft  or  won, 
The  world  allows  the  race  was  fairly  run.         40 
But  left  the  truth  too  naked  fhould  appear, 
A  robs  of  fable  {hall  the  goddefs  wear; 
When  fheep  were  fubjed:  to  the  lion's  reign, 
Ere  man  acquir'd  dominion  o'er  the  plain, 
Voracicus  wolves  fierce  rufhing  from  the  rocks, 
Devour'd  without  controul  th'  unguarded  flocks  : 
The  fufTrers  crowding  round  the  royal  cave, 
Their  monarch's  pity  and  protection  crave  : 
Not  that  they  wanted  valour,  force  or  arms, 
To  fnield  their  lambs  from  danger  and  alarms ;  50 
A  thoufand  rams  the  champions  of  the  fold, 
In  drength  of  horn,  and  patriot  virtue  bold, 
Engag'd  in  firm  affociation,  flood 
Their  lives  devoted  to  the  public  good  : 
A  warlike  chieftain  was  their  fole  requeft, 
To  marfhal,  guide,  inftruct,  and  rule  the  reft  : 
Their  pray'r  was  heard,  and  by  confent  of  all, 
A  courtier  ape  appointed  general. — 
He  went,  he  led,  arrang'd  the  battle  ftocd, 
The  favage  foe  came  pouring  like  a  flood,          60 
Then  Pug  aghaft,  fled  fwifter  than  the  wind, 
Nor  dcign'd  in  threescore  miles  to  look  behind  ; 
While  ev'ry  band  for  orders  bleat  in  vain, 
And  fall  in  flaughter'd  heaps  upon  the  plain : 
The  fcar'd  baboon  (to  cut  the  matter  fhort) 
With  all  his  fpced  could  not  outrun  report; 
And,  to  appeafe  the  clamours  of  the  nation, 
'Twas  fit  his  cafe  fhould  ftand  examination. 
The  board  was   nam'd — each  worthy  took  his 

place ; 

All  fenior  members  of  the  horned  race. —  70 
The  wedder,  goat,  ram,  elk,  and  ox,  were  there, 
And  a  grave  hoary  flag  pcffds'd  the  chair. — 


Ver.  34.  Sir  John  Cope. 

Ver.  70.  It  is  rot  to  be  wondered  at  that  this 
board  confided  of  horned  cattle  only,  fince,  before 
the  ufe  of  arms,  every  creature  was  obliged  in 
war  to  fight  with  fuch  weapons  as  nature  afford 
ed  it,  confequently  thofe  fupplied  with  horns  bid 
faired  for  fignalizing  themfelves  in  the  field,  and 
carrying  off  the  firft  pods  in  the  army. — But  I 
obferve,  that,  among  the  members  of  this  court, 
there  is  no  mention  made  of  fuch  of  the  horned 
family  as  were  chiefly  celebrated  for  valour; 
nanidy,  the  bull,  unicorn,  rhinoceros,  &c.  which 
gives  reafon  to  fufpecl,  that  thefe  lad  -were  either 
•cut  of  favour  with  the  miniilry,  laid  afide  on  ac 
count  of  their  great  age,  or  that  the  ape  had  in- 
tereft  enough  at  court  to  exclude  them  from  the 
putnber  of  his  judges. 


Th'  inquiry  part,  each  in  his  turn  Began 
The  culprit's  conduct  varioufly  to  fcan. 
At  length  the  fage  u'prear'd  his  awful  creft, 
And  paufing,  thus  his  fellow  chiefs  addrefs'd.— 
If  age,  that  from  this  head  its  honours  ftole, 
Hath  not  impair'd  the  functions  of  my  foul, 
But  facred  wifdom  with  experience  bought, 
While   this   weak   frame   decays,   matures  my 

thought;  go 

Th'  important  iffae  of  this  grand  debate 
May  furnifh  precedent  for  your  own  fate; 
Should  ever  fortune  call  you  to  repel 
The  fhaggy  foe,  fo  defperate  and  fell — 
'Tis  plain,  you  fay,  his  excellence  Sir  Ape 
From  the  dire  field  accomplifh'd  an  efcape; 
Alas  !  our  fellow  fubjefts  ne'er  had  bled, 
If  every  ram  that  fell  like  him  had  fled  ; 
Certes,  thofe  fheep  were  rather  mad  than  brave, 
Which  fcorn'd  th'  example  their  wife  leader  gave. 
Let  us  then  ev'ry  vulgar  hint  difdain,  91 

And  from  our  brother's  laurel  wafli  the  flain.— 
Th'  admiring  court  applauds  the  prefident, 
And  Pug  was  clear'd  by  general  confent, 

Friend. 

There  needs  no  magic  to  divine  your  fcope, 
Mar  Was  you  are  a  flagrant  mifanthrope  : 
Sworn  foe  to  good  and  bad,  to  great  and  final!, 
Thy  rankling  pen  produces  nought  but  gall : 
Let  virtue  druggie,  or  let  glory  (hine, 
Thy  verfe  affords  not  one  approving  line. —     loo 

Poet. 

Hail,  facred  themes !  the  mufe's  chief  delight! 
O  bring  the  darling  objects  to  my  fight ! 
My  bread  with  elevated  thought  {hall  glow, 
My  fancy  brighten,  and  my  numbers  flow  ! 
Th'  Aonian  grove  with  rapture  would  1  treat!? 
To  crop  unfading  wreaths  for  William's  head; 
But  that  my  drain,  unheard  amidft  the  throng. 
Mud  yield  to  Lockman's  ode,  and  Hanbury'sfong. 
Nor  would  th'  enamour'd  mufe  neglect  to  pay 
To  Stanhope's  worth  the  tributary  lay;  no 

The  foul  unftain'd,  the  fenfe  fublime  to  paint, 
A  people's  patron,  pride,  and  ornament ! 
Did  nor  his  virtues  eterniz'd  remain 
The  boaftcd  theme  of  Pope's  immortal  ftrain. 
Not  ev'n  the  pleafing  tafk  is  left,  to  raife 
A  grateful  monument  to  Barnard's  praife; 
Elfe  fhould  the  venerable  patriot  ftand 
Th'  unfhaken  pillar  of  a  finking  land. 
The  gladd'ning  profpe<5t  let  me  dill  purfne, 
And  bring  fair  virtue's  triumph  to  the  view  !  ia» 
Alike  to  me,  by  fortune  bleft  or  not, 
From  foaring  Cobham  to  the  melting  Scot. 
But,  lo  !  "a  fwarm  of  harpies  intervene, 
To  ravage,  mangle,  and  pollute  the  fcene ! 


Ver.  108.  Two  produAions  refembling  oner 
anothjer  very  much  in  that  cloying  mediocrity, 
which  Horace  compares  to — Cra/um  ungentumt  et 
fardo  cum  mclle  fafa-vcr. 

Ver.  no.   The  Earl  of  Chefterfield. 

Vcr.  122.  Daniel  Mackercher,  Efq.  a  man  of 
fuch  primitive  iimplicity,  that  he  may  be  faid  to 
ha.vg  exceeded  the  icripturg  jnjun&ion,  by  not 


THE  WORKS   OF   SMOLLETT, 


<&org*d  with  our  plunder,  yet  ftill  gaunt  for  fpoil, 

Rapacious  Gideon  fattens  on  our  iflc; 

Iniatiate  Lafcelles,  and  the  fiend  Var.eck, 

Rile  on  our  ruins,  and  enjoy  the  wreck  ; 

"While  griping  Jafper  glories  in  his  prize,          129 

Wrung  from  the  widow's  tears  and  orphan's  cries. 

Friend. 

Relaps'd  again  '    ftrange  tendency  to  rail ! 
I  fear 'd  this  meeknefs  would  not  long  prevail. 

Poet. 

You  deem  it  rancour  then  ? — Look  round  and  fee 
What  vices  flourifh  ftill,  unprun'd  by  me  : 
Corruption,  roll'd  in  a  triumphant  car, 
Difphys  his  burnifh'd  front  and  glitt'ring  ftar; 
Nor  heeds  the  public  fcnrn,  or  tranfient  curfe, 
Unknown  alike  to  honour  and  remorfe 
Jkhold  the  leering  belle,  carefs'd  by  all, 
.Adorn  each  private  feaft  and  public  ball ;         140 
"Where  peers  attentive  liflen  and  adore, 
And  not  one  matron  fhuns  the  titled  where. 
At  Peter's  obfcquies  I  furg  no  dirge  ; 
JTor  has  my  fatirc  yet  fupply'd  a  fcourge 
For  the  vile  tribes  of  uf*cis  and  bites, 
Who  fneak  at  Jonathan's,  and  fwear  at  White's. 
Each  low  purfuit,  and  flighter  folly  bred 
Within  the  felfifh  heart  and  hollow  head, 
*Thrives  uncontroul'd,  and  bloffoms  o'er  the  land, 
Kor  feels  the  rigour  of  my  chafl'ning  hand  :    ijo 
While  Codrus  fhivers  o'er  his  bags  of  gold, 
By  famine  withered,  and  benumb'd  by  coid  ; 
I  mark  his  haggard  eyes  with  frenzy  roll, 
And  feaft  upon  the  terrors  of  his  foul; 
The  wrecks  of  war,  the  perils  of  the  deep, 
That  curfe  with  hideous  dreams  the  caitiff's  fleep; 
Infolvent  debtors,  thieves  and  citil  firife, 
Which  daily  perf<  cute  his  wretched  life  ; 
With  all  the  horn-rs  of  prophetic  dread, 
That  rack  his  bofom  while  the  mail  is  read.     160 
Safe  from  the  road,  untainted  by  the  fchool, 
A  judge  by  birth,  by  deftiny  a  fool, 
While  the  young  lordling  firuts  in  native  pride, 
His  party-coloured  tutor  by  his  fide, 
Pleas'd,  let  me  own  the  pious  mother's  care, 
Who  to  the  brawny  fire  commits  her  heir. 


only  parting  with  his  cloak  and  coat,  but  with 
his  (hi-t  a  lib,  to  relieve  a  brother  in  ciiftrefs :  Mr. 
Annefl  y,  who  claimed  the  Anglefea  title  and 
eftate. 

Ver.  126.  A  triumvirate  of  contractors,  who, 
fcorning  the  narrow  views  of  private  irlury,  ft'und 
intans  to  lay  a  whole  (late  under  contribution, 
and  pillage  a  kingd  rn  of  immenfe  fums,  under 
the  protection  of  law 

Ver.  l?9  A  Chriftian  of  bowels,  who  lends 
money  to  his  friends  in  want  ar  the  moderate  in- 
tereft  of  50!.  per  C'-nt.  A  man  famous  for  buy 
ing  p->or  feamens  tickets, 

Ver.  139,  A  wit  of  the  firfl  water  celebrated 
for  her  talent  of  repartee  and  double  entendre. 

Ver.  143  Peter  Waters,  E(q  whofe  character 
is  too  well  known  to  need  description, 

Ver  164.  Whether  it  be  for  the  reafon  sffign- 
ed  in  the  fubfequent  lines,  or  the  frugality  of  the 
par.  tit;,,  who  are  unwilling  to  throw  away  money 
in  nuking  their  children  wifer  than  themiciv^,  I 


Fraught  with  the  fpirit  of  a  Gothic  monk, 
Let  Rich,  with  dulinefs  and  devour  drunk, 
Enjoy  the  peal  fo  barbarous  and  loud,  i&£ 

While  his  brain  fpues  new  monfters  to  the  crowd ; 
I  fee  with  joy  the  vaticide  deplore 
An  hell -denouncing  pricfl  and  fov'reign  whore. 
Let  ev'ry  p-./iifh'd  dame,  and  genial  lord, 
Empioy  the  focia>  chair  and  venal  hoard  ; 
Debauch'd  from  fenfe,  let  doubtful  meanings  run, 
The  vague  conundrum,  and  the  prurient  pun ; 
While  the  vain  fop,  with  anifh  grin,  regards 
The  giggling  minx  half-chok'd  behind  her  cards : 
Thefe,  and  a  thouiand  idle  pranks,  I  deem 
The  motley  fpawn  of  ignorance  and  whim.     i8« 
Let  pride  conceive,  and  folly  propagate, 
The  fafhion  ftill  adopts  the  fpurious  brat : 
Nothing  fo  ftrange  that  fafhbn  cannot  tame; 
By  this  difhonour  ceales  to  be  fhame  : 
This  weans  from  blufhes  lewd  I  yrawly's  face, 
Gives  Hawley  praife,  and  Ingoldfbv  -Ufgrace, 
From  Mead  to  Fhompfon  fhihs  <he  palm  at  once, 
A  meddling1,  prating  bbuid'ring,  bufy  dunce  ! 
And  may  (fhould  ;aiie  a  little  more  decline) 
Transform  the  nation  to  an  herd  of  fwine.        IO/Q 

Friend. 

The  fatal  period  haftens  on  apace  ! 
Nor  will  thy  verft  th'  obfcene  event  difgrace; 
Thy  floors  of  poetry,  that  I'm  ell  fo  ftrong, 
The  ketmeft  apperites  have  loth  d    he  fong  ; 
Coudemn'd   by   Clark,    Banks,   Barro-Aby,  and 

Chitty, 
And  all  the  crop  ear'd  critics  >f  the  city: 


know  not;  bat  certain  it  is,  that  many  people  of 
fnfhion  commit  the  education  of  their  heirs  to 
fome  truity  footrnan,  with  a  particular  command 
to  keep  matter  out  ot  the  ftable. 

Ver.  170.  Monfters  of  abfurdity. 
'    He  look'd,  and  favv  a  fable  forc'rer  rife, 
'     Swift  to  whofe  hai'd  a  winged  volume  flies. 
1     All  fuddcii,  gorjjons  hifb,  ai.'d  dragons  glare, 
'    And  ten  horn'd  fiends  and  giants  rufia  to  war. 
'    Hell  riles,  heaven  defcends,  and  dance  on  earth, 
'    Gods,  imp,  and  mon  fters,  nrific,  rage,  and  mi»  th, 
"  A  fire,  a  jig,  a  battle,  and  a  bail, 
"  Till  one  wide  conflagration  fwallows  all." 

Dunciad. 

Ver.  174.  This  is  no  other  than  an  empty 
chair,  carried  about  with  great  formality  to  per 
form  vifitb  ;  by  the  help  <;f  which  a  decent  cor- 
.refpondence  is  ofcen  maintained  among  people  of 
fafhion,  many  ye.ars  together,  without  one  pcr- 
ional  interview  to  the  great  honour  of  hofpita- 
lity  and  t/ood  neighbour 

Ibid.  Venal  boa  d.~]  Equally  applicable  to  the 
dining  and  card-table,  where  every  gueft  mull 
pay  an  extravagant  price  for  what  he  has- 

Ver  186  Ha-rliy.]  A  general  fo  renowned 
for  conduct  and  discipline,  that,  duriijg  an  action 
in  which  he  bad  a  considerable  cormr.and,  he  is 
laid  to  have  been  feen  rallying-  three:  fugitive  dra- 
gcons,  five  p.iiles  fn  m  the  field  of  battle. 

Ver.  195.  A  fraternity  of  wits  whofe  virtue, 
modefty,  and  tafte,  are  much  of  the  fame  dimea- 
tion. 


POEMS. 


955 


While  fagely  neutral  fits  thy  filent  friend, 
Alike  averfe  to  cenfure  or  commend. 

Poet. 

Peace  to  the  gentle  foul  that  could  deny 
His  invocated  voice  to  fill  the  cry  !  200 

And  let  me  flill  the  fentiment  difdain 
Of  him  who  never  ipeakf  but  to  arraign ; 
The  fneering  fon  of  calumny  and  fcorn, 
Whom  neither  arts,  nor  fenfe,  nor  foul,  adorn  : 
Or  hi?,  who,  to  maintain  a  critic's  rank, 
Though  co!  fcious  of  his  own  internal  blank, 
Hi?  want  of  tatle  unwilling  to  betray, 
'Twixt  fenfe  and  nonfersfe  hefuates  all  day; 
With  brow  contr^S^d  hears  each  puflage  read, 
And  often  hums  and  {hakes  his  empty  head;  210 
Until  fome  oracle  ador'd  pronounce 
The  pafiive  bard  a  poet  or  a  dnnce ; 
Then  in  loud  clamour  echoes  back  the  word, 
' Tis  bold  !  infipid — foaring  or  abfurd. 
Thcfe,  and  th  unnumber'd  fhoals  of  fmaller  fry, 
That  nibble  round,  I  pity  and  defy. 

THE  TEARS  OF  SCOTLAND, 

Written,  in  the  Tear  1 746. 

MoD?.N,hapleft  Caledonia,  mourn 
Thy  banifli'd  peace,  thy  laurels  torn  ! 
Thy  fons,  for  valour  long  renown'd, 
Lie  flaughter'd  on  their  native  ground ; 
Thy  hofpitable  roofs  no  more, 
Invite  the  ftranger  to  the  door ; 
In  fmoky  ruins  funk  they  lie, 
The  monuments  of  cruelty. 

The  wretched  owner  fees  afar 
His  all  become  the  prey  of  war; 
Bethinks  him  of  his  babes  and  wife, 
Then  fmites  his  brcaft,  and  curfes  life. 
Thy  fwains  are  famifo'd  on  the  rocks, 
Where  once  they  fed  their  wanton  flocks  : 
Thy  ravifh'd  virgins  (hriek  in  vain; 
Thy  infants  perifh  on  the  plain. 

What  boots  it  then,  in  every  clime, 
Through  the  wide  fp.reading  wafte  of  time, 
Thy  martial  glory,  crown'd  with  praife, 
Still  (hone  with  undiminim'd  blaze  ? 
Thy  tow'ring  fpirit  now  is  broke, 
Thy  neck  is  bended  to  the  yoke. 
What  foreign  arms  could  never  quell, 
By  civil  rage,  and  rancour  fell. 

The  rural  pipe  and  merry  lay 
No  more  (hall  cheer  the  happy  day  : 
No  focial  fcenes  of  gay  delight 
Beguile  the  dreary  winter  night : 
No  drains  but  thofe  of  forrow  flV>w, 
And  nought  be  heard  but  founds  of  woe, 
While  the-pale  phantoms  of  the  flam 
Glide  nightly  o'er  the  filent  plain. 

O  baneful  caufe,  oh  !  fatal  morn, 
Accurs'd  to  ages  yet  unborn  ! 
The  fons  againfl  their  father  flood, 
The  parent  fhed  his  children's  blood. 
Yet,  when  the  rage  of  battle  ceas'd, 
The  vidlor's  foul  was  not  appeas'd  ; 


The  naked  and  forlorn  muft  feel 
Devouring  flames,  and  murd'ring  fteel  I 

The  pi^us  mother,  doom'd  to  death, 
Forfaken  wanders  o'er  the  heath, 
The  bieak  *-5nd  whittles  round  her  head, 
Her  heJplefs  orphans  cry  for  bread ; 
Ivreft  of  fheltf  •-,  food,  and  friend, 
She  views  the  {hades  of  night  defcend  ; 
And  ftretch'd  beneath  the  inclement  ikies, 
Weeps  o'er  her  tender  babes,  and  dies. 

While  the  warm  blood  bedews  my  veins, 
And  unimpair'd  remembrance  reigns^ 
Refentment  of  my  country's  fate, 
Within  my  filial  breaii  mall  beat ; 
And,  fpite  of  her  infuking  foe, 
My  fympathizing  verfe  {hail  flow  : 
"  Mourn,  haplcft  Ca!-?.{ -^ia;  mourn 
"  Thy  banifli'd  peace,  thy  laurels  torn." 

VERSES  ON  A  YOUNG  LADY 

PLAYING  ON  A   HARPSICHORD,  AND  SINGING* 

WHEN  Sappho  ftruck  the  quiv'ring  wire, 
Tlie  throbbing  breaft  was  all  on  fire  : 
And  when  {he  rais'd  the  vocal  lay, 
The  captive  foul  was  charm'd  away ! 

But  had  the  nymph,  pofleft  with  thefe, 
Thy  foftor,  charter  pow'r  to  pleafe  ; 
Thy  beauteous  air  of  fprightly  youth, 
Thy  native  fmiles  of  artlefs  truth  ; 

The  worm  of  grief  had  never  prey'd 
On  the  forfaken  love-fick  maid  ; 
Nor  had  (he  mourn'd  an  hapiefs  flame, 
Nor  dafli'd  on  rocks  her  tender  frame. 

LOVE  ELEGY. 

IN  IMITATION  OF   TJBULLUS. 

WHERE  now  are  all  my  flatt'ring  dreams  of  joy* 
Monimia,  give  my  foul  her  wonted  reft  ; 

Since  firft  thy  beauty  fix'd  my  roving  eye, 
Heart-gnawing  cares  corrode  my  penfive  brea?:. 

Let  happy  lovers  fly  where  pleafures  call, 
With  fellive  fongs  beguile  the  fleeting  hour; 

Lead  beauty  through  the  mazes  of  the  ball, 
Or  prefs  her  wanton  in  love's  rofeate^bower. 

For  me.  no  more  I'll  range  th'  empurpled  mead, 
Where  fhepherds  pipe,  and  virgins  dance  around, 

Nor  wander  through  the  woodbine's  fragrant 

fhade, 
To  hear  the  mufic  of  the  grove  refound. 

I'll  feek  fome  lonely  church,  or  dreary  hall, 
Where  fancy  paints  the  glimm'ring  taper  blue, 

Where  damps  hang  mould  ring  on  the  ivy'd 

wall, 
And  fheeted  ghofts  drink  up  the  midnight  dew : 

There  leagued  with  hopelefs  anguUh  anddefpair, 
Awhile  in  Ctence  o'er  my  fate  repine  :      ' , 

Then  with  a  long  farewell  to  love  and  cztct 
To  kindred  dull  my  weary  limbs  confign. 
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Wilt  thott,  Mommla,  fhed  a  gracious  tear 
On  the  cold  grave  where  all  my  forrows  reft  ? 

Strew   vernal   flow'rs,  applaud  my  love  fin- 

cere, 
And  bid  the  turf  lie  eafy  on  my  breaft  ? 

SONG. 


with  fond  rapture  and  amaze, 
On  thy  tranfccndent  charms  I  gaze, 
My  cautn  us  foul  effays  in  vain 
Her  peace  and  freedom  to  maintain  : 
Yet  let  that  blooming  form  divine, 
Where  grace  and  harmony  combine, 
Thofe  eyes,  like  genial  orbs,  that  move, 
Bifptnfing  ghdnefs,  joy,  and  love, 
In  all  their  pomp  afifail  my  view, 
Intent  my  bofom  to  fubdue  ; 
My  breaft,  by  wary  maxims  ftecl'd, 
Not  all  thofe  charms  fliall  force  to  yield. 

But,  when  invok'd  to  beauty's  aid, 
I  fee  th*  enlighten'd  foul  difplay'd  ; 
That  foul  fo  fenfibly  fedate 
Amid  the  ftorms  of  froward  fate  ! 
Thy  genius  active,  ftrong  and  clear, 
Thy  wit  fublime,  though  not  fevere, 
The  focial  ardour  void  of  art, 
That  glows  within  thy  candid  heart; 
My  fpirits,  fenfe,  and  ftrength  decay, 
My  resolution  dies  away. 
And  ev'ry  faculty  oppreft, 
Almighty  love  invades  my  breaft  I 

SONG. 

To  fix  her  —  'twere  a  tafk  as  vain 
To  count  the  April  drops  of  rain, 
To  fow  in  Afric's  barren  foil, 
Or  tempefts  hold  within  a  toil. 

I  know  it,  friend,  {he's  light  as  air, 
Falfe  as  the  fowler's  artful  fnare  ; 
Inconftant  as  the  pafling  wind, 
As  winter's  dreary  froft  unkind. 

She's  fuch  a  mifer  too  in  love, 
its  joys  fhe'll  neither  -ihare  nor  prove  ; 
Though  hundreds  of  gallants  await 
From  her  victorious  eyes  their  fate. 

Blufhing  at  fuch  inglorious  reign, 
I  fometimes  flrive  to  break  her  chain  ; 
My  reafon  fummon  to  my  aid, 
Refolv'd  no  more  to  be  betray'd. 

Ah  !  friend,  'tis  but  a  fhort-liv'd  trance, 
Difpell'd  by  one  enchanting  glance  ; 
She  need  but  look,  and,  I  confefs, 
Thofe  locks  completely  curfe  or  biefs. 

So  foft,  fo  elegant,  fo  fair, 
Sure  fomething  more  than  human's  there  ; 
I  muft  fabmit,  for  fti  ife  is  vain, 
Twas  deftiny  that  forg'd  the  chain. 


BURLESQUE  ODE*. 

WHERE  waft  thou,  wittol  ward,  when  haplefs 

fate 
From  thefe  weak  arms  mine  aged  grannam  tore  : 

Thefe  pious  arms  eflTay'd  too  late, 
To  drive  the  difmal  phantom  from  the  door. 

Could  not  thy  healing  drop,  illuftrious  quack, 
Could  not  thy  falutary  pill  prolong  her  days; 

For  whom,  fo  oft,  to  Marybone,  alack  1 
Thy  forrels  dragg'd  thee  through  the  worft  of 
ways ! 

Oil-dropping  Twick'nham  did  not  then  detain, 

Thy  fteps,  though  tended  by  the  Cambrian  maids ; 
Nor  the  fweet  environs  of  Drury-lane  ; 

Nor  dufty  Pimtico's  embow'ring  (hades; 
Nor  Whitehall,  by  the  river's  bank, 
B^fet  with  rowers  dank ;  [fons ; 

Nor  where  th'  Exchange  pours  forth  its  tawny 
Nor  where  to  mix  with  offal,  foil,  and  blood, 
Steep  Snow-hill  rolls  the  fable  flood; 

Nor  where  the  Mint's  contaminated  kennels  runs : 

111  doth  it  now  befeem, 

1  hat  thou  fhould'ft  doze  and  dream, 

When  death  in  mortal  armour  came, 

And  llruck  with  ruthlefs  dart  the  gentle  dame. 

Her  lib'ral  hand  and  fympathifing  breaft 

The  brute  creation  kindly  blefs'd : 

Where'er  (he  trod  grimalkin  purr'd  around, 

The  fqueaking  pigs  her  bounty  own'.d; 

Nor  to  the  waddling  duck  or  gabbling  goofe, 

Did  fhe  glad  fuftenance  refufe ; 

The  ftrutting  cock  fhe  daily  fed, 

And  turkey  with  his  fnout  fo  red ; 

Of  chickens  careful  as  the  pious  hen, 

Nor  did  Ihe  overlook  the  tomtit  or  the  wren  ; 

While  redbreaft  hopp'd  before  her  in  the  hall, 

As  if  flie  common  mother  were  of  all. 

For  my  diftracted  mind, 

What  comfort  can  I  find ; 
O  beft  of  grannams !  thou  art  dead  and  gone, 
And  I  am  left  behind  to  weep  and  moan, 
To  fing  thy  dirge  in  fad  and  funereal  ray, 
Oh  I  woe  is  me  !  alack  !  and  well-a-day  ! 

ODE  TO  MIRTH. 

PARENT  of  joy  !  heart-eafing  mirth  ! 

Whether  of  Venus  or  Aurora  born  ; 

Yet  goddefs  fure  of  heavenly  birth, 
Vifit  benign  a  fon  of  grief  forlorn  : 

Thy  glittering  colours  gay, 

Around  him  mirth  difplay  : 

And  o'er  his  raptur'd  fenfe 

DifFufe  thy  living  influence  : 
So  (hall  each  hill  in  purer  green  array'd, 
And  flower  adorn'd  in  new-born  beauty  glow. 

The  grove  fliall  fmooth  the  horrors  of  the  fliade 
And  ftreams  in  murmurs  fliall  forget  to  flow. 


*  Smollett,  imagining  bimfdf  ill  treated  ly  L*r£ 
Lyttletont  "wrote  the  above  burhfc^ue  on  that  tieblttnon^s 
on  the  dtath  of  bis 
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Shine,  goddefs,  flilne  with  unremlttcd  ray, 

And  gild  (a  fecbud  fun)  with  brighter  beam  our 

day. 

Labour  with  thee  forgets  his  pain, 
And  aged  poverty  can  fmile  with  thee, 
If  thou  be  nigh,  grief's  hate  is  vain, 
And  weak  th'  uplifted  arm  of  tyranny. 
The  morning  epes  on  high 
His  univerfal  eye ; 
And  on  the  world  doth  pour 
His  glories  in  a  golden  fhower, 
Lo  !  darknefs  trembling  'fore  the  hoflile  ray 
Shrinks  to  the  cavern  deep  and  wood  forlorn  : 
The  brood  obfene,  that  own   her  gloomy 

fway, 

Troop  in  her  rear  and  fly  th'  approach  of  morn. 

Pale  fliivering  ghofts,  that  dread  ch'  all-cheering 

light,  [night. 

Quiek,  as  the  lightning's  flafh  glide,  to  fepulchrai 

But  whence  the  gladdening  beam 
That  pours  his  purple  ftream 

O'er  the  long  profpe<5l  wide  ? 
'Tis  Mirth.     I  fee  her  lit 
In  majefty  of  light, 

With  laughter  at  her  fide. 
Bright-ey'd  fancy  hovering  near 
"Wide  waves  her  glancing  wing  in  air  ; 
And  young  wit  flings  his  pointed  dart, 
That  guiitlefs  ftrikes  the  willing  heart. 

Fear  not  now  affliclion's  power, 
Fear  not  now  wild  paffion's  rage, 
Nor  fear  ye  aught  in  evil  hour, 
Save  the  tardy  hand  of  age. 
Now  mirth  hath  heard  the  fuppliant  poet's  prayer, 
No  cloud  that  rides  the  blaft  fhall  vex  the  trou 
bled  air. 

ODE  TO  SLEEP. 

SOFT  fleep,  profoundly  pleafing  power, 
Sweet  patron  of  the  peaceful  hour, 
O  liften  from  thy  calm  abode, 
And  hither  wave  thy  magic  rod  ; 
Extend  thy  filent  foothing  fway, 
And  charm  the  canker  care  away. 
Whether  thou  lov'ft  to  glide  along, 
Attended  by  an  airy  throng 
Of  gentle  dreams  and  fmiles  of  joy, 
Such  as  adorn  the  wanton  boy; 
Or  to  the  monarch's  fancy  bring 
Delights  that  better  fuit  a  king  ; 
The  glittering  hoft,  the  groaning  plan, 
The  clang  of  arms,  and  victor's  train  ; 
Nor  fhould  a  milder  vifion  plcafe, 
Prefent  the  happy  fcenes  of  peace  ; 
Plump  Autumn,  blufhingall  around, 
Rich  induftry  with  toil  embrown'd, 
Content,  with  brow  ferenely  gay, 
And  genial  art's  refulgent  ray. 

ODE  TO  LEVEN-WATER. 

ON  Leven's  banks,  while  free  to  rove, 
And  tune  the  rural  pipe  to  love  j 


I  envied  not  the  happieft  fvvain 
That  ever  trod  the  Arcadian  plain, 

Pure  ftream  in  whofe  tranfparent  wave 
My  youthful  limbs  I  wont  to  lave  ; 
No  torrents  flain  thy  limpid  fource ; 
No  rocks  impede  thy  dimpling  courfe, 
That  fweetly  warbles  o'er  its  bed, 
With  white,  round,  poliih'd  pebbles  fprend; 
While,  lightly  pois'd,  the  fcaly  brood 
In  myriads  cleave  thy  cryftal  flood ; 
The  fpringing  trout  in  fpeckled  pride ; 
The  falmon,  monarch  of  the  tide  ; 
The  ruthlefs  pike,  intent  on  war  ; 
The  filver  eel,  and  motled  par.  * 
Devolving  from  thy  parent  lake, 
A  charming  maze  thy  waters  make, 
By  bowers  of  birch,  and  groves  of  pine, 
And  edges  flower'd  with  eglantine. 

Still  on  thy  banks  fo  gaily  green, 
May  num'rous  herds  and  flocks  be  feen, 
And  laffes  chaunting  o'er  the  pail, 
And  fhepherds  piping  in  the  dale, 
And  ancient  faith  that  knows  no  guile, 
And  induftry  embrown'd  with  toil,  - 

And  hearts  refolv'd,  and  hands  prepar'd, 
The  blcffings  they  enjoy  to  guard. 

ODE  TO  BLUE-EY'D  ANN. 

WHEN  the  rough  north  forgets  to  howl, 
And  ocean's  billows  ceafe  to  roll ; 
When  Lybian  fands  are  bound  in  froft, 
And  cold  to  Nova-Zembla's  loft  ! 
When  heav'uly  bodies  ceafe  to  move, 
My  blue-ey'd  Ann  I'll  ceafe  to  Jove. 

No  more  fhall  flowers  the  meads  adorn, 
Nor  fweetnefs  deck  the  rofy  thorn  ; 
Nor  fwelling  buds  proclaim  the  fpring ; 
Nor  parching  heats  the  dog-ftar  bring  ; 
Nor  laughing  lilies  paint  the  grove, 
When  blue-ey'd  Ann  I  ceafe  to  love. 

No  more  fhall  joy  in  hope  be  found  ; 
Nor  pleafures  dance  their  frolic  round ; 
Nor  love's  light  god  inhabit  earth ; 
Nor  beauty  give  the  pafllon  birth  ; 
Nor  heat  to  fummer  funfhine  cleave, 
When  blue-ey'd  Nanny  I  deceive. 

When  rolling  feafons  ceafe  to  change, 
Incoriftancy  forgets  to  range ; 
When  lavifh  May  no  more  fhall  bloom ; 
Nor  gardens  yield  a  rich  perfume; 
When  nature  from  her  fphere  fhall  ftart, 
I'll  tear  my  Nanny  from  my  heart. 

ODE  TO  INDEPENDENCE. 

STROPHE. 

THY  fpirit,  Independence,  let  me  fhare 
Lord  of  the  lion-heart  and  eagle-eye, 
Thy  fteps  I  follow  with  my  bofom  bare, 
Nor  heed  the  ftorm  that  howls  along  the  fkf. 

•  *  The  far  is  afmallfjl,  not  unlikt  the  J "melt , 
it  rivals  in  dtl'waty  and jlavaur* 
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Deep  in  the  frozen  regions  of  the  north, 
A  goddefs  violated  brought  thee  forth, 
Immortal  liberty,  whofe  looks  fublime 
Hath  bleach'd  the  tyrant's  cheek   in  every  vary 
ing  clime. 

What  time  the  iron- hearted  Gaul 
With  frantic  iuperflition  for  his  guide,  lo 

Arm'd  with  the  dagger  and  the  pall, 
The  ions  of  Woden  to  the  field  defy'd  : 
The  rurhlefs  hag,  by  Wefer's  flood, 
In  Heaven's  name  urg'd  the  infernal  blow  ; 
And  red  the  ftream  began  to  flow  : 
The  varjquilh'd  were  baptized  with  blood  ! 

ANTISTROPHE. 

The  Saxon  prince  in  horror  fled 

From  altars  ftain'd  with  human  gore ; 

And  liberty  his  routed  legions  kd 

In  faftty  to  the  bleak  Norwegian  fhore.  ao 

There  in  a  cave  afieep  Ihe  lay, 

Lulled  by  the  hoarfc-refounding  main  ; 

When  a  bold  lavage  paft  that  way, 

Impell'd  by  deftiny,  his  name  difdain. 

Of  ample  front  the  portly  chief  appear'd  : 

The  hunted  bear  fupply'd  a  fliaggy  veft  ; 

The  drifted  ihow  hung  on  his  yellow  beard ; 

And  his  broad  fhoulders  brav'd  the  furious  blaft. 

He  ftopt :   He  gazed  ;  his  bofom  glow'd, 

And  deeply  felt  the  impreflion  of  her  charms  :  30 

He  feiz'd  the  advantage  fate  allow'd  : 

And  ftraight  compreffed  her  in  his  vigorous  arms. 

STROPHE. 

The  curlieu  fcream'd,  the  tritons  blew 
Their  fhells  to  celebrate  the  ravifh'd  rite  5 
Old  time  exulted  as  he  flew  ; 
And  independence  faw  the  light. 
The  light  he  faw  in  Albion's  happy  plains, 
Where  under  cover  of  a  flowering  th<>rn, 
While  Philomel  renewed  her  warbled  drains, 
The  aufpicious  fruit  of  ftol'n  embrace  was  born — 
The  mountain  dryads  feizect  with  joy,  41 

The  fmiling  infant  to  their  charge  confign'd ; 
The  Doric  mufe  carefs'd  the  favourite  boy ; 
The  hermit  wifdom  ftor'd  his  opening  mind. 
As  rolling  years  matured  his  age, 
Heflouriflied  bold  and-finewy  as  his  fire  ; 
While  the  mild  paflions  in  his  breaft  affuage 
The  fiercer  flames  of  his  maternal  fire. 

ANTISTROPHE. 

Accomplifhed  thus,  he  winged  his  way, 

And  zealous  roved  from  pole  to  pole,  50 

The  rolls  of  right  eternal  to  difplay, 

And  warm  with  patriot  thoughts  the  afpiring  foul, 

On  defert  ifles  it  was  he  that  rais'd 

Thofe  fpires  that  gild  the  Adriatic  wave, 


Ver.  »6.  Charlmagne  obliged  four  thoufand 
Saxon  prisoners  to  embrace  the  Chriftian  religion, 
and  immediately  after  they  were  baptized,  ordered 
their  throats  to  be  cut. — —Their  prince  Vitikind 
fled  for  fhelter  to  Gotrick,  king  of  Denmark. 

Ver.  53.  Although  Venice  was  built  a  confi- 
clerable  time  before  the  sera  here  affigned  for  the 
birth  of  Independence,  the  republic  had  not  yet 
^ttainedto  any  greaulegree  of  power  and  ipleadour. 


Where  tyranny  beheld  amaz'd 

Fair  freedom's  temple,  where  he  mark'd  her  grave. 

He  fteeled  the  blunt  Batavian's  arms  6l 

To  bur  ft  the  Iberian's  double  chain; 

And  cities  rear'd,  and  planted  farms, 

Won  from  the  Ikirts  of  Neptnne's  wide  domain. 

He,  with  the  generous  ruftics,  fate, 

On  Uri's  rocks  in  clofe  divan  ; 

And  winged  that  arrow  lure  as  fate, 

Which  afcertained  the  facred*  rights  of  man. 

STROPHE. 

Arabia's  fcorching  fands  he  crofs'd, 
Where  blafted  nature  pants  lupine, 
Condu<5h;r  of  her  tribes  aduft, 
To  freedom's  adamantine  fhrine  ; 
And  many  a  Tartar  hord  forlorn,  aghaft  ! 
He  fnatch'd  from  under  fell  opprcflion's  wing ; 
And  taught  amidft  the  dreary  wafte  7! 

The  all-cheering  hymns  of  liberty  to  fing« 
He  virtue  finds,  like  preciims  ore, 
Diffus'd  through  every  bafer  mould, 
Even  now  he  Hands  on  Calvi's  rocky  fhore, 
And  turns  the  drofs  of  Corfica  to  gold ; 
He,  guardian  genius,  taught  my  youth 
Pomp's  tinfel  livery  to  defpife  : 
My  lips  by  him  chaftifed  to  truth, 
Ne'er  payed   that  homage    which    my    heart 
denies.  £v 

ANTISTROPHE, 

Thofe  fculptur'd  halls  my  feet  fliall  never  tread, 
Where  varnifh'd  vice  and  vanity  combin'd, 
To  dazzle  and  feduce,  there  banners  fpread; 
And  forge  vile  {hackles  for  the  free-born  mind. 
While  infolence  his  wrinkled  front  uprdars, 
And  all  the  flowers  of  fpurious  fancy  blow ; 
And  title  his  ill-woven  chaplet  wears,' 
Full  often  wreathed  around  the  milcreant's  brow ; 
Where  ever-dimpling  falfehnocl  pert  and  vain, 
Prefents  her  cup  of  ftale  profeflion's  froth ;        f  • 
And  pale  difeafe,  with  all  his  bloated  train, 
Torments  the  fons  oi  gluttony  and  floth. 


Ver.  58.  The  Low  Countries  were  not  only 
opprefled  by  grievous  taxations,  but  likewiic 
threatened  with  the  eftablimment  of  the  Inquifi- 
tion,  when  the  Seven  Provinces  revolted,  and 
(hook  off  the  yoke  of  Spain. 

Ver.  6z.  Alluding  to  the  known  ilory  of  Wil 
liam  Tell  and  his  aflbciates,  the  fathers  and 
founders  of  the  confederacy  of  the  Swifs  Can 
tons. 

Ver.  65  The  Arabs,  rather  than  refign  their 
independency,  have  often  abandoned  their  habi 
tations,  and  encountered  all  the  horrors  of  the 
defert. 

Ver.  69.  From  the  tyranny  of  Jenghis-Khan, 
Timur-Bec,  and  other  eaftern  conquerors,  whole 
tribes  of  Tartars  were  ufed  to  fly  into  the  remot 
er  waftes  of  Cathay,  where  no  army  could  follow 
them. 

Ver.  76.  The  noble  ftand  made  by  Pafchal  Pa- 
oli  and  his  affociate's  againfl  theufurpations  of  the 
French  king,  mud  endear  them  to  all  the  fons  dC 
liberty  and  independence. 


O    E    M    Si 


STROPHE. 

In  fortune's  car  behold  that  minion  ride, 
With  tidier  India's  glittering  fpoils  nppreft, 
So  mines  the  iumpter-mule,  in  harnefs'd  pride, 
That  bears  the  treafure  which  he  cannot  tafte. 
Fci  him  let  venal  bards  difgrace  the  bay, 
And  hireling  minftrels  wake  the  tinkling  firing; 
Her  fenfual  "fnares  let  faithlefs  pleafure  lay  ;     IOO 
AT  d  jingling  bells  famaftic  folly  ring  ; 
Dilquiet,  doubt,  and  dread  (ball  intervene  ; 
And  nature,  ftill  to  all  her  feelings  juft, 
In  vengeance  hang  a  damp  on  every  fcene, 
Shook  from  the  baleful  pinions  of  difguft. 

ANTISTROPUE. 

Nature  I'll  court  in  her  fequeftered  haunts, 
By  mountain,  meadow,  ftreaanlet,  grove,  or  cell. 
\Vherethe  poifed  lark  his  evening  ditty  chaunts, 
And  health,  and  peace,  and  contemplation  dwell. 
There,  ftudy  (hall  with  folitude  recline;  ^09 

And  friendfhip  pledge  me  to  his  fcllow-fwajn* ; 
And  toil  and  temperance  fedately  twine 
The  flender  cord  that  fluttering  life  fuftains  : 
And  fearlcfs  poverty  {hall  guard  the  door; 
And  tafte  unfpoiled  the  frugal  table  ipread; 
And  irduftry  fupply  the  humble  (tore  ; 
And  ileep  unbribed  his  dews  retrefhing  fhed  : 
Whiic-mantled  innocence,  ethereal  fprite, 
Shall  chafe  far  off  the  goblin?  of  the  night : 
And  independence  o'er  the  day  prefide, 
Propitious  power  !  my  patron  and  my  pride.  120 

SONG. 

FROM  the  man  whom  I   love  though  my  heart  I 

difguife, 

I  will  freely  defcribe  the  wretch  I  defpife  ; 
And  if  he  has  fenfe  but  to  balance  a  ft  raw, 
He  will  fure  take  hint  from  the  picture  I  draw. 

A  wit  without  fenfe,  without  fancy  a  beau, 
Like  a  parrot  he  chatters,  and  firms  like  a  crow ; 
A  peacock  in  pride,  in  grimace  a  baboon, 
In  courage  a  hind,  in  conceit  a  Gaicoon. 

As  a  vulture  rapacious,  in  falfehood  a  fox, 
Inconftant  as  waves,  and  unfeeling  as  rocks! 
As  a  tyger  ferocious,  perverfe  as  a  hog, 
In  mifchief  an  ape,  and  in  fawning  a  dog 

In  a  word,  to  fum  up  all  his  talents  together, 
His  heart  is  of  lead,  and  his  brain  is  of  feather. 
Yet,  if  he  has  fenJe  but  to  balance  a  ftraw, 
He  will  fure  take  the  hint  from  the  pi&ure  1  draw 


SONG. 

LET  the  nymph  dill  avoid  and  be  deaf  to  the 
fwain 

Who  in  tranfports  of  paflion  afFe&s  to  complain  ; 

For  his  rage,  not  his  love,  in  that  frenzy  is  fhown; 

And  the  blaft  that  blows  loudeft  is  foon  over 
blown. 

But  the  (hepherd  whom  Cupid  has  pierc'd  to  the 

heart, 

Will  fubmiflive  adore,  and  rejoice  in  the  fmart; 
Or  in  plaintive  foft  murmurs,  his  bofom-felt  wo, 
Like  the  fmooth-gliding  current  of  rivers  will 

flow. 

Though  filent  his  tongue,  he  will  plead  with  his 

.eyes, 

And  his  heart  own  your  fway  in  a  tribute  of  fighsj 
But  when  he  accofts  you  in  meadow  or  grove, 
His  tale  is  ail  tencJernefs,  rapture,  and  love. 

SONG. 

COME  liften,  ye  {Indents  of  ev'ry  degree, 

I  fmg  of  a  wit  and  a  tutor  perdie^ 

A  ftatefman  profound,  a  critic  immenfe, 

In  fhort,  a  mere  jumble  of  learning  and  fenfe; 

And  yet  of  his  talents   th»u^h  laudably  vain, 

His  own  family  arts  he  could  never  attain, 

His  father  intending  his  foi  runt-  to  build, 

In  his  youth  would  have  taught  him  the  trowel  tM 

witld, 

But  the  mortar  of  difcipline  never  would  ftick, 
For  his  (kuil  was  fecur'ii  by  a  facing  of  brick; 
And  with  all  his  endeavours  of  patience  and  pain, 
The  (kill  of  his  fire  he  could  never  attain. 

His  mother  an  houfewife,  neat,  artful,  and  wife, 
Renown'd  fo-  her  delicate  bilcuit  and  pies, 
Soon  alter'd  hi*  ftuciies,  but  flatt'ring  his  tafte, 
From  the  raifin^  of  wall  to  the  rearing  of  pafte 
But  all  het  mftru&ions  were  fruitlef-  and  vain, 
1  he  pye  making  myft'ry  he  ne'er  could  attain. 

Yet  true  to  his  race,  in  his  labours  were  feen, 
A  jumble  of  both  their  profeflions  I  ween  ; 
For  -vhen  his  own  genius  he  ventur'd  to  truft, 
His  pies  feem'd  <«f  brick,  and  his  houfes  of  cruff.. 
Then,  good  Mr.  Tutor,  pray  be  not  fo  vain, 
Since  your  family  arts  you  could  never  attain., 
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Daughter  of  Paeon,  queen  of  every  joy 

Begin  the  fong ;  and  let  it  fweetly  flow, 
And  let  it  wifely  teach  thy  wholefome  laws : 
"  How  heft  the  fickle  fabric  to  fupport 
"  Of  mortal  man ;  in  healthful  body  how 
"  A  healthful  mind  the  loageft  to  maintain."   | 

•     '  With  thy  aid  the  fecret  wilds  I  trace 

Of  nature,  and  with  daring  fteps  proceed 
Through  paths  the  mufes  never  trod  before. 
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THE  L IFE  OF  ARMSTRONG. 

JOHN  ARMSTRONG  was  born  at  Caftleton,  on  the  banks  of  the  Liddal,  in  Roxburghlhire,  about 
1709.  His  father  and  brother  were  miniftera  of  Caftleton,  and  highly  refpeded  for  their  piety  and 
diligence  in  their  paftoral  duty. 

After  the  ordinary  courfe  of  fchool  education,  he  was  fcnt  to  the  Univerfity  of  Edinburgh; 
where  he  ftudied  the  feveral  branches  of  philofophy  and  medicine,  undtr  the  different  Profeffors,  and 
took  his  degree  in  Phyfic,  February  4.  1731*  with  much  reputation.  The  fubj-d  of  his  inaugural 
difTertation  was  De  Tabc  purulenta. 

Soon  after  his  graduation  he  went  to  London,  the  proper  place  for  a  man  of  accomplifhments 
like  his,  where  he  commenced  Phyfician;  but  never  attained  any  great  extent  of  pradice  or  emi 
nence  of  popularity. 

He  was  more  fuccefsful  as  an  author  than  a  phyfician.  In  1735,  he  publiftied,  without  his  name, 
a  pamphlet,  intituled  An  EJJay  for  Abridging  the  Study  of  Pbyftc  ;  to  ivbich  is  added  a  Dialogue  bet-wixt 
Hygeia^  Mercury,  and  Pluto,  relating  to  the  Practice  of  Pb<;Jic,  as  it  it  managed  by  a  teriain  illujlrious  So- 
eiety  ,-  and  An  Epijlle  from  Ufack  tbs  Petfian  to  J"Jkua  Ward^  Efq.  with  a  dedication  "  To  the  Antia- 
cademic  Philofophers,  to  the  Generous  Defjifers  of  the  Schools,  to  the  Defervedly  Celebrated  J  -fhua 
Ward,  John  Moor,  and  the  reft  of  the  "numerous  fed:  of  Infpired  Phyficians  "  I  his  fugitive  piece 
contains  much  wit  and  pleafantry.  In  the  dialogue  he  has  caught  the  very  fpirit  of  Lucian. 

1°  J737»  he  publixhed  A  Synopfts  of  the  Hijlory  and  Cure  of  the  Venereal  Difeafe,  8vo  infcribed  in  an 
ingenious  dedication  to  Dr.  Alexander  Stuart,  as  to  "  a  pecfon  who  had  an  indifputable  right  to 
judge  feverely  of  the  performance  prefented  to  him." 

This  publication  was  foon  followed  by  The  Economy  of  Love,  4to,  a  poem,  which  has  much 
merit ;  but,  it  muft  be  confefled,  is  too  ftrongly  tindured  with  the  licentioufnefs  of  Ovid.  It  ap- 
pears  by  one  of  the  "  Cafes  on  literary  Property,"  that  Mr.  Millar  the  bookfeller  paid  fifty 
guineas  for  the  copy  right  of  this  poem,  which  was  intended  as  a  burlefque  on  feme  didadic 
writers.  It  has  paflod  through  many  editions,  more,  it  is  to  be  be  feared  to  the  advantage  of  the 
bookfeller  than  the  reader.  It  is  but  juftice,  however,  to  add,  that  his  maturer  judgment  ex 
punged  many  of  the  luxuriances  of  youthful  fancy,  in  an  edition  "  revifed  and  com  died  by  the 
author."  in  1768. 

In  1741,  he  folicitated  the  recommendation  of  Dr.  Birch,  to  be  appointed  phyCcian  to  the  fleet, 
then  going  to  the  Weft-Indies. 

In  1744,  he  published  Tie  Art  ef  Preserving  Health,  a  dida flic foem,  8  vo,  which  laid  the  foundation 
of  his  tame,  and  will  be  a  lafling  monument  of  his  abilities. 

In  1 746,  he  was  appointed  one  of  the  Phyfkians  to  the  Hofpital  for  Lame  and  Sick  Soldiers  be 
hind  Buckingham-H'^ufe. 

In  1751,  he  publifhed  his  poem  on  Benevolence^  in  folio ;  and  in  1753,  "  Tajle,  an  Efijlle  to  a 
Young  Critic"  410.  In  the  fame  year  an  elegant  ode  was  addrcffed  to  him  by  Dr.  Theobald. 

In  1758,  he  publifhed  Sketches  or  EJfayt  on  Various  Subjects,  by  Launcelot  Temple,  Efq.  8vo.  In  this 
produdion/  which  rofleffes  much  humour  and  knowledge  of  the  world,  and  which  had  a  remark 
ably  rapid  fale,  'he  is  fuppofed  to  have  been  affifted  by  his  friend  Mr.  Wilkes. 

In  1760,  he  was  appointed  Phyfician  to  the  army  in  Germany  ;  where  in  1761  he  wrote  a  poem 
called  Day,  An  Efijlle  to  John  Wilkes  of  Aylejbury,  Efq.  4to,  which  was  publifhed  (as  the  prefatory 
^dvcrafement  confcffes)  "  without  the  knowledge  or  the  conient  of  the  author,  or  of  the  gentle- 
jpian  to  whom  it  is  addreffed." 

In  this  poem  he  wantonly  hazarded  a  refledion  on  Churchill,  which  drew  on  him  the  vengeanc^. 

of  that  feverc  iatirift. 

What  news  to  day  ? — I  afk  you  not  what  rogue, 
What  paltry  imp  of  fortune's  now  in  vogue 
What  iurward  blundering  fool  was  laft  preferred, 
By  mere  pretence  diftinguifh'd  from  the  herd  : 
With  what  new  cheat  the  gaping  town  is  Imic, 
What  crazy  fcriU>l«r  reigns  the  pteient  wit ; 

3  P  *i!  i 
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What  fluff  for  winter  the  Two  Booths  have  mixt, 
"What  bouncing  mimic  gives  a  Rofcius  next. 

In  "The  Journey,"  almoft  the  laft  lines  of  poetry  that  Churchill  lived  to  write,  after  referring 
thole  who  hinted  that  he  fhould  "  run  his  flock  of  genius  out,"  to  fome  contemporary  writers  who 
had  obtained  what  he  thought  unmerited  celebrity,  he  thus  pointedly  concludes  the  catalogue  with 
Annftrong. 

Let  them  with  Armjlrong,  taking  leave  of  fcnfe, 

Read  mufly  ledlures  on  Benevolence, 

Or  con  the  pages  of  his  gaping  Day, 

"Where  all  his  former  fame  was  thrown  away ; 

Where  all  but  barren  labour  was  forgot, 

And  the  vain  ftiffnefs  of  a  letter'd  Scot,     - 

Let  them  with  Annf.rong  pafs  the  term  of  light, 

Eut  not  one  hour  of  darknefs,  when  the  night 

Sufpends  this  mortal  coil,  when  memory  wakes, 

When  for  cur  paft  mifdoings  conlcit  nee  takes 

A  deep  revenge:  when,  by  reflection  led, 

She  draws  his  curtains,  and  locks  comfort  dead, 

Let  every  mufe  be  gene  ;  in  vain  he  turns 

And  tries  to  pray  for  fleep  ;  an  -/Etna  burns, 

A  more  than  ./Etna  in  his  coward  breaft  ; 

And  guilt,  with  vengeance  arm'd,  forbids  him  reftV 

Though  foft  as  j  lumage  from  young  zephyr's  wing, 

His  cone!)  feems  hard,  and  no  relief  can  bring; 

Ingratitude  hath  planted  daggers  there, 

No  good  man  can  deferve,  no  brave  man  bear. 

It  mull  be  acknowledged,  that  Armftrong  himfelf  afforded  the  original  caufe  of  offence;  but  the 
retaliation  was  unjuflifiably  fevere.  Armftrong  was  incapable  of  the  crime  with  which  he  is  charged  j 
and  the  imputation  of  ingratitude  will  never  obfcure  the  character  of  a  humane,  benevolent,  kindly 
affe&ioned  man  of  genius,  whofe  great  offence  was  his  attachment  to  the  party  in  oppofition  to  Mr. 
Wilkes  and  his  friends. 

It  may  be  here  obferved,  that  nothing  appears  fo  fatal  to  the  intercourfe  of  friends,  as  a  difagree- 
ment  in  politics.  The  intimacy  which  had  fubfifted  between  Armftrcng  and  Mr.  Wilkes,  was  cer 
tainly  interrupted,  if  not  diffolved,  by  the  demon  of  party. 

After  the  peace  of  Paris,  in  1763,  he  quitted  the  army,  returned  to  London,  and  refumed  the 
practice  of  phyfic,  in  which  he  appears  to  have  been  chiefly  wanting  to  his  own  fuccefs,  by  his  indo^ 
lence  and  inactivity. 

He  was  a  man  of  a  very  liberal  turn  of  mind,  of  general  erudition,  with  a  large  acquaintance 
among  the  learned  of  different  profcflions;  but  he  could  not  enter  into  connections  with  people  that 
were  not  to  his  liking.  He  could  not  cultivate  the  acquaintances  to  be  met  with  at  tea-tables ; 
he  could  not  intrigue  with  nurfes,  nor  affociate  with  the  various  knots  of  pert,  infipid,  well-bred, 
impertinent,  good  humoured,  malicious  gofilps,  that  are  often  found  fo  ufeful  to  introduce  a  young 
phyfician  into  practice.  He  rather  chofe  to  employ  his  time  at  home  in  the  indolent  occupations  of 
reading  and  Rudy,  or  to  fpend  an  Attic  evening  in  a  feledl  company  of  men  of  tafte  and  learning. 

In  1770,  he  publiftied  a  collection  of  Mifcellanles t  in  a  vois.  8vo,  containing  the  pieces  he  had 
formerly  publiflied  feparately,  except  the  Economy  of  Love  and  Day,  with  Imitations  of  Sbakfpeare  and 
Spcnfer,  the  Unlvsrfal  Almanack  by  Nouraddin  All,  'The  Forced  Marriage,  a  tragedy,  Sketches,  &c. 

In  an  advertifement  to  this  colleftion,  he  fays,  he  "  has  at  laft  taken  the  trouble  upon  him  to 
colle6t  them,  and  to  have  them  printed  under  his  own  infpedion,  a  tafk  that  he  had  long  avoided, 
and  to  which  he  would  hardly  have  fubmitted  himfelf  at  laft,  but  for  the  fear  of  their  being,  fome- 
titne  hereafter,  expofed  in  a  ragged,  mangled  condition,  and  loaded  with  more  faults  than  they 
originally  had,  while  [when]  it  might  be  irnpoffible  for  him,  by  the  change  perhaps  of  one  letter, 
to  recover  a  whole  period  from  the  moft  contemptible  nonfcnfe.  Along  with  fuch  pieces  as  he 
jbad  formerly  offered  to  the  public,  he  takes  this  opportunity  of  preftnting  it  with  feveral  others.; 
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Ibme  of  which  had  lain  by  him  many  years.  What  he  has  loft,  and  efpecially  what  he  has  cfe. 
ftroyed,  would  probably  enough  have  been  better  received  by  the  great  majority  of  readers  thaii 
any  thing  he  has  publifhed.  But  he  never  courted  the  public.  He  wrote  chLfiy  for  his  own 
amufement ;  and  becaufe  he  found  it  an  agreeable  and  innocent  way  of  fometimes  fp ending  an 
idle  hour.  He  has  always  mod  heartily  defpifed  the  opinion  of  the  viability  t  from  the  Ipweft  to  the 
higheft  ;  and  if  it  is  true  what  he  has  fometimes  been  told,  that  the  beft  judges  are  on  his  fide,  he 
defires  no  more  in  the  article  of  fame  and  renown  as  a  writer.  If  the  beft  judges  of  this  age  ho 
nour  him  with  their  approbation,  all  the  worft  too  of  the  next  will  favour  him  with  theirs,  when, 
by  Heaven's  grace,  he'll  be  too  far  beyond  the  reach  of  their  unmeaning  praiies,  to  receive  any  dil- 
guft  from  them." 

In  moft  of  the  Sketches  or  E/ays>  he  has  difcovered  a  found  underftandirig,  and  a  good  tafte  ;  hia 
he  feems  very  fond  of  making  ufe  of  fome  vulgarities  of  expreffion  that  belong  peculiarly  to  the 
mobility.  The  Forced  Marriage  was  written  in  1758.  It  had  been  offered  to  Garrick,  but  refufcd, 
by  him.  It  is  a  performance  in  which  there  is  much  pafiion,  but  little  judgment. 

In  1771,  he  publifhed  A  Short  Ramble  through  fame  farts  of  France  and  Italy ,  by  Lattncelot  Temple, 
Efq,  8vo. ;  and  in  1/73,  a  pamphlet  in  his  own  name,  intituled,  MeJkal  £/f>tys,  4to  towards  the 
conclufion  of  which,  he  accounts  for  his  not  having  fuch  extenfive  practice  as  fome  of  his  brethren, 
from  his  not  being  qualified  to  employ  the  ufual  means,  from  a  ticklifli  ftate  of  fpirits,  and  a  dif- 
tempered  excefs  of  fenfibility.  He  complains  much  of  the  behaviour  of  fome  of  his  brethren,  of 
the  herd  of  critics,  and  particularly  of  the  reviewers. 

This  work,  which  does  not  appear  to  have  acquired  much  reputation,  was  the  laft  which,  he  gave 
to  the  woJfld.  He  died  September  7.  1779,  in  confequence,  it  is  faid,  of  a  fall  he  received  in  ftep- 
ping  out  of  a  coach  ;  and,  to  the  furprife  of  his  friends,  left  behind  him  more  than  3000  1.  faved 
out  of  a  very  moderate  income,  arifing  principally  from  his  half  pay. 

The  following  Verfes  on  tit  Death  of  Dr.  Armftrong,  appeared  in  the  "  Gentleman's  Magazine," 
fdr  Odober  1779,  dated  Gray's-Inn,  September  to.  and  figned  W.  R. 

Ye  fwains  of  LidJal,  as  you  drive  your  fheep 

To  verdant  paftures,  or  the  ruffet  fleep, 

If  yet  a  mufe  on  Liddafs  banks  remain, 

For  tuneful  ArmJIrong  wake  the  plaintive  flrain. 

Though  from  you  long,  long  from  the  limpid  wave, 

In  which  he  lov'd  his  infant  limbs  to  lave; 

Long  from  the  pool,  where  oft  with  mimic  fly 

He  patient  angled  for  the  filver  fry ; 

Yet  were  his  manners  artlefs  as  your  own, 

As  plain  as  he  the  world  had  never  known. 

The  world  he  fcorn'd,  for  well  he  knew  to  fcan 

The  crooked  views  of  narrow-minded  man.' 

Ye  fons  of  Galen,  though  he  lack'd  not  fkill  .    : 

Like  you,  by  flow  and  fecret  means  to  kill, 

He  fought  to  fave,  he  fought  to  heal  the  frame, 

And  breath'd  Nepenthe  in  poetic  flame. 

From  breezy  fummit,  or  fair  op'ning  lawn, 

He  bade  his  patients  hail  the  cheerful  dawn; 

Their  villas  build,  wide  from  the  marfhy  mead, 

But  chief  where  bees  on  fragrant  wild  thyme  feed  : 

As  death  itfelf  avoid  the  fmoky  town  ; 

Refift  the  enfeebling  luxury  of  down  t 

Far  from  the  breaft  all  rankling  cares  expel, 

And  there  invite  content  and  hope  to  dwell,  &c. 

No  edition  of  his  Mifccllan'ies  has  been  called  for  fmce  his  death;  but  his  Art  of  Preferring  Health  t 
has  been  frequently  reprinted,  and  with  his  other  poetical  pieces,  except  ¥bt  Economy  of  Lov*t  was 
received  into  the  edition  of  "  the  Englifh  Poets,"  1790. 

The  character  of  Armflrong  feems  to  have  been  very  amiable  and  refpetfable;  It  is  to  his  ho 
nour  that  he  was  the  intimate  friend  of  Thomfon,  and  his  coadjutor  in  the  competition  of  his  ad 
mirable  "  Cattle  of  Indolence*"  Stanza  Ixviii.  was  written  by  Armftrong.  "  Though  u  Doc 
tor,"  Thomfon  write*  his  friend  Patcrfon,  "incrcaies  in  his  bufinefs,  he  does  not  decreafe  in  fp'.cen  ; 
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but  there  is  a  certain  kind  of  fpleen  that  is  both  humane  and  agreeable,  like  Jaques  in  the  play/* 
Thomfon  has  defcribed  his  abfent  moods  in  the  "  Caftle  of  Indolence."     Stanza  x. 

\Vith  him  was  fometime*  }<  in'd  in  filent  walk, 
(Profoundly  filent,  for  they  never  fp<  ke) 
One  fhyer  ftill,  who,  quite  detefted  talk, 
Oft  ftung  by  fpleen>  at  once  away  he  broke 
To  groves  of  pine,  and  broad  o'erfhad<>wing  oak, 
There  inly  thrill'd,  he  wander'd  all  alone, 
And  on  himfelf  his  penfive  fury  woke; 
He  never'd  utter'd  word,  fave  when  firft  (hone 
The  glittering  flar  of  eve — thank  heaven,  the  day  is  done*. 

He  lived  alfo  in  habits  of  intimacy  with  Grainger,  Sir  John  Pringle,  Mr.  Fufeli,  and  ether 
men  of  wit  and  learning. 

"  I  was  early  acquainted  with  Dr.  Armftrong,"  the  late  worthy  Dr.  Cuming  of  Dorchefler  write* 
Mr.  Nichols,  "  have  <  fren  vifited  him  at  his  lodgings,  knew  many  of  his  intimates,  have  met  him 
in  company,  but  from  my  having  vifited  the  Metropolis  fo  feldom  fince  my  refiderice  in  Doriet, 
fliire,  I  was  not  fo  well  acquainted  with  him  as  I  fhould  otherwife  have  been,  or  wifhed  to  De* 
He  always  appeared  to  me  (and  I  was  confirmed  in  that  f  pinion  by  that  of  his  moft  irtimate 
friends)  a  man  of  learning  and  genius,  of  confideritble  abilities  in  his  proftflion,  if  great  benevo 
lence  and  gnodnefs  of  heart,  tond  cf  aflbciatti  g  with  men  of  parts  and  genius,  but  indolent  and 
inactive,  and  therefore  totally  unqualified  to  empl<  y  the  means  that  uiually  lead  to  medical  em- 
plo)ment,  or  tlbow  his  way  through  a  cr«.Tvd  of  competitors." 

As  a  Poet,  his  compositions  have  great  inequalities,  feme  of  them  being  p<  fT -.fled  of  every  re- 
^uifite  to  be  fought  after  in  the  moft  perfect  compofitim,  while  others  can  hardly  be  coufidercd  a« 
fuperior  to  the  productions  of  mediocrity.  Much  of  the  n>eiit  c  f  his  Ep'Jtles  to  Eumeiej,  to  a  Young 
Crith,  and  to  Join  Wilkcs,  Efq.  confifts  in  a  fpirittd  concifcnefs,  a  lively  rcprtfentation  of  characters, 
and  a  certain  fpnghtlinels  and  tur-n  of  wit,  which  are  always  pleafing.  But  they  icldom  rife  into 
a  high  drain  of  poetry,  and  are  fometimes  deficient  in  grace  and  eafe.  Tfce  Efiflle  to  Eumenes,  is 
rather  too  fatirical  for  'he  fwbji<St.  In  the  Epijtle  to  T'ftc,  he  is  feverely  fatirical  on  all  pretenders  to 
wit ;  but  he  does  not  treat  the  fubje<3  in  io  maftcily  m>r  in  fo  poetical  a  manner  as<  Pope  had  done 
before  him.  In  his  Day,  he  feen->s  not  to  have  intended  rifing  much  higher  than  piofe  put  into 
numbers.  His  Winter  Piece,  in  imitation  of  {jhakipeare,  has  more  elevation,  but  is  a  turgid  and 
inflated  performance. 

Hi-  Art  of  Preferring  Healtl,  on  account  of  the  reputation  it  has  fo  juPly  acquired,  precludes  all 
driticifm.  It  is  of  the  higheft  fpecies  of  didactic  poetry,  and  of  a  merit  and  character  fo  great,  as 
to  rank  with  the  ccmpofitioDs  of  Lucretius,  Horace,  Virgil,  Vida,  Boileau,  Akenfide,  Dyer,  and 
Grainger.  Akenfide  has  attempted  the  moft  rich  and  poetical  form  of  did^<5tic  writing  in  his 
**  Pleafures  of  Imagination,"  and  in  feveral  parts,  fuccetded  happily,  and  difplayed  much  genius. 
Armftrong  has  not  aimed  at  fo  high  a  ftrain  as  Akenfide;  but  he  is  more  equal,  and  maintains 
throughout  a  chafte  and  correct,  elegance. 

"  To  defcnbe  fo  difficult  a  thing  gracefully  and  poetically, "  fays  Dr.  Warton,  in  his  "  Reflections 
<6n  Didadic  Poetry,"  as  the  effects  of  a  diftcmper  on  the  human  body,  was  referved  for  Dr.  Arm- 
ilrong,  who  accordingly  hath  nobly  executed,  at  the  end  of  his  third  book  of  his  Art  of  Preferring 
Health,  where  he  hath  given  us  that  pathetic  account  of  the  Sweating  Sicknefs.  There  is  a  claffical 
corrt(Srnefs  and  ciofenefs  of  ftyle  in  this  poem,  that  are  truly  admirable;  and  the  fubjedl  is  raifed  and 
adorned  by  numberlefs  poetical  images." 

"  Of  all  the  poetical  performances  on  this  fubject,  fays  Dr.  Mackenzie  in  his  "  Hiftory  of 
Health,"  that  have  c<  me  to  my  hands,  Dr.  Armftrong'?  Art  of  Preferring  Health  is  by  far  tl<e  be  ft.  Yd 
quote  every  charming  defcripticn  and  beautiful  paflage  of  this  poem,  one  muft  tranfcribe  the  whde. 
We  cannot,  however,  expert  new  rules  where  the  principal  defign  was  to  raife  and  warm  the 
heart  into  a  compliance  with  the  folid  precepts  of  the  ancients,  which  h£  has  enforced  with  great 
flrengrh  and  elegance.  And,  upon  the  whole,  he  has  convinced  us  by  his  own  example,  that  WC 
•wght  not  to  blame  antiquity  for  acknowledging 

*{  One  power  of  phyfic,  melody,  and  fong,** 
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IN  FOUR  BOOKS. 


BOOK  I. 

AIR. 

DAUGHTER  of  Pieon,  queen  of  every  joy, 
Hygeia  *  ;  -whofe  indulgent  fmile  fuftains 
The  various  race  luxuriant  nature  pours, 
And  on  th'  immortal  efiences  beftows 
Immortal  youth  ;  aufpicious,  O  defcend  ! 
Thou  cheerful  guardian  of  the  rolling  year, 
Whether  thou  wanton'ft  on  the  weftern  gale, 
Or  (hak'ft  the  rigid  pinions  of  the  north, 
Diffufeft  life  and  vigour  through  the  tra6b 
Of  air,  through  earth,  and  ocean's  deep  domain. 
When  through  the  blue  ierenity  of  heaven 
Thy  power  approaches,  all  the  wafteful  hoft 
Of  pain  and  ficknefs,  fqualid  and  deform'd, 
Confounded  fink  into  the  lothefome  gloom, 
Where  in  deep  Erebus  involv'd  the  fiends 
Grow  more  profane.     Whatever  ftiapes  of  death, 
Shook  from  the  hideous  chambers  of  the  globe, 
Swarm  through    the   fhudd'ring  air:   whatever 

plagues 

Or  meagre  famine  breeds,  or  with  flow  wings 
Rife  from  the  putrid  watry  element, 
The  damp  wafte  forefl,  motionlefs  and  rank, 
That  fmothers  earth  and  all  the  breathlefs  winds, 
Or  the  vile  carnage  of  th'  inhuman  field  : 
Whatever  baneful  breathes  the  rotten  fouth ; 
Whatever  ills  th'  extremes  or  fudden  change 
Of  cold  and  hot,  or  moid  and  dry  produce ; 
They  fly  thy  pure  effulgence  :  they  and  all 
The  fecret  poifons  of  avenging  heaven, 
And  all  the  pale  tribes  halting  in  the  trail! 
Of  vice  and  heedlefs  pleafure  ;  or  if  aught 
The  comet's  glare  amid  the  burning  fky, 
Mournful  eclipfe,  or  planets  ill-combin'd 
Portend  difaftrous  to  the  vital  world ; 
Thy  falutary  power  averts  their  rage, 
Averts  the  general  bane  :  and  but  for  thce 
Nature  would  ficken,  nature  foon  would  die. 


*  ffyge'a>  the  g&ddefs  of  health ,  was,  according  to 
tie  genealogy  of  the  heathen  deities,  the  daughter  of  JEf- 
culap'n:s  ;  "who,  as  ivell  as  Afo!'ot  ivas  dljlingutjhsd  by 
the  name  »f  Paan, 


Without  thy  cheerful  active  energy 
No  rapture  fwells  the  breaft,  no  poet  (ings, 
No  more  the  maids  of  Helicon  delight. 
Come  then  wich  me,  O  gpddefs  heavenly  gay  ! 
Begin  the  fong  ;  and  let  it  fweetly  flow, 
And  let  it  wifely  teach  thy  wholefome  laws  : 
"  How  beft  the  fickle  fabric  to  fupport 
"  Of  mortal  man ;  in  healthful  body  how 
"  A  healthful  mind  the.longefl  to  maintain.'5 
'Tis  hard,  in  fuch  a  ftrife  of  rules,  to  choofc 
The  beft,  and  thofe  of  nioft  extenfive  ufe  ; 
^Harder  in  clear  and  animated  fong 
Dry  philofophic  precepts  to  convey. 
^Yet  with  thy  aid  the  fecret  wilds  I  trace 
Of  nature,  and  with  daring  fteps  proceed 
Through  paths  the  mufes  never  trod  before. 

Nor  fhould  I  wander  doubtful  of  my  ways 
Had  I  the  lights  of  that  fagacious  mind 
Which  taught  to  check  the  peftilential  fire, 
And  quell  the  deadly  Python  of  the  Nile. 
O  thou  belov'd  by  all  the  graceful  arts, 
Thou  long  the  fav'rite  of  the  healing  powerSj 
Indulge,  O  mead  !  a  well-defign'd  efiay, 
Howe'er  imperfect ;  and  permit  that  I 
My  little  knowledge  with  my  country  (hare, 
Till  you  the  rich  Afctepian  ftores  unlock, 
And  with  new  graces  dignify  the  theme. 

Ye  who  amid  this  feverifh  world  would  wea£ 
A  body  free  of  pain,  of  cares  a  mind; 
-Fly  the  rank  city,  fhun  its  turbid  air ; 
Breathe  not  the  chaos  of  eternal  fmoke 
And  volatile  corruption,  from  the  dead. 
The  dying,  fick'ning,  and  the  living  world 
Exhal'd,  to  fully  heaven's  transparent  dome 
With  dim  mortality.     It  is  not  air 
That  from  a  thoufand  lungs  reeks  back  to  thine^ 
Sated  with  exhalations  rank  and  fell, 
The  fpoil  of  dunghills,  and  the  putrid  thaw 
Of  nature  ;  when  from  fhape  and  texture  (he 
Relapfes  into  fighting  elements  : 
It  is  not  air,  but  floats  a  naufeous  mafs 
Of  all  obfcene,  corrupt,  offenfive  things. 
Much  moifture  hurts ;  but  here  a  fordid  batH^ 
With  oily  rancour  fraught,  relaxes  more 
The  folid  frame  than  fimple  moifture  can^ 


THE   WORKS   OF  ARMSTRONG. 


Befides,  immur'd  in  many  a  fulien  bay 

That  never  felt  the  frefhnefs  of  the  breeze. 

This  flumb'ring  deep  remains,  and  ranker  grows 

With  fickly  reft  :  and  (though  the  lungs  abhor 

To  drink  the  dun  fuliginous  abyfs) 

Did  not  the  acid  vigour  of  the  mine, 

Roll'd  from  fo  many  thund'rirg  chimneys,  tame 

The  putrid  fleams  that  overfwarm  the  fky ; 

This  caufHc  venom  would  perhaps  corrode 

Thofe  tender  (Tells  that  draw  the  vital  air, 

In  vain  with  all  their  undhious  rills  bedewvd  ; 

Or  by  the  drunken  venous  tubes,  that  yawn 

In  countlefs  pores  o'er  all  the  perviouj  fkin 

Imbib'd,  would  poifon  the  balfamic  blood, 

And  roufe  the  heart  to  every  fever's  rage. 

While  yet  ycu  breathe,  away;  the  rural  wilds 

Invite  ;  the  monntams  call  you,  and  the  vales; 

The  woods,  the  dreams,  and  each  ambrofial  breeze 

That  fans  the  ever  undulating  fky ; 

A  kindly  fky  !  whofe  foft'ring  power  regales 

Man,  beaft,  and  all  the  vegetable  reign. 

Find  then  fome  woodland   fcene  where  nature 

f miles 

Benign,  where  all  her  honefi  children  thrive, 
To  us  there  wants  not  many  a  happy  feat! 
Look  round  the  fmiling  land,  fuch  numbers  rife 
We  h'ardly  fix,  bewilderM  in  our  choice, 
See  where  enthjron'd  in  adamantine  llate, 
Proud  of  her  bards,  imperial  Wind  for  fits ;  ^ 

There  choofe  thy  feat,  in  fome  afpiring  grove 
Faft  by  the  flowly-winding  Thames;  or  where 
Broader  fhe  laves  fair  Richmond's  green  retreacs, 
(Richmend  that  fees  an  hundred  villas  rife 
Rural  or  gay).     O  !  from  the  fummer's  rage 
O  1  wrap  me  in  the  friendly  glcom  that  hides 
Umbrageous  Ham  ! — But,  if  the  bufy  town 
Attract  thee  ft  ill  to  toil  for  power  or  gold, 
Sweetly  thou  mayft  tfcy  vacant  hours  poffefs 
Jn  Hampftead,  courted  by  the  weftern  wind  ; 
Or  Greenwich,  waving  o'er  the  winding  flood; 
Or  lofe  the  world  amid  the  fylvan  wilds 
Of  Dulwich,  yet  by  barbarous  arts  unfpoil'd. 
Green  rife  the  Ker.tifh  hills  in  cheerful  air; 
But  en  the  marfhy  plains  that  Lincoln  fpreads     ^ 
Build  not,  nor  reft  too  long  thy  wand'ring  feet. 
For  on  a  ruflic  throne  of  dewy  turf, 
With  baneful  fogs  her  aching  temples  bound, 
C^uartana  there  prefides  ;  a  meagre  fiend 
Begot  by  Eurus,  when  his  brutal  force 
Comprefs'd  the  flothful  naiad  of  the  fens. 
I1"rom  fuch  a  mixture  fprung,  this  fitful  peffc 
Writh  fev'rilh  blafls  fubdues  the  fickning  hand  : 
Cold  tremors  come,  with  mighty  love  of  reft, 
Corivu'five  vawnings,  laflitude,  and  pains 
That  fling  th,e  burden'd  brows,  fatigue  the  loins, 
And  rack  the  joints  and  every  torpid  limb  ; 
Then  parching  heat  fucceeds,  till  copious  fv.  eats 
O'erfiow  :   a  fhort  relief  from  former  ills. 
Beneath  repeated  fhocks  the  wretches  pine; 
The  vigour  finks,  the  habit  melts  away; 
The  cheerful,  pure,  and  animated  bloom 
Dies  from  the  face,  with  fqualid  atrophy 
Devour'd,  in  fallow  melancholy  clad. 
And  oft  the  forcefefs,  in  her  fated  wrath, 
Rtfiims  tkem  to  the  furies  of  her  train  ; 


The  bloated  hydrops,  and  the  yellow  fieftd 
Ting'd  with  her  own  accumulated  gall. 

In  queft  of  fites,  avoid  the  mournful  plain 
Where  ofiers  thrive,  and  trees  that  love  the  lake  3 
Where  many  lazy  muddy  rivers  flow: 
Nor  for  the  wealth  that  all  the  Indies  roll 
Fix  near  the  marfhy  margin  of  the  main, 
For  from  the  humid  foil  and  wat'ry  reign 
Eternal  vapours  rife  ;  ttoe  fpungy  air 
For  ever  weeps  :  or,  turgid  with  the  weight 
Of  waters,  pours  a  founding  deluge  down, 
Skies  fuch  as  thefe  let  every  mortal  fhun 
Who  dreads  the  dropfy,.  palfy,  or  the  gout, 
Tertian,  corrofive  fcurvy,  or  moift  catarrh  : 
Or  any  other  injury  that  grows 
From  raw-fpun  fibres  idle  and  unfiramj, 
Skin  ill-perfpiring,  and  the  purple  flood 
In  languid  eddies  loitering  into  phlegm. 

Yet  not  alone  from  humid  Ikies  we  pine ; 
For  air  may  be  too  dry.  The  fubtle  heaven, 
That  winnows  into  duft  the  blafted  downs, 
Bare  and  extended  wide  without  a  ftream, 
Too  faft  imbibes  th'  attenuated  lymph, 
Which,  by  the  farface,  from  the  blood  exhales. 
The  lungs  grow  rigid,  and  with  toil  effay 
Their  flexible  vibrations;  or,  inflam'd, 
Their  tender  ever-moving  ftrudture  thaws. 
Spoil'd  ©f  it-  limpid  vehicle,  the  blood 
A  mafs  of  lees  remains,  a  droffy  tide 
That  flow  as  Lethe  wanders  through  the  veins  : 
Una clive  in  the  fervices  of  life, 
Unfit  to  lead  its  pitchy  current  through 
The  fecret  mazy  channels  of  the  brain. 
The  melancholic  fiend  (that  worft  defpair 
Of  phyfic), hence  the  ruft-complexion'd  man 
Furfues,  whofe  blood  is  dry,  whofe  fibres  gain 
Too  ftretch'd  a  tone  :  and  hence  in  climes  aduft 
So  fudden  tumults  feize  the  trembling  nerves, 
And  burning  fevers  glow  with  double  rage. 

Fly,  if  you  can,  thefe  violent  extremes 
Of  air  :  the  wholefome  is  nor  moift  nor  dry. 
But  as  the  power  of  choofing  is  deny'd 
To  half  mankind,  a  further  tafk  eniues; 
How  bed  to  mitigate  thefe  fell  extremes, 
How  bicathe,  unhurt,  the  withering  element, 
Or  hazy  atBiofphere  :  though  cuftom  moulds 
To  ev'ry  dime  the  foft  Promethean  clay  ; 
And  he  who  fir  ft  the  fogs  of  Effex  breath'd 
(So  kind  is  native  air),  may  in  the  fens 
Of  hlTtx  frcm  inveterate  ills  revive, 
At  pure  Montpelier  or  Bermuda  caught. 
But  if  the  raw  and  oozy  heavtn  cftcnd, 
Correct  the  foil,  and  dry  the  fources  up 
Of  watery  exhalation  :  wide  and  deep 
Commel:  your  trenches  through  the  quaking  bog; 
Solicitous,  with  all  your  winding  arts, 
Betray  th'  unwilling  lake  into  the  ftream  ; 
A»d  weed  the  fore  ft,  and  invoke  the  winds 
I  o  hrc.,k  che  toils  where  ftrangled  vapours  lie ; 
Or  through  the  thicket-- fend  the  crackling  flame*. 
Meantime,  at  home,  with  cheerful  fires  difpel 
The  humid  air  :   and  let  your  table  fn.oke 
With  folid  roaft  or  bak'd  ;  or  what  the  herds 
Of  tamer  breed  fuy.ply ;  or  what  the  wilds 
Yield  to  the  toilfome  prtafurca  of  the  chafe. 
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Generous  your  wine,  the  boaft  of  rip'ning  years ; 

But  frugal  be  your  cups :  the  languid  frame, 

Vapid  and  funk  from  yefterday's  debauch, 

Shrinks  from  the  cold  embrace  of  watery  heavens. 

But  neither  thefe,  nor  all  Apollo's  arts, 

Difarm  the  dangers  of  the  drooping  iky, 

Unlefs  with  exercife  and  manly  toil 

You  brace  your  nerves,  and  fpur  the  lagging  blood. 

The  fatt'ning  clime  let  all  the  fons  of  eafe 

Avoid ;  if  indolence  would  with  to  live, 

Go,  yawn  and  loiter  out  the  long  flow  year 

In  fairer  fldes.  If  droughty  region?  parch 

The  {kin  and  lungs,  and  bake  the  thickening  blood ; 

Deep  in  the  waving  foreft  choofe  your  feat, 

Where  fuming  trees  refrefli  the  thirfty  air  ; 

And  wake  the  fountains  from  their  fecret  beds, 

And  into  lakes  dilate  the  rapid  flream. 

Here  fpread  your  gardens  wide ;  and  let  the  cool, 

The  moift  relaxing  vegetable  (lore, 

Prevail  in  each  repaft :   your  food  fupplied 

By  bleeding  life,  be  gently  wafted  down, 

By  foft  decoction,  and  a  mellowing  heat, 

To  liquid  balm;  or,  if  the  folid  mafs 

You  choofe,  tormented  in  the  boiling  wave; 

That  through  the 'thirfty  channels  of  the  blood 

A  fmooth  diluted  chyle  may  ever  flow. 

The  fragrant  dairy,  from  its  cool  recefs, 

Its  nedar  acid,  or  'benign  will  pour, 

To  drown  your  thirft ;  or  let  the  mantling  bowl 

Of  keen  Sherbet  the  fickle  tafte  relieve. 

For  with  the  vifcous  blood  the  fimple  ftfeam 

Will  hardly  mingle ;  and  fermented  cups 

Oft  difllpate  more  moift ure  than  they  give. 

Yet  when  pale  feafons  rife,  or  winter  rolls 

His  horrors  o'er  the  world,  thou  mayft  indulge 

In  feafts  more  genial,  and  impatient  broach 

The  mellow  calk.   Then,  too,  the  fcourging  air 

Provokes  to  keener  toils  than  fultry  droughts 

Allow.   But  rarely  we  fuch  ikies  blafpbeme. 

Steep'd  in  continual  rains,  or  with  raw  fogs 

Bedcw'd,  our  feafons  droop  ;  incumbent  flill 

A  ponderous  heaven  o'ervvhelms  the  finking  foul. 

Lab'ring  with  dorms,  in  henpy  mountains  rife 

Th'  imbattled  clouds,  as  if  the  Stygian  lhades 

Had  left  the  dungeon  of  eternal  night, 

Till  black  with  thunder  all  the  fouth  defcends. 

Scarce  in  a  fhowerlefs  day  the  heavens  indulge 

Our  melting  clime  ;  except  the  baleful  eaft 

Withers  the  tender  fpring,  and  fourly  checks 

The  fancy  of  the  year.  Our  fathers  talk 

Of  fummers,  balmy  airs,  and  Ikies  ferene. 

Good  heaven  !  for  what  unexpiated  crimes 

This  difmal  change  !  The  brooding  elements 

Do  they,  your  powerful  minifters  of  wrath, 

Frepare  fome  fierce  exterminating  plague  ? 

Or  is  it  fix'd  in  the  decrees  above, 

That  lofty  Albion  melt  into  the  main  ! 

Indulgent  nature,  ()  diffolve  this  glooijj ! 

Bind  in  eternal  adamant  the  winds 

That  drown  or  wither  :  give  the  genial  weft 

To  breathe,  and,  in  its  turn,  thefpiightly  north  : 

And  may  once  more  the  circling  feafons  rule 

The  year  ;  nor  mix  in  every  monftrousday. 

Meantime,  the  moift  malignity  to  fhun 
Of  burden'd  ikies;  mark  where  the  dry  champaign 


Swells  into  cheerful  hills ;  where  marjoram 
And  thyme,  the  love  of  bees,  perfume  the  air; 
And  where  the  *  cynorrhodon  with  the  rofc 
For  fragrance  vies ;  for  in  the  thirfty  foil 
Moft  fragrant  breathe  the  aromatic  tribes. 
There  bid  thy  roofs,  high  on  the  balking  fteep, 
Afcend,  there  light  thy  hofpitable  fires. 
And  let  them  fee  the  winter  morn  arife, 
The  fummer  evening  blufhing  in  the  weft; 
While  with  umbrageous  oaks  the  ridge  behind 
O'erhung,  defends  you  from  the  bluft'ring  north, 
And  bleak  affliction  of  the  peevifh  eaft. 
O  !  when  the  growling  winds  contend,  and  all 
The  founding  foreft  fluctuates  in  the  ftorm  ; 
To  fink  in  warm  repofe,  and  hear  the  din 
Howl  o'er  the  fteady  battlements,  delights 
Above  the  luxury  of  vulgar  fleep. 
The  murmuring  rivulet,  and  the  hoarfer  drain 
Of  waters  rufhing  o'er  the  flippery  rocks, 
Will  nightly  lull  you  to  ambrofial  reft. 
To  pleafe  the  fancy  is  no  trifling  good, 
Where  health  is  ftudied  ;  for  whatever  moves 
The  mind  with  calm  delight,  promotes  the  juft 
And  natural  movements  of  the  harmonious  frame. 
Bcfides,  the  fportive  brook  for  ever  fhakes 
The  trembling  air  ;  that  floats  from  hill  to  hill, 
From  vale  to  mountain,  with  Jnceflant  change 
Of  pureft  element,  refrefhing  ftill 
Your  airy  feat,  anti  uninfe&cd  gods. 
Chiefly  for  this  I  praife  the  man  who  builds 
High  on  the  breezy  ridge,  whofe  lofty  fides 
Th'  ethereal  deep  with  endlcfs  billows  chafes. 
His  purer  manfion  nor  contagious  years 
Shall  reach,  nor  deadly  putrid  airs  annoy. 

But  may  no  fogs,  from  lake  or  fenny  plain, 
Involve  my  hill !  And  wherefoe'er  you  build  ; 
Whether  on  fun -burnt  Epfpm,  or  the  plains 
Wafh'd  by  the  filent  Lee, ;  in  Chelfea  low, 
Or  high  Blackheath,  with  wint'ry  winds  afiail'd ; 
Dry  be  your  houfe:   but  airy  more  than  warm. 
Elfe  every  breath  of  ruder  wind  will  ftrike 
Your  tender  body  through  with  rapid  pains ; 
Fierce  coughs  will  teaze  you,  hoarfenefs  bin  t  your 

voice, 

Or  moift  Gravedo  load  your  aching  brows.  * 
Thefe  to  defy,  and  all  the  fates  that  dwell 
In  cloifter'd  air,  tainted  with  {learning  life, 
Let  lofty  ceilings  grace  your  ample  rooms; 
And  ftill  at  azure  noontide  may  your  dome 
At  every  window  drink  the  liquid  fky. 

Need  we  the  funny  fituaticn  here, 
And  theatres  open  to  the  fouth  commend  ? 
Here,  where  the  morning's  mifty  breath  infefts 
More  than  the  torrid  noon  :  how  fickly  grow, 
How  pale  the  plants  in  thofe  ill-fated  vales, 
That,  circled  round  with  the  gigantic  heap 
Of  mountains,  never  felt,  nor  ever  hope 
To  feel  the  genial  vigour  of  the  fun  ! 
While  on  the  neighbouring  hill  the  rofe  inflanaes 
The  verdant  fpring;   in  virgin  beauty  blows 
The  tender  lily,  languilhingly  fweet ; 
O'er  every  hedge  the  wanton  woodbine  roves, 

*   Tie  iv'ild  ro/c,  er  that  which  groivs  en  tin  com. 
man  triar. 
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And  autumn  r'pens  in  the  fummer's  ray. 
Nor  lefs  the  warmer  living  tribes  demand 
The  Foft'ring  fun  :  whofe  energy  divine    . 
Dwells  not  in  mortal  fire ;  whofe  gen'rous  heat 
Glows  through  the  mafs  of  groffer  elements, 
And  kindles  into  life  the  pond'rous  fpheres. 
Cheer'd  by  thy  kind  invigorating  warmth, 
We  court  thy  beams,  great  majefty  of  day  ! 
If  not  the  foul,  the  regent  of  this  world, 
Firft-born  of  heaven,  and  only  kfs  than  God  ! 

BOOK  II. 

DIET. 

ENOUGH  of  air.  A  defart  fubjecl:  now, 
Rougher  and  wilder,  rifes  to  my  fi,?ht. 
A  barren  \vafte,  where  net  a  garland  grows 
To  hind  the  mufe's  bmw ;  not  ev'n  a  proud 
Stupendous  folitude  frowns  o'er  the  heath, 
To  ro:ife  a  noble  horror  in  the  foul  : 
But  rugged  paths  fatigue,  and  error  leads 
Through  endlefs  labyrinths  the  devious  feet. 
Farewell,  ethereal  fields  '   the  humbler  arts 
Of  life ;  the  table,  and  the  homely  gods, 
Demand  rry  fong,  Elyfian  gates  adieu  ! 

The  blood,  the  fountain  whence  the  fpirits  flow, 
The  generous  flream  that  waters  every  part, 
And  motion,  vigour,  and  warm  life  conveys 
To  every  particle  that  moves  or  lives  ; 
This  vital  fluid,  through  unnumber'd  tuhes 
Pour'd  by  the  heart,  and  to  the  heart  again 
Refunded  ;  fcourg'd  for  ever  round  and  round; 
Enrag'd  with  heat  and  toil,  at  laft  forgets 
Its  balmy  nature;  virulent  and  thin 
It  grows  ;  and  now,  but  that  a  thoufand  gates 
Are  open  to  its  flight,  it  would  deftroy 
The  parts  it  cherifh'd  and  repair'd  before. 
Befides,  the  flexible  and  tender  tubes 
Melt  in  the  mildeft  mod  ne&areous  tide 
That  ripening  nature  rolls ;  as  in  the  dream 
Its  crumbling  banks ;  but  what  the  vital  force 
Of  plaftic  fluids  hourly  batters  down, 
That  very  force  thofe  plaftic  particles 
Rebuild  :  fo  mutable  the  flare  of  man. 
For  this  the  watchful  appetite  was  giv'n, 
Daily  with  frelh  materials  to  repair 
This  unavoidable  expence  of  life, 
This  neceflary  wafte  of  flcfh  and  blood. 
Hence  the  concoctive  powers,  with  various  art, 
Subdue  the  cruder  aliments  to  chyle; 
The  chyle  to  blood  ;  the  foamy  purple  tide 
To  liquors,  which  through  finer  arteries 
To  different  parts  their  winding  courfe  purfue; 
To  try  new  changes,  and  new  iorms  put  on, 
Or  for  the  public,  or  feme  private  ufe. 

Nothing  fo  foreign,  but  th'  athletic  hind 
Can  labour  into  blood.   The  hungry  meal 
Alone  he  fears,  or  aliment?  too  thin  ; 
By  vi'  lent  powers  too  eafily  fubdu'd, 
Too  foon  expell'd.    Mis  daily  labour  thaws, 
To  friendly  chyle,  the  ni(  ft  rebellious  rfcafs 
That  fait  can  harden,  or  the  fmoke  of  years ; 
Nor  does  his  gorge  the  lufcious  bacon  rue, 
fclor  that  which  Ceftria  fends  tenacious  paftc 
•f  Iblid  milk.  But  ye  of  fofter  cJay, 


Infirm  and  delicate  !  and  ye,  who  wade 
With  pale  and  bloated  floth  the  tedious  day  ! 
Avoid  the  ftubborn  aliment,  avoid 
,-The  full  repaft  ;  and  let  fagacious  age 
Grow  wifer,  Lfibn'd  by  the  dropping  teeth. 

Half  fubtiliz'd  to  chyle,  the  liquid  food 
Readieft  obeys  th'  aflimilating  pow'rs; 
And  foon  the  tender  vegetable  mafs 
Relents  ;  and  foon  the  young  of  thofe  that  tread 
The  ftedfaft  earth,  or  cleave  the  green  abyfs, 
Or  pathlefsfky.  And  if  the  fleer  rmift  fall, 
In  youth  and  fanguine  vigour  let  him  die  ; 
Nor  (lay  till  rigid  age,  or  heavy  ails, 
Abfolve  him  ill  requited  from  the  yoke. 
Some  with  high  forage,  and  luxuriant  eafe, 
Indulge  the  veteran  ox ;  but  wifer  thou, 
From  the  bald  mountain  or  the  barren  downs, 
Expedt  the  flocks  by  frugal  nature  fed- 
A  race  of  purer  blood,  with  exercife 
Refin'd,  and  fcanty  fare  :   for,  old  or  young, 
The  ftall'd  are  never  healthy  ;  nor  the  craxiim*a< 
Not  all  the  culinary  arts  can  tame 
To  whokfome  food  the  abominable  growth 
Of  reft  and  gluttony  ;   the  prudent  tafte 
Rejects  like  bane  fuch  lothefome  lufcioufnefs. 
The  languid  ftomach  curfes  even  the  pure 
Delicious  fat,  and  all  the  race  of  oil : 
For  more  the  oily  aliments  relax 
Its  feeble  tone ;  and  with  the  eager  lymph, 
Fond  to  incorporate  with  all  it  meets, 
Coily  they  mix,  and  fhun  with  flippery  wile* 
The  woo'd  embrace.  Th'  irrefoluble  oil, 
So  gentle  late  and  blandifhing,  in  floods 
Of  rancid  bile  o'erflows  :  what  tumults  hence, 
What  horrors  rife,  were  naufeous  to  relate. 
Choofe  leaner  viands,  ye  whofe  jovial  make 
Too  faft  the  gummy  nutriment  imbibes  : 
Choofe  fober  meals;  and  roufe  to  a<5Uve  life 
Your  cumbrous  clay  ;  nor  on  th'  infeebling  dowi 
Irrefolute,  protract  the  morning  hours. 
But  let  the  man  whole  bones  are  thinly  clad, 
Wirh  cheerful  eafe  and  fucculent  repaft, 
Improve  his  habit  if  he  can  ;  for  each 
Extreme  departs  from  perfect  faraty. 

I  could  relate  what  table  this  demands, 
Or  that  complexion ;  what  the  various  power* 
Of  various  foods  :  but  fifty  years  would  roll, 
And  fifty  more,  before  the  tale  were  done. 
Befides,  there  often  lurks  fome  namelefs,  ftrangCj 
Peculiar  thing ;  nor  on  the  fkin  difplay'd, 
Felt  in  the  pulfe,  nor  in  the  habit  feen  ; 
Which  finds  a  poifon  in  the  food  that  moil 
The  temp'rature  affe£s.  There  are,  whofe  blood 
Impetuous  rages  through  the  turgid  veins, 
Who  better  bear  the  fiery  fruits  of  Ind 
Than  the  moift  melon,  or  pale  cucumber. 
Of  chilly  natute  others  fly  the  board 
Supply'd  \vith  fiaughter,  and  the  vernal  powers 
For  cooler,  kinder,  (uftenance  implore. 
86me  even  the  generous  nutriment  deteft, 
Which,  in  the  fhell,  the  fleeping  embryo  rears. 
Some,  more  unhappy  ftill,  repent  the  gifts 
Of  Pales;  foft,  delicious,  and  benign  : 
The  balmy  quinteffence  of  every  flower, 
And  every  grateful  herb  that  decks  the  fpringj 
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-The  foft'ring  dew  of  tender  fprouring  life  ; 

The  beft  refection  «,f  declii.ii-.g  age; 

The  kind  reftorative  of  thofe  who  He 

Half  dead  and  panting,  from  the  doubtful  ftrife 

Ol.  nature  ftru^gling  in  the  yrafp  of  death. 

Try  all  the  bounties  of  th;«  fertile  globe, 

There  is  not  luch  a  falutary  fo  -d 

As  ftiits  with  every  ftomach.  But  (except, 

Amid  the  mingled  mafs  ..f  fifh  an^  fowl, 

And  hoil'd  and  bak'd.  you  hefitate  by  which 

You  funk  opprefs'd,  or  whetl^r  net  by  all  . ; 

Taught  hy  experience,  f-  on  you  may  difcern 

What  pleafes,  what  offends.  Av"id  the  cates 

That  lull  the  ficken'd  appetite  too  long; 

Or  heave  with  fev'rifh  flufhinys  all  the  face, 

Burn  in  the  palms,  and  parch  the  roughning  tongue  ; 

Or  much  diminifli,  or  too  much  increafe 

Th' expence  which  nature's  wife  economy, 

Without  or  watte  or  avarice,  maintains. 

Su-h  cates  al>jur'dr-let  prowling  hunger  loofe, 

And  bid  the  curious  palate  roam  at  \viil  , 

They  fcarce  can  err  amid  the  various  Hores 

That  bu<  ft  the  teeming  entrails  of  the  world. 

Led  by  fagacious  tafte,  the  ruthlefs  king 
Of  beafts  on  blood  and  (laughter  only  lives; 
The  tyger,  form'd  alike  to  cruel  meals, 
Would  at  the  manger  ftaive  :  of  milder  feedi 
The  generous  horfe  to  herbage  and  ro  grain 
Confines  his  wi{h  .  though  fabling  Greece  refound 
The  rhraciati  fteeds  with  human  carnage  wild. 
Prompted  by  inftinct's  never  erring  power,          ^ 
Each  creature  knows  its  proper  aliment ; 
But  man,  th'  inhabitant  of  every  clime, 
With  all  the  commoners  of  nature  feeds. 
Directed,  hounded,  by  this  power  within, 
Their  cravings  are  well-aim'd  :  voluptuous  man  Ji 
Is  by  fuperior  faculties  mifled  ; 
Mifled  from  pleature,  even  in  queft  of  joy. 
Sated  with  nature's  boons,  what  thoufands.  feek, 
With  difh.es  tortur'd  from  their  native  ufte, 
And  mad.  variety,  to  fpnr  beyoi.d 
Its  wifer  will  the  jaded  appetite  ! 
Is  this  for  plealure  ?  Learn  a  jufter  tafte  ; 
And  know  that  temperance  is  true  luxury.  **• 

Or  is  it  pride  ?  Purfue  fome  nobler  aim, 
Dilmilsyour  paiafites,  who  praife  for  hire  ; 
And  earn  the  fair  efteem  of  honeft  men, 
Whofe  praife  it,  fame    Form'd  of  fuch  clay  as  yours, 
The  lick,  the  needy  fhivcr  at  your  gates. 
Even  modtft  want  may  ble/s  your  hand  unfeen, 
Though  huflVd  in  patient  wretchednefs  at  home. 
Is  there  no  virgin,  grac'd  with  every  charm 
But  that  which  binds  the  mercenary  vow  ? 
No.you^h  of  genius,  whofe  neglected  bloom, 
Unfofter'd,  Cckens  in  the  barren  fhade  ? 
No  worthy  man,  by  fortune's  random  blows, 
Or  by  a  heart  too  generous  and  humane, 
Conftrain'd  to  leave  his  bappy  natal  feat, 
And  figh  for  wants  more  bitter  than  his  own  ? 
There  are.  while  human  miferies  abound, 
A  thoufand  ways  to  wafte  fuperfluous  wealth, 
Without  one  fool  or  flatterer  at  your  board, 
Without  one  hour  of  ficknefs  or  difguft. 

But  other  ills  th'  ambiguous  feaft  purfue, 
Bcfides  provoking  the  laicivious  tafte. 
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Such  various  foods,  though  harmlefs  each  alone, 

Each  other  violate     and  oft  we  fee 

Wtat  ftrife  is  brew'd,  and  what  pernicious  bane, 

From  combination*  of  innoxious  things. 

I  h*  unbounded  tafte  \  mean  not  to  confine 

To  hermit's  diet  needlef-ly  fevere. 

But  would  you  long  the  fweets  of  health  enjoy, 

Or  hufband  plrafure,  at  one  impious  meal 

Exhauft  not  half  the  bounties  of  the  year, 

Of  every  realm.   It  matters  net,  meanwhile, 

How  much  to-morrow  differ  from  to  day  ; 

So  far  indulge  :   'tis  fit,  hefides,  that  man, 

To  ch-tn^e  obnoxious,  be  to  change  inur'd. 

But  ftay  the  curious  appetite,  and  taJtc 

With  caution  fruits  you  never  tried  before. 

For  want  of  ufe  the  kindcft  aliment 

Sometimes  offends;  while  cuftom  tames  the  rage 

Of  poifon  to  mild  ami'y  wi-h  life. 

So  Heav'n  has  form'd  us  to  the  general  tafte 
Of  all  its  gifts     fo  cuftom  has  improv'd 
This  bent  of  nature  ;  that  few  fimple  foods, 
Of  all  that  earth,  or  air,  or  ocean  yield, 
But  by  excefs  offend.  Beyond  the  fenfe 
Of  light  refection,  at  the  genial  board 
Indulge  not  often  ;  nor  protract  the  feaft 
To  dull  fatiety    till  foft  and  flow 
A  drowfy  death  creeps  on,  th'  expanfive  foul 
Opprcfs'd,  cmd  fmother'd  the  celeftial  fire. 
The  ftomach,  urg'd  beyond  its  active  tone,' 
Hardly  to  nutrjmental  chyle  fubdues 
The  fofteft  food  :  unfinifli'd  and  deprav'd, 
The  chyle,  in  all  its  futune  wanderings,  owns 
Its  turbid  fountain ;  not  by  purer  ftreams 
So  to  be  clear'd,  but  foulnefs  will  remain ; 
To  fparkling  wine  what  ferment  can  exalt 
Th'unripen'd  grape  ?  Or  what  mechanic  Ikill, 
From  the  crude  ore,  canfpin  the  dudile  gold  ? 

Grofs  riot  treafures  up  a  wealthy  fund 
Of  plagues  :  but  more  immedicable  ills 
Attend  the  lean  extreme.  For  phyfic  knows 
How  to  dilburden  the  too  tumid  veins, 
Even  how  to  ripen  the  half-labour'd  blood  : 
But  to  unlock  the  elemental  tubes, 
Collaps'd  and  fhrunk  with  long  inanity, 
And  with  balfamic  nutriment  repair 
The  dried  and  worn-out  habit,  \veie  to  bid 
Old  age  grow  green,  and  wear  a  fecond  fpring'; 
Or  the  tall  afn,  long  ravifh'd  funn  the  foil, 
Through  wirhcr'ti  veim  imbibe  the  vernal  dew. 
When  hunger  calls,  obey  ;  n<r  often  wait 
Till  hunger  fharpen  to  corroftvc  pjin  : 
For  the  keen  appetite  will  feaft  beyond 
What  nature  well  can  bear;  and  one  extreme 
Ne'er  without  danger  meets  its  own  reverfe. 
Too  greedily  th'cxhaufted  veins  abforb 
The  recent  chyle,  and  load  enfeebled  powers 
Oft  to  th'  extinction  of  the  vital  flame. 
To  the  paJe  cities,  by  the  firm-let  iage 
And  famine  humbled,  may  this  vcrfe  be  borne ; 
And  hear,  ye  hardieft  fons  that  Albion  breeds, 
Longtofb'd  and  familh'd  on  the  wint'ry  main  ; 
The  war  fhook  off,  or  hofpitable  fhore 
Atcain'd,  with  temperance  bear  the  fhock  of  joy; 
Nor  crown  with  felHve  rites  th'  aufpicious  day  : 
Such  feaft  might  prove  more  fatal  than  the  wave?, 


in 
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Than  war  or  famine.  While  the  vital  fire 
Burns  feebly,  heap  noc  the  green  fuel  on  ; 
But  prudently  foment  the  wandering  fpark 
With  what  the  fnoneft  feeds  its  kindred  touch  : 
Be  frugal  ev'n  of  that :  a  little  give 
At  firft ;  that  kindled,  add  a  little  more  ; 
Till,  by  deliberate  nourifhing,  the  flame 
Reviv'd,  with  all  its  wonted  vigour  glows. 

But  though  the  two  (the  full  and  the  jejune) 
Extremes  have  each  their  vice  ;  it  much  avails 
Ever  with  gentle  tide  to  ebb  and  flow 
From  this  to  that :  fo  nature  learns  to  bear 
Whatever  chance  or  headlong  appetite 
May  bring.  Befides,  a  meagre  day  fubdues 
The  cruder  clods  by  floth  or  luxury 
Collected,  and  unloads  the  wheels  of  life. 
Sometimes  a  coy  averfion  to  the  feafc 
Comes  on,  while  yet  no  blacker  omen  lours ; 
Then  is  a  time  to  (him  the  tempting  board, 
Were  it  your  natal  or  your  nuptial  day. 
Perhaps  a  fad  ib  feafonable  ftarves 
The  latent  feeds  of  woe,  which,  rooted  once, 
Might  cod  you  labour.  But  the  day  rcturn'd 
Of  fedal  luxury,  the  wife  indulge 
Moft  in  the  tender  vegetable  breed  : 
Then  chiefly,  when  the  fummer  beams  inflame 
The  brazen  heavtns;  or  angry  Sinus  fheds 
A  feverifti  taint  through  the  dill  gulf  of  air. 
The  moid  cool  viands  then,  and  flowing  cup, 
From  the  frefli  dairy-virgin's  liberal  hand 
Willfave  your  head  from  harm,  though  round  the 

world 

The  dreaded  *  caufos  roll  his  wadeful  fires. 
Pale  humid  winter  loves  the  generous  board, 
The  meal  more  copious,  and  a  warmer  fare ; 
And  longs,  with  old  wood  and  old  wine,  to  cheer 
His  quaking  heart.  The  feafon's  which  divide 
Th'  empires  or  heat  and  cold  (by  neither  claim'd, 
Influenc'd  by  both),  a  middle  regimen 
Impofe.  Through  autumn's  languifhing  domain 
Descending,  nature  by  degrees  invites 
To  glowing  luxury.   But  from  the  depth 
Of  winter,  when  th'  invigorated  year 
Emerges ;  when  Favonius  fliiuVd  with  love, 
Toyful  and  young,  in  every  breeze  defcends 
More  warm  and  wanton  on  his  kindling  bride ; 
Then,  fhepherds,  then  begin  to  fpare  your  flocks ; 
And  learn,  with  wild  humanity,  to  check 
The  hid  of  blood.  Now  pregnant  earth  commits 
A  various  offspring  to  th'  indulgent  iky  : 
Now  bounteous  nature  feeds  with  lavidi  hand 
The  prone  creation  ;  yields  what  once  fuflic'd 
Their:    dainty   fuvereign,   when    the   world    was 

young ; 

Ere  yet  the  barbarous  thirft  of  blood  had  feiz'd  — 
The  human  bread. — Each  railing  month  matures.-' 
The  food  that  fuits  it  moil ;  fo  does  each  clinic. 

Far  in  the  horrid  realms  of  winter,  where 
Th'  edablifiVd  ocean  heaps  a  mondrous  wade 
Of  fhining  rocks  and  mountains  to  the  pole  ; 
There  lives  a  hardy  race,  whnfe  plained  wants 
Relentlefs  earth,  their  cruel  ftepmother  » 

Htgards  not.  On  the  watte  of  iron  fields, 

*    fi'e  burning  Jcver, 


Untam'd,  untraclable,  no  harveftswave  ? 
Pomona  hates  them,  and  the  clownifh  god 
Who  tends  the  garden.  In  this  frozen  world 
Such  cooling  gifts  were  vain  :  a  fitter  meal 
Is  earn'd  with  eafe  ;  for  here  the  fruitful  fpawn 
Of  ocean  fwarms,  and  heaps  their  genial  board 
With  generous  fare  and  luxury  prof'ufe. 
Thefe  are  their  bread,  the  only  bread  they  know; 
Thefe,  and  their  willing  flave  the  deer  that  crops 
The  Ihrubby  herbage  on  their  meagre  hills. 

-•Girt  by  the  burning  zone,  not  thus  the  fouth 
Her  fwarthy  fons  in  either  Ind,  maintains  : 
Or  thirfty  Libya;  from  whofe  fervid  loins 
The  lion  burds,  and  every  fiend  that  roams 
Th'  affrighted  wildernef-.    The  mountain  herd, 
Aduft  and  dry,  no  fweet  repaft  affords: 
Nor  does  the  tepid  main  fuch  kinds  produce, 
So  perfedt,  fo  delicious,  as  the  fhoals 
Of  icy  Zembla.     Rafhly  where  the  blood 
Brews feverifh  frays;  where  fcafce  the  tubes  fuftair 
Its  tumid  fervour  and  tempeftuous  courfe  ; 
Kind  nature  tempts  not  to  fuch  gifts  as  thefe. 
But  here  in  livid  ripenefs  melts  the  grape  : 
Here,  finifli'd  by  invigorating  funs, 

'"Through  the  green  fhade  the  golden  orange  glows 
Spontaneous  here  the  turgid  melon  yields 
A  generous  pulp :   the  coco  fwells  on  high 
With  milky  riches  ;  and  in  horrid  mail 
The  criip  ananas  wraps  its  poignant  fweets. 
Earth's  vaunted  progeny  :  in  ruder  air 
Too  coy  to  flourifli,  even  too  proud  to  live; 
Or  hardly  rais'd  by  artificial  fire 
To  vapid  life.     Here  with  a  mother's  fmile 
Glad  Amalthca  pours  her  copious  horn. 
Here  buxom  Ceres  reigns  :    Fh'  autumnal  fea 
In  bouncllefs  billows  fluctuates  o'er  their  plain?. 
What  fuits  the  climate  beft,  what  fuits  the  men, 
Nature  profufe*  mod,  and  mod  the  tade 
Demand--.     The  fountain,  edg'd  with  racy  wine 

'Or  acid  fruit,  bedews  their  thirdy  fouls. 
The  breeze  eternal  breathing  round  their  limbs 
Suppotts  in  elfe  intolerable  air: 
Wail?  the  cool  palm,  the  plaintain,  and  the  grov 
That  \vaves  on  gloomy  Lebanon,  affua^e 
The  torrid  hell  that  beams  upon  their  heads. 

s"  Now  come,  ye  Naiads,  to  the  fountains  lead; 
Now  let  me  wander  through  your  gelid  reigu. 
I  burn  to  view  th*  enthufiaftic  wilds 
By  mortal  elfe  untrod.     I  hear  the  din 
Of  waters  thund'ring  o'er  the  ruin'd  cliffs. 
With  holy  reverence  I  approach  the  rocks 
Whence  glide  the  dreams  renown'd  in  ancient  fong 
H^re  from  the  deft-rt  down  the  rumbling  deep 
Fird  fprings  the  Nile  ;  here  burds  the  founding  P 
In  angry  waves;  Euphrates  hence  devolves 
A  mighty  flood  to  water  half  the  ead ; 
And  there,  in  Gothic  foiitude  reclin'd, 
The  cheerlefs  Tanais  pours  his  hoary  urn. 

—What  folemn  twilight  !   Wnat  dupendous  (hades 
Enrap  thefe  infant  floods!    Through  every  nerve 
A  facred  horror  thrills,  a  pleafing  fear 
Glides  o'er  my  frame.   The  forett  deepens  round 
And  mere  gigantic  dill  th'  impending  trees 
Stretch  their  extravagant  arms  athwart  the  gloon 
-Are  thefe  the  confine*  of  fume  lairy  world .? 
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A-  land  of  genii  ?  Say,  beyond  thefe  wilds 
What  unknown  nations  ?  If  indeed  beyond 
Aught  habitable  lies.     And  whither  leads, 
To  what  ftrange  regions,  or  of  blifs  or  pnin, 
That  fubterraneous  way  ?   Propitious  maids, 
Conduct  me,  while  with  fearful  deps  I  tread 
This  trembling  ground.    The  tafk  remains  to  fing-- 
Your  gifts  (fo  Preon,  fo  the  powers  of  health 
Command)  to  praife  your  cryflal  element ; 
The  chief  ingredient  in  heaven's  various  works ; 
Whofe  flexile  genius  fparkles  in  the  gem, 
Grows  firm  in  oak,  and  fugitive  in  wine  ; 
The  vehicle,  the  fource,  of  nutriment 
And-4ife,  to  all  that  vegetate  or  live. 

O  comfortable  ftreams  !  With  eager  lips 
And  trembling  hand  the  languid  thirfty  quaff 
New  life  in  you  ;  frefh  vigour  fills  their  veins, 
No  warmer  cups  the  rural  ages  knew  ; 
None  warmer  fought  the  fires  of  human  kind. 
Happy  in  temperate  peace  !   Their  equal  days 
Felt  not  th'  alternate  fits  of  feverifh  mirth, 
And  fick  dejection.     Still  ferene  and  pleas'd 
They  knew  no  pains  but  what  the  tender  loul 
With  pleafure  yields  to,  and  would  ne'er  forget. 
Bleft  with  divine  immunity  from  ails, 
Long  centuries  they  liv'd  ;  their  only  fate 
Was  ripe  old  age,  and  rather  fleep  than  death. 
Oh  !  could  thofe  worthies  from  the  world  of  gods 
Return  to  vifit  their  degenerate  fons, 
How  would  they  fcorn  the  joys  of  modern  time, 
With  all  our  art  and  toil  improv'd  to  pain  ! 
Too  happy  they  !   but  wealth  brought  luxury,      ^ 
And  luxury  on  floth  begot  difeafe. 

Learn  temperance,  friends;    and  her  withou^ 

difdain 

The  choice  of  water.     Thus  the  *  Coan  fage 
Opin'd,  and  thus  the  learn'd  of  every  fchool. 
What  lead  of  foreign  principles  partakes 
Is  bed  :  The  lighted  then;  what  bears  the  touch 
Of  fire  the  lead,  and  fooned  mounts  in  air; 
The  mod  infipid  ;  the  mod  void  of  fmell. 
Such  the  rude  mountain  from  his  horrid  fides 
Pours  down ;  fuch  waters  in  the  fandy  vale 
For  ever  boil,  alike  of  winter  frods 
And  fu miner's  heat  fecure.     The  cryflal  dream, 
Through  rocks  refounding,  or  for  many  a  mile 
O'er  the  chaf 'd  pebbles  hurl'd,  yields  wholefome, 

pure 

And  mellow  draughts ;  'except  when  winter  thaws 
And  half  the  mountains  melt  into  the  tide. 
Though  third  were  e'er  fo  refolute,  avoid  f 

The  fordid  Sake,  and  all  fueh  drowfy  Hoods 
As  fill  from  Lethe  Beigia's  flow  canals  ; 
(With  red  corrupt,  with  vegetation  green ; 
Squalid  with  generation,  and  the  birth 
Of  little  monders)  ;  till  the  power  of  fire 
Has  from  profane  embraces  difengag'd 
The  violated  lymph      The  virgin  dream 
In  boiling  wades  its  finer  foul  in  air. 

Nothing  like  fimple  element  dilutes 
The  food,  or  gives  the  chyle  fo  foon  to  flow. 
But  where  the  domach  indolent  and  cold 
Toyo  with  its  duty,  animate  with  wine 

*  Hippocrates. 


Th'  infipid  dream  :  Though  golden  Ceres  yields 
A  more  voluptuous,  a  mure  fprightly  draught; 
erhaps  more  active.      Wine  unmix'd,  and  all 
The  gluey  floods  that  from  the  vex'd  abyfs 
Of  fermentation  fprine  ;  with  fpirit  fraught, 
And  furious  with  intoxicating  fire  ; 
Retard  concoction,  and  preferve  unthaw'd 
Th'  embodied  mafs.  You  fee  what  countlefs  years, 
Ilmbalm'd  in  fiery  quintefcence  of  wine, 
The  puny  wonders  of  the  reptile  world, 
The  tender  rudiments  ef  life,  the  flim 
LJnravellings  of  minute  anatomy, 
Maintain  their  texture,  and  unchang'd  remain. 

We  curfe  not  wine  :  The  vile  excefs  we  blame; 
More  fruitful  than  th'  accumulated  board, 
Of  pain  and  mifery.     For  the  fubtle  draught 
Fatter  and  furer  fwells  the  vital  tide; 
And  with  more  active  poifon,  than  the  flood* 
Of  groffer  crudity  convey,  pervades 
The  far  remote  meanders  of  our  frame. 
Ah  !  fly  deceiver  !  Branded  o'er  and  o'er, 
Yet  dill  believ'd  !   Exulting  o'er  the  wreck 
Of  fober  vows  '. — But  the  Parnafian  maids 
*  Another  time  perhaps  fhall  fing  the  joys, 
The  fatal  charms,  the  many  woes  of  wine  ; 
Perhaps  its  various  tribes,  and  various  powers. 

Meantime,  I  would  not  alwaVs  dread  the  bowl, 
Nor  every  trefpafs  fhun.     The  feverifh  flrife, 
Rous'd  by  the  rare  debauch,  fubdues  expells 
The  loitering  crudities  that  burden  life  ; 
And,  like  a  torrent  full  and  rapid,  clears 
Th'  obilructed  tubes.     Befides,  this  redlefs  world 
Is  full  of  chances,  which  by  habit's  power 
To  learn  to  bear  is  eafier  than  to  fhun. 
Ah  !  when  ambition,  meagre  love,  of  gold, 
Or  facred  country  calls,  with  mellowing  wine 
To  moiden  well  the  thirfty  fuffrages; 
Say  how,  unfeafon'd  to  the  midnight  frays 
Of  Comus  and  his  rout,  wilt  thou  contend 
With  Centaurs  long  to  hardy  deeds  inur'd  : 
Then  learn  to  revel ;  but  by  flow  degrees  : 
By  flow  degrees  the  liberal  arts  are  won ; 
And  Hercules  grew  drong.    But  when  you  finooth 
The  brows  of  care,  indulge  your  fedive  vein 
In  cups  by  well-inform'd  experience  found 
The  lead  your  bane  :  and  only  with  your  frienda. 
'(here  are  fvveet  follies  ;  frailties  to  be  feen 
By  friends  alone,  and  men  of  generous  minds, 

Oh  !  feldom  may  the  fated  hours  return 
Of  drinking  deep  !  I  would  not  daily  tade, 
Except  when  life  declines,  even  fober  cups. 
Weak  withering  age  no  rigid  law  forbids, 
With  frugal  nectar,  fmooth  and  flow  with  balm, 
The  faplefs  habit  daily  to  bedew, 
-'And  give  the  hefitadng  wheels  of  life 
Gliblier  to  play.     But  youth  has  better  joys  : 
And  is  it  wife  when  youth  with  pleafure  flows, 
To  fquander  the  reliefs  of  age  and  pain  ! 

What  dextrous  thoufands  jud  within  the  goal 
Of  wild  debauch  direct  their  nightly  courfel 
Perhaps  no  fickly  qualms  bedim  their  days, 
No  morning  admonitions  fhock  the  head. 
But  ah  !  what  woes  remain  !  Life  rolls  apace4 

*  Set  JSaok  iv. 
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And  that  incurable  difeaYe  old  age, 
In  youthful  bodies  more  ft-verely  felt, 
More  fternly  aclive,  (hakes  their  blafted  prime 
Except  kind  nature  by  fome  hafty  hi  ,w 
Prevent  the  lingering  fates.     For  know,  whate' 
Beyond  its  natural  fervovr  hurries  on 
The  fanguine  tide  ;  whether  the  frequeat  bowl, 
High-feafon'd  fjre,  or  exercife  to  toil 
Protracted  ;  (purs  to  its  laft  ftage  tir'd  life, 
And  fows  the  temples  with  untimely  fnow. 
When  life  is  new,  the  dudile  f<!>res  ftvl 
The  heart's  increafing  force ;  a::d,  day  by  day, 
The  growth  advances  :  till  the  larger  tubes, 
Acquiring  »  from  their  *  elemental  veins, 
CTondens'd  to  folid  chords )  a  firmer  tone, 
Suftain,  and  juft  Curtain,  th'  impetuou-  blood 
Here  flops  -he  growth.     With  overbearing  pulfe 
And  preffure,  full  the  great  deftroy  the  fmall ; 
Still  with  the  ruins  of  the  fmall  grow  fining. 
Life  glows  mean  time,  amid  the  grinding  force 
Of  vifcous  fluids  and  elaftic  tube-; 
Its  various  fu/xftions  vigoroufly  are  plied 
By  ftrotig  machinery;  and  in  folid  health 
The  man  cr>rfi  m'd  lorg  triumphs  o'er  difeafe. 
But  the  full  ocean  ebbs:    '  here  is  a  point, 
By  nature  fix'd,  whence  life  muft  downward  tend 
For  ftill  the  beating  nde  consolidates 
The  ilubborn  vtffels,  more  reluctant  ftill 
To  the  weak  thr«>bs  of  th'  ill-fui.ported  heart. 
This  languifhirjr.  thele  ftrengtVning  by  degrees 
To  hard  unyielding  unelaftic  hone, 
Through  tedious  channels  the  cor.gekling  flood 
Crawls  lazily,  and  hardly  wanders  on  ; 
It  loiters  ftill :   And  now  it  ftirs  ro  more. 
This  is  the  period  few  attain  ;  the  death 
Of  nature;  thus  (fo  heav'n  ordaiti'd  it)  life 
Deflroys  itfelf ;  and  could  thefe  law?  have  chang'd, 
>Je(lor  might  now  the  fates  of  Troy  relate; 
And  Homer  live  immortal  as  his  fong.          [flood 
What  does  not  fade  ?    I  he  towe-  that  long  had 
The  crufh  of  thunder  and  the  warring  winds, 
Shook  by  the  flow  but  fure  deftroyer  time, 
Kow  hangs  in  doubtful  iuins  o'er  its  bafe. 
And  flinty  pyramids,  and  walls  of  brafs, 
Pe  crnd  :   the  Babylonian  fpires  are  funk  ; 
Achaia,  Rome,  and  Egypt  moulder  down. 
Time  (hakes  the  (table  tyranny  of  thrones, 
A?'d  tottering  empires*  rufli  by  their  own  weight. 
This  huge  rotundity  we  tread  grows  old  ; 
And  all  thofe  worlds  that  roll  around  the  fun, 
The  fun  himfelf,  fhall  die;  and  ancient  night 
Again  involve  the  dcfolate  abyfs: 

*   Jn  the  luman  body,   at  ivell  as    in   thofe   of  ether 
tjiirnalsy  the  larger  blood  ite/  els  are  conipojed  of  j mailer 
encs  ;    ivLii-b,  by  the  violent  mciian  and  p^ffure  of  the 
fluid*    in   ths  larpe  veJTcls^  lofe  their  cai>it;ti  by  degrees^ 
and  degenerate  into  impetvious  chord*  orjilres.     in  pro 
portion  as  th  i fa  fmall  vtjlels  become  Jolid  the  larger  wufl 
vf  courfe  groiv  left   extmfile,   note  rigid*   and  make  a  \ 
Jiionger  rtjifiat,ce  10  tbe  ^iiion  of  tbt  he  irt .  and  force  of  I 
the  blood,     F^m  this  gradual  condenfatiou  vj  tl.'t  ftnaller  ; 
weffeh     and  co'ifequerit  ngiti'ty  «j    the   larger    ones,   the  j 
prtgreji   ef  the  human  body  Jrom  Infancy  to  tld  age  is  \ 


Till  the  grea'  Father  through  the  lifelefs  glooi^j 

Extend  his  arm  :o  ligh    another  world, 

And  bid  new  pianers  roll  by  other  laws. 

For  though  the  regions  of  unbounded  fpace, 

Where  uncor.fin'd  Omnipotence  has  room, 

Being,  in  various  fyftems    fluctuates  ftill 

Between  creation  and  abhorr'd  decay  : 

It  ever  did;  perhaps  and  ever  will. 

New  woilds  are  fhli  emerging  from  the  deep; 

The  old  defceiidicg,  in  their  turns  to  rife. 

BOOK  III. 

EXERCISE. 

THROUGH  various  toils  th' adventurous  mufe  has 

paft; 

But  half  i  he  toil,  and  more  than  half,  remains. 
Rult-  is  her  theme,  and  hardly  fit  for  fong; 
Plain,  and  of  little  ornament ;  and  I 
But  little  pracRs'd  in  th'  Aonian  arts. 
Yet  not  in  viin  fuch  labours  have  \ve  tried, 
tf  aught  thefe'lay;  the  fickle  heaith  confirm. 
I'o  you   ye  delicate,  1  write ;  for  you 
tame  my  youth  fo  philofophic  cares, 
And  grow  ftill  paler  by  the  midnight  lamps. 
Mot  t«;  debilitate  with  timorou-  rules 
A  hardy  frame  ;  nor  needlefsly  to  brave 
nglorious  dangers,  proud  of  mortal  ftrength; 

il  the  leff"n  that  in  uholefome  years 
Concerns  the  ftrong.    Hi>-  care  were  ill  beftowM 
Who  would  with  warm  effeminacy  nurfe 
'he  tnriving  oak  which  on  the  mountain's- brow 
Jears  all  tfie  blatls  that  fweep  the  wint'ry  heav'n. 

Beho.'d  the  labourer  of  the  glebe,  who  toils 
n  duft,  in  rain,  in  cold  and  fu'.try  fkies; 
ave  but  the  grain  from  mildews  and  the  flood, 
Bought  anxious  he  what  fickly  (tars  afcend. 
ie  knows  no  laws  by  bfculaj.>ius  given  , 
-ie  (Indies  none.     Yet  him  nor  midnight  fogg 
nfeft,noi  thofe  envtn  m'd  fhafts  t^at  fly 
When  rabid  Sirius  fires  th'  autumnal  noon, 
lis  habit  pure  with  plain  and  temperate  meals, 
vobuft-with  labour,  and  by  cuftom  iteei'd 
o  every  cafualty  of  varied  life; 
erene  he  bears  the  pcevifh  eaftern  blaft, 
nd  unmfedied  breathes  the  mortal  fouth. 
iiuch  the  reward  of  rude  and  fober  life; 
f  labour  (uch.     By  health  the  peaiant's  toil 
well  repaid  ;  if  excrcife  were  pain 
ndeed,  and  temj.-erance  pain.    By  arts  like  thefe 
..aconia  nurs'd  of  old  her  hardy  fons ; 
nd  Rome's  unconquer'd  legions  urg'd  their  wayy 
Jnhurt,  through  every  toi!  in  every  clime. 
Toil,  and  be  ftrong.      By  toil  the  flaccid  r.ervei 
row  fiim,  and  gain  a  more  compacted  tone  ; 
ie  greener  juices  are  by  toil  fubou'd, 
Mcllow'd,  and  fubtihz'd  ;  the  vapid  old 
i-xpt  ll'a,  and  ail  the  rancour  of  the  bi'>od. 
Come,  my  companions  ye  who  ftel  the  charms 
Of  nature  and  the  yt.ar  :    come,  let  us  li.ray 
Where  chance  or  fancy  leads  our  roying  walk  : 
Come,  while  the  fott  voluptuous  breezth  fan 
The  fleecy  heavtn^,  enwrap  the  limbs  in  balm, 
And  iiicd  a  charming  languor  o'er  the  foul. 
JSor  \vhea  bright  winter  lows  with  prickly  froft 
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The  vigorous  ether,  in  unmanly  warmth 

Indulge  at  home  ;  nor  even  when  Eurus'  blafts 

This  way  and  that  convolve  the  lab'ring  woods. 

3VIy  liberal  walks,  fave  when  the  Ikies  in  rain 

Or  fogs  relent,  no  feafon  fhould  confine 

Or  to  the  cloifter'd  gallery  or  arcade. 

Go,  climb  the  mountain  ;  from  th'  ethereal  fourcfr-- 


Imbibe  the  recent  gale.     The  cheerful  morn 
Beams  o'er  the  hills  ;  go,  mount  th'  exulting  fteed. 
Already,  fee,  the  deep-mouth'd  beagles  catch 
The  tainted  mazes ;  and,  on  eager  fport 
Intent  with  emulous  impatience  try 
Each  doubtful  trace.     Or,  if  a  nobler  prey 
pelight  you  more,  go  chafe  the  defper^te  deer; 
And  through  its  deeped  folitudes  awake 
The  vocal  foreft  with  the  jovial  horn. 

But  if  the  breaihlefs  chafe  o'er  lull  and  dale 
Exceed  your  ftrength  ;  a  fport  of  lefs  fatigue, 
Not  lefs  delightful  the  prolific  flreani 
Affords.     The  cryftal  rivulet,  that  o'er 
A  ftony  channel  roils  its  rapid  maze,  [bounds 

Swarms  with  the  filver  fry.     Such,  through  the 
Of  paftoral  Stafford,  runs  the  brawling  Trent ; 
Such  Eden,  fprung  from  Cumbrian  mountains ; 
fuch  [fa-earn 

The  Efk,  o'erhung  with  woods;   and  fuch   the 
On  whole  Arcadian  banks  I  firft  drew  air, 
liiddal ;  till  now,  except  in  Doric  lays 
TunM  to  her  murmurs  by  her  love-fick  fwains, 
Unknown  in  fong  :  Though  not  a  purer  ftream, 
Through  meads  more  flowery  or  more  romantic 
groves,  [flood  ! 

Rolls  toward  the   weftern  main.     Hail,   facred 
May  ftill  thy  hofpitable  fwains  be  bleft 
In  rural  innocence;  thy  mountains  ftill 
Teem  with  the  fleecy  race  ;  thy  tuneful  woods 
For  ever  flourifh  ;  aud  thy  vales  look  gay" 
With  painted  meadows,  and  the  golden  grain  1 
Oft  with  thy  blooming  fons,  when  life  was  new,  ^ 
Sportive  and  petulent,  and  charm'd  with  toys, 
In  thy  tranfparent  eddies  have  I  lav'd  : 
Oft  trac'd  with  patient  fteps  thy  fairy  banks, 
With  the  well-imitated  fly  to  hook 
The  eager  trout,  and  with  the  flender  line 
And  yielding  rod  folicit  to  the  fliore 
The  ftruggling  panting  prey  ;  while  vernal  clouds 
And  tepid  gales  obfcur'd  the  ruffled  pool, 
And  from  the   deeps  call'djbrth   the    wanton 

fwarms. 

Form'd  on  the  Barman  fchool,or  thofe  of  Ind, 
There  are  who  think  thcfe  paftimes  Icarce  hu 
mane. 

Yet  in  my  mind  (and  not  relentlefs  I) 
His  life  is  pure  that  wears  no  fouler  ftains. 
But  if  through  genuine  tendernefs  of  heart, 
Or  fecret  want  ef  relifti  for  the  game, 
You  fhun  the  glories  of  the  chafe,  nor  care 
To  haunt  the  peopled  ftream ;  the  garden  yields  , 
A  foft  amufement,  an  humane  delight. 
To  raife  th'  infipid  nature  of  the  ground ; 
Or  tame  its  favage  genius  to  the  grace  ,' 

Of  carelefs  fweet  rutticity,  that  feems 
The  amiable  refult  of  happy  chance, 
Is  to  create;  and  gives  a  godlike  joy, 
[Which  every  year  improves.  Nor  thow  difdain 


To  check  the  lawlefs  riot  of  the  trees, 
To  plant  the  grove,  or  turn  the  barren  mould. 
-G  happy  he  !  whom,  when  his  years  decline, 
(  His  fortune  and  his  fame  by  Worthy  means 
Attain'd.  and  equal  to  his  moderate  mind ; 
His  life  approv'd  by  all  the  wife  and  good, 
Even  envied  by  the  vain)  the  peaceful  groves 


Of  Epicurus,  from  this  ftormy  world, 
Receive  to  reft  ;  of  all  ungrateful  cares 
Abfolv'd,  and  facred  from  the  fclfilh  crowd". 
Happieft  cf  men  :  if  the  fame  foil  invites 
A  chcfen  few,  companions  of  his  youth, 
Once  fellow-rakes  perhaps,  now  rural  friends; 
With  Whom  in  eafy  commerce  to  purfue 
Nature's  free  charms,  and  vie  forfylvati  fame  : 
A  fair  ambition  ;  void  of  (trite  or  guile, 
Or  jealoufy,  or  pain  to  be  outdone. 
."•Who  plans  th'  enchanted  garden,  who  directs 
The  vifto  beft,  and  bed  conduces  the  flream  ; 
Whofe  groves  the  fafteft  thicken  and  afcend  ; 
Whom  firft  the  welcome  fpring  falutes;  who  fliowa 
The  earlieft  bloom,  the  fweeteft  proud^ft  charms 
Of  Flora  ;  who  beft  gives  Pomona's  juice 
To  match  the  fpiightly  genius  of  champain. 
Thrice  happy  days  !  in  rural  bufmefs  paft  ; 
Bleft  winter  nights  !  when  as  the  genial  fire 
Cheers  the  wide  hall,  his  cordial  family 
With  foft  domeflic  arts  the  hours  beguile. 
Andpleafipg  talk  that  ftarts  no  timorous  fame, 
With  witlefs  wantonncfs  to  hunt  it  down  ; 
Or  through  the  fairy  land  of  tale  or  fong 
Delighted  wander,  in  fictitious  fates 
Engag'd,  and  all  tha,t  ftrikes  humanity  : 
Till  loft  in  fable,  they  the  dealing  hour 
Of  timely  reft  forger.     Sometimes,  at  eve 
His  neighbours  lift  the  latch,  and  blefs  unbii 
His  feftal  roof;  while,  o'er  the  light  repaft, 
-•And  fprightly  cups,  they  mix  in  focial  joy  ; 
And,  through  the  maze  of  conversation,  trace 
Whate'eramufes  or  improves  the  mind.   " 
Sometimes  at  eve  (for  I  delight  to  tafte 
The  native  zeft  and  flavour  of  the  fruit, 
Where  fenfe  grows  wild  aud  takes  of  no  manure) 
The  decent,  honefi,  cheerful  hufbandman 
Should  drown  his  labours  in  my  fncndiy  bowl  j 
And  at  my  table  find  himfelf  at  home. 

Whate'er  you  ftudy,  in  whate'er  you  fweat, 
Indulge  your  tafte.     Some  love  the  manly  foils  ; 
The  tennis  fome  ;  and  fome  the  graceful  dance* 
Others  -more  hardy,  range  the  purple  heath, 
Or  naked  ftubble;  where  from  field  to  field 
The  founding  coveys  urge  their  labouring  flight  • 
Eager  amid  the  rifing  cloud  to  pour 
The  gun's  unerring  thunder  :  And  there  are 
Whom  ftill  the  *  meed  of  the  green  archer  charms, 
He  choofes  beft,whofe  labour  entertains 
His  vacant  fancy  ir.oft  :   The  toil  you  hate 
Fatigues  you  foon,  and  fcarce  improves  your  limbs* 

As  beauty  ftill  has  blemifh  ;  and  the  mind 
The  nioft  accompliili'd  its  imperfect  fide; 
Few  bodies  are  there  of  that  happy  mould 
But  fome  one  part  is  weaker  than  the  reft  : 


This  tvord  is  mucb  vfed  by  foms  of  the 
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The  legs,  perhaps,  or  arms  refufe  their  load, 

Or  the  cheft  labours.     Thefe  afliduoufly, 

But  gently,  in  their  preper  arts  employ'd, 

Acquire  a  vigour  and  fpringy  activity 

To  which  they  were  not  born.    But  weaker  parts 

Abhor  fatigue  and  violent  difcipline. 

Begin  with  gentle  toils;  and,  as  your  nerves 
Grow  firm,  to  hardier  by  juft  fteps  afpire. 
The  prudent,  even  in  every  moderate  walk, 
At  firft  but  fauntcr  ;  and  by  flow  degrees 
Increafe  their  pace.     This  doAriue  of  the  wife 
Well  knows  the  mafter  of  the  flying  fteed. 
Firft  from  the  goal  the  manag'd  courfers  play 
On  bended  reins  :  as  yet  the  ikilful  you'h 
Reprefs  their  foamy  pride  ;  but  every  breath 
The  race  grows  warmer,  and  the  tempeft  fwells; 
Till  all  the  fiery  mettle  has  its  way, 
And  the  thick  thunder  hurries  o'er  the  plain. 
When  all  at  once  from  indolence  to  toil 
You  fpring,  the  fibres  by  the  hafty  (hock 
Are  tir'd  and  crack'd,  before  their  unftuons  coats, 
Comprefs'd,  can  pour  the  lubricating  balm. 
Befides,  collected  in  the  paflive  veins, 
The  purple  mafs  a  fudden  torrent  rolls, 
O'erpowers  the  heart  and  deluges  the  lungs 
With  dangerous  inundation  :  oft  the  fource 
Of  fatal  woes ;  a  cough  that  foams  with  blood, 
Afthma  and  teller  *  peripneumony, 
Or  the  flow  minings  of  the  heftic  fire. 

Th'  athletic  fool,  to  whom  what  heav'n  deny'd 
Of  foul,  is  well  compenfated  in  limbs, 
Oft  from  his  rage,  or  brainlefs  frolic,  feels 
His  vegetation  and  brute  force  decay. 
The  men  of  better  clay  and  finer  mould 
Know  nature,  feel  the  human  dignity  ; 
And  fcorn  to  vie  with  oxen  or  with  apes. 
Purfu'd  prolixly,  even  the  gendeft  toil 
Is  wafte  of  health  :  repofe  by  fmall  fatigue 
Is  eann'd  ;  and  (where  your  habit  is  not  prone 
To  thaw)  by  the  firft  moifture  of  the  brows. 
The  fine  and  fubtle  fpirits  coft  too  much 
To  be  profus'd,  too  much  the  rofcid  balm. 
But  when  the  hard  varieties  of  life 
You  toil  to  learn  ;  or  try  the  dufty  chafe, 
Or  the  warm  deeds  of  fome  important  day  : 
Hot  from  the  field,  indulge  not  yet  your  limbs 
In  wifh'd  repofe ;  nor  court  the  fanning  gale, 
Nor  tafte  the  fpring.     O  !   by  the  facred  tears 
Of  widows,  orphans,  mothers,  fifttrs,  fires, 
Forbear  !  No  other  peftilence  has  driven 
Such  myriads  o'er  th*  irremeable  deep. 
Why  this  fo  fatal,  the  fagacious  mufe 
Through  nature's  cunning  labyrinth's  could  trace: 
But  there  are  fecrets  which  who  knows  not  now, 
Muft,  ere  he  reach  them,  climb  the  heapy  Alps 
Of  fcience ;  and  devote  feven  years  to  toil. 
Befides,  I  would  not  ftun  your  patient  ears 
With  what  it  little  boots  you  to  attain. 
He  knows  enough,  the  mariner,  who  knows 
Where  lurk  the  fhelves,  and  where  the  whirlpools 

boil, 

What  figns  portend  the  ftorm  :  To  fubtler  minds 
He  leaves  to  fcan,  from  what  myllerious  caufe 

#  73r  inj! urination  of  the  faxgs. 


Charybdis  rages  in  th'  Ionian  wavej 
Whence  thofe  impetuous  currents  in  the  mam 
Which  neither  oar  nor  fail  can  ftem  ;  and  why 
The  roughening  deep  expects  the  ftorm,  as  fure 
As  red  Orion  mounts  the  fbrouded  heaven. 

In  ancient  times,  when  Rome  with  Athens  vied 
For  polifh'd  luxury  and  ufeful  arts, 
Ail  hot  and  reeking  from  th'  Olympic  ftrife, 
And  warm  Pcleftra,  in  the  tepid  bath 
Th'  athletic  youth  relax'd  their  weary  limbs. 
Soft  oils  bedew'd  them,  with  the  grateful  pow'rs 
Of  nard  and  caflia  fraught,  to  footh  and  heal 
The  cherifhAl  nerves.     Our  lefs  voluptuous  clime 
Not  much  invites  us  to  fuch  arts  as  thefe. 
'Tis  not  for  thofe,  whom  gelid  flcies  embrace, 
And  chilling  fogs  ;  whofe  perfpiration  feels 
Such  frequent  bars  from  Eurus  and  the  north; 
'Tis  not  for  thofe  to  cultivate  a  fkin 
Too  foft  ;  or  teach  the  recremental  fume 
Too  fail  to  crowd  through  fuch  precarious  ways, 
For  through  the  fmall  arterial  mouths,  that  pierce 
In  endlefs  millions  the  clofe-woven  fkin, 
The  bafer  fluids  in  a  conftant  ftream 
Efcape,  and,  viewlefs,  melt  into  the  winds. 
While  this  eternal,  this  moft  copious  wafte 
Of  blood,  degenerate  into  vapid  brine, 
Maintains  its  wonted  meafure,  all  the  powers 
Of  health  befriend  you,  all  the  wheels  of  life 
With  cafe  and  pleasure  move  :  but  this  reftrain'd 
Or  more  or  lefs,  fo  more  or  lefs  you  feel 
The  functions  labour  :  from  this  fatal  fource, 
What  woes  defcend  is  never  to  be  fung. 
To  take  their  numbers,  were  to  count  the  fands. 
That  ride  in  whirlwind  the  parch'd  Libyan  air  ; 
Or  waves  that,  when  the  bluftering  north  em* 

broils 

The  Baltic,  thunder  on  the  German  fliore. 
Subject  not  then,  by  foft  emollient  arts, 
This  grand  expence,  on  which  your  fates  depend, 
To  every  caprice  of  the  fky  ;  nor  thwart 
The  genius  of  your  clime  :  for  from  the  blood 
Leaft  fickle  rife  the  recremental  fteams, 
And  leaft  obm/xious  to  the  ftyptic  air, 
Which  breathe  through  ftraiter  and  more  callous 

pores, 

The  temper'd  Scythian  hence,  half-naked  treads 
His  boundlefs  fnows,  nor  rues  th'  inclement  hea 
ven  ; 

And  hence  our  painted  anceftors  defied 
The  eaft  ;  nor  curs'd,  like  us,  their  fickle  fky. 

The  body,  moulded  by  the  clime,  endures 
Th'  equator  heats,  or  hyperborean  froft  : 
Except  by  habits  foreign  to  its  turn, 
Unwife  you  counteract  its  forming  pow'r. 
Rude  at  the  firft,  the  winter  fhocks  you  left 
By  long  acquaintance  :  ftudy  then  your  fky, 
Form  to  its  manners  your  obfequious  frame, 
And  learn  to  fufFer  what  you  cannot  fhun ; 
Againft  the  rigours  of  a  damp  cold  heav'n, 
To  fortify  their  bodies,  fome  frequent 
The  gelid  ciilern ;  and,  where  nought  forbids, 
I  praife  their  dauntlefs  heart :  a  frame  fo  fteePtr 
Dreads  not  the  cough,  nor  thofe  ungenial  blafts 
That  breathe  the  tertian  or  fell  rheum atifm; 
The  nerves  fo  tempcr'dj  never  quit  their  toa&  $ 
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No  chronic  languors  haunt  fuch  hardy  breads. 
But  all  things  have  their  bounds ;  and  he  who 

makes 

By  daily  uie  the  kinded  regimen 
Jiffentjal  to  his  health,  fhould  never  mix 
With  human  kind,  nor  art  nor  trade  purfue. 
He  not  the  fafe  viciflitudes  of  life 
Without  fome  (hock  endures  ;  ill  fitted  he 
To  want  the  known,  or  bear  unufual  things 
Befides,  the  powerful  remedies  of  p,\in 
(Since  pain  in  fpite  of  all  our  care  will  come), 
Should  never  with  your  prolperous  days  of  health 
Crow  too  familiar  :   for,  by  frequent  uie, 
The  ftronged  medicines  lofe  their  healing  power, 
And  even  the  fureft  patron*  theirs  to  kill. 

Ijet  thofe  who  from  the  frozen  Arctos  reach 
Parch'd  Mauritania,  or  the  fultry  weft, 
Or  the  wide  flood  that  laves  rich  Indndan, 
Plunge  thrice  a  day,  and  in  the  tepid  wave 
Untwift  their  dubborn  pores ;  that  full  and  free 
Th'  evaporation  through  the  foften'd  fkin 
3May  bear  proportion  co  the  fwellmg  blood. 
So  may  they  'fcape  the  fever's  rapid  flames ; 
So  feel  untainted  the  hot  breath  of  hell. 
With  us,  the  man  of  no  complaint  demands 
The  warm  ablution  jud  enough  to  clear 
The  flu  ices  of  the  Ikin,  enough  to  keep 
The  body  facred  from  indrcent  foil. 
Still  to  be  pure,  ev'n  did  it  not  conduce 
(As  much  it  does)  to  health,  were  gieatly  worth 
Your  daily  pain?.     '  Fis  this  adorns  the  rich; 
The  want  of  this  is  poverty's  word  woe  ; 
With  this  external  virtue  age  maintains 
A  decent  grace ;  without  it  youth  and  charms 
Are  loathfome.     This  the  venal  graces  know  ; 
So  doubtkfsj  do  your  wives  :   For  married  fires, 
As  well  as  lovers.  Hill  pre'end  to  tade  ; 
Nor  is  it  left  (all  prudent  wives  can  tell) 
To  lofe  a  htifband's  than  a  lover's  heart. 

But  now  the  hours  and  feafons  v/hen  to  tnl 
From  foreign  themes  recal  my  wandering  fong. 
Some  labour  fading,  or  but  flightly  fed 
To  lull  the  grinding  ftomach's  hungry  rage. 
Where  nature  feeds  too  corpulent  a  frame 
'  Tia  wifely  done  :   For  while  the  thirdy  veins, 
Impatient  of  lean  penury,  devour 
The  treafur'd  oil,  then  is  the  happted  time 
To  (hake  the  lazy  balfam  from  its  ceils. 
Now  while  the  domach  from  the  full  repaft 
Subfides,  hut  ere  returning  hunger  gnaws, 
Ye  leaner  habits,  give  an  hour  to  toil : 
And  ye  whom  no  luxtiriancy  of  growth 
Oppreffes  yet,  or  threatens  to  opprefs. 
But  from  the  recent  meal  no  labours  pleafe, 
Of  limbs  or  mind.      For  now  the  cordiul  powers 
Claim  all  the  wandering  fpirts  to  a  work 
Of  ftrong  and  fubtle  toil,  and  great  event  : 
A  work  of  time  :  and  you  may  rue  the  day 
You  hurried,  with  untimely  fxercife, 
A  half-concocted  chyle  into  the  blond. 
The  body  overcharg'd  with  unctuous  phlegm 
Much  toil  demasd-i :    The  lean  tlafHc  lefs. 
While  winter  chills  the  blood  and  binds  the  veins, 
NO  labours  an-  too  hard     By  thole  you  'fcape 
The  flow  difeafes  of  the  torpid  year; 
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Endlefs  to  name;  to  one  of  which  alone, 
To  that  which  tears  the  nerves,  the  toil  of  flaves 
Is  pleafure:   Oh  !  from  fuch  inhuman  pains 
May  all  be  free  who  merit  not  the  wheel  1 
Bat  from  the  burning  Lion  when  the  fun 
Pours  down  his  fultry  wrath;  now  while  the  blood 
Too  much  already  maddens  in  the  veins, 
And  ad  the  finer  fluids  through  the  Ikin 
Exs  lore  their  flight ;  me,  near  the  cool  cafcadc 
Reclin'd,  or  faunt'ring  in  the  lofty  grove. 
No  needlefs  flight  occasion  fhould  engage 
To  part  and  iweat  beneath  the  fiery  noon. 
N.'W  the  i'rcfh  morn  alone,  and  mellow  eve, 
To  fhady  walks  and  active  rural  fports 
Invite.   But,  while  ^the  chilling  dews  defcend, 
May  nothing  tempt  you  to  the  cold  embrace 
-Of  humid  fkics;   though  'tis  no  vulgar  joy 
I'o  tract  the  horrors  of  the  folemn  wood, 
While  the  fit  evening  (adders  into  night, 
Though  the  fweet  p.<et  of  the  vernal  groves 
Melts  all  the  nu>ht  in  drains  of  am'rous  woe. 

The  fhades  defcer.d,  and  midnight  o'er  the  world 
Expands  lur  liable  wings.  Great  nature  dr  .ops 
Th'Ough  all  her  works.   Now  happy  he  \vhnfe  toil 
Has  o'er  his  languid  powerkfs  limbs  diflus'd 
A  pleafirg  laffirnde  :   he  not  in  vain 
Invokes  the  gentle  deity  of  dreams. 
His  powers  the  moft  volup'u  >ufly  diffolve 
In  fofr  rcpofe :   rn  him  the  balniy  dews 
Of  fl'-ep  with  double  nutriment  delct-ml. 
But  would  you  fweetly  wade  the  blank  of  eight 
In  deep  oblivion  ;   or  on  fancy's  wings 
Vifit  the  paradifc?  of  happy  dream-;, 
And  waken  cheerful  a*  the  lively  morn  ; 
Opprefs  not  nature  finking  down  to  reft 
With  feads  too  la-e,  too  folid,  or  too  full : 
But  be  the  fird  concoct  ion  half  matur'd, 
Ere  you  to  mighty  indolence  refign 
Your  puflive  faculties.    He,  from  the  toils 
And  troubles-of  the  day,  to  heavier  toil 
Retires;  whom  trembling  from   the  cower  that 

rocks 

Amid  the  clouds,  or  Calpe's  hideous  height, 
!  he  bufy  demons  hurl ;  or  in  the  main 
O'erwhelm  ;  or  bury,  drugging  under  ground. 
Not  all  a  monarch's  luxury,  the  wnes 
Can  counterpoife  of  that  mod  wretched  man, 
Whofo  nights  are  ftakefi  with  the  frantic  fits 
Of  wild  Oreftss;   whole  delirious  brain 
Stung  by  the  furies,  works  with  poifon'd  thought  ; 
While  pale  and  rtiondroi-.s  painting  f!i,  cks  the  foul, 
And  mangled  confcioufnef*  bemoans  itf.'lf 
For  ever  torn,  and  chaos  floating  round. 
What  dreams  preface,  what  dangers  thefe  or  thofc 
Portend  to  lanity  ?  though  prudent  feers 
Reveai'd  of  old,  and  men  of  riearhid'-  ianie, 
We  would  not  to  the  fupt-rilitious  iv.ind 
Sugged  IT.W  throbs.  nijw  vanities  of  fear. 
'  I'i^  ours  to  teach  you  from  the  peaceful  night 
To  banilb  omens  and- all  rail  lei's  woes 

In  iludy  fome  protract  the  fiit-;;-.  NoiTrs, 
Which  others  coniecrate  to  mirth  and  wine  ; 
And  deep  till  noon,  and  hardly  live  till  rii^hf^ 
But  furely  this  redeems  not  from  the  (hade , 
One  hour  oflife.  Nor  does  it  nought  avail 
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What  feafon  you  to  drowfy  Morpheus  give 

Of  th'  ever-varying  circle  of  the  day  ; 

Or  whether,  through  the  tedious  winter  gloom, 

You  tempt  the  midnight  or  the  morning  damps. 

The  body,  frefh  and  vigorous  from  repoie, 

DeEes  the  early  fogs  :   but,  by  the  toils 

Of  wakeful  clay,  exhaufted  and  unftrung, 

"Weakly  refills  the  night's  umvholefome  breath. 

The  grand  discharge,  th'  eff'ifior.  of  the  {kin, 

Slowly  impair'd,  the  languid  maladies 

Creep  on,  and  through,  the   fick'ning  functions 

fteal. 

As,  when  the  chilling  call, invades  the  fpring, 
The  delicate  narcifius  pines  away 
In  hectic  languor ;  and  a  flow  difeafe 
Taints  all  the  family  of  flowers,  tondemn'd 
To  cruel  heav'ns.   But  why,  already  prone 
To  fade,  fhould  beauty  cherifh  its  own  bane  ? 
O  fhame  !   O  pity  !  nipt  with  pale  quadrille, 
And  midnight  cares,  the  bloom  of  Albion  dies ! 

By  toil  fubdued,  the  warrior  and  the  hind 
"Bleep  fait  and  deep  :  their  active  functions  foon 
With  generous  ftreams  the  lubtle  tubes  fupp;y ; 
.And  foon  the  tonic  irritable  nerves 
peel  tl-.e  frefh  impulfe,  and  awake  the  foul. 
The  fons  of  indolence  with  long  repoie 
Grow  torpid;  and,  with  flowed  Lethe  drunk, 
Feebly  and  ling'ringly  return  to  life, 
Blunt  every  fenfe,  and  power lefs  every  limb. 
"Ye,  prone  to  fleep  (whom  fleeping  moit  annoys), 
On  the  hard  mattrefs,  or  elalHc  couch, 
lExtend  your  limbs,  and  wean  yourfclves  from  floth ; 
>Jor  grudge  the  lean  projector  of  dry  brain 
Andfpnngy  nerves,  the  blandifhments  of  down; 
Nor  envy  while  the  buried  Bacchanal 
Exhales  his  furfeit  in  prolixer  dreams. 

He  without  riot,  in  the  balmy  feaft 
Of  life,  the  wants  of  nature  has  fupply'd 
"Who  rifes  cool,  ferene,  and  full  of  foul. 
33ut  pliant  nature  more  or  lefs  demands, 
,As  cuftom  forms  her ;  and  all  fudden  change 
She  hates  of  habit,  even  from  bad  to  good. 
If  faults  in  life,  or  new  emergencies, 
from  habits  urge  you  by  long  time  confirm'd, 
•Slow  may  the  change  arrive,  and  ftage  by  flagc  ; 
Slow  as  the  fhadow  o'er  the  dial  moves, 
Slow  as  the  Healing  progrefs  of  the  year. 

Obferve  the  circling  year.  How  unperceiv'd 
Her  feafons  change  1    Behold,  by  flow  degrees, 
Stern  winter  tam'd  into  a  ruder  fpring! 
The  ripen'd  fpring  a  milder  fummer glows; 
Departing  fummer  fheds  Pomona's  ilore  ; 
And  aged  autumn  brews  the  winter  ftorm. 
Slow  as  they  come,  thefe  changes  come  not  void 
Of  mortal  fhocks  :  the  cold  and  torrid  reigns, 
The  two  great  periods  cf  th'  important  year, 
Are  in  their  fir  it  approaches  feldom  fafe  : 
Funereal  autumn  ail  the  ficldy  dread, 
And  the  black  faces  deform  the  lovely  fpring. 
He  we'll  advis'd,  who  taught  our  wifer  iires 
Early  to  borrow  Mufcovy's  warm  fpoiis, 
Ere  the  firit  fro  it  has  touch'd  the  tender  blade  ; 
And  late  refign  them,  though  the  wanton  fpring 
Should  deck  her  charms  with  all  her  filter's  rays 
For  while  the  effluence  of  the  fkin  maintains 


Its  native  meafure,  the  'pleuretic  fpring 
Glides  harmlefs  by  ;  and  autumn,  fick  to  death 
With  fallow  quartans,  no  contagion  breathes. 

I  in  prophetic  numbers  could  unfold 
The  omens  of  the  year  :   what  feafons  teem 
With  what  difeafes  ;  what  the  humid  fouth 
Prepares,  and  what  the  demon  of  the  eaft : 
But  you,  perhaps,  refufe  the  tedious  fong. 
BefiJes,  whatever  plagues  in  heat,  or  cold, 
Or  drought,  or  moifture  dwell,  they  hurt  not  you, 
Skill'd  to  correct  the  vices  of  the  iky, 
And  taught  already  how  to  each  extreme 
To  bend  your  life.  But  fhould  the  public  bane 
Infect  you  ;  or  fume  trefpafs  of  your  own, 
Or  flaw  of  nature,  hint  mortality  : 
Soon  as  a  not  unpleafmg  horror  glides 
Along  the  fpine,  through  ail  your  torpid  limbs ; 
When  firft  the  head  throbs,  or  the  ftotnach  feels 
A  fickly  load,  a  weary  pain  the  loins; 
Be  Cellus  call'd  :  the  fates  come  ruihing  on  ; 
The  rapid  fates  admit  of  no  delay. 
While  wilful  you,  and  fatally  fecure, 
Expect  to-morrow's  more  aufpicious  fun, 
The  growing  peft,  whofe  infancy  was  weak 
And  eafy  vanquifh'd,  with  triumphant  fway 
O'erpowers  your  life.  For  want  of  timely  care, 
Millions  have  died  of  medicable  wounds. 

Ah  !   in  what  perils  is  vain  life  engag'd  ! 
What  flight  neglects,  what  trivial  faults  deilroy 
The  hardieil  frame  !  of  indolence,  of  toil, 
We  die;  of  want,  of  fuperfluity  : 
The  all-furrounding  heaven,  the  vital  air, 
Is  big  with  death.   And,  though  the  putrid  fouth 
Be  ftut ;  though  no  convulfive  agony 
Shake,  from  the  deep  foundations  of  the  world, 
Th'  imprifcned  plagues  ;  a  fecret  venom  oft 
Corrupts  the  air,  the  water,  and  the  land. 
What  livid  deaths  has  fad  Byzantium  ieen  ! 
How  oft  has  Cairo,  with  a  mother's  woe, 
Wept  o'er  her  ilaughter'd  fons,  and  lonely  flreets ! 
Even  Albion,  girt  with  lefs  malignant  fkieg, 
Albion  the  poifon  of  the  gods  has  drank, 
And  felt  the  fang  of  monfters  all  her  own. 

Ere  yet  the  fell  Plantagsnets  had  fpent 
Their  ancient  rage,  at  Boiworth's  purple  field  ; 
While,  for  which  tyrant  England  fhould  receive, 
Her  legions  in  inceftuoui  murders  mix'd, 
And  daily  horrors;  till  the  fates  were  drunk 
With.kindred  blood  by  kindred  hands  piofus'd  : 
Another  plague  of  more  gigantic  arm 
Arofe,  a  monfter  never  known  before, 
Rear'd  from  Cocytus  its  portentous  head; 
This  rapid  fury  not,  like  other  peits, 
PU  ,  fu'd  a  gradual  courfe,  but  in  a  day 
Rufh'd  as  a  ftorm  o'er  half  th1  aftoniftied  ifle, 
And  ftrew'd  with  fudden  carcafes  the  land. 

Firft  through  the  {bowlders,  or  whatever  part 
Was  fciz'd  the  firft,  a  fervid  vapour  fprung, 
With  rafh  combuftion  thence,  the  quivering  fpark 
Shot  to  the  heart,  and  kindled  all  within; 
And  foon  the  furface  caught  the  fpreading  fires. 
Through  all  the  yielding  pores,  the  melted  blood 
Gufh'd  out  in  fmoky  fweats;  but  nought  aifuag'd 
The  torrid  heat  within,  nor  aught  reliev'd 
The  ftomach'f  anguiib.  With  incefiant  toil, 
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t)efperatc  of  eafe,  impatient  of  their  pain, 
They  toiVd  from  fide  to  fide.  In  vain  the  dream 
Ran  full  and  clear,  they  burnt,  and  thirfted  ilill. 
The  reflltfs  arteries  with  rapid  blood 
Beat  ftrong  and  frequent.  Thick  and  pantingly 
The  breath  was  fetch'd,  and  with  huge  lab'nngs 

heav'd. 

At  Sail  a  heavy  pain  oppre(V'd  the  head, 
A  wild  delirium  came  ;  their  weeping  friends 
Were  ftrangers  now,  and  this  no  home  of  theirs. 
Harafs'd  with  toil  on  toil,  the  finking  powers 
.Lay  proflrate  and  o'erthrown  ;  a  ponderous  fljsep 
Wrapt  all  the  fenfes  up  :  they  flept  and  died. 

In  lome  a  gentle  horror  crept  at  firft 
O'er  all  the  limbs  ;  the  fluices  of  the  fkin 
With-held  their  aioiflure,  till  by  art  provok'd 
The  fweats  o'erflow'd  ;  but  in  a  clammy  tide  : 
Now  free  and  copious,  now  rellrain'd  and  flow  ; 
Of  tinctures  various,  as  the  temperature 
HaJ  niix'd  the  blood  ;  an<i  rank  with  fetid  flrcams : 
As  if  the  pent-up  humours  by  delay  - 
Were  grown  more  fell,  mon  putrid,  and  malign. 
Here  lay  their  hopes  (though  little  hope  rcmaiu'd)  ; 
With  full  effufion  of  perpetual  i'weats 
-  To  drive  the  venom  out.    And  here  the  fates 
Were  kind,  that  long  they  linger'd  not  in  pain. 
For,  whofurviv'd  the  AMI'S  diurnal  race, 
Rofc  from  the  dreary  gates  of  hell  redeem  d  : 
Some  the  fixth  hour  opprefs'd   and  l-/me  the  third. 

Of  many  thousands  few  untainted  'fcap'd; 
Of  thofe  infected,  fewer  'fcap'd  alive; 
Of  thofe  who  liv'd,  fome  felt  a  iccond  blow ; 
Arid  whom  thefecond  fpar'd,  a  third  dellroy'd. 
Frantic  with  fear,  they  fought  by  flight  to  fhun 
The  fierce  contagion.  O'er  the  mournful  land 
Th"  infe&ed  city  pour'd  her  hurrying  fwarms  : 
Rous'd  by  the  flames  that  fir'd  her  feats  around, 
Th'  infected  country  rufh  d  into  the  town. 
Some,  fad  at  home,  and  in  the  defart  fome, 
Abjur'd  the  fatal  commerce  of  mankind  ; 
Jn  vain  :  where'er  they  fled,  the  fates  purfu'd. 
Others,  with  hopes  more  fpecious,  crofs'd  the  main, 
To  i'eek  protection  in  far  diftant  flcies ; 
But  none  they  found.  It  feem'd  the  genera!  air, 
From  pole  to  pole,  from  Atlas  to  the  eaft, 
Was  then  at  enmity  with  Knglifh  blood. 
For,  but  the  race  cf  England,  all  were  fafe 
In  foreign  climes ;  nor  did  this  fury  tafte 
The  foreign  blood  which  England  then  contain'd. 
Where  fhould  they  fly?  The  circumambient  heaven 
Involv'd  them  ftill;   and  every  breeze  was  bane. 
Where  find  relief?  Thefalutary  art 
Was  mute,  and  ftuitled  at  the  new  difeafe, 
In  fearful  whiipers  hopelefs  omens  gave. 
To  Heaven  with  fuppliant  rites  they  fent  their 

prayers ; 

Heaven  heard  them  not.  Of  every  hopedepriv'd  ; 
Fatigu'd  with  vain  reloun.es  ;   and  fubdued 
With  woes  rciitll  i-,  ai;d  enfeebling  iear; 
Pafiive  they  funk  beneath  the  weighty  blow. 
Nothing  but  lamentable  founds  was  heard, 
Nor  aught  was  feen,  but  ghaftly  views  of  death. 
Infectious  horror  ran  from  face  to  face, 
And  p;Ue  defpair.  '  Twas  ail  the  bufmeis  then, 
To  tend  the  ikk,  and  in  their  turns  ;p  die. 


In  heaps  they  fell :  and  oft  one  bed,  they  fay, 
The  fickening,  dying,  and  the  dead  contained. 

Ye  guardian  gods,  on  whom  the  fates  depend 
Of  tottering  Albion  !   ye  eternal  fires, 
That  lead  through  heaven   the  wandering  year ! 

ye  powers, 

That  o'er  th'  encircling  elements  prefide  ! 
May  nothing  worfe  than  what  this  age  has  feen 
Arrive  !   Enough  abroad,  enough  at  home 
Has  Albion  bledt  Here  a  uiitemper'd  heaven 
Has  thin'd  her  cities;   from  thofe  lofty  cliffs 
That  awe  proud  Gaul,  to  Thule's  wint'ry  reign; 
While  in  the  weii,  beyond  th'  Atlantic  foam, 
Her  braveil  fons,  keen  for  the  fight,  have  dy'd 
The  death  of  cowards,  and  »>f  common  men  : 
Sunk  void  of  wounds,  and  faii'n  without  r-:j:>wn. 

But  from  thefe  views  the  weeding  mules  turn, 
And  other  themes  invice  my  wandering  fong. 

BOOK  IV. 

TEE     PASSIONS. 

THE  choice  of  aliment,  the  choice  of  air, 
The  ufe  of  toil,  and  all  cxit>Tn:il  things, 
Already  lung;  it  now, remains  to  rrace 
What  good,  what  evil  from  ourfelvcs  proceeds  : 
And  how  the  fubtle  principle  within 
Infpires  with  health,  or  mines  with  ftrange  decay 
The  paffive  body.  Ye  poetic  (hades, 
Who  know  the  fecrets  of  the  world  unfeen, 
Affift  my  fong !    For,  in  a  doubtful  theme 
Engag'd,  I  wander  through  myfterioUs  ways. 
There  is,  they  fay  (and  I  believe  there  is), 
A  fpark  within  us  ot  th'  immortal  fire, 
That  animates  and  moulds  the  groffer  frame; 
And,  when  the  body  finks,  efcapes  to  heaven, 
Its  native  feat,  and  mixes  with  the  gods. 
Meanwhile  this  heavenly  particle  pervades 
The  mortal  elements;  in  every  nerve 
It  thrills  with  pleafure,  or  grows  mad  with  pain* 
And,  in  its  floret  conclave,  aa  it  feels 
The  body's  woes  and  joys,  this  ruling  power 
Wields  at  its  will  the  dull  material  world, 
And  i.s  the  body's  health  or  malady. 

By  its  own  toil  the  grofs  corporeal  frame 
Fatigues  extenuates,  or  deliroys  itfelf. 
Nor  lefs  the  labours  of  the  mind  corrode 
The  folid  fabric  :  for  by  fubtle  parts, 
And  viewlef-  atoms^  fecret  nature  moves 
The  mighty  wheels  of  this  ftupendous  world. 
By  fubtle  fluid?  pour'd  through  fubtle  tubes, 
The  natural,  vital,  functions  are  perform'd. 
By  thefe  the  fuibborn  aliments  are  tam'd  ; 
The  tcjling  heart  (iillrii-.utes  iii'e-and  ftrength  ; 
Fhefe  the  frill-crumbling  frame  rebuild  ;  and  thefc 
Are  loll  in  thinking,  and  diffolve  in  air. 

But 'tis  not  thought  (for  ftiil  the  foul's  employ 'd), 
'Tis  painful  thinking  that  corrodes  our  clay. 
All  day  the  vacant  eye,  without  fatigue, 
Strays  o'er  the  heaven  and  earth  ;  but,  long  intent 
On  micrcfcopic  arts,  its  vigour  fails. 
Juft  fo  the  mind,  with  various  thought  amus'd, 
Nor  aches  ide-if,  nor  gives  the  body  pain. 
J3ut  anxious  fiudy,  clifcontent,  and  care, 
-4-ove  without  hope;  and  hate  without 
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And  fear,  and  jealoufy,  fatigue  the  foul, 
Fngrofs  the  fubtle  minifters  of  life, 
And  fpoil  the  lab'ring  functions  of  their  {bare. 
H^nce  the  lean  gloom  that  melancholy  wears; 
The  lover's  palenefs,  and  the  fallow  hue 
Of  envy,  jealoufy  ;  the  meagre  flare 
Of  fore  revenge  :   the  canker'd  body  hence 
Betrays  each  fretful  motion  of  the  mind.         [day, 
The  ftrong-built  pedant;  who,  both  night  and 
Feeds  on  the  coarfeft  fare  the  fchools  befrow, 
And  crudely  fattens  at  grofs  Burman's  flail ; 
O'erwhelm'd  with  phlegm,  lies  in  adropfy  drown'd, 
Or  finks  in  lethargy  before  his  time. 
With  ufcful  ftudies  you,  and  arts  that  pleafe, 
Employ  your  mind  :   amufe,  but  not  fatigue. 
Peace  to  each  drowfy  metaphyfic  fage  ! 
And  ever  may  all  heavy  fyftems  reft  ! 
Yet  fome  there  are.  even  of  elaflic  parts, 
Whom  ftrong  and  obftinate  ambition  leads 
'Through  all  the  rugged  roads  of  barren  lore, 
And  gives  to  relifh  what  their  generous  tafte 
Would  elfe  refufe.   But  may  not  thirft  of  fame, 
>Jor  love  of  knowledge,  urge  y-.u  to  fatigue 
With  conilant  drudgery  the  liberal  foul. 
Toy  with  your  books  :  and,  as  the  various  fits 
Of  humour  feiae  you,  from  philofophy 
To  fable  ftiift ;  from  ferious  Antonine 
To  Rabelais'  ravings,  and  from  profe  to  fong. 
While  reading  pleafes,  but  no  longer,  read ; 
And  read  aloud  refounding  Homer's  drain, 
And  wield  the  thunder  of  Demofthenes. 
The  cheft  fo  exercis'd,  improves  itsftrength  ; 
And  quick  vibrations  through  the  bowels  drive 
The  reftiefs  blood,  which  in  una<5tive  days 
Would  loiter  elfe  through  unelaftic  tubes. 
Deem  it  not  trifling  while  I  recommend 
What  poflure  fuits  :  To  Hand  and  fit  by  turns. 
As  nature  prompts,  is  beft      But  o'er  your  leaves 
To  lean  for  ever,  cramps  the  vital  parts, 
And  robs  the  fine  machinery  of  its  play. 

Tis  the  great  art  of  life  to  manage-  well  ^ 

The  reftiefs  mind.     For  ever  on  purfuit 
Of  knowledge  b-ent,  it  ilarves  the  grofler  powers: 
Quite  unewrploy'd,  againft  its  own  repofe 
It  turns  its  fatal  edge,  and  fharper  pangs 
Than  what  the  body  knows  embitter  life. 
Chiefly  where  folitude,  fad  nurfe  of  care, 
To  fickly  mufing  gives  the  penfive  mind. 
There  madnefs  enters;  and  the  dim-ey'd  fiend, 
Sour  melancholy,  night  and  day  provokes 
Her  own  eternal  wound.     The  fun  grows  pale  ; 
A  mournful  vifionary  light  o'erfpreads 
The  cheerful  face  of  nature  :  -earth  become* 
A  dreary  defert,  and  heaven  frowns  abore. 
Then  various  fhapes  of  curs'd  illufion  rife  : 
Whate'er  the  wretched  fears,  creating  fear 
Forms  out  of  nothing  ;  and  with  monfters  teems 
Unknown  in  hell.      The  proftrate  foul  beneath 
A  load  of  huge  imagination  heaves; 
And  all  the  horrors  that  the  murderer  feels 
With  anxious  ftuttering-s  wake  the  guiltlefsbreaft. 

Such  phantoms  pride  in  fulitary  fccnes, 
Or  fear,  or  delicate  felf-love  creates. 
Fr-im  other  cares  ablolv'd,  the  bufyjniind 
Finds  in  yourfelf  a  theme  to  pore  upon. 


ft  finds  you  miferable,  or  makes  you  fo. 
For  while  yourfelf  you  anxioufly  explore, 
Timorous  felf-love,  with  fickning  fancy's  aid, 
Prefents  the  danger  that  you  dread  the  moft, 
And  ever  galls  you  in  your  tender  part. 

Henee  fome  for  love,  and  fome  for  jealoufy, 
For  grim  religion  fome,  and  fome  for  pride, 
riave  loft  their  reafon  :  fome  for  fear  of  want 
Want  all  their  lives  ;  and  others  every  day 
For  fear  of  dying  fuffer  worfe  than  death. 
Ah  !  from  your  bofom  banifh,  if  you  can, 
Thofe  fatal  guefts:  and  firft  the  demon  fear; 
That  trembles  at  impoffible  events, 
Left  aged  Atlas  fhould  refign  his  load, 
And  heaven's  eternal  battlements  rufii  down. 
Is  there  an  evil  worfe  than  fear  itlelf  ? 
And  what  avails  it,  that  indulgent  Heaven 
From  mortal  eyes  has  wrapt  the  woes  to  come, 
If  we,  ingenious  to  torment  ourfelves, 
Grow  pale  at  hideous  fictions  of  our  own  ? 
Enjoy  the  prefent  ;.  nor  with  needlefs  cares, 
Of   what   may   fpring   from    blind   mibfortune's 

womb, 

Appal  the  fureft  hour  that  life  beftows. 
Serene,  and-mafter  of  yourfelf,  prepare 
For  what  may  come ;  and  leave  the  reft  t* 

Heaven. 

Oft  from  the  body,  by  long  ails  miftun'd, 
Thefe  evils  fprung  the  moft  important  health, 
That  of  the  mind,  deftroy  :  and  when  the  mind 
They  firft  invade,  the  confcious  body  foon 
In  fympathetic  languifhment  declines. 
Thefe  chronic  paflions,  while  from  real  woes 
They  rife,  and  yet  without  the  body's  fault 
Infeft  the  foul,  admit  one  only  cure; 
Diverfion,  hurry,  and  a  reftiefs  life. 
Vain  are  the  confolations  nf  the  wife? 
In  vain   your  friends  would  reafon  down  your 

pain. 

O  ye,  whofe  fouls  relentlefs  love  has  tam'd 
To  foft  diftrefs,  or  friends  untimely  fali'n  1 
Court  not  the  luxury  of  tender  thought ; 
Nor  deem  it  impious  to  forget  thofc  pains 
That  hurt  the  living,  nought  avail  the  dead. 
Go,  foft  enthufiaft  !   quit  the  cyprefs  groves, 
Nor  to  the  rivulet's  lonely  moanings  tune 
Your  fad  complaint.    Go,  feck  the  cheerful  haunts 
Of  n;en>  and  mingle  with  the  buftliug  crowd; 
Lay  fchemeu  for  wealth,  or  power,  or  fame,  the 

wifli 

Of  nobler  minds,  and  piiOi  them  night  and  day. 
Or  join  the  caravan  in  queft  of  fceiies 
New  to  your  eyes,  and  Ihifting  every  hour, 
Bey   nd  the  Alps,  beyond  the  Apennines. 
Or  more  adventurous,  rufh  into  the  field         [fkyv 
Where  war  grows  hot ;  and,  raging  through  the 
The  lofty  trumpet  f wells,  the  madd'ning  foul  : 
And  in  the  hardy  camp  and  toilfome  march 
Forget  all  fofter  and  lefs  manly  cares. 

But  moft  too  paffive,  when  the  blood  runs  low, 
Too  weakly  indolent  to  drive  with  pain, 
And  bravely  by  refilling  conquer  fate, 
Try  Circe's  arts  ;  and  in  the  tempting  bowl 
Of  poifon'd  netflar  fweet  oblivion  fwill. 
Struck  by  the  pow'rful  charm,  the  gloom  diffolves 
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In  empty  air ;  Elyfium  opens  round, 

A  pleafing  phrenzy  buoys  tbe  lightened  foul, 

And  fanguine  hopes  difpel  your  fleeting  care  ; 

And  what  was  difficult,  and  what  was  dire, 

Yields  to  your  prowefs  and  fuperior  flars  : 

The  happieft  you  of  all  that  e'er  were  mad, 

Or  are,  or  (hall  be,  could  this  folly  laft. 

But  loon  your  heaven  is  gone  :  a  heavier  gloom 

Shuts  o'er  your  head  :    and,    as  the  thund'ring 

ftream, 

Swoln  o  er  its  banks  with  fudden  mountain  rain, 
tiiiiks  from  its  tumult  to  a  fiient  brook  ; 
So,  when  the  frantic  raptures  in  your  breaft 
Subfide,  you  languifh  into  mortal  man; 
You  fieep,  and  waking  find  yourfclf  undone. 
For  prodigal  of  life  in  one  rafh  night 
You  lavifh'd  more  than  might  fupport  three  days. 
A  heavy  morning  comes;  your  cares  return 
With  tenfold  rage.     An  anxious  flomach  well 
May  be  endur'd;  fo  may  the  throbbing  head  : 
But  fuch  a  dim  delirium,  fuch  a  dream, 
Involves  you  ;  fuch  a  daftardly  defpair 
Unmans  your  foul,  as  madd*ning  Pentheus  felt, 
When,  baited  round  Cithaeron's  cruel  fides, 
He  faw  two  funs,  and  double  Thebes  afcend. 
You  curfe  the  fluggifh  port;  you  curfe  the  wretch. 
The  felon,  with  unnatural  mixture  firft 
Who  dar'd  to  violate  the  virgin  wine. 
Or  on  the  fugitive  champain  you  pour 
A  thoufand  curfes  ;  for  to  heav'n  it  rapt 
Your  foul,  to  plunge  you  deeper  in  defpair. 
Perhaps"  you  rue  even  that  divined  gift, 
The  gay,  ferene,  good-natur'd  Burgundy, 
Or  the  frefh  fragrant  vintage  of  the  Rhine  : 
And  wifh  that  heaven  from  mortals  hud  with-held 
The  grape,  and  all  intoxicating  bowl?. 

Befides,  it  wounds  you  fore  to  reculic'cl; 
What  follies  in  your  loofe  unguarded  hour 
Efcap'd.     For  one  irrevocable  word, 
Perhaps  that  meant  no  harm,  you  lofe  a  friend. 
Or,  in  the  rage  of  wine,  your  hafty  hand 
Performs  a  deed  to  haunt  you  to  the  grave. 
Add  that  your  means,   your  health,  your  parts 

decay  ; 

Your  friends  avoid  you  ;  brutifhly  transformed 
They  hardly  know  you  ;  or  if  one  remains 
To  wifh  you  well,  he  wifhes  you  in  heaven. 
BeTpis'd,  unwept  you  fall ;  who  might  have  kfc 
A  facred,  cherifh'd,  fadly-pleafing  name  ; 
A  name  ftill  to  be  utter'd  with  a  figh. 
Your  laft  ungraceful  fcene  has  quite  effac'd 
All  fenfe  and  memory  of  your  former  worth. 

How  to  live  happieft;  how  avoid  the  pains, 
The  difappointments,  and  difgufts  of  thofe 
Who  would  in  plealure  all  their  hoiirs  employ  ; 
The  precepts  here  of  a  divine  old  man 
I  could  recite.     Though  old,  he  ftill  rctain'd 
His  manly  fenfe,  and  energy  of  mind. 
Virtuous  and  wife  he  was,  but  not  fevere  ; 
He  ftill  remember'd  that  he  once  was  young; 
His  eafy  prefence  check'd  no  decent  joy. 
Him  even  the  diffolute  admir'd  ;   for  he 
A  graceful  lo-.-fenefs  when  he  pleas'd  put  on, 
And  laughing  could  inftruct.    Much  had  he  read, 
Much  more  had  feen  ;  he  ftudied  from  the  life, 


And  in  tb*  original  perus'd  mankind. 

Vers'd  in  the  woes  and  vanities  of  life, 
He  pitied  man  :  and  much  he  pi  ted  thofe 
Whom  falfely-fmiling  fate  has  curs'd  with  means 
To  diffipate  their  days  in  queft  of  joy. 
Our  aim  is  happmefs ;  'tis  yours,  'tis  mine, 
He  faid,  'tis  the  purfuit  of  all  that  live  ; 
Yet  few  attain  it,  if  'twas  e'er  attain'd. 
But  they  the  wideft  wander  from  the  mark, 
Who  through  the  flow'ry  paths  of  faunt'ring  joy 
Seek  this  coy  goddefs ;  that  from  ftage  to  ilage 
Invites  us  ftill,  but  thifts  as  we  purfue. 
For,  not  to  name  the  pains  that  pleafure  brings 
To  counterpoife  itfelf,  relentlefs  fate 
Forbids  that  we  through  gay  voluptuous  wilds, 
Should  ever  roam  :  and  were  the  fates  more  kind, 
Our  narrow  luxuries  would  loon  grow  ftale. 
Were  thefe  exhauftlefs,  nature  would  grow  fick, 
And,  cloy'd  with  pleafure,  fqueamifhly  complain 
That  all  is  vanity,  and  life  a  dream. 
T^t  nature  reft  :  be  bufy  for  yourfelf, 
And  for  your  friend;  be  bufy  even  in  vain 
Rather  than  teaze  her  fated  appetites. 
Who  never  fafts,  no  banquet  e'er  enjoys  ; 
Who  never  toils  or  watches,  never  flecps. 
Let  nature  reft  :  and  when  the  tafte  of  joy 
Grows  keen,  indulge  ;  but  fhun  fatiety. 

'  Tis  not  for  mortals  always  to  be  bleft. 
But  him  the  leaft  the  dull  or  pairful  hours 
Of  life  opprefs,  when  fober  fenfe  conduces, 
And  virtue,  through  this  labyrinth  we  tread. 
Virtue  and  fenfe  I  mean  not  to  disjoin  ; 
Virtue  and  fenfe  are  one  :  and,  truti  me,  ftill 
A  faithlefs  heart  betrays  the  head  unfgund. 
Virtue  (for  mere  good-nature  is  a  fool) 
I*  fe:.fe  and  fpicit,  with  humanity  : 
'  Tis  fometimes  angry,  and  its  frown  confounds ; 
'Tis  even  vindictive,  but  in  vengeance  juft. 
Knaves  fain  would  laugh  at  it;  feme  great  on?* 

dare  ; 

But  at  his  heart  the  moft  undaunted  fon 
Of  fortune  dreads  it»  name  and  awful  charms. 
To  nobleft  ufes  this  determines  wealth; 
This  is  the  folid  pomp  of  profperous>  days  ; 
The  peace  and  fhelter  of  adverfity. 
And  if  you  pant  for  glory,  build  your  fame  ' 
On  this  foundation,  which  the  fecret  fhock 
Defies  cf  envy  and  all-fapping  time. 
The  gaudy  glofs  of  fortune  only  ftrikes 
--T-he  vi:lo;ar  eye  :  the  fuffrage  of  the  wife, 
The  praife  that's  worth  ambition,  i*  attain'd 
By  fenfe  alone,  and  dignity  of  mind. 

Virtue,  the  ftrength  and  beauty  of  the  foul, 
Is  the  beft  gift  of  heaven  :  a  happinels 
That  even  above  the  fmi'es  and  ft  owns  of  fate 
Exalts  great  nature's  favourites  :  a  wealth 
That  ne'er  encumbers,  nor  can  be  transferr'd. 
Riches  are  oft  by  guilt  and  bafeuefs  earn'd ; 
Or  dealt  by  chance,  to  fhield  a  lucky  knave, 
Or  throw  a  cruel  fun-fhine  on  a  fool. 
But  for  one  end,  one  much- neglected  ufc, 
Are  riches  worth  your  care  ;  vfor  nature's 
Are  few,  and  without  opulence  fupply'd.) 
This  noble  end  is,  to  produce  the  foul ; 
To  fhow  the  virtues  in  their  faired  light ; 
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To  make  humanity  the  minifter 

Of  bounteous  Providence;  and  teach  the  breaft 

That  generous  luxury  the  gods  enjoj-. 

Thus,  in  his  graver  vein,  the  friendly  fage 
Sometimes  declaim'd.     Of  right  and  wrong  he 

taught 

Truths  as  refin'd  as  ever  Athens  heard  ; 
And    (ftrange   to    tell)  !    he    praclis'd  what    he 

preach'd. 

Skill'd  in  the  pafnrns,  how  to  check  their  fway 
He  knew,  as  far  as  rcafon  can  controul 
The  iawlefs  powers.      But  other  cares  are  mine  : 
Fonu'd  in  the  fchool  of  Pson,  I  relate 
What  paffions  hurt  the  body,  what  improve  : 
Avoid  them,  or  invite  them,  as  you  may. 

Know  then,  whatever  cheerful  and  ferene 
Supports  the  mind,  fopports  the  body  tro. 
Hence,  the  moft  vital  n  ovements  mortals  feel 
Is  hope  ;  the  balm  and  life-blood  of  the  foul. 
It  pleafes,  and  it  lafts.     Indulgent  Heaven 
Sent  down  the  kind  delufion,  through  the  paths 
Of  rugged  life  to  lead  us  patient  on  ; 
And  make  our  happieil  ftate  no  tedious  thing. 
Our  greateft  good,  and  what  we  leaft  can  fpare, 
Is  hope  :  the  hft  of  all  cur  evils,  fear. 

But  there  are  paffions  grateful  to  the  breafr, 
And  yet  no  friends  to  life  :  perhaps  they  plcafe 
Or  to  exccfs,  and  diffipate  the  foul ;  [clown, 

Or  while  they  pltafe,  torment.     The  fiubborn 
The  ill-tam'd  ruffian,  and  pale  ufurer, 
(If  love's  omnipotence  fuch  hearts  can  mould) 
May  fafely  mellow  into  love  ;  and  grow 
R.efin'o*,  humane,  and  generous,  if  they  can. 
.Love  in  fuch  bofoms  never  to  a  fault 
Or  pajns  or  pleafes.     But,  ye  finer  fouls, 
Form'd  to  foft  luxury,  and  prompt  to  thrill 
With  all  the  tumults,  all  the  joys  and  pains, 
That  beauty  gives  ;  with  caution  and  rtftrve 
Indulge  the  fweet  deftroyer  of  repofe, 
Hor  court  too  much  the  guecn  of  charming  cares. 
For,  while  the  qheriuYd  poifon  in  your  breaft 
Ferments  and  maddens  ;  fick  with  jealoufy, 
Abfence,  diftruft,  or  even  wirh  anxious  joy, 
The  wholefome  appetites  and  powers  of  life 
Diffolve  in  languor.     The  coy  ftomach  lothes 
The  genial  board  :   Your  cheerful  days  are  gone; 
The  generous  bloom  that  fluih'd  your  checks  is 

fled. 

To  fighs  devoted  and  to  tender  pains, 
Peniive  you  fit, -or  folitary  ftray, 
And  wafte  your  youth  in  mufing.     Mufing  firft 
Toy'd  into  care  your  unfufpeding  heart  : 
It  found  a  liking  there,  a  fportful  fire, 
And  that  fomented  into  fefious  love; 
Which  mufing  daily  flrcngthens  and  improyes 
Through  all  the  heights  of  fondncfs  and  romance  : 
And  you're  undone,  the  fatal  fhaft  hasfped, 
If  oace'  you  doubt  whether  you  love  or  no. 
The  body  wafles  away;   th"  infe&ed  mind, 
Diffolv'd  in  female  tendernefs,  forgets 
Each  manly  virtue,  and  grows  dead  to  fame. 
Sweet  heaven  from  fuch  intoxicating  charms 
Defend  all  worthy  breads  !   Not  that  I  deem 
Love  always  dangerous,  always, to  be  {hun'd. 
Love  well  repaid,  and  not  too  weakly  i'unk 
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In  wanton  and  unmanly  tendernefs. 

Adds  bloom  to  health ;  o'er  ev'ry  virtue  fheds 

A  gay,  humane,  a  fweet,  and  generous  grace, 

And  brightens  all  the  ornaments  of  man. 

But  fruitlefs,  hopf-lefs,  difappointed,  rack'd 

With  jtaioufy,  fatig'.i'd  with  hope  and  fear, 

Too  ferious,  or  too  languifhingly  fond, 

Unnerves  the  body  and  unmans  the  foul. 

And  fome  have  died  fnr  love  ;  and  fome  run  mad  j 

Anil  fome  with  defperate  hands  themfelves  have 

flain. 

Some  to  extinguifh,  others  to  prevent, 
A  mad  devotion  to  one  dangerous  fair, 
Court  all  they  meet ;  in  hopes  to  diffipate 
The  cares  of  lov  am.ongft  an  hundred  brides. 
Th'  event  is  douhtful  :   for  there  are  who  find 
A  cure  in  this;  there  are  who  find  it  not. 
'Tis  no  relief,  alas  !  it  rather  trails 
The  wound,  tr>  thofe  who  are  fincerely  fick. 
For  while  from  feverifh  and  tumultuous  joys 
The  nerves  grow  languid  and  the  foul  fubfides, 
The  tender  fancy  fmarts  with  every  fting, 
And  what  was  love  before  is  madnefs  now. 
Is  health  your  care,  or  luxury  your  aim, 
--Be  temperate  ftill  :    When  nature  bids,  obey  ; 
Her  wild  impatient  fallie*  bear  n«  curb  : 
But  when  the  prurient  habit  of  delight, 
Or  loofe  imagination,  fpurs  you  on 
To  deeds  above  yoyr  ftrergrh,  impute  it  not 
To  nature  :    Nature  all  compulfion  hates. 
Ah  !  let  not  luxury  nor  vain  renown 
Urge  you  to  feats  you  well  might  fleep  without ; 
To  make  what  fhould  be  rapture  a  fatigue, 
A  tedious  talk  ;  nor  in  the  wanton  arms 
Of  twining  Lais  melt  your  manhood  down. 
For  from  the  colfiquarion  of  foft  joys 
How  chang'd  you  rife  !   the  ghoii  of  what  yon 

was  ! 

Languid,  and  mehncholy,  and  gaunt,  and  wan  ; 
Your  veins  exhaufted,  and  y«,ur  nerves  unftrung. 
SpoiTd  of  its  balm  and  fprightly  zeft,  the  blood  ' 
Grows  vapid  phlegm  ;  along  the  tender  nerves 
(To  each  flight  impulfq  tremblingly  awake) 
A  fubtle  fiend  that  mimics  all  the  plagues 
Rapid  and  reiHefs  fprings  from  part  to  part. 
The  blooming  honours  of  your  youth  are  fallen  ; 
Your  vigour  pines  ;  your  vital  powers  decay; 
Difeafes  haunt  you  ;  and  untimely  age 
Creep?  on  ;  unfoc'ial,  impotent,  and  lewd. 
Infatuate,  impious,  epicure  !   to  wafte 
The  {lores  oi  plcafure,  cheerfulnefs,  and  health  ! 
Infatuate  all  who  make  delight  their  trade, 
And  coy  perdition  every  hour  purfue. 

pines  with  love,  or  in  lafcivious  flames 
Confumes,  is  with  his  own  confent  undone  : 
He  choofes  to  he  wretched,  to  be  mad; 
And  warn'd  proceeds  and  wilful  to  his  fate. 
But  there's  a  paffion,  whofe  rempeituous  fway 
Tears  up  each  virtue  planted  in  the  breaft, 
And  fhakes  to  ruins  proud  philofophy. 
For  pale  and  trembling  anger  ruihes  in, 
With  fault'ring  fpeech,  and  eyes  that  wildly  flare ; 
Fierce  as  the  tiger,  madder  than  the  Tea's, 
Deipirate,   and  arm'd  with  more  than  human 
ftrength. 
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How  foon  the  calm,  humane,  and  polifh'd  man 
Forgets  compunction,  and  ftarts  up  a  fiend  ! 
Who  pines  in  love,  or  waftes  with  filent  cares, 
Envy,  or  ignominy,  or  tender  grief, 
Slowly  defccnds,  and  ling'ring,  to  the  {hades. 
But  he  whom  anger  ftings,  drops,  if  he  dies, 
At  once,  and  nifties  apoplectic  down  ; 
Or  a  fierce  fever  hurries  him  to  hell, 
For,  as  the  body  through  unnumber'd  ftrings 
Reverberates  each  vibration  of  the  foul ; 
As  is  the  paffion,  ftich  is  ftill  the  pain 
The, body  feels  :  or  chronic,  or  acute. 
And  oft  a  fudden  ftorm  at  once  o'erpowers          v 
The  life,  or  gives  your  reafon  to  the  winds. 
Such  fates  attend  the  rafh  alarm  of  fear, 
And  fudden  grief,  and  rage,  and  fudden  joy.^  [fit 
There  are,  mean  time,  to  whom  the  boift'rous 
Is  health,  and  only  fills  the  fails  of  life. 
For  where  the  mind  a  torpid  winter  leads, 
Wrapt  in  a  body  corpulent  and  cold, 
And  each  clogg'd  function  lazily  moves  on  ; 
A  generous  fally  fpurns  th'  incumbent  load, 
Unlocks  the  breaft,  and  gives  a  cordial  glow. 
But  if  your  wrathful  blood  is  apt  to  boil, 
Or  are  your  nerves  too  irritably  ftrung, 
Wave  all  difpute;  be  cautious,  if  you  joke  ; 
Keep  lent  for  ever  ;  and  forfwear  the  bowl. 
For  one  rafh  moment  fends  you  to  the  (hades, 
Or  {hatters  ev'ry  hopeful  fcheme  of  life, 
And  gives  to  horror  all  your  days  to  come. 
Fate,"arm'd  with  thunder,  fire,  and  ev'ry  plague, 
That  ruins,  tortures,  or  diftracls  mankind, 
,  And  makes  the  happy  wretched  in  an  hour, 
O'erwhelms  you  not  with  woes  fo  horrible 
As  your  own  wrath,  nor  gives  more  fudden  blows. 
While  choler  works,  good  friend,  you  may  be 

wrong ; 

Diftruft  yourfelf,  and  fleep  before  you  fight. 
'  Tis  not  too  late  to  morrow  to  be  brave  ; 
If  honour  bids,  to-morrow  kill  or  die. 
But  calm  advice  againft  a  raging  fit 
Avails  too  little ;  and  it  braves  the  power 
Of  ail  that  ever  taught  in  profe  or  fong, 
To  tame  the  fiend  that  fleeps'a  gentle  lamb, 
And  wakes  a  lion.     Unprovok'd  and  calm, 
You  reafon  well  ;  fee  as  you  ought  to  fee, 
And  wonder  at  the  madnefs  of  mankind  : 
Seiz'd  with  the  common  rage,  you  foon  forget 
The  fpeculations  of  your  wifer  hours. 
Befet-with  furies  of  all  deadly  fhapes, 


ierce  and  infidious,  violent  and  flow  : 
Vith  all  that  urge  or  lure  us  on  to  fate  : 
Vhat  refuge  ihall  we  feek  ?  what  arms  prepare  ? 
Vhere  reafon  proves  too  weak,  or  void  of  wiles 
'o  cope  with  fubtle  or  impetuous  powers, 
would  invoke  new  paffions  to,  your  aid  : 
ith  indignation  would  extinguish  fear, 
With  fear  or  generous  pity  vanquifii  rage, 
And  love  with  pride  ;  and  force  to  force  oppofe. 
There  is  a  charm,  a  power,  that  f'ways  the 

bread  ; 

Bids  every  pafiion  revel  or  be  ftill ;. 
nfpires  with  rage,  or  ail  your  cares  diflblves  ; 
Can  footh  diftradion.  and  aimoft  defpair. 
That  power  is  mufic  :  far  beyond  the  ftretch 
Of  thofe  unmeaning  warblers  on  our  ftage  ; 
Ihofe  clumfy  heroes,  thole  fat -headed  gods, 
Who  move  no  paffion  juftly  but  contempt : 
Who,  like  our  dancers  (light  indeed  and  ilrong)  ! 
Do  wond'rous  feats,  but  never  heard  of  grace. 
The  fault  is  ours  ;  we  bear  thofe  monftrous  arts ; 
Good  Heaven  1  we  praiie  them  :  we,  with  loudeft 

peals, 

Applaud  the  fool  that  higheft  lifts  his  heels; 
And,  with  infipid  fliow  of  rapture,  die 
Of  idiot  notes  impertinently  long. 
But  he  the  mufe's  laurel  juftly  fhares,^  / 

A  poet  he,  and  touch' d  with  Heaven's  own  fire  ; 
Who,  with  bold.rage  or  foleran  pomp  of  founds, 
Inflames,  exalts,  and  ravifties  the  foul ; 
fclow  tender,  plaintive,  fweet  aimoft  to  pain. 
In  love  riiffoives  you;  now  in  fprightly  {trains 
Breathes  a  gay  rapture  through  your  thrilling 

breaft, 

Or  melts  the  heart  with  airs  divinely  fad, 
Or  wakes  to  horror  the  tremendous  ftrings. 
Such  was  the  bard,  whofe  heavenly  ftrains  of  old 
Appeas'd  the  fiend  of  melancholy  Saul. 
Such  wa?,  if  old  and  heathen  fame  fay  true, 
The  man  who  bade  the  Theban  domes  afcend, 
And  tam'd  the  favage  nations  with  his  fong ; 
And  fuch  the  Thracian,  whofe  melodious  lyre, 
Tun'd  to  foft  woe,  made  all  the  mountains  weep; 
Sooth'd  even  th'  inexorable  powers  of  hell, 
And  half  redeem'd  his  loft  Eurydice. 
Mufic  exalts  each  joy,  allays  each  grief, 
Expels  difeafes,  foftens  every  pain, 
Subdues  the  rage  of  poifon,  and  the  plague  ; 
And  hence  the  wife  of  ancient  days  ador'd 
One  power  of  phyfic,  melody,  and  fong. 
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KIND  to  my  frailt'es  ftill,  Eumenes,  hear; 
Once  more  I  try  the  patience  of  your  ear. 

*  This  little  piece  tvas  addre/ed  to  a  ivortby  gentle- 
man,  as  an  exprejjlon  of  gratitude  for  his  lind  endea 
vours  to  do  Ibe  avtbor  a  great  fine  of  fir  vice. 


Not  oft  I  fing  t  the  happier  for  the  town, 

So  ftunn'd  already,  they're  quite  ftupid  grown 

With  monthly,  daily— charming  things  I  own 

Happy  for  them  1  feldo-n  court  the  nine  ; 

Another  art,  a  ferious  art,  is  mine. 

Of  naufeous  verfes  offer'd  once  a  week, 

Ton  cannot  fay  I  did  it,  if  you're  fick. 

'Twas  ne'er  my  pride  to  fhine  by  flauiy  fits 

Amottgft  the  daily,  weekly,  monthly  wits. 
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Content  if  Tome  few  friends  indulge  my  name, 
So  {'lightly  am  I  ftung  with  love  of  fame, 
I  w-Hilfi  not  fcrawl  ont  hundred  idle  lines- 
Mot  for  the  praiie  of  all  the  magazines.. 

Yet  once  a  moon,  perhaps,  f  iteal  a  nighty 
And,  if  our  fire  Apollo  pleafes,  write. 
You  fmi'e;  Initall  the  train  the  mufe  that  follow, 
Cbriftians  ami  dunces,  {till  we  quote  Apollo. 
Unh-ippy  ilill  our  poets  will  rehearie 
To  Goths,  that  (tare  aitoiiiih'd  at  their  verfe; 
To  the  rank  tribes  fubmit  their  virgin  lays ; 
So  grofs,  fo'beftial,  is  the  luftof  praife  ! 

I  to  found  judges  from  the  mob  appeal, 
And  write  to  thofe  who  moll  my  Cubjcc/t  feel. 
Eamenes,  thef'e  dry  moral  lines  I  truft 
\Vith  you,  whom  nought  that's  moral  can  difgufb. 
With  you  I  venture,  in  plain  home-fpun  fenfe, 
What  I  imagine  of  benevolence. 

Of  all  the  monfters  of  the  human  kind, 
What  ftrikes  you  moft  is  the  low  felfifh  mind. 
You  wonder  how,  without  one  liberal  joy, 
The  fteady  mifer  can  his  years,  employ ; 
Without  one  friend,  howe'er  hi*  fortunes  thrive, 
Defpia'd  and  hated,  how  he  bears  to  live. 
With  honcft  warmth  of  heart,  with  fome  degree 
Of  pity  that  fuch  wretched  things  Ihould  be, 
You  fcorn  the  fordid  knave — He  grins  at  you, 
And  deems  himfelf  the  \viier  of  the  two  — 
'  Tis  al.  but  tafte,  howe'er  we  fifo  the  cafe ; 
Tie  has  hi$  joy,  as  every  creature  has. 
'Tis  true,  he  cannot  boaft  an  angel's  fhare, 
Yet  lias  what  happlnefs  his  organs  bear. 
^T/jou  likt --unfe  mad'Jl  the  high  feraphic  foul, 
Maksr  Omnipotent  '.    and  tbou  the  owl, 
Heav'n.form'd  him  too,  and  doubtlefs  for  fome 

ufe: 
33ut  Crane-court  knows  not  yet  al!  nature's  views. 

I  is  chiefly  tafte,  or  biunt,  or  grofs,  or  fine, 
Makes  life  infipid,  helhial,  or  divine. 
Better  be  born  with  tafte  to  little  rent 
Than  the  dull  monarch  of  a  continent. 
Without  this  bounty  which  the  gods  beflow, 
Can  fortune  make  one  favourite  happy  ? — No. 
As  well  might  fortune,  in  her  frolic  vein, 
Proclaim  an  oyfter  ibvereign  of  the  main. 
Without  fine  nerves,  and  bofom  juftly  warm'd, 
An  eye,  an  ear,  a  fancy  to  be  charm'd, 
In  vain  majeftic  Wren  expands  the  dome ; 
Blank  as  pale  ftucco  Rubens  lines  the  room  : 
l,oil  are  the  raptures  of  bold  Handel's  ftrain  ; 
Great  fully  ftorms,  iweet  Virgil  fings,  in  vain. 
The,  beauteous  forms  of  nature  are  effac'd  ; 
Tempe's  foft  charms,  the  raging  wat'ry  wafte, 
Each  greatly-wild,  each  fweet  romantic  fcene, 
Unheeded  rifes,  andalmoft  unfeen. 

Yet  thefe  are  joys,  with  fome  of  better  clay, 
To  focth  the  toils  of  life's  embarrafs'd  way. 
Thefe  the  fine  frame  wlflch  charming  horrors  chill, 
And  give  the  nerves  delightfully  to  thrill. 
But  of  all  taiie  the  nobleft  and  the  beft, 
The  firfl  enjoyment  of  the  generous  bread, 
Is  to  behold  in  man's  obnoxious  ftate 
Scenes  of  content,  and  happy  turns  of  fate. 
Fair  views  of  nature,  fhining  works  of  art, 
Amufe  the  fancy,  but  thojl  touch  the  heart. 


Chiefly  for  this  proud  epic  fong  delights, 
For  this  fome  riot  on  th'  Arabian  Nights. 
Each  cafe  is  ours;  and,  for  the  human  mind, 
Tis  monftrous  riot  to  feel  for  all  mankind. 
Were  all  mankind  unhappy,  who  could  tafte 
Elyfmm,  or  be  folitarily  bled  ? 
Shock'd  with  furrounding  fhapes  of  human  woe, 
Al!  that  or  fenfe  or  fancy  could  beftow, 
You  would  reject  with  lick  and  coy  difdain, 
And  pant  to  lee  one  cheerful  face  again. 

But  if  life's  better  profpeds  to  behold 
So  much  delight  the  man  of  generous  mould, 
How  happy  they,  the  great,  the  godlike  few, 
Who  daily  cultivate  this  pleafing  view  i 
This  is  a  joy  poffefs'd  by  few  indeed  ! 
Dame  fortune  has  fo  many  fools  to  feed, 
She  cannot  oft  afford,  with  all  her  ftore, 
To  yield  her  fmiles  where  nature  fmil'd  before. 
To  finking  worth  a  cordial  hand  to  lend  ; 
With  better  fortune  to  lurprife  a  friend  ; 
To  cheer  the  modefl  Granger's  lonely  (rate  ; 
Or  fnatch  an  orphan  family  from  fate  ; 
To  do,  poffefs'd  with  virtue's  nobiefl  fire, 
Such  generous  deeds  as  we  with  tears  admire  ; 
Deeds  that,  above  ambition's  vulgar  aim, 
Secure  an  amiable,  a  folid  fame  : 
Thefe  are  fuch  joys  as  heaven's  firft  favourites 

feize ; 
Thefe  pleafe  you  now,  and  will  for  ever  pleafe. 

Too  feldom  we  great  mural  deeds  admire  ; 
The  will,  the  power,  th'  occafion,  muft  conipire. 
Yet  few  there  are  fo  impotent  and  low, 
But  can  fome  fmall  good  offices  beftow. 
Small  as  they  are,  however  cheap  they  come, 
They  add  ft  ill  fomething  to  the  general  iurn  : 
And  him  who  gives  the  little  in  his  power, 
The  world  acquits;  and  Heaven  demands  no  more. 

Unhappy  he  who  feels  each  neighbour's  wee, 
Yet  no  relief,  no  comfort  can  befiow. 
Unhappy  too,  who  feels  each  kind  effay, 
And  for  great  favours  has  but  words  to  pay; 
Who,  fcornful  of  the  flatterer's  fawning  art, 
Dreads  even  to  pour  his  gratitude  of  heart ; 
And  with  a  diftant  lover's  filent  pain 
Muft  the  bsft  movements  of  his  foul  reftrain, 
But  men,  fagacious  to  explore  mankind, 
Trace  even  the  coyeft  pafiions  of  the  mind. 

Not  only  to  the  good  we  owe  good  will  • 
In  good  and  bad  diiirefs  demands  it  ftiil. 
This  with  the  generous  lays  diftinclion  low. 
Endear*  a  friend,  and  recommends  a  fee. 
Not  that  refemment  never  ought  to  rife ; 
For  even  excefs  of  virtue  ranks  with  vice  : 
And  there  are  villaniesno  bench  can  awe, 
That  fport  without  the  limits  of  the  law. 
No  laws  th'  ungenerous  crime  would  reprehend, 
Could  I  forget  Lumen es  was  my  friend  : 
In  vain  the  gibbet  or  the  pillory  cl,aim 
The  Vretch  who  blafts  a  helpiefs  virgin's  fame* 
Where  laws  are  dup'd,  'tis  nor  nnjuft  nor  mean 
To  feise  the  proper  time  for  honeft  fpleen. 
An  open  candid  foe  I  could  not  hats, 
Nor.evers  infult  the  bafe  in  humbled  ftate; 
But  thriving  malice  tamely  to  forgive— 
'Tis  fomewhac  late  to  be  fo  primitive. 
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But  I  detain  you  wlrh  thcfe .tedious  lays, 
Which  few  perhaps  would  read,  and  fewer  praife. 
No  matter  :   could  I  pkafe  the  ppiiih'd  few 
Who  tafte  the  ferious  or  the  gay  like  you, 
The  fqueamifli  mob  may  find  my  verfes  bare 
Of  every  grace — but  ciirfe  me  if  I  care. 
Bt-fidcs,  1  little  court  Parnafilan  fame  ; 
There's  yet  a  better  than-  a  poet's  name. 
'Twould  more  indulge  my  pride  to  hear  it  faid 
That  I  with  you  the  paths  of  honour  tread, 
Than  that  amongft  the  proud  poetic  train 
No  modern  boafted  a  more  eiaiTic  vein ; 
Or  that  in  numbers  I  let  loofe  my  .fong, 
Smooth  as  the  Tweed,  and  as  the  Severn  ftrong. 

TASTE:  | 

AN   EPISTLE   TO   A   YOUNG  CRITIC.       I7J3- 

*'  Proferre  quae  fertiat  cur  quifquam  liber  dubi- 
"  tet? — IVlalim,  mehercule,  foius  infanire,  quatn 
"  fobrius  aut  plebis  aut  patrum  delirationibus  ig- 
*'  naviter  alFentari." —  Autor  Anonym.  JFj-agm. 

RANGE  from  Tower-hill  all  London  to  the  Fleet, 
Thence  round  the  Temple,  t'  utmoft  Grofvenor- 
ftrcet  :  [inn; 

Take  in  your  route  both  Gray'?  and  Lincoln's 
Jvlif*  not,  be  lure>  my  lords  and  gentlemen ; 
You'll  hardly  raife,  as  I  with  *  Petty  gucfs 
Above  twelve  thoufand  men  of  taite,  unlefs 
In  defperate  times  a  Connoi/eur  may  pafs. 

"  A  connoiflcur !  What's  that?"    'Tis  hard  to 

fay: 

But  you  muft  oft,  amidft  the  fair  and  gay, 
Have  fcen  a  would-be  rake,  a  fluttering  fool, 
Who  fwears  he  loves  the  fex  with  all  his  foul. 
Alas,  vain  youti- !  Idoft  thou  admire  fwect  Jones  ? 
Thou  be  gallant  without  or  blood  or  bones ! 
You'd  fpht  to  hear  th'  infipid  coxcomb  cry 
Ah,  charming  Nanny  !   'tis  too  much  !   1  die  ! — 
Die  and  be  d — u'd,fays  one;  but  let  me  teil  ye 
I'll  pay  the  Jofs  if  ever  rapture  kill  ye. 

'Tis  ealy  learnt  the  art  to  talk  by  rote  : 
At  Nando's  'twill  but  coft  you  half  a  groat ; 
The  Bedford  fchool  at  threepence  is  not  dear,  Sir; 
At  White's — tbcfars  iii/lrufl  you  for  a  tefter. 
But  he,  whom  nature  never  meant  to  (hare 
One  fpark  of  tafte,  will  never  catch  it  there  : — 
Nor  no  where  elfe  ;  howe'er  the  booby  beau 
Grows  great  with  Pope,  and  Horace,  and  Boileau. 

Good  native  tafte,  though  rude,  isfeidom  wrong, 
Be  it  in  mufic,  painting,  or  in  fong. 
But  tins,  as  well  as  other  faculties, 
Improves  with  age,  and  ripens  by  degrees. 
I  know,  my  dear,  'tis  needlels  to  deny  't, 
You  like  Voiture,  you  think  him  wondrous  bright: 
But  feven  years  hence,  your  relifh  more  matur'd, 
What  new  delights  will  hardly  be  endur'd 
The  boy  may  live  to  tafte  Racine's  fine  charms, 
Whom  Lee's  bald  orb  or  Rowe's  dry  rapture 

warms  : 

But  he,  eiifranthis'd  from  his  tutor's  care, 
Who  places  Butler  near  Cervantes'  chair  ; 


Or  with  Krafrmis  can  admit  to  vis 
Brown  of  Squab-hall,  cf  merry  memory  ; 
Will  die  a  Goth  ;  and  nod  at  *  Woden's  feaft, 
Th'  eternal  winter  long,  on  f  Gregory's  breaft. 

Lon<f  may  he  fwill,  this  patriarch  of  the  dull, 
The  drowfy  mum  —  But  touch  not  Maro's  Ikuil! 
Hi*  holy  barbarous  dotage  fought  to  doom, 
Good  heaven  !  th'  immortal  claflics  to  the  tomb  !— » 
Thofe  facred  lights  Ihall  bid  new  genius  rife, 
When  all  Rome's  laints  have  rotted  from  the  ikies. 
Be  thefe  your  guides,  if  at  the  ivy  crown 
You  aim  ;  each  country's  daffies,  and  your  own. 
But  chiefly  with  the  ancients  pafs  your  prime, 
And  drink  Caftalia  at  the  fountain's  brim. 
The.  man  to  genuine  burgundy  bred  up, 


Soon  ftarts  the  dafh  of  Methuen  in  hi? 


cup. 


*  Sir  William  Petty ,  autl-jr  of  tie  Political 
metic. 


Thofe  fovereign  matters  cf  the  mufes  fkill 
Are  the  true  patterns  of  good  writing  ftill. 
Their  ore  was  rich,  and  feven  times  purg'd  of 

lead ; 

Their  art  feem'd  nature,  'twas  fo  finely  hid. 
Though  born  with  ail  the  powers  of  writing  well, 
What  pains  it  coft  they  did  not  blufh  to  tell. 
Their  eufe  (my  lorda) !  ne'er  loung'd  for  want  of 

fire, 

Nor  did  their  rage  through  affe&ation  tire, 
Free  from  all  tawdry  and  impofing  glare 
They  trufted  to  their  native  grace  of  air. 
Rapt'rous  and  wild  the  trembling  foul  theyfeize") 
Or  fly  coy  beauties  fteal  it  by  degrees  ;  / 

The   more  you  view  them  ftill  the  more  they  T 

pleafe.  J 

Yet  there  are  thoufands  of  fcholaftic  merit 
Who  worm  their  fenfe  out  but  ne'er  tafte  their 

fpirit. 

Witnefs  each  pedant  under  bently  bred  ; 
Each  commentator  that  e'er  commented. 
(You  fcarce  can  fcize  a  fpot  of  claiiic  ground, 
With  leagues  of  Duch  morafs  fo  floated  round). 
Witnefs — but  Sir,  I  hold  a  cautious  pen, 
Left  t  fhould  turoii^  fome  honourable  meny 
They  grow  enthuiiafts  too — t<Tts  true  !   tcTis  fity  ! 
But  'tis  not  every  lunatic  that's  witty. 
Some  have  run  Maro — and  fome  Milton — mad, 
Amley  once  turn'd  a  folid  barber's  head: 
Hear  all  that's  faid  or  printed  if  you  can, 
Afhley  has  turn'd  more  folid  heads  than  one. 

Let  fuch  admire  each  great  or  fpecious  name  ; 
For  right  or  wrong  the  joy  to  them's  the  fame. 
"  Right !"  Yes  &  thoufand  times — Each  fool  has 

heard 

That  Homer  was  a  wonder  of  a  bard. 
Defpife  them  civilly  with  all  my  heart — 
But  to  convince  them  is  a  defperate  part. 
Why  fhouid  you  teuzc  one  for  what  fecret  caufe 
One  doats  on  Huiace,  or  on  Hudibras?  , 

*  Alluding  to  the  Gothic  Ltaven^  Woden^s  hall  • 
ivhere  t*e  happy  ere  J~cr  ever  employed  in  drinhinv 
beer,  mum,  and  oiher  ccwjorta'b'e  liquor s,  cut  of  the 
Jkulls  of  thofs  it'bam  they  bad  Mai*  in  battle. 

\  2J6J)e  Gregory  the  f^ltL,  diftingU'Jbed  by  the  namc- 
of  St.  Gregory  ;  iL'hcfi  pitoss  zeal,  in  the  caufe  of  bar- 
batons  ignoranne  and  priejlly  tyranny,  exerted  it  f  elf  in 
demonjbing,  to  the  utixojl  of  bis  fo<zver}  all  the  remain? 
ej'  bcatatit  genius* 
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*Tis  cruel,  Sir,  "'tis  needlefs,  to  endeavour 
To  teach  a  fot  of  tafte  he  knows  no  flavour, 
To  difunite  I  neither  wifh  nor  hope 
A  ftubborn  blockhead  from  his  fav'rite  fop. 
Yes — fop  I  fay,  were  Maro's  felf  before  'em  : 
For  Maro's  felf  grows  dull  as  they  pore  o'er  him. 
But  hear  their  raptures  o'er  fome  Ipecious rhyme 
Dubb'd  by  the  mufk'd  and  greafy  mob  fublime. 
For  fpleen's  dear  fake  hear  how  a  coxcomb  prates 
As  clam'rous  o'eY  his  joys  as  fifty  cats ; 
'*  JMufic  has  charms  tofooth  the  favage  hreajl^ 
"  Yojoften  rocks,  and  oaks" — and  all  the  reft  ; 
"  I've  heard" — Blefs  thefe  long  ears  ! — "  Heavens 

"  whae^a  O.rain  ! 
"  Good  God  !   what  thunders  burft  in   this  Cam- 

"  pahn  f 

«  Hark  Waller  warbles!  Ah  !  how  fweetly  killing! 
**  Then  that  inimitable  Splendid  Shilling  ! 
<l  Rowe  breathes  all  Shakfpeare  here  ! — that  ode 

"  of  Prior 

"  IsSpenfer  quite  !    egad  his  very  fire  ' — 
**  As  like" — Yes  faith  !  as  gum-flowers  to  the  rofe, 
.Or  as  to  claret  flat  Minorca's  dofe  ; 
As  like  as  (if  I  am  not  grofsly  wrong) 
Erie  Robert's  mice  to  aught  e'er  Chaucer  fung. 

Read  boldly,  and  unprejudic'd  perufe 
Each  fav'rite  modern,  tv'n  each  ancient  mufe. 
With  all  the  comic  fair  and  tragic  rage 
The  great  ftupendous  genius  of  our  ftage, 
Boaft  of  our  iflar.d,  pride  of  humankind, 
Had  faults  to  -which  the  boxes  are  not  blind. 
His  frailties  are  to  every  goffip  known  : 
Yet  Milton's  pedantries  not  fhock  the  town. 
Ne'er  be  the  dupe  of  names,  however  high; 
For  fome  outlive  good  parts,  fome  mifapply. 
Each  elegant  Spectator  you  admire  ; 
But  mnft  you  therefore  f  wear  by  Cato's  fire  ? 
Ma&s  for  the  court,  and  oft  a  clumfey  jeft, 
Difgrac'd  the  mufe  that  wrought  the  Alchemift, 
«4  But  to  the  ancients." — Faith!  I  am  not  clear, 
For  all  the  fmooth  round  type  of  Elzevir, 
That  every  work  which  lafts  in  profe  or  fong, 
Two  thoufand  years,  deferves  to  laft-fo  long. 
For  not  to  mention  fome  eternal  blades 
Known  only  now  in  th'  academic  fhades, 
(/Thofe  facred  groves  where  raptur'd  fpirits  ftray, 
And  in  word  hunting  v/afte  the  live-long  day) 
Ancients  whom  none  but  curious  critics  fcan, 
Do,  read  *  Meffala's  praife*  if  you  can. 
Ah  !  who  but  feels  the  fweet  contagious  fmart 
While  foft  Tibullus  pours  his  tender  heart  ? 
With  him  the  loves  and  mufes  melt  in  tears ; 
But  not  a  word  of  fome  hexameters. 
*'  You  grow  fo  fqueamifh  and  fo  dev'lifh  dry, 
'«  You'll  call  Lucretius  vapid  next."     Not  I. 
Some  find  him  tedious,  others  think  him  lame : 
But  if  he  lags  his  fubject  is  to  blame. 
Rough  weary  roads  through  barren  wilds  he  tried, 
Yet  fttll  he  marches,  with  true  Roman  pride  : 
Sometimes  a  meteor,  gorgeous,  rapid,  bright, 
He  ftreams  athwart  the  philofophic  night. 

*  A  poem  of  Tibulln's  in  hexameter  verfe ;  as 
yawning  and  h'j'pid  as  bis  elegies  are  tender  and  na- 
\uraL 


Find  you  in  Horace  no  infipid  odes  ? — 
He  dar'd  to  tell  us  Homer  fnm?iimes  nodsf 
And  but  for  fuch  a  critic's  hardy  fkill 
Homer  might  flnmber  unfufpefted  ftill. 

Taftelefs,  implicit,  indolent,  and  tame, 
At  fecond  hand  we  chiefly  praife  or  blame. 
Hence  'tis,  for  elfe  one  knows  rot  why  nor  how, 
Some  authors  flourifh  f<.r  ?  year  or  r\vo; 
For  many  fome,  mor^  vvonuV^  s  [till  to  tell ; 
Farqnhar  yet  lingers  on  the  brink  of  hell. 
Of  folid  merit  others  pino  unknown ;  ~y 

At  firft,  though  *  Carlos  fwimmingly  went  down  C 
Poor  Belvidc-ra  faii'd  to  mr;lt  the  town.  j 

Sunk' in  dead  ni^hr.  the  giant  Miiton  lay 
'Till  bommer's  hand  ptoducM  him  to  the  day. 
But,  thanhs  to  heaven  and  Addifon's  good  grace, 
No\v  ev'ry  fop  is  charm'd  with  Chevy  Chafe. 

Specious  and  i'age,  the  fovereign  of  the  flock 
Led  to  the  downs,  or  from  the  wave-worn  rock 
Reluctant  hurl'd,  the  tame  implicit  train 
Or  crop  the  downs,  or  headlong  feek  the  main. 
As  blindly  we  our  folemri  leaders  follow, 
And  good,  and  bad,  and  execrable  fwallow. 

Pray,  on  the  firft  throng'd  evening  of  a  play 
That  wears  the  +  fades  bip&ycratica, 
Strong  lines  of  death,  figns  dire  of  reprobation  ; 
Have  you  not  feen  the  angel  of  falvation 
Appear  fublime;  with  wife  and  folemn  rap 
To  teach  the  doubtful  rabble  where  to  clap  :— 
The  rabble  knows  not  where  our  dramas  fhine  ; 
But  where  the  cane  goes  pat — By  G —  that's  fine! 

Judge  for  yourfelf;  nor  wait  with  timid  phlegm 
Till  fome  illufirious  pedant  hum  or  hem. 
The  lords  who  ftarv'd  old  Ben  were  learnedly  fond 
Of  Chaucer,  whom  with  bungling  toil  they  conn'd. 
Their  fons,  whofe  ears  bold  Milton  could  not~"\ 
feize,  [fneeze,  ( 

Would  laugh  o'er  Ben  like  mad,  and  fnuff  and  C 
And  Iwear  and  feem  as  tickled  as  you  pleafe.    J 
Their  fpawn,  the  pride  of  this  fublimer  age, 
Fed  to  the  toes  and  horns  grave  Milton's  rage. 
Though  liv'd  he  now  he  might  appeal  with  fcorn, 
To  lords,  knights,  'iquires,  and  dotflors,  yet  m*- 

born, 

.Or  juflly  mad  to  Moloch's  burning  fane 
Devote  the  choiceft  children  of  his  brain. 
Judge  for  yourfelf;  and  as  you  find  report 
Of  wit  as  freely  as  of  beef  or  port. 
Zounds  !  fhall  a  pert  or  bluff  important  wight, 
Whofe  brain  is  fancileis,  whofe  blood  is  white ; 
A  mumbling  ape  of  tafte:   prefcribe  us  laws 
T«  try  the  poets,  for  no  better  caufe 
Than  that  he  boafts  per  arm.  ten  thoufand  clear, 
Yelps  in  the  Houfe,  or  barely  fits  a  peer  ? 
For  fhame  !  for  fhame  !  the  liberal  Britifh  foul 
To  ftoop  to  any  ftale  dictator's  rule  ! 

*  Don  Carlos^  a  tragedy  of  Qtivay's  noiv  long  and 
jujtty  forgotten,  'went  off"  tuith  great  applaufe  ;  ivh'le 
his  Orphan,  a  fsmeiub ut  better  performance,  and  ivbat 
is  yet  more  jlrange,  his  Venice  Prefer-ved,  according  to 
theatrical  anecdotes  of  thofe  times,  md  initb  a  very  colj 
reception, 

f    The  appearance   of  the  face  in   the  lajljiage  of  a 
t  as  it  is  dtf cribs d  l>y 
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1  may  be  wrongr,  and  often  am  no  doubt, 
iBut  right  or  wrong  with  friends,  with  foes  'twill 

out. 

Thus  'tis  perhaps  rny  fault  if  I  complain 
Of  trite  invention  and  a  fiimfy  vein, 
Tame  characters,  uninterefting,  jejune, 
And  pafli'ins  drily  copied  from  *  Le  Brun. 
For  I  would  rather  never  judge  than  wro:  g 
That  friend  of  all  men,  generous  Fentlon. 
But  in  the  name  of  poodnefs,  muft  I  be 
1  he  dupe  of  charm-  1  never  yet  could  fee  ? 
And  then  to  flatter  where  there's  no  reward — 
Better  be  any  patron-hunting  bard, 
Who  half  our  lords  with  filthly  praife  befmears, 
And  fmg  an  anthem  to  ALL  MINISTERS  : 
Tafte  th'  Attic  fait  in  ev'ry  peer's  poor  rebus, 
And  crown  each  Gothic  idol  for  a  Phcebus. 
Alas  !  fo  far  from  free,  fo  far  from  brave, 
We  dare  not  {how  the  little  tafte  we  have. 
"With  us  you'll  fee  ev'n  vanity  controul 
The  moft  refin'd  fenfations  of  the  foul. 
Sad  Orvvay's  fcenes,  great  Shakfpeare's  we  defy  : 
**  Lard,  Madam  !   'tis  fo  unpolite  to  cry  ! — 
*'  For  fhame,  my  dear  !  d'ye  credit  all  thisftuff  ? — 
"   I  vow — well,  this  is  innocent  enough  ?" 
At  Athens  long  ago,  the  ladies — (married) 
Dreamt   not  they  mifbehav'd  though  they  mif- 

carried, 

When  a  wild  pret  with  licentious  rage 
Turn'd  fifty  furies  lonfe  upon  the  ftage. 

They  were  fo  tender  and  fo  eafy  mov'd, 
Heavens  1  how  the  Grecian  ladies  muft  have  lov'd ! 
For  all  the  fine  fenfations  {till  have  dwelt, 
Perhaps,  where  one  was  exquifitely  felt. 
Thus  he  who  heavenly  Maro  truly  feels 
Stands  fix'd  on  Raphael,  and  at  Handel  thrills. 
The  groffer  fenfes  too,  the  tafte,  the  fmell,         ~) 
Are  likely  trueft  where  the  fine  prevail  : 
Who  doubts  that  Horace  muft  have  cater'd  well?  J 
Friend,  I'm  a  fhrewd  obferver,  and  will  guefs 
What  books  you  doat  on  from  your  fav'rite  mefs. 
Brown  and  L'Eftrange  will  furely  charm  whom- 

e'er 

The  frothy  pertnefs  ftrikes  of  weak  fmall  beer. 
Who  fteeps  the  calf's  fat  loin  in  greafy  fauce 
Will  hardly  lothe  the  praife  that  baftes  an  afs. 

*  Fir/I  fainter  to  Leivis  XIV.  ivho,  to  Jfieak  in 
faft}ionai>le£ngli/b,ca\\Qdhimte\£ LEWIS  THE  GREAT. 
Our  fovereign  lords  the  pajjlons,  Jove,  rage,  defpair,  &c. 
ivere  gracioufly  pleafed  to  fit  to  him  in  their  turns  for 
their  portraits  ;  which  he  ivas  generous  enough  to  com 
municate  to  the  public,  to  the  great  improvement,  tio 
doubt,  of  hijlory -paint  ing.  It  tvas  be  ivho  they  fay 
foifoned  Le  Sueur  ;  who,  'without  half  his  advantages ^ 
in  'many  other  refpefts,  ivas  fo  unreafonable  and  provok 
ing  as  to  difplay  a  genius  with  -which  his  otvn  could 
Jland  no  cotnparifon.  It  tuas  he  and  hh  Gothic  difci- 
ples,  ivho,  ivith  fly  f cratches  ^  defaced  the  moft  majlerly 
i if  this  Le  Sueur' s  performances ,  as  often  at  their  bar 
barous  en<vy  could fnugly  reach  them.  Ttt  after  all  thefe 
aichifiiements  he  died  in  his  bed .'  A  catajirophe  ivllch 
cou&i  not  have  happened  to  him  in  a  country  like  this, 
•tvhcre  the  fine  arts  are  as  zealsujly  and  judicioiJly  £a~ 
Ironlfcd  as  they  are  ivell  underjlood. 


Who  riots  on  Scotch  cdlops  (corns 'not  any 
InfipiU,  fulfome,  trafhy  milcellany; 
And  who  devours  whate'er  the  cook  can  difh  up, 
\Viil  for  a  clafiic  confederate  each  *  bifhop. 
But  I  am  lick  of  pen  and  ink  ;  and  you 
Will  find  this  letter  long  enough.     Adieu  ! 

IMITATION 

OF   SHAKSPEARE    AND   SPENSER. 
Advertifewent  from  the  Publijaer. 

THE  follo\A'ing  imitation  of  Shakfpeare  was  one 
of  our  author's  firft  attempts  in  poetry,  made  when 
he  was  very  young.  It  helped  to  amufe  the  foli- 
tude  of  a  winter  paffed  in  a  wild  romantic  coun 
try  ;  and,  what  is  rather  particular,  was  juft  fi- 
nifhed  when  Mr.  Thomfon's  celebrated  poem  up 
on  the  fame  fubjefl  appeared.  Mr.  Thomfon,  fcon 
hearing  of  it,  had  thecuriofity  to  procure  a  copy  by 
the  means  of  a  common  acquaintance.  He  fhowed 
it  to  his  poetical  friends,  Mr.  Mallet,  Mr.  Aaron 
Hill,  and  Dr.  Young,  who,  it  feems,  did  great 
honour  to  it;  and  the  firft  mentioned  gentleman 
wrote  to  one  of  his  friends  at  Edinburgh,  defiring 
the  author's  leave  to  publifh  it ;  a  requeft  too 
flattering  to  youthful  vanity  to  be  refifted,  Brt 
Mr.  Mallet  altered  his  mind :  and  this  little  piece 
has  hitherto  remained  unpublifhed. 

The  other  imitations  of  Shakfpeare  happen  to 
have  been  faved  out  of  the  ruins  of'  an  unfinifhed 
tragedy  on  the  ftory  of  Tereus  and  Philomela  ; 
attempted  upon  an  irregular  and  extravagant  plan, 
at  an  age  much  too  early  for  fuch  atchievements. 
However,  they  are  here  exhibited  for  the  fake  of 
fuch  guefts  as  may  like  a  little  repafl  of  fcraps. 


Now  fummer  with  her  wanton  court  i 
To  revel  o«  the  fouth  fide  of  the  world, 
And  flaunt  and  frolic  out  the  live-long  day. 
While  winter  rifing  pale  from  northern  leas 
Shakes  from  his  hoary  locks  the  drizzling  rheum. 
A  blaft  fo  fhrewd  makes  the  tall-bodied  pines 
Unfinewed  bend,  and  heavy-paced  bears 
Sends  growling  to  their  favage  tenements. 

Now  blows  the  furly  north,  and  chills  through 
out 

The ftiffening regions;  while,  by  ftronger  charms 
Than  Circe  e'tr  or  fell  Medea  brew'd, 
Each  brook  that  wont  to  prattle  to  its  banks 
Lies  all  beftill'd  and  wedg'd  betwixt  its  banks, 
Nor  moves  the  wither'd  reeds  :  and  the  rafh  flood 
That  from   the    mountains   held   its   headftrong 

courfe, 

Buried  in  livid  fheets  of  vaulting  ice, 
Seen  through  the  fhameful  breaches,  idly  creej# 
To  pay  a  fcanty  tribute  to  the  ocean. 
What  wonder  ?  when  the  floating  wildernefs 
That  fcorns  our  miles,  and  calls  geography 
A  fhallow  pryer ;  from  whofe  unfteady  mirror 
The  h.igh-hung  pole  furveys  his  dancing  locks; 

*    See  FeJtojt":  Clafpet. 
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When  this  Hill-raving  deep  lies  mute  and  dead, 
Nor  heaves  its  fvvelling  boibm  to  the  winds. 
The  furges,  baited  by  die  fierce  north  eaft 
Toffmg  with  fretful  fpleen  their  angry  heads 
To  roar  and  rufh  together, 
Even  in  the  fcKmi  oi  all  their  madnefs  flruck 
To  monumental  ice,  (land  all  aflride 
The  rocks  they  walh'd  fo  late.  Such  execution, 
So  ftern,fo  fudden,  wrought  the  grifly  afpedl 
Of  terrible  Medufa,  ere  young  Perfeus 
With  his  keen  fabre  cropt  her  horrid  head, 
Arid  laid  her  ferpents  rowling  on  the  duft; 
When  wandering  through  the  woods  fhe  frown'd 

to  ftone 

Their  favage  tenants  :  juft  as  the  foaming  lion 
Sprung  furious  on  his  prey,  her  fpeedier  power 
Outrun  his  hafte ;  no  time  to  latiguifh  in, 
But  fix'd  in  that  fierce  attitude  he  (lands 
Like  Rage  in  marble. — Now  portly  Argofies 
Lie  wedg'd  'twixt  Neptune's  ribs.     The  bridg'd 

abyfm 

Has  chang'd  our  fhips  to  horfes ;  the  fwift  bark 
Yields  to  the  heavy  waggon  and  the  cart, 
That  now  from  ifle  to  ifle  maintain  the  trade  ; 
And  \vhere  the  furface-haunting  dolphin  led 
Her  fportive  young,  is  now  an  area  fit 
For  the  wild  fcbool-boy's  paftime. 

Meantime  the  evening  fkies,  crufted  with  ice, 
Shifting  from  red  to  black  their  weighty  fkirts, 
Hang  mournful  o'er  the  hills;  and  dealing  night 
Rides  the  bleak  puffing  winds,  that  feem  to  fpit 
Their  foam  fparfe  through  the  welkin,  which  is 

nothing 

If  not  beheld.  Anon  the  burden'd  heaven 
Shakes  from  its  ample  fieve  the  boulted  fnow ; 
That  fluttering  down  befprinkles  the  fad  trees 
In  mockery  of  leaves  ;  piles  up  the  hills 
To  moi/ftrous  altitude,  and  chokes  to  the  lips 
The  deep  impervious  vaks  that  yawn  as  low- 
As  to  the  <entre,  nature's  vafly  breaches. 
While  all  the  pride  of  men  and  morral  things 
Lies  whelm'd  in  heaven's  white  ruins  — 

The  fhivering  clown  digs  his  obftru&ed  way 
Through  the  fnow-barrica-ioed  cottage  door  ; 
And  muffled  in  his  home-fpun  plaid  encounters 
With  livid  cheeks  and  rheum-diftilling  nofe 
The  morning's  fharp  and  fcourging  breath  ;  to 

count 

His  ftarving  flock  whofe  number's  all  too  fhort 
To  make  the  goodly  fum  of  yeflernight : 
Part  deep  ingurgitated,  part  yet  ftruggling 
With  their  laft  pantings  melt  themieives  a  grave 
In  winter's  bofom  ;  which  yields  not  to  the  touch 
Of  the  pale  languid  crefcet  of  this  world, 
That  now  with  lean  and  churlifli  hufbandry 
Yields  heartiefsly  the  remnants  of  his  prime  ; 
And  like  m.ift  fpendthrifts  ftarves  his  latter  days 
l^r  former  rankncfs.  He  with  bleary  eye 
Blazons  his  own  difgrace  ;   the  harnefs'd  wafte 
Rebellious  to  his  blunt  defeated  {hafts; 
And  idly  ftrikes  the  chalky  mountains  tops 
That  rife  to  kifs  the  welkin's  ruddy  lips  ; 
Where  all  the  rafh  young  bullies  of  the  air 
Mount  their  quick  flender  penetrating  wings, 
Whipping  the  froft-burnt  villagers -to  th$  bones; 


And  growing  with  their  motion  mad  and  furious, 

Till  fwoln  to  tempefts  they  out- rage  the  thunder  j 

Winnow  the  chaffy  fnow,  and  mock  the  ikies 

Even  with  their  own  artillery  retorted; 

Tear  up  and  throw  th*  accumulated  hills 

Into  the  vallies.  And  as  rude  hurricanes, 

Difcharg'd  from  the  wind-fwoln  cheeks  of  heaven, 

Buoy  up  the  fwilling  Ikirts  of  Araby's 

Inhofpitable  wilds, 

And  roll  the  dufty  defert  through  the  fkies, 

Choking  tha  liberal  air,  and  fraothering 

Whole  caravans  at  once;  fuch  havoc  fpreads 

Thi»  war  of  heaven  and  earth,  fuch  fudden  ruin 

Vifits  their  houielefs  citizens,  that  fhrink 

In  the  falfe  flicker  of  the  hills  together, 

And  hear  the  tempeft  howling  o'er  their  heads 

That  by  and  by  o'crwhelms  them.  The  very  birds, 

Thole  few  that  troop'd  not  with  the  chiming  tribe 

Of  amorous  fummer,  quit  their  ruffian  element ; 

And  with  dorncftic  tamenefs  hop  and  flutter 

Within  the  roofs  of  perfecuting  man, 

(Grown  hofpitable  by  like  fenie  of  fufferance)  ; 

Whither  the  hinds,  the  debt  o'  the  day  difcharg'd, 

From  kiln  or  barn  repairing,  fhut  the  door 

On  furly  winter;  crowd  the  clean-fwept  hearth 

And  cheerful  fhining  fire  ;  and  doff  the  time, 

The  whilil  the  maids  their  twirling  fpindles  ply. 

With  muQy  legends  and  ear-pathing  tales; 

Of  giants,  and  black  necromantic  bards, 

Of  air  built  cafHes,  feats  of  madcap  knights, 

And  every  hollow  fiction  of  romance. 

And,  as  their  rambling  humour  leads  them,  talfc 

Of  prodigies,  and  things  of  dreadful  utterance; 

That  fet  them  all  agape,  roufe  up  their  hair, 

And  make  the  idiot  drops  flart  from  their  eyes ; 

Of  church-yard   belching  flames  at  dead  of  night, 

Of  walking  llatues,  ghofts  unaffable, 

Haunting  the  dark  wafte  tower  or  airlefs  dungeon; 

Then  of  the  elves  that  deftly  trip  the  green, 

Drinking  the  fummer's  moonlight  from  the  flowr 

ers; 

And  all  the  toys  that  phantafy  pranks  up 
T*  amufe  her  fools  withal. — Thus  they  lafli  on 
The  fnail-pac'd  hyperborean  nights,  till  heaven 
Hangs  with  a  j  after  poize  •  when  the  murk  clouda 
Roll'd  up  in  heavy  wreaths  low-bellying,  feem 
To  kifs  the  ground,  and  all  the  waftc  of-«how 
Looks  hlue  beneath  'em  :  till  plunip'd  with  bloat 
ing  dropfy, 
Beyond  the  bounds  and  fjretch  of  continence, 
They  burft  at  once;  down  pour* the  hoarded  rain, 
Wafhing  the  flippery  winter  from  the  hills, 
And  floating  all  the  vallies.  The  fad-ing  fcene 
Melts  like  a  loll  enchantment,  or  vain  phantafm 
That  can  no  more  abufe.  Nature  relumes 
Her  old  fubftantial  (hape  ,  while  from  the  wafle 
Of  undiftinguifhing  calamity, 
Foreft,  and  by  their  fides  wide-fkirted  plains, 
Houfes  and  trees  arif'e  ;  and  waters  flow, 
That  from  their  dark  confinements  burfting,  fpura 
Their  brittle  chains;  huge  fhects  of  looftu'ii  ice 
Float  on  their  boforas  to  the  deep,  and  jarr 
And  clatter  as  they  pafs  ;  th'  o'erjutting  banks, 
*V$  long  unpraclis'd  to  fo  fteep  a  view, 
Seem  to  look  dizzy  on  the^  moving  pcmp. 
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Now  evVy  petty  brook  that  crawl'd  along, 
Railing  its  pebbles,  mocks  the  river's  rage, 
Uke  the  proud  frog  i*  the  fable.  The  huge  Danubs, 
While  melting  mountains  rufh  into  its  tide, 
Rolls  with  fuch  headftrong  and  unreined  courfe, 
As  it  would  choke  the  Euxine's  gulfy  maw, 
Burfting  his  cryftal  cerements.  The  breathing  time 
Of  peace  cxpir'd,  that  hufh'd  the  dearoing  fcenes 
Of  ciam'rous  indignation,  ruffian  war 
Rebels,  and  nature  ftaods  at  odds  again  : 
When  the  rous'd  furies  of  the  fighting  winds 
Torment  the  main  ;  that  fwells  its  angry  fides, 
And  churns  the  foam  betwixt  its  flinty  jaws  ; 
While  through  the  favage  dungeon  of  the  night 
The  horrid  thunder  growls     fh   ambitious  waves 
Aflault  the  ikies,  and  from  the  burfting  clouds 
Drink  the  glib  lightning;   as  if  the  feas 
Would  quench  the  ever  burning  fire*  of  heaven. 
Straight  from    their   flipp'ry  pomp  they  madly 

plunge 

And  kifs  the  loweft  pebbles.  Wretched  they 
That  'midft  fuch  rude  vexation  of  the  deep 
Guide  a  frail  veflel  '    Better  ice-bound  ftill, 
Than  mc.'ck'd  with  liberty  thin  be  refign'd 
To  the  rough  fortune  of  the  fro  ward  time  ; 
When  navigation  all  a  tip-toe  ftands 
On  Inch  iinfteadf  footing.    Now  they  mount 
On  the  taU  billow's  top,  and  feem  to  jowl 
Againft  the  ftars  ;   whence  (dreadful  eminence)! 
They  fee  witri  fwimming  eyes  (enough  to  hurry 

round 

In  endlels  vertigo  the  dizzy  brain) 
A  gulf  that  fw allows  vifum,  with  wide  mouth 
Steep-yawning  to  receive  them,  down  they  duck 
To  the  rugged  bottom  of  the  main,  and  view 
The  adamantine  gates  of  vaulted  hell: 
Thence  tofs'd  to  light,  again  •  till  borne  adrift 
Againft  fome  icy  mountains  bulging  fides 
They  reel,  and  are  no  more. —  Nor  Itfs  by  land 
Ravage  the  winds,  that  in  their  wavward  rage 
Howl  through  the  wide  unhofpitable  glens; 
That  rock  the  ftable-plamed  towers,  and  (hake 
The  hoary  monuments  of  ancient  time 
Down  to  their  flinty  hafes;  that  engage 
As  they  w^uld  tear  the  mountains  from  their  roots, 
And  brufh   the  high  heavens  with  their  woody 

heads; 

flaking  the  ftout  oak^bow.— But  I  forget 
That  fprtghtly  Ver  trips  on  old  winter's  heel  : 
Ceafe  we  thefe  notes  too  tragic  for  the  time, 
Nor  jar  againft  great  nature's  fymnhony; 
When  even  the  bluftmus  elenu-nt*  grow  tuneful, 
Or  liften  to  the  concert.    Hark!   how  loud 
'i  he  cuckoo  wakes  the  folitary  wood  ! 
Soft  figh  the  winds  as  o'er  the  gu'ens  they  ftray, 
And  murmuringbrooks  within  their  channels  play. 

PROGNE'S  DREAM: 

Dartly  expreJJi-Vi:  of  fonts  pajl  events  that  "were  Jcon  to 
is  revealed  to  her. 


-LAST  night  I  dreamt, 


XVhate'er  it  may  forebode  it  moves  me  ftrangely, 
That  I  was  rapt  into  the  raving  deep; 
An  old  and  reverend  lire  conduced  me  : 


He  plung'd  into  the  bofom  of  the  main, 

And  b*de  me  not  to  fear  but  follow  him. 

I  followed;   with  impetuous  fpeed  we  div'd, 

And  heard  the  dafhing  thunder  o'er  our  heads. 

Many  a  flippery  fathom  down  we  funk,        [torn. 

Beneath  all  plummets'  found,  and  reach'd  thebot- 

When  there,  I  afk'd  my  venerable  guide 

If  he  could  tell  me  where  my  lifter  was  ; 

He  told  me  that  (he  lay  not  far  from  thence 

Within  the  bofom  of  a  flinty  rock, 

Where  Neptune  kept  her  for  his  paramour 

Hid  from  the  jealous  Amphitrite's  fight  ; 

And  faid  he  could  conduct  me  to  the  place. 

I  beg'd  he  would.     Through  dreadful  ways  we 

paft,  [fide, 

'Twixt  rocks  that  frightfully  lower'd  on  either 
Whence  here  and  there  the  branching  coral  fprung; 
O'er  dead  men's  bones  we  walk'd,  o'er  heaps  of 

gold  and  gems, 

Into  a  hideuus  kind  of  wildernefs, 
Where  ftood  a  ftern  and  prifoti-  looking  rock, 
Daub'd  with  a  mofiy  verdure  all  around, 
The  mockery  of  paint.     As  we  drew  near 
Out  fprung  a  hydra  f  .  om  a  den  below, 
A  fpecklM  fury  ;  fearfully  it  hifs'd, 
And  roil'd  it«  fea-green  eyes  fo  angrily 
As  it  would  kill  with  looking.     My  old  guide 
Againft  its  (harp  head  hurl'd  a  rugged  ftone— 
The  curling  mr.nfter  rais'd  a  brazen  fliriek, 
W.iHow'd  and  died  in  fitful  agonies 
We  gain'd  the  cave.     Through  woven  adamant 
I  look'd,  and  faw  my  fifter  all  alone. 
Employ'd  (he  leem'd  in  writing  lomething  fad, 
So  fad  fhf  look'd    Her  cheek  was  wond'rous  wan, 
Her  mournful  locks  like  weary  fedg^s  hung. 
I  call'd—  me  turning,  ftarted  when  (he  law  me, 
And  threw  her  head  afide  as  if  afham'd  ; 
She  wept,  but  would  not  fpeak  —  I  call'd  again; 
Still  (he  was  mute.  —  Then  madly  I  addreit, 
With  all  the  lion-finews  of  defpair, 
To  break  the  flinty  ribs  that  held  me  out  ; 
And  with  the  firuggling  wak'd.  — 

A  STORM; 
Ra'ifed  to  account  for  the  late  return  of  a 


fun  went  down  in  wrath  ; 


The  ikies  foam'd  brafs,  and  foon  th'  unchained 

winds 

Burft  from  the  howling  dungeon  of  the  north  : 
And  rais  d  fuch  high  delirium  on  the  main, 
Such  angry  clamour;   while  fuch  boiling  wave* 
FlaftVd  on  the  pecvifh  eye  of  moody  night, 
It  look'd  as  if  the  leas  would  fcald  the  heavens. 
Still  louder  chid  the  w  nds,  th'  enchafed  furge 
Still  anfwer'd  louder;  and  when  the  fickly  morn 
Peep'd  ruefully  through  the  blotted  thick- brow'd 

eaft 

To  view  the  ruinous  havock  of  the  dark, 
The  ftately  towers  of  Athens  feem'd  to  ftand 
On  hollow  foam  tide- whipt ;  the  {hips  that  lay 
Scorning  the  blaft  within  the  marble  arms 
Of  the  fea-chid  Portumnus,  danc'd'like  corks 
Upon  th'  enraged  deep,  kicking  each  other  ; 
And  fome  were  dalh'd  to  fragments  in  this  fray 
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Againfl  the  harbour's  rocky  cheft.     The  fea 
So  roar'd,  fo  madly  rag'd,  fo  proudly  fwell'd, 
As  it  would  thunder  full  into  the  ftreets, 
And  fteep  the  tali  Cecropian  battlements 
In  foaming  brine.     The  airy  citadel, 
Perch'd  like  an  eagle  on  a  high-brow'd  rock, 
Shook  the  fait  water  from  its  ftubborn  fides 
With  eager  quaking;  the  Cyclades  appear'd 
Like  ducking  cormorants — Such  a  mutiny 
Out-clamour'd  all  tradition,  and  gain'd  belief 
To  ranting  prodigies  of  heretofore. 
Seven  days  it  ftorm'd,  ckc. 

AN  IMITATION  OF  SPENSER. 

Written  at  Mr.  Thomson's  df/ire,  to  Ic  infirted  into 
the  Cajlle  of  Indolence. 

FULL  many  a  fiend  did  haunt  this  houfe  of  reft, 

And  made  of  pailive  wights  an  eafy  prey. 
Here  lethargy  with  deadly  fleep  oppreft, 

Stretch'd  on  his  back,  a  mighty  lubbard  lay, 
Heaving  his  fides;  and  fnored  nigh:  and  day. 

To  ftir  him  from  his  trance  it  was  not  eath, 
And  his  half -open\l  eyene  he  fhut  ftraightway  : 

He  led,  I  ween,  the  fofteft  way  to  death, 
And  taught,  withouten  pain  or  ftrife,  to  yield  the 
breath. 

Of  limbs  enormous,  but  withal  unfound, 

Soft  fwoln  and  pale,  here  lay  the  hyciropfy  ; 
Unwieldy  man,  with  belly  monftrous  round, 

For  ever  fed  wi  h  watery  fupply  ; 
For  ftill  he  drank,  and  yet  he  ftill  was  dry. 

And  here  a  moping  myftery  did  lit, 
Mother  of  fpleen,  in  robes  of  various  dye  : 

She  cali'd  herfelf  the  hypochondriac  fit, 
And  frantic  feem'd  to  fome,  to  others  feeai'd  a  wit. 

A  lady  was  fhe,  whimfical  and  proud, 

Yet  eft  ihrough  fear  her  pride  would  crouchen 

low. 
She  felt,  or  fancied,  in  her  fluttering  mood, 

All  the  diieafes  that  the  'fpitals  know, 
And  fought  all  phyfic  that  the  {hops  beftow ; 

And  ftill  new  leaches,  and  new  drugs  would  try. 
'Twas  hard  to  hit  her  humour,  higher  low;  [cry, 

For  fometimes  (he  would  laugh,  and  fometimes 
Sometimes  would  waxen    wro.h ;    and  all— fhe 
knew  not  why. 

Faft  by  her  fide  a  liftlefs  virgin  pin'd,  [ings> 

With  aching  head,  and  fqueamifh  heart-burn- 
Pale,  bloated,  cold,  fhe  feem'd  to  hate  mankind, 

But  lov'd  in  fecret  all  forbidden  things. 
And  here    he  Tertian  fhook  his  chilling  wings ; 

And  here  the  gout,  half  ciger  half  a  fnake, 
Rag'd  with  an  hundred  teeth,  ah  hundred  icings; 

Thefe,  and  a  Jioufand  furies  more,  did  fhake 
Thofe  weary  realms,  and  kept  eafe-loving  men 
awake. 

A  DAY: 

AN    EPISTLE    TO    JOHN    WILKES    OF    ArLES- 
BURY,    Esq. 

EscAp'd  from  London  now  four  moons,  and  more, 
I  greet  gay  Wilkes  froiii  Fulda's  wafted  ihorc, 


Where,  cloth'd  with  woods,  a  hundred  hills  afcetid  , 
Where  nature  many  a  paradife  has  plann'd  : 

A  land  that,  e'en  amid  contending  arais, 
Late  fmil'd  with  culture,  and  luxuriant  charms  ; 
But  now  the  hottile  fey  the  has  bar'd  her  foil, 
And  her  fad  pealants  flarve  for  all  their  toil. 

What  news  to-day  ? — I  aik  you  not  what  rogue, 
What  paltry  imp  of  fortune's  now  in  vogue; 
What  forward  blundering  fool  was  laft  prdcrr'd, 
By  mere  pretence  diftingiufh'd  from  the  herd  ; 
With  what  new  cheat  the  gaping  town  is  faiit; 
What  crazy  fcribbler  reigns  the  prefent  wit ; 
What  fluff  for  winter  the  two  booths  have  mix'd  ; 
What  bouncing  mimic  grows  a  Rofcius  next. 
Wave  all  fuch  news  :   I've  feen  too  much,  my 

friend, 
To  flare  at  any  wonders  of  that  kind. 

News,  none  have  I :   you  know  I  never  had ; 
I  never  long'd  the  day's  dull  lie  to  fpread  ; 
I  left  to  gofiips  that  fweet  luxury, 
More  in  the  fecrets  of  the  great  than  I ; 
To  nurfes,  midwives,  all  the  flippery  train, 
That  fwallow  all,  and  bring  up  all  again  : 
Or  did  I  e'er  a  brief  event  relate, 
You  found  it  foon  at  length  in  the  Gazette. 

Now  for  the  weather — this  is  England  ftiil 
For  aught  I  find,  as  good,  and  quite  as  ill. 
Even  now  (he  pond'rous  rain  perpetual  falls, 
Drowns  every  camp,  and  crowds  our  hofpitals. 
This  foaking  deluge  all  unftrings  my  frame,      -| 
Dilutes  my  fenfe,  and  fuffocates  my  flame —       f. 
'Tis  that  which  makes  thef'e  preient  lines  fo  tame,  j 
The  parching  eaft  wind  ftill  purfues  me  too —  ~\ 
Is  there  no  climate  where  this  fiend  ne'er  flew  ?  > 
By  heaven,  it  fays  Japan,  perhaps  Peru  !  j 

It  blafts  all  earth  with  its  envenom'd  breath, 
That  fcatters  difcord,  rage,d;feafes,  death. 
'  Fwas  the  finl  plague  that  burft  Pandora's  cheft, 
And  with  a  livid  fmile  fow'd  all  around  the  reft. 

Heaven  guard  my  friend  from  every  plague  that 

flies,  [rife. 

Still  grant  him  health,  whence  all  the  pleafures 

But  oft  difeafes  from  flow  caufes  creep, 

And  in  this  dodhine  as  (thank  Heaven)  I'm  deep, 


Meantime  excufe  me  that  1  flily  fnatch     . 
The  only  theme  in  which  I  fhine  your  match; 

You  ftudy  early  :  fome  indulge  at  oight, 
Their  prudifh  mufe  fteals  in  by  candle-light ; 
Shy  as  th'  Athenian  bird,  fhe  fhuns  the  day. 
And  finds  December  genial  more  than  May. 
But  happier  you  who  court  the  early  fun, 
For  morning  vifits  no  debauch  draw  on  ; 
Nor  fo  the  Ipirits,  health,  or  fight  impair, 
As  thofe  that  pats  in  the  raw  midnight  air. 

The  talk  of  breakfafl  o'er  ;  that  peeviih,  pale, 
Thar  lounging,  yawning,  m^ft  ungenial  meal; 
Rufh  out  before  thofe  fools  rufh  in  to  worry  ye, 
Whofe  bufineis  is  to  be  idle  in  a  hurry, 
Who  kill  your  time  as  frankly  as  their  own, 
And  ferl  no' civil  hints  e'er  to  be  gone. 
Thefe  flies  all  i'airly  flung,  whene'er  the  hoafe. 
Your  country's  buiincfs,  or  your  friend's,  aii 
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Rum  out,  enjoy  the  fields  and  the  frefh  air; 
Ride,  walk,  or  drive,  the  weather  foul  or  fair. 
Yet  in  the  torrid  months  I  would  reverfe 
This  method,  leave  behind  both  profe  and  verfe ; 
With  the  grey  dawn  the -hills  and  foreft  roam, 
And  wait  the  fultry  noon  embower'd  at  home, 
While  every  rural -found  improves  the  breezre, 
The  railing  Itream,  the  buly  rooks,  and  murmur 

of  the  bees. 

You'll  hardly  choofe  thefe  cheerful  jaunts  alone, 
E-scept  when  fome  deep  fcheme  is  carrying  on. 
With  you  at  Cbelfca  oft  may  I  behold 
The  hopeful  bud  of  fenie  her  bloom  unfold, 
With. you  I'd  walk  to   *   *  *   *   *   * 
To  rich,  infipid  Hackney,  if  you  will ; 
With  you  no  matter  where,   while  we're   toge 
ther, 
I  fcorn  no  fpot  on  earth,  and  curfe  no  weather  : 

When  dinner  comes,  amid  the  various  feaft, 
That  crowns  your  genial  board,  where  every  gueft, 
Or  grave,  or  gay,  is  happy,  and  at  home, 
And  noue  e'er  figh'd  for  the  mind's  elbow-room; 
I  warn  you  ftill  to  make  your  chief  repaft 
On  one  plain  difh,and  trifle  with  the  reft. 


Beef,  in  a  fever,  if  your  ftomach  crave  it, 
Ox -cheek,  or  mawkifh  cod,  be  fure  you  have  it ; 
For  ftill  the  conftitution,  even  the  cafe, 
Dire&s  the  ftomach;  this  informs  the  tafte; 
And  what  the  tafte  in  her  capricious  fits 
Coyly,  or  even  indifferently  admits, 
The  peevifh  ftomach,  or  difdains  to  coil, 
Or  indolently  works  to  vapid  chyle. 
This  inftinc~l  of  the  tafte  fo  feldom  errs, 
That  if  you  love,  yet  fmart  for  cucumbers, 
Or  plumbs  of  bad  repute,  you'll  likely  find 
*  Fwas  for  you  feparated  what  nature  join'd, 
The  fpicy  kernel  here,  and  there  the  rind. 
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<f  find  "} 
join'd,       j- 

rind.  _) 


'Tis  ftrange  how  blindly  we  from  nature  ftray  ! 
The  only  creatures  we  that  mifs  their  way ! 
To  err  is  human,  man's  prerogative, 
Who's  too  much  fenfe  by  nature's  laws  to  live : 
Wifer  than  nature,  he  mud  thwart  her  plan, 
And  ever  will  be  fpoiling,  where  he  can. 
'Tis  well  he  cannot  ocean  change  to  cream, 
JSor  earth  to  a  gilded  cake ;  not  e'en  could  tame 
Niagara's  fteep  abyfs  to  crawl  down  flairs  *, 
Or  drefs  in  fofes  the  dire  Cordelliers  f  : 
But  what  he  can  he  does  :  well  can  he  trim 
A  charming  fpot  into  a  childifh  whim  ; 
Can  every  generous  gift  of  nature  fpoil, 
And  rutes  their  merits  by  his  coft  and  toil. 
Whate'er  the  land,  whate'er  the  feas  produce, 
Of  perfect  texture,  and  exalted  juice, 
He  pampers,  or  to  fulfome  fat,  or  drains, 
Refines  and  bleaches,  till  no  tafte  remains. 
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Enough  to  fatten  fools,  or  drive  the  dray, 
But  plagues  and  death  to  thofe  of  finer  clay. 

No  corner  elfe,  'tis  not  to  be  denied, 
Of  all  our  ifle  fo  rankly  is  fupplied 
With  grofs  produ&ions,  and  adulterate  fare, 
As  one  renown'd  abode,  whofe  name  I  fpare. 
They  cram  all  poultry,  that  the  hunrgy  fox 
Would  lothe  to  touch  them  ;  e'en  their  boaftedox 
Sometimes  is  glutted  fo  with  uncluous  fpoil, 
That  what  feems  beef  is  rather  rape-feed  oil. 

D'ye  know  what  brawn  is  ? O   th*  unhappy 

beaft! 

He  ftands  eternal,  and  is  doom'd  to  feaft, 
Till — but  the  naufeous  procefs  I  forbear- 
Only,  beware  of  brawn — be  fure,  beware  ! 
Yet  brawn  has  tafte — it  has :  their  veal  has  none, 
Save  what  the  butcher's  breath  infpires  alone : 
Juft   heaven   one   day  may   fend  them  hail  for 

wheat, 

Who  fpoil  all  veal  becaufe  it  fhould  be  white. 
'Tis  hard  to  fay  of  what  compounded  pafte 
Their  bread  is  wrought,  for  it  betrays  no  tafte, 
Whether  'tis  flour  and  chalk,  or  chalk  and  flour 
Shell'd  and  refin'd,  till  it  has  tafte  no  more; 
But  if  the  lump  be  white,  and  white  enough, 
No  matter  how  infipid,  dry,  or  tough. 
In  fait  itfelf  the  fapid  favour  fails, 
Burnt  alum  for  the  love  of  white  prevails : 
While  taftelefs  cole-feed  we  for  muftard  fwallow, 
'Tis  void  of  zeft  indeed — but  ftill  'tis  yellow. 
Parnfnip,  or  parfiey  root,  the  rogues  will  foon 
Scrape  for  horfe  radifh,and  'twill  pafs  unknown, 
For  by  the  colour,  not  the  tafte,  we  prove  ail, 
As  hens  will  fit  on  chalk,  if  'tis  but  oval. 

I  muft  with  caution  the  cook's  reign  invade, 
Hot  as  the  fire,  and  hafty  from  his  trade, 


A  cook  of  genius,  bid  him  roaft  a  hare, 

By  all  that's  hot  and  horrible  would  fwear, 

Parch  native    drynefa  !    zounds,    that's  not   the 

thing — 

But  ftew  him,  and  he  might  half  dine  a  king. 
His  gen'rous  broth  t  fhould  almoft  prefer 
To  Turtle  Soup,  though  Turtle  travels  far. 

You  thipk  me  nice  perhaps :  yet  I  could  dine 
On  roafted  rabbit ;  or  fat  turky  and  chine  ; 
Or  fulfome  haflet ;  or  moft  drily  cram 
My  throat  with  tafrelefs  fillet  and  wet  ham  : 
But  let  me  ne'er  of  mutton-faddle  eat. 
That  folid  phantom,  that  moft  fpecious  cheat ; 
Yet  loin  is  paffable,  he  was  no  fool 
Who  faid  the  half  is  better  than  the  whole  : 


But  I  have  cook'd  and  carv'd  enough  and  more, 
We  come  to  drinking  next.   'Till  dinner's  o'er, 
I  would  all  claret,  even  Ckampasn  forbear, 
Give  me  frefli  water — blefs  me  with  i'mall-beer. 
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But  ftill  whate'e'r  you  driiA  with  cautious  lip 
Approach,  furvey,  and  e'er  you  fwallow,  Cp  ; 
For  often,  O  defend  all  honeft  throats! 
The  reeling  wafp  on  the  drench'd  borage  floats. 
I've  known  a  dame,  fage  elfe  as  a  divine, 
For  brandy  whip  off  Ipecacuan  wine  ; 
And  I'm  as  Jure  amid  your  carele's  glee,  ' 
You'll  fwallow  Port  one  time  for  Cote-rotie. 
But  you  aware  of  that  Lethean  flood, 
Will  fcarce  repeat  the  dole — forbid  you  ihould! 
Tis  fuch  a  deadly  foe  to  all  that's  bright, 
'Twotild  foon  encumber  e'en  your  fancy's  flight : 
And  if  'tis  true  what  fonie  wife  preacher  fays, 
That  we  our  gen'rous  anceftor*  difgrace, 
The  fault  from  this  pernicious  fountain  flows, 
Hence    half    our   follies,    half    our    crimes    and 


lin.  j 


And  ere  our  maudlin  genius  mounts  again, 
'Twill  caufe  a  fea  of  claret  and  Champain 
Of  this  retarding  glue  to  rinfe  the  nation's  brain, 
The  mud-fed  carp  refines  amid  the  fprings, 
And  time  and  Burgundy  might  do  great  things ; 
But  health  and  pleafure  we  for  trade  defpife, 
For  Portugal's  grudg'd  gold  our  genitH  dies. 
O  hapicfs  race  !  O  land  to  be  bewail'd  ! 
With  murders,  treafons,  horrid  deaths  appall'd  ; 
Where  dark-red  ikies  with  livid  thunders  frown, 
While  earth  convulfive  fhakes  her  cities  down  ; 
Where  hell  in  heaven's  name  holds  her  impious 

court, 

And  the  grape  bleeds  out  that  black  poifon,port; 
Sad  pnilbn  to  themfelves,  to  us  ftill  worfe, 
Brew'd  and  rebrew'd,  a  doubled,  trebled  curfe. 

Tofs'd  in  the  crowd  of  various  rules  I  find, 
Still  feme  material  bufinefs  left  behind  : 


The  fig,  the  goofeberry,  beyond  all  grapes, 
Mellower  to  eat,  as  rich  to  drink  perhaps.. 
But  plcafures  of  this  kind  are  beft  enjoy'd, 
Beneath  the  tree,  or  by  the  fountain  fide, 


E'er  the  quick  foul,  and  dewy  bloom  exhale, 
And  vainly  meit  into  the  thanklefs  gale. 


Who  from  the  full  meal  yield  to  natural  reft, 
A  fhort  repofe ;  'tis  ftrange  how  foon  you'll  find 
A  fecond  morn  rife  cheerful  on  your  mind  : 
BcTides,  it  foftly,  kindly,  foothes  away 
The  f  add eft  hour  to  fome  that  damps  the  day. 
Bin  if  you're  coy  to  deep,  before  you  fpread 
Some  eafy-trotring  poet's  lines — you're  dead 
At  once  :  even  thefe  may  haften  your  repofe, 
Now  rapid  verfe,  now  halting-  nearer  prufe  ; 
There  fmooth,  here  rough,  what  I  fuppofe  you'd 

choofe, 

As  men  of  falle  hate  famenefs  in  the  mufe  : 
Yes,  I'd  adjourn  all  drinking  till  'tis  late, 
And  then  indulge,  but  at  a  moderate  rate. 
By  heaven  not  *  *  *  with  all  his  genial  wit,       ~) 
Should  ever  tempt  me  after  twelve  to  lit —         S- 
You  laugh — at  noon  you  fay  :  f  mean  at  night.  3 

I  long  to  read  your  name  once  more  again, 
But  while  at  Caffel,  all  fuch  longing's  vain. 
Yet  Caffel  elfe  no  fad  retreat  I  find, 
Whi'e  good  and  amiable  *  Gayot's  my  friend, 
Generous  and  plain,  the  friend  of  human- 
Who  fcorns  the  little-minded's  partial  view; 
One  you  would  love,  one  that  would  reliih  you. 
With  him  fometimes  1  fup,  and  often  dine, 
And  find  his  prefence  cordia!  more  than  wine. 
There  lively,  genial,  friendly,  Goy  and  I, 
Touch  glaffes  oft  to  one,  whofe  company 

Would — but   what's  this? Faieweli — within 

two  hours 
We  march  for  Hoxter---ever,  ever  yours. 

*   Motif,  de  Gavot.fh,  confiXler  eftfiat,  et  Inlcnd&nl 
dt  farmee  Fr^n^ife  en  Aiiemagne. 
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PIECES  OMITTED  IN  THE  WORKS  OF  THOMPSON. 


GARDEN  INSCRIPTIONS. 


*  IN  IL  SPENSEROSO. 
ON  SPENSER'S  FAERY  QJJEENE. 

Lo!  here  the  place  for  contemplation  made, 
For  facred  muting  and  for  folemn  fong  !  — 
—Hence,  ye  profane  !  nor  violate  the  fhade  : 

—Come,  Spcnfer's  awful  genius,  come  along, 
Mix  with  the  mufic  of  th'  aerial  throng  !    [breaft, 

Oh  !  breathe  a  penfive   ftillnefs   through   my 
While  balmy  breezes  pant  the  leaves  among, 

And  fweetly  footh  my  pafiions  into  reft. 
Hint  pureft  thoughts,  in  purefl  colours  dreft, 

Even  fuch  as  angels  prompt,  in  golden  dreams, 
To  holy  hermit,  high  in  raptures  bleft, 

His  bofom  burning  with  celeftial  beams  : 
Ne  lefs  the  raptures  of  my  fummer  day, 
If  Spenftr  deign  with  me  to  moralize  the  lay, 

IN  THE  SAME. 

ON  SPENSER'S  SHEPHERD'S  CALENDAR. 
AT  large  beneath  this  floating  foliage  laid 

Of  circling  green,  the  cryftal  running  by, 
(How  foft  the  murmur,  and  how  cool  the  fhade)  ! 

While  gentle  whifpering  winds  their   breath 
TO  'fuage  the  fever  of  the  fultry  fky  ;  [apply 

Smit  with  the  fweet  f  Sicilian's  fimple  ftrain, 
I  try  the  rural  reed,  but  fondly  try 

To  match  his  pailoral  airs  and  happy  vein  : 
Next  I  affay  the  quill  of  \  Mantua's  Twain 

Of  bolder  note,  and  of  more  courtly  grace  : 
Ah,  foolifh  emulation  !  —  They  difdain 

My  awkward  flcill,  and  pufh  me  from  the  place. 
Yet  boaft  not  thou  of  Greece,  nor  thou  of  Rome, 
My  fweeter  §  Colin  Clout  outpipes  you  both  at 
home. 

IN  SHAKSPE  ARE'S  WALK. 

Br  you  hills,  with  morning  fprcad, 
Lifting  up  the  tufted  head, 
By  thofe  golden  waves  of  corn, 
Which  the  laughing  fields  adorn, 
By  the  fragrant  breath  of  flowers, 
Stealing  from  the  woodbine  bower?, 
By  this  thought-infpidng  fhade, 
By  the  gleamings  of  the  glade, 
By  the  babbling  of  the  brook, 
Winding  flow  in  many  a  crook»% 
By  the  ruftling  of  the  trees, 
By  the  humming  of  the  bees, 
By  the  woodlark,  by  the  thrufb, 
Wildly  warbling  from  the  bum, 
By  the  fairy's  fhadowy  tread 
O'er  the  cowflip's  dewy  head, 


The  two  Jirfl  infer  iftions  are  in   the  meafure  of 

's  fonnets. 
f  Theocritus          %  Virgil.  §  Sfenfcr. 
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Father,  monarch  of  the  ftage, 
Glory  of  Eliza's  age, 
Shakfpeare  !  deign  to  lend  thy  face, 
This  romantic  nook  to  grace, 
Where  untaught  nature  fports  alone, 
Since  thou  and  nature  are  but  one. 

IN  MILTON'S  ALCOVE. 
Here,  mighty  Milton  !  in  the  blaze  of  noon, 
Amid  the  broad  effulgence,  here  1  fix 
Thy  radiant  tabernacle.     Nought  is  dark 
In  thee,  thou  bright  companion  of  the  fun  ! 
Thus  thy  own  Uritl  in  its  cencre  ftands 
llluftrious,  waving  glory  round  him  !  he, 
Faireft  archangel  of  all  fpirits  in  heaven, 
As  of  the  fons  of  men  the  greateft  thou. 

IN  THE  SAME.     A  TRANSLATION, 
Hie  media  te  luce  loco,  mediifq.  diei 
Stas  circumfufus  flammis  :    tentoria  figo 
Haec  radiata  tibi,  Milton  !  quia  nubjla  facro 
Carmine  nulla  tuo,  comes  illultriflime  folis ! 
Sic  medio  ftans  fole  tuus  nitet  Uriel,  aureunv 
Diffunditq.  jubar,  fplendens,  et  lucida  tela  : 
Celeftes  inter  ccetus  pulcherrimus  ille, 
Mortales  inter  veluti  tu  maximus  omnes. 

ON  LAUREL  HILL, 

AT  THE  END  OF  THE  GARDEN. 
TO  MR.  POPE. 

O  SKILL'D  thy  every  reader's  breaft  to  warm, 
To  lull  with  harmony,  with  fenfe  to  tharm, 
To  call  the  glowing  foul  into  the  ear, 
(And  now  we  live,  and  now  we  die  to  hear,. 
Born  on  the  waves  of  melody  along 
Exulting  fhout,  and  triumph  in  thy  fong) ! 

0  Pope  !  the  fweeteft  oi  the  tuneful  race. 

1  his  votive  tablet,  grateful,  here  I  place; 
Here,  where  the  Graces  fpurt  on  Laurel  Hill. 
Faft  by  the  mufic  of  the  murmuring  rill ; 
From  hence  the  bluifh  Berkfhire  hills  furvey, 
Which  oft  have  echoed  to  thy  fylvau  lay  ; 
When  young, in  Windfor'sblifsful  fields  you  ftray'dj 
Immortal  by  your  deathl«is  labours  made! 
There  the  firit  mufic  trembled  irom  thy  tongue. 
And  *  Binfield  fwains  on  every  accent  hung : 
The  larks  the  fweetnefs  of  thy  notes  confeft, 
And,  dumb  with  envy,  funk  into  their  neft ; 
While  in  foft  filmce  f  Loddon  ftole  along, 
And,  liftcning,  wonder'd  at  thy  fofter  fong. 

Nor  fcorn  the  profpecls  which  Oxonia  yields, 
Her  hills  as  verdant,  and  as  fair  her  fields, 

*  Mr.  Pope  lived  at  Birfeld  in  Windfor  Fore/, 
Bertjbirey  where  be  "wrote  the  mojl  foetical  of  all  bis. 
admirable  ivorks. 

f  4  river,  celebrated  in  Pofe't  Windfor  Ftrefi. 
3  R 
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As  rich  her  vallies,  arid  her  dreams  as  clear, 
And   Phoebus  haunts,  and — thou  haft  charra'd  us 
For  other  bufts  a  fingle  breath  I  wove,     [*  here. 
But  dedicate  to  thine  my  f  Laurel  Grove. 


IN  CHAUCER'S  BOURE. 

WHO  i.«  this  thiike  old  bard  which  wonneth  here  ? 
This  r.hilke  old  hard,  fii>,  is  Dan  Chaucer  : 
Full  gentle  knight  wa-  he,  in  very  footh, 
Alhee  a  iittle  japepifh  i:i  hi*  youth. 
He  ka;oird  deftly  to  his  qew  pfautry, 
And  eke  couth  tellen  tales  nf  jol'ity,  . 
And  fangs  of  folace  all  the  Hv^o  ),-  day, 
Soote  as  the  ouzle  or  throftcll  in  \l^/. 
Withouteii  words  mo,  a  merie  maker  he, 
Nehopen  I  his  permagall  to  fee. 
JNe  Johnny  Gay,  perdie,ne  Matthew  Prior, 
In  d;:Ing  tales  of  pleafauace  couth  go  higher, 
Here  in  this  gardyn  full  cf  flo'-.  ers  gend, 
J3etw:xf.  this  elder-tree.,  and  frcfh  woodbend, 
He  hearkeneth  the  foules'  afTer/iblie, 
That  fro'  the  twigs  maken  their  melodic. 
Ye  pied  dniiic     i    -Ing  neath  his  feet,     • 
Who  fong  foiootiy.  •'  The  daify  is  fo  fweet  :" 
And  whileft  ,  '•  benedidrr,"  he  fings, 
Ryn,  )itt!e  beck,  in  filver  rtiv.raiurings. 
O  pleafaunt  poere,  v.  hce  here, 

And  merie  be  thy  heart,  old  Dan  Chaucer. 

AT  THE  END  OF  THE  CANAL  IN  THE 
MIDDLE  OF  TkE  GARDEN. 

SALVE,  mi  hortule,  gratiora  Tempe, 
O  rijentis  ocelle  late  runs, 
Msx  delicise,  mei  rece-;T;>  ! 
Hie  grata^  Charites  agtmt  choreas, 
.Dum  ungunt  citharas  nnvem  Sordres; 
Hie  Pomona  rubet  Lya;us  uvis 
Cingjt  tempora  pampiiipf].  honefta, 
Gaudens  verficolore  Flora  vt'fte 
Et  lufus  varium  trahit  per  annum. 
Vos  mitis  Zsphyri  leves  iufufri, 
Et  lene  s  ftvepitus  Ipquacis  undx;, 
Vos  fuaves  avium  modi  canentum, 
Et  fiorum  affyrii  recentum  odores, 
O  vos  purpurei  mei-fodaies, 
O  vos  dulcilo'qui  mei  iodales, 
Vo"bis  perpetuam  damuh  i'aiutem  5 
Salve,  mi  hortyle,  gtafiora  Tempe, 
O  ridentis  ocelle  Ixte  rurw, 
eliciss,  mei  r"cceifus  ! 


IN  THE  SAME.     A  TRANSLATION. 
HAIL,  happy  garden,  happy  groves, 
Whom  your  happieft  mailer  loves  1    . 
Here  the  Graces  weave  the  ring, 
"While  the  Mufes  touch  the  firing1, 

*  J\fr.  Pope  life!  frequently  io  vifit  Oxford:  ht 
lile'ivife  trjnjljttd  p.z*  t  rf  Homer  ^i  Slant  on  H.ar  court 
in  this  county  as  appears  from  ut;  infcription'in  dm  of 
the  -ivindeivs.  thi  ^.  , 

f  I  ivould  not  ln<vc  it  imagined  by  thtfi  tines  t  that  1 
{quail  fa  Pcj>?  ts  the  great  triu!ti"j\rdttl  St>enfe>\  &ba,k~ 
Jpeare,  axd  Afutoit  -ivh<j  ^u  ill  reign  a  irpfMviraft'j'br 
ever:  it  is  huhour  enough  to  the  greattft  poets  t'  even  t<* 
to  be  placed  n$xt  tfftlxtn- 


There  Pomona  blufhes,  there 

Plump  Lyaeu»  braids  his  hair, 

Braids  with  tendrils  of  the  vine, 

"  Dropping  odours,  dropping  wine,'* 

And  gay  Flora  frolics,  dreft 

Ip  her  many-coloured  veft. 

O  the  waving  of  the  trees ! 

And  the  fanning  of  the  breeze ! 

O  the  prattling  of  the  rill, 

Still  fupplied,  and  prattling  ftiH  ! 

O  the  zephyrs  fweetly  playing, 

As  when  firft  they  go  a  Maying  I 

O  the  birds,  for  ever  fingtng, 

And  the  flowers,  for  ever  fpringingi 

Hail,  happy  garden,  happy  groves,- 

Whom  your  nappieft  mailer  loves  1 

IN  THE  SAME. 

FROM  bufy  fcenes,  with  peace  alone  retir'd, 

And  the  warm  ray  of  gratirude  infpir'd, 

For  bleffmgs  paft,and  mercies*  yet  to  come. 

Here  let  me  praife  my  Gcd,  and  fix  my  home; ! 

Wirh  *  Ifaac,  in  the  fields,for  grace  implore,    | 

With  M-'ies,  in  each  beamy  bufh  adore  ! 

His  providence  for  all  my  wants  provides, 

His  arm  upholds  me,  and  his  right  hand  guides : 

His  breezes  fan  me  in  the  noontide  hours, 

Where  cqolnefs  walks  amid  my  lhadesand  bower j : 

His  bounty  in  the  filver  current  flows, 

Smiles  in  the  bloffoms,  in  the  fruitage  glows: 

Bright  with  f  pomaceous  {lores,  his  gift,  behold 

Th'  efpalicrs  bend  with  balls  of  blooming  gold  I 

Mis  radiant  finger  gilds  the  vernal  flowers, 

Fed  with  his  balm,  and  water'd  with  his  {bowers: 

He  bids  the  rofe  its  crimfon  folds  unloofe, 

And  blufli  refulgent  in  the  purple  dews : 

The  lily  he  arrays  with  fpotlefs  white, 

Rich  in  its  mantie  of  inwoven  light ; 

(Go,  Solomon,  and  caft  thy  gems  afide, 

Nor  glory  in  thy  poverty  of  pride) ! 

The  painted  tribes-  their  funny  robes  difplay, 

And  lend  a  lucid  foftnefs  to  the  day. 

Grateful  each  flower  to  heaven  its  incenfe  pays, 

And  breathes  its  fragrant  foul  away  in  praife. 

Oh,  thither  may  they  teach  my  foul  to  foar, 

Confefs  our  Maker,  and  his  fteps_ adore  ! 

Contented  let  me  live,  fubnujUve  die, 

And  hope  a  fairer  Paradife  on  high ! 

IN  \  GOLDEN  GROVE. 

WHAT  pleafing  form  commands  the  lifted  eye, 

0  fay,  what  younger  brother  of  the  fky  ? 

1  know  my  Taylor's  mild  aufpicious  grace, 
And  §  more  thau  human  fweetnefs  in  his  face. 

*  Gfii.  ck.  24.  v.  63.   "  And  Ifaac  ivsnt  otU  ta  me-* 
'l  ditate  in  the  field,  at  the  eventide-" 

I  "  While  Engliih  plains 

"  Blufli  with  pomaceous  harveUs."    PHILIPS. 

£  The  arbour  is  called  Golden  Grove  lecaufe  Bi~ 
fiop  Taylor  ivrote  fsvsral -of  his  mojl  excellent  and  pious 
ivbrks at  GoUen  Grove  in- Walts,  tie  feat  »f  Lis  great 
patron  the  earl  cf  Carbery.  He  has,  on  that  accottntt 
a  book  afJevQtions  callji  \$den  Grr. 

§  Bijbop  T.tytor  wasfo  extremely  eandfome  ana 
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The  light  of  faith  around  his  eyeballs  plays, 
And  hope  ard  charity  umtt  their  rays. 
What  *  Canaan  honey  trickles  from  his  tongue, 
An^l  manna,  fweeter  than  the  mufc*  fong  ! 
Or,  copious,  through  his  fhining  pages  roll'd, 
The  gulhing  torrent  of  celeitial  gold  '. 
O  (whether  fome  refulgent  throne  be  thine, 
Or  with  the  white-rob'd  band  of  faints  yon  join, 
Or  'midft  the  flames  of  hailing  feraphs  glow) 
Still  may  f  thy  works  enrich  our  wnrld  below  I 
Still  may  thy  glorious  work*  expanded  lie, 
And  tt-ach  us  how  to  live,  and  how  to  die, 
Pour  heavenly  day  on  each  benighted  mind, 
And,  next  the  facred  fcriptures,  blefs  mankind. 

IN  COWLEY'S  SHADE. 
Ingeniofifiimo  Poetarum 

Coulfijo  ' 

Qui  flores,  qui  plamas  qni  arborea, 
Tarn  fr'ici  cu  i  coluit, 

Et  cultu  cecinit, 

Non  umbram,  n  n  unum  nemus, 
Sed  hortum 

D  D. 

SHALL  poets  dignify  my  walks  and  bowers, 
Cowley  forgot  ?  forbid  it,  rural  powers ! 
Ye  rural  powers  your  choiceft  treafures  flied, 
To  form  a  garland  for  your  Cowjpy'-,  head  : 
Colle£  the  radiance  of  the  (bowery  bow, 
The  rofe's  fcanet,  and  the  lily's  fnow, 
To  emulate  his  works,  confu;;"dly  bright, 
Where  glories  rife  on  glories,  light  on  light, 
The  prifm  of  wit     Apollo,  once  before, 
So  gilded  Donne,  but  fo  could  gild  no  more. 
Our  moderns  flow,  'tis  true,  in  cai'y  rhymes; 
Bi  t  will  our  moderns  flow  through  future  times; 
Warm  diftant  ages  with  their  glorious  fire, 
Infpir  d  themfelves.  and  potent  to  inlpire  ? 
Cowley,  this  praife  is  thine  ! — an  age  is  paft, 
Yet  ftill  you  charm  the  prdent  as  the  laft :  [hold, 
Your  thoughts,  you;-  verfe,  their  priftine  luftre 
Like  rows  of  jewels  rang'd  ou  cloth  of  gold  : 
^E"eas'  p^-flport  thus,  the  golden  bough,  ~) 

S(  'i'l  and  bright  at  once,  refembles  you;  > 

Like  that,  you  lead  us  to  tlyfium  too.  j 

]No  muddy  ftreams  of  d'i!l  pollution  run 
In  your  chafte  lines  ;  each  wanton  hint  you  fliun, 
Save  when  a  tranfient  Venus  blots  the  fun. 

tiful  in  bis  youth,  that  Arcbbijbop  Laud  thought  him  al- 
mojl  an  angel  from  beaven  iuben  he  firjl  faiv  and  beard 
Lim  in  tbe  pulpit.  See  Btfoep  Ruffs  fermon  preached 
at  BiJLop  Taylor's  funeral. 

*  His  excellent  treatifcs  are  highly  -valued  'for  the 
exaSJnefs  of  tvit,  profcundnefs  of  judgment,  ricbnefs  of 
fancy,  cupioufnefs  of  invention,  and  general  ufef.lnefs  to 
all  tbe  purpofes  of  a  Cbrif.ian.  After  the  Rejioration^ 
be  ivas  made  bijnop  of  Doiun  and  Connor  ;  tvh^re  be 
further  dif played  bis  mighty  talents,  and  Jlaived,  ivith 
an  unbounded  imagination,  all  tbe  eloquer.ee  of  orators, 
all  tie  Jl'ghts  of  poetry,  together  ivitb  all  the  JtrifJnefs 
and  regularity  of  the  dcepijl  cafuijls.  Echard's  Hiftory 
of  England. 

•^  His  ivorks  are  fcmetimes  printed  in  four  ,f<3Tnetimes 
infix   -volumes,  in  folio,  defides  f:x  or  feven  volumes  of 
?c,  in  (,iln-v»  and  duodecimo. 


You  fung  each  flower  that  fprea«U  the  V«VK!  hue, 
Each  healing  plant  that  fips  the  fiiver  dew. 
Each  tree  that  decks  the  garden  or  the  grove  ; 
Yoa  fung,  but  never  felt  the  fires  of  love : 
For  love  t"O  witty,  and  from  paffion  free, 
You  had  your  miilrefs,  but  r.o  lover  foe : 
Goaded  with  poir»t«  love  never  wept  fo  fore, 
Though  wout:dtd  by  a  mufe's  bee  befoie. 

O  maf»er  of  the  many-chorded  fyre, 
Whom  all  thx  nii;r  with  all  their  gifts  infpire  ! 
Next  Spenfcr's  bower,  accept  thi.s  hnmbfc  (hed, 
He  charm'^i  you  living,  and  you  join  him  dead., 
But  far  I  place  thte  fr^m  coy  Daphne's  tree; 
Thtr  tret-  that  hates  ApoUo,  loves  not  thee  : 
Y^c  had  Apollo  fang  fi;  weli,  the  maid 
Had  yielded,  nor  been  turn'd  into  a  (hade. 

ON  THE  MOUNT1  UND1  R  MR.  ADDI- 
PICTURE.* 


JL'ST  to  thy  genii.-s,  to  thy  virtues  juft, 

Next  Virgil's,  Addifon,  I  place  thy  buft  ; 

Such  finifh'd  graces  (bine  in  every  page, 

Correctly  bold,  and  fober  in  your  rage  j 

So  elegant  with  eafe,  fo  jnftly  warm, 

Bi'th  raile  with  rarture,  both  with  fancy  charm, 

Your  mufc  (no  fybil  with  diftortion  wild) 

Serene  in  majefty,  in  glory  mild  ; 

Your  manly  thoughts,  in  manly  robes  array'd, 

(No  tinfel-glitter,  and  no  painted  fhade) 

Command  our  wonder,  while  you  march  along, 

Confummate  rnaftersof  immortal  fong  ' 

And  hark  !  what  notes  are  dealing  on  my  ear, 

Which  dyiiig  faints  might  b'eathe,  or  angels  hear; 

As  ircenfe  grateful  to  th*  eternal  King, 

And  fuch  as  Addifon  alone  could  fing  ! 

Bb'fli,  vice   if  vice  can  blufh,  and  hide  thy  face; 

A  wicked  wit  is  nature's  laft  difgrace  ; 

Let  Virgil,  Addifon,  your  patterns  fhine, 

D'fdain  pollution,  and  commence  divine. 

Hail,  both  '   unenvied,  ard  unequall'd  pair  ! 

Y«»ur  happily  divided  honours  fhare  ! 

And  thou,  my  mount,  on  Pindus'  top  look  down, 

Grac'd  with  a  Virgil  and  an  Addifon. 

ANOTHER,  UNDERNEATH. 

THE  blifsful  fcenes  which  Virgil's  pencil  drew, 
Unfolding  all  Elyfium  to  the  view; 
The  rural  fcenes  which  Addifon  difplay'd 
In  beauteous  Rofamonda's  mazy  fhade  ; 
Here,  reallz'd,  in  verdant  charms  appear, 
And  Woodftock  and  Elyfium  flourifh  here. 

ON  A  MOUNT. 

Virgil 's  Picture,  above  an  Hive,  in  Miniature^  in  tbt 
middle  of  a  Woodbine  Bifi. 

Hie.  Apis  Mantuje 

Mella  legit. 
Tu  autem,  ledlor,  fi  fapis, 

Hujus  mella  legas  r 
Mufarum  perpetua  mella, 

Et  Charitum  Halitus, 
Cclefti"  ingenii  neclar,  beatos  rores  ! 
Illo  nedare  gratiora,  fuaviora, 
Quo  ape s,  Mufarum  volucres, 
'  Jovcm  pave  re  olim 


THE   WORKS   OF  THOMPSON. 


Di&aeo  fub  antro  : 
Et  qualis  fummus  Jupiter, 

Inter  Gentiles  Deos, 
Talis  eminet  inter  easterns  Poetas 

Publius  Virgilius  Maro. 

UNDER  HIS  ECLOGUES  AND  GEORGICS, 

B^V  THE  CASCADE. 

HERE  Maro  refts  beneath  the  fragrant  fhade, 
I.ull'd  by  the  murmurs  of  the  foft  cafcade  : 
Ye  fliepherds,  carol  here  your  lays  of  love, 
While  paftoral  mufic  dies  along  the  grove  : 
Ye  fwains,  inftruiled  by  his  grateful  theme, 
His  praifes  whittle  to  the  tinkling  ftream  : 
Ye  bees,  around  your  tuneful  matter  throng, 
And,  humming  in  del'ght,  his  dreams  prolong. 
But  hence  the  trumpet's  clang,  the  din  of  war ; 
The  thunder  of  the  battle  hence  be  far  :      |  yield, 
His  bees,   fwains,  fhepherds   more  contentment 
Than  heroes  blazing  in  the  tented  field. 
"  *  Arms  and  the  man  I  fing"  let  others  choofe, 
Give  rue  the  products  of  his  rural  mufe. 

BENEATH  A  VINE,  UNDER  A  PICTURE 
OF  HORACE. 

BRING  hither,  friend,  O  hither  bring 

The  lyre,  and  let  us  fit  and  fing  : 

Wake  into  life  the  dying  flute, 

The  Thracian  harp,  or  Lyclian  lute: 

Horace  commands ;  O  quickly  bring  the  lyre 

For  Horace,  matter  of  the  Roman  choir. 

f  With  rofebuds  grace  the  poet's  brow, 
With,  odours  bid  his  ringlets  flow ; 
Thefe  lilies  crop  and  ftrew  the  ground; 
And  let  my  temples  too  be  crown'd. 
O  fill  the  bow!  beneath  this  mantling  vine, 
For  Horace,  arbiter  of  verie  and  Vine ! 

With  focial  joys  we  raife  the  hour, 
But  banifh  Cupid  from  the  bower : 
^  Seven  luitres  paft,  ah  !  why  fhould  I, 
And  why  fhould  Horace  pine  and  figh  ? 
No  more  he  beckons  Pyrrha  to  the  grot, 
His  Lydia,  my  lanthe,  both  forgot. 

True  ;  Lydia  revell'd  in  his  veins, 

And  fweet.  lanthe  warm'd  my  ftrains :. 

But  age  fhould  "youthful  follies  fhun, 

Nor  back  the  flowery  mazes  run. 

Let  wit  to  wifdom,  love  to  friendfhip  rife, 

And  learn,  at  laft,  from  Horace  to  grow  wife. 

OVER  THOMSON'S  SEASONS. 

Lo  !  Thomfor  deigns  to  gra;  e  the  b^wer  I  made 
And  dwell  a  tuneful  tenant  of  my  fhade ! 
Hail,  Nature's  poet !  wh<-.m  foe  taught  alone 
To  fing  her  works  in  number's  like  her  own, 

*  Meaning  tbs  JEneid. 

f  C'im  flare    Msecenas.  rofarum 

Preffa  tuts  balanus  capillis.  HOR, 

Non  dtfint  epulis  rofae 

Neu  brfve  liiium.  HOR, 

I  Cujus  o&avum  nepidnvit  sctasj 

Clauderc  lu/lrurn.  HOR, 


weet  ar,  the  'i  hrufb,  that  warbles  in  the  vale, 
And  foft  as  Philomela's  tender  tale ; 
le  lent  her  pencil  too,  of  wondrous  power, 
'o  catch  the  rainbow,  or  to  form  the  flower 
f  many  mingling  hues ;  and  Trailing  faid, 
But   firft  with   laurel   crownM  her  favourite's 
head)  [fhine, 

Thefe  beauteous  children,   though  fo  fair  they 
Fade  in  my  Seafons,  let  them  live  in  thine : 
And  live  they  (hall,  the  charm  of  every  eye, 
Till  nature  fickens,  and  the  Seafons  die." 

IN  THE  MIDST  OF  AN   APPLE-TREE, 
OVER  MR.  PHILIPS'S  CYDER. 

F  he,  who  firft  the  apple  fung, {C  the  fruit 
Of  that  forbidden  tree,  whofe  mortal  tafte 
brought  death  into  the  world,  and  all  our  woe,'*' 
Jnfading  laurels  won  ;  a  branch  awaits, 
Philips,  thy  youthful  brow  :  who  apples  fung 

ocuo'i*,  and  with  freedom  bade  us  quaff 
Their  generous  ne&ar,  'heath  their  parent  fhade, 
Adven:'rous:   nor  in  lei's  inferior  ftrains. 
Like  Milton  too,  you  taught  Britannia's  fong 
To  iiiake  the  (hackles  off  of  tinkling  rhyme, 
Emafculate,  unncrvjus;  female  verfc. 
Since  mociefty  (ftill  modefty  attends 
On  worth  like  thine)  forbids  thee  to  accept 
The  parted  wreath,  let  Milton's  be  the  firft, 
Unrivall'd  ;  be  the  fecond  honours  thine. 
And  now  (for  Leo,  from  his  flaming  mane, 
Shakjes  fultry  rays  intenfe,  provoking  thirft) 
O  Philips,  while  my  well-glaz'd  tube  exhales 
Nicotian  fragrance,  and  my  rummer  ftiincs 
With  cyder  fparkling  high,  partake  my  fhade, 
Pleas'd  with  Pomona's  haunts  and  cool  recefs, 
Her  purple-breathing  births  fweet-fmiling  round, 

OVER  YOUNG'S  NIGHT  THOUGHTS, 

BENEATH  an  awful  gloom,  a  night  of  fhade, 
By  filaic  darknefs  more  majeftic  made, 
L  place  thy  volume,  Young  !  with  reverence  place  3 
Thy  volume  worthy  rf  a  faint's  embrace  ! 
What  gcfpel  truths  thy  heavenly  lines  convey, 
And  ftcal  us  from  mortality  away  ! 
Full  on  the  foul  thy  tides  of  rapture  flow, 
Kin>iiing  we  hear,  and  while  we  read  we  glow  ! 
Exalted  by  thy  theme,  we  mount  on  high, 
We  fpurn.at  earth,  we  claim  our  native  iky. 
Now  let  th:  unler-ter'd.  cr  the  letter'dman, 
Deny  the  foul  immortal,  if  he  can ; 
A  fot.l  immortal  in  thy  works  we  fee  ; 
Can  clutt  and  afhes  think  and  write  like  thee  ?. 
Yee,  fools !.  the  foul  fhall  live,  for  God  is  juft; 
Ye  atheifts,  ye  old  ferpei.  s,  lick  the  duft. 
Through  uer.ths  of  ether  v:ow  his  eagle  flies, 
Gains  on  tht  fun   and  traveriesthe  ikies, 
Where  fiar?  on  ftuis,  on  planets  planets  roll,. 
Imbibes  their  fplendmirs,  and  commands  the  pole.. 
Onward  he  bears  ;  and,  burning,  fbars  away 
(Nor  flag  his  pinions)  to  myUt.rious  day  : 

0  Newton,  far  beyond  thy  higheft  fphere  ; 
P'jrfue  m,  fo'^1  no  further. — Heaven  is  here  : 
Opprefi'u  with  glory,  all  my  femes  fade, 

1  faint — O  foftly  lay  me  ia  his  fhade. 


CONTENTS. 


THE  WORKS  OF  YOUNG. 


Page 


Author's  Life,     - 


VERSES  TO   THE   AUTHOR. 


Verfes  by  J.  Warton,  .  -  .  -  -  I 

To  a  young  Lady,  with  the  Laft  Day.  By 

T.  Triftram,  -  ib. 

To  the  Author,  An  the  Laft  Day,  and  Univer- 

ial  Paffion.     By  J.  Bancks,         -         -  2 


Notes  en  the  Paraphrafe, 


Page 
51 


THE  LAST  DAY.       IN  THREE  BOOKS 


Book  I. 
Book  If. 
Book  III. 


THE  FORCE  OF  RELIGION  ;   OR  VANQJUISHED  LOVE. 
IN   TWO   BOOKS. 

Book  I -  i» 

Book  II.     ------  14 

tOVE    OF    FAME,    THE    UNIVERSAL    PASSION.       IN 
SEVEN    CUARACTER1STICAL  SATIRES. 

Preface,      ------  17 

Satire  I.  To  his  Grace  the  Duke  of  Dorfet,       1 2 
Satire  II.  -          -         -          -  2O 

Satire  III.  To  the   Right   Honourable   Mr. 

Doddingtoh,       -  13 

Satire  IV.  To   the    Right    Honourable    Sir 

Spencer  Compton,        -         -         -  35 

Satire  V.  On  Women,          -         -         -  37 

Satire  VK  On   Women.     Infcribed   to    the 
Right  Honourable  Lady  Elizabeth  Ger 
main,        -  3i 
Satire  Vfl.  To   the   Right  Honourable  6ir 

Robert  Walpole,          -        -         -  36 

OCEAN  ;    AN    ODE. 

TO  the  King,      -  39 

Difcourfe  on  Lyric  Poetry,  42 

Ocean;  an  Ode.     Concluding  with  a- wifli,       43 

PARAPHRASE  ON  PART  OF  THE  BOOK  OF  JOB. 

To  the  Right  Honourable  Thomas  Lord 
Parker,  Baron  of  MacclesfieKi,  Lord  High 
Chancellor  of  Great  Britain,  &c.  -  41 


MISCELLANIES. 


On  Michael  Angelo's  fartious  Piece  of  the 
Crucifixion.  Who  is  faid  to  have  (tabbed 
a  Perfon  that  he  might  draw  it  more  na 
turally,  53 

To  Mr.  Addifon,  on  the  Tragedy  of  Cato,        ib. 

Hiftorical  Epilogue  to  the  Brothers.  A  Tra 
gedy,  ib. 

Epitaph  on  Lord  Aubrey  Beauclerk,  in  Weft- 
minfter-Abbey,  1740,  ib. 

Epitaph  at  Welwyn,  Hertfordlhire,  -         54 

A  Letter  to  Mr.  Tickell.  OccaConed  by  the 
Death  of  the  Right  Honourable  Jofeph 
Addifon,  Efq.  1719,  -  -  -  ib. 

REFLECTIONS     ON     THE     PUBLIC     SITUATION*    OP 
THE    KINGDOM. 

Addreffed  to  theDuke  of  Newcaftle,  Written 

in  the  Year  1 745,     -  •$$ 

The  Statefmen's  Creed,         -         -  58 


THE    COMPLAINT  :     OR,    NIGHT   THOUGHTS. 

Preface,.    -         -         - 

Night  I.  On  Life,  Death,  arid  Immortality. 
To  the  Right  Honourable  Arthur  On 
flow,  Speaker  of  the  Houfe  of  Com- 
mens,  - 

Night  If.  On  Time,  Death,  and  Friendftip. 
Te  the  Right  Honourable  the  Earl 
Wilmington ,  -  - 

Night  III.  Narciffa.  ToherGrzce  theDucheC* 
of  Portland,  -  - 

Night  IV.  The  Cfcriftian  Triumph.  Con 
taining  our  only  cure  for  the  Fear  of 
Death  :  and  proper  femiments  for  that 
Ineftimable  Blefiing.  To  the  Honour 
able  Mr.  Yorke, 

Night  V.  The  Relapfe.  To  the  Right  Ho 
nourable  the  Earl  of  Litchfiekt,  - 

Night  VI.  The  Irfidel  Reclaimed  In  Two 
Parts.  Containing  the  Nature,  Proof, 
and  Importance  of  Immortality.—— 


60 

ib. 

64 
69 

73 
St 


CONTENTS. 


PART.  I.  Where,  among  other  things, 
G.  •.;-;..       ;  <   Ekhes.    -arc   particularly 
coa&dered.    Xo  the  Bight  Honourable 
Henry  Pelham,  Lord  Commiffioiier  of 
the  Treafury,  and  Chancellor  of  the 
Exchequer,         - 
Preface       ------ 

Nigh-  VII.  Being  the  Second  Parf  of  the  In- 
fioel  Reclaimed      Obtaining  the  Na 
ture,  Proof,  and  Importance  of  immor 
tality,         - 
Preface,     ------ 

Night  Vfll.  Virtue's  Apology;  or*  The  Man 
of  the  World  AnfWred.  In  which  are 
confidered  the  Love  of  this  Life  ;  ihe 
Ambition  of  Pleafure,  with  the  Wit 
and  Wifdom  of  the  World,  - 


Page 


89 


96 
ib. 


109 


IN  TWO  PARTS. 

Advertifement,  -         -         -         - 

Part  I.  -         -  -         - 

Pait.II  ....... 

Poilfcnpt,  -         -         -         - 

On  the  Late  King's  Death,  and  his  Majefty's 
.  .  Acceflion   to  the    i'hrone      Infcnbed  to 
Jofeph   Addifon,  Efq    Secretary  to  their 
Excellencies  the  Lord  Juftices  - 

The  fnftalment.  To  the  Right  Honourable 
Sir  Roberr  Walpole,  Knight  of  the  Moft 
Noble  Order  of  the  Garter,  -  - 

EPISTLE'S. 
To  tne   Right   Honourable   George  Lord 


Page 


165 


167 

168 


140 
ih. 
146 
153 


155 


156 


Two  Epiftles  to  Mr.  Pope  •  concerning  the 
Author*  ^f  the  Age. — Epiftle  I. 

Epiiile  II.  From  Oxford,       -         -          - 

To  the  Ri  .hi  Honourable  Sir  Robert  Wal 
pole  By  Mr.  Doddington,  afterwards 
.Lord  Melcombe,  - 

The  Old  Man's  Reiapfe.  Verfes  occafioned 
by  the  ioregoing  Kpiille, 

Verfes  ient  by  Lord  Melcombe  to  Dr.  Young, 
not  long  before  his  Lordihip's  Death, 
% 

SEA    PIECE. 


Dedication  fo  Mr  Voltaire,  ib. 
Ode  I     ;hf  Brttiih  Sa.lor's  Exultation,  I/O 
Ode  U.  The  Sailor's  Prayer  before  Engage 
ment,           -         -         -         -         -  171 

IMPER1UM  PELAGI.       A  NAVAL  LYRIC. 


Preface,      ------ 

The  Merchant    Ode  I.  On  the  Britifh  Trade 

and  Navigation.    To  his  Grace  the  Duke 

of  Chandos,  - 

Strain  I.      - 
Strain  II.  - 

Strain  Hf.  -_«,-_ 

Strain  IV.  -     .    - 

Strain  V.  - 


JLanfdowne, 


- 


15* 


The  Moral, 
The  dole, 


175 
176 

178 

179 

jfci 

ib. 


WORKS  OF  GRAY. 


Author's  Life,"    - 


Pajre 
185 


POEMS. 

Ode  on  the  Spring,       -          - 
Ode  on  the  Death  of  a  Favourite  Cat, -drown 
ed  in  a  i  ub  of  Gold  Fifties, 
Dee  on  a-Diftant  Profped:  of  Eton  College, 
Hymn  to  Advernty,     -         -          -         - 
•£lcgy  written  in  a  G<  untry  Church-Yard,^ 
The  Progrefs  ofcPcefy.     A  Pindaric  Ode, 
Tht  Bard      A  Pindaric  Ode 
The  Deicent  ot  Odin.     An  Ode, 
The   Triumph*  oi  Owen,       - 
The  Death  of  H<:el.      - 
Epitaph,  at.  Beckenham,  on  Mrs  Clarke, 
Stanzas, fuggefttd  by  a  view  &)  the  Scat  and 
Rsins  at  Kinglgate  in  Kent,  1766,    - 


215 

I 


223 

224 

225 

ib. 

ib. 


Ode  for  Mufic.  Performed  at  the  Senate- 
Heuft  at  Cambridpr*-,  July  1-1709.  at  the 
Irfftallatioii  of  his  Gtdce  Auguftus  Henry 
Fitzroy,  Du.kc  of  Graiton,  Chancellor  of 
the  Umv'-riKy,  -  -  - 

A  Long  Story,  - 

Gray  on  hintfejf,  -         -          -         - 

Elegiac  Verlesoccafi:  red  by  the  fight  of  the 
Flams,  where  the  Battle  of  1  rebiaj  was 
fought,  - 

Defcription  of  the  fudden  rifing  of  Monte 
Nuovo.  near  Puzzoli,  and  the  deftruclion 
which  attended  ir,  -  -  - 

Iriiitation  of  an  Italian  Sonnet  of  Sig.  Abbate 
Boundelmonte  -  -  '  -  - 

Tranflatior,  from  S'a'ius,       - 

A  Farewell  to  Florence,       - 


226 
228 


ib, 


ib. 
ib. 


CONTENTS. 


999 


WORKS  OF  R.  WEST. 


4^ 

THE  Author'*  Life, 


Page 


MISCELLANIES. 


Ad  Amicos.  Imitated  from  Tibullus,  Book 
iii.  Elegy  5.  and  Mr.  Pope's  Letter  in 
Sicknels  to  Mr.  Steele,  -  -  -  237 


Fage 

Elegia,       -         .     —         -•        .         ,  a3g 

Elegia.    -Addrefied  to  Mr.  Gray,            -  ib. 

Ode  to  May,       -         -         -         -         -  239 

Translation  from  the.  Greek  of  Poftdippus,  ib. 
Addreffed  to  his  Lyre,  on  the.i^roiptft  of 

Mr.  Gray's  return  from  his  Travels,  ib« 


WORKS  OF  LYTTLETON. 


THE  Author's  Life,     - 


Page 
243 


THE  PROGRESS  OF  LOVE,  IN  FOUR  ECLOGUES. 

Eclogue  I.  Uncertainty.     To  Mr.  Pope,  249 

Eclogue  II.  Hope.  To  Mr.  Doddington, 

afterwards  Lord  Melcombe  Regi«,  250 

Eclogue  III.  Jealoufy.  To  Mr.  Edward  Wai- 
pole,  -  -  -  -  -  251 

Eclogue  IV.  Pofleffion.     To  Lord  Cobham,  ib. 

POEMS,  &c. 

Soliloquy  of  a  Beauty  in  the  Country.  Writ 
ten  at  Eton  School,  -  -  -  251 
Blenheim.  Written  at  the  Univeffity  of 

Oxford,  in  the  Year  1727,  -  -  253 
To  the  Reverend  Dr.  Aylcough,  at  Oxford. 

Written  from  Paris  in  the  Year  1728,  .  254 
To  Mr.  Poyntz,  Ambaffador  at  the  Congrefs 

of  Soiffons,  in  1728.  Written  at  Pari.%  255 
Verfes  to.be  written  under  a  Piilure  of  Mr. 

Poyntz,  256 

An  Epiftle  to. Mr.  Pope.  From  Rome,  1 730,  ib. 
To  Lord  Hervey.  From  Worcefterfhire, 

i/3p»     ------         257 

Advice  to  a  Lady,  1731,  -  -  -  ib. 

Song.  Written  in  1732,  -  -  -  259 
Song.  Written  in  1733,  -  ib. 

Damon  and  Delia.  In  Imitation  of  Horace 

and  Lydia.  Written  in  1732,  -  ib. 

Ode  in  Imitation  of  Paftor  Fido.  Written 

abroad  in  1729,  -  -  -  -  ib. 

Part  of  an  Elegy  of  Tibullus.  Tranflated 

1729-30,  -  2^0 

Song.  Written  in  1732,  -  ib. 

Verfes  Written  at  Mr.  Pope's  Houfe  at 

Twickenham,  which  he  had  lent  te  Mrs. 

Greville,  in  Auguft  1735,  -  -  ib. 

Epigram,  -  -  -  .  .  361 


To  Mr.  Weft,  at  Wickham.     Written  in 

1740,  *  -  .  -  -  -  -  261 
Veries  to  Mifs  Lucy  Fq;  fefcue,  -  261  —  264 
Horace,  Book  IV.  Ode  IV.  Written  at  Ox 

ford,  if  zj,     -         -         -         -  265 

Virtue   and    Fame.     TO   the   Countefs  of 

Egremorit,       -         -         -  - 

Aduition  Extempore,  by  Earl  Hardwicke, 
Letter  to  Earl  Hardwicke,  occafioned  by  the 

fore^-oir  g  Verfes,      - 
Hymn  to  t-iiza,  _ 

Mount  Edgtcur;>be,      -          -          -     -    -  ' 
inritation.    Tcrthe  Dowager  Duchefs  D'Ai- 

guilion,  -        -        -        -        - 

To  Colonel  -Drumgold,          - 
Epitaph  on   Captain  Grenviile  ;    killed  in 

Lord  Anfon's  Engagement,  in  1747, 
On  Good  Humour.    Written  at  Eton  School, 

1729    .  r  -         -         -         - 

Some  Additional  Stanzas  to.  Aftolpho's  Voy 

age  to  the  Moon.     In  Ariofto,  . 

To  a  Young  Lady,  with  the  Tragedy  of 

Venice  Prefervcd,     -         -.         -         - 


oraBuftof.Lady,Suffolk;  dcfign- 
to  be  fet  up  in  a  Wood  at  Stowe?  1732, 

Sulpicia  to  Ctrinthus.  in  her  Sicknefs.  From 
I".'  ullu#.  Sent  to  a  Friend  in  a  Lady's 
Name,  -  -  -  - 

Sulpicia  to  Cerinthus; 

CatoN  Speech  to  Labienus.  From  the  Ninth 
Bo<  k  of  Lucan,  - 

To  Air  Glover,  on  his  Poem  of  Leonidas. 

.Written  in  the  Year  1734,         -         - 

To  William  Pitt.  Efq.  on  his  loflng  his 
Comm'iuion,  in  the  Ye.lr  I-/  3  6, 

Prologue  to  Thomfori's  Coriolaaus.  Spoken 
by  Mr.  Quin, 

Epilogue  to  Lilo's  Elmirick,  -         - 

Inicription*  at  Hagley,  -         - 


266 
ib, 


267 


268 


369 
ib« 

ib« 

ib. 
ib. 

ib. 

270 


ib. 

271 

jb« 


CONTENTS. 


WORKS  OF  MOORE. 


THE  Anther's  Life, 
Dedication   to   his   Grace 

Duke  of  Newcaftle, 
Preface,      - 


Thomas  Holies 


The  Difcovery  :  An  Ode.    To  the  Right 

Honourable  Henry  Pelham, 
The  Trial  of  Selim  the  Perfian,  for  divers 

Crimes  and  Mifdemcanours, 
Ode  to  Garrick,  upon  the  Talk  of  the  Town, 
£nvy  and  Fortune:  A  Tale.    To  Mrs.  Gar- 

rick,       ------ 

To  the  Right  Honourable  Henry  Pelham, 

the  Humble  Petition  of  the   Worihipful 

Company  of  Poets  and  News-  Writers, 
The  Trial  of  Sarah  ****,  alias  Slim  Sal,  for 

privately  Stealing,    - 


FABLES 


THE  LADIES. 


Preface  to  the  Firft  Edition, 

Jable  I.  The   Eagle   and   the   Afiembly  of 

Birds.     To   her  Royal  Highnefs  the 

Princefs  of  Wales, 
Fable  II.  The  Panther,  the  Horfe,  and  other 

Beads,       ..... 


Page 


283 
ib. 


284 

1*5 
288 

ib. 


ib. 


292 


ib. 


Fable  III.  The  Nightingale  and  Glowworm, 
Fable  IV.  Hymen  and  Death, 
Fable  V.  The  Poet  and  his  Patron, 
Fable  VI    The  Wolf,  the  Sheep,  and  the 

Lamb,       - 

Fable  VII.  The  Goofe  and  the  Swans, 
Fable  VIII.  The  Lawyer  and  Juftice,      - 
Fable  IX.  The  Farmer,  the  Spaniel,  and  the 

Cat,  -         -         - 

Fable  X.  The  Spider  and  the  Bee, 
Fable  XI.  The  Lion  and  the  Ape, 
Fable  XII.    The  Colt  and  Farmer, 
Fable  XI II.  The  Owl  and  the  Nightingale, 
Fable  XIV.  The  Temple  of  Hymen,     - 
Fable  XV.  The  Sparrow  and  the  Dove, 
Fable  XVI.  The  Female  .Seducers, 
Fable  XVII.  Love  and  Vanity,     - 


Page 

294 
ib. 


ib. 
296 
297 

298 

299 
ib. 

300 
ib. 

301 

305 
308 


MISCELLANEOUS   I*OEM3. 

A  Hymn  to  Poverty,            -         -         -  315 

The  Lover  and  the  Friend,  -  316 
bongs,  -----  316 — 330 

The  Nun;  a  Cantata,  ib. 
Solomon  ;  a  Serenato.  Set  to  Mufic  by  Dr. 

Boyce,  -  ib. 
An  Elegy.  Written  among  the  Ruins  of  a 

Nobleman's  Seat  in  Cornwall,             -  32$ 


WORKS  OF  BOYSE. 


Page 
THE  Author's  Life,    -        -        -        -        3*7 


POKM3. 

DEITY. — T.  Eternity,           .         -        -  335 

II.  Unity,     ....  ib. 

HI.  Spirituality,              -         -  336 

IV.  Omniprefence,          -    .     -  ib. 

V.  Immutability,             -         -  337 
VI    Omnipotence,           -         -  335 

VII.  Wifdom,  339 

VIII.  Providence,  ib. 

IX.  Goodnefs,       -  340 

X.  Reditude,        -         -         -  341 

XI.  Glory,             -         -         -  343 
The  Vifion  of  Patience, an  Allegorical  Poem. 

Sacred  to  the  Memory  of  Mr,  Alexander 
Cuming,a  Young  Gentleman  unfortunate 
ly  loft  in  the  Northern  Ocean,  on  his  re 
turn  from  China,  1740,  -  -  •  ib. 


Job,  Chap.  III.  Tranflated,  * 

Verfcs  Sacred   to   the   Reverend  Mr.  John 
Anderfon,  Minifter  at  Glafgow,  Ob.  Anno 


Verfes  Written  in  Mr.  Watt's  Horse  Lyricse, 
Verfes   occafioned    by   the   Death    of  Mr. 

M- —  S ,  at  Glafgow,  May  28.  1730. 

l:.fcribed  to  Mr.  A—-  S , 

To  Mr."  Thomfon,  upon  his  Tragedy  of  So- 

phonilba,          - 

To  Mrs.  Oldfield,  on  her  aAing  Cleopatra, 
Anniverfary  Ode.     Sacred  to  the  Memory 

of  a  Daughter.     Ob   An.  1726, 
Ode  to  Mr.  William  Cuming,  on  his  going 

to  France,  Aug.  31.  1735. 
Horace  and  Lydia,  Bjok  111.  Ode  IX.  Imi 
tated, 

Epiftle  to  Henry  Brooke,  Efq. 
On  the  Extraordinary  Execution  of  Captain 

John  Porteous,  Sptember  7. 


Page 
346 


ib. 
347 

ib. 

ib. 
34* 

ib. 
ib. 

349 
350 


CONTENTS. 


WORKS  OF  THOMPSON. 


Page 
A  HE  Author's  Life,    -  353 


SICKNESS,  A  POEM  *.    IN  FIVE  BOOKS. 

Book  I.  -  -  i  -  -  -  359 

Notes  and  Alluftons  to  Book  I.  -  361 

Book  II.  The  Palace  of  Difeafe,  -  -  362 

Notes  and  Allufions  to  Book  II.  -  »•  365 

Book  III.  The  Progrefs  of  Sicknefs,  -  367 

Notes  and  Allufions  to  Book  HI.  -  370 

Book  IV.  The  Recovery,  -  ib. 

Notes  and  Allttfions  to  Book  IV.  -  374 

Book  V,  The  Thankfgiving,  -  -  375 

Notes  and  Allafions  ^o  Book  V.  -  -  378 

A  Hymn  in  Sicknefs,  -  -  -  37$ 

An  Hymn  to  May,  '•  ib. 

Preface,  -  -  -  -  '  -  -  ib. 
Epithalamium  on  the  Royal  Nuptials,  in 

May  1736, 385 

Beauty  and  Mufic,  an  Ode,  -  -  388 

The  Defpairing  Maiden,  ...  ib. 

Corefus  and  Callirhoe  ;  a  Tale,  -  -  389 

The  Impairing  Lover,  -  -  -  392 
An  Epiftle  to  the  Author  of  Leonidas,  a 

Poem,     ------  ib. 


The  Nativity.    A  College  Exercife,  1736, 
The  Bower,         -         .         .         .         . 
The  Lover,          v  .*  * 
The  Lover's  Night,      - 
To  a  Friend  on  his  Marriage.     An  Ode, 
To  Dr.  Linden  on  his  Trcatife  on  Chaly 
beate  Waters,  -  - 
Paradife  Regain'd.     To  a  Friend, 
To  Mifs  Addifon,  on  feeing  Mr.  Rowe's 

Monument,  in  Weftminfter  Abbey      - 
The  Milkmaid,  .         -         -        * 

The  Happy  Life,         - 
The  Bee,  -         .... 

The  Morning  Lark.     An  Anacreontic, 
Anna  Maria  W**df**rd,     - 
The  Magi.     A  Sacred  Eclogue,    - 
On  Mr.  Pope's  Works.    Written  foon  after 

his  Death,       - 

Epitaph  oh  the  Author's  Mother.     In  the 
Parifli   Church   of  Brough,    Weftmore- 
land,       --._... 
Lines  Written  in  the  Hely  Bible, 
On  a  Prefent  of  Three  Rofes  from  Ian  the, 
The  Wedding  Morn.     A  Dream, 
Ode  Brumalis  :   Ad  Amicum  Oxonienfem, 
Ode  Veneralis  :  Ad  Amicum  Oxonienfem, 


393 


39$ 
ib. 

ib. 
ib. 

ib. 

397 
ib. 
ib. 

39* 
ib. 

ib, 


399 


401 
ib. 
ib. 

ib. 
403 
403 


WORKS  OF  CAWTHORNE. 


THE  Author's  Life,    * 


POEMS. 

To  Mifs ,  of  Horfemandean,  in  Kent, 

Abelard  to  Eloifa,  firft  publifhed  in  1747, 

An  Elegy  to  the  Memory  of  Captain  Hughes, 
a  particular  Friend  of  the  Author's,  - 

The  Equality  of  Human  Conditions:  a  Poe 
tical  Dialogue,  fpoken  at  the  Annual  Vi- 
fitation  of  Tunbridge  School,  1746,  - 

The  Birth  and  Education  of  OeniuS.  A 
Tale,  ------ 

A  Letter  to  a  Clergyman,  occaiiohed  by  a 
Report  of  his  Patron  s  being  made  one  of 
the  Lords  Commiffioners  of  the  Great 
Seal,  1756,  - 

The  Regulation  of  the  Paflions,  the  fource 
•f  Human  Happiiwfs,  A  Moral  Effay, 


Page 
407 


411 
ib. 

414 


415 


417 


Page 

The  Lottery.    Infer ibed  to  Mifs  H ,        424 

Lady  Jane  Grey,  to  Lord  Guilford  Dudley. 

An  Epiftle,  in  rhe  Manner  of  Ovid,     -         433 
Of  Tafte.     An  EfTay,  -         -         -         444 

Life  Unhappy,  becaufe  we  ufe  it  improper 
ly.     A  Moral  Effay,  -  ifft6 
Pruflia.     A  Pgem,        *         -         -         -         42; 
Nobility.     A  Moral  Eflay,             -         -         429 
The  Temple  of  Hymen.     A  Tale,          -         43* 
The  Vanity  of  Huoian   Enjoyments.     An 
Ethic  tpiftle.    To  the  Right  Honourable 
George  Lyttleton,  Efq.  afterwards  Lord 
Lyttleton,  one  of  the  Lords  of  his  Ma- 
jefty's  Treafury,  1749,               -         ~         433 
Wit  and  Learning.      An  Allegory,         -         43^ 
A  Father's  Extemport"  Confolation,  on  the 
Death  of  two  Daughters,  who  lived  only 

two  Days, 43g 

The  Antiquarians.     A  Tale,          «         •         43$ 
7 


free* 


CONTENT*. 


WORKS  OF  CHURCHILL, 


THE  Author's  Life,.  - 

POEMS. 
• 

TheRofciad,  - 

The  Apology.     Addreflfcd   to  the   Critical 

Reviewers,      - 

Night.     An  Epiftle  to  Robert  Lloyd,     - 
The  Prophecy  of  Famine.    A  Scots  Paftoral. 

Jnfcribed  to  John  Wilkes,  Eiq. 
An  Epiftle  to  William  Hogarth,     - 
The  Gho~ft.     B-.vk  I.  - 

Book  II.  ... 

Book  III. 


Page 
445 

The  Glioft.     Book  IV. 
The  Conference,          - 
The  Ailthor,       - 

- 

457 

466 
469 

472 
477 

The  Duellift.     Book  I. 
Book  II.         - 
Book  III.       - 
Gotham.     Book  I,       - 
Book  II.      - 
Book  III.     - 
The  Candidate, 
The  Farewell      - 

1 

482 

486 

~ 

49* 

The  Journey,      - 

. 

Page 
50* 

517 

520 

523 
5*5 
5*7 
531 
5-jj 
541 
546 
553 
557 


WORKS  OF  FALCONER. 


Page 

THE  Author's  Life,    -        -        -        -  573 

The  Shipwreck.     In  Three  Cantos,       -  577 

Occafional  Elegy,                    -t         -         •  603 

POEMS. 

A  Poem,  Sacred  to  the  Memory  of  his  Royal 

Highnefs  Frederic  Prince  of  Wales,     -  ib. 


Page 

Ode  on  the  Duke  of  York's  Second  Depar 
ture  from  England  as  Rear  Admiral  604 
The  Fond  Lover  a  Ballad,     ...         6«6 
An  Addrefs  to  Miranda,       -         .         .         607 
The  Demagogue,         -        ...          jfe. 


WORKS  OF  LLOYD, 


THE  Author's  Life,     - 


POEMS. 

The  Author's  Apology,         - 

The  A6tor.     Addreffed  to  Bonnel  Thorn- 

ton.  Eiq.  - 

The  Law  Student.  To  George  Colman,  Efq. 
The  Poetry  Profeffors,  - 

The  Cit's  Country  Box,  1757, 
Genius,Envy,  and  Time.    A  Fable.  Addref- 
l  fed  to  William  Hogarth,  Efq  .    - 
The  Hare  and  Tortoife.    A  .Fable,  1757, 


Page  Paga 

The  Satyr  and  Pedlar,  1757,         -         -         628 
The  Nightingale,  the  Owl,  and  the  Cuckoo. 
A  Fable.     Addreffed  to  David  Garrick, 
Efq.  on  the  Report  of  his  retiring  from 

619  the  Stage,  Dec.  1760,       -  629 
A  Tale,      -         -         -         -         -         -         63.0 

620  Shakfpeare.     An  Epiftle  to  Mr.  Garrick,         632 

623  ,  An  Epiftle  to  Cr. Churchill,  Author  of  the 

624  ;       Rofciad,  -  633 

626  i  Epiftle  to  J.  B.  Eiq.  1757,  635 
'  Epiftle  to  the  fame,  1757,     -                              636 

627  To     *f*,   about   to   publifli.  a  Volume  of 

6z8        Mifcellanics.    Written  in  the  Year  1755,      ibv 


CONTENT 


Page 

'to  George  Colman,Efq.  A  Familiar  Epiftie. 
Written  Jan.  I.  1761,  from  Tiffin. g con  in 
Derbyftiire,  -  -637 

Two  Odes  from  Pindar.  Oiymp.  II        -         6^9 

The  Progrcfs   of  Envy.     Written   in  the 

Year  1751,    -----  641 

Prologue  to  the  Jealous  Wife.     Spoken  by 

Mr.  Garrick,  -         -         -         -         644 

Pro'-ogue,  intended  to  have  been  fpoken  at 
Drury-Lane  Theatre,  pn  his  Majefty's 
Birth-day,  J/6i,  -  ib. 

Pr,  loguc  t<«  Hecuba.  Spoken  by  Mr.  Gar 
rick.  1701,  -  -_  ib. 

Ode  ipoken  on  a  Public  occafion  at  Wefr- 

niiuii.tr  School,         -         -         -         -         645 

The  '/Curs  and  Triumph  of  Paruaffus  An 
Ode.  bet  to  Mufic  ai»<i  Performed  at 
Drury-Lane.  1760,  -  ib. 

Arcadia.-   A  Dramatic  Paftoral,     -         -         647 

An  Epiftie  to  Mr.  Colman.    Written  in  the 

Year  1756,      -         -          -          -          -          649 

The  Puff.  A  Dialogue  between  the  Book- 
feller  and  Author,  -  -  -  650 

Chit  Chat     An  Imitation   of  Theocritus, 

Idyll.  XV        -         -         -         -         -         65 a 

A  Dialogue  between  the  Author  and  his 

Friend,  -         -         -         -         -         654 

The  Poet.     An  Epiftie  to  C.  Churchill,  657 

A  Familiar  Epiftie  to  J  B  Efq.     -         -         661 

The  Milk  Maid.  -         -         663 

A  Familiar  EpHHe  from  the  Rev.  Mr.  Han- 

,    !  buiy's  Horfc  to  the  Rev.  Mr  Scot      -         664 

The  New-River  Head.    A  Tale.    Attempt- 
,     cd  in  the  manner  of  Mr  C.  Denis.     In 
fer  ib«d  to  John  Wilkes,  Efq.       -         -         665 

A  Familiar  Letter  of  Rhymes.    To  a  Lady,     668 
The  Cobler  of  Tiflrigton's  Letter  to  David 

Garrick.  Efq.  1761.  670 

The  Cobler  of  Cripplegate's  Letter  to  Ro 
bert  Lloyd,  A.  M.  -  671 

On  Rhyme.   A  Familiar  Epiftie  to  a  Friend,     673 


A  Familiar  Epiftie.  To  a  Friend  who  fent 
the  Author  a  Hamper  of  Wine, 

The  Candle  and  Snuffers.     A  Fable,       - 

The  Temple  of  Favour.  To  William  Ken- 
rick,  -  -  -  -  - 

The  Spirit  of  Contradi&ion.     A  Tale, 

A  Familiar  Epiftie  to  ******, 

Charity.  A  Fragment.  Infcribed  to  the 
Rev  Mr.  Hanbury,  - 

The  Whim.    An  Epiftlc  to  Mr.  W.  Wotty, 

Octr  to  Genius,  - 

Prologue,  1757,  - 

Prologue,  1758, 

Prologus  in  Adelphos,  1759, 

Epilogus  in  Adtiphos,  1759, 

Re&e  Statuit  Baxtereus  de  Somnierum  Phae- 
nomcnis,  - 

Carmina  ad  Nobliffimum  Thomam  Holies 
Ducem  de  NtwcaiHe  infcripta,  cum  Aca- 
demiaui  Cantabrigienlem  Biblioihecs  re- 
ilirnendse  caiifa  invi'feret, 

Ad  Cancfliarium,          - 

Ca;men  1  legiacum,  in  Caernetrio  Ruftico 
Compufitum, 

Carmen  Elcgan,  - 

Part  oi  Homer's  Hymn  to  Apollo, 

the  Firii  Book  of  the  Henriade.  Tranflated 
from  the  French  of  M.  de  Voltaire,  - 

An  Imitation  from  the  Spectator, 

A  Baiiad,  - 

ToChloc,  -        -         - 

To  the  Moon,  - 

Song,          .         

Ti,  the  Rev.  Mr.  Hanbury,  of  Church- 
Langton,  Leicefterfhire,  on  his  Planta 
tions,  ------ 

Lir-es  fent  to  a  Lady,  with  a  Seal, 

A  Ballad,  - 

Epjftle  to  a  Friend,       - 

Songs  in. the  Capricious  Lpvers,     - 


Page 

675 
677 

673 

€80 

ib. 

68* 

685 
ib. 
ib. 

686 
ib. 

'ib. 

ib. 
ib. 

ib. 
618 

689. 

6or 

ib. 
696 

ib. 
697 


698 

ib. 
ib. 


WORKS  OF  CUNNINGHAM. 


THE  Author's  Life,     - 

Card  fmm  the  Author,  to  David  Garrick,  Efq. 

Day :  A  Paftoral. — Morning, 

Noon, 

Evening, 

The  Contempiatift  :  A  Night  Piece, 
The  Thrufli  and  Pie.     A  Tale,     - 
Palemon.     A  Paftoral,          * 
The  Hawthorn  Bovver,          -         . 
The  Ant  and  Caterpillar.     A  Fable, 
A  Pailoral  Ballatf, 


Page 

705 
709 

ib. 

ib. 
710 

ib. 
711 


ib. 
ib. 

713 


Page 
Pomona.     A  Paftoral.     On  the  Cyder  Bill 

being' pafftu,             -  713 

May-Lve  :  or,  Kate  of  Aberdeen,          -  ib. 

Ketty  Fell,          -         -         -        -         -  714 

Thyrfis,      .........  ib. 

CWinda,                                              -  ib. 

Fanny  of  the  Dale,        -  ib. 

A  Sony.     Sent  to  Chloe  with,  a  Rofe,     -  715 

Stanzaa  on  the  Forwardnefsof  Spring,     -  ib. 

On  the  approach  of  May,     -  ib. 

The  Violet,        -        -        -        ,        -  ib. 


Page  f 

The  NarcifluS,     -         -         -         »         -  715 

The  Miller.     A  Ballad,        -         -  716 

A  Landfcape,      -  ib. 

Melody, 717 

I^lia      A  Paftoral,      -         -  ib. 

The  Sycamore  Shade.     A  Ballad.  ib. 

Damon  and  Phillis.     A  Paftoral  Ballad,  ib. 

The  Warning,     -         -         -                   -  718 

Holiday  Gown,             -  ib. 

I)aphne.     A  Song,       -         -         -         -  ib. 

Corydon.    A  Paftoral.    T0  the  Memory  of 

William  Shenftone,  Efq.             -         -  719 

Damon  and  Phoebe,      -         -         -  ib. 

A  Paftoral  Hymn  to  Janus,  ib. 

An  Infcription  on    the    Houfe  at    Mavis- 
Bank,    near   Edinburgh,    fituated   in   a 

Grove,  ib. 

The  Infcription  Imitated,      -  72© 

Another  Infcription  on  the  fame  Houfe,  ib. 

Imitated,              -  ib. 

Content.     A  Paftoral*  ib. 

Corydon  and  Phillis.     A  Paftoral,  ib. 

An  Elegy  on  a  P.Je  of  Ruins,         -         -  721 

A  Song,     -        -     "  -        -        -        -  722 

Sappho's  Hymn  to  Venus  Imitated^        -  ib. 

Anacreon,  Ode  XVII.  Imitated,     -         -  723 

Anacreon,  Ode  IX    Imitated.     The  Dove,  ib. 

The  Dance.     An  Anacreontic        T         -  ib. 

Anacrebn,  Ode  XIV.  Imitated,     -         -  ib. 

Imitation  from  Anacreon,      -         -         -  724 

Anacreon,  Ode 'XXXIII.  Imitated.  To  the 

Swallow,                  -         -  Ib. 

The  Picture.     A  Tale,         ...  ib. 

The  Witch.     A  Tale,            -         -         -  ib. 

Reputation.     An  Allegory,            -         -  725 

The  Rofc  and  Butterfly.     A  Fable,        -  ib. 

The  Sheep  and  the  Bramble  Bufh-    A  Fable,  ib. 

The  Fox  and  the  Cat.     A  Fable,             -  ib. 

Hymen,      ------  726 

Fortune,     An  Apologue,       -  ib. 

A  Man  to  my  Mind.   Wrote  at  the  Requeft 

of  a  Lady,        -         -         -        •-         -  728 

Verfes  fent  with  a  Prefent,  ib. 

Fancy.    A  Song  in  a  Pantomime  Entertain 
ment,      -^  ib. 

JLove  and  CKaftity.     A  Cantata, 

Amphitrion,        -         -         -         -         -  729 

Anacreon,  Ode  XIX.   Imitated,     -         -  ib. 

Newcaftle  Beer,                      *  ib. 

The  Toaft.     A  Catch,          -         -  7^0 

A  Three  Part  Catch,             -         *         -  ib. 

On  Sir  W B t's  Birth-Bay,        -  ib. 

Stanzas  fpoke  n  at  a  Piay  ai  the  Theatre  in 
Sunderland,  for  the  Benefit  of  the  Cor- 

ficans,     -         -          -         -         -         *  ib 

The  Refpite.     A  Paftoral,     - 

An  Irregular  Ode  on  Mufic, 

Verfes  from  a  Truant  to  his  Friends,       -  ib. 

To  the  Author  of  Poems  written  by  Nu- 

body, ib. 

A  Birth-Day  Ode.    Performed  at  the  Ciftle 

of  Dublin, ib. 

The  Broken  China,      -         -         -         -  73* 

-  ib. 


On  the  lite  Abfcnce  of  May.  Written  in 
the  Year  1771, 

An  Eulogium  on  Mr.fonry.  Spoke  by  Mr. 
Ditfgts,  ar  Edinburgh,  - 

A  Prologue,  fpoke  at  the  opening  of  the 
'i  heatre  at  York,  after  it  was  elegantly 
enlarged, 

A  Prologue,  fpoke  at  the  opening  an  ele 
gant  little  Theatre  at  Whirby, 

A  Prologue,  on  opening  the  Theatre  at 
Whitby  the  enfuirig  Seafon, 

A  Prologue,  fpoke  in  the  Chara<fter  of  a 
Sailor,  on  opening  the  Now  Theatre  at 
North-Shields  - 

An  Epilogue, fpoke  at  Norwich,  in  the  Cha 
racter  of  Mrs.  Deborah  Woodcock,  in 
Love  in  a  Village,  ... 

Prologue  to  the  Mufe  of  Oflian,    - 

Epilogue  to  the  Mufe  of  Offian,     - 

Epilogue  fpoke  in  the  Character  of  Lady 
Townley,  in  the  Provoked  Hufband, 

Epilogue  fpoke  at  Edinburgh  in  the  Cha 
racter  of  Lady  Fanciful,  -  - 

An  Eulogium  on  Charity.  Spoke  at  Aln- 
wick,  in  Northumberland,  -at  a  Cha 
ritable  Benefit  Play,  1765, 

An  Epilogue,  defigned  to  be  fpoke  at  Aln- 
wick,  on  rdlgriing  the  Playhoufe  to  a 
Party  detached  ftom  the  Edinburgh 
Theatre,  - 

Prologue  to  Love  and  Fame.  Spoke  at 
Scarborough,  .... 

Prologue  te  Rule  a  Wife.  Spoken  at  Edin 
burgh,  -  - 

Prologue  on  reviving  the  Merchant  of  Ve 
nice,  at  the  time  the  Bill  had  paffed  for 
Naturalizing  the  Jews,  - 

Prologue  for  fbme  Country  Lads  perform 
ing  the  Devil  of  a  Wife,  in  the  Chriftmas 
Holidays, 

Prologue  on  opening  the  New  Theatre  in 
Ncwcaftle,  - 

An  Introduction,  fpoke  at  the  Theatre  in 
Suuderland,  to  a  Play  performed  there 
for  the  Benefit  of  the  Widows  ar.d  Or 
phans  of  tF.'at  place,  - 

An  Elegiac  Ode  on  the  Death  of  his  late 
Mfijefty, 

Horace,  Ode  X.  Book  IV.  Imitated,      - 

Lines  iVnt  to  Mifs  Bell  H — ,  with  a  Pair  of 
Buckles,  ----- 

To  Chloe,  on  a  charge  of  Inronftancy, 

Ircantauon.  Perforned  at  the  Theatre  in 
Sunderjand,  >'n  a  New  Pantomime,  - 

fortune  to  Harlequin.     In  a  Pantomime, 

Acroftic,"    ------ 

O.    the  Death  oi  Mrs.  Sleigh,  of  Stockton, 

Acrof4c,  - 

On  the  Death  of  Lord  Granby,     - 

On  the  Death  of  Mr of  Sunderland, 

A  Petition  to  the  Worfliipfu'  Free  Mafons, 
dchvereu  from  «ht  Sta;re,  by  a  Lady,  at 
a  Comeiy  coi  ntenanced  by  ihat  Frater- 


CONTENTS. 


Page 

An  Ode  for  the  Birth  of  the  King  of  Pruflla,  740 
An  Odecompofed  for  the  Birth-Day  of  the 

late  General  Blakaey,  -  741 

.Lines  on  a  very  Young  Lady,  -  -  ib. 

A  Sonnet.  Addrefied  to  Mifs  S ,  -  ib. 

Anacreon,  Ode  V.  Imitated.  The  Rofe,  ib. 
Mofchus,  Idylliun.  VII.  (As  Translated  by 

Dr.  Broome.)  To  the  Evening  Star,  742 

A  Paftoral,  ib. 

To  Chloe,  in  an  111, Humour,  -  -  ih, 

An  Epigram,  -  ib. 

Another,  -  -  •?  -  -  ib. 


A  Podfcript, 

Epitaph  for  Dean  Swift's  Monument,     - 

Epigram,  -         - 

Apollo  to  Mr.  C F ,  on  His  being 

fatirized  by  an  Ignorant  Perfon, 

On  feeing  J.  C— ft,  Efq.  abufed  in  a  News 
paper,  - 

Vcrfl-s  by  the  Author,  written  about  Three 
Weeks  before  his  Death, 

A  Poem  to  the  Memory  of  John  Cunning 
ham.  '  By  Robert  Ferguson, 


Page 

74* 
ib. 
ib. 

743 
ib. 
ib. 

ib. 


WORKS  OF  GREEN. 


THE  Author's  Life,     - 

The  Spleen.     An  Epiftle  to  Mr.  Cuthbert 

Jackfon, 
Epigram  on  the  Reverend  Mr.  Lawrence 

Echard's   and   Bifhop    Gilbert    Burnet's 

Hiftories,         - 

The  Sparrow  and  Diamond.     A  Song, 
Jove  and  Semele.     Qccafioned  by  a  Lady's 


Page 

747 

75 1 


757 
7J8 


Page 

faying  that  none  of  the  Ancient  Poetical 
Stories  reflected  fo  much  on  the  Vanity 
of  Women,  as  that  of  Phaeton  does  on 
the  Ambition  of  Men,      -         -         -         7^$ 
The  Seeker,         -  ib. 

On  Barclay's  Apology  for  the  Quakers,  75$ 

The  Grotto.     Written  tinder  the  Name  of 
Drake,  a  Fifhennan  of  Brentford,       -         760 


WORKS  OF  COOPER. 


THE  Author's  Life,    - 


Page 
765 


EPISTLES     TO     HIS     FRIENDS     IN     TOWN,     FROM 
ARISTIPPUS    IN     RETIREMENT. 

Advertifement,  -  773 

Epiftle  I.  The  Retreat  of  Ariftippus.  To 

his  Grace  the  Duke  of  *'•  ******f  ib. 

Epiftle  II.  The  Temper  of  Ariftippus.  To 

Lady  ****"*,  -  -  77J 

Epiftle  III.  The  Apology  of  Ariftippus.  To 

********,  £fq.         .        _        .        776 

Epiftle  IV.  The   Call   of  Ariftippus.      To 

Mark  Akenfide,  M.  D.      -        -         777 

A  Song.     ------         779 

An  Lpiftle  from  the  King  of  Pruflia  to 
Monfieur  Voltaire,  1.737.  Tranflated 
from  the  French,  -  -  -  ib. 

A  Hymn  to  Health.  Written  in  Sick- 
nets,  ---->_  780 

A.  Song,    .-..-.          ib, 


Page 

The  Genius  of  Britain.  An  Iambic  Ode. 
Written  in  the  Year  1756.  To  the  Right 
Honourable  William  Pitt,  Efq.  -  780 

Theagenes  to  Sylvia,  -  781 

THE  POWER  OF  HARMONY.       IN  TWO  BOOKS. 

Book  I.  The  Harmony  of  Muik,  Poetry, 

and  the  Imitative  Arts,          -         -         784 
Book  II.  The  Harmony  of  Nature,         -         787 

Epitaph  in  St.  Maigart's  Church,  Leicefter,     790 
Song  to  Winirreda,      -  ib. 

A  Father's  Advice  to  his  Son.     An  Elegy. 
In  Imitation  of  the  old  Song  to  Wini- 
freda.    Written  in  the  Year  1758,     -         791 
The  Tomb  of  Shakfpeare.    A  Vifion,    -         794 
Ver-Vert :  or,  The  Nunnery  Parrot.     An 
Heroic  Poem  in  Four  Cantos.  Infcribed  to 
the  Duchefs  of  D****.     Tranflated  from 
the  French  "of  Monf.  Greffet,  Canto  I.         793 
Canto  II.     -         -         -         -         -         -         795 

Canto  III.  -  797 

Canto  IV.  -        -        -        -        -        299 


GO  N  T  E  N  T  & 


WORKS  OF  GOLDSMITH. 


Author's  Life,    - 


Page 
805 


COMMENDATORY   VERSES. 

The  Tears  of  Genius, 

Extract  from  a  Monody,  on  the  Death  of 

Oliver  Goldfmirh,     - 
pn  the  Death  of  Dr.  Goidfmith.     By  W. 

Woty,.  -        -         -         - 


&.  Prologue,  written  and  fpoken  by  the 
Poet  Laberius,  a  Roman  Knight,  whom 
Caefaf  forced  upon  the  Stage.  Prefwved 
by  Macrobius,, 

The  Double  Transformation.     A  Tale, 
A  N--V  Simile,  in  the  manner  of  Swift, 
A  DePriptiim  of  an  Author's  Bed-Chamber, 
The  Hermit.     A  Ballad,  176;,     - 
An-  Elegy  on  the  Death  of  a  Mad  Dog, 
Stanzas  on  Woman,     ,- 
The  Traveller ;  or,  a  ProfpecSt  of  Society. 

To  the  R.-v.  Henry  Goidfmith. 
*Fhe  Deferted  Village.  Firft  Printed  1111769. 
To  Sir  Jofhua  Reynolds,  -         » 


815 
816 
817 


ib. 

818 
ib. 

819 
ib. 

821 
ib. 

•ib. 
825 


The  Gift  to  Iris,  in  Bow-Street  Covent- 

Gaiden,  - 

Epitaph  on  Dr.  Parnell, 
Epilogue  on  the  Comedy  of  the  Sifters, 
The  Haunch  of  Venifon,       ... 
Song  from  th«  Oratorio  of  the  Captivity, 
Somg,          -         -         -      .  - 
The  Clown's  Reply,  , 

Epitaph  on  Edward  Purdon, 
\n  Elegy  on  the  Glory  of  her  Sex,  Mrs. 

Mary  BJaize,  -, 

Retaliation,         - 
Song,  intended  to  have   been  Sung  in  the 

Conudy  of  lt  She  S~oops  to  Conquer,'* 
P-'i,Sogue  to  Z.ibfide  .  a  i'ragedy.    Written 

by  Jofeph  Cradock,  Efq    Spoken  by  Mr. 

Q^ick, 
Epilogue,  fp  -ken  by  M?-.  Lee  Lewis,  in  the 

Character  of  Harlequin,  at  hi-  Benefit, 
The   Logicians  Refuted.     In  Imitation  of 

D  -an  Swift.     -         -         -         .   '      „ 
Stanzas  on  the  Taking  of  Quebec, 
i  Lines  on   a  Beautiful  Youth,  Struck  Blind 

by  Lightntfig.  imitated  from  the  Spanifh, 
A  "Sonnet,  - 

Jupiter  and  Mercury.    A  Fable.     (Written 

i'onie   time    affer    Goldfmith's    Poem  of 

Retaliacion.)  By  David  Garrick,  Efq. 


Page 


ib, 

ib. 

831 
ib. 

ib. 
83* 

ib. 
83* 


ib. 


ib. 

ib. 

836 


WORKS  OF  P.  WHITEHEAD, 


THE  Author's  Life,     . 


The  State  Dunces  :  A  Satire,     Infer  ibed  to 
Mr   Pope,  1733,      -         -         -         - 

Manners:   A  Satire,  1738,  -         - 

The   Gymnafiad  :    or.   the   Boxing-Match. 
To   the    Moft    Puiffcint    and    Invincible 
Mr.  John  Broughton,        -         - 
Scriblerus  Tertius  of  the  Poem,     -         - 
Book  F.       -         -         -         -         -         - 

Book  II.     ...... 

Book  Ilf.  i 

Honour:   A  Satire,  1747,     - 

:An  'Epiftlc  to  Dr.  Thoaifon,  1755,        - 


839 


843 
846 


849 
ib, 

850 
852 
85  .? 
854 
857 


An  Occafional  Song,  as  performed  by  Mr. 

:.  Beard  in  the  Chaiader  of  a  Recruiting 
Serjeant,  at  rh-  -  heatre  Royal  in  Co- 
vent  G-.rden,  in  the  Entertainment  of 
"  The  Fair," 

Song,  ^unj:  by  Mr.  Beard  in  the  Enter 
tainment  of  Apoilo  and  Daphne, 

Song.  -*^ung  by  Mr  Be^nl  at  the  Annual 
Meeting  of  the  Prc'fident.Vice-Prefidcnts, 
Governors,  &c.  of  the  London  Hofpitaf, 

BallaJ,         ------ 

A  Fragment.        -          - 

Veries  occafi-ned  by  Lady  Pornfret's  Pre- 
f  !it  of  lome  Antique  Statues  to  Ox'ord, 
the  Streets  .\vhereof  Ayere  foolifhly  faid 
to  be  Paved  with  Jacobite*, 


Page 

861 
ib. 


863 

ib. 

863 


ib, 


CONTENTS. 


Page 

To  Dr.  King,     „--«.-        863 
The  Butterfly  and  Bee.     A  Fable,          -  ib. 

Verfes  dropt  in  Mr.  Garrick's  Temple  of 

Shakfpeare,     -----  ib. 

Cupid  Baffled,     -----  ib. 

Death  and  the  Do<5tnr,          -  864 

An  Occafional  Prologue,  fpoken  by  Mr. 
Powell,  at  the  opening  of  the  Theatre 
Royal  in  Covent-Garden,  on  Monday, 
Sept.  14.  1767,  -  ib. 

Verfes  on  converting  the  Chapel  to  a  Kit 
chen,  at  the  Seac  of  the  Lord  Donne- 
ray  le,  called,  "The  Grove,  in  Hcrtford- 
"  Ihire,"  .  -  -  -  ib. 

Verfes  on  the  Duke  of  Cumberland's  Vic 
tory  at  Culloden,  in  the  Year  1746,  865 
Verfes  infcribed  on  a  Monument,  called 


"  The  Tomb  of  Care,"  in  the  Garden  of 
the  late  John. Rich,  Efq.  at  Cowley,  in 
Middlefex:  whereon  three  beautiful  Boy$ 
are  covering  a  Funeral  Urn  with  a  Veil 
of  Flowers,  - 

The  Epitaph  (In  Letters  of  Brafs,  inferted 
by  a  Female  Figure  reprefenting  Hiftory), 
on  a  Marble  Pyramid  of  the  Monument 
of  John  Duke  of  Argyll, 

Verfes  on  the  Name,  P.  Whitehead,  fub- 
fcribed  to-  the  above  Incfription,  being 
removed  thence  fome  time  afrer  the  Mo 
nument  was  erected,  - 

Verfes  to  Mn  Brooke,  on  the  Refofal  of  a 
Licence  to  his  Play  of  GuiUvus  Vafa, 

Song, 

To  Dr.  Schomberg  of  Bath,          - 


Page 


ib* 


ib* 

866 

ibv 


WORKS  OF  BROWN. 


Page 

THE  Author's  Life,     -  869 

An  Eflay  on  Satire,  occafioned  by  the  Death 
of  Mr.  Pope.     Infcribed  to  Mr.    War- 
burton,  -         -         -         -         -         877 
The  Cure  of  Saul.    A  Sacred  Ode,        -         881 


Qn  Honour.  To  the  Lord  Vifcount  Lonf- 
dale,  ----_- 

Fragment  of  a  Rhapfody,  written  at  the 
Lakes  in  Wcftmoreland, 

Infcription,          - 


Page 
884 
887 


WORKS  OF  GRAINGER. 


THE  Author's  Life,-  - 
Preface  to  the  Sugar  Cane, 
The  Sugar  Cane — Book  I. 
Book  II. 


• 


Page 

891 
895 
896 
909 


Page 

The  Sugar  Cane. — Book  III.          -        -         916 

Book  IV.         .        -        914 

Solitude.     An  Ode,      -         -  -         93* 

Bryan  and  Pereene.    A  Weft  Indian  Ballad,    934 


WORKS  OF  SMOLLETT. 


THE  Author's  Life,  - 
Advice.  A  Satire,  - 
Reproof.  A  Satire,  - 
The  Tears  of  Scotland.  Written  in  the 

Year  1746,      - 
Verfes  on  a  Young  Lady  playing  on  a  Harp-. 

fichord  and  Singing, 
Love  Elegy,  in  Imitation  of  Tibullus,    -, 


Page 

939 
949 
95* 

955 

ib. 

ib. 


Songs,         •         « 
Burlefque  Ode, 
Ode  to  Mirth,     - 
Ode  to  Sleep,       -         * 
Ode  to  Leven  Water, 
Ode  to  Blue-Ey'd  Ann, 
Ode  to  Indepeneence, 
Songs,         «         «        „ 


Page 

956 

ib. 

ib. 


ib. 

ib. 

95) 


30C? 


CONTENTS. 


WORKS  OF  ARMSTRONG. 


A  HE  Author's  Life,     - 

THE  ART  OF  PRESERVING 

Page 
963 

HEALTH. 

Book  II.    Diet, 
Book  III.     Exercife,     - 
Book  IV.     The  Paffions,      - 

POEMS. 

€>f  Benevolence.    An  Epiftle  to 

970 

-         974 
979 

Eumcnes, 
08* 

Tafte.     An   E^iftle   to   a   Young   Critic, 

1753.     - 

Imitation  of  Shakfpeare  and  Spenfer, 

Progne's  Dream, 

A  Storm  ;  raifed  to  account  for  the  fete  re 
turn  of  a  Meffenger, 

An, Imitation  of  Speufer.  Written  at  Mr. 
Thomfon's  defire,  to  be  inferted  into  the 
Cattle  of  Indolence,  ... 

A  Etey  An  Epiftle  to  John  Wilkes  of 
Aykfbury,  EI<j.  «... 


Page 

9*5 

987 
989 

ib, 


990 
ib, 


APPENDIX. 

PIECES  OMITTED  IN  THE  WORKS  OF  THOMPSON. 


GARDEN  INSCRIPTIONS. 

Page 

In   11   Spenferofo.       On    Spenfcr's    Faery 

Queene, 993 

In  the  fame.     On  Spcnfer's  Shepherd's  Ca 
lendar,            -        -        ...  ib. 

In  Shakfpeare's  Walk,           .        .         -  ib. 

In  Milton's  Alcove,     -         ...  ib. 

'In  the  fame.     A  Translation,         -        -  ib. 

On  Laurel  Hi',1,            ....  ib. 

In  Chaucer's  Boure,     ....  994 

At  the  End  of  the  Canal  in  the  Middle  of 

the  Garden,     .....  ib. 

In  the  fame.     A  Tranflation,        -         -  ib. 

In  the  fame,         -         -         -         -    .     -  ib. 

In  Golden  Grave,        .        ..        .        .  ib. 


In  Cowley's  Shade,      - 

On  the  Mount  under  Mr.  Addifoa's  Pic- 

ture,       - 

Another.     Underneath,        - 
OD  a   Mount.     Virgil's  Piclore,  above  an 

Hive,  in  Minature,  in  the  Middle  of  a 

Woodbinc-Bafh,       - 
Under  his  Eclogues  and  Oeorgics,  by  the 

Cafcade,          - 
Beneath  a  Vine,  under  a  Pidure  of  Ho 

race,       

Oyer  Thomfon's  Seafons, 

In  the  Midft  of  an  Apple-Tree,  owcr  Mr. 

Philips's  Cyder, 
Over  Young's  Night  Thoughts,    - 


Page 

995 

ib. 
ib. 


ib. 


ib. 

ib. 

Jb. 


BINDING  SECT.  FEB  2     1968 


PR  Anderson,  Robert  (ed.) 
1171       The  works  of  the  British 

A56  poets 
v.10 


PLEASE  DO  NOT  REMOVE 
CARDS  OR  SLIPS  FROM  THIS  POCKET 

UNIVERSITY  OF  TORONTO  LIBRARY 


